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Dedication 

To the hearts that wander, 

To the minds that question, 

To the souls that dare to grow, 

This book is for you! 

To those who have felt the weight of choices, the 

sting of loss, the thrill of love, and the quiet ache 

of responsibility, may you see yourself in these 

pages, and may they remind you that every 

fragment of your journey matters. 

 

To everyone standing at their own crossroads— 

May you find the courage to keep becoming. 
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Preface 

Life is less about grand moments and more about the 

fragments in between—the fleeting smiles, the quiet 

doubts, the small victories, and the tiny heartbreaks that 

shape who we are. This book is an attempt to capture 

those moments, to give words to the invisible tug-of-war 

inside us as we navigate the delicate bridge between 

childhood and adulthood, innocence and experience, 

freedom and responsibility. 

Fragments of Becoming is not a guide, nor a prescription 

for life. It is a companion. It is for anyone who has ever 

felt the weight of choices, the sting of loneliness, or the 

quiet thrill of first love. It is for those who have worn 

masks to belong, carried the tug of rebellion, and 

stumbled through crossroads that demanded more than 

they thought they had to give. 

Through these pages, I invite you to walk with me—

through classrooms, streets, quiet nights, and bustling 

cities—into the messy, beautiful, and unforgettable 

journey of becoming. May you recognize pieces of 

yourself in these stories, feel the comfort of shared 

struggles, and find courage in knowing that growing up, 

while complicated, is also a profound act of discovery and 

love. 



Foreword 

Life, in its quiet moments, often feels like a series of 

fragments. Pieces of memory, thought, feeling, and 

experience scatter across time, sometimes clear, often 

hazy. We carry them unknowingly, and yet, they shape 

us—our choices, our fears, our joys, and the very way we 

see the world. 

Fragments of Becoming is an exploration of these 

moments. It is not a guidebook, nor a collection of grand 

philosophies. Instead, it is a mirror, held gently up to the 

reader, reflecting the small, everyday truths that make us 

human. These pages journey through the tender 

turbulence of adolescence and early adulthood: the masks 

we wear, the tugs of rebellion, the first weight of choices, 

the exhilaration and ache of love, and the profound 

awakening of responsibility. 

Writing this book, I was reminded of the subtle power of 

noticing: noticing the first heartbreak, the fleeting 

victories, the silent loneliness, and the quiet strength that 

surfaces when life demands more than we thought we 

could give. 

To the reader, I offer this: embrace each fragment. Some 

will sting, some will glow, but all are part of the story that 

shapes who you are and who you will become. This is a 

journey not about perfection, but about presence, 

courage, and self-discovery. 



A Note to the Reader 

We don’t always remember the exact day we started 

“becoming, ” but all of us know the feeling. The first time 

you realized your mother was more tired than she let on. 

The first time your father’s silence felt heavier than his 

words. The first time your own laughter in the playground 

carried both freedom and fear. The first time you hid your 

face behind a mask because the world felt too sharp. 

This book is a collection of those moments. Not advice, 

not rules, not a guide to success. It is more like a mirror, 

holding up the phases of life we all pass through, so you 

can see yourself more clearly. 

I began writing this at 22, not because I have all the 

answers, but because I am still living the questions. I am 

still fumbling between love and loss, still carrying 

expectations, still figuring out what it means to grow. And 

maybe that’s exactly why this book matters, because 

becoming is not something that happens “one day.” It is 

something happening right now, to both you and me. 

Each chapter traces a phase: from the womb’s silence to 

childhood’s small rebellions, from adolescence’s tug-of-

war between masks and truth, to the uncertain crossroads 

of adulthood. At the end of each phase, you’ll find a truth 

not as a lecture, but as a whisper. Something you can 

carry, revisit, and remind yourself with when life feels too 

loud. 



This book is not about giving you clarity. It’s about 

reminding you that even without clarity, you are still 

moving, still becoming. 

This is not a book of answers. It’s a companion for the 

journey. And if you feel even one sentence here belongs 

to you, then this book has already served its purpose. 

With Honesty & Hope,  

— Varsha Sri 
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Chapter 1 –  

A Universe Untouched 

Introduction 

Every life begins with a sound — the first cry. It may 

seem ordinary, but it is the spark that announces to the 

world: “I am here.” That cry is  not just of a child; it is 

of a mother’s sacrifice, a father’s awakening, a family’s 

embrace. To understand life, you must return to where it 

all began. The beginning is never small or unknown, it 

carries within it the whole journey of becoming. 
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Have You Felt This 

Have you ever had to carry something silently …. a 

pain, a secret, a responsibility, without anyone around 

you fully knowing what you were going through? Have 

you ever kept moving forward, adjusting your steps, 

even when no one applauded you or even noticed? 

That’s exactly what a mother does. She doesn’t ask for 

sympathy every time her back aches, or when sleep 

abandons her, or when her stomach knots in cramps. She 

absorbs it. She adapts. 

And here’s the raw truth: you wouldn’t be reading this 

right now if she hadn’t done that for you. 
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Phase 1 – The Silent Faith of a Mother 

Life doesn’t always begin with noise. Sometimes it 

begins in silence. 

A mother feels it before anyone else. At first, she couldn't 

even explain it. A tiredness that lingers, mornings that 

feel heavier, a strange flutter in her stomach that no one 

else can see. She carries a secret — a secret even her own 

body is still figuring out. To the outside world, she is the 

same. To her, everything has changed. 

Slowly, her body turns into a home. A place where life is 

being knitted together in the quietest way. She begins to 

eat carefully, choosing food not just for herself but for 

someone she hasn’t seen yet. She avoids sudden 

movements, walks more gently, and changes how she 

sleeps. Every decision now carries a hidden weight. She 

does not complain loudly. She simply adjusts, silently 

building a safe space inside her. 

This is where sacrifice begins. A mother turns her blood 

to milk and feeds her baby, giving away pieces of herself 

so the child can grow. Every breath, every heartbeat, 

every ounce of energy, it’s all shared. She is constantly 

tired, her body aches, her moods swing, but she carries it 

all. She knows it’s no longer just her life. It’s two lives 

woven together, and her body is the thread. 

But sacrifice is not the only thing she carries. She carries 

dreams too. In her quiet moments, she sets imaginations 

and expectations for her baby. She pictures a little face 
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pressed against her chest. She wonders, Will my child look 

like me? Or will they have their father’s eyes? She thinks 

of the laughter she wants to hear, the first words she wants 

to record in her memory, the values she wants to pass on. 

These imaginations keep her alive when her body feels 

too heavy. They are her hope when doubts cloud her 

heart. 

Pregnancy is not always glowing smiles and soft music 

like films show us. It is swollen feet, sleepless nights, and 

sudden tears. The back pain is so sharp that she has to stop 

in the middle of walking. It is holding her stomach with 

both hands during cramps that feel unbearable. Yet even 

through all of this, she keeps moving forward. Quietly. 

Without expecting applause. Without expecting anyone 

to fully understand. 

And then comes the day everything shifts. The delivery 

room. It is not soft, not peaceful. It is a battlefield. The 

pain is unlike anything else, bones-cracking pain, every 

muscle screaming, her body tearing apart to open the door 

for life. Blood all around. Shouts from nurses, 

instructions from doctors, sweat dripping from her 

forehead as she grips the bed. It feels endless. Minutes 

stretch into hours, and hours feel like forever. She reaches 

a point where she thinks, I cannot take this anymore. 

Maybe I won’t survive this. 

But then, a sound cuts through the chaos. A cry. The first 

cry of her child. It is raw, it is sharp, but it is the sweetest 

sound she has ever heard. The pain doesn’t vanish, but in 
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that moment, it fades into the background. All the hours 

of suffering lose their grip. Her eyes find the little body 

that just entered the world, and everything feels worth it. 

And then, the moment that stays with her forever the skin-

to-skin touch. The baby is placed on her chest. The child, 

who has known only the dark warmth of the womb, 

suddenly feels the warmth of skin, the familiar rhythm of 

a heartbeat. The crying slows. The tiny body settles down 

as if saying, Yes, this is home. This is where I belong. 

Tears stream down the mother’s face. Not out of 

weakness, but out of overwhelming relief and love. The 

baby has no words, the mother has no strength left, yet in 

that one touch, everything is said. The baby recognizes 

the mother, and the mother recognizes the baby. The bond 

is sealed without language. 

And here is the miracle: the pain, the blood, the 

exhaustion, it all loses power in front of that single touch. 

Imagine bones-cracking pain, imagine hours of labor, 

imagine screaming until your throat dries. Now imagine 

all of that melting away in a single second because of the 

sight of your child. That is the strength of a mother’s 

heart. That is love in its rawest form. 

When people say mothers are strong, they don’t just mean 

strong in the sense of physical endurance. They mean 

strong in faith, strong in patience, strong in their ability to 

give. She loved the child before she saw the child. She 

gave before she received. She trusted before she knew. 
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For any boy reading this: pause for a moment. Imagine 

your mother in that room. Picture her gripping the bed, 

screaming in pain, body breaking, blood all around. And 

then picture her eyes softening the second she saw you. 

Picture her tears falling onto your tiny skin as she held 

you for the first time. She had been carrying you silently 

for months, she had been suffering silently for hours, and 

yet the only thing she felt in that moment was love. 

Do you realize what that means? It means you were loved 

before you could even ask for it. You were wanted before 

you could even know what “want” means. Every breath 

you take today, every dream you chase, every mistake 

you make remember this: once, a woman broke her body 

apart so you could live. And the moment she saw you, she 

smiled through her tears. 

That is where life begins. Not in certainty. Not in 

knowledge. But in a womb of unknowing. In a pain that 

transforms into joy. In a silent faith that carries you before 

you even learn to carry yourself. 

Do You Remember 

Do you remember the first time you saw an old photo of 

your mother holding you as a baby? Her tired eyes, her 

messy hair, yet the way she was smiling as if you were 

the only thing that mattered in the entire world? 

Do you remember the smell of baby powder from your 

childhood? Or the way your mother would stay awake 

when you had a fever, pressing a wet cloth on your 

forehead, ? 
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Maybe you don’t remember those exact early days — but 

your body does. The calm you feel when you hug her 

even now, the way her lap feels like home no matter how 

old you are, that comes from those first silent months 

when you only knew her heartbeat and her warmth. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychology tells us something powerful: the bond 

between a mother and child begins before birth. A fetus 

begins to recognize the rhythm of the mother’s heartbeat, 

the tone of her voice, the changes in her breathing. That 

means before you ever opened your eyes, you already 

knew the sound of safety. 

Mothers, too, begin bonding long before they see their 

child. They dream, they imagine, they plan. And here’s 

the paradox: the body is drained, but the heart is 

overflowing. Pain lives side by side with expectation. 

Fear coexists with faith. 

This is not “superhuman strength.” It’s the human heart 

at its rawest, stretched to its limits, yet refusing to give up 

because something precious is growing inside. 

What It All Means 

So what does all of this mean? It means your life began 

with sacrifice you didn’t see, with strength you didn’t 

understand, with love you didn’t earn. 

You were carried in faith. You were welcomed in pain. 

You were loved before you even existed in the world’s 

eyes. 
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And that’s not just your story …. it’s the story of every 

human being. Strip away status, education, career, 

wealth, and you’ll find the same beginning. A mother 

somewhere carried silently, suffered silently, and then 

cried with relief at the sound of a baby’s first cry. 

That is where all our journeys start: not in clarity, not in 

control, but in the silent faith of someone who decided 

you were worth everything. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

Think about it — life doesn’t always enter with noise. 

Sometimes it begins in a soft, secret silence. A mother 

walking alone to the market, suddenly stopping because 

of a strange wave of dizziness. A woman lying awake at 

3 AM, unsure why her body feels heavier, why sleep isn’t 

the same anymore. She may not even tell anyone yet — 

not her parents, not her husband, not her closest friend. 

It’s a secret that lives in her body first. 

She eats a fruit and for the first time asks herself: “Will 

this be enough for two?” 

She takes the stairs a little slower, not because anyone 

told her to, but because her instincts whisper: “Be careful. 

You’re not just you anymore.” 

Life fragments like these are invisible to the world. Yet 

they are the foundation of everything we are. Before you 

had a name, before you had a face, your story was being 

written inside someone else’s body, quietly, moment by 

moment. 
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Have You Felt This 

Have you ever stood by someone you love while they 

were in pain, and realized there was nothing you could 

do except stay? 

Have you ever wanted to carry someone’s suffering on 

your shoulders, but the only power you had was your 

presence? 

That’s what fathers live through in the delivery room. 

They pace outside when the doors are closed. They hold 

trembling hands when screams fill the air. They whisper 

prayers they never knew they had in them. They wait, 

not because waiting is easy, but because there’s no other 

choice. 

It is helplessness, yes. But it is also faith. 
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Phase 2 – The Waiting Strength of a Father 

A father’s journey into birth is very different from a 

mother’s, but it is no less real. 

For nine months, he lived at a distance. He cannot feel the 

kicks under his skin. He does not wake up in the night to 

the baby shifting inside. He does not carry the weight in 

his bones or the ache in his back. All he can do is wait, 

watch, and imagine. 

From the outside, he becomes the silent guard. He makes 

sure the food is right, the medicines are on time, the 

doctor’s visits are never missed. He notices her tired 

steps, the way she holds her stomach when the cramps 

come, the way she tries to smile even when she is 

exhausted. He cannot take the pain away, and that 

helplessness sits heavy in his chest. 

Still, he keeps building in his own way. He works harder, 

saves more, prepares a room, buys tiny clothes. 

Sometimes he walks into the half-finished nursery and 

just stands there, staring at the crib, imagining the sound 

of a baby’s cry filling the room. He doesn’t say it out 

loud, but inside him there is a nervous mix of fear and 

pride. Will I be good enough? Will I be the kind of father 

this child deserves? 

Unlike the mother, who feels the baby moving inside her, 

the father lives in imagination. His love begins in 

absence. He loves someone he cannot touch, cannot see, 
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cannot hold. That is his version of faith to believe in a 

future he has not yet met. 

Then comes the day. The delivery room. If the mother is 

in battle, the father is on the sidelines, watching, aching, 

unable to fight for her. He sees her body break under the 

pain, hears her cries that pierce straight into his heart. 

Every instinct in him wants to step in, to shield her, to 

take the pain for himself. But he cannot. He is forced to 

stand still, hands trembling, whispering silent prayers that 

the woman he loves and the child he hasn’t met yet will 

both survive this storm. 

Those hours are the longest of his life. Minutes feel like 

days. He sees doctors rushing, nurses calling out 

instructions, his wife gripping the bed with all her 

strength. He feels useless as a bystander in the most 

important moment of his life. But deep down, he knows 

his presence matters. His hand holding hers, his voice 

reminding her she’s not alone, his steady gaze even when 

his heart is racing, that is his fight. That is his way of 

carrying the pain with her. 

And then, finally, he hears it. A cry. The sound is so 

small, yet it shakes his entire being. His knees go weak. 

Tears he didn’t even know he was holding back began to 

roll down his face. For months, he had imagined this 

moment, but imagination was never enough. Nothing 

could prepare him for the reality of hearing his child’s 

first cry. 
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He watches as the baby is placed on the mother’s chest. 

He sees the way the child calms at her touch, the way tears 

fall from her eyes. And then, for the first time, the nurse 

lifts the baby and places the tiny bundle in his arms. 

The world stops. His big hands feel clumsy holding such 

a fragile life. The baby is small, almost weightless, yet 

heavier than anything he has ever carried. In that moment, 

all his doubts, all his fears, all his questions fade. He 

doesn’t think about whether he is ready. He doesn’t think 

about whether he has enough money, enough wisdom, 

enough experience. He just knows one thing — I will 

never let go of this child. I will protect them with 

everything I have. 

And in that instant, he understands something new about 

strength. Strength is not just muscles, not just hard work, 

not just keeping emotions locked away. Strength is 

standing outside the storm, helpless, and still staying 

there. Strength is holding back your fear so the woman 

you love can feel safe. Strength is carrying 

responsibilities you don’t fully understand yet, but 

refusing to step back. Strength is looking into the eyes of 

your child for the first time and silently promising, No 

matter what this world does to you, you will never face it 

alone. 

For any boy reading this: picture your father in that 

moment. The long hours of waiting, the restless pacing 

outside the hospital room, the way his hands shook when 

he first held you. He might not have said much. Fathers 
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rarely do. But understand this, in that silence was a storm 

of love. He loved you before he saw you. He carried you 

in his heart even when he couldn’t carry you in his arms. 

That is the father’s love. Quiet. Unseen. Often unspoken. 

But fierce, steady, and eternal. 

Birth is not just a mother’s story. It is also the story of a 

father standing in the shadows, fighting a different kind 

of battle, the battle of waiting, the battle of helplessness, 

the battle of faith. And when his child is finally born, his 

entire world shifts. He becomes more than himself. He 

becomes a protector, a provider, a witness to the miracle 

of life. 

Do You Remember 

Do you remember watching your father leave for work 

early in the morning, maybe before you even woke up? 

Do you remember the sound of the door opening late at 

night, when he came back tired but still asked if you had 

eaten? 

He probably didn’t say much ….. fathers rarely do. But 

his actions spoke louder than words. 

Even today, you might not remember every detail of your 

father’s sacrifices. But the roof over your head, the meals 

on the table, the school fees paid on time, those were his 

way of carrying you, just as surely as your mother carried 

you before birth. 

 

 



14 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists say fathers often bond with their children 

later than mothers do. Not because they love less, but 

because their love begins in imagination. A mother feels 

the heartbeat inside her; a father feels it in a picture on a 

sonogram. A mother carries the kicks under her skin; a 

father carries the weight in his thoughts. 

Yet, research also shows something beautiful: the 

moment a father holds his child for the first time, his 

brain undergoes a shift. Hormones change, instincts 

awaken. His protective drive surges. It is as if his body 

whispers: “This is yours to guard now.” 

Strength, then, is redefined. It is not just about providing 

food or money. It is about holding a tiny body and 

realizing your entire life has a new center. 

What It All Means 

The father’s story is not about carrying life inside him. It 

is about carrying everything else so life can survive. Bills, 

fears, responsibilities, dreams, he takes them all on, even 

while doubting himself. 

True strength, as his journey shows us, is not about 

having control. It is about standing steady when you feel 

powerless. It is about offering presence when you have 

no solution. It is about trembling hands holding a fragile 

life and saying: “I don’t know if I’m ready, but I’ll never 

let you go.” 
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So when you think of your father, remember this: behind 

his silence was not absence. It was a storm of love, worry, 

and determination he never fully put into words. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

A father’s journey doesn’t begin with a flutter in his belly 

— it begins with silence. 

He marks the doctor’s appointment on his calendar, 

checks the cupboard for vitamins, keeps an eye on the 

bills that suddenly seem heavier. He watches her body 

change day by day. He notices how she struggles to bend, 

how she wakes up in the night, how she hides her tears 

when her ankles swell. He wants to fix it, but he can’t. 

So he creates his own rituals. He works longer hours, 

quietly saving for tomorrow. He spends evenings 

repainting a small corner of the house into a nursery. He 

folds the tiny clothes over and over, even though no one 

has worn them yet. Sometimes, he finds himself sitting in 

the quiet of that room — staring at the crib, imagining a 

cry, a laugh, a pair of tiny hands reaching for him. 

This is his pregnancy — a waiting, watching, building 

kind of love. 

  



16 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Have You Felt This? 

Think of a time when you entered a new space, so 

unfamiliar it almost hurt — your first day at school, 

your first day at a job, walking into a room where you 

didn’t know anyone. Do you remember how 

overwhelming it felt, as if the air itself was different? 

Now think of how it changed the moment someone 

smiled at you, or a friend called your name, or a teacher 

placed a reassuring hand on your shoulder. That single 

human touch can dissolve fear faster than any 

explanation. Isn’t it strange that even as adults, we’re 

not so different from the newborn? We still crave that 

first warmth, that signal that says: you are not alone. 
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Phase 3 – The Innocence of the Unknowing 

Child 

May be start feeing it this way,  

Before I ever opened my eyes, before I ever saw the 

world, I was floating in silence. I did not know who I was. 

I did not know where I was. All I knew was the sound of 

her heartbeat, steady, warm, like a lullaby that never 

stopped. That sound was my first home. 

I did not know words, but I felt feelings. 

The rhythm of her laugh made me calm. 

The quick beats when she worried made me restless. 

The slow hum when she slept made me safe. 

I was hidden, yet never alone. 

Time had no meaning for me. I only knew light and dark, 

hunger and fullness, movement and stillness. Her blood 

became my food. Her breath became my air. When she 

was tired, I felt it. When she smiled, I felt safe. A mother 

turns her blood to milk and feeds her baby, I didn’t 

know this, but my body lived by it. 

Then came a day when the comfort of my little world 

began to squeeze me. I didn’t understand. My body was 

being pushed, pulled, pressed. Everything felt louder, 

harsher, tighter. I wanted to cry, but I didn’t know how. 

All I knew was that something bigger than me was 

happening. 
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And then …..light. 

It burned my eyes. My tiny lungs filled with air for the 

first time, and it hurt. I cried, not because I was angry, but 

because it was all too new, too big. My world had broken 

open. 

But then, a touch. Her touch. Skin to skin. The first touch 

of my mother’s chest against mine. And just like that, I 

stopped crying. My body recognized her even outside the 

womb. I didn’t know what comfort meant, but I felt it. I 

didn’t know what love meant, but I was wrapped in it. 

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and though I didn’t 

understand, my little soul felt the bond, a bond older than 

words. 

I didn’t know that she had fought bones-cracking pain to 

bring me here. I didn’t know that blood surrounded me 

before her smile broke through it all. I didn’t know she 

had dreams and expectations for me even before I could 

see her face. All I knew was warmth, milk, heartbeat, 

arms. 

And then came another touch. Rougher, bigger hands. My 

father’s. I didn’t know who he was. His chest rose and fell 

too fast, his hands trembled, but when they held me, I felt 

something new. A different kind of safety. Stronger. 

Quieter. Like a wall that would stand between me and 

anything that tried to harm me. 

In my innocence, I did not know these were my parents. 

I did not know what sacrifice meant, or pain, or 

responsibility. I did not know that they had already 
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written silent promises for me in their hearts. I only knew 

that in this wide, overwhelming new world, I had two 

shelters: her warmth, his strength. 

I did not know my name. I did not know tomorrow. 

But I knew I was loved. 

And sometimes, that’s all a beginning needs. 

Do You Remember? 

Close your eyes for a second and trace back. Do you 

remember the smell of your mother’s sari when you 

hugged her as a child? Or the rough but steady hands of 

your father when he taught you to walk? Maybe an older 

sibling protecting you from the dark. We all have 

fragments like this, tucked into memory. They are not 

always perfect; sometimes they come with gaps or even 

scars. But when we find even a single moment where we 

felt safe, it becomes proof ….proof that love has touched 

us, even if just for a fleeting time. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists often say that our earliest bonds shape the 

way we love and trust later in life. The mother’s 

heartbeat, the father’s arms, these aren’t just poetic 

images, they’re the foundation of what is called 

“attachment.”  

The way we learn to trust the world often begins with how 

we felt held (or not held) in those first days.  
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When we felt secure, our little brains learned: the world 

is safe, I can explore.  

When we felt abandoned, our hearts whispered: be 

careful, the world might not catch you if you fall.  

Isn’t it powerful to realize that long before we spoke our 

first word, the story of trust had already begun writing 

itself into us? 

What It All Means 

The child in this story did not know names, roles, or 

promises. The child only knew the feeling of being loved. 

And perhaps that is the essence we forget as we grow 

older. We start chasing definitions, explanations, 

guarantees, when at times, what we need most is the 

simple trust that someone will hold us when life feels too 

new, too big, too loud. 

The innocence of the unknowing child whispers 

something to us: you don’t have to have it all figured out. 

Sometimes, it is enough to be carried for a while. To rest 

in warmth, to lean on strength, to let love hold you until 

your own feet are ready to walk. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

Before we knew what “life” was, We only knew sound. 

The gentle drumming of her heartbeat, like a drum deep 

in the earth. It was the first music we might have ever 

heard, and we didn’t even have ears ready for the world 

yet. Sometimes her laugh would echo into us, not as 

sound, but as a ripple that made us feel safe. Other times, 
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when worry tightened her chest, We would probably twist 

restlessly inside, as if her emotions had entered me before 

we knew what emotions were. 

And then, when the world broke open, we cried not from 

sorrow but from shock, the air was a flood too big for my 

tiny lungs. But then, her skin met ours, and suddenly 

everything harsh became soft again. That warmth was my 

first anchor, before we even knew what anchors were! 
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Have You Felt This? 

Think back to a time when joy entered your family — 

perhaps a baby cousin was born, or a sibling, or even 

when news of a child’s arrival reached you through a 

phone call. Do you remember how the air shifted? How 

conversations turned softer, laughter bubbled more 

easily, and even people who often argued found 

themselves smiling together? A newborn has this 

uncanny ability: without effort, without knowledge, they 

create unity. 

Maybe you have also felt that waiting — standing 

outside an operation theatre, staring at the red “In Use” 

light, every second dragging like an eternity. In those 

moments, you realize how helpless we are against time, 

how we lean entirely on hope. And then, when the cry 

comes, you understand why they say: 

One small voice can silence a thousand fears. 
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Phase 4 – The World’s First Embrace 

The child arrives, and suddenly the room is no longer the 

same. Nurses bustle, doctors give instructions, but for the 

family waiting outside, time has frozen. Every minute 

feels like an hour, every sound from behind those doors 

feels like a message. And then the cry. 

Grandparents rush to their feet. Their eyes, worn with 

years, shine as if they are young again. They have seen 

births before, maybe even carried many babies in their 

arms, but this one feels different because this child carries 

their blood forward, their story forward. For them, the 

child is not just a new life, but a continuation. A bridge 

between the past and the future. 

The doors open, and the father steps out, his face still wet, 

his voice trembling. He announces, “It’s a boy” or “It’s a 

girl, ” but the truth is it doesn’t matter. At that moment, 

the family is not hearing a gender, they are hearing hope. 

Cheers erupt, tears flow, some fold their hands in prayer, 

whispering blessings into the air. 

The baby is carried out, wrapped in white cloth, small and 

unaware. To the grandparents, the child feels like a 

miracle; to the aunts and uncles, like a promise; to 

neighbors, like a reason to celebrate. A newborn is more 

than an individual, it is a spark that lights up an entire 

community. 

Calls are made. “We have a baby!” travels across cities, 

sometimes even across oceans. A child who cannot even 
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speak yet has already made people smile miles away. 

That is the strange power of birth: without saying a word, 

without doing a thing, the child becomes the reason for 

joy in many lives. 

Yet for the baby, none of this matters. They are still 

sleeping, still unknowing. Their only world is the skin-to-

skin touch of the mother, the trembling embrace of the 

father, the warmth of the family around them. They do 

not understand blessings or expectations. They only know 

the arms that hold them, the smiles that greet them, the 

tears that fall on their tiny forehead. 

And maybe that’s enough. Because in those first days, the 

world does not need to teach the child anything. Instead, 

the child teaches the world to pause, to soften, to feel 

wonder again. The arrival of a baby reminds even the 

busiest hearts that life is not just about running forward, 

but about circling back to the basics: love, care, 

togetherness. 

So the world bends down to greet the child. With flowers, 

with sweets, with laughter, with prayers. And in that first 

embrace, the child unknowingly becomes what every soul 

is born to be a reason for others to love more deeply, to 

hope more boldly, to live more gently. 

The womb has ended. The world has begun. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the sweets distributed in little boxes 

after a cousin’s birth? Or the way your grandmother’s 
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wrinkled face softened as she carried a baby in her lap, 

Maybe you remember being pushed forward as a child to 

“touch the baby’s feet” as a form of blessing, while you 

barely understood what the fuss was about. 

Or perhaps you recall that first photograph — the one 

framed in your house, where a newborn lay swaddled, 

surrounded by a crowd of smiling faces. Even if you don’t 

remember the day itself, you’ve probably grown up 

hearing the stories: 

When you were born, the whole house lit up. 

These stories aren’t just family folklore, they’re gentle 

reminders that your arrival once shifted their entire world. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists say that human beings are wired for 

connection. The sight of a newborn activates something 

ancient in us, a biological instinct called the caregiving 

response. The tiny features, the soft skin, the helpless cry, 

all these trigger empathy and protection, even in 

strangers. That’s why even someone in a hospital 

corridor, who has nothing to do with the family, may 

pause and smile when they hear that first cry. 

Birth doesn’t just create a child, it reawakens humanity’s 

oldest truths: to protect, to nurture, to gather around. In 

modern life, where individualism often rules, the arrival 

of a baby reminds us of something deeper, that our 

survival and our joy are tied not to isolation, but to 

belonging. 
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What It All Means 

The womb has ended. The world has begun. But the 

world does not meet the child with instructions or 

expectations, it meets them first with embrace. That is 

life’s first lesson: before we learn to walk, talk, or 

achieve, we are simply received. 

Birth is more than a biological event. It is the rebirth of 

courage in a mother, the trembling discovery of strength 

in a father, the renewal of hope in a family, and the 

reminder of tenderness in a society. In the baby’s 

innocence, we are taught to pause, to soften, to remember 

that love is not earned but given first. 

Every beginning in life mirrors this truth. Whether it is 

starting a new job, moving to a new city, or entering a 

new relationship, the first step is rarely about knowing 

everything. It is about being embraced. About finding 

people, however few, who hold us with warmth until we 

can hold ourselves. 

And maybe that’s why each of us, no matter how grown 

we are, longs for that same world’s first embrace, a 

reminder that we, too, are still someone’s reason to smile. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The doors swing open, and time seems to slow. A father 

steps out, his eyes swollen with tears and sleepless hours, 

his hands trembling as if he himself had just been born 

into a new role. Behind him, the cries of a baby echo 

faintly, breaking the silence of waiting hearts. In that one 
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sound, the elders in the room, who have seen seasons 

come and go, who have buried sorrows and celebrated 

joys, suddenly glow as though youth has returned to them. 

For the siblings waiting outside, the announcement means 

something else: they are no longer just children, they are 

now aunts or uncles. For the neighbors who peek through 

the door, the baby is another thread woven into the 

collective story of the community. 

And then, when the child is carried out wrapped in white, 

fragile as breath, the entire room leans closer. Not one 

person sees the baby the same way, to one it is a miracle, 

to another a promise, to someone else a continuation of 

the family’s legacy. Yet, to the baby, it is just arms, 

warmth, and steady heartbeats. 
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Chapter 2 –  

The Age of Small Revolts 

Childhood is the first battlefield where innocence and 

independence collide. A battlefield made not of swords 

and shields, but of spoons refused, toys demanded, tears 

shed, and questions that never end. It is in these years that 

a child first discovers the power of “No.” 

The baby, once celebrated for every smile and every step, 

now begins to disturb the order of the household. 

Suddenly, what once felt like soft lullabies is replaced 

with shrieks of refusal. What once was an angel in 

swaddling cloth now insists on ruling the dining table, the 

toy basket, and sometimes even the entire house. 

And yet, this turbulence is not chaos, it is growth. 

Childhood is not only the age of wonder; it is the age of 

small revolts. Revolts that announce to the world: “I exist. 

I have a will. And I will not always bend.” 

This chapter is about those small rebellions, sometimes 

annoying, sometimes tender, but always essential. For 

they are the first sparks of the fire each human carries 

within. 
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Have You Felt This? 

If you’ve ever been near a child, you know this war. Not 

over toys or great choices, but over one bite. You beg, 

you coax, only to be met with a head turned away. 

But look deeper …. haven’t you felt this in yourself too? 

That stubbornness that rises for no reason except to 

remind you: I decide. Someone offers advice you know 

is good, yet you resist. Someone reaches out in love, yet 

you push back. Sometimes the “no” is not against them 

but for yourself, a way of saying, this choice is mine. 

That’s why this little rebellion is not meaningless noise. 

It is the child’s first declaration of identity. 
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Phase 1 – The First Stubborn Tears 

Every childhood begins with small rebellions. They are 

not in schools or streets, but right inside the house, at the 

dining table, in front of a plate of food. 

The mother has been on her feet since early morning. The 

smell of Cerelac lingers in the kitchen. Her own body is 

exhausted from sleepless nights, and her thoughts are half 

on the house, half on her husband’s lunch she has to pack 

for the next morning. Her outfit is wrinkled, smeared with 

food stains from feeding the child earlier, hair slightly 

tangled from hurried hours. But she moves forward 

anyway. 

She sets the plate in front of the child.Celerac. She sits 

with a deep sigh, spoon in hand, heart full of hope. “Just 

one bite, ” she says softly. 

The child turns his head away. 

At first, she laughs lightly, thinking it is a game. She 

makes the airplane sound with the spoon, and circles it in 

the air. “Come on, baby. Here comes the plane!” 

The lips stay sealed. The head shakes harder. 

A flicker of frustration touches her chest. Why does the 

baby always do this? She reminds herself: patience. She 

tries again. “Okay, one bite for amma, then you can play.” 

But the child’s little hands push the spoon away. Some 

food falls to the floor. And then it comes the scream. The 
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sound is sharp, loud, and insistent. The child’s cheeks 

flush red, tears stream down, arms flail, feet kick. 

Her patience begins to crack. She’s been up half the night, 

rocking the baby when they cry, wiping the same little 

tears again and again, unable to sleep herself. Her 

restlessness grows, turns into frustration. She feels it in 

her shoulders, her chest, her jaw and yet, she cannot 

leave. She is needed here, now. 

Her thoughts whirl. I stayed up all night, and now this. I 

have to get food ready for my husband tomorrow 

morning. I haven’t even had a proper meal myself. Her 

outfit, now smudged with tiny drops of milk and cerelac, 

reflects her exhaustion and the chaos of motherhood. 

She kneels beside the child, her hands trembling slightly. 

“Please, just one bite. See, amma worked so hard.” But 

the child shakes head violently, sobbing harder. 

At that moment, it’s not hunger or food that matters. It is 

the child discovering power, a tiny, fierce, undeniable 

independence. With every tear, he is declaring: I will not. 

I am my own. 

The father walks in from the next room. “What’s 

happening here?” he asks, voice gentle, trying to hide a 

smile. The mother shoots him a glance. “Don’t interfere. 

This is my battle.” He only shakes his head, chuckling 

quietly. Inside, he admires the little fire in his child’s 

eyes. 



32 

Minutes stretch like hours. The child’s chest heaves, 

hiccups replace sobs, tiny fists slowly unclench. The 

mother holds him close. She feels his heartbeat against 

hers, feels the warmth of his body, and realizes the truth: 

these tears, these refusals, these small rebellions they are 

not rejections. They are declarations. 

She wipes the wet streaks from the child's cheeks, feeling 

her own eyes sting. She is tired beyond words, restless, 

frustrated, and yet, a soft smile breaks through. The half-

eaten plate does not matter. The messy clothes do not 

matter. The sleepless nights do not matter. For in these 

stubborn tears, she sees something more profound than 

obedience: she sees a child learning to be themself. 

The frustration she feels is not wasted. It is a mirror to the 

struggle of growth, the tension between giving and letting 

go. Her restlessness turns into understanding. Her 

exhaustion turns into empathy. 

For the child, it is the first taste of independence. For the 

mother, it is the first understanding that love is not about 

control; it is about patience, sacrifice, and the courage to 

hold on while letting go at the same time. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember your own stubbornness as a child? 

Maybe your mother recalls how you refused vegetables, 

or how you insisted on wearing one shirt again and again 

until it faded. Perhaps your father teases you even today 

Or maybe the memory is quieter. The way you pushed 
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away a plate, the way you shook your head so fiercely 

that even as an adult you now smile at the thought of it. 

And as you grew older, stubbornness took new shapes. 

Refusing to study when your parents begged. Refusing to 

say sorry even when you knew you were wrong. Refusing 

to admit you were scared when all you wanted was a hug. 

These echoes of the first stubborn tears stay with us. They 

remind us of the first time we learned to say, I am my own 

person. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Child psychologists say the first acts of refusal are not 

disobedience, but development. When a toddler pushes 

food away, they are not just rejecting taste, they are 

experimenting with autonomy. In that stubborn shake of 

the head is a milestone: the realization that I am separate 

from you. 

For the mother, it feels like failure “I tried so hard, and he 

still refuses.” For the child, it is discovery “I have a will, 

and it works.” Both are true. And both truths hurt in their 

own ways. 

It’s a paradox every parent must live through: to nourish 

the child, you must sometimes face their rejection. To 

raise independence, you must sometimes swallow your 

own pride. 
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What It All Means 

The first battle over a spoon of food is not really about 

food. It is the seed of something larger the awakening of 

individuality. The mother may see waste, mess, 

exhaustion. But the child’s scream is the first song of 

independence. 

Every tear says: I am not just an extension of you. I am 

me. 

And maybe that’s the truth hidden in the frustration, life’s 

earliest lessons are not neat or easy. They are chaotic, 

noisy, and tear filled. But through them, a child grows, 

and a parent too. The child discovers will; the parent 

discovers patience. 

It is the beginning of a lifelong dance of holding on and 

letting go, of guiding and surrendering, of feeding and 

waiting until they choose to eat. 

So the next time you hear of a child refusing food, don’t 

just see it as a tantrum. See it as the first rehearsal of 

choice. Because the story of life does not begin with 

obedience. It begins with tears that dare to say: I will not. 

And in those tears, independence is born. 
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Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The child’s fists tighten, his little jaw locked shut. The 

spoon hovers, waiting. A dollop of Cerelac slides down, 

splattering the floor in a soft plop. The mother sighs, not 

just from this moment, but from the weight of many 

moments, the midnight cries, the endless laundry, the 

body that hasn’t had a full night’s rest since delivery. 

She tries again. “Just one bite.” 

Her voice is softer than she feels inside. She imagines her 

husband’s lunchbox still unpacked, the kitchen sink full 

of dishes, her own stomach gnawing from missing meals. 

She watches the tiny lips seal tighter, the cheeks puff red, 

the eyes brim with tears that spill too quickly. 

And then it erupts. A scream so sharp that it cuts into her 

chest. Tears roll down the child’s cheeks like tiny 

rebellions. The mother feels her throat tighten. She wants 

to be patient. She wants to smile. But she also wants to 

cry herself. 

In that small corner of the house, over one spoon of food, 

two wills collide, one discovering power, the other testing 

endurance. 
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Have You Felt This? 

If you’ve been around children, you’ve heard it …. the 

relentless chain of whys that never ends. Sometimes you 

laugh, sometimes you sigh, sometimes you want to 

cover your ears. But if you’re honest, haven’t you 

carried those same questions in your own heart? 

Why am I here? Why do people suffer? Why do some 

dreams fade? Why does love hurt? Why does time move 

so fast? 

As adults, we disguise these whys. We stop asking them 

aloud, but they echo inside us. The child, in their 

innocence, dares to give them a voice again. 
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Phase 2 – The Endless “Why” 

After the first stubborn tears, there comes a new kind of 

rebellion. It is quieter, but no less powerful. It does not 

break dishes or flood the floor with food. Instead, it floods 

the mind, yours, theirs, everyone’s around them — with 

questions. Endless, insistent, impossible questions. 

” 

“Why do we have to sleep?” 

“Why can’t I eat ice cream?” 

“Why do I have to wear shoes?” 

And then the questions that catch you off guard: “Why do 

people die?” Why are people Born” 

The child does not yet know that questions can be tiring. 

That curiosity can be exhausting for parents. All they 

know is that something does not make sense, and they 

will not rest until they understand it. 

The mother, already worn from sleepless nights and 

messy mornings, sits cross-legged on the floor, trying to 

pack lunch for the husband while wiping tiny hands 

covered in mud, crumbs, or paint. She hears the first 

“Why?” and pauses. 

Not again, she thinks, a little tired smile breaking 

through. “Because that’s how it is, ” she says softly. But 

he shakes his head. “No, why?” 

She bends down to his level. “Because the sky looks blue 

to our eyes, ” she explains. 
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“But why is it blue?” 

She sighs, gently touches his hair, and mutters under her 

breath, “Where do they get this energy?” She knows she 

must answer patiently, again and again. 

Every day, every hour, every little thing invites a 

question. The spoon, the toys, the shoes, the grass, the 

clouds, the shadows, the colors, the food, the people. It is 

relentless. But hidden behind every “Why?” is something 

sacred: the child is beginning to understand the world, 

and to understand that there is a world to question. 

The father, walking into the room after work, finds the 

mother sitting at the table with the child in her lap. Her 

hair is slightly messy, a bit of food smudged on her dress. 

She has been explaining why the sun sets, why rain falls, 

why the neighbor’s dog barks. Her shoulders slump, her 

eyes show exhaustion, yet there is a softness in her gaze, 

a gentle reverence for this small human demanding truth. 

The mother, tired from sleepless nights, restless from 

chores, frustrated from constant care, sometimes wishes 

for silence. She feels her heart tighten when the questions 

repeat, when the answers don’t seem enough. But then, 

the child grabs her hand, eyes wide, waiting for the next 

explanation. And she answers again. 

There are moments when she pauses, overwhelmed. She 

sets the child down to play for a minute, breathes deeply, 

and watches. He is scribbling with crayons on paper, 

inventing new worlds. In each scribble, each line, each 

question asked aloud, she sees him growing. She sees a 
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mind that will not accept limits. She sees courage, 

curiosity, and determination forming in tiny bones and 

growing muscles. 

Sometimes, his questions come at night. When she is 

trying to rest, when her body aches from lifting, feeding, 

and rocking him to sleep, she hears the whispered: “Why, 

amma? Why?” Her restlessness flares, frustration 

pressing against every muscle. She closes her eyes for a 

second and thinks of all she must do tomorrow, all she 

must pack, clean, cook, and still answer these endless 

whys. 

And then she smiles, softly, because she knows: these 

questions are not defiance. They are discoveries. The 

child is carving a path through the unknown, and she is 

walking beside him, even when tired, even when 

frustrated. 

Every “Why?” is a small revolt against the quiet 

acceptance of the world. Every “Why?” is the child 

claiming understanding, claiming thought, claiming 

independence. It is messy, exhausting, relentless. But it is 

necessary. Without the questions, there is no curiosity. 

Without curiosity, there is no growth. 

The father, watching later, sometimes shakes his head in 

amazement. He wonders how one tiny human can keep a 

mind so active, so insistent, so unyielding. He remembers 

his own childhood and smiles faintly at the memory, the 

endless whys teh child asked, the frustration they caused, 
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the learning they demanded. And he realizes: the child is 

alive, thinking, learning, becoming. 

The mother, wiping a smudge of paint off the child’s 

cheek, tucking stray hair behind her ear, exhausted yet 

alert, whispers softly: “It’s okay, baby. Ask as much as 

you want. I will answer. I will listen. Even if it tires me, I 

will always answer.” 

In these endless questions, the child is learning to trust the 

world, and the mother is learning to trust her own 

strength, her patience, and her love. Restlessness turns 

into determination. Frustration turns into quiet pride. 

Messy outfits, sleepless nights, chaotic days, they all 

become threads in the fabric of this early rebellion and 

early understanding. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember your own endless whys? Maybe your 

parents told you stories instead of explanations. Maybe 

they laughed and said, “When you grow up, you’ll 

understand.” 

Perhaps you remember sitting under the night sky, staring 

at the stars, whispering questions to yourself you couldn’t 

ask aloud! 

Those unanswered questions still live somewhere in you. 

Maybe life buried them under bills, deadlines, and chores. 

But if you close your eyes and listen, you’ll hear that 

same voice from your childhood: Why? Why? Why? 
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The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists say the “why phase” usually starts around 

age three. It is not mischief. It is the child’s mind 

awakening to causality, the idea that everything has a 

reason. This is the first step toward critical thinking. 

But for the parent, especially the mother carrying 

exhaustion in her bones, it feels like a test of patience. 

Behind every repeated “why” lies a test of love: will you 

still listen? Will you still answer, even when tired? 

Here’s the paradox: in those moments where the mother 

feels most depleted, she is building something invisible. 

Every answer, every pause, every patient smile is shaping 

not just knowledge, but trust. The child is learning: the 

world makes sense if I ask, and amma will help me find 

the sense. 

What It All Means 

The endless “why” is not just about curiosity. It is about 

courage, the courage to demand sense in a world that 

doesn’t always offer it. It is the child’s refusal to accept 

silence as an answer. 

For the mother, it is a daily surrender. She cannot always 

give perfect answers, but she can give presence. 

Sometimes that is enough. Because children do not 

always remember the words, but they always remember 

whether someone listened. 

And isn’t that true for us all? We don’t always need 

complete explanations. Sometimes we just need someone 
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to hear our questions, even if the answer is, I don’t know, 

but I’m here with you. 

So in the end, the endless “why” is not a nuisance. It is 

the sound of a child’s mind unfolding, the heartbeat of 

discovery. And the tired mother, with her messy hair and 

wrinkled dress, becomes the first teacher of wonder. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

If you find yourself asking “why” too often, about your 

life, your choices, your struggles don’t silence it. That 

questioning is not weakness; it is proof that you are alive, 

still growing, still searching. 

Remember: every “why” is a doorway. Some will exhaust 

you, some will break you open, but each one will bring 

you closer to yourself. 
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Have You Felt This? 

If you’ve ever stood near a playground, you know the 

sound, that sudden escalation of voices, that tug-of-war 

between small bodies, the rise of tension that makes 

every parent’s heart pause. Have you felt the push-and-

pull of letting go and holding back? The urge to protect, 

but also the knowledge that protection can sometimes 

weaken? 

And maybe, as an adult, you’ve felt your own 

playground battles, not over swings or balls, but over 

recognition at work, fairness in relationships, or 

belonging in a group. That same tug-of-war between 

wanting to win and learning to let go. That same 

exhaustion of fighting for a place, a voice, a piece of the 

world. 
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Phase 3 – The Playground Battles 

Childhood grows bolder. The world outside the home is 

bigger, louder, and filled with other small humans who 

also have wills of their own. The first battleground of 

independence moves from the dining table to the 

playground, the schoolyard, the streets where swings 

creak and slides shine in the sunlight. 

The child, who once declared power with stubborn tears 

and endless whys, now discovers others. Friends, 

neighbors, strangers, classmates each with their own 

opinions, their own desires, their own small rebellions. 

And suddenly, sharing becomes complicated. Toys that 

were once theirs alone must be negotiated, swings must 

be taken turns on, games must be decided. 

It begins simply. The ball. The child grabs it and does not 

want to share. Another child tugs. A shout. Tears, 

frustration, anger. The mother, watching from the edge of 

the playground, feels her own heartbeat quicken. She 

wants to intervene, to step in, to smooth over the fight. 

But she knows and perhaps the father does too that this is 

essential. 

Every push, every argument, every sulk over a lost game 

teaches the child something profound: boundaries, 

fairness, empathy, courage, and resilience. Each small 

battle is a rehearsal for bigger ones in life. 

The child comes home that day, face streaked with tears 

and dirt, hair messy, clothes torn at the edges. The mother 
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sighs, frustrated at the mess and the cries that followed. 

She wants to scold, to demand apologies, to clean the 

scrapes. And yet, she cannot help but notice the glint in 

his eyes, pride, defiance, survival. 

These playground battles are small, yes, but significant. 

For the first time, the child learns that the world does not 

bend easily. That people have wills as strong as theirs. 

That fairness is not automatic. That standing up, 

sometimes screaming, sometimes refusing, sometimes 

retreating, is part of life. 

The father listens to the stories in the evening. “He didn’t 

want to share the ball again?” he asks, smiling faintly. 

The child nods fiercely. “I wanted it. It was mine.” The 

father ruffles his hair, half amused, half serious. “Good. 

You fought for it. But also remember, fighting is not 

always about winning, sometimes it’s about 

understanding others too.” 

The mother, though exhausted, finds a quiet satisfaction 

in the mess, in the scrapes, in the tantrums over stolen 

toys. Her restlessness from sleepless nights and endless 

chores lingers, but it mixes with pride. She has watched 

him push, test, fall, and get back up. She has watched him 

negotiate, sulk, and apologize. She has watched him 

discover the first lessons of fairness, courage, and 

empathy. 

Sometimes, the child comes home with a bruised knee or 

elbow. He cries, and she holds him close. The pain is real, 

but the lesson is deeper. Each mark on his skin is a 
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memory, a story, a revolt that taught something about life, 

about others, about himself. 

Other times, he comes home beaming, laughing 

uncontrollably, stories tumbling from his mouth faster 

than she can hear. “I won! I got the swing first! I stopped 

him from taking the ball!” She listens, tired, messy 

clothes clinging to her from the day’s work, and lets him 

revel in his small victories. Her exhaustion is still there, 

but beneath it is an understanding: the playground is 

where he is learning to be brave. The world is larger than 

the home, and these small clashes are his first steps in 

navigating it. 

She remembers her own childhood, her own fights, her 

own small rebellions. She smiles faintly, thinking of the 

resilience it built. She realizes that these playground 

battles, messy, loud, and exhausting as they are, are 

necessary. They are the first true tests of independence 

outside the safe walls of home. 

Even the frustration she feels at torn clothes, at dirt, at 

loud shouting is not wasted. It is part of the fabric of 

growth. Every bruise, every shout, every tear builds 

character, empathy, courage, and understanding. The 

child may not know it yet, but these playground battles 

are shaping who he will become. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember your own childhood battles? The sting 

of losing the swing to someone faster, the joy of clutching 

the ball as though it was the most important treasure in 
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the world? The tears over scraped knees, the laughter that 

followed seconds later? 

Maybe you remember sulking alone in a corner after 

losing a game. Or the rush of triumph when others finally 

listened to your rules. Those moments seemed trivial 

then, but now, looking back, you realize how much they 

taught you. 

You learned that people are not always fair. That 

sometimes you win by shouting louder. Sometimes by 

walking away. Sometimes by sharing. Sometimes by 

standing still. Those lessons stay, hidden in memory, but 

alive in every negotiation of adulthood. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

The truth is that every playground battle is more than it 

appears. On the surface: noise, tears, stubbornness. 

Beneath: profound truths. 

● That the world does not bend easily. 

● That others have wills as strong as ours. 

● That fairness is not automatic but must be 

struggled toward. 

For the mother, the truth is layered. She is exhausted. Her 

clothes carry the same stains, her hair is still tied in the 

same hurried knot, her shoulders ache from endless 

chores. And now, torn clothes and dirty shoes add to her 

list of burdens. Yet, in the middle of frustration, she 

glimpses something deeper her child’s first lessons in 

resilience, courage, and empathy. 
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For the father, listening to the stories later in the evening, 

the truth is gentler but steady. “Good you fought, ” he 

says, ruffling the boy’s hair. “But fighting is not always 

about winning. Sometimes, it’s about understanding too.” 

The playground does not teach only winning or losing. It 

teaches both. And the space in between. 

What It All Means 

The playground is not just noise and mess. It is the first 

training ground of society. The first parliament of 

children. The first battlefield of independence outside the 

walls of home. 

Every bruise becomes resilient. Every shout becomes 

courage. Every apology becomes empathy. Every sulk 

becomes self-reflection. Every torn shirt becomes a badge 

of survival. 

For the parent, the battles bring exhaustion. For the child, 

they bring transformation. And for both, they weave 

threads into the fabric of life messy, loud, exhausting, but 

necessary. 

The playground battles are small only in size. In meaning, 

they are enormous. Because here, a child learns the first 

truth of growing up: that independence is not just the right 

to say no, not just the right to question, but also the 

responsibility of living among others who have their own 

“nos” and their own “whys.” 

And so, the dirt-streaked child, the weary mother, the 

thoughtful father, all walk away from the playground 
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carrying more than they realize. A lesson, a memory, a 

fragment of becoming. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The playground battles are more than fights over toys or 

games. They are lessons in independence, fairness, 

empathy, and courage. For parents, they are loud, messy, 

and exhausting. But for the child, they are the first steps 

toward understanding the world outside the home, a 

world where not everything bends to their will, and where 

standing up, falling, and rising again is part of growing.  
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever hidden something as a child? A diary 

under your pillow, a chocolate in your pocket, a secret 

drawing no one was allowed to see? That quiet thrill of 

having something that was yours alone, not to be 

explained, not to be shared, not to be justified. 

And even now, as an adult, don’t we all keep secret 

corners? A playlist no one else knows about. A note 

saved in drafts. A little ritual we do when no one is 

watching. A tiny indulgence we don’t announce. 

The secret hideouts of childhood are not left behind. 

They evolve into the secret hideouts of adulthood. The 

need for a private space never disappears. 
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Phase 4 – The Secret Hideouts  

After the stubborn tears, the endless “whys, ” and the 

playground battles, there comes a quieter, almost 

invisible rebellion. It does not shout, cry, or push. It 

whispers. 

The child begins creating secret worlds — corners under 

the table, little spaces behind doors, blanket forts in the 

living room. Here, he is the ruler. Here, he makes the 

rules. Here, no one can interrupt, no one can question, and 

no one controls him. 

Some mornings, these hideouts start even before school 

begins. The alarm rings, the mother gently shakes him 

awake, but he suddenly discovers a stomach pain that 

never existed the night before. A fever sneaks in right on 

time. Or he pretends to be asleep after the alarm rings, 

muffling his small body under blankets. Every morning 

becomes a careful negotiation between childhood 

creativity and school obligations — a subtle revolt against 

routines he doesn’t yet fully understand. 

Once at school, the rebellions continue in smaller, quieter 

ways. Sharing food with friends during breaks becomes a 

delicate game of trust. A piece of chocolate or a small 

sandwich is offered, then sometimes snatched back, 

sometimes traded. Little decisions, small victories, tiny 

negotiations — they all teach fairness, loyalty, and 

boundaries. 
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Stationery becomes another battlefield. A pencil that 

looks slightly fancier than the rest, a notebook with shiny 

covers, even colorful erasers — each item is coveted. 

When parents refuse, the child hides the coveted pencil in 

a bag or pocket, hoping to sneak it into the world. 

Sometimes, he convinces the father to buy something 

fancy, using stories of unfairness or comparisons with 

classmates. Sometimes, grandparents become the 

accomplices, the gentle providers of small indulgences. 

These are not thefts or lies born of malice; they are the 

early exercises of independence, desire, and personal 

judgment. 

Chocolate wrappers tucked into pockets, pencils hidden 

under notebooks, secret drawings in books — all of it is 

a silent practice of selfhood. Every hidden treasure, every 

secret corner, every playful deception is a tiny assertion: 

This is mine. This is my space. My choice. 

At home, the mother notices these habits in small ways. 

The chocolate wrappers she finds in drawers, the fancy 

pencils that appear mysteriously, the hidden notebooks. 

Her restlessness from sleepless nights and constant care 

surfaces, turning into a quiet frustration. She remembers 

the messy clothes, the spills, the fights over meals, and 

the endless questions. Yet, she smiles through it all, 

knowing these are the small revolts that build the child’s 

sense of self. 

The father sometimes laughs quietly, watching from the 

doorway as the child tiptoes to hide a wrapper under the 
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bed or sneak a pencil into a pocket. “He’s learning 

cleverness, ” he says to the mother, half-amused, half-

proud. “He’s learning to claim what he wants, even if it’s 

small.” She nods, recognizing the truth: every rebellion, 

quiet or loud, is a step toward independence. 

Even when the child pretends to be sick to skip school or 

hides chocolate and pencils, these small acts are the first 

exercises of autonomy. They teach him judgment, 

patience, and secrecy — the understanding that some 

things are his alone. These hideouts are not just about 

avoiding rules; they are safe spaces where imagination, 

individuality, and independence grow. 

And sometimes, after the battles of the day, the tantrums, 

the endless questions, and the playground fights, the child 

retreats to these secret corners. He draws, scribbles, or 

arranges his hidden treasures. He talks to imaginary 

friends, practices making decisions, and quietly measures 

the world’s limits. The world outside is still full of rules, 

authority, and expectations. But here, in these small 

private revolts, he can simply be himself. 

For the mother, it is a quiet revelation. Her restlessness 

and frustration transform into pride. She sees not just the 

child, but the person he is becoming — independent, 

curious, clever, imaginative. She understands, finally, 

that all the small, silent rebellions — pretending to be 

sick, hiding chocolate, sneaking fancy pencils, keeping 

secret corners — are as essential as the loud ones. They 

teach autonomy, creativity, and resilience. 
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Sometimes, when the house finally quiets and the child 

sleeps, she allows herself a tired, soft smile. All the 

battles, questions, tantrums, and hidden games were not 

wasted. Every small revolt, every secret hideout, every 

tiny rebellion has shaped him. Each struggle, discovery, 

and secret act is a foundation for his selfhood. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember your own secret corners? The blanket 

forts, the notebooks filled with doodles, the chocolate 

eaten quietly so no one would know? Do you remember 

the thrill of having something that was yours, untouched 

by parents, siblings, or friends? 

Maybe you remember feigning illness just to avoid 

school. Or hiding a letter. Or pretending to be asleep 

when you weren’t. Those were not mere tricks, they were 

early declarations of selfhood. 

And perhaps, as you recall them now, you realize they 

shaped you teaching you privacy, teaching you to dream, 

teaching you to carve out independence even within the 

rules of home, school, or society. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

The truth is, these secret corners teach some of life’s most 

important lessons. 

● That desire is valid. 

● That privacy is necessary. 
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● That rules, while important, are not the whole of 

life. 

For the mother, there is an emotional duality. On one side, 

irritation, the sickness excuses, the wrappers found in 

drawers, the stubborn refusals. On the other, tenderness 

the recognition that these tiny rebellions are not defiance 

against her, but the child carving out a space to simply be. 

For the father, the lessons are clearer: cleverness, 

strategy, persuasion, even playful deception, these are 

tools the child will need later, in bigger battles. 

The heart resists, because frustration and fatigue are real. 

But the mind knows: these are the rehearsals of 

independence. 

What It All Means 

The secret hideouts are not just play. They are the 

foundations of autonomy. The blanket fort, the hidden 

chocolate, the shiny pencil, the fake fever, they are 

practice rounds for life’s larger negotiations. 

Every hidden treasure is a rehearsal for adulthood’s 

private decisions. Every secret drawing is an early sketch 

of identity. Every lie about a stomachache is the first 

experiment with resisting routine. 

For the parent, the wrappers, the excuses, the sneaky 

treasures can be tiring. For the child, they are liberation. 

And together, they create the quiet, essential lessons of 

becoming. 
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Because one day, that child will grow into an adult who 

knows: to live fully, one must not only share and fight and 

question, but also retreat, imagine, and claim privacy. 

The playground taught him courage. The secret hideouts 

teach him selfhood. And both are necessary fragments of 

life. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

Childhood is an age of small revolts, from stubborn tears 

to endless questions, playground battles, and secret 

hideouts. Each phase teaches individuality, resilience, 

curiosity, and courage. It is messy, frustrating, 

exhausting, and chaotic. But it is also tender, formative, 

and profoundly human. 

Every parent remembers the messy outfits, the sleepless 

nights, the spilled food, the frustration that came with 

love. Every child carries the stubbornness, the curiosity, 

the fights, and the secret worlds as the foundation of who 

they become. 

Childhood is where the self begins to emerge. It is where 

the first revolts, both loud and quiet, carve the path 

toward independence, understanding, and the courage to 

be oneself. 
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Chapter 3 –  

Between Pretend and Truth 

(Adolescence) 

Adolescence arrives without asking permission. It 

doesn’t knock. It doesn’t say, “Are you ready?” It has 

just begun. 

One morning, you wake up and the world feels slightly 

different. The same schoolbag feels heavier. The same 

friends seem to be changing, one by one. The same body 

you carried through childhood suddenly starts acting like 

it has a life of its own. You notice things you’d never 

noticed before. Your voice cracks when you least want it 

to. Your face notices pimples right before an important 

day. The same jokes you laughed at a year ago suddenly 

feel childish. 

It’s the strangest in-between stage of half child, half adult. 

Childhood isn’t completely gone, but adulthood hasn’t 

arrived either. And in this strange middle space, you 

begin to wrestle with a question you’ve never thought of 

before: “Who am I?” 

It’s not an easy question. And for many, the search begins 

in front of a piece of glass. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever stood in front of the mirror, smiling in 

different ways just to see which one looks “normal”? 

Have you ever practiced a line you want to say in class, 

only to back out later because you thought your voice 

might sound strange? 

Have you ever avoided looking too long because you 

didn’t want to face your own doubts staring back? 

The mirror is not just glass. It’s the silent witness to 

your fears, your rehearsals, your attempts at being 

someone others might accept. 



59 

Phase 1 – The Mirror of Doubt 

The mirror doesn’t just arrive in your bedroom—it 

follows you into new places. 

There’s nothing magical about a mirror. Just a sheet of 

glass backed by silver. Yet in adolescence, it becomes one 

of the most powerful things in your world. 

As a child, you ran past it without a thought. At most, you 

pulled a silly face or checked if chocolate was still 

smeared on your lips after eating. But now, it pulls you 

in. It holds you captive. You stand longer, staring, 

sometimes in silence, sometimes with frustration. 

What once was playful becomes serious. 

What once was a reflection becomes a judgment. 

You start noticing things you’d never seen before. A 

forehead that feels too wide. Shoulders that aren’t broad 

enough. Hair that refuses to stay the way you want. For 

boys, it may be the faint strands of facial hair that look 

more like patches than a beard. For girls, it may be the 

sudden sharpness of cheekbones or curves that make 

them feel watched, even when no one is looking. 

You don’t just look, you inspect. You tilt your head, smile 

in different ways, even rehearse how you’ll laugh 

tomorrow in front of friends. You press down pimples 

hoping they’ll disappear, or flatten your hair with water 

only to see it spring back up in rebellion. 
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And slowly, the mirror stops being just about how you 

see yourself. It becomes about how others might see you. 

You imagine how people in school look at you when you 

walk in, whether they notice the pimple you can’t stop 

staring at. You replay moments in your head, how you 

stood, how you spoke, how you laughed. And the replay 

is rarely kind. 

This is the age where you begin to carry two selves. The 

one you actually are, and the one you think people see. 

And in the gap between them, anxiety lives. 

Some mornings, it feels unbearable. The alarm rings, and 

you pretend to still be asleep. Your mother’s voice calls 

from the kitchen, but you clutch your stomach, claiming 

it hurts. Sometimes, fever magically appears on school 

days, only to vanish after the first hour. All you want is 

to escape being seen, escape the possibility of being 

laughed at. 

This is not laziness. This is fear. The quiet, suffocating 

fear of not being enough. 

High school. A word that carries weight even before you 

enter its gates. Everyone tells you it’s different: “You’ll 

make new friends, ” “You’ll have to focus more, ” “It’s 

the real beginning.” And while adults say it with a casual 

tone, for you, it’s like being thrown into a completely new 

world. 

You walk through the corridors and the question circles 

in your head: Can I mingle? How can I? You see groups 

laughing, classmates already forming circles, some bold 
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enough to start conversations as if they’ve known each 

other for years. But if you’re reserved, if you’re stubborn 

about opening up, it feels almost impossible. 

Maybe you’re that girl who listens to her mother’s words. 

The one whose hair is neatly oiled because mom insists, 

“It will grow thicker and longer if you take care of it.” 

You obey, even if it makes you feel out of place among 

girls experimenting with trendy hairstyles. Your uniform 

is neat, but your silence makes you stand out more than 

your clothes. You don’t talk much. You stay in your own 

corner, eyes lowered, building a wall around yourself 

with the quietest of bricks. 

Some even mistake it for an “I don’t care” attitude. They 

think you’re worse, arrogant. But in truth, you’re just 

learning to live with your own insecurities. You don’t feel 

ready for exposure. You fear being misjudged, so you let 

the silence protect you. 

The mirror reflects all of this back to you. Not just your 

face, not just your body, but the way you’re different. The 

oil in your hair. The stubborn set of your lips. The unsaid 

words that stay locked in your chest. 

And when you look at yourself in that reflection, the 

questions pile up: Am I enough? Do I look like I belong? 

Will anyone notice me for who I am, or only for what I’m 

not? 

High school becomes less about subjects and books, and 

more about this invisible test finding your place. You’re 

no longer just a student; you’re a contestant in a silent 
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competition of belonging. Some win it easily. Others, like 

you, take time. 

It’s here, in this stage, that the mirror grows sharper. It 

doesn’t just show your physical self, it amplifies your 

doubts. You compare your quietness with someone else’s 

boldness. You compare your oiled hair with someone 

else’s carefree curls. You compare your silence with 

someone else’s effortless charm. 

And yet, deep down, you know there’s another side. You 

know you’re not weak. You’re not indifferent. You’re 

just… waiting. Waiting for a space where your truth 

doesn’t feel like a disadvantage. 

This is self-consciousness. Your brain is growing, 

changing, and one part of it, the part that imagines what 

others think, is working in overdrive. You feel watched, 

even when nobody is looking. And so every detail 

matters: the shirt you wear, the way your shoes look, the 

way your bag hangs on your shoulder. 

But here’s the truth that adolescence hides: almost 

everyone feels the same. The boy you think looks perfect 

in class? He’s worrying about the size of his nose. The 

girl you think is admired by everyone? She’s crying at 

night about her skin. Everyone is standing before their 

own mirror of doubt, believing they are alone. 

Yet in the middle of all this self-criticism, something else 

is born. A whisper. A small, fragile “what if.” 
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What if I looked better tomorrow? What if I grew taller? 

What if my skin cleared?  

It’s a question that can torment, but also one that quietly 

drives you. That “what if” is the seed of possibility. The 

reason you start experimenting with clothes, with 

hairstyles, even with the way you talk. It’s not just about 

hiding flaws, it’s about exploring who you might become. 

The mirror, cruel as it feels, is also your first stage for 

self-discovery. Behind the doubt hides a deeper search: 

Who am I becoming? 

Some evenings, after a long day of feeling out of place, 

you may stand again before that mirror. This time, not as 

a critic but as a dreamer. You imagine a stronger version 

of yourself. A braver version. Someone who walks into 

class without shrinking. Someone who can laugh loudly 

without worrying about how it looks. 

This duality—the critic and the dreamer—is the heartbeat 

of adolescence. The mirror hurts, yes. But it also shows 

you that you are not fixed. You are still being made. 

But until then, the mirror of doubt is your daily 

companion. It reflects not just your face, but the 

questions, the insecurities, the tug-of-war between 

pretending to be okay and admitting you’re not. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you were suddenly aware 

of your looks, not because of yourself, but because of 

someone else’s comment? 
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Maybe a classmate laughed about your hairstyle. Maybe 

an aunt casually remarked, “Your skin has been damaged 

a lot.” That small comment stayed with you far longer 

than it should have. 

Do you remember trying on clothes before a school event 

and asking your sibling or parent, “Does this look okay?” 

even when you already knew the answer didn’t matter as 

much as how you felt inside? 

Do you remember wishing you could skip a day of school 

just because you didn’t feel “presentable enough”? 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists call this the “imaginary audience” a stage 

in adolescence where you believe everyone is watching 

you, noticing every detail, every flaw. Your brain, still 

wiring itself for adulthood, exaggerates this sense of 

being seen. That’s why a small stain on your shirt can feel 

like the end of the world. Why might you walk differently 

down a room if you think someone is looking. 

But here’s the irony: while you’re worrying about how 

others see you, they are equally busy worrying about 

themselves. Everyone is in front of their own mirror of 

doubt. 

What It All Means 

The mirror of doubt is not the enemy, it’s a teacher. 

It teaches you that growing up is not just about physical 

change but about self-awareness. It forces you to see the 

gap between who you think you are and who you want to 
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be. Yes, it hurts. Yes, it makes you shrink back at times. 

But it also plants the seed of transformation. 

Every doubt you feel is actually proof that you care about 

yourself, about being accepted, about belonging. And 

caring is not weakness, it is the first sign of growth. 

The mirror reminds you daily: you are still unfinished. 

And being unfinished is not failure it is becoming. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The mirror is not just glass, it’s memory, doubt, and hope 

tied together. In adolescence, it doesn’t only show what 

you look like; it shows what you fear you’re missing. But 

being different, being reserved, being slow to open up 

isn't a weakness. It’s simply another way of being. The 

challenge is not to run from the mirror, but to slowly teach 

yourself that you’re more than what it shows, more than 

what others assume, and more than the silence you hide 

behind. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever pretended to be interested in music, 

movies, or fashion just because your group liked it? 

Have you ever acted tougher, funnier, calmer, or more 

confident than you really felt, just so no one would see 

the fear inside? 

Have you ever smiled wide in a photo, only to feel 

empty two seconds later? 

If yes, you know the weight of the mask. It’s not heavy 

on your face….it’s heavy on your heart. 
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Phase 2 – The Masks We Wear 

If the mirror is where the doubts are born, the classroom 

is where the masks begin. 

High school doesn’t allow you to stay hidden forever. No 

matter how much you want to keep to yourself, there 

comes a time when you must step into the world answer 

a question, introduce yourself, join a group activity, or 

simply walk past groups who already seem to belong. 

And it’s in these moments that the mask slips quietly onto 

your face. 

The mask is not physical. No one can see you putting it 

on. But you feel it. It’s the fake smile you practice before 

entering class, the louder laugh you force when you don’t 

actually find something funny, the act of nodding along 

just to blend in. 

For some, the mask looks like confidence, speaking 

louder than they feel inside, exaggerating stories to sound 

interesting, pretending they are unbothered even when 

they are trembling within. For others, the mask is 

indifference, the “I don’t care” look, the slouched walk, 

the silence that hides how badly they actually wish not to 

be noticed. 

And then there are the masks worn for approval. The boy 

who acts tough because his friends think sensitivity is 

weakness. The girl who pretends she doesn’t like cartoons 

anymore because her classmates might laugh. The student 
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who joins in teasing someone else just to avoid being 

teased themselves. 

This is the truth of adolescence: you don’t just show up 

as yourself. You show up as a version of yourself you 

believe will survive. 

But the mask is not always born in classrooms. 

Sometimes it’s inspired by the worlds we escape into. We 

watch films, shows, or even cartoons, and suddenly an 

actor or actress feels larger than life. We start to copy 

them, the way they talk, walk, smile, or fight back. For a 

while, we live in that character. We borrow their 

confidence, their charm, their daring. On the surface, it 

looks like an imitation. Deep inside, it feels like survival, 

because their character gives us the courage to play the 

role we can’t yet play as ourselves. 

The pressure to fit in is invisible but heavy. It is called 

social conformity, but in real life it feels like standing in 

a room where everyone already knows the rules, except 

you. You look around, copy what others are doing, and 

hope no one notices how unsure you really are. 

Take friendships, for example. You may not even like the 

same music as the group you’re trying to join, but you 

nod along anyway, acting as if their playlist is also your 

favorite. Or in the cafeteria, you laugh at a joke you don’t 

find funny, only to be accepted for that one small 

moment. 
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It’s not lying. It’s survival. Because at that age, the fear 

of being alone is much greater than the guilt of 

pretending. 

Then, almost without warning, something new enters the 

picture: attraction. You don’t plan it. You don’t even 

understand it fully at first. But you catch yourself drawn 

to someone maybe because of the way they look, the way 

they speak, or the way they care in small unnoticed 

gestures. Sometimes it’s not about what they do at all, it's 

simply the way they are. That spark awakens a different 

kind of mask. You try to act a little cooler around them, 

or a little softer, or a little sharper. You perform not just 

to belong, but to be noticed by the one person who makes 

your heart race. 

And with attraction comes another quiet weight: 

expectations. 

You start expecting people to see through your mask, to 

understand you without you having to explain. You 

expect friends to include you without asking, expect 

someone you like to notice your efforts, expect that if you 

care for someone, they will care back in equal measure. 

Expectations are the first cracks in the armor. Because 

while masks hide us from rejection, expectations expose 

us to disappointment. And that’s where the real confusion 

begins, between who we pretend to be and who we 

secretly wish someone would love us for. 

But masks aren’t always about fitting in or impressing 

others. Sometimes, they are about hiding pain. The girl 
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who goes silent at home because her parents fight every 

night might wear a cheerful mask at school so no one asks 

questions. The boy who feels invisible in class may put 

on a clown’s mask, cracking jokes so he’s at least noticed 

for something. 

You don’t realize it then, but these masks become part of 

your daily routine. You switch them depending on the 

place: one for school, another for home, maybe another 

for when you’re with extended family. Each one protects 

you, but each one also pulls you a little further away from 

your truth. 

The strange part is people often believe the mask more 

than the real you. They see the confident one, the funny 

one, the cold one, the arrogant one. And little by little, 

you begin to wonder: “Am I the mask, or am I still me 

beneath it?” 

It’s a confusing cycle. The more you wear the mask, the 

harder it becomes to remove. Sometimes you even forget 

what your true self feels like. 

And yet, there are moments rare, quiet, but unforgettable 

when the mask slips. Maybe it’s late at night with a close 

friend when you finally admit, “I’m scared too.” Or 

maybe it’s when you’re alone, writing in a notebook or 

staring out the window, realizing how much of your day 

was spent pretending. 

Those moments are painful, but they are also necessary. 

Because they remind you that the mask is not you. It’s 

only armor. And no armor is meant to be worn forever. 
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Do You Remember? 

Do you remember being told, “Don’t laugh too loudly, it 

looks odd, ” and then consciously lowering your voice 

around others? 

Do you remember wearing a shirt or shoes you hated just 

because it made you “fit in”? 

And do you remember the small relief—the rare joy—of 

being around that one friend who let you take the mask 

off? The one who didn’t laugh when you admitted you 

still liked that silly show, or when you confessed your 

parents won’t allow outing. Those moments are rare, but 

they are where you taste freedom. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychology has a word for this: social conformity. We 

bend ourselves to fit into the invisible rules of the group 

because belonging feels safer than standing alone. Our 

teenage brain, wired to crave acceptance, treats exclusion 

like a threat to survival. 

That’s why masks form so naturally. They’re not signs of 

weakness, they're survival tactics. But here’s the catch: 

every mask you wear takes you a step away from your 

raw, unfiltered self. And the more you wear it, the harder 

it becomes to tell where the mask ends and where you 

begin. 
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What It All Means 

Masks are not lies. They are shields. They let you step 

into classrooms, cafeterias, corridors, and even crushes 

without feeling completely naked to the world. But like 

all shields, they can become heavy if you never put them 

down. 

The mask hides rejection, yes. But it also hides your truest 

joys, quirks, and vulnerabilities, the very things that make 

you lovable. And the truth is, while masks help us 

survive, it is only when the mask slips that real connection 

happens. 

When you find someone who accepts you without the act, 

you feel a weight lift. You realize you don’t have to play 

a role you already are enough. 

But until then, the masks remain your daily companions. 

They walk with you into classrooms and hallways, onto 

playgrounds and buses. They protect you, but they also 

remind you—quietly—that someday, you’ll want to 

know who you are without them. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The masks we wear in adolescence are not signs of 

weakness. They are signs of how deeply we crave love, 

and recognition. Pretending to be someone else is often 

just our way of buying time until we feel safe enough to 

be ourselves. The real challenge is not whether we wear 

masks, but whether we eventually learn to take them off. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever pretended not to hear your parents just to 

feel in control? 

Have you ever lied about where you were going, not 

because you were doing something wrong, but because 

you wanted that space to belong only to you? 

Have you ever kept a diary, a playlist, or even a hidden 

photo, something small but deeply yours, that no one 

else could touch? 

If yes, then you’ve felt rebellion in its truest form. Not 

destruction. Not defiance. Just a quiet urge to live on 

your own terms. 
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Phase 3 – The Tug of Rebellion 

Rebellion in adolescence rarely begins with loud 

arguments or dramatic exits. More often, it begins quietly, 

as a tug inside. A restless itch. A voice that whispers, 

“Why should I always listen?” 

At first, this tug feels harmless. You start questioning 

small things: 

Why should I eat at the time my parents decide? Why 

can’t I wear what I like instead of what’s chosen for me? 

Why should I cut my hair short just because it looks 

“neat” to someone else? Why should I study math when 

my heart doesn’t enjoy it? 

Every “why” that goes unanswered turns into resistance. 

At home, rebellion looks like delayed responses, 

pretending you didn’t hear your mother call you three 

times. Or sighing loudly when your father reminds you to 

sit straight or switch off the TV. You’re not openly 

disobeying, but you’re not obeying wholeheartedly 

either. It’s a quiet war of wills, invisible to outsiders, 

exhausting to those inside. 

Parents usually see this as stubbornness. But in reality, 

it’s something deeper. It's called individuation, it is the 

process of carving out your own identity separate from 

your family’s. It’s not about hating them; it’s about 

wanting to exist beyond them. 

Then comes the real tug, the step that almost every 

adolescent considers their first actual entry into the 
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“biggest stage of life.” College. A world where rebellion 

suddenly turns into freedom. A place where no one 

checks if you finished your lunch, where you choose your 

own seat, where every face is new and every glance feels 

like a possibility. 

For the first time, your voice gets louder. You’re no 

longer the quiet school student. You speak more freely, 

sometimes more carelessly. You laugh louder, even when 

nothing is funny, just to belong. And then there are those 

glances from that one, from across the classroom, in the 

corridor, while waiting at the canteen counter. The kind 

of glances that make your day feel brighter, that make you 

feel special. 

This stage gives you experiences you can never truly 

forget. The firsts. The first time you realize what 

attraction feels likeAnd these firsts, as overwhelming as 

they are, also become the purest way of transformation. 

You don’t realize it then, but looking back, you’ll see that 

these were the happiest, most innocent steps toward 

becoming the person you eventually grow into. 

But rebellion doesn’t just bloom in love or freedom. It 

sharpens the space between you and your parents. This is 

when the real denial and hiding begin. The phone calls 

you don’t want them to overhear. The outings explained 

with half-truths. The diary that stays locked. You love 

them, but you crave distance. You don’t want to be seen 

fully, not yet. 
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This tug grows heavier with every choice you face: Can I 

get it? slowly turns into I want it. And that wanting is not 

just about material things, it’s about recognition, 

independence, identity. 

The first time you catch yourself daydreaming about 

someone, not because of what they say, but because of 

the way they care, the way they look, or sometimes 

simply the way they are. The first time your heart beats 

differently and you think, “This must be love.” 

And then life adds its own twists: the unexpected entries 

and exits. People walk into your life suddenly, filling a 

space you didn’t know was empty. And just as suddenly, 

they leave. Friends drift. Crushes fade. Each arrival and 

departure leaves its mark, making you both softer and 

tougher at the same time. 

The fire in your blood pushes you through it all. You 

don’t always think logically. You don’t always take 

things lightly. Some days, you take everything 

personally, as if the whole world revolves around your 

emotions. But slowly, that same fire teaches you another 

skill: to let go. Do not hold every wound so tightly. To 

survive the very chaos you created. 

And so, rebellion becomes more than just saying “no.” It 

becomes the first taste of being alive on your own terms. 

It’s raw, messy, thrilling, exhausting — and utterly 

unforgettable. 

 



77 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you argued about clothes? 

When you wanted jeans instead of the neatly ironed 

trousers your parents chose? 

Do you remember the thrill of skipping a tuition class not 

for mischief, but just to sit with friends at the park and 

feel free? 

Do you remember sneaking into the kitchen late at night, 

eating from the fridge, not because you were hungry, but 

because it felt rebellious? 

Do you remember writing a name in your notebook, 

doodling it over and over, hiding it the moment someone 

walked by? 

And do you remember how, even in your boldest acts of 

rebellion, there was still a part of you that hoped your 

parents wouldn’t catch you not because you feared 

punishment, but because you didn’t want to break their 

trust completely? 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Psychologists call this individuation the process of 

separating your sense of self from your parents. It’s not 

about rejecting love. It’s about needing distance to 

discover identity. 

That’s why adolescence feels so turbulent. One moment 

you want to be hugged, the next you pull away. One 

moment you want to share everything, the next you guard 
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secrets like treasure. It’s not because you don’t care, it's 

because your brain and heart are practicing independence. 

And here’s the paradox: rebellion feels like breaking 

away, but in reality, it’s a bridge. Every small “no” is a 

step toward becoming someone who can one day say 

“yes” with clarity. 

What It All Means 

Rebellion isn’t just about saying no. It’s about tasting 

freedom for the first time—freedom to choose, to want, 

to love, to hide, to declare. It’s the messy middle ground 

between dependence and independence. 

It teaches you how to question, how to desire, and how to 

let go. Yes, it creates clashes. Yes, it leaves scars. But it 

also builds the fire inside you, the fire that tells you, “I 

exist, I matter, I will make my own path.” 

Looking back, you may laugh at the stubborn fights, the 

dramatic sighs, the diary locks, and the secret outings. But 

in truth, every one of those tugs was necessary. They were 

not mistakes. They were rehearsals for adulthood, for 

selfhood, for becoming. 

And so rebellion becomes more than disobedience. It 

becomes the pulse of transformation. Raw, restless, 

unforgettable. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The tug of rebellion isn’t just about breaking rules. It’s 

the doorway into freedom, the first chance to experience 

love, loss, and independence. It’s the stage where you 
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stumble, fall, and rise again realizing that while not 

everything will stay, every moment shapes who you 

become tomorrow. Rebellion is not just resistance. It is 

the beginning of transformation. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever stared at your phone, hoping it would 

light up with their name? 

Have you ever laughed with friends but felt an ache 

inside because one voice was missing? 

Have you ever folded a mark sheet in half before 

handing it home, because you couldn’t bear to see the 

look on your parents’ face? 

Have you ever wanted to scream “I’m trying, ” but all 

that came out was silence? 

These small, ordinary moments become the knots inside 

you. They don’t look dramatic from the outside, but 

inside, they pull your heart in a hundred directions. 
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Phase 4 – The First Cracks of Truth 

Rebellion is thrilling, but it doesn’t last forever. 

Somewhere between the late-night whispers, the 

slammed doors, the skipped classes, and the stolen 

glances, something softer sneaks in which is the truth. 

It doesn’t arrive in one big moment. It comes in cracks. 

Small, almost invisible, until one day you notice the light 

slipping through. 

The first crack comes when you realize not everyone will 

stay. That group of friends who once felt like family 

begins to scatter, some move to different colleges, some 

drift into new circles, and some simply fade. You don’t 

plan it, and you don’t want it, but distance enters like an 

uninvited guest. There are promises of staying in touch, 

but life has its own way of proving otherwise. Suddenly, 

you’re left with unexpected goodbyes, strange silences, 

and the heavy truth that not everyone is meant to stay 

forever. 

The second crack cuts even deeper, the boy or girl who 

made your world spin. The one whose name once felt like 

a secret prayer, whose presence made ordinary days 

special. And then, the heartbreak. Maybe it ends in 

silence, maybe in tears, maybe in a messy argument that 

never truly closes. The pain feels unbearable, and yet, 

beneath it, a stubborn hope lingers: something better will 

come. That fragile mix of grief and faith marks you in 

ways you never forget. 
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You tell yourself stories to soften the blow: maybe if 

they’re meant to be in your life, they’ll come back 

someday. You let them go, but quietly keep the door open 

in your heart. 

And then, the academic truth. Scores arrive, and they’re 

not what you hoped for. Maybe you didn’t study enough, 

maybe luck betrayed you, maybe your rebellion stole 

more time than you realized. Whatever the reason, the 

result feels heavy. You start telling yourself, “I should 

have studied better.” You see doors closing, and you 

wonder if you wasted opportunities that might never 

return. 

Parents, in these moments, step in stronger than ever. 

Their words carry more weight because your uncertainty 

makes you vulnerable. Sometimes, it comes as emotional 

blackmail. “Do this for us, don’t let us down, focus and 

build a career.” And though you may roll your eyes or 

sigh in frustration, deep down you melt. You listen. 

Because no matter how rebellious you’ve been, their love, 

even when expressed through pressure, still anchors you. 

And so, you compromise. You accept their advice, not 

because you fully agree, but because you assume maybe 

they’re right. Maybe there is no other possibility. Maybe 

their path is the safer one, the only one. 

But cracks don’t just expose pain; they also plant dreams. 

This is the stage where you start thinking big. You look 

at your life and suddenly zoom out, imagining a future 

that feels far away but exciting. You make plans, grand, 
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sometimes unrealistic of who you’ll be, where you’ll go, 

how successful you’ll become. You dream of houses, 

cars, careers, relationships. Even if the plans don’t make 

sense, even if they change tomorrow, they give you 

direction. They remind you there is more to life than the 

mess you’re in right now. 

It’s in these cracks that you begin to grow. The mirror no 

longer scares you as much, because you understand that 

doubt is normal. The masks no longer feel as necessary, 

because you start caring less about who approves and 

more about who understands. The tug of rebellion no 

longer feels like war, but like training, painful, messy, but 

shaping you for something bigger. 

This stage is often remembered as “the happiest days.” 

And in some ways, it’s true. It’s the stage where you feel 

things for the first time: the rush of attraction, the sting of 

betrayal, the sweetness of belonging, the thrill of 

independence. But it’s also the stage where you have to 

learn, through trial and error, that happiness and truth are 

not the same thing. Happiness is fleeting. Truth stays. 

You don’t fully step into adulthood here, but you catch a 

glimpse of it. A glimpse of what responsibility feels like. 

A glimpse of what real connection requires. A glimpse of 

what you’re capable of enduring. These glimpses come 

through cracks not in grand victories, but in small, 

ordinary moments when reality finally shows itself. 

And that’s the beauty of adolescence: it’s messy, chaotic, 

frustrating, but it’s also the first time life gives you both 
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freedom and consequence at once. The first time you 

realize you are not just your parents’ child or your 

friends’ companion — you are you. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you wrote in a diary just 

to have a place where nobody else could enter? 

Do you remember the first crush who made the classroom 

feel like a stage? 

Do you remember the way your parents’ disappointment 

felt heavier than anger? 

Do you remember those long bus rides, staring outside the 

window, imagining a future that was bigger than your 

present? 

These aren’t just memories, they are the stepping stones 

of growth. You don’t know it then, but each fragment is 

shaping the way you’ll love, work, and dream later. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

Here’s what the cracks whisper: 

● The truth of friendship: Not all bonds are meant 

to last forever, and that’s okay. Some people are 

seasonal, some lifelong. Both leave fingerprints. 

● The truth of love: Heartbreak hurts, but it teaches 

you that love is more than butterflies, it’s 

patience, it’s presence, it’s honesty. 
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● The truth of academics: Failure is not the end, 

but a mirror. It forces you to confront choices, 

priorities, and effort. 

● The truth of parents: Their pressure sometimes 

feels like suffocation, but hidden within it is fear 

… fear of your pain, your struggle, your future. 

And somewhere between rebellion and truth, you realize: 

you are not just resisting them anymore, you are also 

resisting yourself. 

What It All Means 

The cracks don’t break you; they build you. They teach 

you that happiness is fleeting, but truth stays. 

Happiness comes in stolen moments, the jokes while 

walking in corridors after lunch, the rush of first love, the 

thrill of small victories. Truth, on the other hand, stays 

long after in lessons, in scars, in the quiet resilience you 

didn’t know you were developing. 

This stage doesn’t make you an adult, but it gives you a 

glimpse of adulthood: 

● A glimpse of what responsibility feels like. 

● A glimpse of what real connection requires. 

● A glimpse of how strong you can be when you 

don’t have all the answers. 

And until you grow into it fully, the mirror of doubt 

becomes your daily companion. It reflects not just your 

face, but your questions, your insecurities, your tug-of-
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war between pretending to be okay and admitting you’re 

not. 

The cracks are not the end of your story. They are the 

beginning of a new one. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

The first cracks of truth are not the end of adolescence, 

but its greatest gift. They show us that masks eventually 

slip, rebellions eventually fade, and mirrors eventually 

reflect more than doubt. What remains is the beginning of 

honesty, with ourselves, with others, with life. And 

though those cracks may sting, they are what let the light 

in, shaping us for everything that comes next. 
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Chapter 4 –  

The Crossroads of Becoming 

There comes a time in every life when the world no longer 

waits for you to catch up. Childhood has passed, 

adolescence has tested its fire, and suddenly you are 

standing at a place where the roads split into a thousand 

directions. Some call it early adulthood. Others call it 

freedom. But for those who live it — it feels less like 

freedom and more like being thrown into a storm without 

a map. 

For the first time, the decisions are yours. Nobody tells 

you what uniform to wear, when to wake up, or what 

subject to study. Yet, strangely, the weight of these 

decisions feels heavier than anything you’ve carried 

before. You realize quickly: freedom is not the absence 

of rules — it is the presence of responsibility. 

Some people move away — to different cities, different 

countries. They chase education, jobs, or dreams. They 

find themselves in rented apartments, cooking their own 

food, paying their own bills, missing home-cooked meals 

they once ignored. Others stay back in the same 

hometown, around familiar faces, but still feel the restless 
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storm inside — the urge to grow, to build, to prove 

themselves, to not be left behind. Both groups discover 

the same truth: you can be surrounded by people, or you 

can be completely alone, but either way, adulthood feels 

lonely. 

Love weaves its way into this chapter too. Sometimes it 

arrives like a second chance, reviving butterflies you 

thought you’d outgrown. Sometimes it feels like an 

anchor holding you steady in the storm. And sometimes 

it tears you apart, leaving scars that shape your very 

definition of trust, commitment, and self-worth. Love at 

this age is no longer innocent — it is intense, messy, 

consuming. It makes the glow on your face brighter, yet 

the pain heavier when it slips away. 

At the same time, the pressure builds. Parents begin 

reminding you of responsibilities. “What will you do 

next?” “When will you settle?” Their concern feels like 

pressure, their advice like a burden. Careers, grades, jobs, 

expectations — all collide at once. For the first time, 

you’re not just someone’s child. You’re expected to be 

someone in the world. 

This chapter is called The Crossroads of Becoming 

because it is here that we begin to shed skins we wore 

before. Here, mistakes no longer look small. Choices 

begin to echo into the future. Dreams get tested, 

responsibilities grow heavier, and the tug-of-war between 

what you want and what you must do becomes the silent 

soundtrack of life. 
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And yet — this stage is beautiful. Because in the chaos, 

in the tears, in the doubts, you are quietly becoming. You 

may not notice it. You may feel lost, confused, broken 

even. But one day, you will look back at this exact phase 

and realize: it was here, in this storm, that you began to 

build the version of yourself the world would one day 

meet. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever told yourself, “I’ve moved on, ” only to 

find your heart betraying you at the sight of an old 

message? 

Have you ever sat in a crowded room, laughing with 

friends, yet felt a quiet ache for something that once 

was? 

Have you ever argued passionately about something 

trivial like music, food, movies, not because it mattered, 

but because the act of arguing itself made you feel 

alive? 

Freedom doesn’t always feel like flying. Sometimes, it 

feels like carrying two bags at once one filled with the 

weight of the past, the other with the hope of tomorrow. 
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Phase 1 – The Taste of Freedom (Stepping Out 

Within) 

Freedom doesn’t always mean leaving your home. Some 

people move to a different state, a new city, far from the 

comfort of their roots. Others stay in the same house, eat 

at the same dining table, and walk on the same lanes every 

day. Yet, no matter where they are physically, their 

thoughts begin to travel elsewhere. The mind starts 

wandering into questions it never dared to ask before. 

You begin to taste independence not by packing bags, but 

by the way your thinking changes. Suddenly you feel a 

quiet urgency: “I need to grow. I need to settle soon. I 

need to make something out of myself.” Practicality 

sneaks in where once there were only daydreams. Money, 

career, survival … words that once belonged to “adults” 

now echo in your own head. You may still sleep under 

your parents’ roof, but your mind has already stepped into 

the world. 

Yet, a part of you is still tangled in the past. Memories of 

a first love, a first heartbreak, a first person who once 

made your world glow, they return like shadows on 

ordinary days. You replay conversations in your head. 

You wonder if things could have been different. You tell 

yourself you’ll work harder this time, that you won’t 

repeat the same mistakes. But even while making plans 

for tomorrow, your heart keeps wandering back to 

yesterday. 
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You tell yourself you’ve moved on. You tell yourself 

you’re practical now, that you want to grow, settle, make 

something of yourself. Yet the heart refuses to stay quiet. 

It wanders. It replays. It aches. 

In the middle of this tug-of-war, new friendships arrive. 

Sometimes you don’t even realize their importance until 

later, how one classmate, one colleague, one neighbor, 

one stranger becomes the person who knows everything 

about your life. The one you share your food with, your 

silly thoughts, your late-night worries. The one who 

doesn’t judge your foolish steps but feels them as deeply 

as if they were their own. In the middle of growing up, 

these new companions quietly become your lifeline. 

With them come collaborations and clashes. Long 

discussions about dreams, silly debates about music or 

politics, agreements and disagreements over likes and 

dislikes. You argue, you laugh, you sulk, you reconcile. 

In those endless conversations, you discover parts of 

yourself you didn’t know existed. 

At the same time, your mind starts chasing bigger visions. 

You want to help, to learn, to grow, to stay independent. 

You dream of starting something, building something, 

becoming someone. And with every new dream comes 

the weight of figuring out how. 

While all this brews inside, life outside keeps demanding 

more. Parents ask about studies, relatives ask about 

careers, society asks when you’ll “settle down.” You nod, 

you listen, you try to focus. But your heart is restless. It 
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keeps drifting back to love — to what was, to what is, to 

what could be. 

But not everything is bright. There are people, places, and 

memories that still hurt. Some of them you cannot escape 

because they live in the same town, the same family, the 

same circle. Yet the desire to break free grows louder 

inside you: “I don’t want to stay where I’m not respected. 

I don’t want to keep holding on to what breaks me. I want 

to move forward.” 

This is what freedom looks like at the crossroads. It’s not 

always about moving cities or countries. Sometimes, it’s 

about standing still but realizing your inner world is no 

longer the same. It’s about beginning to make decisions 

for yourself, even if the world around you hasn’t noticed 

yet. 

And in that quiet, restless freedom — you take your first 

steps into becoming. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you stayed up late not 

because of exams, but because of a conversation that felt 

too precious to end? 

Do you remember the strange mix of pride and guilt when 

you said “no” to a family expectation for the very first 

time? 

Do you remember the way your stomach tightened when 

someone you once loved said I’ve never loved you? 
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These moments stay. They remind you that freedom isn’t 

only about choices you make it’s about the courage to live 

with them. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

● The truth of memory: Even when you tell 

yourself you’ve let go, the past knows how to slip 

through cracks. 

● The truth of friendship: New people don’t just 

enter your life; they enter your identity. 

● The truth of growth: Wanting to “settle” isn’t 

about giving up, it’s about acknowledging that 

dreams and responsibilities now walk hand in 

hand. 

What It All Means 

At this stage, freedom feels restless. It’s not the cinematic 

kind where you pack bags and ride into the horizon. It’s 

the quiet kind, where you realize your inner world has 

changed, even if the outer world hasn’t noticed yet. 

It’s when you start saying: 

● I don’t want to stay where I’m not respected. 

● I don’t want to keep holding what breaks me. 

● I want to move forward. 

And so, you begin making decisions, not always big, not 

always visible, but yours. Decisions that whisper: This is 

me becoming. 
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Freedom at the crossroads doesn’t shout. It murmurs. And 

in that murmur lies the first step — your first step into 

becoming you. 

Fragments of Life, From Me to You 

Freedom is not just about where you live, but about how 

your heart and mind begin to shift. Even when nothing 

around you changes, you feel the world inside you 

changing — and that’s the first real step into adulthood. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you felt the panic of scrolling through job portals 

at 2 a.m., convincing yourself you’re already behind? 

Have you felt the rush of a text notification that makes 

the entire day worth it? 

Have you felt the sting of hearing, “Focus on your 

future, ” as if love were not part of it? 

Have you felt guilty for dreaming differently from your 

parents, yet guilty again for not chasing your own will? 

Have you felt like no matter what you choose, someone 

you love will be disappointed? 
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Phase 2 – The Weight of Choices 

There comes a point in early adulthood where every 

direction feels wrong, every decision feels costly, and 

every day feels like a battle of contradictions. This is not 

just about making choices — it’s about carrying the 

weight of them, knowing they can shape or shatter the 

rest of your life. 

The first burden comes in the form of a career. Suddenly, 

you start to settle, stay independent, stop wanting to take 

money from home, doing your own internships before 

anyone does and starts owing with many dreams and 

vision for future, the world is shouting the same line at 

you in a thousand voices Every aunt, every uncle, every 

parent, every friend seems to have an opinion. 

Placements, exams, job applications, they stop being 

tasks and start becoming verdicts. A single rejection feels 

like a stamp on your worth. You begin to measure 

yourself in grades, salaries, and opportunities, while deep 

down you just crave peace. You know you need to focus, 

but the thought of being "left behind" burns louder than 

your ambition itself. 

For the boy, there is the silent fear:  

“If I don’t succeed now, will I ever be respected as a 

man?” 

For the girl, there is the unspoken worry:  

“If I don’t build stability now, will I always be judged 

only for whom I marry, not who I am ... .I like to stay 
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Independent, I will…..I like to help People, I’ve got my 

own dreams to fulfil ... .I won’t be Dependent?” 

And then, there’s love. 

At first, it feels like a distraction. A battle. A risk. But 

then sometimes unexpectedly it returns. And when it 

does, it feels like stepping into spring after a long, 

unbearable winter. 

Suddenly, the butterflies are back. 

The late-night texts turn into lifelines. 

The heart beats faster, not with anxiety, but with hope. 

Your face begins to glow in a way no skincare routine 

could ever achieve because it’s love painting its light 

across your skin. The world looks aligned, as if 

everything is moving in a seamless lane. Even the hurdles 

you face in career, family, or personal battles… feel 

lighter, softer, because you whisper to yourself: “It’s 

worth it, maybe.” 

For the boy — now turning into a man — love becomes 

less about thrill and more about vision. He starts making 

future plans, weaving her into every detail. In his head, 

expectations and planning never stop: what job he’ll get, 

where they’ll live, how he’ll protect her from every 

possible storm. 

For the girl, it feels like a fragile but beautiful truth, her 

doubts soften, her days brighten, and for a moment she 

believes: “Maybe happiness isn’t so far.” 
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But beneath that beauty, there’s still the tension. 

You want them. You need them. 

But will love survive the clash of expectations — of 

parents, of society, of your own uncertain career? 

Parents, in this phase, feel like both shelter and storm. 

They’ve sacrificed too much to not be heard, and you 

know it. The guilt of disappointing them haunts every 

decision. Their emotional blackmails aren’t just 

manipulation, they’re reminders of love, wrapped in fear. 

They say: 

“Study harder, you’ll thank us later.” 

“Don’t waste your time on love, it will distract 

you.” 

You listen, but your heart rebels. And yet, when they cry, 

you melt. You want to run, but you also want to stay. You 

want independence, but you also want their approval. 

It feels like a cage you can’t escape, because even if the 

door is open, your guilt keeps you inside. 

And then comes the heaviest weight of all yourself. 

In the quiet of your room, with your phone glowing in the 

dark, you lie awake thinking: 

● “What if I never become enough?” 

● “What if I lose them?” 
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● “What if I make the wrong choice, and it ruins 

everything?” 

You start making unrealistic plans in your head big 

visions, impossible dreams, because somewhere you 

believe only something grand can save you. But the next 

morning, reality hits. You are still here. Still ordinary. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first interview you walked into with 

shaky hands, pretending confidence you didn’t feel? 

Do you remember lying to your parents about where you 

were, not because you wanted to hurt them, but because 

you wanted one evening that felt like yours? 

Do you remember the warmth of someone holding your 

hand while you spoke about your fears of failing? 

Do you remember the nights you promised yourself, 

“One day, I’ll make them proud. One day, they’ll 

understand why I chose differently.” 

What It All Means 

The weight of choices is not just about careers, love, or 

parents. It is about learning the cost of becoming 

yourself. 

You realize freedom isn’t free, it comes with loneliness, 

guilt, and mistakes. Love isn’t easy, it comes with risks 

and doubts. Parents aren’t villains, they are frightened 

humans who only know how to protect you the way they 

were taught. 
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This stage doesn’t give you answers. It gives you 

contradictions. And the truth is you must carry them all. 

And until you learn how to, the mirror of doubt remains 

your companion. It reflects not just your face, but your 

questions, your insecurities, and the tug-of-war between 

pretending to be okay and admitting you’re not. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

● The truth of choice: Every “yes” secretly carries 

a “no” to something else. 

● The truth of independence: It sounds glorious, 

but it feels terrifying when you’re the only one 

holding yourself up. 

● The truth of love: It can be both your biggest 

strength and your biggest distraction. 

● The truth of parents: Their fear often disguises 

itself as control, but beneath it is love they don’t 

know how to express differently. 

● The truth of you: You are both stronger and more 

fragile than you realize. 

Fragments of Life, The Crossroads Inside You 

This is what it feels like to stand at the crossroads of 

becoming: 

● Your parents pull you one way, your lover 

another. 
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● Your career looms like a shadow, demanding 

everything. 

● Your friends laugh with you, but you know 

they’re just as lost. 

● And inside, a silent voice says “I will stay 

Independently!” 

But you don’t answer. You can’t. Because whichever 

choice you make, feels like something or someone will 

break. 

This is the Weight of Choices: the unbearable heaviness 

of becoming an adult, knowing you can’t have it all, yet 

refusing to let go of anything. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever loved someone so much that even their 

silences speak louder than words? 

Have you ever stared at their tired face and wanted to 

carry their burdens for them, even while drowning in your 

own? 

Have you ever been called “too emotional, ” when all you 

wanted was to hold on to what mattered most? 

 

Love here is not cinematic, it is inconvenient, 

misunderstood, and fragile. Yet, it still makes you 

believe. 
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Phase 3 – Love, Loss, Loneliness 

Early adulthood brings a strange storm. On one side is 

career pressure, family expectations, health concerns, 

money struggles. On the other side, love the one thing that 

makes all of it feel lighter, yet also heavier. This is the 

time when most people taste the fullness of both, the 

highest butterflies and the sharpest heartbreaks. 

For many, love at this stage feels like a return. You’ve 

known something of it in adolescence, in the innocent 

crushes, in the glances across classrooms. But this time it 

feels different. Deeper. Stronger. Realer. The kind of love 

that makes your chest ache in the best possible way. 

When it comes back, your body reacts before your mind 

does. Butterflies twist in the stomach, the face seems to 

glow, everything in the world looks softer, brighter, more 

beautiful. Suddenly, even the boring walk to the bus stop 

feels like poetry because your heart is alive. You find 

yourself smiling without reason. Even the hurdles you’re 

facing—exams, family pressure, money worries—feel 

worth it, because you have someone to dream with. 

For her, this wasn’t just love. It was devotion. The man 

she loved wasn’t simply another person, he was the most 

beautiful presence she had ever known. She admired him 

in quiet, private ways. His thoughts, the way he looked at 

the world, the way he carried himself all of it drew her 

closer. He was handsome, but that wasn’t what mattered 

most. He was reliable. He was fierce in anger but also 

gentle in ways he didn’t even notice. He carried vision, 
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zeal, and maturity. His respect for life, his ability to think 

ahead those things made her fall for him again and again. 

And she would often think, in words that felt almost too 

poetic to say aloud: 

“He is the most precious man my eyes have ever beheld. 

His smile, though rare, is brighter than any star I could 

ever wish upon. His eyes, restless, ever searching, seem 

to chase horizons beyond my reach. And though the 

world may not know, I am endlessly proud of my man.” 

But loving someone at this stage is not simple. It demands 

effort, patience, and sacrifice. She tried things she had 

never done before, adjusting, bending, compromising, 

just to keep him close. And every time, she told herself it 

was worth it. Even when she lost something precious, 

even when she hurt, even when the effort drained her—

she smiled because it was for him, for them. Others didn’t 

see her heart. They saw only her actions. They judged her, 

tagged her “unstable, ” “too emotional, ” “blinded by 

love.” But she knew the truth: she wasn’t trying to prove 

independence, she wasn’t trying to stand on her own—

she was trying to build a life with him. That was her 

choice, her priority. 

Still, life rarely lets love remain untouched. Uncertainty 

has a way of slipping in. One small fight, a 

misunderstanding, family interference, money trouble, 

health struggles—and suddenly the bond feels tested. 

And she, who once felt steady, began to feel fragile. 

Every silence felt heavier. Every unanswered message 
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felt like a door closing. Every tired look on his face felt 

like rejection, even when it wasn’t. Deep down, she 

realized she was carrying scars from the past. That fear, 

that pain, those memories they showed up again with 

every small inconvenience. 

For him, too, the weight was real. He was practical, 

responsible, and mature. His mind was filled with future 

plans, family duties, the pressure to succeed. He dreamed 

of giving her security and stability, but sometimes the 

stress made him distantand had drifted vision and looked 

for something better. He didn’t always notice how much 

she was breaking herself just to hold them together. His 

silence, his focus, sometimes felt like absence. And 

though his love was still there, it was also drifted. 

This is how loneliness creeps in—not from being 

physically alone, but from feeling unseen, unheard, 

misunderstood, even by the one you love the most. You 

can sit beside each other, talk daily, share the same room, 

and yet feel miles apart inside. 

And then comes the tug-of-war inside the heart. Do I keep 

fighting? Do I let go? Do I hold on tighter, or loosen my 

grip? The girl told herself it was worth it. She kept trying, 

kept understanding, kept compromising. But the effort 

left marks on her. The uncertain phase tied her harder to 

emotions she didn’t have before. She felt more fragile, 

more anxious, more unlike herself. A scar formed inside 

her, on the child within her that whispered every time she 
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tried again: “What if it ends the same way? What if I am 

left broken again?” 

And yet, through all of it, her admiration for him never 

died. She still saw him as the most beautiful person. His 

rare smile still felt like treasure. His eyes still carried 

horizons she wanted to chase with him. His strength, his 

maturity, his practicality, all of it made her proud. 

Whether he knew it or not, whether he accepted it or not, 

she carried that pride like a secret flame in her chest. 

This is the raw truth of love in early adulthood. It is not 

all butterflies and glowing cheeks. It is a sacrifice. It is a 

misunderstanding. It is effort that sometimes feels 

unseen. It is loneliness in togetherness. It is pride in 

someone who doesn’t always notice your pride. It is the 

joy of glowing one day, and the sting of being 

misunderstood the next. 

Some come out of this phase stronger, bonded for life. 

Some break, carrying scars that never leave. But for 

everyone, this phase marks them. Because love here is no 

longer a game, no longer a crush, no longer teenage 

fantasy. It is the real thing—tested by reality, pressured 

by responsibility, shaped by both joy and pain. 

And perhaps that is why, even in loss and loneliness, we 

never really regret it. Because for once in our lives, we 

loved everything we had. 
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From Me to You: 

Love in early adulthood is not about perfection—it is 

about exposure. It shows us how deeply we can feel, how 

much we can give, how fragile we can become, and how 

strong we can rise again. It is not the butterflies alone, but 

also the silences, the doubts, the sacrifices, the scars. 

Whether the love lasts or not, it teaches us what our hearts 

are capable of carrying. 

If you are in it, remember this: being misunderstood does 

not make your love less true. And if you have lost it, 

remember this too: the pain you feel is proof that you once 

lived fully, with your whole heart. That is not weakness—

that is the courage of being human. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you felt their hand brush 

yours and the world seemed to pause? 

Do you remember the nights you cried quietly, because 

they didn’t understand something you thought was so 

clear? 

Do you remember how a single smile erased all anger, 

how one hug dissolved all walls? 

These memories stay like bookmarks in your story. Even 

if the chapter ends, you keep flipping back to them. 

Because they remind you of who you were when you 

loved without fear. 
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The Truths of Heart and Mind 

The heart says: “Fight harder, love deeper, give more.” 

The mind says: “Protect yourself, don’t lose too much, 

remember who you are.” 

And caught between them, you break a little each day. 

You give up sleep for love, then wake up to face family 

lectures. You hold onto promises, then wrestle with 

doubts when those promises feel delayed. You glow 

when they smile, then ache when they don’t notice your 

effort. 

Truth is—this phase teaches you that Love, Respect, and 

Effort is not enough. Timing, Destiny, Luck—all of it 

matters. But the heart rarely accepts this truth. It keeps 

whispering, “Maybe if I try one more time…” 

What It All Means 

This phase isn’t just about love. It’s about becoming. It 

teaches you how fragile you are, and how strong you can 

be. 

● It teaches patience, because relationships aren’t 

built in a day. 

● It teaches sacrifice, because love often asks more 

than you think you can give. 

● It teaches loneliness, because even in togetherness 

you realize no one can fully carry your pain. 

And maybe, it teaches the most important truth: love 

doesn’t always stay, but it always changes you. 
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Fragments Of Life, From Me to You 

Love, at this age, is not just a feeling, it’s an ecosystem. 

● The way your phone lights up with a name and 

suddenly your entire day feels lighter. 

● The way you skip meals, assignments, or even 

sleep, just to be available when they need you. 

● The way you smile at small things, an inside joke, 

a photo, a shared silence. 

But life doesn’t pause for love. Exams still need writing. 

Money still needs earning. Parents still need answering. 

So you live in two worlds at once: one where love feels 

infinite, another where reality is pressing you down. That 

split is exhausting, but also intoxicating. 
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Have You Felt This? 

Have you ever walked into an empty room after a long 

day and felt the air too still, the silence too loud? 

Have you ever forced a smile in front of friends or 

family, hiding the exhaustion of carrying everything on 

your own? 

Have you ever stared at your bank balance at 2 a.m., not 

because you didn’t have enough, but because you were 

terrified it wouldn’t last? 

Have you ever been proud of yourself for surviving the 

day, but felt guilty that pride wasn’t enough to silence 

the loneliness? 
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Phase 4 – The Mirror of Responsibility 

(Becoming Someone) 

There comes a day when you wake up, and life doesn’t 

wait for you anymore. It used to feel like you had 

time….time to figure out what you wanted, time to 

experiment, time to dream. But now, suddenly, bills sit on 

the table. Deadlines pile up. Parents start looking at you 

differently, not just as their child, but as someone they 

expect to stand on their own. People begin to depend on 

you, quietly, without words. And you realize: the world 

no longer gives you space to “just be.” You must now 

“become.” 

Responsibilities are heavy not because of what they 

demand, but because of how they test your heart. Paying 

rent or bills may look like numbers on a screen, but 

behind those numbers is a silent reminder: “You can’t 

fail. Too many people are counting on you.” 

For many, this is the first time they truly live alone. The 

first time groceries, electricity, and rent aren’t “family 

matters” but your matters. Independence is intoxicating, 

but also terrifying. That’s when loneliness starts to sting 

in a way you never imagined. Nights feel longer. Cities 

feel bigger. Silence feels heavier. And while you’re 

learning to cook, budget, and survive, you also learn the 

cruelest truth—no one is going to come and rescue you 

anymore. 

This loneliness grows sharper for those who move far—

different cities, different countries, different worlds. We 
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salute every soul studying abroad, fighting their battles in 

silence. The courage it takes to leave your comfort zone, 

to miss home-cooked meals, to carry your culture on your 

shoulders in foreign streets—it is beyond words. They 

work jobs they don’t love, just to earn, just to survive, 

while quietly carving out a bigger future. They may smile 

on video calls, but only they know the price of that smile. 

The sharp loneliness of being on your own. That silence 

after a long day at work. That ache when you realize no 

one is waiting for you at home. Independence is powerful, 

yes, but it is also painfully quiet. 

And yet, the battle is no less for those who stayed closer 

to home. Some keep studying, some keep hustling in the 

same town, quietly building a foundation for tomorrow. 

They may not have the “global exposure, ” but don’t 

mistake that for weakness. Vision isn’t always about 

miles traveled—it’s about how far ahead you can see. The 

girl who never left her state may still dream with the 

sharpest clarity, carrying the fire to contribute something 

meaningful for tomorrow. 

But life rarely bends to our plans. The dreams we sketch, 

the effort we pour, the sacrifices we make, sometimes 

they don’t unfold the way we imagined. And that hurts. 

But does that mean we are unstable? Weak? Lost? No. 

Sometimes, it simply means we prioritized something we 

loved more deeply. Something invisible to the outside 

world, but precious to our eyes. Choosing love, family, or 

even peace over ambition doesn’t make you less, it makes 
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you braver. Because strength is not always chasing what 

the world glorifies; sometimes it’s holding onto what 

your heart knows is irreplaceable. 

This too is resilience. Being strong on both tangents, 

whether you’re running toward the future or choosing to 

stay rooted in the present. 

Everyone gets hit. Plans fail. Relationships break. 

Confidence shatters. And in those moments, it feels like 

the end. But the truth is, setbacks are not full stops. They 

are commas—pauses before something more beautiful is 

written. People fall back into themselves, heal, and rise 

again, this time with a quieter, deeper admiration for life. 

You will carry memories that ache. People you wanted 

forever with, moments you wished would never end. And 

sometimes, life won’t give them back. That’s when you 

learn to smile, not because it didn’t matter, but because it 

did. If it’s meant to return, it will come back stronger. If 

not, let it stay as a gift that shaped you. Not everything 

you love has to stay forever to be meaningful. 

So you smile. You accept. You embrace. You keep 

walking with love for the future, because no matter what 

was lost, the story isn’t over. 

Life was never meant to be clear. It was never meant to 

hand out answers. The truth is, you move despite 

uncertainty. You keep building, even when you’re not 

sure if the foundation is strong enough. You keep giving, 

even when no one claps. You keep walking, even when 

you don’t know the destination. 
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At some point, we all realize growing up isn’t about 

waiting for the “right time” or the “perfect path.” It’s 

about paying bills you never imagined, standing strong 

when no one is clapping, and carrying the weight of 

people who depend on you while still nursing the child 

inside who once dreamed without limits. 

It’s lonely, it’s heavy, and it’s not always fair. But here’s 

the truth—responsibility does not mean your life is over. 

It means your life is real. And in that reality, even with 

its bruises and unpredictability, you begin to find a deeper 

strength: the strength to keep moving, to keep building, 

to keep hoping….because now it’s not just about you 

anymore. 

That’s where becoming truly begins. 

Do You Remember? 

Do you remember the first time you traveled alone, 

carrying more fear than luggage? 

Do you remember the first night you stayed up late, not 

for fun, but because bills and deadlines wouldn’t let you 

sleep? 

Do you remember the first moment you realized your 

parents were not superheroes, they were just humans who 

sacrificed so much, and now it’s your turn to carry the 

baton? 

Do you remember the ache of eating alone, the relief of 

payday, the sting of rejection, the joy of proving yourself, 

the exhaustion of trying again? 
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These memories don’t fade. They stitch themselves into 

who you are becoming. 

The Truths of Heart and Mind 

The mind tells you: “Be strong. Everyone is managing. 

Don’t complain.” 

But the heart whispers: “I’m tired. I wish someone could 

see how hard this is.” 

The mind tells you: “Work harder, save more, plan 

better.” 

But the heart admits: “I miss home. I miss laughter 

without worry. I miss being someone’s child, not 

everyone’s answer.” 

Responsibility is not just about rent, groceries, or jobs, it 

is about carrying the unseen weight of being reliable, 

even when you don’t feel ready. It’s about keeping 

yourself together when every part of you wants to 

collapse. 

What It All Means 

This phase is not glamorous. It is not cinematic. It is 

painfully real. But inside its heaviness lies the essence of 

becoming: 

● To stumble and still stand up. 

● To feel lonely and still keep building. 

● To carry scars but still keep dreaming. 
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● To hold memories that ache but still smile, 

because they mattered. 

What it all means is simple yet profound: growing up 

doesn’t give you answers, it gives you courage. 

The courage to keep going even when the mirror reflects 

not just your face, but also your doubts, insecurities, and 

exhaustion. 

The courage to admit you’re not always okay, but still 

show up. 

The courage to carry responsibility not as a burden, but 

as proof that you’re alive, needed, and capable. 

Fragments Of Life, From Me to You 

And so, responsibility is not a thief of dreams, but the soil 

where they finally take root. 

Yes, it is heavy. Yes, it is lonely. Yes, it is often unfair. 

But it is also proof that you have grown into someone the 

world can lean on. 

You may not always see your progress in grand victories. 

Sometimes it shows up in small, ordinary moments, the 

rent paid on time, the meal cooked after a long day, the 

courage to smile even when your heart aches. These are 

not small things. These are the foundations of becoming. 

One day, you will look back at this phase and realize: you 

were never as weak as you thought. The doubts, the 

struggles, the nights of silence  
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they were not signs of failure. They were signs of 

becoming. 

Because in carrying all that weight, you did not break. 

You became. 
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Closing: 

A Letter to You – Fragments of Becoming 

Dear You,  

If you’ve walked with me till here, pause for a moment. 

Take a breath. This story you’ve read is not just mine, not 

just hers, not just his. It is yours. Every page, every phase, 

was always meant to hold a mirror to the fragments of 

your own becoming. 

Do you remember your childhood …. the little lies you 

told, the excuses to skip school, the way a chocolate 

wrapper could carry guilt and joy at once? That was your 

first dance with innocence. 

Do you remember adolescence …. the masks you wore, 

the actors you imitated, the love that slipped quietly into 

your heart and kept you awake at night? That was your 

first rebellion against silence. 

Do you remember early adulthood …. the crossroads, 

when love returned with glowing butterflies, when 

choices pressed heavy on your chest, when you smiled 

one moment and broke down the next? That was your first 

taste of carrying both beauty and burden together. 

And do you feel where you are now …. the mirror of 

responsibility? Bills, work, family, loneliness, 

independence, goodbyes, unexpected setbacks. That 

silent war between who you once dreamed of becoming 

and who you had to become. That’s where you stand 

today , and still, you’re here. 
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Through all of it, one truth stays, you have been 

becoming. Not perfectly. Not without scars. But 

beautifully, in your own way. 

Maybe you are the boy who never said much, but today 

speaks with weight. 

Maybe you are the girl who once hid behind oiled hair 

and silence, but today dares to dream beyond borders. 

Maybe you are the one who lost love, the one who found 

it late, or the one still searching. 

No matter who you are …. know this: you are not behind, 

you are not broken. You are simply becoming. 

Life is not about clarity. It’s about moving despite 

uncertainty. It’s about carrying the fragments of your past 

…. the laughter, the pain, the failures, the first loves, the 

compromises, the scars — and knowing they have not 

weakened you. They have carved you. They have shaped 

you into someone deeper, stronger, and still unfinished. 

So, smile back at your memories. Accept the people who 

left, cherish the ones who stayed. Embrace your doubts, 

but don’t let them silence your dreams. Look at yourself, 

right now …. you have already lived through so much, 

and still, you are here. 

This is not the end. It never was. Becoming doesn’t end 

at a certain age, or a certain achievement, or a certain 

heartbreak. Becoming is forever. 
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And tomorrow, no matter where you wake up, no matter 

who is beside you, no matter what battles wait , 

remember: you are still becoming. And that is enough. 

With hope,  

With love,  

With truth  

For You. 

 


