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​Chapter 1: The Day Everything Felt Heavy
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The morning began with silence.

Not the peaceful kind that wrapped around a person like a warm blanket, but the strange kind—the kind that made every small sound feel too loud. The ceiling fan in Aarav’s room clicked every few seconds like a broken clock counting down to something invisible. Outside, the sky hung low and gray over the city, pressing against the apartment windows as if the clouds themselves were exhausted.

Aarav opened his eyes before the alarm rang.

For a few moments, he stared at the cracked paint on the ceiling, trying to remember why his chest already felt tight. Then the weight returned all at once.

Bills.

His father’s medicine.

The unfinished college applications.

The messages he had ignored.

The future.

The future felt like a giant locked door standing directly in front of him.

He turned off the alarm before it could ring and sat up slowly. His body ached even though he had done nothing the day before except move from the bed to the chair near the window. Sleep no longer rested him. It only paused the noise inside his mind.

From the kitchen came the sound of steel utensils.

His mother was already awake.

She was always awake before everyone else.

Aarav rubbed his face and walked to the sink beside the bathroom mirror. Dark circles rested under his eyes like bruises. He looked older than nineteen. He splashed water onto his face, but the tiredness stayed there.

It always stayed.

The apartment smelled faintly of tea leaves and damp clothes drying near the balcony. Their home wasn’t small enough to feel cramped, but it wasn’t large enough to offer privacy either. Every emotion traveled through the walls.

His mother stood near the stove stirring tea.

“You woke up early,” she said without turning.

“I couldn’t sleep.”

She nodded as if she already knew.

Aarav sat at the table and looked at the newspaper lying folded beside him. Headlines about rising prices, political arguments, and layoffs covered the front page. Bad news had become so common that people barely reacted anymore.

His mother placed a cup of tea in front of him.

“You should eat something before you leave.”

“I’m not hungry.”

“You said that yesterday too.”

He didn’t answer.

For a moment, the only sound between them was the bubbling milk on the stove.

Then she spoke carefully.

“The hospital called again.”

Aarav’s fingers tightened around the cup.

“They said we need to buy the medicines before Friday.”

“How much?”

She hesitated.

“Four thousand.”

The number hit him harder than it should have.

Four thousand wasn’t impossible. But lately, every expense felt like another brick added onto his shoulders.

His father had once been the strongest person Aarav knew. He worked long shifts at a textile warehouse for almost twenty years, rarely complaining, rarely resting. Then one winter evening, he collapsed at work.

After that came hospital visits, tests, medicines, and words doctors used softly because they didn’t want families to panic.

Heart condition.

Stress-related complications.

Lifestyle changes.

More medicines.

More money.

Now his father mostly stayed in bed near the balcony, pretending to read books he no longer had the energy to finish.

Aarav looked toward the bedroom door.

“Is he awake?”

“Not yet.”

“That’s good.”

His mother gave him a tired smile that lasted less than a second.

“You worry too much.”

The sentence almost made him laugh.

If he stopped worrying, what would remain?

After breakfast, he dressed in faded jeans and a black shirt before stuffing documents into his backpack. His college application papers were bent at the corners from being carried around for weeks.

He had dreamed about studying architecture once.

Designing buildings.

Creating spaces that made people feel alive.

Back then, the dream felt close enough to touch.

Now it floated somewhere far above him.

He checked his phone.

Three unread messages from his friend Kabir.

BRO WHERE ARE YOU?

You disappeared again.

At least reply.

Aarav locked the screen.

He didn’t know how to explain the strange emptiness growing inside him lately. Kabir would joke about it, try to cheer him up, maybe drag him outside for chai near the college campus.

But exhaustion wasn’t something tea could fix.

As he wore his shoes near the door, his father’s voice came weakly from the bedroom.

“Aarav?”

He stepped inside.

The curtains were half-open, letting pale daylight spill across the room. His father sat up against the pillows, looking thinner than before.

“You’re going out?”

“Yeah. Just to submit some forms.”

His father nodded slowly.

“You’ll do well.”

The confidence in his voice hurt more than doubt would have.

Aarav forced a smile.

“I’ll try.”

His father looked toward the balcony for a moment before speaking again.

“When I was your age, I thought life would become easier once I started earning.”

“And?”

“It doesn’t become easier.” He smiled faintly. “You just become stronger.”

Aarav wished he believed that.

Outside, the city moved with its usual restless energy.

Auto-rickshaws honked impatiently. Street vendors shouted over each other. Bikes squeezed through impossible gaps in traffic. Somewhere nearby, construction machines hammered against concrete.

Yet everything felt distant to Aarav, as if he were walking underwater.

He boarded a crowded bus and stood near the back, gripping the overhead rail while people pushed around him.

An elderly man argued loudly with the conductor.

A child cried.

Two college students laughed while watching videos on a phone.

Life continued everywhere.

But Aarav felt disconnected from all of it.

At the next stop, Kabir suddenly climbed onto the bus.

“There you are!” he said, breathing heavily. “You ignored my messages again.”

Aarav looked away.

“Sorry.”

Kabir studied him carefully.

“You look terrible.”

“Thanks.”

“I’m serious.”

Kabir moved closer so other passengers could pass.

“What’s going on with you lately?”

“Nothing.”

“That’s a lie.”

Aarav stayed silent.

Kabir had been his friend since school days. He knew when something was wrong.

“You stopped coming to football,” Kabir continued. “You barely answer calls. Even in class you look somewhere else.”

“I’m just tired.”

“Tired from what?”

Everything.

But Aarav couldn’t say that aloud.

The bus stopped near the college district.

Students filled the sidewalks carrying notebooks, laughing loudly, arguing about exams and movies and weekend plans.

For a second, Aarav envied them.

Not because their lives were perfect.

But because they still moved like people who believed tomorrow would be better.

He and Kabir walked toward the administration building.

“You submitted your application yet?” Kabir asked.

“Not yet.”

“Why?”

“I might not go.”

Kabir stopped walking.

“What do you mean you might not go?”

Aarav stared ahead.

“The fees are high.”

“You’ll figure it out.”

“My father’s treatment comes first.”

Kabir lowered his voice.

“You’ve wanted this for years.”

“Wanting something doesn’t mean you get it.”

The words came out sharper than intended.

Kabir frowned but didn’t argue.

Inside the administration office, students stood in long lines under flickering tube lights. Ceiling fans pushed warm air around the crowded room.

Aarav held his application form tightly.

He only needed to walk forward and submit it.

That was all.

Yet his feet refused to move.

What was the point?

Even if he got accepted, how would he afford tuition?

How could he leave home when his parents needed him?

The line moved ahead.

A girl behind him asked politely, “Are you in line?”

He blinked.

“Oh. Sorry.”

He stepped aside automatically.

And just like that, he left the line.

Kabir stared at him.

“Aarav...”

“I can’t do it.”

“Yes, you can.”

“No.”

People brushed past them while forms shuffled and printers buzzed in the background.

Aarav suddenly felt unable to breathe properly.

The room seemed smaller.

Noisier.

Hotter.

His chest tightened.

Kabir grabbed his arm.

“Hey. Sit down.”

“I’m fine.”

“You’re not fine.”

Aarav pulled away and walked outside quickly.

The sunlight hit him hard.

He stood near the campus gate, breathing heavily.

Across the road, life continued normally.

Students bought samosas from a street cart.

A couple argued near a bike.

Someone played loud music from a phone speaker.

No one noticed him.

No one knew he felt like he was falling apart in the middle of an ordinary afternoon.

Kabir joined him a minute later.

Neither spoke immediately.

Finally Kabir said quietly, “You need help.”

Aarav laughed bitterly.

“With what money?”

“That’s not what I meant.”

“Then what did you mean?”

Kabir looked frustrated.

“You carry everything alone. Your father’s illness. Your studies. Your family problems. You never talk to anyone.”

“What’s the point of talking?”

“The point is you’re human.”

Aarav looked away before Kabir could see the emotion rising in his eyes.

For months he had tried to stay strong.

Strong for his mother.

Strong for his father.

Strong for everyone.

But strength was becoming heavier every day.

“I don’t know what’s happening to me,” he admitted softly.

Kabir leaned against the wall beside him.

“That’s okay.”

“No, it’s not.”

“Yes, it is.”

A cool wind moved through the street unexpectedly, carrying the smell of rain.

Dark clouds gathered above the city.

People began looking upward.

Within minutes, rain crashed down heavily.

Students ran for shelter, laughing and shouting.

Street vendors covered their carts with plastic sheets.

Cars splashed water across the road.

Aarav and Kabir stood beneath a narrow shop awning while rain flooded the pavement.

For the first time that day, Aarav stopped thinking.

He simply watched.

The rain blurred the city into moving shadows and lights.

Something about it felt honest.

The sky itself seemed unable to hold its weight anymore.

Kabir handed him a paper cup of chai from the nearby stall.

“When things get bad,” Kabir said, “you don’t disappear. Okay?”

Aarav wrapped his hands around the warm cup.

He didn’t promise.

But after a long silence, he nodded.

The rain continued pouring over the city while evening slowly approached.

And somewhere deep inside Aarav, beneath the fear and exhaustion and uncertainty, a tiny part of him still hoped that maybe tomorrow would not feel this heavy.

Maybe.

Just maybe.
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​Chapter 2: Why Most People Quit Too Early
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Success is often misunderstood. Many people believe successful individuals are born with special talent, luck, or opportunities unavailable to others. But in reality, the biggest difference between successful people and those who fail is persistence. Most people quit too early—often just before progress begins to appear.

Every dream starts with excitement. Whether it is starting a business, learning a new skill, writing a book, losing weight, or building a better life, the beginning feels powerful. Motivation is high, energy is fresh, and the future looks bright. People imagine quick results and smooth progress. But after some time, reality arrives. Challenges appear. Progress slows down. Mistakes happen. The excitement fades, and frustration takes its place.

This is the point where most people give up.

Quitting early has become common in modern life. People want fast success, instant rewards, and immediate recognition. Social media makes it even worse. Every day, people see stories of overnight millionaires, famous influencers, and successful entrepreneurs. What they do not see are the years of struggle, rejection, and failure behind those success stories.

Most achievements take far longer than expected.

A person may go to the gym for two weeks and expect visible results. When the body does not change quickly, they stop exercising. Someone may start a business expecting profit within months, but after facing losses, they quit. A writer may begin a novel with passion, but after writing a few chapters and receiving no praise, they abandon the project.

The problem is not lack of ability. The problem is unrealistic expectations.

Many people quit because they misunderstand how growth works. Real progress is usually invisible at first. Just like a seed grows underground before becoming a tree, success develops quietly before it becomes visible. During the early stages, effort often seems useless. Results appear small, slow, or completely absent. This period tests patience more than skill.

Unfortunately, most people stop during this invisible phase.

Imagine heating water. At 20 degrees, nothing happens. At 50 degrees, nothing seems different. At 90 degrees, the water still looks the same. But at 100 degrees, it suddenly boils. The transformation appears instant, but the water needed every previous degree to reach that point. Success works in the same way. Every effort matters, even when no immediate result appears.

Another major reason people quit early is fear of failure.

Failure hurts the ego. People worry about being judged, criticized, or laughed at. Society often treats failure as weakness instead of a natural part of learning. Because of this fear, many people stop trying after one mistake. They believe failure means they are not talented enough.

But failure is not proof of inability. It is proof of effort.

Every expert was once a beginner. Every successful person failed multiple times before succeeding. Athletes lose games. Writers face rejection. Entrepreneurs lose money. Inventors create products that do not work. These failures are not signs to stop. They are lessons that guide improvement.

One of the greatest inventors in history, Thomas Edison, failed thousands of times
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