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    To everyone who has ever smiled while carrying unspoken thoughts, held on to memories they couldn't explain, or tried to understand themselves while figuring out life, this book is for you.
And to the person I once was, who was still learning how to understand life, this is for you too.

      

    



  	
        
            
            EPIGRAPH
"Sometimes, the hardest person to understand is the one we see in the mirror every day."
"Between what we think, what we feel, and what we never say, a whole life quietly unfolds."
"Life is not always about finding answers; sometimes, it is about learning to live with the questions."
"One half of us wants to move forward, while the other half is still trying to understand what we left behind."
"Some conversations happen without words, some battles without witnesses, and some journeys entirely within."
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Sometimes I feel like I have too many people in my head.

There's the me who's always there, laughing, talking, even joking when necessary. And there's the me who only appears when no one else is in the room.

The second one asks a lot of questions.

So many questions that sometimes I feel like just shutting him up.

But it is not so easy to silence the mind.

At night, when everyone is asleep, even small things seem big. What I brushed off during the day comes back to haunt me at night.

“Why did I say that?”

“Why did he do that?”

“What if I had thought differently that day?”

“Was it really my fault?”

Sometimes I think about the same thing so many times that in the end I don't even understand what the real thing was and what all I added to it.

Perhaps this is the problem with overthinking.

A small thing starts and the mind creates a whole story out of it.

And the strangest thing is that half of that story isn't even true.

Yet we feel it as truth.

I have always felt that a person keeps much more hidden within himself than he tells others about himself.

We say, “I am fine.”

Because after saying “I am not well” the other person will ask, “What happened?”

And it's not always easy to answer "what happened."

Many times we ourselves do not know what happened.

My heart just feels heavy.

I don't feel like doing any work.

I don't feel like talking to anyone.

Then after some time the same person picks up the phone and talks to someone with a smile.

Others think everything is fine.

Perhaps this is the reason why people often do not understand our problems.

We did not give them a chance to understand.

I also did not give it.

There were many things I wanted to say, but couldn't.

I did not tell some people because I was afraid that they would not understand.

I did not tell some people because I was afraid they would understand.

Both fears were different.

But the result was the same.

Silence.

Sometimes I wonder, if we could go back to some old days in our lives, what would we change?

Probably a lot.

May be nothing.

Because the decision taken at that time was taken based on the understanding of that time.

It is easy to sit today and call an old decision wrong.

Today we have information that we didn't have then.

Today we know who left, who stayed, who lied and who told the truth.

But at that time we did not know anything.

We were just living our lives the way we wanted.

That's why maybe I shouldn't hate my old self so much.

He also did what he thought was right.

There must have been a mistake.

It must have happened many times.

But he was also living life for the first time.

I have gradually understood one thing.

Every person has a part of them that they keep protected from the world.

There his real things happen.

He has his fears.

He feels embarrassed.

He has unfulfilled desires.

And there are some memories that he doesn't want to look at for long, even himself.

I also did not show that part to anyone for a long time.

Maybe not because I didn't trust people.

Maybe because I didn't trust myself to know what would happen if I told everything.

People say, “One should express what is in the heart.”

sounds delicious.

But life is not so simple.

Not everything can be said to every person.

Not every relationship can handle every truth.

And it is not necessary to tell every truth.

It's okay to keep some things to yourself.

The only difference should be whether we are hiding them or running away from them.

Hiding and running are not the same thing.

If we remember something and we accept it and move on, then it is the past.

But if the same thing takes us back to the same place every time, then maybe we haven't accepted it yet.

This has happened to me too.

Hearing the name of an old person suddenly changes your whole day.

Remembering an old thing without any reason while passing through a place.

Listening to two lines of a song feels like you have gone back many years.

The mind is strange.

He may forget the date but not the feeling.

The face may be blurred but the voice can be remembered.

You may forget the words of the conversation but you remember the way the other person said it.

Maybe we don't remember people.

We remember the things we felt with them.

And these same things later hold us back.

Sometimes we are not remembering a person, but an old version of ourselves that we spent with him.

The time when we were a little different.

A little carefree.

A little stupid.

A little happy.

Then life moves on.

People change.

We change.

Some relationships are left behind.

Some people go away on their own.

We leave some out.

And there are some that we don't want to leave, but circumstances force us to leave.

Not every farewell ends with a fight.

Some vidais are very quiet.

The things become less and less.

Phones start to decrease.

Then one day both of them realise that nothing is the same as before.

There was no fight.

No last words were spoken.

The distance just kept increasing.

And perhaps such farewells are the most awkward.

Because there is no one person to blame.

There is only time.

And time cannot be argued with.

I tried to convince myself many times that what is gone should be let go.

That's correct.

But the heart is not a machine.

No one can be forgotten by giving him orders.

He moves at his own pace.

I will remember something less today.

I will suddenly miss you a lot tomorrow.

Then it will be fine for a few days.

Then something small will bring it all back to the surface.

Maybe this is normal.

Not everything needs to be fixed immediately.

Some things just have to stay with us for a while.

Until we stop being afraid of them.

And that's probably been my biggest battle.

Not from others.

With my own mind.

On the one hand, I tend to overthink things.

On the other hand, he does not think about many important things at all.

On one hand, I find meaning in every small thing.

On the other hand, I avoid the big questions of my own life.

This is half my brain.

A part of me wants to say a lot.

The second part says –

Leave it.

There is no need to have an answer to everything.

And perhaps this is a big truth of life.

Some questions remain with us.

I don't get any response from them.

Still life does not stop.

It is morning.

People go to work.

The shops open.

Buses run.

The phone rings.

Someone is drinking tea.

Someone is quarreling with someone.

And somewhere in that crowd, someone is going through an internal battle that no one knows about.

Maybe I am also one of those people.

And maybe you too.

The only difference is that we cannot hear the voices going on inside each other.

That's why everything looks normal from outside.

But behind every calm face there may be a story.

Every smiling person may have something that he has never told anyone.

And perhaps that's why we shouldn't judge people too quickly.

We don't know what they fought through to reach here.

I still have a lot to understand.

About yourself too.

About others too.

About life too.

But perhaps a whole life is not enough to understand.

And maybe it shouldn't be.

Because if every question is answered, then what will be left to think about?

Maybe I'll always be thinking a little bit.

I will remain quiet for a while.

I will say a few things.

I will keep some with me.

I will remember some people.

I will try to forget some of them.

And in the meantime, life will go on.

Between thought and silence.

Somewhere halfway there.

Maybe this is where my heart is

Half Mind.

Sometimes the best things in life don't happen on any big occasion. They just happen. Sitting at a tea stall, talking to a stranger on the street, laughing for no reason with friends, or lying on the roof at night looking at the sky.

I remember one evening. The rain had just stopped. The streets were flooded, and the power had gone out again. Everyone at home was busy with their own chores. I was sitting outside, my phone battery nearly dead. There was nothing to do. At first, I thought my evening was ruined. Then a little boy sitting nearby asked, "Brother, why does the soil smell so good after the rain?"

I had no answer.

I said, “I don’t know.”

He said, “You don't know anything.”

I laughed.

That was all. But that day, it kept coming to mind for a long time. As adults, we try to answer every question. Perhaps, in this process, we forget to feel many things.

The child didn't want answers. He just wanted to know.

We are different. Even when we ask questions, we attach concern to them.

How much will the money be?

What will happen next?

What will people say?

Where will I reach?

Who left me behind?

Who will stay with me?

And sometimes we think so much that the tea kept in front of us becomes cold.

This happens to me often. I get my tea made and then get busy on my phone. Ten minutes later, I reach for the cup and realize it's gone cold. Then I heat it up again. Then I forget. In the end, the tea probably thinks the same thing about me: "Don't expect anything from this man."

It is similar in life too.

We want to do many things on time, but we ourselves delay them.

Then they say that they did not get the chance.

Chance is not responsible every time.

Many times we ourselves delay.

A friend once said to me, “Why do you take everything so seriously?”

I said, “I don't take it seriously.”

He said, “Okay? Yesterday you thought for half an hour why I put a full stop after 'okay'.”

I said, “Yes, he was a little suspicious.”

We both laughed.

The matter ended in a joke, but the truth was that I used to find meaning in even small things.

If someone talks less, he will definitely get angry.

If someone talks too much then there must be some work.

If no one answered, something probably went wrong.

If someone just writes “Hmm” then understand that investigation has started now.

The mind sometimes becomes a detective, while the other person may have simply put the phone in his pocket.

This is a strange habit of humans.

We often write the story going on in other people's minds ourselves.

Then we also feel sad about the same story.

Perhaps that is why many misconceptions are more powerful than the truth.

Once, a man sat next to me on a bus. He didn't say anything the entire way. His face looked a little worried. I thought to myself that he might be in serious trouble. Maybe something had happened at home. Maybe he had lost his job.

After crossing halfway, I got his call.

He picked up the phone and said, “Yes, I will bring potatoes.”

Bus.

the mere fact.

I had written his entire life inside me and the man was going to buy potatoes from the market.

I had a little laugh at myself that day.

This is what we often do.

We see half the truth and create the other half ourselves.

Seeing someone's silence, we understand sadness.

Happiness at seeing someone laugh.

Hate seeing someone's distance.

Seeing someone's success, we assume his entire life to be easy.

But a person's life is probably completely different from what it appears to be from the outside.

I have seen some people very happy and later found out that they were going through some difficult times.

I saw some people being very irritable and later found out that they were stuck with household responsibilities.

This does not mean that every wrong behavior should be considered right.

No.

Someone's problems do not become an excuse for all his mistakes.

But to understand a person, it is not right to just see his worst day.

We all have some bad days.

Some bad decisions too.

And there are some such actions which, when remembered later, one has to say to oneself, “Brother, what did you do?”

I also have such memories.

Some were so stupid that I laugh when I remember them now.

At that time it seemed as if the world had ended.

Perhaps one thing comes to light with age – many things seem very big at the time, but after a few years, those same things become stories.

There was a guy I knew. He once got a new haircut to impress a girl. The barber cut it so short that he didn't leave the house for two days. On the third day, he said, "I feel better now."

We said, “No.”

He said, “Keep quiet, don't break my confidence.”

There was so much confidence on his face that we also became silent.

Sometimes a person needs a little confidence more than the truth.

But there is a difference between confidence and self-deception.

It is important to understand this difference.

It's good to think positively about yourself, but it's quite another to ignore your shortcomings.

I thought I was right many times and later found out I was wrong.

I felt bad initially.

Then I thought, if I am always right then how will I learn?

It is not easy to admit a mistake.

Especially when we consider ourselves very intelligent in our own eyes.

Many times, it is more difficult for us to accept ourselves that yes, it was my mistake here, rather than apologizing to others.

But the day a person is able to say, “Yes, I was wrong,” that day something begins to change.

It is also not right to keep blaming yourself after every mistake.

A mistake was made.

I understood.

Learned.

Move ahead.

Bus.

It is also not wise to make every mistake a lifelong punishment.

I think we fight our old versions too much.

It was me who made that mistake.

But today I am not the same person.

Or at least doesn't want to be.

People change, sometimes by choice, sometimes out of compulsion.

Sometimes one incident changes the entire thinking.

Sometimes a man.

Sometimes a job.

Sometimes there is shortage of money.

Sometimes someone close to you leaves.

And sometimes just age.

When we are young, we feel that we will understand everything when we grow up.

Then we grow up and realize that even adults often sit in their rooms wondering what to do next.

The only difference is that they have a slightly larger bill to worry about.

Responsibilities keep increasing.

First there is worry whether the toy will be available or not.

Then will I get the phone or not?

Then will I get the job or not?

Then will the job remain or not?

Then how will the house run?

Then the family.

Then the future.

And we ourselves are left somewhere in between.

Therefore, sometimes it is important to be happy without any special reason.

Drinking tea without any reason.

Calling your friend stupid and proving yourself even more stupid.

Standing outside in the rain for a few minutes.

Suddenly listening to an old song.

Sitting on the roof and watching the people passing by below.

Laughing without any reason after listening to a child.

These small things do not make life big.

But she keeps life like life.

Maybe every day doesn't require a major accomplishment.

Some days should be such that when you think about them at night you think – nothing special happened today, still it was not a bad day.

I think peace isn't always found at a high level.

Sometimes she is sitting on the same path on which we are hurrying.

We cannot see him.

Because we always have to look ahead.

What will happen next?

Then what next?

And after this?

Sometimes it is important to look back.

Not to see who got left out.

To see how far we've come.

And then perhaps for the first time one understands that life was not as short as it seemed at that time.

A lot happened.

Something good.

Something bad.

Something I would like to relive.

Something I won't make the mistake of doing again.

Some people came.

Some left.

Some still are.

And there are some about whom it is not known where they are now.

Still the story continues.

Mine too.

Yours too.

Maybe all of us.

And the funny thing is that we did not get the facility to read the next page in advance.

Therefore, what is next will be known only when the next one comes.

This is enough for now.

We will worry about tomorrow tomorrow.

Let's drink today's tea while it's still hot.

The next morning the tea was really hot.

But not the brain.

The thing I told myself before going to sleep last night—“We will worry about tomorrow tomorrow”—came to mind as soon as I woke up in the morning.

Some things don't go away so easily.

Mornings are a strange time. Things that seemed huge at night may seem small in the morning. But there are some things that remain standing even in the morning light.

A similar thing happened with me too.

For a long time I was thinking about calling an old number.

The number was still in my phone.

Name also.

It just didn't matter.

Opened the phone several times.

Saw the name.

Then he switched off the phone.

Probably the most times in all these years I haven't called anyone, I've just seen their name.

Strange isn't it?

We don't talk to any person, but we talk a little bit every day in his name.

I don't know what happened that day.

I opened the number.

The finger was on the call button.

All it took was a little pressure.

But the finger stopped there.

The mind immediately asked ten questions.

What if he doesn't pick up the phone?

What if it is picked up?

If I ask why you called after so many years?

What if he refuses to recognize me?

And the biggest question—

What if he spoke in a completely normal manner?

Sometimes we fear a good answer more than a bad one.

Because then hope can come back.

And hope is a strange thing.

It gives happiness to a person and also the fear of that happiness being shattered.

I hung up the phone.

Then I got angry at myself.

Why am I scared of such a small thing?

Then came another voice—

Because it is not a small thing.

For some people, a phone is just a phone.

For some people, it is a door to the past.

And it is not necessary to open every door.

I did not call that day.

But for the first time, I definitely asked myself why I wanted to call?

To remember him?

Anything to ask?

To apologize?

Or just to see if I still matter to him?

The last question was the most dangerous.

Because what if the answer is “no”?

Then perhaps there was no need to call.

We often seek answers from others, when in reality we need answers about ourselves.

I wanted to know what I was to him.

But perhaps the real question was what he still means to me.

Sometimes a person goes away, but his impact does not go away.

That doesn't happen in your everyday life.

Still it remains present somewhere in your decisions.

You think before you act—

What would he have said if he were there?

You see a place—

He would have liked this.

A song plays—

We listened to this song together.

I remember a joke-

This should have been told to him.

Then suddenly I remember-

Now who should I tell?

And just there, for a few seconds, the world goes a little quiet.

I once asked someone, “Is it really possible to forget someone?”

He said, “Yes.”

I asked, “How?”

He said, “When you stop trying to forget it.”

At that time I did not understand what he said.

Now I am getting some relief.

Forgetting someone probably shouldn't be the goal.

Because whatever we try to forget again and again, the mind brings it to the fore again and again.

Like someone says-

“Don’t think about red in this room.”

Then the whole room turns red.

The brain doesn't understand "don't think."

He only remembers what he was forbidden to think about.

Perhaps that's why some memories are more disturbing.

We push them.

They come back.

We push again.

They come again.

After some time, a person gets tired and sits down.

And for the first time he sees that memory without trying to drive it away.

Maybe that's where things change.

Because it is not necessary to erase every memory.

Some memories just need to be given their place.

Like any item kept in an old house.

It is not used every day.

But I don't even feel like throwing it away.

He just lies in a corner.

And sometimes it comes into hand while cleaning.

We see him.

I remember the old times for two minutes.

Then put it back.

Perhaps humans also move forward in the same way.

Not taking everything with you.

Leaving some things behind.

Putting some things together.

And some things take years to understand.

I did not delete the number that day.

Didn't even call.

I just hung up the phone.

At first I thought I did the same thing again—did nothing.

But maybe something did this time.

I was the first one to admit that I missed him.

Without explaining myself.

Without making any excuses.

Without saying “just like that.”

Sometimes telling the truth to yourself is a task.

And that's probably what I did that day.

That evening I was sitting on the terrace.

The sky was clear.

Children were playing cricket on the road below.

A boy was getting out again and again and every time he was saying, “This will not count.”

The other children were running after him to kill him.

I was laughing.

I didn't know that a few hours ago I was fighting my past and now it felt good to see these kids.

Maybe life is like this.

A person changes many times in a single day.

Trapped in someone's memory in the morning.

Busy with work in the afternoon.

Laughing with friends in the evening.

And at night, alone with my thoughts again.

We are not always the same.

And maybe we shouldn't even stay.

If we were the same person all the time, we might not be living.

We are just repeating.

Some things in life come to change us.

Not every change is good.

But not every change is bad.

Sometimes breaking up isn't necessary.

Sometimes it's enough to just understand that the old way isn't working anymore.

Old relationships.

Old habits.

Old thinking.

Old excuses.

Everything cannot always go together.

There comes a time when you have to decide what to take forward and what to leave behind.

And this decision is not for anyone else.

It happens for oneself.

Because the hardest parting in life is probably not from another person.

It comes from the person we once were.

Who thought that everything would be fine.

Who had faith in everything.

Who gave everyone a second chance.

Who used to put himself last.

It is difficult to say whether that person was right or wrong.

But he is not like that anymore.

And maybe that's what growing up is all about.

One day suddenly you realize that now you don't need to please everyone.

There is no need to answer every question.

It is not your responsibility to save every relationship.

There is no need to carry every mistake on your head.

And there is no need to run after every person who does not want to stop himself.

It takes time to understand this.

Sometimes too much.

But when it comes, the mind feels a little lighter.

That night I looked at the phone again.

It was the same number.

This time I looked at him and put the phone back.

There was no anger.

No hope.

There was just a strange peace.

Perhaps the story wasn't over.

But maybe now I didn't even need to go back and read every page.

Something else was written further.

I just didn't know what.

But for the first time I was not in a hurry to know this.

Sometimes I feel like our minds are like that old shop in the neighborhood, where, along with the essentials, lie ten other things that we never know when they might come in handy. An old memory suddenly surfaces, something someone said comes to mind, then another thought springs to mind, and before we know it, we end up somewhere. I'm like that too. I sit down to think about one thing, and ten minutes later, I ask myself what I was thinking.

One night I was sitting outside with a friend. He was constantly on his phone, and I was watching him. I asked, "Brother, who are you talking to?" He said, "Nobody." I looked at the phone and said, "So who are you twiddling your thumbs for so fast?" He started laughing. Then he said, "Just looking." I said, "What are you looking at on your phone?" He said, "Nothing." We were silent for a few seconds, and then both laughed. Honestly, sometimes we don't use our phones to look at something. We just use them because sitting alone with our minds seems more difficult than that.

Perhaps this is the strangest thing about today. We have a thousand ways to talk to people, but we still haven't mastered how to talk to ourselves. Pick up the phone and find someone. Open a video and someone is talking. Step outside and see someone. But as soon as everything stops, our mind is there. Then, to escape it, we pick up the phone again.

I've done this many times. It's time to go to bed at night, I put down my phone, close my eyes, and my
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