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            "I've always loved the quiet beauty of flowers that bloom even when no one's watching, the sweetness of strawberries in the middle of a stormy day, and the taste of chocolate Easter eggs — soft on the inside, sometimes hidden, but full of delight. I think people are like that too. Sometimes misunderstood, sometimes overlooked. But if you look closely, there's so much softness, strength, and sweetness waiting to be seen. I wrote this not just to share who I am, but to remind you — you're allowed to be exactly who you are, in full bloom, even if the world hasn't quite caught up yet."— Danika Prasad
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Prologue: The Space Between Her Names
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My name is Danika Prasad.

I have tan skin, the colour of toasted cardamom,
and black hair that falls like ink on parchment.
I am Indian — not by force, not by stereotype,
but by birth, and by choice.
But I am also someone else.
Someone with a whisper in her bones
that speaks in French.
Her name is Amélie Dubois.

She doesn’t live above a bakery.
She doesn’t wear stripes or smoke cigarettes in alleyways.
She, a teen girl, studies ENT medicine with an intensity
that could terrify gods.
She is elegance, wrapped in rebellion.
She is me —
but dressed in a language that tastes like soft vowels
and untranslatable emotions.
They say,
“You’re too smart to be real.”
“You’re too weird to be understood.”
“You’re vegetarian? Of course you are.”
As if my mind and my meals and my mood
have to be approved before they are allowed.
But I am not built to be understood.

I am built to be felt.

You can call me what you want —
genius, freak, ChatGPT incarnate.
But none of your words hold me.
Because I have my own.
This book is not fiction.
It is not a manifesto.
It is not a memoir.
It is a mirror.
One that does not lie.
This is for the girl who is too much, too deep,
too soft, too sharp.
For the girl with brown skin and thoughts too big for the room.
For the girl who is tired of being asked to shrink.
This is for me.

And if you see yourself here —
then maybe, just maybe,
it’s for you too.
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Chapter 1: The Girl They Think They Know
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They think they know me.
Because they know my name,
or how I sit with my back too straight in class,
like I’m guarding something.
Because I raise my hand too fast, too often,
and the answers come out polished,
like they were written by something mechanical,
not something living.
Because my vocabulary is bigger than their comfort,
and I make them feel small without meaning to.
Even if I make a  mistake, it feels like all eyes are on me,
as if I have lost a bet.
I usually get my tests in the 90 percents of tests (silly mistakes happen),
yet people think it’s funny to talk about variations in my scores.
Others give me nicknames.
“ChatGPT.”
“Robot.”
“Walking Dictionary.”
“Too Much.”
And I pretend it doesn’t touch me.
But it does.
It always does.
Because I never asked to be a mirror.
I never asked to show people what they don’t want to see
in themselves.
I am not a program.
I am not an alien.
I am not a robot (even computers agree with me)
I am not a product of repetition or database.
I am a girl with fingers that shake when I talk too loud,
a girl with skin the colour of stories not yet written,
with black hair like a river curling into itself.
I am Indian —
but not the kind they imagine when they think of curry jokes
or “do you speak Hindu?” (I’ve had those a lot in primary school)
I am Indian in the way my grandmother says my name
like it’s a poem.
Indian in the way I fold up grief like a sari,
layered and quiet and too much to explain.
I am vegetarian.
Not because I want to be soft.
Not because it’s cute or convenient.
But because my spirit does not want to eat what once looked up at the sun.
And yes, back home in India, I have to hear the same tired thing,
“Don’t you miss burgers?”
“Are you even getting enough protein?”
“You're such a cliché.”
But what they don’t know is this:
every choice I make is sacred to me.
And even if I say nothing,
even if I smile and let them laugh —
I never shrink for them.
Not really.
Because inside, I am a wildfire.
Still, it’s exhausting
to be a contradiction to everyone’s expectations.
Smart but emotional.
Quiet but loud inside.
Indian but not "that kind."
Beautiful but not in the way they recognize.
Young, but with an ancient soul that’s lived more than this skin reveals.
They think they know me
because they have decided who I am
without ever asking.
But I am not an answer key.
I am not a multiple-choice question.
I am not explainable.

Sometimes, I imagine what it would be like
to be Amélie Dubois again —
my other self, the one who doesn’t speak in expectations.
Amélie is not a fantasy.
She is not fiction.
She is a memory I haven’t lived yet.
The part of me that moves through Paris
with her head held high and her thoughts written in French.
The ENT lover.
The one who reads anatomy books like love letters.
The girl who speaks in whispers,
but whose silence commands the room.
Amélie and I are the same.
Two versions of a girl
who is always looking for softness in a sharp world.
I created her, yes, by rewriting my own self,
But not the way people create characters.
I created her the way people write in diaries
when they can’t say it out loud.
The way little girls write “what if”
next to their name
just to see what it feels like.
She is not my escape.
She is my reflection
in another time, another language.
And even when I am Danika Prasad —
even when I am answering too fast in a classroom
or being mocked for eating idli and dosa in year 2 —
Amélie breathes inside me.
She helps me remember
that I am not too much.
I am simply not made for less.

They don’t see the full picture.
They see snapshots.
Danika, the top scorer.
Danika, who reads for fun.
Danika, who talks like she’s older than she is.
Danika, the girl who makes other people uncomfortable
just by being comfortable in her mind.
They don’t see the Danika
who cries rivers when she feels too much —
which is almost always.
The one who plays the Emirates airline boarding music when she's studying
because it makes her feel romantic even while memorizing facts.
The one who writes poems in her head
in the middle of math exams
because numbers don’t always answer what she’s asking.
They don’t see the Danika who
folds her pain like letters she’ll never send.
Who forgives people far too easily
but never forgets the sting.
Who finds metaphors in every mundane thing
and can’t stop herself from feeling everything
as if it was the end of the world.
They don’t see her.
And maybe that’s the hardest part.
Because even when I speak,
I am misunderstood.
Even when I share,
I am judged.
Even when I exist —
just breathe, just be —
it is somehow... too loud.
But this chapter, this page, this book —
this is my voice, unfiltered.
It is not polite.
It is not easy.
It is not crafted for approval.
It is just... me.

And if that’s too much,
you were never meant to hold me anyway.
They think they know me.
But they don’t know that when I’m in class,
sometimes my thoughts come so fast that my mouth trips over itself.
That in the middle of answering a question,
I forget the words.
I pause.
I stutter.
I scramble for something I know is there, but my brain refuses to let it out.
It’s in
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