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Dedication to the reader

"To all those who tremble alone in the crowded corridors.

To those who smile with a mechanism so that no one will discover their extinguishment, and to those who search for their features in the mirrors of strangers, they find only the remnants of shadows.

To you, and to you. Or you who realized, eventually, that the multitude of shoulders does not give security, and that the hustle and bustle of the big cities does not wipe the soul from its frost.

I dedicate to you this filtered pain, and these thoughts that have been removed from the flesh of the experience, perhaps they are that little quote that tells you that you are not alone in this cold.

Do not look for warmth in the cries of passers-by, but look for it here, among honest words, and in the unbetrayable peace of your heart.

Read with your heart. "Noise doesn't make warmth."

Introduction:

"Why do we feel shaky when we're in the middle of a crowd? And why do the faces of passers-by look like pieces of ice despite the summer heat?

This book is not just a pile of words, but a journey through the 'corridors' that we fear to enter alone. It's an attempt to understand the anger that attacks us in the halls, that strange feeling that we are 'redundant' in a world that doesn't stop screaming.

We have lived long run behind the noise, thinking that too many tongues would erase the brutality of our hearts, and that the cohesion of bodies in the corridors would protect our souls from the cold. But after every disappointment, we return to our rooms to realize the bitter truth: the warmth of people as they burn quickly and leave us in even greater darkness.

In the pages of this book, you'll walk me through four doors:

You will first encounter the coldness of faces and the crowds, then you will plunge into the depths of silence and inner calling, and you will feel with your hand the scars of loss and shadows, before we reach the threshold of reconciliation and the final light together.

I write these thoughts to those who are tired of acting, and to those who sanctify their silence as they revere their prayers. I write it to always remind us that true warmth does not come from crowds but is patiently made in the quiet corners of the soul.

Welcome to the journey of searching for 'you'. Far from their never-ending hustle.

And always remember noise doesn't make warmth."

Chapter One: Forgotten Faces
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(1): "Identity card for a stranger"
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"I stand on the edge of the sidewalk, watching the city swallow up passers-by, and faces chasing after like shaky images on a high-speed train. Everyone is running towards a destination they don't know, and everyone is holding a phone that lights up the darkness of his palm, but no one pays attention to the light that has gone out in his neighbor's eye. In this crowded corridor, you are nothing, but a shadow casting overshadows, a body crowding bodies, and a soul screaming in silence that does not break through the noise of the engines. I have now realized that the harshest kind of alienation is not in abandoning one's homelands, but in standing in the heart of your country, among your people, and being treated like a passerby whose name no one knows."
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(2) "Inhabited Vacuum"
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"Why do they insist that meeting with humans is an antidote? I sat among them, sharing coffee and talking about the weather, work, and the trivial wrangling of life. I was smiling at the right moment, shaking my head in approval, as my heart traveled through a dark tunnel away from their table. Faces that do not see behind the features are dead faces, even if they laugh, and the words that do not touch the wound are just chilly air. I discovered that being with them only made me more beastful, and that the chair I sat on was empty in the eyes of the soul, even if it was occupied by me. 

body."
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(3): "The Mirrors of the Broken"
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"Sometimes I ask myself: Am I the only one who hears the moaning of the walls in the midst of this hustle? People exchange loud laughter as shields against facing themselves, filling the voids with gossip so that they are not overwhelmed by the sound of truth. I've learned to read the language of tired eyes, those that hide behind powders and elegant suits. We are a crowd of broken-hearted, brilliantly playing the part of the perfected, and we run away from each other because we are afraid that someone will see the reality of the destruction that inhabits us."
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(4) "Isolation of one size"
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"In the narrow corridors of life, we meet thousands of people, but we only collide with ourselves. Every strange face we see holds a mirror that reflects part of our fear, and every fleeting laugh reminds us of the spontaneity we have lost. Loneliness is not in the absence of a companion, but in the presence of comrades who are not like you in any way. They pass by your grief, touching it with their coats, but they don't feel its warmth. This is the first portico, a corridor full of people, but completely devoid of 'human'."
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(5): "The Logic of Steadfastness"
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"I learned late that strength is not in screaming for the world to hear you, but in holding out when no one hears you. At this door of my life, I closed my ears to the noise of the hypocrites and opened my heart to the sound of my confident footsteps on shaky ground. I may seem lonely in this corridor, and passers-by may think that I have lost my way, but I am the only truth amid a pile of illusions. Those who do not understand your silence will not understand your words, and those who do not see your warmth in the cold of the crowd do not deserve a seat in your private hallway."
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(6): "Awareness tax"
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"There's a kind of crowd that makes you feel that the world is narrow and vast, and that the oxygen circulating between the chests of passers-by isn't enough for a single lung looking for honesty. Every time I tried to blend, I would come back with a new wound caused by 'friction with indifference'. The faces we see on the streets are nothing but hard masks, created to not be affected, to pass over our pain without stumbling. I realized that staying in the shadows is not a defeat, but a protection for what is left of my tenderness in a time when clarity has become a crime, and difference is a stranger."
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(7): "The noise is like a grave."
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"In the café, where the tables are bustling with stories, I watched a woman laugh out loud as she held her companion's hand, while her eyes wandered in the void as if she were looking for a way out. The crowd does not give us the moment, but it gives us the 'noise needed to bury the scream'. We hide behind our cup of coffee, behind flowery words, so that we don't have to face the cold truth: we sit with people who know our features, but who are completely ignorant of what kills us in the middle of the night. Loneliness at its peak is to have someone to talk to you, and no one to feel.

Beck."
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(8): "Autumn of Features"
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"People pass us by and change the features of our souls, but few of them leave a permanent spring. In this door, I bid farewell to the faces who rented a seat in my heart and then left without closing the door behind them. I realized that some people don't come to humanize your beast, but to test your resilience after they're gone. The passage of life is long, and there are many people who fall from the train of tales , and what remains in the end is nothing but the echo of our own steps, and the ability to smile in a mirror that no one else sees."
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