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There are moments when a person, with a single sentence and without realizing it, reveals a large part of their inner world. Sometimes, even the whole path they have traveled.

A woman looks at her phone for the third time in ten minutes. She has sent a message to her husband, and he has not replied. Not much time has passed. He may be driving. He may be in a meeting. He may not even have seen the screen. And yet, something inside her begins to tighten. Waiting becomes irritation, irritation becomes worry, and worry becomes anger. By evening, when he comes home tired and unaware, she does not say, “I was worried.” She says, sharply and coldly, “You never care about anyone but yourself.”

A man comes home from work exhausted. The house is filled with his child’s voice, with small messes, with everything that makes up the lively disorder of daily life. His child spills a little water on the table. It is a minor incident. And yet, he explodes. The tone of his voice is out of proportion to what happened. The child freezes. His partner looks at him in silence. A few minutes later, he feels ashamed, but he does not admit it. He prefers to say that “everyone pushes him to his limits.”

A student sits in front of his computer to begin an assignment he has to turn in. He has time. He has the ability. He knows what he needs to do. He opens the file, then closes it. He gets up to make coffee. He comes back, opens his phone. He suddenly remembers that he needs to organize a shelf. At some point the day ends, the assignment remains unwritten, and he repeats the same harsh criticism of himself: that he is lazy, that he has no discipline, that something inside him is not working properly.

Moments like these happen everywhere. In homes, in relationships, in offices, in groups of friends, in each of us. And most of the time they pass without our truly thinking about them. We call them nerves, personality, exhaustion, a quirk, a bad day. We say, “That’s how I am,” “That’s how he is,” “Don’t pay attention,” “She’s too sensitive,” “He never changes.” We have learned to describe behavior, not to understand it. To stop at what appears, not at what gives rise to it.

And yet, a person is almost never only what they show in the moment they react.

Behind anger, there may be fear. Behind withdrawal, shame. Behind excessive giving, the anguish of rejection. Behind suffocating control, an inner world afraid it will fall apart if it loosens its grip even a little. Behind perfectionism, the fear of making a mistake. Behind silence, a person who learned that when they spoke, no one listened.

This is perhaps the strangest and, at the same time, the most human element of our inner life. Often we live without really knowing what moves us. We believe we make decisions with clear logic, that we love as we choose, that we keep our distance only because we have decided to, that we get angry only for the reason in front of us. In reality, very often, we are not reacting only to what is happening now. We are also reacting to something older that awakens along with it. To a memory we do not always remember clearly, but that has left a deep mark within us. To a fear that learned to activate on its own. To an old wound that learned to speak indirectly. To a defense that once protected us and later became our second nature.

Most of us, as we grow up, learn to recognize parts of ourselves, but not the path through which they took shape. We say: I am jealous, I am independent, I am irritable, I am too much, I am closed off, I am someone who keeps things inside, I am a perfectionist, I do not trust easily, I get attached quickly, I tire of people easily. Rarely, however, do we stop to ask: when did I start becoming this way? What taught me to live this way? What is this side of myself trying to protect? What is it afraid of? What does it remember? What does it avoid?

This book was born precisely out of that need. To stop treating a person as a collection of flaws, labels, and hasty explanations, and to begin seeing the person as they really are: far more complex, far more fragile, far more contradictory, and far more real.

It was not written to speak only about “other people.” It was not written to analyze extreme cases, nor to describe behaviors that apply only to a few. It was written for the everyday person. For the one who never says “no” and then drowns in resentment. For the one who gets angry easily because they cannot see what is hurting them so deeply. For the one who seems cold, while inside they are deeply afraid of becoming attached. For the one who puts things off, who controls, who constantly seeks reassurance, who feels they are not enough, who returns again and again to the very place that hurts them, because what is familiar feels, in some strange way, safe.

In other words, it was written for all of us.

Because almost no one is as simple as they appear. The “difficult” person is not always simply difficult. The “good” person is not always only good. The “strong” person is not always only strong. The “independent” person is not always free. The “rational” person is not always calm. The “giving” person does not always love without conditions. Beneath the words with which we learned to describe ourselves, deeper inner forces are often hidden: need, fear, shame, defense, old pain, silence that became a form of protection, and invisible anguish.

And here lies one of the most difficult aspects of being human. What wounded us does not only make us vulnerable. Sometimes it also makes us unfair. A wound does not give rise only to pain. It can also give rise to harshness, control, withdrawal, the need to always be right, fear of being exposed, and the habit of blaming. A person may truly have been wronged and, at the same time, have learned to hurt others. They may have been deprived of love and, at the same time, demand that others fill a void they do not even know how to touch. They may fear abandonment, and for that very reason make their relationship so suffocating that in the end they destroy it themselves.

The purpose of this book is not to offer easy comfort. It was not written to whisper that everything is forgiven because there was once pain, nor to imprison the person inside labels. It attempts something harder and truer. To understand without idealizing. To show understanding without justifying. To put into words what is usually expressed only through defenses, outbursts, or silences. To illuminate that inner point where a person stops being merely a behavior and becomes a path, a memory, a fear, a need, a defense, and ambivalence.

In the pages that follow, we will not simply try to explain why others are the way they are. We will also try to see why we are the way we are. Not with merciless judgment, but not with the ease of self-pity either. With honesty. With curiosity. With courage.

Perhaps, as you read these pages, you will recognize a partner, a parent, a friend, a child, a colleague. Perhaps, though, the more uncomfortable recognition will sometimes be different: you may see yourself where you did not expect to find yourself. In a reaction you had until now attributed only to others. In a fear you had called logic. In a need you presented as character. In a defense you had lived with for so long as something natural that, in the end, you mistook it for the truth.

If that happens, then this book will have fulfilled its purpose.

Because its aim is not to make you feel perfect. It is to help you become more honest with yourself. To see that many of your reactions are not random, but neither are they inevitable. That behind what you call character there is often a whole path. And that self-knowledge does not begin when you say, “That’s how I am,” but when you dare to ask, “What taught me to live this way?”

We do not always live the way we think we do.

We love with fears we do not confess. Our anger rises out of wounds we no longer remember clearly. We leave so we will not be left. We stay so we will not find ourselves alone with the empty places that frighten us. We give in order to feel that we are worthy. We remain silent so we will not damage our image. We control so we will not fall apart. We hide inside roles that once saved us, but later began to imprison us.

And perhaps the most hopeful truth is that when we begin to see clearly what moves us, we do not become weak. We become freer.

This is where the journey begins. Not toward quick relief, but toward a deeper understanding. Not toward a convenient image of the self, but toward an image that is clearer and truer. Because a person is not simple. But neither is a person incomprehensible.

A person only needs to find the courage to face themselves a little more deeply.
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PART I

What Moves Us Without Our Knowing
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Chapter 1 - When the Present Touches the Old Wound
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The message had been sent seventeen minutes earlier.

Anna looked again at her phone screen, even though she knew nothing had changed. Beneath the word “delivered,” the little gray indicator remained still, indifferent, almost provocative. She had written something simple. “Will you be much longer?” Nothing demanding. An ordinary question, the kind exchanged by people who live together, who share a life, a schedule, a basic understanding. People who, even silently, have a place inside each other’s world.

At first, she did not feel anything intense. Only a quiet waiting. Then a barely perceptible irritation. And then that familiar tightness in her chest, as if something were pressing on her from every side. Her mind began to fill with scenarios, like smoke spreading through a closed room.

He saw it and did not answer.
Once again, I am the one with no real place.
If he cared about me, he would find ten seconds.
Maybe he is with others, having a good time, and not thinking about me even for a moment. Isn’t that how it always goes? At first they are close, and then they pull away.
In less than twenty minutes, a simple delay had become, inside her, proof of indifference.

When he finally replied, “Sorry, I was in a meeting. I’m leaving soon,” the relief one might have expected did not come. The tension had already swelled so much that the message was no longer enough to change anything. The answer had come late











































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Hldden Psychology
of E ryday Life .

Charalampos-Marios Zachakis :





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





