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MODERN PSYCHOLOGICAL PROSE 

Some remain silent because they fear being distorted. 

Some cling with all their strength just to discover who they are. 

Some keep themselves constantly busy because work replaces their presence. 

Some speak sharply because, otherwise, they are not heard. 

Some hold on to others because they do not know who would hold on to them. 

Some survive without stopping because stopping feels more dangerous than exhaustion. 

Some disappear into action because movement replaces feeling. 

Disappearance is not fate. It is a form of protection that can be seen, named, and changed. 

This book is about people who return to themselves. 
Not perfectly, not quickly, not beautifully.But genuinely. 
It is about how one phrase, one step, one confession can open a door a person has kept closed for years. 

If it is possible for them, then it is possible for us as well. 
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Sometimes, in order to move forward, one must first step back, wait, and only then try again. 
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PROLOGUE 
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At some point, a person discovers that they continue to live, but are no longer present. They do familiar things, say the right words, perform their roles, yet inside they seem to remain on pause. Not emptiness, but rather a constant tension that has long gone unnoticed. This is how shadows appear. Here, a shadow is not fear. Fear is brief. It flares up and passes. A shadow is what remains afterward. A way of surviving once chosen that, over time, stops being conscious and begins to govern a person from within. Not as weakness, but as automatism. 

Some learned to stay silent because once they were distorted. Some are always acting because stopping feels more dangerous than exhaustion. Some hold on to others because they do not know who would hold on to them. Some survive without asking questions because questions were once too costly. 

Fear is a primary reaction. Brief. Bodily. About survival. A shadow is the consequence of fear. Not the fear itself, but the response once chosen to it.  

This book is not about solutions and not about correct answers. It is about moments when familiar supports stop holding, and new ones have not yet appeared. It is also about a pause in which it is impossible to continue as before and impossible to return. 

There are no heroes here and no saviors. These are ordinary people, even if they might think otherwise. People who, for the first time, allow themselves to stop and see what exactly guides their steps. 

Sometimes one look is enough for a shadow to stop directing movement. Sometimes time is needed. Sometimes it is enough simply to be heard. And that alone is enough for life to stop being only survival. 
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PART 1 - THE FIRST MEETING 
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The First Letter to Persia 

Persia, I want to begin with what has always been with me — with your name. It is on my arm. The tattoo I made back then, when we were still living together in Japan. At the time, it felt natural — to carry your name closer to my heart. Now I understand: it is the only thing that time could not take away. Other than the tattoo, I have only a few photographs of you. Through them, I know your face, the expression in your eyes, the way you sat, the way you smiled. Photographs are the only thing that did not fade. I never heard your voice; you were not yet speaking then, not even a year old. 

That silence is not my forgetfulness — it is the absence of something I simply did not have time to receive: your first words. 

I don’t know what image you have of me, if any. Maybe that matters to you. What truly matters to me is your well-being. 

Your name, tattooed on my arm, stayed with me. Not just as a memory of you, but as a part of who I am. Now this tattoo makes me wonder how you say your name these days. Probably the way an eight-year-old should say it — quickly, softly, and with confidence. 

Photographs tells me more about you than my fading memory ever could, and your name on my arm says more than any words I write. 

Persia, if one day you read this, let this be something you know: I did not abandon you. I was waiting for you. I was proud then, and I am proud now. I am proud to have a daughter like you. Thank you for choosing me as your father, and thank you for the way thoughts of you helped me survive back then and help me recover and move forward now. 

Always yours, Dad 
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Chapter 1 - The Group 
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The room was located in a therapeutic center in one of the newer buildings of Klaipeda. Nothing remarkable: an ordinary corridor, a door without signs or explanations. At first glance, it might have seemed that behind this door people talked about familiar things and ordinary lives. There was no sense of exclusivity here, no preparation for an “important conversation”: no soft lighting, no subdued music, no predetermined mood. The space did not persuade anyone to start speaking and did not support conversation; it simply existed as a place where events that seemed ordinary would, over time, turn out to be decisive for those who entered and dared to begin. 

From the very beginning, it was clear that there would be several meetings. Not because a program required it, but because one conversation would not be enough. The first meeting was not meant for solutions, only for entry and first contact. Here, they would test whether it was possible to speak and whether it was possible to be heard without defending oneself and without disappearing. 

The second meeting was meant to become a continuation, not of new stories, but of what had already opened. In it, one would need to remain close to one’s shadow, without covering it with words or explanations. 

The third meeting had no form yet. Almost no one thought about it. Only one thing was clear: if they reached it, something would have to be taken further, beyond the circle. 

The light from the window was
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