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It usually happens around ten o’clock at night.

The dinner dishes have been washed and stacked in the stainless-steel drying rack near the sink. The noise of the street outside—the sharp horn of a passing auto-rickshaw, the bark of a stray dog at the colony gate—has slowly settled into the background. The ceiling fan turns with its familiar, uneven wobble, casting a lazy, rhythmic shadow across the whitewashed walls of the living room.

In the middle of this room, sitting four feet apart, are two people who would willingly give up their lives for each other.

On the worn sofa sits a father, his spectacles resting on the bridge of his nose, his thumb scrolling through news or financial updates on his phone. His light-blue formal shirt is unbuttoned at the collar, showing the faint grey hairs at his chest—a physical record of twenty-five years spent standing in queues, commuting in crowded local trains, and sitting under harsh office tube lights to pay for tuition fees, health insurance, and grocery bills.

Across from him, at the dining table, sits his teenage son or twenty-something daughter. Their eyes are fixed on a textbook or a laptop screen, their shoulders hunched inward, their hands trembling slightly every time a ringtone breaks the quiet.

They are separated by less than a meter of floor space. Yet, between them lies an invisible wall—thick, cold, and unyielding—built out of thousands of unsaid words, suppressed tears, and years of quiet, accumulating heartbreak.

The young person looks across at their parent and thinks: Why don't you see me? Why am I only ever measured by my marks, my salary, or my obedience? Why does this house feel like a courtroom where I am constantly on trial?

At the exact same moment, the parent looks back with tired, bloodshot eyes, a cold knot of anxiety tightening in their stomach, thinking: Why don't you understand how hard I work? Why don't you see how terrifying the world outside this front door really is? Why do you treat my love as control, and my fear as hostility?

Neither of them speaks. The clock on the wall ticks away the minutes. The young person retreats into their bedroom, pulling the wooden door shut with a soft click that sounds like a final latching of a lock. The father turns off the drawing room light, sighs into the dark, and wonders where he went wrong.

This book was born inside that ten o'clock silence.

We live in a culture that worships the idea of the family. We write songs about parental sacrifice, we make films about dutiful children, and we celebrate the sacred bond of the Indian home. But behind those grand curtains, inside millions of modest two-bedroom flats across every city and town, a silent tragedy is unfolding every single day.

It is not a tragedy of hatred. That would be easy to understand. Hate is simple; hate is loud.

This is a tragedy of love.

It is the devastating story of two generations who love each other with a fierce, desperate intensity, but speak two entirely different emotional languages. It is the story of parents who express love through protection, sacrifice, and financial security, and children who experience love through empathy, emotional validation, and freedom of identity.

When a father works twelve hours a day in a suffocating government office or a private firm, enduring insults from managers ten years younger than him, he does it out of pure, unadulterated love. To him, love is the paid coaching fee envelope. Love is the extra term fee deposited on time. Love is the insurance policy that guarantees his child will never have to beg for a chance in a ruthless, unforgiving society.

When he comes home and asks his son, "How many marks did you get in the mock test?" or tells his daughter, "Look at how much your cousin is earning," he genuinely believes he is protecting them. In his mind, he is holding up a shield against the brutal reality of an overcrowded country where two million children fight for ten thousand seats, and where one bad year can push a middle-class family back into financial ruin.

He does not realize that the shield he is holding up feels to his child like an iron cage.

Because the child sitting across that table is not living in the world of thirty years ago. Having had their basic physical needs met through their parents' immense sacrifices, this younger generation is fighting a completely different battle. They are fighting for mental survival. They are fighting against a culture that measures a human soul purely by numerical percentiles, corporate titles, and public reputation.

When a daughter brings home an eighty-four percent mark sheet or a modest internship offer in a field she adores, she is not looking for a lecture on market stability. She is looking at her father's face, begging with her eyes for three simple words: "I see you."

She wants to know that if she falls, she will be caught. She wants to know that her home is a sanctuary where she can bring her broken pieces, her mistakes, and her ordinary scores without being made to feel like an expensive investment that has failed.

Instead, she gets a sigh. She gets a comparison. She gets: "Sharma ji’s son got ninety-two."

In that single, fleeting moment, something delicate and irreplaceable shatters inside the child's chest. The achievement—earned through months of anxiety and sleepless nights—turns to ashes in her mouth. She learns a terrible, toxic lesson that she will carry for the rest of her life: "My parents do not love me for who I am. They love me for what I can produce."

As the years pass, this emotional disconnect grows into a permanent landscape.

The child stops sharing their dreams because every dream is met with a financial cost-benefit analysis. They stop sharing their failures because every mistake is met with catastrophic anger or an overwhelming wave of parental guilt: "We sacrificed everything for you, and this is how you repay us?"

So the truth goes underground.

Children begin to build double lives inside their own homes. They become masters of quiet survival.

They learn to cry without making a sound, pressing their faces into cotton pillows so their fathers won't hear them and call them weak. A sixteen-year-old boy sitting in a dark bedroom chokes back his sobs after failing a sports trial or an exam, biting his tongue until it bleeds, because he has been taught since childhood that "Mard ko dard nahi hota"—that a man who feels pain is a shame to his family. He sits alone with a chest that feels like it is filled with crushed glass, suffocating under the weight of an iron armor he never asked to wear.

A sixteen-year-old girl breaks her tablet screen on a crowded bus and lives in terror for three weeks. She doesn't hide it because she is rebellious or deceitful. She hides it because she heard her father weeping in the kitchen three nights ago over rising house rent and delayed salaries. She walks four kilometers in forty-degree summer heat and starves herself every afternoon by selling her tiffin to a classmate, gathering ten-rupee notes in secret, just so she can fix the screen without becoming another "financial burden" to her parents.

An eight-year-old boy lies awake during a rainy power cut, his heart hammering against his ribs, sweating in the dark. His father thinks he is scared of thunder or ghosts. But the boy isn't afraid of the dark; he is terrified that his parents will stop talking to each other again. He remembers a late-night argument over a lost water bottle and spends his childhood believing that every cold silence, every suppressed sigh, and every tear his mother sheds in the balcony is his fault.

A fourteen-year-old boy sits on a sofa with a smartphone glued to his hand, flicking his thumb across a bright glass screen. His father screams at him, blaming the phone, blaming social media, blaming modern distraction for ruining his son's future. But neither parent sees the truth: the phone is not the problem. The phone is an escape hatch. It is the only door the boy has found in a home where every other window is locked with adult anxiety, high expectations, and suffocating pressure. On that screen, there are games where making a mistake doesn't mean being called a failure; there are groups where he is not judged by his Chemistry percentile.

And perhaps most agonizingly, a fourteen-year-old boy tears out a breathtaking, intricate sketch of an old river ghat from the back of his notebook, crushes it in his fist, and throws it into the trash can. He destroys his own creation because his mother told him that "drawing trees won't pay your college fees," leaving behind a crumpled note that reads: "Rishav is good at Math. Parth is good at Science. I am not good at anything. I am sorry, Mummy."

Look closely at these scenes. They are not dramatic exaggerations written for television. They are happening right now, this very evening, in the building across your street, in the flat above yours, and perhaps inside your own walls.

Why did I write this book?

I did not write these pages to point fingers at parents. It is easy to judge a stern father or a nagging mother from the outside. But when you peel back the layers of adult authority, when you look past the harsh voices and the strict rules, you find something profoundly human and deeply heartbreaking.

You find a fifty-one-year-old father sitting on the edge of his son's bed in the dark, weeping quietly, realizing that in his desperate attempt to protect his boy from a hard world, he turned his own home into a place where his child had to hide.

You find a mother dropping to her knees on a wet kitchen floor, holding her daughter's thin shoulders, crying out in deep, unbearable guilt: "What have we done to our child?"

You find a father looking at an old, dusty 4x6 photograph of his seven-year-old daughter holding a silver sports medal, realizing that twenty years ago, when she ran to him with pure joy in her eyes, he hadn't even picked her up—he had just looked at the silver and asked why it wasn't gold.

These parents are not monsters. They are human beings who were themselves raised in scarcity, raised by unyielding hands, taught to turn their sadness into anger and their fear into strictness. They carry unhealed wounds from their own youth—dreams they had to bury, ambitions that were crushed by financial hardship, humiliations they suffered in society. And in their blind, desperate wish to spare their children that same pain, they accidentally turn their own unhealed wounds into a noose around their children's necks.

They mistake expectation for guidance. They mistake comparison for motivation. They mistake control for love.

And the children—young, sensitive, and searching for light—absorb that control as rejection. They build walls to protect their fragile hearts, retreating into silence, into screens, into secret tears, or into quiet resentment that lasts a lifetime.

This book is a plea to break those walls before the silence becomes permanent.

It is a call for a truce in the unspoken war that lives inside our homes.

To the young readers opening this book:

I know your pain is real. I know how heavy it feels to carry the weight of expectations that were never yours to begin with. I know what it feels like to sit at a dining table and feel completely, terribly alone in a house full of people.

But as you turn these pages, I ask you to look at your parents through a lens of raw, unshielded empathy. Do not just see the authority figure who scolded you about marks or confiscated your phone. Look at the person behind the title. Look at their silvering hair, the dark hollows under their eyes, and the terrifying, invisible burdens of survival they carry every single day so you can have a roof over your head. Recognize that when they shout, it is often their own panic speaking. When they demand security, it is because they are terrified of what will happen to you when they are no longer here to protect you.

Seeing their vulnerability does not mean accepting unfair treatment, but it frees you from the bitter belief that they do not care. It allows you to step out of the shadow of resentment and speak your truth not with rage, but with courage.

To the parents picking up this book:

I ask you to do the hardest thing an adult can ever do: put down your armor.

Set aside the pride of age, the authority of parenthood, and the relentless anxiety of the future. Look at your child sitting across the room. Not at their report card. Not at their percentile. Not at what the neighbors in the elevator will say tomorrow morning. Just look at their face.

Look at the exhaustion in their eyes. Look at the raw, bitten cuticles on their fingers. Look at the quiet, desperate desire in their heart to simply be loved for who they are right now, in this moment.

Your child does not need another judge in their life. The world outside your front door is already full of judges, auditors, cut-off lists, and cold evaluations. When your child steps through the front door of your home, they should not feel like they are entering another examination hall. They should feel like they have finally reached a sanctuary.

They need to know that if they fail an exam, break a promise, or choose a path you don't fully understand, your love will not shrink by a single fraction. They need to know that they can come to you with their worst mistakes, their deepest fears, and their broken pieces, and find two open arms instead of a court sentence.

Reconciliation does not require a miracle. It does not require dramatic speeches or sudden, unrealistic transformations.

It begins in tiny, quiet, courageous steps:

It begins when a father set aside a report card, reaches out his hand, and tells his crying son: "Sixty-nine percent is fine. We will figure it out together. Just promise me you won't hide in the bathroom and cry again."

It begins when an accountant father sits on a plastic stool in a dark bedroom, looks at his daughter's laptop, and says softly: "Show your Papa what you built."

It begins when a mother smoothes out a crumpled drawing retrieved from the dustbin, looks at the delicate lines drawn by her fourteen-year-old boy, and whispers: "Don't ever throw your art away. I don't care about the neighbors. I only care about you."

It begins when a father knocks softly on his son's door, sets the phone down on the desk, and says: "I'm sorry. I've been a manager in this house, but I haven't been a Papa. Let's just sit and talk."

The distance between two hearts sitting at the same dining table can feel impossibly vast. But the bridge across that distance is built out of very simple materials: a little less fear, a little more listening, and the courage to say, "I see you, and I am here."

If these pages can help even one young person feel less alone in their bedroom tonight, or help even one parent put down their judgment and wrap their arms around their child, then every word written here has served its purpose.

Welcome to Why Don't My Parents Understand Me?
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