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This story does not begin with a dramatic moment that changes a life.
It begins with an ordinary day.
A day that looks fine from the outside,
even though something inside feels quietly heavy.
You might be reading this book on a day like that.
A day when nothing particularly bad has happened,
yet your heart feels tired for reasons you can’t fully explain.
We often tell ourselves,
“It’s not that bad.”
“Other people have it worse.”
And sometimes, those words keep us moving.
But sometimes, they also teach us to stay silent about what hurts.
This story does not try to explain your feelings for you.
It simply sits beside the feelings you may have been carrying alone.
If, while turning these pages,
you find even a small moment of recognition—
a quiet thought of maybe it’s okay to feel this way—
then this story has done enough.
You do not need to be brave here.
You do not need to change anything right away.
The fact that you are here, reading this,
is already a way of staying.
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The thought of wanting to disappear
does not come from truly wanting to be gone.
It comes from standing too long
in places where no one calls your name.
When no one asks how your day was,
when your seat always seems to be the empty one,
you begin to fold yourself smaller.
Not because you want to vanish,
but because you don’t know where you belong.
This is not the story of a special child.
It is the story of a quiet one.
A child who learned to speak a little too late,
and learned to stay silent a little too well.
Maybe you have had moments
when you wondered if the world would go on just the same without you.
If that thought has ever crossed your mind,
this story wants to tell you one thing quietly:
It doesn’t mean there is something wrong with you.
It means you have been holding too much alone for too long.
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Chapter 1

No One Hears What I Say
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The classroom was loud.
Chairs scraping against the floor,
pencils scratching across paper,
laughter spilling between rows of desks.
Somewhere inside that noise,
I always seemed to lose my timing.
“Let’s work in groups from here.”

The moment our teacher finished speaking,
the room divided itself.
People called out to each other naturally.
“Come here.”
“Let’s be in the same group.”
I kept my hand on my desk,
waiting for someone to look my way.
Just once.
Just once, I wanted to hear someone say,
“You can join us.”
No one did.

“You... you can join that group over there.”

The teacher pointed toward a group
that was already full.
A few eyes turned toward me.
Someone nodded politely.
Someone else said nothing.
I took the empty space beside them.
There was always an empty space for me.
Not because it was meant for me—
but because no one had taken it first.
My name was written last on the paper.
It always was.
As if I were an extra detail.
Something added at the end.
When class ended,
everyone rushed out,
talking about lunch, about homework, about nothing important.
I packed my bag slowly,
pretending I was busy with the inside of my desk.
A small, unreasonable hope lingered—
that someone might still be there.
The classroom emptied.

I sat by the window in the back row.
Down on the field,
voices were calling out to each other.
Someone fell, then laughed as they stood up again.
I opened my mouth,
knowing no one would hear me.
“I’m here too.”

The words disappeared into the air.
As if they had never existed.
The strange thing was—
I was starting to get used to that.
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Chapter 2

The Last Seat in an Empty Classroom
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When the bell rang, the room emptied quickly.
Chairs slid back. Bags were slung over shoulders.
Laughter drifted toward the hallway and disappeared.
I stayed where I was.
There was no reason to hurry.
No one was waiting for me outside the door.
I walked to the last seat by the window.
It was always empty.
A seat no one claimed.
As if it already belonged to absence.
From there, I could see the field.
Students were kicking a ball, shouting names.
Someone tripped, then laughed as they got up.
They looked like they belonged to the same world.
A world I could see,
but didn’t quite stand in.
I caught my reflection in the glass.
My face looked neutral.
Not sad. Not smiling.
Maybe that was why people looked past me so easily.
I blended into the background of my own life.
“Was this seat always empty?”

I said it quietly, to no one.
The classroom did not answer.
At first, being alone felt calm.
No expectations.
No need to perform.
But after a while, the quiet turned cold.
Not the kind of silence that rests—
the kind that reminds you no one is thinking about you.
Before leaving, I glanced back once more.
The empty room didn’t seem to remember
that I had been there at all.
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Chapter 3

Learning How to Walk Alone in the Rain
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The rain started without warning.
The sky had been clear that morning,
so I hadn’t brought an umbrella.
Most students pulled umbrellas from their bags.
Some shared one.
Some ran, laughing as they tried not to get wet.
I stopped at the gate and watched the rain fall.
The sound of it against the pavement felt heavy.
I stepped forward anyway.
My uniform darkened at the shoulders.
Cold water seeped through the fabric.
The chill felt real, grounding.
At least I could feel something.
I walked slowly on purpose.
If I hurried home,
the quiet waiting there would arrive too soon.
At the crosswalk,
someone tilted their umbrella toward me.
“You don’t have one?”

I shook my head.
The word thank you stayed in my throat.
They hesitated,
then pulled the umbrella back.
“Sorry. I’m getting wet too.”

It wasn’t cruel.
It was just practical.
The light changed.
They ran toward their friends.
I crossed alone.
I tried to practice not expecting anything.
Not a voice calling my name.
Not a hand reaching out.
Still, somewhere inside me,
a small, stubborn wish remained:
I wish someone would call me,
just once.
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Chapter 4

Signals No One Sees
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Home was quiet when I arrived.
The TV murmured in the living room,
but no one was really watching it.
My parents were either still at work
or busy in their own rooms.
I sat on the couch with my phone in my hand,
staring at a screen that showed nothing new.
I refreshed my messages for no reason.
No notifications appeared.
I opened a chat with someone from my class.
We didn’t talk much.
Just homework, sometimes.
I typed,
Today was a little hard.
Then erased it.
It felt like asking for something I wasn’t allowed to want.

I typed it again.
This time, I pressed send.
The message was read almost immediately.
I waited.
The three dots never appeared.
I told myself there were many reasons.
They might be busy.
They might not know what to say.
But my heart arrived at its own conclusion faster:
It doesn’t matter what I say.
I turned the phone face down.
If I couldn’t see the screen,
I wouldn’t have to keep hoping.
That night, I barely spoke at dinner.
No one asked why.
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Chapter 5

A Stranger’s Small Kindness
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The next morning, I arrived early.
The classroom was empty.
I took my usual seat by the window.
Before class, I went to the library.
It was quiet there.
Quiet felt safe.
The seat I usually took was already occupied,
so I sat across from it.
After a while, the student across from me looked up.

“Is this yours?”

They pointed to my pencil case on the floor.
I hadn’t noticed it fall.
“Oh. Yeah.”

“Careful. It’s easy to miss things down here.”

It was nothing.
Just a small, ordinary kindness.
But it stayed with me.
Someone had seen me.
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