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	PREFACE

	There are moments in life when fear speaks louder than our dreams.

	Moments when we remain silent even though our hearts desperately want to be heard.

	Moments when self-doubt convinces us that we are not talented enough, smart enough, brave enough, or worthy enough.

	For many people, the greatest obstacles are not found in the outside world.

	They exist within.

	A fear of failure.

	A fear of judgment.

	A fear of embarrassment.

	A fear of not being enough.

	The Boy Who Feared His Own Voice is a story about one such struggle.

	At its heart, this novel is not simply about public speaking. It is about the invisible battles millions of people fight every day. It is about the quiet voice of self-doubt that tells us to stay small, stay hidden, and avoid risks. It is about the courage required to challenge those beliefs and discover who we can become when we stop letting fear make our decisions.

	Shatrughan Singh's journey begins with humiliation, uncertainty, and a painful lack of confidence. Like many young people, he believes that confidence is something others are born with and he is not. But as his story unfolds, he discovers that courage is not the absence of fear. It is the decision to move forward despite fear.

	Through friendships, setbacks, lessons, failures, and personal victories, he learns that growth is rarely comfortable, transformation is rarely instant, and confidence is rarely given. It is built—one difficult step at a time.

	While this is a work of fiction, the emotions within it are real. The struggles, doubts, insecurities, and hopes reflected in these pages are experiences shared by countless individuals around the world. Perhaps, at some point, you may even recognize parts of yourself in Shatrughan's story.

	If you have ever questioned your abilities, compared yourself to others, felt invisible, feared criticism, or doubted your worth, this book is for you.

	More importantly, if you have ever dreamed of becoming more than your fears, this book is for you.

	May this story remind you that every confident person was once uncertain, every courageous person was once afraid, and every meaningful transformation begins with a single decision—to try.

	As you turn these pages, remember:

	Your fears may shape your past, but they do not have to define your future.

	Welcome to the journey.

	 

	— SHERA

	 

	 

	The Boy Who Feared His Own Voice

	

	CHAPTER 1 

	The Day His Voice Disappeared

	 

	The morning sun rose slowly over the mountains surrounding the small Himachali town, painting the sky in shades of gold and orange. Pine trees swayed gently in the cool breeze, and the distant sound of temple bells echoed through the valley.

	For most people, it was just another ordinary school day.

	For seventeen-year-old Shatrughan Singh, it would become the day he never forgot.

	The school grounds buzzed with activity. Hundreds of students stood in neat rows during the morning assembly. Teachers moved about with clipboards and stern expressions while the principal prepared to address the gathering.

	Shatrughan stood in the third row of Class XII.

	Invisible.

	That was how he preferred it.

	He wasn't the smartest student.

	He wasn't the most athletic.

	He wasn't popular.

	Most importantly, he never wanted attention.

	Attention was dangerous.

	Attention meant people looked at you.

	And when people looked at you, they judged you.

	For years, Shatrughan had mastered the art of remaining unnoticed.

	His best friend Ved often joked that Shatrughan could stand in the middle of a crowded room and somehow disappear.

	Normally, that comment made Ved laugh.

	Today, Shatrughan wished it were true.

	As the assembly continued, his eyes remained fixed on the ground.

	"Good morning, students," the principal announced.

	"Good morning, sir," hundreds of voices replied.

	The principal smiled.

	"Today, before we begin, I would like one student to come forward and share a few words about perseverance and hard work."

	A few students exchanged nervous looks.

	Shatrughan felt no concern.

	People like him were never chosen.

	The principal glanced at a list.

	Then everything changed.

	"Shatrughan Singh."

	The world stopped.

	For a second, he thought he had heard incorrectly.

	Surely there was another Shatrughan.

	Surely someone else would step forward.

	But no one moved.

	Every face turned toward him.

	His stomach tightened instantly.

	His heartbeat exploded.

	The principal smiled encouragingly.

	"Come forward, son."

	The rows around him shifted.

	Students stared.

	Some whispered.

	Ved looked shocked.

	Shatrughan's legs felt weak.

	No.

	No.

	No.

	Not me.

	Please not me.

	He slowly stepped out of line.

	Each step toward the stage felt heavier than the last.

	The microphone stood waiting.

	A simple metal stand.

	Yet to him, it looked like an execution platform.

	His palms became soaked with sweat.

	His throat tightened.

	His chest felt crushed beneath an invisible weight.

	He climbed the small staircase and stood before the microphone.

	Hundreds of eyes stared back at him.

	Students.

	Teachers.

	Friends.

	Strangers.

	Everyone.

	Waiting.

	Watching.

	Judging.

	The principal leaned closer.

	"Whenever you're ready."

	Shatrughan opened his mouth.

	Nothing came out.

	He swallowed.

	Tried again.

	Still nothing.

	His mind went blank.

	Completely blank.

	The words he wanted to say disappeared.

	Every thought vanished.

	Only fear remained.

	His heart pounded louder.

	His breathing became uneven.

	Seconds passed.

	The silence grew uncomfortable.

	Students shifted restlessly.

	A few began whispering.

	Someone laughed.

	Then another.

	Then several more.

	The laughter spread through the crowd.

	Not everyone laughed.

	But enough did.

	Enough to destroy him.

	His face burned.

	His hands trembled violently.

	He could hear the whispers.

	"What's wrong with him?"

	"He can't even speak."

	"Why did they call him?"

	"Pathetic."

	Each word felt like a knife.

	The principal attempted to help.

	"It's okay, son. Take your time."

	But the kindness somehow made everything worse.

	Because now everyone could see how helpless he was.

	He looked across the crowd.

	Some students appeared sympathetic.

	Others amused.

	Several looked bored.

	But all he saw was judgment.

	The judgment he had feared his entire life.

	His eyes met those of Suneha, the confident president of the debate club.

	She wasn't laughing.

	Neither was Sharvari.

	Neither was Ved.

	Yet he couldn't focus on their support.

	His fear was too powerful.

	The voice inside his head screamed.

	You are embarrassing yourself.

	You are weak.

	Everyone knows it now.

	Everyone can see what a failure you are.

	His chest tightened further.

	He couldn't breathe properly.

	Tears threatened to form.

	Without warning, he stepped away from the microphone.

	Then he ran.

	Gasps echoed behind him.

	Teachers called his name.

	The principal shouted.

	But Shatrughan kept running.

	Across the assembly ground.

	Through the school corridor.

	Past classrooms.

	Past the library.

	Past curious faces.

	Past everything.

	Until he finally reached an empty area behind the sports field.

	There, hidden from everyone, he collapsed onto a bench.

	His breathing came in ragged bursts.

	Humiliation consumed him.

	He buried his face in his hands.

	The laughter continued replaying inside his mind.

	Again.

	And again.

	And again.

	The worst part wasn't the assembly.

	The worst part was that he had expected this.

	Deep down, he had always believed something like this would happen.

	Because he had never believed in himself.

	Not once.

	A shadow appeared beside him.

	Ved.

	His friend sat quietly.

	For several moments, neither spoke.

	Finally, Ved sighed.

	"You okay?"

	Shatrughan laughed bitterly.

	"What do you think?"

	Ved looked away.

	"I don't think it was as bad as you think."

	Shatrughan stared at him.

	"Really?"

	Ved hesitated.

	"No."

	The honesty hurt.

	"But it doesn't mean your life is over."

	Shatrughan shook his head.

	"You don't understand."

	"Then help me understand."

	Shatrughan looked toward the mountains.

	His eyes felt heavy.

	"I've always been like this."

	"Like what?"

	"Afraid."

	The word escaped quietly.

	"As long as I can remember."

	Ved remained silent.

	"I can't speak in front of people."

	"I can't answer questions."

	"I can't express myself."

	"I can't even introduce myself without feeling nervous."

	His voice cracked.

	"Today everyone saw it."

	Ved placed a hand on his shoulder.

	But Shatrughan no longer wanted comfort.

	He wanted answers.

	Why was he like this?

	Why did speaking seem effortless for others?

	Why did confidence appear natural for everyone except him?

	Why did he always feel smaller than everyone around him?

	Most importantly—

	Would he ever change?

	Or would he spend the rest of his life hiding?

	That question followed him all the way home.

	The Singh family lived in a modest house overlooking terraced fields.

	Usually, the view brought him peace.

	Today, he barely noticed it.

	His mother, Neha, greeted him at the door.

	"You're home early."

	He avoided eye contact.

	"Not feeling well."

	A mother's instincts noticed immediately.

	"What happened?"

	"Nothing."

	"Shatrughan."

	"I'm fine."

	He walked away before she could ask more questions.

	Inside his room, he closed the door and collapsed onto his bed.

	The silence felt overwhelming.

	For hours, he lay staring at the ceiling.

	His thoughts spiraled endlessly.

	Maybe everyone was right.

	Maybe he was weak.

	Maybe confidence belonged to other people.

	Maybe some people were born leaders.

	And others were born followers.

	Maybe he simply wasn't enough.

	As evening arrived, his father Shravan Kumar returned from work.

	A disciplined and hardworking man, he valued strength and perseverance.

	When he heard about the assembly from another teacher in town, disappointment crossed his face.

	"You ran away?"

	Shatrughan lowered his head.

	"I couldn't do it."

	His father's expression hardened.

	"You cannot spend your life running from difficulties."

	"I know."

	"Do you?"

	The words stung.

	"I said I know."

	An uncomfortable silence followed.

	Shravan Kumar sighed.

	"I'm not angry."

	But he sounded angry.

	"I'm worried."

	Those words hurt even more.

	After dinner, the family gathered briefly in the living room.

	Neha tried to lighten the atmosphere.

	Bhagirathi, Shatrughan's grandmother, watched quietly.

	Unlike everyone else, she asked no questions.

	She simply observed.

	Her wise eyes seemed to see far more than she revealed.

	Later that night, unable to sleep, Shatrughan stepped outside for fresh air.

	The sky glittered with countless stars.

	The mountain air felt cool against his skin.

	From inside the house, he heard voices.

	His grandmother was speaking softly.

	Curious, he paused near the open window.

	Bhagirathi's voice drifted into the darkness.

	"He reminds me of someone."

	Neha replied.

	"Who?"

	There was a long pause.

	Then Bhagirathi said something that made Shatrughan freeze.

	"The bravest man I ever knew was once terrified of speaking."

	Silence followed.

	Neha sounded surprised.

	"Really?"

	"Yes."

	"What happened to him?"

	Bhagirathi chuckled softly.

	"One day he discovered that courage isn't the absence of fear."

	Another pause.

	"It's the decision that something else matters more than fear."

	Shatrughan frowned.

	Who was she talking about?

	Why had he never heard this story before?

	Then Bhagirathi spoke again.

	"And one day, that frightened boy found a voice powerful enough to change many lives."

	Shatrughan's heart skipped.

	A frightened boy?

	A boy who feared speaking?

	Like him?

	Neha's voice lowered.

	"Do you think Shatrughan can change?"

	The answer came immediately.

	"I don't think."

	Bhagirathi replied.

	"I know."

	For the first time that day, something unexpected stirred inside Shatrughan.

	Not confidence.

	Not courage.

	Not belief.

	Just a tiny spark.

	A tiny, fragile spark of possibility.

	As he stood beneath the stars listening to the distant wind move through the mountains, a question entered his mind.

	What if his story wasn't over?

	And for the very first time since the disaster at school, he wondered if the day his voice disappeared might also become the day his journey began.

	
	

	CHAPTER 2 

	The Prison Inside His Mind

	 

	The next morning arrived whether Shatrughan was ready for it or not.

	He opened his eyes and immediately remembered.

	The stage.

	The silence.

	The laughter.

	The humiliation.

	His stomach tightened before he even got out of bed.

	For a moment, he considered pretending to be sick.

	A fever.

	A headache.

	Anything.

	Any excuse that would allow him to stay home.

	But deep down, he knew it wouldn't solve anything.

	The assembly would still have happened.

	People would still remember.

	And eventually he would have to return.

	The thought made him feel trapped.

	As he sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the floor, a familiar voice spoke inside his head.

	Don't go.

	Everyone will laugh again.

	Everyone knows you're weak.

	You'll embarrass yourself.

	He hated that voice.

	Yet somehow, he always listened to it.

	At breakfast, the atmosphere was quiet.

	His father read the newspaper.

	His mother prepared tea.

	His grandmother sat near the window knitting.

	No one mentioned the assembly.

	But Shatrughan could feel it hanging over the room like a dark cloud.

	Neha finally smiled.

	"You'll be late for school."

	He nodded without enthusiasm.

	Bhagirathi looked at him carefully.

	"Sometimes the hardest roads are the ones we most need to walk."

	He knew she wasn't talking about the road to school.

	Still, he forced a weak smile.

	A few minutes later he found himself walking through the narrow streets of town.

	The mountains stood tall around him.

	Birds sang from pine trees.

	Shopkeepers opened their stores.

	Life continued normally.

	Only his world seemed broken.

	With every step toward school, his anxiety increased.

	By the time the school gate came into view, his hands were sweating.

	His heart began beating faster.

	What if everyone stared?

	What if everyone laughed?

	What if people talked behind his back?

	What if they never forgot?

	The questions followed him like shadows.

	He entered the gate.

	Nothing happened.

	No one pointed.

	No one laughed.

	No one stopped him.

	Yet somehow that didn't help.

	Because fear didn't need evidence.

	Fear created its own evidence.

	As he walked through the hallway, he heard two students whispering nearby.

	Instantly his mind reacted.

	They're talking about you.

	They're making fun of you.

	They saw what happened.

	Then he noticed they were discussing a cricket match.

	Not him.

	But the damage had already been done.

	His brain automatically assumed the worst.

	Every whisper sounded like criticism.

	Every laugh sounded personal.

	Every glance felt judgmental.

	The school corridors had become a prison.

	Not because people were attacking him.

	Because his own mind was.

	During his first class, he barely paid attention.

	His teacher explained mathematics on the board.

	Students copied notes.

	Questions were asked.

	Answers were given.

	Meanwhile, Shatrughan sat silently.

	Invisible again.

	Exactly where he felt safest.

	Unfortunately, safety came with a price.

	The less he participated, the more afraid he became.

	The more afraid he became, the less he participated.

	It was a cycle he couldn't escape.

	At lunchtime, Ved found him sitting alone beneath a tree.

	"You've been hiding all day."

	Shatrughan shrugged.

	"I've been sitting."

	Ved rolled his eyes.

	"Same thing."

	Neither spoke for a moment.

	Finally Ved sighed.

	"You know something?"

	"What?"

	"Most people have already forgotten."

	Shatrughan stared at him.

	"No, they haven't."

	"They have."

	"No."

	Ved laughed.

	"You're not that important."

	For the first time all day, Shatrughan almost smiled.

	"What kind of friend says that?"

	"The honest kind."

	Ved leaned back against the tree.

	"Everyone is busy worrying about their own problems."

	"Not me."

	"Exactly."

	"What does that mean?"

	Ved looked directly at him.

	"It means you're spending too much time thinking about yourself."

	The statement surprised him.

	"What?"

	"Think about it."

	Ved pointed toward the students around them.

	"That guy worries about exams."

	He pointed elsewhere.

	"That girl worries about her future."

	Another direction.

	"Someone else worries about family problems."

	He folded his arms.

	"People aren't spending every minute thinking about you."

	Shatrughan wanted to believe him.

	But years of insecurity fought back.

	Maybe Ved was wrong.

	Maybe people really were judging him.

	Maybe everyone saw him as a coward.

	The negative thoughts refused to leave.

	After lunch, something happened that made everything worse.

	The debate club was conducting practice sessions in the auditorium.

	Students gathered to watch.

	Shatrughan had no intention of attending.

	Yet as he passed by, he noticed Suneha standing on stage.

	Confident.

	Calm.

	Effortless.

	She spoke clearly and passionately.

	Every word reached the audience.

	Students listened attentively.

	Teachers nodded approvingly.

	There was no hesitation.

	No fear.

	No panic.

	Just confidence.

	The sight fascinated him.

	And hurt him.

	How did she do it?

	How could someone stand before a crowd and speak so naturally?

	How could she appear so comfortable?

	Watching her felt like watching someone from another world.

	A world he could never enter.

	The familiar voice inside his head returned.

	Look at her.

	Now look at yourself.

	You'll never be like that.

	You'll never belong there.

	You'll never have that confidence.

	His chest tightened.

	Comparison.

	It was something he had done his entire life.

	Compare grades.

	Compare talents.

	Compare looks.

	Compare confidence.

	Compare success.

	And every comparison ended the same way.

	He lost.

	Always.

	As Suneha finished speaking, the audience applauded.

	The sound hit him harder than it should have.

	Without waiting, he turned and walked away.

	By the end of the school day, he felt exhausted.

	Not physically.

	Mentally.

	Emotionally.

	Fear was tiring.

	Constantly worrying about what others thought was exhausting.

	Yet he didn't know how to stop.

	That evening, while completing homework, memories resurfaced.

	Painful memories.

	Old memories.

	The kind that never fully disappeared.

	He remembered being eight years old.

	His class teacher had asked him to read a paragraph aloud.

	He had stumbled over several words.

	A few classmates laughed.

	Nothing terrible.

	Children laughed all the time.

	Yet young Shatrughan had felt devastated.

	He remembered another incident.

	Age ten.

	A school play.

	He had forgotten one line.

	Just one.

	But some students mocked him afterward.

	The embarrassment stayed with him for months.

	Then came age twelve.

	A classroom presentation.

	His voice shook.

	His hands trembled.

	Someone imitated him later.

	The entire group laughed.

	Each event seemed small.

	Minor.

	Insignificant.

	Yet together they created something powerful.

	A belief.

	A dangerous belief.

	You are bad at speaking.

	People will laugh.

	Stay quiet.

	Stay hidden.

	Stay safe.

	Over the years, that belief became part of his identity.

	Eventually he stopped challenging it.

	He simply accepted it as truth.

	The realization disturbed him.

	How much of his life had been controlled by those old experiences?

	How many opportunities
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" An Unforgettable Self-Improvement Novel About 7 LIFE-CHANGING.”
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ONE BOY. ONE VOICE. ENDLESS POSSIBILITIES.











