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    "To all my incredible readers and unwavering well-wishers—your support fuels my imagination. And to the great inventors who've shaped this world with their brilliance—thank you for creating the wonders that keep humanity moving forward… and for Wi-Fi, because let's be honest, that's the real MVP."
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Life’s a wild ride, isn’t it? Unpredictable, uncertain, and full of surprises—just like me. I can’t see the future (if I could, I’d be winning every lottery), but that’s not about to stop me. Sure, my age tried to play the role of the villain, throwing legal obstacles my way, but I didn’t let it slow me down. This craft you’re holding is raw, real, and packed with my story—sprinkled with a few fictional names here and there because, hey, privacy matters! So, what are you waiting for? Flip that page and let’s dive in!
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I was born in a land of breathtaking beauty and a rich history of prosperity—Sri Lanka, my beloved motherland. It’s a place that once dazzled the world, and now, well... let’s just say we owe a lot of IOUs to some powerful players on the global stage. But hey, you don’t pick your family or your country, and I wouldn’t trade mine for anything. Politics? Oh, that’s the global soap opera we’re all reluctantly cast in, with Sri Lanka playing its own dramatic role. But don’t worry, we’re a resilient bunch, and this story isn’t over yet!

Back in the '90s, my country had its financial act together—at least compared to the chaotic 2020s. But I wouldn’t know firsthand because I didn’t show up until 2010. Yep, I’m a certified member of Gen Z, rocking the “young and restless” badge with pride.

Now, here’s a fun fact about my grand debut at the hospital: I arrived a little darker and, let’s say, "unique" compared to my maternal family’s expectations. (Talk about making an entrance!) The nurses were sweet—at least, that’s what they want me to believe. I mean, who knows what they might’ve done that I conveniently can’t remember? Conspiracies aside, it was the start of a pretty interesting life journey.

To this day, I’ve got no clue what sort of mischief I might have stirred up during my infancy or the blur of years that followed—at least not until I hit the grand milestone of six. Ah, six years old, when the real terror began: schooling. I was downright petrified, especially when I found myself stuck on a bench with a trio of unknown brats.

Now, I can’t tell you what their faces looked like, nor do I have a clear mental snapshot of that infamous bench. But I imagine it was one of those long wooden contraptions where three unsuspecting kids were squeezed together, bracing themselves while the teacher unleashed their roar of authority. It was survival of the bravest, and clearly, I lived to tell the tale.

By the time I hit grade 2, I had leveled up in life—I had friends, and school didn’t seem as terrifying anymore, even though I was still a homebody at heart. As for my buddies, well, I’m not about to spill their names without their blessing, so let’s just glide over that detail and keep rolling.

Let me tell you, though, I was a certified troublemaker. My friends and I? We formed our own mini gang, pulling pranks and stirring up chaos like pros. Think of us as the warm-up act for the rebellious antics of the teens in their 14s and 15s. But hey, we’re not there yet, so let’s stick to the 7-year-old version of me—the one who was just discovering the art of mischief and absolutely loving it!

Ah, grade 2—the year of friendship, fun, and, well, a slight mishap that still haunts me to this day. You see, one day, during a harmless little argument with one of my closest friends, things took a dramatic turn. There was a loose thread dangling from his shirt, and in my infinite wisdom, I grabbed it and gave it a good tug. Unfortunately, physics had other plans. He tripped, landed awkwardly, and—crack—his arm paid the price.

Now, let me be clear: it was an accident! At least, that’s the story I told myself to sleep better at night. The drama didn’t end there, though. Enter the parents, the teachers, and what felt like a full-blown courtroom inquiry. I was sweating bullets as they pieced together the "crime scene." For a moment, I thought I’d be branded as the villain of grade 2 forever. But, as fate would have it, the jury (aka the adults) ruled me innocent! My accidental villain arc ended, and the relief was so sweet it was almost worth the drama.

And with that little disaster behind me, my memory of the rest of my 7-year-old adventures fades. So, onward we march to the next grade, where new stories await!
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Grade 3 was a bit of a meh year for me—new faces, same classroom, and not much action worth writing home about. Making friends took longer than I expected. It was like trying to crack a code to unlock those friendship bonds. Let’s just say my social circle that year was... under construction.

But oh, Grade 4 was a whole different ball game! I found my people—a solid gang of friends who made school way more fun. We shared our lunches like we were in some kind of food exchange program and turned the classroom into a mini cricket pitch before the teacher arrived. Stolen moments of mischief, whispers of laughter—it was like a preview of what I see the 8-year-olds doing these days, except we did it better (or so I’d like to believe). Grade 4 was a vibe, and honestly, I wouldn’t trade it for anything!

Grade 5 hit me like a storm—headaches, stress, and the looming shadow of the scholarship exam. That thing was like the ultimate test of endurance, and it felt like every moment was a battle to stay sane. The pressure was real. I mean, who thought a bunch of 10-year-olds should face something so intense? But there I was, braving the storm of books, papers, and endless practice tests. It was enough to make anyone want to throw in the towel.

But wait a second—hold up! We're already at the end of this chapter, and I’ve barely scratched
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