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FOREWORD

These lines are the distillation of truths drawn from a thirty-three-year life. They are the memorable milestones along a journey that began at age thirteen and spanned until forty-six. This book is not fiction; it is the transformation into words of lived experience, silence, and everything that has lain dormant within me for many years.

I wrote exactly what I felt; I did not hide anything I experienced. This is my inner voice, my confrontation with myself, my effort to come to terms with my own truth. Because no matter how far a person strays, they eventually find themselves face to face with their own truth.

People grow most weary when they try to run away from themselves. And one day they realize that life takes no one lightly. Sooner or later, it presents everyone with their own truth.
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Sometimes a person can’t go back to the things they left unfinished. Everything left behind leaves a trace; even if the pain endured and the wounds inflicted fade from view over time, they continue to live on somewhere deep inside. People learn to walk with those traces. But there are some wounds that don’t heal easily; they ache when remembered, grow when silenced, and are buried deeper the more you try to forget them.


“Not every wound heals; some simply fall silent.” In life, you can leave many things behind—memories, people,


, even your dreams... Sometimes people think they’ve shed their burdens, but they don’t realize what’s missing inside them. The most important thing is not to give up hope. Because what keeps a person standing isn’t what they hold in their hands, but that fragile thread they can still cling to even after losing everything.


“Not everything that leaves is a loss; some things simply become a burden and go.”


These are the traces of a confrontation that has been put off for many years. Sometimes people learn to live with certain questions—questions for which they cannot find answers, or perhaps do not have the courage to seek them. With emotions that have built up inside, with unspoken words, with unfinished thoughts. As time goes by, you realize that some questions have no answers; some emotions cannot be named, and some stories remain unfinished. As time goes by, one comes to realize this: Some feelings do not fade away unless they are spoken. On the contrary, they sink in, growing silently there. This book was born, in part, from that silence. Everything I had accumulated inside me for years—what I could not put into words, what I could not express—has been poured into these pages. Because sometimes, people heal not by speaking, but by writing.

What is told here is not the whole of a life. Just a part of it... Not what is seen, but rather what is felt... Steps taken sometimes by pausing, sometimes by making mistakes, and sometimes by being alone without letting anyone know... Because life is rarely a straight path. Sometimes a person loses their way, sometimes they turn into dead-end streets, and sometimes they’re forced to stop and look back. And it’s in those moments that they realize the place where they’ve gotten lost is actually the place closest to

themselves.

Don’t lose hope; it finds its way even in the darkest corner. Silence can sometimes be the heaviest burden to bear. The past cannot be changed, but a person’s perspective on it can.


“Not everything that breaks can be put back together; some pieces remain missing.”


With that question, I realized something for the first time: Maybe this situation wasn’t temporary. Maybe everything that had been building up inside me for years—everything I’d covered up and ignored—was now wanting to come to the surface. People don’t erase what they’ve lived through; they just distract themselves so they won’t remember. But no matter how much you run away, nothing you hide inside you ever truly disappears.

That day, I stopped running away from myself. It wasn’t easy... In fact, it might have been the hardest decision I’ve ever made in my life. Because facing yourself requires far deeper courage than facing others. One day, you’ll have to come to terms with the things you couldn’t tell anyone else. And in that moment, the truest voice inside you emerges.

Everything I’d kept silent about, put off, or waited for to “go away” for years suddenly began to make sense. It was as if there was a room inside me that had remained in the dark, and I was opening that door for the first time. Inside, everything was in disarray. Shattered memories, unfinished sentences, unsaid words... They were all there. And for the first time, I wasn’t trying to piece them together—I was just trying to see them. “Sometimes, to heal, a person must first accept that they are broken.”

In that moment, I realized that what I had been running from was actually the most real part of my life. To deny it was to deny myself. Perhaps that’s why there had been something missing inside me for years. Because the more a person runs away from themselves, the less whole they become. What remains incomplete isn’t just what has been experienced; what remains incomplete is the person themselves.


“A person gets lost most when they become a stranger to themselves.”


Not everything changed overnight after that day. Life went on as before. People still talked, and the days still passed. But something inside me had shifted. I could no longer ignore it. I could now feel that weight growing inside me more clearly the

longer I remained silent.

I realized that some things don’t fade with time. We simply learn to accept them. Acceptance itself isn’t about forgetting; it’s about learning to live while remembering.

Sometimes, in the silence of the night, I’d drift back to the past. Old days, old people, old feelings... They’d come to my mind one by one. Some left a smile behind; others lingered inside me like an unhealed ache. But I wasn’t running away from them anymore. Because a person cannot truly live in the present without making peace with their past.

Over time, I came to realize this: People don’t actually change; they simply become aware. Whatever was inside them had always been there. But it was waiting for the right moment to be seen. Perhaps my moment had finally come that day.

It was perhaps a belated realization... But it was still a beginning. Because no matter how late a person may be, the moment they turn inward, everything starts anew. And that day, for the first time, I truly began walking toward myself.

Remembering oneself wasn’t about denying the past. On the contrary, it was about letting go of the struggle with the past and learning to live with it. Because no matter how much a person runs away, in the end, they always come back to themselves. And that was, after all, the longest journey a person could take: the journey toward oneself.

I used to want to erase what I’d experienced in the past. It felt as if erasing it would make me feel lighter. But over time, I realized this: Forgetting doesn’t heal—it only postpones. Everything that remains inside eventually comes back in another form. Sometimes as a voice, sometimes as a scent, and sometimes as a memory that pierces your heart at a moment you least expect...

That’s why I’ve decided not to run away anymore. Whatever I felt, whatever I went through—it was all a part of me. The good and the bad... Because a person isn’t just made up of beautiful memories. The places where they’ve been broken are also the pieces that make them who they are.


“Not everyone you love stays; some leave their mark and move on.”


One day, when I looked in the mirror, I realized this: For years, I’d been seeing myself through the eyes of others. I’d measured my own worth by what they said. I felt valuable when praised, and inadequate when criticized. Yet a person’s worth isn’t understood through voices from the outside, but through the silence that rises from within.

I began to recognize, one by one, the burdens I’d been carrying inside me for so long. Resentments, expectations, unfinished sentences, unspoken words... They had all piled up. And I had grown so accustomed to carrying them that I no longer even felt their weight.

But once you become aware of them, you can no longer ignore them. I asked myself: Do I really have to carry all this weight?

The answer didn’t come easily. Because people find it hard to let go of even the pain they’ve grown accustomed to. What’s familiar always feels safe. But then I realized this: Some burdens aren’t ours to bear. We’ve simply come to carry them as if they were ours over time.


“A person realizes most clearly that they’ve lost themselves in their own eyes.” That day, I made a small but powerful decision within myself:


I would stop wearing myself out. It didn’t happen all at once. I didn’t change in a single day, nor did everything get better instantly. But slowly, step by step, I began to be more honest with myself. I learned to accept what I was feeling without denying or suppressing it. The interesting thing was this: As I accepted myself, that harsh voice inside me began to soften.

I used to be very hard on myself. I wouldn’t forgive myself when I made a mistake. Whenever I took a wrong step, I would constantly judge myself. But now I understand that a person begins to heal when they show the most compassion toward themselves.

Perhaps there’s that other self living inside everyone. The unseen, unspoken part that feels everything. The power of thoughts emerges when they’re put into writing. Every sentence written is, in fact, a message a person sends to themselves. Sometimes, a person confides in paper what they can’t tell another

person. Because paper doesn’t judge, doesn’t silence, doesn’t interrupt. It just listens.

As a person writes, they draw closer to themselves. Every now and then, it’s necessary to reset one’s memory—not to erase old thoughts, but to replace them with new ones... Because a person lives with whatever they carry in their mind. Life takes shape in the direction dictated by the inner voice. That’s why a person’s greatest power begins where they can transform their own thoughts.

A person’s strength is most evident when they truly know themselves. Sometimes a person wakes up one morning and realizes they can no longer carry on as before. They can’t quite put their finger on exactly what it is. But something inside them has definitely changed. It’s as if a door within life has closed, and another has quietly opened. And even if they don’t know what lies beyond that door, they feel they can no longer go back.

At that moment, a very clear feeling took root inside me. No one had ever stood before me and told me I should think this way. Sometimes, people internalize certain thoughts without even realizing it. As if it were an unbreakable rule of life... If I was criticized, I must have been wrong. If I was alone, I wasn’t worthy of love.

Over time, these thoughts quietly took root inside me. And I began to live my life believing they were true. Yet it is the mistakes we learn without realizing it that cause us the greatest harm. What others say eventually becomes our own inner voice. And after a while, we start to judge ourselves.


“Not every smile is happiness; some faces hide pain.” But the truth is that a person’s worth isn’t measured by


. It took me a while to understand this. Perhaps I was too late. But I learned it nonetheless. Because even in the darkest moments, a person can still realize certain things—as long as they are honest with themselves. That day, for the first time, I asked myself this question: Who am I, really? It wasn’t a simple question. With that question, another door opened inside me. And for the first time, I began to step outside the boundaries others had drawn for me. Sometimes, to find oneself, one must first question everything one has been taught. And that day, I came face to face with that second man who had remained silent inside me for years.

Unanswered questions from my childhood, buried under a blanket of silence... For years, I thought I could keep ignoring them. I thought that if I acted as if they had never existed, they wouldn’t affect me. But the things a person silences don’t disappear; they just sink deeper and wait for their time.

Confronting my past began with remembering. Sometimes, out of nowhere, a memory would suddenly resurface in my mind—a sound, a familiar scent, a distant image... It was as if a door that had been closed for years was creaking open. What came in wasn’t just a memory; the emotion carried by that moment came alive again.


“The truth wounds a person, but it also awakens them.” Some memories warmed my heart. Brief, small, yet precious moments—


... But there were others that still lingered inside me like a void—unspoken words, unheld hands, love that should have been given but wasn’t... Back then, I didn’t fully understand what that meant. I was a child. I just felt it.

Years later, looking back, I realized: Those gaps had laid the foundation for who I am today. A person is shaped not only by what they’ve experienced, but also by what they’ve been unable to experience. And sometimes, the deepest wounds bring out a person’s greatest strengths.

I had my anger. Anger that was suppressed, postponed, and had grown inside me... I didn’t realize it back then. But it was there, somewhere inside me.


“When you choose to be yourself, some people won’t understand you.”


I also had my grievances. Some stemmed from events that had happened years ago. Others had grown over time and taken root inside me. For a long time, I thought these emotions were protecting me. As if staying angry would make me stronger. As if carrying my resentments would keep me from ever being hurt again. But over time, I realized that these emotions weren’t protecting me. On the contrary, they were slowly wearing me down. Because a person feels the weight of every emotion they carry, and some emotions weigh heavily on the soul.

Letting go was hard. Because sometimes a person feels that if they let go of what they’re holding onto, the meaning of what they’ve experienced will be lost. As if by forgiving, they’d be condoning what happened, as if the pain they’d endured had been in vain... But that wasn’t the truth.

Not forgiving meant carrying that burden anew every day. Reliving the same emotion over and over... Feeling that same weight on your shoulders every morning... And after a while, you realize just how exhausting it is.


“You can be happy—you deserve it.”


Forgiving... That wasn’t about forgetting. It certainly wasn’t about condoning what had been done. Forgiving was simply deciding not to carry that burden anymore—for yourself, for your own peace of mind... And I began to learn this little by little. It was hard at first. There was resistance inside me. Over time, I realized that the more you let go, the lighter you feel. Every thing I let go of opened up a small space inside me. And that emptiness slowly began to fill with peace. You don’t shrink as you forgive. On the contrary, you expand. Because forgiving is one of the greatest acts of kindness a person can do for themselves. And for the first time, I was learning to be kind to myself.


“Everything you silence will come back one day.”


Maybe that’s why I was still standing. Sometimes a person doesn’t need great strength to keep walking. Sometimes they just hold on to the goodness within. No one sees it, no one notices, but that small act of kindness keeps a person alive. That’s what I was doing, too. From the outside, it looked like an ordinary continuation, but inside me there was a silent resistance. My understanding of patience also changed over time.

I used to misunderstand patience. I thought it meant putting up with things—waiting, enduring, keeping quiet... But time taught me that patience is something deeper than that. Patience wasn’t just about waiting; it was about walking without falling. It was about not giving up, even when you’re tired. It was about being able to keep going, even when you don’t feel like it.


“As long as you can still breathe, life is giving you one more chance—


.”

It wasn’t easy to understand this. But when I did, something inside me changed. Because sometimes people don’t realize they’re still alive. They’re just going through the motions, but living and merely surviving aren’t the same thing. To survive is to never give up.

I wasn’t running away anymore. It wasn’t as easy as I’d thought. But even choosing not to run away was a step in itself. Because the moment a person decides to face things, they begin to change.

Sometimes this process brought me almost to the point of giving up. I got tired; I got bored. There were moments when I wanted to give up. But a small voice inside me always reminded me of the same thing. It might not have been very strong, but it was always there. That voice wasn’t shouting. It wasn’t forcing me. Nor was it letting me give up. Because sometimes, a person keeps going not for great things in life, but just to take one more step. And sometimes, that one step changes everything.


“Keep going.”


The decisions I made in the past, the things I didn’t do, the words I didn’t say... There were times when I’d tell myself, “You could have done better.” That phrase echoed inside me for a long time. As if I had the chance to rewrite every moment of my past, I was constantly judging myself. Over time, I realized this: With the mind and strength I had back then, that was all I could do.

When a person judges their past self with today’s knowledge, they’re actually being unfair to themselves. Because back then, they were in those circumstances. They made decisions based on their feelings at that moment and their limitations at that time. And that was the most natural state of being human. When I realized this, I felt a great sense of relief. As I began to make peace with my past, the feeling of loneliness also began to fade. Because, in reality, I wasn’t alone. I had simply drifted away from myself.


“The only time that matters is now.”


I had made mistakes. Many of them. Perhaps I still couldn’t fully accept some of them. But I was no longer running away from them. Because I understood that a person isn’t defined by their mistakes; rather, they become open to learning.

My past didn’t define me. But it shaped me. And for the first time, I was beginning to accept that shape.

As I began to make peace with myself, life started to look different to me. The things I used to see as problems were actually lessons. The things I ran from were the places I needed to face. And what I thought were losses were actually turning points that brought me closer to myself.

Now I can see this more clearly: Life challenges us not to break us, but to remind us of who we are. And a person grows most when they face their own truth.

People don’t always live in a state of completeness. Sometimes we carry on with our shortcomings, sometimes with unanswered questions. I used to see these shortcomings as flaws—as if I couldn’t find peace without eliminating them... as if everything had to fall into place for me to feel complete. But over time, I’ve come to understand this: Life doesn’t work that way. Some things are never fully resolved. Some questions remain unanswered. People can continue living even without finding those answers. In fact, sometimes trying to solve them just wears a person out even more. Because not everything has an explanation, and not every emotion has to have a corresponding cause.

Now I accept them as part of life. Because acceptance often brings greater peace than trying to solve them. This acceptance gives a person a strange sense of relief. That weight may not disappear instantly, but simply knowing you no longer have to carry it lightens the burden.


“The past lives with you, but it doesn’t have to control you.”


Thinking about the future used to scare me. The uncertainty weighed heavily on me. Everything I couldn’t control made me uneasy. But when I realized this, my perspective on the future changed. I no longer let the past dictate my path. It was a part of me, but it wasn’t the only thing that defined me. And when a person realizes this, that sense of being trapped inside begins to slowly dissolve.

Over time, I saw this more clearly: A person’s true journey isn’t out there. Cities, streets, and countries may change. But the path a person walks within themselves is much longer, much deeper, and much more complex. And that journey is reshaped with every step a person takes toward themselves.

I used to misunderstand what it meant to be strong. It was as if being strong meant never falling, never breaking, never struggling... But life taught me something else. Sometimes a person shows their greatest strength precisely when they are at their most vulnerable. Because being compassionate toward oneself is far more difficult than appearing strong to the outside world. That is where true strength lies.


“Sometimes, even when you’re loved, you feel drained deep down.” It wasn’t easy to realize this. Because on the outside,


everything might seem fine. You’re loved, valued, and you go on with your life—but inside, something entirely different is happening. Because sometimes, people are crushed most by their own expectations.

I expected so much from myself. I was caught between who I was supposed to be and who I actually was. And over time, this feeling of being trapped wore me down. Now I notice the little things more. Fresh air, a deep breath, the morning light streaming through the window... I used to let most of these things pass me by without even noticing them. While focusing on life’s big moments, I was missing the little beauties. Yet life is often hidden within those small moments. Now, sometimes I just stop, breathe, and stay in that moment. That’s enough for me.

My body, which I’d neglected for years without even realizing it, is slowly recovering. It’s as if it, too, is starting over with me... There will be fewer moments when my blood pressure spikes. Breathing will no longer be just a habit—it will be a conscious act. Perhaps for the first time in my life, I’ll be able to breathe easily. And perhaps for the first time, I’ll feel truly alive.


“Being able to love yourself is the greatest reward.”


But I didn’t just want to live longer; I wanted to live a cleaner, healthier, and more mindful life. I can now see more clearly how the habits I’d been practicing unconsciously for years were actually slowly wearing me down. Now I can comfortably tell people: I’m a non-smoker. From the outside, this sentence might seem like a small change, but for me, it was much more than just giving up a habit. It was a sign of the value I place on myself. Because sometimes, the greatest change begins
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