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PREFACE

This book isn’t here to explain history. It isn’t trying to make sense of suffering or pretend that everything adds up in the end. It exists for a simpler reason, I think. It exists to hold a voice.

When we look back at history, we usually get the clean version dates, policies, outcomes, summaries that feel finished. What slips away are the smaller, softer things. The thoughts people never said out loud. The fears they didn’t have words for yet. The hopes they carried quietly, even when hope felt unsafe. This diary-style story is an attempt to imagine that inner space. Not to replace history, but to stand beside it, human and unfinished.

What follows is the fictional diary of a young girl living in confinement and fear. Her life is imagined, her words invented, but the emotional ground she stands on is very real. Many children, in many places and times, were forced into awareness far too early. They learned to observe, to worry, to measure their words, and to grow up before they were ready. This book gives one of those children a place to speak fully, without interruption.

The diary form matters. Diaries don’t know what comes next. They don’t explain themselves. They don’t look back with clarity or wisdom. They exist in the moment, written by someone who is still figuring out who they are. The narrator here doesn’t offer lessons or conclusions because she can’t she’s still becoming. Her voice shifts. Sometimes she’s sharp, sometimes confused, sometimes hopeful, sometimes scared. That unevenness isn’t a mistake. It’s what pressure does to a mind that’s still growing.

This book does not try to make suffering beautiful or meaningful. It pays attention instead. To small details. To memory. To the act of thinking honestly when the world makes that difficult. The resistance in these pages is quiet. It isn’t loud rebellion, but awareness—the choice to remain inwardly present even as the outer world grows smaller and more controlled.

If this story moves you, let it be because the thoughts are ordinary. Ordinary thoughts, written under conditions that were anything but. And if the ending feels sudden, or unresolved, that is intentional too. Not all lives conclude neatly. Some are interrupted. Some voices are cut off mid-thought. What remains are the words themselves, evidence that a consciousness existed, fully and vividly, even if only for a short time.

This book is offered in that spirit. Not as an answer. Just as a record of presence.
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PART I. -BEFORE THE SHADOWS
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I. A PLACE TO BEGIN
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12 June

Today I was given a notebook. That doesn’t sound important when I write it like that, but it feels important. It’s small enough to fit in my hands and plain enough that you might overlook it, but when I held it, it felt heavier than paper should feel. Like it was already full of something, even though it’s empty.

Mother said writing might help keep my thoughts from running in circles. Father just smiled, the way he does when he knows something but doesn’t say it. I don’t know why, but when I opened the notebook for the first time, I felt oddly calm. As if I had met someone who would listen and not interrupt, or tell me I was wrong, or say I’d understand later.

I think this diary will become my closest friend. There are so many things I think that don’t sound right when I say them out loud. Adults smile and tell me I’m too young. My friends get uncomfortable or laugh and change the subject. But here, I don’t have to shrink my thoughts or pretend they’re smaller than they are. I might even give this diary a name. It feels strange to tell everything to something that doesn’t have one. A friend should have a name. And this already feels like a friend.

From the outside, life still looks normal. I go to school. I complain about homework. I argue with my mother about things that don’t really matter. I imagine a future that feels very far away, like something happening to someone else. But underneath all of that, there’s a tightness I can’t quite explain. Adults lower their voices. Neighbors don’t visit the way they used to. New rules keep appearing, quietly, like fences you don’t see until you’ve already bumped into them. I try not to stare. I try not to ask. But I notice. I always notice.

Sometimes I feel guilty for thinking so much. People expect me to be carefree, to worry about games and lessons and nothing else. But my thoughts don’t ask permission before they arrive. They come filled with questions about fairness, and fear, and what it actually means to be safe. I don’t understand why some people are suddenly treated like they don’t belong. I don’t understand why who you are can start to feel like something you have to carry carefully. These aren’t questions for the dinner table, so I place them here instead, carefully, between these pages.

Tonight, writing this first entry, I feel excited and uneasy at the same time. Excited because I finally have a place where my thoughts can land. Uneasy because I suspect this diary won’t always be filled with small complaints or silly dreams. Something is changing. I can feel it, even if I don’t have the words yet. If this notebook really becomes my friend, it will know me not just as I am now, but as whoever I become because of what comes next.

For now, I’ll put it beside my bed. It feels right to keep it close, like it might guard my thoughts while I sleep. I’ll write again tomorrow. I’m almost sure of it. This doesn’t feel like a single moment—it feels like the start of something, and I think these pages are going to learn more about me than anyone else ever will.
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II. ORDINARY DAYS, QUIET QUESTIONS


[image: ]


14 June

Life keeps moving forward like it always has, at least on the outside. Morning comes. Sounds come with it the clatter from the kitchen, footsteps in the hallway, people passing the building like they always do. It all looks normal enough. And yet, I can’t shake the feeling that something underneath has shifted, like ordinary life is wearing a mask and hoping no one notices. The routine that used to feel steady now feels... thinner somehow. I go to school, sit at my desk, listen when I’m supposed to, but my mind drifts more than it ever did before. Teachers speak, words fill the room, and I nod along, but inside my head I keep circling the same quiet questions. The kind no one seems eager to answer.

At school, my friends talk about the usual things who’s annoyed at whom, who sits next to who now, which teacher is impossible this week. I laugh when I should. I say enough to blend in. I don’t want anyone to notice how distant I feel, like I’m watching everything from just a step outside the room. Some of the teachers feel different too. More careful. More guarded. Their voices drop when certain topics come close to something uncomfortable, and then suddenly the lesson changes or ends early, like it never mattered in the first place. I notice every time, even when I pretend not to.

Home feels heavier lately. Not loud or dramatic just weighted. Mother worries more than she lets on. I can see it in the way she folds the same shirt twice, or pauses before answering a simple question. Father tries to keep things light, reminding us to focus on what’s in front of us, what we can control. I think he believes that if he sounds calm enough, everything else will follow. Still, even his optimism feels careful, like it’s being handled gently so it doesn’t break. At night, I sometimes hear them talking in low voices, and I lie awake wondering whether I should be scared or grateful that they’re trying so hard to keep fear away from me.

Lately, I think a lot about who I am supposed to be. I’m told to behave properly, to stay quiet when it matters, to follow rules that seem to appear overnight without explanation. No one really tells me why. They just expect obedience, as if understanding isn’t important. But it is to me. Understanding makes things feel less frightening. When adults refuse to explain, it makes me feel small and invisible, like my questions are annoyances instead of proof that I’m actually thinking.

Writing here has already become something I rely on. By the end of the day, I almost need it. When I write, my thoughts slow down and line up a little better. Fear doesn’t feel so embarrassing. Curiosity doesn’t feel like a crime. I can admit things on these pages that I’d never say out loud. Sometimes I think everyone should have a diary especially now, when silence feels unsafe and speaking too openly feels like a risk.

As I close this entry tonight, one thought keeps returning. My days are still filled with routine, laughter, small frustrations, and moments that seem meaningless. But something fragile is holding it all together, and I don’t know how long it will last. I don’t know how much will change before I’m ready for it. All I know is that I’m watching more closely now. Listening more carefully. Writing everything down. Because one day, these ordinary days might disappear, and I want to remember exactly what they felt like while they were still mine.
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