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This book was written for the parts of us we often hide.

The wounded parts.
The proud parts.
The angry parts.
The parts that learned how to survive before they learned how to heal.
The Man I Became is not a book about perfection. It is not a book about pretending that pain automatically makes us wiser, stronger, or better. Sometimes pain makes us colder. Sometimes it makes us controlling. Sometimes it makes us hurt others while still believing we are only protecting ourselves.

This book is about looking at that truth without running from it.

It is about the boy before the mask, the ego mistaken for strength, the love that became a battlefield, and the old self that had to die so something more honest could begin.

I wrote this book for every person who has ever looked in the mirror and asked, “When did I become like this?”

And I wrote it for the hope that follows that question.

Because the person we became to survive does not have to be the person we remain forever.

Pain may shape us.

But truth can rebuild us.

— Tommy Makov
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Prologue

The Man I Became
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There comes a moment in a man’s life when he stops blaming the world.

Not because the world was innocent.

Not because people did not hurt him.

Not because love did not betray him, or childhood did not wound him, or silence did not shape him in ways he could not understand back then.

But because one day, he looks in the mirror and realizes that pain may have created the wound, but he was the one who built the armor.

And sometimes, the armor becomes heavier than the wound itself.

I did not become this man in one day.

I became him slowly.

Through every disappointment I pretended did not matter.
Through every goodbye I acted too proud to grieve.
Through every woman I wanted to love but tried to control instead.
Through every moment I confused distance with strength.
Through every time I chose ego because honesty felt too naked.
At first, I thought I was protecting myself.

I thought becoming colder meant becoming stronger.
I thought needing no one meant I had finally won.
I thought if I could control my emotions, my desires, my image, and the way others saw me, then no one would ever have power over me again.
But control is not peace.

And numbness is not healing.

For years, I carried a version of myself that looked confident from the outside but was terrified underneath. A man who knew how to speak, how to attract, how to leave, how to disappear, how to survive — but not how to stay open without feeling weak.

I became charming because I feared being unseen.

I became distant because I feared being abandoned.

I became proud because somewhere inside me, there was still a child begging not to feel small again.

This book is not about becoming perfect.

It is not about pretending that pain turns everyone into something beautiful. Sometimes pain makes people cruel. Sometimes it makes them selfish. Sometimes it teaches them to hurt others before anyone gets close enough to hurt them first.

This book is about looking at that truth without running.

It is about the boy before the mask.

The wound before the ego.

The love before the fear.

The silence before the anger.

The man before the armor.

And maybe, if there is enough courage left, it is about becoming someone else.

Not the man the world created.

Not the man pain demanded.

Not the man ego protected.

But the man I choose to become.
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Chapter I

The Boy Before the Mask
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Before I became the man people know, I was a boy who felt everything.

Too much, maybe.

I noticed the silence in a room before anyone spoke. I could feel when someone’s mood changed, even if their face stayed the same. I understood disappointment before I had the words for it. I could sense distance before someone actually left.

Children are not as blind as adults like to believe.

They may not understand the reasons, but they feel the atmosphere. They feel the tension between two voices. They feel the coldness behind a closed door. They feel when love is conditional, when attention must be earned, when being too emotional becomes a problem for everyone else.

And so, slowly, they begin to adapt.

I adapted.

At first, I was not trying to become strong. I was trying to be loved.

That is where many men begin, though few admit it.

Not with power.

Not with ego.

Not with control.

But with a quiet, desperate wish to be seen without having to perform.

I wanted to be accepted before I learned how to impress. I wanted to be held before I learned how to hide. I wanted someone to look at me and understand that behind my anger, my pride, my silence, and my need to prove myself, there was once a boy who did not know what to do with all the feelings inside him.

But the world does not always know what to do with sensitive boys.

It tells them to toughen up.

To stop crying.

To be a man.

To swallow the sadness.

To turn fear into anger.

To turn loneliness into ambition.

To turn rejection into pride.

And if they do it well enough, one day everyone calls them strong.

No one asks what it cost them.

The first mask I ever wore was not arrogance.

It was obedience.

I learned when to speak and when to stay quiet. I learned which parts of myself made people uncomfortable. I learned how to read faces, how to avoid conflict, how to become smaller when the room demanded it. I learned that sometimes peace was not created by honesty, but by silence.

So I became silent.

Not completely.

Never completely.

I still laughed. I still played. I still looked like a child from the outside. But inside, something had already started watching life instead of simply living it.

That is what pain does when it arrives too early.

It creates an observer inside the child.

A little witness.

A quiet version of the self that stands in the corner of every memory, taking notes.

Who leaves.

Who stays.

Who gets angry.

Who ignores.

Who loves only when it is easy.

That boy inside me became a student of human behavior long before I knew what psychology was. He studied tone, distance, rejection, affection, control. He noticed how people could say one thing and mean another. He noticed how love could be warm one day and absent the next.

And because he could not control the world around him, he started trying to control himself.

That was the beginning.

Not the wound itself.

The control.

I did not understand it then, but I was already building the man I would later become. Every time I held back tears, I added a stone. Every time I pretended not to care, I added another. Every time I felt abandoned and told myself I needed no one, the wall grew higher.

People think walls are built from hatred.

Sometimes they are built from hope that was disappointed too many times.

I was not born cold.

No one is.

Coldness is usually warmth that was punished.

Distance is usually closeness that became unsafe.

Ego is often the last shelter of a heart that was once too open.

The boy before the mask was not weak. He was open. And that is different. He still believed people meant what they said. He still believed love was simple. He still believed that if he was good enough, patient enough, quiet enough, useful enough, then maybe no one would leave.

But life has a way of teaching boys the wrong lessons.

When love feels uncertain, a boy may learn that he must earn it.

When emotions are dismissed, he may learn that vulnerability is shameful.

When he is not protected, he may decide that needing protection is weakness.

When he feels powerless, he may grow into a man obsessed with control.

And later, when people meet that man, they do not see the child who created him.

They see the attitude.

The pride.

The emotional distance.

The need to win.

The refusal to apologize first.

The way he walks away before anyone can abandon him.

They call him difficult.

Cold.

Selfish.

Unavailable.

Maybe they are right.

But they are also late.

They are meeting the result, not the beginning.

The beginning was much softer.

The beginning was a boy who wanted to be loved without having to become impressive. A boy who wanted to be chosen without having to compete. A boy who wanted to be safe without having to pretend he was fearless.

I think every man carries that boy somewhere.

Some bury him under money.

Some under women.

Some under anger.

Some under silence.

Some under success.

Some under the body they build, the car they drive, the image they protect, the people they conquer, the emotions they refuse to name.

But he is still there.

Waiting.

Not for the world to apologize.

Not for the past to change.

But for the man to finally turn around and say, “I remember you.”

For years, I did not turn around.

I kept moving forward because forward looked like survival. I chased things that made me feel powerful. I wanted to become someone nobody could ignore, nobody could reject, nobody could make feel small again.

But becoming untouchable is a lonely achievement.

You may stop people from hurting you, but you also stop them from reaching you.

That is the tragedy of the mask.

At first, it protects you.

Then it replaces you.

And one day, you look in the mirror and realize that the face you show the world is not entirely fake, but it is not entirely you either. It is a version of you built for war, still fighting battles that ended years ago.

The boy before the mask did not need to become perfect.

He needed someone to stay.

Someone to listen.

Someone to tell him that feeling deeply was not a defect.

But when that did not happen in the way he needed, he made a promise to himself.

Never again.

Never again will I need too much.

Never again will I show too much.

Never again will I wait for someone to choose me.

Never again will I let anyone see how much they matter.

That promise sounded like strength.

It was actually grief speaking in the language of control.

And I believed it.

For a long time, I believed it.

Until the mask became heavier than the pain it was meant to hide.

Until the man I became started destroying the very things the boy had always wanted.

Love.

Peace.

Connection.

The freedom to be seen without performing.

That is why I have to begin here.

Not with the man.

With the boy.

Because no man becomes himself by accident.

Somewhere, there is always a beginning.

A wound.

A silence.

A moment where softness no longer felt safe.

And for me, the man I became started with the boy I abandoned.
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Chapter II

The First Wound
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The first wound is rarely the loudest one.

It is not always a dramatic event.
It is not always a violent memory.
It is not always something people around you would even recognize as pain.
Sometimes the first wound is quiet.

A look that made you feel unwanted.
A silence that lasted too long.
A love that came and went without warning.
A moment when you reached for someone emotionally, and they were not there.
The body remembers what the mind tries to explain away.

A child may forget the exact words. He may forget the day, the room, the weather, the clothes people were wearing. But he does not forget the feeling. He does not forget what it felt like to need something and not receive it. He does not forget the cold space between himself and the person he hoped would understand.

That space becomes a lesson.

And children believe lessons deeply.

They do not say, “This person was limited.”
They do not say, “This adult had their own wounds.”
They do not say, “This moment does not define my worth.”
A child says, “It must be me.”

That is where the wound begins to grow.

Not only in what happened.

But in the meaning the child gives to what happened.

Maybe I am too much.
Maybe I am not enough.
Maybe I should be quieter.
Maybe I should need less.
Maybe love leaves when I become difficult.
Maybe if I become better, no one will pull away.
The first wound does not only hurt you.

It teaches you how to interpret love.

And once love becomes connected with fear, every relationship after that becomes a battlefield between what you want and what you are afraid of losing.

I did not know this then.

I only knew that something inside me had started to tighten.

A child does not understand emotional defense. He simply changes. He becomes more careful. More observant. More strategic without knowing he is being strategic. He learns which version of himself receives affection and which version creates distance.

So he edits himself.

Little by little.

He hides the parts that seem inconvenient.
He exaggerates the parts that seem useful.
He becomes funny if sadness is ignored.
He becomes impressive if softness is unseen.
He becomes independent if needing people feels dangerous.
And the world praises him for adapting.

No one realizes they are applauding the disappearance of his true self.

That was the cruelest part.

Some of the traits people later admired in me were born from pain.

My independence.
My ability to walk away.
My emotional control.
My pride.
My refusal to beg.
My hunger to become more.
People saw discipline.

I knew it was fear wearing better clothes.

Because somewhere inside me, I had already learned that needing someone too much was dangerous. I had learned that attachment could become humiliation. I had learned that when you give someone access to your heart, you also give them the power to make you feel small.

And I hated feeling small.

There are feelings a man can carry for years without admitting their real name.

He may call it ambition.
He may call it standards.
He may call it self-respect.
He may call it not tolerating disrespect.
But underneath, sometimes, it is still the same old wound whispering:

Do not let them see that you care.
Do not let them know they matter.
Do not be the one who needs more.
Do not be left standing there again.
The first wound becomes a hidden script.

You do not read it consciously, but you act from it. You enter rooms with it. You choose people through it. You test love because of it. You sabotage peace because calmness feels unfamiliar. You mistake anxiety for passion because your nervous system learned that love must come with uncertainty.

And when someone finally tries to love you gently, you may not trust it.

You may find it boring.

You may question it.

You may push against it just to see if it breaks.

Because part of you still believes love is only real if it survives your fear.

That is how pain turns into personality.

A wound becomes a belief.
A belief becomes a behavior.
A behavior becomes a pattern.
A pattern becomes a life.
And then one day, you say, “This is just who I am.”

But it is not.

It is who you became when something hurt you before you knew how to heal it.

The first wound teaches a man more than he realizes.

It teaches him whether closeness feels safe.
It teaches him whether vulnerability brings comfort or shame.
It teaches him whether love is steady or unpredictable.
It teaches him whether his emotions will be held or dismissed.
It teaches him whether being himself is enough.
And if the lesson is painful, he may spend the rest of his life trying to prove it wrong while secretly expecting it to happen again.

That contradiction lived inside me for years.

I wanted to be loved deeply, but I feared being known completely.

I wanted someone to stay, but I tested people until they had reasons to leave.

I wanted peace, but I was addicted to emotional intensity.

I wanted trust, but I kept one hand on the exit.

I wanted intimacy, but I wore armor into every room where love tried to enter.

And when love failed, I told myself I had been right all along.

See?
People leave.
People change.
People cannot be trusted.
You were stupid for opening up.
But the truth was harder than that.

Sometimes people left because they were wrong for me.

Sometimes they left because they had their own wounds.

And sometimes they left because I made staying impossible.

That is a truth the ego hates.

The ego wants to be the victim forever because victimhood is easier than responsibility. If I am only the one who was hurt, then I never have to examine the ways I hurt others. I never have to ask how my fear became control, how my pride became cruelty, how my silence became punishment.

But healing begins where the excuses end.

And the first wound cannot be healed while it is still being used as a weapon.

For a long time, I protected my wound by becoming hard.

Hard to reach.
Hard to impress.
Hard to hold.
Hard to love.
I thought this made me powerful.

But power without openness is just another prison.

The boy inside me did not want power.

He wanted safety.

He wanted someone to see the fear beneath the anger. He wanted someone to understand that his distance was not absence of feeling, but too much feeling with nowhere safe to go. He wanted someone to know that behind the man who acted like he needed nothing, there was a child who had once needed something very simple and did not receive it.

But no one can rescue the child in a man who keeps pretending the child does not exist.

That was my responsibility.

Not because the wound was my fault.

But because the healing was.

There is a painful moment in self-awareness when you realize that your past may explain you, but it does not excuse everything you have become.

It explains the fear.

It explains the armor.

It explains the hunger for control.

It explains the way your body reacts to distance, rejection, uncertainty, silence.

But it does not give you permission to keep bleeding on people who did not cut you.

That sentence took me years to understand.

Because when you are wounded, you believe your pain is proof of your innocence.

But pain does not always keep a man innocent.

Sometimes pain makes him dangerous.

Not always in obvious ways.

Sometimes he becomes dangerous through silence.
Through emotional absence.
Through manipulation disguised as self-protection.
Through jealousy disguised as love.
Through control disguised as care.
Through pride disguised as dignity.
Sometimes the wounded man does not scream.

He withdraws.

He makes people feel his absence like punishment. He waits for them to chase him so he can feel wanted without having to admit he was afraid of being forgotten. He creates distance and then resents the loneliness that follows.

That was one of my patterns.

I wanted proof.

Proof that I mattered.
Proof that I would be chosen.
Proof that someone would fight for me.
Proof that I was not as replaceable as the wound once made me feel.
But love that is constantly tested eventually becomes exhausted.

People are not laboratories for our trauma.

They are not here to endlessly prove that they are different from the ones who hurt us first.

At some point, the wounded man has to stop asking the present to pay for the past.

This does not mean forgetting.

I do not believe in forgetting.

Forgetting is not healing. Forgetting is often just repression with a softer name.

Healing means remembering without becoming controlled by what you remember.

It means looking at the first wound and saying:

Yes, this happened.
Yes, it shaped me.
Yes, it hurt.
Yes, it made me afraid.
But no, it will not be the only author of my life.

The first wound may explain the first mask.

But it does not have to choose the final face.

I think every man eventually has to return to the place where he first decided he was not safe being soft. Not physically return, maybe. But emotionally. He has to stand there again, older now, stronger now, conscious now, and look at the boy who made those desperate promises.

Never need.
Never cry.
Never beg.
Never trust too much.
Never love without control.
Never be the one left behind.
And he has to understand something painful.

Those promises saved him once.

But they are destroying him now.

A survival strategy can become a slow suicide of the soul.

Because the same wall that kept pain out kept love out too.

The same pride that protected his dignity also protected his loneliness.

The same mask that made him look strong made him impossible to truly know.

And the same wound that once deserved compassion eventually demanded responsibility.

My first wound did not make me evil.

It made me afraid.

But fear, when left unexamined, can become selfish. It can make a man believe his pain is more important than the pain he causes. It can make him demand understanding while refusing to offer tenderness. It can make him punish people for touching parts of him he never healed.

That is why I had to stop calling everything strength.

Some of it was fear.

Some of it was grief.

Some of it was a child’s old defense system operating inside a grown man’s body.

And some of it was simply the refusal to grow.

The first wound was not the end of me.

But it was the beginning of the man I would have to fight later.

The man who confused love with danger.

The man who confused control with safety.

The man who confused being untouchable with being free.

I used to think healing meant becoming the man I always wanted to be.

Now I think healing begins by returning to the boy I once abandoned.

Not to live as him again.

But to finally tell him the truth.

You were not too much.

You were not weak.

You were not wrong for needing love.

You were only wounded before you knew how to protect yourself without disappearing.

And I am sorry that I turned your pain into my personality.

I am sorry that I used your fear to justify my pride.

I am sorry that I left you behind and called it becoming a man.

The first wound teaches you how to survive.

But if you are brave enough, the second life begins when you decide it no longer gets to teach you how to love.
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