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Prologue 
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The Path Chose You

You didn’t ask for this path.

You were born into it.

Before you even understood language, your soul already knew pain.

Before you knew what love meant, your heart had already been betrayed.

There is no manual for walking where no one has walked.

No applause for surviving the unseen.

No comfort in explaining what the world has no language for.

And yet  you kept walking.

People came and went.

Some judged, others pitied, but very few ever truly saw.

You were never broken only becoming.

While others laughed and lived freely, you were being shaped by the silence.

You didn’t understand then 

Why the love you gave never returned whole.

Why your body felt battles you couldn’t name.

Why your spirit cried at night while the world slept peacefully.

You were chosen  not for the glory,

But for the fire.

For the awakening.

For the responsibility to remember what others forgot.

This is your book.

Not to convince anyone 

But to finally say:

I was carried by the Invisible.

And I survived what had no name.
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Chapter One: The Calling No One Heard but You
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You don’t always hear the calling as a voice.

Sometimes it comes as pain you can’t explain.

Or as a weight that rests on your shoulders, even when you're smiling.

Sometimes, it’s the way you’ve always felt different 

In rooms full of people,

In your own home,

Even in your own body.

Others play, dream, and chase life with ease.

But you, you were always watching.

Feeling.

Knowing something was off, but never being able to name it.

From a young age, you were asked to be strong.

To understand too much.

To carry more than your age could hold.

And even when you didn’t know what you were carrying you never dropped it.

That was the calling.

Not the beautiful one that gets celebrated.

Not the glamorous purpose spoken about on stages.

But the kind of calling that isolates you...

until you realize you're not being punished  you're being prepared.

You were always walking with something that didn’t belong to the world.

That's why the world couldn’t understand you.

The calling was never for them to hear.

It whispered in your spirit when you cried alone.

It showed up in your dreams  in symbols no one else could interpret.

It lived in the way your heart broke and rebuilt itself over and over again.

And still, you walked.

Some days angry.

Some days tired.

Some days wondering if you were losing your mind.

But the invisible knew.

God knew.

The ancestors watched.

And even when you wanted to quit something pushed you again.

Not everyone will understand.

Not everyone is meant to.

But one day, someone will read your story and say,

“That was me too.”

And in that moment 

Your pain will become someone else’s permission to keep going.
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Chapter Two: The Loneliness of Being Chosen
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There’s a certain kind of silence that follows those who are chosen.

Not because they are better 

But because they are burdened.

Chosen people carry things others ignore.

They walk with stories inside them that can’t be told at the dinner table.

They laugh with others, but weep when the room is empty.

They speak little  not because they don’t have words,

but because they’ve learned that most people won’t understand the weight behind those words.

Being chosen often means being lonely.

Because the path isn't crowded.

And the people you love the most won’t always walk with you.

They might mock your sensitivity.

Laugh at your dreams.

Call you names for seeing things they can't.

Or leave  not because you did something wrong,

but because your light made them face the shadows they were running from.

You learn to be alone without being bitter.

You cry and still believe.

You lose and still build.

Even your joy is quiet sometimes 

like sacred ground, too holy to dance on loudly.

The loneliness is not just physical.

It’s spiritual.

It’s the ache of feeling things deeply in a world that numbs itself.

But it’s in that loneliness that you become the sanctuary.

You become the safe place.

You become the healer, the writer, the visionary 

Because when there’s no one to turn to,

you turn inward.

And in that sacred inward turning, you meet yourself...

and the God within you.

The loneliness won’t last forever.

But while it’s here 

let it shape you.

Let it whisper truths that the noise of crowds could never teach.

Let it strip away the need to be seen 

so that one day, when the world finally sees you,

you will no longer need their approval.

You’ll already know who you are.
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Chapter Three: Trusting What You Cannot Prove
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There are moments in life when everything around you tells you to stop 

But something within you whispers:

“Keep going.”

This is the chapter where reason won’t help you.

Where logic fails.

Where explanations dissolve,

and all that’s left is a quiet nudge from within 

the kind you feel in your chest,

not in your mind.

You can’t prove it to anyone.

You don’t have the evidence.

No papers.

No signatures.

No miracles performed in front of a crowd.

Only the inner compass that keeps turning toward a place you’ve never been 

but somehow... deeply recognize.

This is what faith without religion feels like.

It’s not about scriptures or rituals.

It’s about walking through a fog with no map,

but still trusting your feet to find ground with every step.

It’s about hearing a voice inside that says,

“You are not crazy. You are being led.”

The world will question you.

Some will call you delusional.

Others will mock your silence.

And some  out of fear 

will try to talk you out of what they themselves cannot feel.

But you were never meant to convince them.

Your path was carved in sacred silence,

not public opinion.

Sometimes, you won’t even be able to explain it to yourself.

There will be days where the doubt creeps in,

where you ask:

“Am I lost?”

But then, a small sign will appear 

a dream, a number, a message, a moment of peace 

just enough to keep you going.

This is what trusting the unseen looks like.

It’s not always glorious.

It doesn’t always feel powerful.

Sometimes it feels like walking blindfolded...

But still choosing to walk.

And over time,

you realize that what you couldn’t prove

was always the most real thing about you.

Because proof lives in the outer world 

but truth lives in the soul.
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Chapter Four: The Lessons Hidden in Isolation
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There’s a silence that doesn’t come from peace,

but from absence 

from being unseen, unheard, untouched.

It is the kind of silence that visits you when the world has forgotten your name,

when no one checks in,

and you are left alone 

not just in your space,

but in your journey.

At first, it feels like punishment.

You question everything:

Why me?

Why now?

Where is everyone?

But over time, you begin to notice something...

In that deep stillness,

your soul begins to speak louder than ever before.

You start hearing yourself,

truly hearing 

not the version shaped by others,

not the performance you put on for love,

but the voice underneath all of that.

The real one.

The original you.

Isolation becomes initiation.

And suddenly, what felt like abandonment

becomes transformation.

You see, there are certain upgrades in life that cannot happen in public.

Some growth requires darkness,

like a seed buried underground.

Some healing needs stillness,

like a broken bone that must be left alone to reset.

During this season, people might think you’ve gone quiet.

Some may think you’ve given up.

But they don’t know the war you’re fighting within 

and the sacred rebuilding happening beneath your skin.

You’re not vanishing.

You’re becoming.

In isolation, you learn that survival is not just about food or shelter 

it’s about staying alive in spirit.

It’s about choosing hope even when no one is watching.

It’s about learning to
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