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To those who kept moving when no one was watching.

And to the village of Sonma —

where this story began.


About This Book

This is not a story of overnight success.

This is a story of silence, struggle, and the slow, stubborn process of becoming.

Ravir Scott — born Ravish Kumar in Sonma village, Begusarai, Bihar — grew up with no roadmap, no mentor, and no guarantee that his quiet dreams would ever amount to anything. He came from a farming family where survival was the first priority, and creativity was a luxury nobody talked about.

Yet he built himself anyway.

Through music. Through code. Through words written in silence, in rooms where nobody asked how he was doing or what he was becoming.

From Silence to Self-Made is his autobiography — a raw, honest account of growing up invisible, learning without teachers, failing without witnesses, and discovering that discipline, not motivation, is what truly moves a person forward.

This book does not offer shortcuts. It does not promise formulas. It offers something rarer: the truth of one person's journey — unfiltered, unpolished, and completely real.

If you are searching for perfection, this book is not for you.

If you are searching for truth — you might find yourself here.
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About the Author

Ravir Scott is an Indian artist, developer, and author from Sonma village, Begusarai district, Bihar. Born Ravish Kumar on 9 February 2007, he grew up in a medium farming family where hard work was everything and dreams were considered optional.

Without formal guidance, professional training, or an external support system, Ravir built his identity through self-learning, discipline, and relentless curiosity. He taught himself music, web development, and writing — not in classrooms, but in silence, late at night, with determination as his only teacher.

As an artist, his work draws from classical depth and emotional realism. As a developer, he believes in learning by building. As an author, he writes with radical honesty — converting loneliness, silence, and struggle into words that carry weight.

Ravir Scott represents a new generation of self-made creators from small places — people who did not wait for permission, did not have a roadmap, and did not stop.

This book is his truth. Nothing added. Nothing removed.


Chapter 1 – My Name and My Beginning

My name is Ravish Kumar.

The world knows me as Ravir Scott.

I was born on 9 February 2007, in a small village called Sonma, located in Begusarai district, Bihar, India. There was nothing extraordinary about my beginning. No famous lineage. No powerful connections. No head start. Just a normal farming family, living a quiet life, trying to survive with dignity.

My family came from the land. Life revolved around seasons, crops, and hard work. Money was never abundant. Dreams were always secondary. Survival was the priority — and I understood that early.

From the outside, everything looked ordinary. From the inside, I was always restless.

I was not the loud child. I did not run with the crowd. I observed more than I spoke. I sat with my thoughts long after others had moved on. I noticed things — the way people changed their tone depending on who was listening, the way effort went unrecognized, the way silence could hold both peace and pain at the same time.

I attended ARK +2 High School, like most children in my area. Education was available, but direction was absent. Nobody in my world talked about being an artist, a developer, or an author. These weren't careers our community imagined. You studied. You found stable work. You helped the family. That was the understood path.

But something inside me kept resisting.

I asked questions no one around me was asking. Why do some people create while others only follow? Why does pain sharpen some people and flatten others? Why do I feel so different when, on the surface, I look exactly the same?

I had no answers. Only loneliness.

And loneliness, I would slowly discover, was not a weakness. It was my first real teacher.

In that quiet space, I learned to listen to my own mind. I learned that when the world offers no direction, you have no choice but to find it yourself. I learned that curiosity — stubborn, relentless curiosity — can outlast almost any obstacle.

I was not born confident. I was not born fearless. But I was born curious.

That curiosity would later become music. That silence would become words. That loneliness would become discipline. None of it happened overnight. None of it happened the way I imagined. But it happened.

This is where my story begins. Not with a crowd cheering. Not with a moment of clarity. Not with someone handing me a map.

It begins with silence. And a single, stubborn decision not to disappear into it.


Chapter 2 – Growing Up in Silence

Growing up in Sonma was simple, but never easy.

The village had its own rhythm. Early mornings were still and grey. Afternoons were loud with work — the clatter of fields, animals, voices carrying across short distances. Life followed routines that had not changed for generations. Crops. Rain. Harvest. Repeat. For most people in Sonma, this was enough. It was honest. It was theirs.

For me, it felt like wearing clothes that didn't fit.

I was not ungrateful. I was not rebellious. I loved my family and I understood what they were sacrificing. But inside, there was a constant hum — a low, persistent feeling that I was meant to be doing something that no one around me could name yet.

Expression was not encouraged in the world I grew up in. You were expected to listen, not question. To follow the path, not examine it. Dreams were considered distractions — romantic ideas that could wait, or die quietly, while real life moved forward. I absorbed this message without realizing it. I got very good at staying quiet.

I was not unhappy. I was simply unheard.

In school, I occupied the middle ground. Not a troublemaker, not a topper. I sat on the bench, completed my work, and passed through each year without leaving much of a mark. Teachers did not notice me. I was safe — and invisible.

That invisibility followed me home too.

I felt emotions deeply, more deeply than most people around me seemed to. A careless sentence could stay with me for days. A moment of rejection would replay in my mind long after others had forgotten it. I didn't know how to explain this. So I didn't. I kept it inside, folded up small, where it couldn't make trouble.

My family worked hard every single day without complaint. That taught me something invaluable: strength does not always announce itself. It shows up quietly, in the early morning, before anyone else is awake.

But watching that quiet strength also made me sad sometimes. I saw effort that was never rewarded fast enough. I saw patience that the world did not always honor. And I thought: if working this hard can still leave a person struggling, then what is the real answer? What does it actually take?

I didn't have anyone to ask. So I began to ask myself.

I spent long hours alone — thinking, observing, imagining. While others played, I watched. While others shouted, I listened. Slowly, that silence became a kind of education. It gave me the one thing a formal school couldn't: the ability to understand myself.

I noticed things. People followed paths without questioning them. Fear controlled decisions more than logic. Most dreams died before they were ever spoken aloud.

I made a quiet promise during those years. I did not know what form my future would take. But I knew I would not let my inner voice die quietly. I had no plan, no resources, no mentor. But I had one refusal: to become a person who stopped wondering.

That decision made everything both lonelier and more real.

***
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Chapter 3 – Loneliness and the Lack of Support

Loneliness is not always about being alone. Sometimes, it is about being surrounded by people who cannot understand you.

As I grew older, that feeling sharpened. I was doing what was expected — attending school, being respectful, staying out of trouble. From the outside, everything looked acceptable. Inside, I felt completely disconnected from the world moving around me.

My thoughts were different. My questions were different. My dreams did not match anything I saw in the daily life of Sonma. I could not bring these feelings into conversation. In a farming household, life was practical. You worked, you ate, you survived. There was no room — no language even — for what I was feeling.

So I stayed silent. And silence, when it has no exit, becomes very heavy.

There were moments when self-doubt hit me so hard I felt dizzy. I would ask myself the questions that nobody answered: Am I wrong for thinking differently? Why do I feel empty even when nothing is obviously broken? Is there something fundamentally wrong with me?

No one answered those questions. Not teachers. Not relatives. Not friends. Not even the books I was given, which only talked about what to study, not what to become.

Support is something you only miss when you need it. Not the loud kind — not someone cheering from the sidelines. The quiet kind. Someone who sees you struggling and says: I understand. Keep going. That kind of support was missing from my life, and its absence left a particular kind of cold.

I want to be honest about what that lack of support does to a young person. It does not make you automatically strong. Not at first. At first, it makes you doubt everything. It makes you wonder if perhaps the dreams are the problem, and not the world that doesn't see them.

There were days I wanted to
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Chapter 4 – Education Without Direction
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Chapter 5 – The First Connection With Music
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Chapter 6 – Writing as a Silent Habit
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Chapter 7 – Learning Without a Teacher
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Chapter 8 – Discovering My Identity
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Chapter 9 – Becoming an Artist in Silence
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Chapter 10 – The Digital Door Opens
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Chapter 11 – Discipline Over Motivation
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Chapter 12 – Balancing Art and Technology
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Chapter 13 – Failures No One Saw
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Chapter 14 – Becoming a Developer
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Chapter 15 – Writing Becomes Authorship
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Chapter 16 – Rejection, Doubt, and Delay
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Chapter 17 – Small Wins, Big Meaning
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Chapter 18 – The Turning Point











[image: ]



Chapter 19 – Facing Reality Alone














[image: ]



Chapter 20 – Building Without Resources
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Chapter 21 – The Mindset That Changed Everything
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Chapter 22 – What Success Really Means
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Chapter 23 – Consistency as a Weapon
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Chapter 24 – Message to Dreamers
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Chapter 25 – Looking Ahead
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Chapter 26 – Lessons From the Journey
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Chapter 27 – To Those Who Supported Me
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Chapter 28 – The Road Continues








[image: ]



Chapter 29 – From Silence to Self-Made
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