
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Black Beneath The Nail

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER I-EVERYONE CARRIES THEIR OWN DARKNESS

CHAPTER II-WHAT WE HIDE FROM OTHERS

CHAPTER III-WHAT WE HIDE FROM OURSELVES

CHAPTER V-GUILT

CHAPTER VI-SHAME

CHAPTER VII-ENVY

CHAPTER VIII-GREED

CHAPTER IX-ANGER

CHAPTER X-FEAR

CHAPTER XI-SOLITUDE

CHAPTER XII-SILENCE

CHAPTER XIII-PRIDE

CHAPTER XIV-THE MASKS WE WEAR

CHAPTER XV-REGRET

CHAPTER XVI-FORGIVENESS

CHAPTER XVII-TIME

CHAPTER XVIII-LOSS

CHAPTER XIX-MEMORY

CHAPTER XX-TRUTH

CHAPTER XXI-HOPE

CHAPTER XXII-ACCEPTANCE

CHAPTER XXIII-GRATITUDE

CHAPTER XXIV-WISDOM

CHAPTER XXV-PEACE

CHAPTER XXVI-PURPOSE

CHAPTER XXVII-FAITH

CHAPTER XXVIII-LOVE

CHAPTER XXIX-FREEDOM

CHAPTER XXX-BEYOND THE DARKNESS

BLACK BENEATH THE NAIL

––––––––
[image: ]


BORA

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE












[image: ]


There is a truth that most people learn much later than they would wish, a truth that reveals itself only after years have stripped away the illusions of youth and experience has left its marks upon the soul. No one passes through life with completely clean hands.

When we are young, the world appears simple and orderly. We believe that people can be divided into the good and the bad, that there are right roads and wrong ones, that truth stands clearly apart from falsehood. Life seems like a book whose pages have already been arranged for us, a story written in black and white, where every character can be understood and every choice easily judged.

As the years pass, however, that certainty begins to fade. We discover that goodness and weakness often live within the same person, that those we admired are capable of disappointing us, and that those we once condemned sometimes reveal unexpected kindness and courage. Heroes stumble, sinners change, and the truths we once considered absolute begin to resemble shifting landscapes viewed from different horizons. What once seemed obvious becomes complicated, and what once appeared permanent proves surprisingly fragile.

Somewhere along this journey, we begin to notice something else. Small traces start to accumulate within us, almost invisible at first. A word spoken in anger that should have remained unspoken. An opportunity that arrived only once and quietly slipped away. A love we failed to protect when it needed us most. A betrayal we never had the courage to admit. A moment of fear that kept us silent when conscience demanded that we speak.

In the beginning, these things appear insignificant. They seem too small to matter, like a thin stain beneath a fingernail or a grain of dust resting in the palm of a hand. Yet life possesses a peculiar memory. Nothing truly disappears simply because we choose to ignore it. Everything we hide continues to exist somewhere inside us, shaping us in ways we do not always understand.

Time can soften memories, but it cannot erase consequences. It can change the faces of those we once loved, demolish the houses in which we grew up, and transform strong young men into old men carrying the weight of decades. It can turn children into grandparents and replace entire worlds with new ones. Yet there are certain traces that even time cannot remove. They remain hidden in dreams, linger in moments of silence, and reveal themselves unexpectedly in the reflection that waits for us in a mirror.

A person may change cities, countries, professions, friendships, beliefs, and even identity, but there is one thing from which no one can ever truly escape. The longest journey in life is not the distance between two places on a map. It is the distance between a human being and their own conscience. Some travel that road quickly. Others spend their entire lives wandering upon it. And there are those who never find the courage to begin.

Many people spend a lifetime running from a single moment. One decision. One sentence spoken—or left unsaid. One face remembered. One look that remains lodged in memory long after everything else has faded. The harder they run, the more faithfully that moment follows them, like a shadow that lengthens with the setting sun, like an unpaid debt that grows heavier with every passing year, like a stain that refuses to disappear no matter how carefully it is concealed.

That is why this book is not about perfect people, because perfect people do not exist. Nor is it a book about saints or criminals, for the line that separates them is often thinner than we care to admit. It is a book about ordinary men and women who love, fail, regret, forgive, endure, and continue forward despite their wounds. It is about people who carry their victories with pride and their failures with quiet sorrow, who eventually discover that the greatest battles are not fought against the world but within the hidden chambers of their own hearts.

Over the course of a lifetime, every person gathers a little darkness beneath their nails. Some gather only a trace of it, while others carry far more than they would ever confess. Some hide it from the world, while others wear it openly. Yet no one reaches the end of life completely untouched.

The question has never been whether we carry stains. The question is what we choose to do with them. Will we allow them to become bitterness, shame, or anger, or will we transform them into understanding and wisdom? Perhaps the purpose of life is not to remain spotless. Perhaps the purpose is to become better despite our imperfections, to grow despite our failures, and to learn despite our mistakes.

And perhaps true courage is not found in hiding our scars but in facing them honestly, in looking directly at the parts of ourselves we would rather ignore and finally saying, without excuses or self-deception:

Yes. That was me.

Only then does the real journey begin. Only then does a person truly stop running. And only then, for the first time, do they begin to understand who they really are.
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When he was young, he believed that a person could be understood in a matter of minutes.

It seemed simple enough. Share a cup of coffee with someone, listen to them speak about their work, their family, or the plans they had for the future, and sooner or later their true nature would reveal itself. A face, a voice, a few carefully chosen words—he thought those things were enough to know who a person really was.

Life, however, proved to be a far more demanding teacher.

The years taught him that people rarely show the world who they truly are. More often, they present the version of themselves they wish others to see. Some wear a smile the way a soldier wears a uniform. Some hide behind seriousness as though it were armor. Others shelter themselves behind success, while some conceal themselves beneath humility. There are people who appear unbreakable while quietly falling apart inside, and there are those who seem fragile and defeated yet possess a strength that few could ever imagine.

As time passed, he began to notice something he had overlooked in his younger days. Every person carries a secret.

It is not always a crime or a great moral failure. Often it is something far smaller and far more human. Sometimes it is a memory that never fades. Sometimes it is a sentence that should have been spoken but never was. Sometimes it is the face of someone who remained in the heart long after they disappeared from life. Sometimes it is an act of cowardice that was never confessed to another soul.

Within every human being there exists a place that no one else can enter—a small locked room hidden deep inside. It has no windows, no light, and no witnesses. It is there that we store the things we do not wish the world to see. Our fears. Our shame. Our disappointments. Our regrets. The mistakes that still visit us in quiet moments and the wounds that never healed as completely as we pretend.

That hidden room is where each of us keeps our darkness.

As a child, he imagined that adults possessed answers to all of life's important questions. They seemed confident, certain, and secure. They moved through the world as though they understood it. Only later did he realize that adulthood is often nothing more than a refined ability to conceal uncertainty.

A forty-year-old man can be just as lost as a ten-year-old boy.

The difference is that he has learned not to show it.

From an early age, society teaches us how to hide our weaknesses. Do not cry. Do not show fear. Do not admit mistakes. Be strong. Be successful. Be better than everyone else.

Little by little, we begin constructing a version of ourselves for public display. We build it carefully, brick by brick, mask by mask, until one day even we struggle to distinguish where the mask ends and the face begins.

Yet no matter how carefully we hide, the truth always finds a way to reveal itself.

Sometimes it appears through words spoken in unguarded moments. Sometimes through actions that betray what we truly feel. Sometimes through silence itself.

A man may spend years claiming that he is happy, while his eyes tell a completely different story. He may boast about wealth while lying awake at night terrified of losing everything he owns. He may speak endlessly about love without ever having learned how to love. He may judge the failures of others only because he has never forgiven his own.

For that reason, judging people is a dangerous habit.

We rarely know the battles another person is fighting. We see behavior, but not the wounds beneath it. We see decisions, but not the fears that shaped them. We see consequences, but not the long road that led there.

Too often we convince ourselves that we know someone simply because we know their name, profession, or history. Yet a human being is never fully contained within the facts written on paper. A person is also made of everything left unsaid, every hidden hope, every private disappointment, every victory carried with pride and every defeat carried in silence.

Only when we begin to understand this do we become less harsh toward others.

And perhaps, more importantly, less harsh toward ourselves.

For every person carries something they wish they could erase. A decision. A word. A lost year. A memory that still returns unexpectedly when the house is quiet and there is nowhere left to hide from one's own thoughts.

No one is exempt.

Not the wealthy. Not the poor. Not the powerful. Not the forgotten. Not the wise. Not the foolish. Not the faithful. Not even those who claim to believe in nothing at all.

Everyone carries their own darkness.

The only difference lies in how willing they are to acknowledge it.

Perhaps maturity does not arrive when we learn how to appear impressive in the eyes of others. Perhaps it arrives when we stop running from what we see within ourselves. When we understand that our mistakes do not define us forever. When we accept that perfection was never a realistic destination. When we stop performing the role of the person we wish to be and finally become the person we truly are.

In that moment, the need for masks begins to disappear.

In that moment, peace becomes possible.

For the greatest freedom does not come when other people accept us. The greatest freedom comes when we accept ourselves—with all our strengths and all our flaws, with all the light we carry and all the darkness we have tried so hard to conceal.

Only then can a person look at the darkness beneath their nails without shame.

And continue walking forward.
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There is a curious contradiction at the heart of human nature. Most people spend far more time hiding themselves than truly getting to know themselves. We enter the world open and transparent, wearing our emotions without hesitation. A child does not conceal joy, grief, fear, or excitement. Tears come when there is pain, laughter comes when there is happiness, and disappointment appears openly for all to see. Nothing is filtered, calculated, or carefully managed. The child simply experiences life and responds to it honestly.

As the years pass, however, honesty becomes more complicated.

Long before we understand the meaning of adulthood, we begin learning the unwritten rules that govern it. We are taught to control ourselves, to appear strong, to hide vulnerability, and to keep certain feelings behind closed doors. Some of those lessons are necessary. Civilization could not function if every thought and emotion were expressed without restraint. Yet somewhere along the way, many people learn not merely how to control their emotions, but how to conceal them entirely.

What begins as self-control gradually becomes self-concealment.

Little by little, we start building a version of ourselves designed for public display. We choose which parts of our character will be visible and which parts will remain hidden. We learn how to smile when we are worried, how to say that everything is fine when it clearly is not, and how to convince others that we are stronger than we feel. With enough repetition, these performances become so natural that we stop recognizing them as performances at all.

Many people spend decades living inside such carefully constructed identities. Some cultivate an image of confidence because they fear appearing weak. Others project wisdom because they are afraid of being judged as uncertain. Some surround themselves with success because they believe achievement will protect them from rejection. Others hide behind indifference because caring too deeply feels dangerous. Yet beneath all these disguises there is usually an ordinary human being carrying the same fears, hopes, insecurities, and longings that have accompanied humanity since the beginning of time.

Perhaps this is one of life's greatest ironies. We all long to be accepted for who we truly are, yet we spend much of our lives afraid to reveal who we truly are. We crave understanding while simultaneously hiding the very things that need to be understood. We desire intimacy while protecting ourselves from the vulnerability that intimacy requires.

And so we build walls.

Not walls of brick or stone, but walls made of silence, caution, and carefully guarded truths. One wall stands between us and our parents. Another stands between us and our friends. A different wall separates us from colleagues, neighbors, and acquaintances. Sometimes we even construct walls between ourselves and the people we love most deeply. With each passing year, these invisible barriers grow stronger, until we begin to mistake them for part of our identity.

The tragedy is not that these walls exist. The tragedy is that we often forget why we built them in the first place.

What was once intended as protection slowly becomes isolation.

This is why loneliness can exist even in the presence of other people. A person may be surrounded by family, friends, coworkers, and admirers and still feel profoundly alone. Loneliness is not created by the absence of human beings. It is created by the absence of genuine connection. It emerges when no one truly knows us, when no one sees beyond the role we perform, and when we feel unable to reveal the parts of ourselves that matter most.

Many people carry entire worlds inside them that no one else has ever seen. Hidden fears. Private disappointments. Questions that remain unanswered for years. Regrets that surface only in the quietest moments of the night. From the outside, such people may appear composed and successful. They may seem confident, capable, and completely at peace. Yet appearances reveal very little about the private struggles of the human heart.

That is why judging others is such a dangerous habit.

We see behavior, but we do not see history. We see decisions, but we do not see the fears, wounds, and circumstances that shaped them. We see the surface of a life and assume we understand the depths beneath it. In reality, every person is carrying a story that remains largely invisible to the rest of the world.

A smile may hide grief.Success may hide insecurity.Humor may hide pain.Silence may hide exhaustion.And strength itself may hide a wound that has never fully healed.

Perhaps the most beautiful moments in life occur when those defenses begin to fall away. They are the moments when someone finds the courage to say, “I am afraid,” or “I was wrong,” or “I do not know what to do.” Such confessions may seem simple, yet they require a kind of bravery that many people spend years trying to acquire. To reveal weakness is to risk rejection. To reveal uncertainty is to risk judgment. To reveal one's true self is to place trust in another human being.

And yet no meaningful relationship can exist without that risk.

The deepest friendships, the strongest families, and the most enduring loves are built not upon perfection but upon honesty. They grow when people stop trying to impress one another and begin allowing themselves to be known. Real closeness begins where performance ends.

As life moves forward, the question becomes increasingly important. Do the people around us truly know us, or do they only know the version of ourselves that we have chosen to present? Have they seen the person behind the mask, or merely the mask itself?

For all the achievements a person may accumulate during a lifetime, few things matter more than having at least one place where no disguise is necessary. One relationship in which appearances no longer matter. One person before whom explanations are unnecessary and pretense becomes impossible.

Such relationships are rare, but they are among the greatest gifts life can offer.

Because human beings do not suffer most from being imperfect. They suffer from believing that they must hide their imperfections. They suffer from carrying burdens in silence, from guarding wounds that never receive the chance to heal, and from spending years protecting secrets that grow heavier with every passing season.

What we hide from others rarely disappears. More often, it remains within us, gathering weight in the darkness. And sometimes the burden of concealment becomes far heavier than the truth we were afraid to reveal.

Perhaps that is why genuine freedom begins not when we become flawless, but when we stop pretending to be. Perhaps it begins the moment we realize that being known is more valuable than appearing perfect, and that the courage to be seen as we truly are is one of the rarest forms of courage a human being can possess.

For in the end, the walls we build to protect ourselves often become the very walls that keep us imprisoned. And the path toward freedom begins when we find the strength to open a door that has remained closed for far too long.
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CHAPTER III-WHAT WE HIDE FROM OURSELVES
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There are many ways in which a person can deceive the world, but none is as powerful, persistent, or dangerous as the ability to deceive themselves. We often imagine dishonesty as something that exists between people, as a deliberate attempt to conceal the truth from others, yet the most convincing lies are rarely spoken aloud. They are the quiet stories we repeat to ourselves in the privacy of our own minds, the explanations we create to avoid uncomfortable truths, and the beliefs we cling to because they are easier to bear than reality.

A person can spend years pretending to be someone they are not, but sooner or later the performance becomes exhausting. What is far more common is the gradual creation of an inner narrative designed not to impress others, but to protect ourselves from pain. We tell ourselves that certain events no longer matter, that old wounds have healed, that betrayals have been forgotten, and that losses have ceased to affect us. We insist that we have moved on, that we are stronger than before, and that the past has no power over the present. At first these claims may be little more than hopeful wishes, but repetition has a remarkable influence on the human mind. What begins as a comforting illusion slowly transforms into something that resembles truth, until one day we no longer question it.

Yet truth possesses a patience that few other things possess. It does not demand immediate attention, nor does it disappear simply
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