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For those who walk in light but forget its value.

For those who stumble in darkness and learn to see within.

And for the ones who remind us that even broken mirrors still reflect.
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No book is ever written alone. Though these words carry my voice, they were carried by the unseen hands of many.

To my family – for the patience, their silence, and their strength in the shadows.

To my friends – for reminding me that even in the dark, I was never walking alone.

To the readers – thank you for opening these pages and stepping into a story that demanded to be told.

And to every soul who had faced loss, reckoning, or the breaking of their own mirror – may you find fragments of yourself within these words.

Author’s Note

This is not a confession.

It is not an apology.

It is a mirror held to the face of a man who had it all, lost more than he ever thought possible, and learned to live in the darkness he created.

The Day I Lost My Vision is a story told from the inside out – a voice unfiltered, unpolished, and unashamed. It is a journey through arrogance, love, betrayal, survival, and the kind of humility that doesn’t tame a man but forces him to see what the eye cannot.

Though the events and characters are fictional, the truths buried inside them are not. Every fall, every rise, every silence carried echoes of real lives lived too fast, too hard, and sometimes too blind.

If these pages sting, it is because they were meant to. If they comfort, then perhaps the darkness isn’t as empty as it feels.

Enex Xene

The Day I Lost My Vision

Prologue: The Mirror Cracks

The day I lost my vision was the day my mirror cracked. I had been a man who thought he had it all – money, a wife who adored me, children who looked up to me, and a lifestyle that made others envy me. I was the man with the flashing smile, the champagne glass in hand, the one who always had the women laughing at my side. I believed nothing could touch me, but when darkness fell over my eyes. I realized how fragile everything truly was. That was the day my empire of vanity collapsed.

I was always obsessed with mirrors. Not for vanity, at least in the way ordinary men are vain. For me, the mirror wasn’t a reflection – it was a confirmation. Proof that I was who I believed myself to be. Sharp jawline, tailored suit, eyes that dared the world to keep up. The man in the glass was never just me – he was the empire, the success, the legend in the making.

But mirrors are fragile things. They hold you only as long as you hold control. One slip, one accident, one flash of light too bright, and the image fractures.

The night of the crash. There was no mirror, yet I swear I heard the sound of one shattering. Glass breaking into a thousand pieces that would never fit back together again. That’s when I knew – though I couldn’t admit it then – that everything was about to change.

They told me later that the car spun, that metal folded like paper, that bodies broke. I don’t remember all of it. What I remember is silence, and then blackness so thick I thought I was floating inside my own shadow. And then – pain. Not just in the body, but deeper, in the part of me that had never been touched: my pride.

Because what is a man who cannot see himself anymore?

No mirror. No reflection. No confirmation. Just darkness.

I laugh when people talk about resilience. They think resilience is noble. For me, resilience was survival of ego. I clung to the voice inside that said: You are still him. Blind yes. Broken, maybe. But you are still the man who ruled rooms, who built fortunes, who owned every gaze.

The mirror had cracked, but I convinced myself it hadn’t shattered completely. Somewhere in those shards was still my image, distorted but intact. And I swore I would gather them, one by one, no matter how many people cut themselves trying to help me.

This is not a story of redemption.

It is the story of a man whose mirror cracked – and how the world was forced to live with the jagged pieces.
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THE FALL

––––––––
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I used to walk into a room and make the air shift. That was me. The man. The husband, the father, the king of the night, the one with the car that bent necks and the pocket that never folded. I held life like a lighter in my hand – sparking when I wanted, burning when I pleased. Women laughed at my jokes, men envied the cut of my suits, and my family..... well, they endured my absence because I promised them comfort in exchange for my sins.

Then came the night.

The glass.

The silence.

The darkness.

The accident came quick, like the sudden snap of a bone. A night of drinking, music blaring, a beautiful stranger at my side. I left the party high on life, too proud to admit I shouldn’t be driving.

“Slow Down! She laughed, half-terrified, half thrilled. I only grinned wider, pressing the pedal harder.

Headlights, screeching tires, shattered glass. Then a blinding pain that swallowed everything.

One second, she was kissing my neck, whispering promises in my ear as the city lights blurred past. She was not my wife, but she was mine – a secret jewel in my empire of excess. Then metal twisted, the car screamed and I felt shards bury themselves into my eyes. I heard them call her name, shout for her to breathe, push on her chest, then whisper the word - dead. I was half gone myself, but not gone enough.

The hospital became my crucifix. White walls, beeping machines, and voices speaking about me like I wasn’t there. The king reduced to a body on a bed. Lucky to be alive, they said.

Lucky. The word tasted like poison.

When the bandages came off. No more faces, no more lights, no more shadows of the women who once called me theirs. Just a pit.

But blindness doesn’t erase the man I was. I still had the money. I still had the voice that could command a room. Yet inside, I wrestled with rage, denial, and a grief I couldn’t speak aloud. How could I mourn her, the woman who wasn’t supposed to exist? She was gone, buried without my touch on her coffin, without my name in the air.

The mirror cracked that night, but it didn’t shatter completely. Pieces still reflect me arrogant, wounded and unrepentant. I call this humility, but maybe it’s just another performance. Maybe I’m still the center of my own story, even if I tell it from the shadows.

This is how I fell. And this is how I lived to tell it.

The man who had spent his life watching others admire him would never see a face again. And in the moment, I began to replay the path that had led me here, piece by piece. Knowing the story of my ruin had not started that night, it had started years before.
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BEFORE THE DARKNESS

––––––––
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Before the flashing lights, the roaring engines, and the velvet ropes that opened at the sight of me, there was silence. A silence broken only by the hum of old refrigerators, the clatter of neighbors arguing over borrowed sugar, and the distant laughter of boys who grew into men too fast.

I was born into modest walls, not brick and glass, but mortar patched with sacrifice. My father - a man of quiet strength had hands hardened by years of shift work – the kind of job where your name didn’t matter, only the number you carried on your overalls. My mother - tender but fierce, stitched futures with the little she had, teaching my siblings and I that dignity was not in wealth but in how you carried yourself when no one was watching.

The neighborhood was unforgiving. On one corner, laughter turned into smoke clouds of cheap cigarettes and broken dreams. On another, there was the lure of quick money: stolen radios, hijacked cars and drugs that promised escape but delivered chains. Parents whispered prayers at night, hoping their sons wouldn’t be swallowed by the streets before manhood.

My parents fought that fate with vigilance. My father refused to let me idle on the streets after school. “Books are your only gang,” he said, his voice firm but tired. My mother demanded respect for every adult, even those who mocked her son’s clean shoes and straight walk. They shielded us not by keeping us away from the neighborhood, but by planting a compass so deep inside me that even when temptation called, I knew where north was.

The struggle was real. School shoes had to last two years. Lunch-boxes were filled with porridge and little else. Sometimes I envied the boys who had flashy sneakers and money to burn, but then I’d see them fade – either behind bars or beneath the soil – and I realized my parents’ stern love was not punishment, but salvation.

Varsity was another battlefield. I entered with hope and fear in equal measure. Lectures were taught in English, but hunger spoke louder. Fees were monsters always waiting at the door. I worked nights where I could, tutoring younger students, running errands, anything to keep the dream alive. My mates, some from wealthier families, mocked my worn out clothes, but I wore them with pride, each wrinkle a reminder of where I came from.

And still, through the grind, I carried fire. A restless ambition, sharpened by years of lack, whispered to me: this cannot be all. There is more, and you will take it.
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