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CHAPTER ONE — THE RULES I LEARNED WITHOUT BEING TAUGHT

	 

	I learned rules before I learned language.

	No one explained them. No one sat me down. They arrived the way weather arrives—without permission, without warning. I understood them through consequence, not instruction.

	Sound mattered.
Footsteps mattered.
The timing of doors mattered.

	Silence mattered most of all.

	Silence could mean nothing was coming. Or it could mean something was already on its way. I learned to tell the difference by listening with my whole body.

	I learned when to make myself smaller. When to stay still even if my legs wanted to run. Stillness, I discovered, could be mistaken for obedience. Obedience was sometimes enough.

	The rules were not logical. That was the hardest part.

	What worked yesterday could fail today.
What passed unnoticed once could suddenly become a mistake.

	So I stopped asking why.

	Why did not protect you.
Watching did.

	I watched faces before voices. I watched hands. I watched how objects were placed—gently or hard. I learned that a room could change without anything moving. The air would thicken. My body would know before my mind did.

	Pain did not always arrive loudly. Sometimes it came calmly, almost politely. It did not explain itself. I learned not to ask questions in those moments. Questions added weight. Silence was safer.

	Timing became instinct. Being early or late could decide whether you were seen or left alone. I learned where to place my body, how to hold my face, how to exist without leaving a mark.

	I did not yet understand cruelty.
I understood patterns.

	Fear did not feel dramatic. It felt practical—like hunger or heat. It told me when to pay attention. My body learned lessons my mouth never spoke.

	Inside the house, danger did not announce itself.

	It whispered.

	Those were the rules I learned without being taught.

	And once learned that way, they did not leave me.

	 

	 


CHAPTER TWO — PUNISHMENT WITHOUT A SHAPE

	 

	Every system teaches something.

	The system inside the house taught unpredictability.

	The adults believed they were correcting me. They believed firmness created order. This was how discipline had been given to them—shaped by environments where hesitation was dangerous and softness could cost lives. They were not trying to be cruel. They were trying to be thorough.

	What they did not understand was that discipline without consistency teaches nothing except vigilance.

	Some days punishment followed noise.
Some days curiosity.
Some days nothing at all.

	The same action could pass unnoticed one day and return as a mistake the next. I stopped looking for cause. Cause suggested logic. Logic did not apply here.

	So I adapted.

	I learned to notice patterns in people rather than reasons in rules. Fatigue shortened patience. Certainty made movements sharper. Calm often meant a decision had already been made. Shouting warned you. Quiet carried consequences.

	Inside the house, mistakes could be retroactive.

	Outside, rules were visible.

	If you ran faster, you won.
If you climbed higher, you fell harder.
If you fell, you bled.
If you bled, you healed.

	Pain had edges.

	From early morning until evening, my body lived elsewhere. We played football with balls made from socks and tightly wound cloth, striking them with bare feet against hard ground. We raced through the neighbourhood—boys and girls together—arguing over who was fastest. Often, it was me.

	I climbed trees higher than the others and sat on the top branches just to see how far the world went. I played more games than I could count. I rented bicycles, fell, scraped skin, stood back up, and rode again.

	Outside, effort mattered.
Outside, outcomes made sense.

	Sometimes we walked miles to the sea. Sometimes we crowded into cinemas packed with noise and belief, shouting about football teams we had only seen on screens—England, Italy, Spain—Europe alive inside a war zone.

	Those hours mattered.

	I often stayed away until evening. When I returned hungry and tired, food waited in one place, untouched. Breakfast, lunch, dinner saved together. In a house where everything shifted, that plate did not.

	At school, I found another system.

	I did not enjoy reading. I enjoyed structure.

	I noticed which chapters teachers returned to. Which questions reappeared. Which topics carried weight beneath the surface. Before exams, classmates came to me asking where to focus. I was right often enough—sometimes seventy-five percent, sometimes more—that they trusted me.

	They called it intelligence.

	I did not argue.

	I knew where it came from.

	When systems are unstable, you learn to read them quickly or you suffer. When rules change without warning, you stop relying on fairness and start relying on accuracy.

	That skill did not break me.

	It sharpened me.

	The adults believed the system was working because I complied. What they built instead was someone who learned to read structures before trusting them—and to outgrow systems that made no sense.

	If a system offers no logic, you do not fight it.

	You outgrow it.

	 

	 


CHAPTER THREE — HOW A CHILD LEARNS ENDURANCE

	 

	Endurance is not something you decide to have.
It is something the body builds quietly, without permission.

	Inside the house, effort did not earn relief. There was no clear exchange between behaviour and outcome. Doing well did not guarantee safety, and doing nothing did not guarantee peace. Because of this, endurance did not grow through hope. It grew through repetition.

	The adults believed resistance needed to be removed. They believed pressure revealed weakness and corrected it. This belief did not come from malice. It came from a world where survival depended on toughness and where softness was mistaken for failure.

	What they did not see was that endurance does not come from force alone. It comes from learning how to remain present when escape is impossible.

	I learned how to stay.

	Not in defiance.
Not in surrender.
But in observation.

	I learned how to absorb discomfort without reacting to it. How to let moments pass through me without announcing themselves on my face. How to stand still long enough for attention to move elsewhere.

	Endurance, I discovered, was not loud.
It did not look like strength.
It looked like patience.

	Inside the house, waiting was an active skill. Waiting without asking. Waiting without adjusting posture. Waiting without allowing frustration to show itself. The body learned how to conserve energy, how to hold breath without tightening, how to remain alert without moving.

	This was not bravery.
It was calibration.

	Outside, endurance took a different form.

	It appeared in running until lungs burned and legs refused to slow. In climbing until arms shook. In walking long distances without complaint. In playing until exhaustion arrived on its own terms.

	The body learned that pain could be temporary. That effort could have edges. That stopping was sometimes allowed.

	That contrast mattered.

	Inside, endurance was silent and inward.
Outside, it was physical and visible.

	Together, they shaped something durable.

	I did not think of myself as strong. Strength implies intention. What I had was persistence—the ability to continue without asking whether continuation made sense.

	At school, this persistence became useful.

	While others tired, I remained focused. While attention drifted, mine narrowed. I did not rush. I did not panic. I stayed with the task longer than expected, longer than required.

	Endurance became a habit.

	It showed itself in exams, in repetition, in preparation without excitement. It was not ambition that carried me forward. It was tolerance—for pressure, for uncertainty, for delayed outcomes.

	I learned that many people confuse endurance with submission.

	They are wrong.

	Submission breaks when pressure increases.
Endurance adapts.

	The adults believed they were shaping compliance. What they were actually training was durability—a mind that could remain intact under stress and a body that knew how to keep going when relief was not guaranteed.

	This was not a lesson I understood at the time.

	But it stayed with me.

	And later, when endurance was required on roads, in cities, and in places without shelter, it answered before I had to
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