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There
  is always a version of me that arrives before I do.




  
He
  enters rooms early, shakes hands, nods at the right moments,
  smiles
  without asking permission from the rest of me. He knows what to
  say
  because he has practiced it. He knows when to be quiet because
  silence, too, can be rehearsed. This is the version you’re
  allowed
  to see. The one that functions.




  
I
  didn’t invent him because I wanted attention. I invented him
  because I needed survival. When the world began asking questions
  I
  didn’t know how to answer, he stepped forward and answered for
  me.
  When pain demanded explanation, he translated it into something
  easier to consume. He learned quickly that honesty without
  structure
  is dangerous. So he built structure. Then walls. Then a
  stage.




  
If
  you’re reading this, you’re already interacting with that
  version. Even now, as I claim transparency, there is editing
  happening. I am choosing which truths to soften, which memories
  to
  delay, which words feel acceptable in your hands. That choice
  does
  not make this false — but it does make it incomplete.




  
People
  like clean stories. They like arcs. Beginnings that justify
  endings.
  They like to believe that suffering leads somewhere neat,
  somewhere
  redemptive. I understand that desire. I share it. But I don’t
  trust
  it. Because every time I tried to arrange my life into something
  presentable, something went missing.




  
What
  you’re holding is not the whole of me. It never will be. And
  pretending otherwise would be the first lie of this book.




  
I
  learned early that visibility comes with conditions. If you want
  to
  be seen, you must be legible. If you want to be accepted, you
  must be
  explainable. Complexity makes people nervous. Contradictions
  exhaust
  them. So I simplified myself. I became a summary. I turned sharp
  edges into anecdotes. I sanded down experiences until they could
  fit
  into a sentence without making anyone uncomfortable.




  
This
  version of me learned how to survive questions like, “How are
  you?”
  and “What happened?” and “Are you okay now?” He learned that
  those questions were rarely invitations. They were checkpoints.
  And
  if you failed them — if you answered too honestly, too slowly,
  too
  emotionally — the door would close.




  
So
  he passed the tests. Again and again.




  
I
  used to believe that version was fake. That he was some kind of
  betrayal. But that belief was another kind of cruelty. He did
  what I
  couldn’t. He stood when I wanted to disappear. He spoke when my
  throat closed. He absorbed impact so I wouldn’t have to feel all
  of
  it at once. Calling him false ignores the intelligence of his
  existence.




  
Still,
  there is a cost to being representable.




  
Over
  time, the version people recognized became heavier than the one I
  lived with privately. He accumulated expectations. Narratives.
  Assumptions. People began responding to him instead of me. And
  slowly, I learned how easy it is to disappear in plain sight —
  not
  by hiding, but by performing consistency.




  
This
  chapter is not an unveiling. It’s a boundary. I’m telling you
  where the edges are before we go further. There will be moments
  in
  this book where I interrupt myself, contradict earlier
  statements, or
  refuse to clarify something that feels important. That isn’t
  accident or carelessness. It’s resistance.




  
Because
  the moment I become fully understandable, I become owned.




  
You
  might already be forming conclusions. That’s natural. We are
  trained to read people as problems to solve. But I’m not asking
  you
  to solve me. I’m asking you to notice when you want to. Notice
  the
  discomfort when something doesn’t resolve. Notice how quickly you
  reach for meaning when silence appears.




  
The
  version you’re allowed to see is calm. Measured. Reasonable. He
  doesn’t raise his voice on the page. He doesn’t beg for sympathy.
  He doesn’t collapse mid-paragraph. He learned that restraint
  feels
  safer to others, even when it costs him something
  privately.




  
But
  restraint isn’t the same as peace.




  
There
  are sentences I won’t write yet. There are memories that refuse
  to
  behave when summoned. There are truths that arrive only when I
  stop
  asking for them. This book will move unevenly because healing
  never
  learned how to walk straight.




  
If
  you’re waiting for a dramatic confession, you may be
  disappointed.
  If you’re waiting for closure, even more so. What I can offer is
  attention. Presence. A willingness to stay with what doesn’t
  resolve cleanly.




  
This
  is the version of me that can sit across from you and speak
  without
  collapsing. He’s the one holding the pen. But he is not alone.
  Behind him are fragments, echoes, versions that never made it
  into
  daylight. They don’t need introductions yet. They will make
  themselves known in their own time.




  
For
  now, understand this: everything that follows has already been
  filtered once. Not to deceive you — but to make survival
  possible.




  
And
  maybe that’s the most honest place to begin.



                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






