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DO YOU HEAR THE 

WHISPERS BEHIND YOUR 

EYES… OR JUST FEEL THEIR 

INVASION? 

  

If not yet, let me gently—yet urgently—introduce 

myself. I’m Michele Plunkett, and I know what it’s like 

to be held hostage by your own thoughts. To smile in 

public while waging silent wars in your mind.  

Alongside my daughter and co-author, Katie Plunkett, 

we wrote How to Silence the Thoughts That Are 

Killing You to reveal the hidden battles so many of us 

face daily—the toxic thought loops, the inner assassin, 

and the silent lies we come to believe.  

I wrote this because I’ve lived it. Not once, but many 

times.  

This isn’t just a book—it’s a wake-up call. A guide to 

help you face the silent war behind your eyes and  
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reclaim the truth of who you are. Each page is designed 

to help you spot, confront, and quarantine the thoughts 

that have held you hostage—before they distort the 

truth of who you’re becoming.  

The battle is invisible—but the healing is real.  

Let’s begin.  

Onward, 

 

Michele L. Plunkett               Katie M Plunkett 

 

. 
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Prelude to Freedom 

 

Should inner peace feel just out of reach — 

like a distant illusion slipping through your 

grasp — know this: the ability to access and 

sustain it lies within you. Peace is not a 

mystery, but a mastery.  

  

 

 

 

 

 



HOW TO SILENCE THE THOUGHTS THAT ARE KILLING YOU 
_____________________________________________ 

4 
 

 

 

 

 

The worst thing about living isn't dying, 

it’s living a mindful existence that's vacant  

of inner peace. 

~ Michele L. Plunkett 
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CHAPTER ONE 

Whispers Behind the Eyes 

 

In the quiet hours before dawn, the mind sat still, poised 

between shadow and light. A whisper drifted in — soft 

as mist, yet sharp as ice — sowing doubt like seeds 

scattered by an unseen wind. 

“You are not enough.” 

The whisper was not new. It had lived within the folds 

of thought for years, changing shape, voice, tone. Some 

days it roared. Other days, it murmured like water 

slipping through cracks. But it was always there — 

persistent, intimate, convincing. The luminous mind 

listened, not to surrender, but to understand. 
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It did not battle with swords or fury. No armor was 

worn. This was a war fought in silence, where the 

fiercest weapon was 

awareness. With each 

breath drawn deeper into 

stillness, the whisper was 

met with something older 

than fear: presence. 

    “You are lost.” 

    “You are broken.” 

   “You are alone.” 

The mind did not deny the voices, nor did it accept their 

truth. It observed them like passing clouds — dark, 

beautiful, transient. Beneath them, the sky of self 

remained untouched. 
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Each whisper was countered not with noise, but with 

knowing:  

“I am here.” 

Not as a plea, but as a fact. The  

presence within did not seek  

validation. It did not strive to be  

light or good or worthy. It simply  

was.  

The whispers grew restless. Starved of attention, they 

began to unravel. Their power depended on belief, and 

belief was slipping away like sand from clenched 

hands.  

In this quiet rebellion, there was no victor — only 

freedom. Peace did not come as a shout of triumph but  
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as a hush of release. The mind, once fractured by noise, 

sat whole again. Not because the whispers vanished, but 

because they were no longer mistaken for truth. 

And so, within that sacred quiet, the peaceful mind 

continued — walking through life not untouched by 

darkness but lit from within. 

The day rose slowly, golden 

light filtering through the 

veil of thoughts. The 

luminous mind moved 

gently now, no longer 

flinching at every echo in 

its own chambers. It had 

learned the difference 

between voice and self, 

between noise and knowing. 
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The whispers, though weaker, still lingered — clinging 

to familiar corners. 

“You are too much.” 

“You will fail again.” 

But they no longer pierced. They were like old songs 

overheard in the distance 

— familiar but no longer 

sung from within. The 

curious mind did not 

rush to banish them. It 

had learned the wisdom 

of letting things be. 

In stillness, it discovered 

a deeper strength — not 

one of control, but of 

compassion. The whispers were not enemies. They  
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were remnants of pain, echoes of moments when the 

world had been too loud, too harsh, too unforgiving. 

They were the cries of a self once abandoned and 

wounded. 

And so, the open mind listened, not to obey but to 

embrace. 

“I see you,” it said softly to the 

voice of doubt. 

“You are hurting, but you are not in 

charge.” 

In this inner landscape, acceptance 

became true armor. Not the passive surrender of defeat, 

but the brave stillness of one who chooses to remain 

open. Peace, it turned out, was not the absence of 

conflict, but the refusal to be ruled by it. There were 

days the sky inside  
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grew stormy. On those days, the whispers rose louder, 

more desperate — clawing for attention, demanding 

retreat. But the sharp mind had found an anchor. In 

breath. In silence. In truth. 

With this, it walked on — not with arrogance, but with 

grace. Not seeking perfection but practicing presence. 

The journey was not to escape the whispers, but to live 

beside them without 

losing self. 

And so, with each 

sunrise, the mind 

continued — not in 

battle, but in balance — 

where the soul found 

quiet ground, and peace 

bloomed like a soft light from within. 
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Days passed not as triumphs, but as gentle reruns — 

again and again — to the place within that did not 

waver. The disciplined mind, seasoned by storms and 

silence, no longer searched for a final victory. It knew 

now: peace was not a destination but a practice, a daily 

tending of the fire inside.  

There were moments — in the hush before sleep, in the 

pause between words, in the ache of solitude — when 

the whispers crept close. 

“You are forgotten.” “You will 

always fall.”  

But now the mind, steady and 

clear, did not recoil. It welcomed 

them like old travelers returning from distant roads — 

weary, broken, but known. The whispers had names 

now. They were fear. Shame. Memory. Each one once 

worn like skin, now gently held and no longer fused 
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with being. In the presence of truth, they softened. “I 

remember you,” the mind whispered back. “But I no 

longer follow you.” 

It did not need to speak loudly. The inner self had shed 

the need to prove or defend. What once felt like battle 

had become communion. Even the wounded voices 

belonged. Even the cracks in the soul let light through. 

There were days the world outside pressed in — harsh 

words, uncertain paths, echoes of past wounds 

reawakened. On 

those days, the 

whispers found fresh 

soil. 

“Hide.”  

“Shrink.” 

“Disappear.” 
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And even then, the mind paused. It breathed. It placed a 

hand, invisible but firm, upon the place where pain 

lived and said: “Stay. You are safe.” The mind had 

learned that wholeness was not the absence of 

brokenness. It was the weaving of every thread — joy 

and sorrow, love and loss, clarity and confusion — into 

something unshakable beneath the surface. It had 

stopped chasing silence. Instead, it had learned to listen 

so deeply that even the 

cries of doubt folded into 

stillness. 

And in that stillness, the 

whispers finally 

understood they were 

heard, but they no longer 

ruled. 

Peace was not armor. It 

was openness. 
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Not untouched, but unafraid. 

And so, the luminous mind took the next step — into 

the next hour, the next uncertainty, the next breath — 

not with answers, but with a sacred awareness. 

That within every whisper, however dark, there was 

space to be whole and have inner peace. 

And within every step forward, however small, there 

was awareness, freedom and enveloping presence. 

Adversity is a midnight ocean — 

vast, cold, and without a visible 

shore. One moment, the sails are 

full, and the stars are kind. The 

next, the wind dies, and silence 

swells in the dark. It is here that 

the fog begins to whisper. 

Fear slips aboard in disguise, draped in what seems like 

reason but is really doubt. It claims to know the tides, to 
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read the storm. “Drop anchor,” it urges. “Better to drift 

than to drown.” It speaks in riddles, wraps caution in 

the velvet of wisdom, and draws maps in sand — maps 

where every route leads back to the harbor of the 

familiar. 

But the harbor is not home. It is the place where 

stillness rots into stagnation. Where barnacles of doubt 

cling to the hull of the soul. And all the while, peace — 

that quiet bird nested within — begins to wither from 

lack of sky.  
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Fear means well. It only ever wanted to keep the vessel 

from breaking. But in shielding against waves, it forgets 

that ships were made to sail, not to sit. That wood 

creaks louder in still waters. That rust is a slower death 

than any storm. 

True courage is not found in waiting for the sea to calm, 

but in raising the sail despite the shivering hand. It is in 

trusting the stars will 

return, and the wind, too — 

once you dare to leave the 

shore. 

Adversity and the 

fear-based thoughts 

that arise as a 

defense mechanism, 

yet quietly erode inner peace  
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Adversity arrives without warning, like a storm rolling 

across still waters. It disrupts the familiar, unroots the 

known, and casts long shadows across the path ahead. 

In its wake, a voice rises — subtle at first, then louder. 

It's not always easy to recognize, because it speaks in 

the tone of caution, of reason. It says, "Be careful. 

Don’t try. What if you fail? What if everything falls 

apart?" 

This voice is fear. It pretends to be a guardian, a shield. 

It urges hesitation, 

whispering that stillness is 

safety, and movement is 

risky. It draws maps made of 

doubt, charting worst-case 

scenarios with practiced 

precision. It convinces you 

that vigilance is strength, that 

bracing for the fall is better 
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than learning to rise. But in its effort to protect, fear 

often builds walls instead of bridges. It drains the 

present moment of its vitality. The joy of growth is 

traded for the illusion of control. The mind becomes a 

battleground, where imagined failures outnumber real 

attempts. And inner peace? It slips away quietly, 

unnoticed — the casualty of a war waged in silence. 

Adversity is not the enemy. It’s the teacher in disguise, 

the fire in which resilience 

is forged. Fear, though 

born of a wish to keep one 

safe, must be met with 

awareness. It must be seen 

for what it is: a shadow 

that grows only when 

believed. Courage, then, is 

not the absence of fear, but 
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the refusal to surrender peace to it. 

So let fear speak—but don’t let it steer. 

Let the storm come— 

But raise your sail. 

You’re not here to 

survive in the dark. 

You’re here to rise, 

to roar, to remember:  

Peace was never lost. 

It was just buried 

under the noise of a  

whisper 

That was never yours  

to begin with. 
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Inner Spirit and Shadow 

There is a silence more profound than any external 

quiet, silence not of absence, but of deep presence. It 

lives not in the world, but behind 

the eyes, where perception 

meets consciousness in a holy 

exchange. Here, whispers 

rise—not spoken, not thought, 

but known. They come from the space between mind 

and spirit, elusive yet persistent, the hidden breath of 

something ancient within. These are not the voices of 

madness nor imagination. They are the soft tones of the 

soul reminding us of truths we’ve forgotten and wounds 

we’ve buried. They speak in paradoxes. They do not 

shout, they wait. They do not persuade—they reveal. 

And yet, the journey to hear them is not gentle. The 

deeper we listen, the more we encounter what resists 

listening. This is the emergence of adversarial 
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awareness—the realization that we are not alone within 

ourselves. There is tension beneath our thoughts, a 

friction between our yearning for transcendence and the 

weight of our human condition. 

This awareness is not an enemy in the traditional sense. 

It does not seek to destroy us. It seeks to test us. It takes 

the shape of doubt, fear, pride, guilt—the many masks 

of inner resistance. Like a 

spiritual immune system, it raises 

to question every new light we 

attempt to embody. At first, we 

may mistake this presence as a 

saboteur, but with sacred 

attention, we begin to see: the 

adversary within is not evil but exacting. It challenges 

us not to break us, but to temper us into truth. 

Behind the eyes, in that inner sanctum, a dialogue 

begins.  
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One voice urges comfort,  

control, and the safety of  

what is known. The other  

speaks in riddles of 

freedom  

that require surrender.  

One whispers, “Be 

careful.”  

The other, “Let go.” To navigate this terrain is to walk a 

razor’s edge between illusion and awakening. 

But those who endure—who remain still long enough to 

witness both whispers without grasping or fleeing—

find a third presence: the watcher. The one who 

watches the one who watches. This is not the ego, nor 

the inner child, nor the higher self in its common dress. 

This is the pure awareness beneath identity. It holds no 

opinion, bears no name. It is simply the flame of     
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witnessing. It is here the transformation begins. In this 

sacred view, the whispers change. No longer warnings 

or echoes of pain, they become invitations. The eye 

behind the eye opens. We begin to see not just the 

world, but ourselves, as layers of a single unfolding 

truth. The assassin becomes the teacher. The whisper 

becomes a song. Awareness becomes liberation. 

 

 


