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This book is not about extraordinary people.

It is about ordinary rooms where emotions sit unspoken, where families eat together but drift apart silently, and where love exists in forms too quiet to be recognized as love.

Tides Inside the House follows a series of interconnected lives shaped by absence—absence of words, absence of presence, absence of understanding. The stories move through homes, streets, riversides, and small unnoticed corners of life where emotional truth often hides.

Nothing here is resolved quickly. Nothing transforms with ease. Healing, when it appears, arrives slowly—like tides returning to a shore that has forgotten the sea.
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This book exists because of silence—my own, and others I have witnessed.

To the people who never said what they felt but showed it in gestures, distance, and hesitation: thank you for unknowingly shaping these pages.

To those who listened when nothing was being said, even when it was uncomfortable.

And to readers who understand that emotional truth often lives beneath conversation rather than within it—this work is for you.
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At the heart of Tides Inside the House is a simple question:

What happens to a family when communication stops working, but life continues anyway?

The book explores fractured masculinity, emotional inheritance, digital loneliness, and the quiet erosion of relationships. The house in these stories is not just a setting—it is a living system, absorbing every unspoken feeling like water absorbing salt.

Each character carries a private weather system inside them. Some collapse inward. Some explode outward. Some disappear entirely into themselves.

Yet beneath all this fragmentation, there is a persistent current: the desire to be understood without needing to explain everything.

The stories do not aim to provide answers. They observe patterns. They listen to emotional echoes. And slowly, they suggest that even broken houses can learn to breathe again.
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1. The House With No Front Door Welcome
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The house had no proper beginning.

It stood in a tired pocket of land where the earth had forgotten how to be soft, where the wind arrived already exhausted, and the sun fell like a reluctant witness. People said it had a gate once, but even memory here behaved like an unreliable tenant—paying rent in fragments, leaving without notice.

What remained was a doorway that did not welcome anyone.

Not because it was locked.
Not because it was guarded.
But because no one ever reached it like they belonged.
Four brothers lived inside it.

And yet the house never learned to pronounce their togetherness as a single word.

It only knew them as absences in motion.

The eldest brother lay in a room that had stopped negotiating with daylight.

His bed had learned his shape the way riverbeds learn stones—slowly, permanently, without complaint. He did not fall sick in any visible way. There was no drama in his stillness. Only a quiet withdrawal, like a man stepping backward into himself until even his own thoughts had to knock before entering.

He stared at the ceiling as if it were a map of places he no longer intended to visit.

Sometimes he blinked.

Sometimes he did not.

Time passed around him like water deciding not to touch him.

In the next room, the second brother moved like anger that had forgotten its original reason.

His life was a series of almosts—almost speaking, almost forgiving, almost leaving, almost staying kind. But almost is a dangerous country; people live there too long and forget how to arrive anywhere else.

He would sit at the edge of chairs instead of inside them, as if comfort itself might accuse him of surrender.

When someone spoke to him—rarely, carefully—his answers arrived either too sharp or not at all. Silence and explosion were the only languages he trusted now.

He cleaned things unnecessarily. Plates, tables, corners. As if dust were evidence.

As if memory could be erased with cloth.

The youngest brother spoke to no one in particular.

Not because he was mute, but because language had begun to feel like a crowded room where no one listened properly. So he built another place inside himself—an inner courtyard where thoughts walked barefoot, where conversations did not interrupt, where even sadness could sit down and rest.

From the outside, he looked quiet.

From the inside, he was constantly full.

He would sit near the window and move his lips silently, as if rehearsing conversations with people who had not yet been born.

Sometimes he smiled at nothing.

Sometimes nothing smiled back.

The third brother was the most dangerous kind of presence: the one who was physically there, emotionally unlocated.

He walked through rooms like a man checking whether they still belonged to him. He spoke often, but never at the right depth. Words for him were tools, not bridges. He used them to avoid falling into anything too real.

At night, he stood near doorframes as if waiting for permission from invisible authorities.

He did not understand why the house felt heavier when he entered it.

He only knew that it did.

The house itself listened.

Not like a protector. Not like a witness. More like a tired organism that had absorbed too much unsaid life.

Its walls carried conversations that never completed their sentences. Its corners stored apologies that never found mouths. Its ceiling held arguments that never became sound.

Even the paint seemed uncertain about staying.

Outside, a river ran behind the property—never loud, never fully silent. It was the only thing in the area that kept a consistent rhythm, as if it had decided long ago not to participate in human confusion.

At night, the river spoke louder than the brothers ever did.

Not in words.

In continuation.

They ate together sometimes.

That is what made the silence more precise.

Four spoons moving.
Four plates holding the illusion of routine.
One table pretending to be a family.
No one asked how the day was.
No one answered even if they had.
The eldest brother sometimes did not come at all.

No one commented on his absence.
Absence had become domestic.

Once, long ago, there had been a front door.

The kind that opens outward like an offering.

Now there was only an entry that behaved like hesitation. Visitors—rare, confused—would pause at it, unsure whether they were interrupting something or being invited into it.

Most did not stay long.

The house never protested.

It had learned that people leave in many ways—some with footsteps, some with silence, some without ever arriving fully in the first place.

One evening, rain arrived without announcement.

Not dramatic rain. Not cinematic rain. Just a persistent remembering of water.

It touched the roof gently at first, as if checking whether the house was still alive enough to feel.

Inside, the youngest brother placed his hand on the wall.

He always did this during rain.

As if the house might speak differently through wetness.

The eldest brother did not move.

The second brother cleaned a glass already clean.

The third brother stood at a window and watched the river become slightly less obedient.

No one spoke.

But something shifted.

Not in the room.

In the distance between them.

The house, for the first time in a long time, felt like it might not collapse from the weight of silence.

Only hold it.

Only carry it.

Only learn its shape.

And somewhere beneath the sound of rain, beneath the river’s unchanged voice, beneath the careful breathing of four disconnected lives—

the house listened to itself.

As if trying to remember whether it had ever been whole.

Or whether it had only ever been a place where broken things learned to live near each other without asking to be repaired.
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2. The Eldest Who Refuses to Leave the Bed
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The eldest brother had not decided to stop living.

It was more precise than that.

He had simply stopped agreeing to participate.

His body remained—faithful in its betrayal—breathing when required, swallowing when necessary, blinking when the world became too insistent. But everything else had quietly withdrawn, like a tide that never promised to return.

The bed became his geography.

Not a place he slept in, but a place he existed through.

He lay there as if the mattress had memorized him first.

The fabric beneath him had softened into familiarity, into acceptance, into a kind of patient surrender. Even the creases seemed to arrange themselves around his absence of movement, like the house had begun negotiating with stillness on his behalf.

Morning arrived through the window without asking permission.

Light touched his face the way strangers touch sleeping people on trains—carefully, briefly, apologetically.

He did not respond.

Not because he was unconscious.

Because response required a kind of belief he no longer carried.

Outside his room, life continued its modest conspiracy.

The second brother would sometimes pause at the doorway, not entering fully, as if crossing that threshold required emotional currency he no longer wished to spend.

The youngest brother once left a glass of water on the bedside table.

It remained untouched until it became something else entirely—not water anymore, but time dissolved in glass.

The third brother stopped commenting on the eldest’s absence from rooms he never entered.

Absence, in this house, had become an administrative detail.

The eldest brother remembered things the way drowning people remember air.

Not clearly. Not willingly. Only in flashes that arrived uninvited and left without closure.

A conversation in a kitchen that no longer existed in the same form.
A laugh that had once belonged to someone who still believed in continuation.
A door closing without knowing it was the last time it would be opened with care.
These memories did not comfort him.

They simply insisted on being real.

And reality, once acknowledged, became unbearable to maintain.

He often thought the ceiling was slightly lower than it used to be.

Not physically.

Emotionally.

As if the house itself had begun to lean inward, slowly reducing the distance between thought and pressure.

Sometimes he placed his palm flat against the wall beside the bed.

The wall did not answer.

But it did not leave either.

That was the closest thing to companionship he allowed now.

Food arrived at predictable intervals.

He ate when it was placed near him, not out of hunger, but out of obligation to the body that still insisted on surviving him.

Chewing felt like translation—turning something external into something that could continue existing inside him without demanding interpretation.

Taste had become irrelevant.

So had refusal.

There were days when he watched dust move.

Not as metaphor.

As event.

A slow migration of matter across light.

The house was full of such small negotiations—dust, sound, humidity, silence—each participating in a system no one had agreed to but everyone was subjected to.

Even the river behind the house could be heard faintly through the walls, like a memory of motion that refused to die.

It never stopped.

It never asked why he had.

Once, someone—he could not remember which brother—said his name too loudly in the corridor.

The sound entered the room like a mistake.

It did not land inside him.

It passed through him.

Names were supposed to mean arrival.

His no longer did.

There were mornings when he considered sitting up.

Not as action.

As concept.

But even the idea of verticality felt like a negotiation with gravity he no longer had emotional interest in.

So he remained horizontal.

As if the world itself had finally agreed on a position for him.

The house learned his stillness the way rivers learn rocks—by flowing around them long enough to stop noticing the obstruction as unusual.

It adjusted.

Doors opened quieter near his room.

Footsteps softened.

Voices reduced themselves into almost-language.

Even arguments elsewhere in the house avoided his door, as if conflict itself had learned courtesy.

Sometimes rain arrived and changed nothing.

Sometimes it arrived and made everything heavier without altering form.

On such days, the eldest brother would close his eyes and imagine the roof dissolving—not collapsing, not breaking—but returning to something less structured.

Water did not require permission to exist.

Only space.

He was not unloved.

That was the most complicated part.

Love still existed in the house in fragments—placed carefully on tables, carried in meals, expressed through avoidance rather than speech.

But love without language becomes difficult to recognize.

It begins to resemble maintenance.

One evening, the youngest brother stood longer than usual at the doorway.

He did not enter.

He did not leave.

He simply watched the eldest brother as if trying to understand whether presence still meant anything when response had already withdrawn.

The eldest brother did not turn his head.

But he felt the watching.

He always felt it.

Feeling, after all, does not require participation.

Only survival.

When the youngest finally left, the room became quieter in a different way.

Not absence of sound.

Absence of expectation.

That was what the eldest brother lived in now.

A world where nothing asked him to return.

Night arrived slowly, as it always did, like something uncertain of its own authority.

The ceiling darkened.

The air thickened.

The river outside continued its uninterrupted argument with distance.

The eldest brother lay still, listening not to sounds, but to the spaces between them.

And somewhere in that gap—between breath and refusal, between body and departure, between house and river—

he remained.

Not fully gone.

Not fully here.

Just suspended in the soft, unclaimed territory where people go when they stop leaving the bed not because they are tired—

but because everything else has already left them first.
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3. The Middle Brother and His Unfinished Anger
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His anger never arrived fully formed.

It entered the room in fragments—half-thoughts, tightened jaws, words that began as sentences and ended as pressure behind the teeth. It was never clean enough to be called rage, and never quiet enough to be mistaken for peace.

It lived in him the way monsoon clouds live in the sky before breaking—heavy, suspended, constantly negotiating with collapse.

He woke up already slightly irritated at the world for continuing without permission.

The morning light did not offend him.

It simply felt intrusive, like something insisting on being understood when he had no interest in understanding anything at all.

In the kitchen, the kettle made its small boiling sound—obedient, domestic, harmless—and still it annoyed him more than it should have.

Because everything harmless felt like an accusation.

He spoke rarely at breakfast.

Not because he had nothing to say.

But because whatever came close to speech either turned into silence halfway through or arrived too sharp to survive social use.

His words behaved like unstable objects—too fragile to hold gently, too dangerous to release fully.

So he often chose neither.

The eldest brother’s absence from the table was not discussed.

The youngest brother ate slowly, as if food required negotiation.

The third brother scrolled through his phone with the focus of someone avoiding eye contact with life itself.

And the middle brother—he sat in the center of it all like a storm that had not yet decided where to land.

It was always small things that triggered him.

A spoon placed too loudly.
A sentence not finished.
A silence that felt like judgment.
He knew this about himself in the abstract way people know fires are dangerous but still carry matches in their pockets.

And yet, knowing did not prevent ignition.

It only made him more ashamed of the spark.

Once, someone asked him a simple question.

Not even a difficult one.

Something like: “Did you sleep well?”

He paused.

Too long.

The pause became its own response.

And in that gap, something inside him misinterpreted kindness as interrogation.

His answer came out sharper than intended.

Too loud for the kitchen. Too precise for the moment. Too final for what was meant to be nothing.

The conversation ended there.

As most of his conversations did.

Not with conclusion.

With rupture.

He cleaned the kitchen after that.

Not out of responsibility.

But because movement was easier than explanation.

He scrubbed the counter with a force that had nothing to do with dirt.

The sponge absorbed his anger the way soil absorbs rain it did not ask for.

Still, nothing changed.

Clean surfaces did not mean peace.

Only temporary quiet.

The house knew his pattern.

It adjusted around him like a cautious organism.

Doors were opened softer when he was near. Voices lowered instinctively. Even the youngest brother learned to pause before speaking in his direction, as if language itself might detonate.

But adjustment is not understanding.

It is only survival without resolution.

He sometimes stood in the corridor at night, unable to decide where to place his body.

Bedrooms felt too small for what he carried.

Living rooms felt too exposed.

Even the staircase seemed like a judgment about direction.

So he stood still, suspended between functions, like a man waiting for an internal court verdict that never arrived.

His anger was not loud in the way people imagined anger to be.

It was quieter.

More structural.

It changed how he entered rooms. How he held cups. How long he looked at faces before deciding they were safe or not safe or too complicated to remain near.

It was not destruction.

It was distortion.

Everything around him bent slightly out of shape when he was emotionally near.

Once, the youngest brother tried to talk to him.

A simple attempt.

No agenda. No accusation.

Just a sentence that began gently and ended too close to truth.

The middle brother listened without interruption.

That was already unusual.

But when he replied, something went wrong in the translation between thought and speech.

His words arrived too hot.

Too final.

Too much like closing doors that had not yet been opened.

The youngest brother did not respond.

He simply left the room.

Quietly.

Like someone stepping out of weather.

After that, the silence between them became thicker than before.

Not hostile.

Not peaceful.

Just unresolved.

A kind of emotional suspended animation where nothing progressed but everything remained affected.

He did not want to be this way.

That was the strangest part.

There were moments—brief, inconvenient—when he felt tenderness trying to enter him.

In those moments, his anger did not disappear.

It simply tightened around it, afraid that softness might expose something irreversible.

So even love, when it approached, was met with resistance shaped like protection.

At night, he sometimes heard the river behind the house.

It did not comfort him.

It did not judge him.

It simply continued.

And that continuity felt like something he could neither match nor interrupt.

The river did not argue.

It did not misunderstand.

It did not explode.

It just moved forward without explaining itself.

He wondered, sometimes, if anger was just love that had forgotten how to ask properly.

The thought did not resolve anything.

But it stayed.

Like most things in him did.

Unfinished.

Untranslated.

Unreleased.

One evening, he stood at the dining table long after everyone had left.

The plates were still there.

Evidence of presence that had already dissolved into rooms.

He touched one plate lightly.

It was cold.

Neutral.

Unresponsive.

Like everything else he had tried to speak to.

He did not break anything.

That was important.

He rarely broke things.

He simply made them feel like they might break if they stayed near him long enough.

That was his real inheritance.

Not destruction.

But tension.

Later, as he walked through the hallway, he noticed how carefully the house avoided him.

Not out of fear.

Out of adaptation.

Even walls, if lived in long enough, learn emotional geography.

They begin to know where not to lean.

In his room, he sat on the edge of the bed and stared at his hands.

They looked normal.

That was the insult.

How something so ordinary could carry so much internal weather without showing it externally.

He flexed his fingers once.

As if testing whether anger could be physically released like breath.

It could not.

It never could.

Outside, the night continued its slow administration of time.

Inside, the house held its breath around him.

And in the middle of it all, the middle brother remained what he always was:

a man standing at the edge of expression, forever one step away from either silence or explosion—

never arriving at either fully,

always unfinished,

like a sentence the world kept refusing to let him complete.
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4. The Youngest Who Talks Only to Himself
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The youngest brother learned early that silence was not empty.

It was occupied.

Not by absence, but by presence too subtle to be named out loud. It lived in corners of rooms, in the pauses between footsteps, in the way the house exhaled at night when everyone finally stopped pretending to be awake for reasons other than survival.

He did not think of it as loneliness.

Loneliness implied lack.

What he had was fullness without audience.

He spoke, but only when no one was listening.

Which meant he spoke often.

Not in the way speech is usually understood—directed outward, shaped for reception—but as something folded inward, like paper being rewritten until it becomes more memory than message.

His words never needed approval.

They only needed space.

And space, in this house, was one of the few things that still existed in abundance.

He would sit near the window where the light entered without permission, where dust moved like slow thoughts suspended in air.

Outside, the river continued its argument with time.

Inside, he continued his quieter one.

Sometimes he narrated his own movements as he performed them.

“I am walking to the chair,” he would whisper to himself.

“I am sitting now.”

“I am breathing in a way that no one will notice.”

It was not madness.

It was structure.

A way of ensuring that existence did not slip away unnoticed.

The others saw him as quiet.

But quiet was not absence.

Quiet was concentration turned inward so



















































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Some houses don’t col

They ]ust forget how to breathe.” o

i

EACZ AR ABUBAKKAR ESAF
A story of silence, love, and the tides
that shape every home.





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





