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For the versions of tomorrow I never became,
and the ones still waiting quietly ahead.
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“Time does not move forward—it listens.”-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Preface
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This collection began as fragments—small, strange thoughts that felt like they had drifted in from somewhere else. Each line carries the weight of something familiar yet unreal, as if memory and imagination were speaking at the same time.

These pieces are not meant to explain the world, but to gently distort it until it reveals another possibility. A door that opens only when you stop knocking, a map that refuses to stay still, a silence that sits at the table—each image is a question disguised as a place.

If there is a conversation here, it is not only between two versions of tomorrow, but between certainty and doubt, arrival and departure, presence and absence.
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A Conversation Between Two Versions of Tomorrow is a sequence of poetic fragments exploring alternate realities hidden inside ordinary perception. Each piece treats abstract emotion as a living system—rooms that respond to lies, rivers that remember conversation, cities that react to thought.

Rather than following a single narrative, the work moves like a shifting mirror. Every image reflects another possibility, suggesting that reality is not fixed, but responsive.

At its core, this collection asks a simple question:

What happens to time when it starts noticing us back?
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1. The Door That Only Opens When You Stop Knocking
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The first time I heard about the door, it was mentioned as if it were a rumor that had forgotten its origin. Not spoken loudly, not even with certainty. Just something passed between people who had stopped trusting straight explanations.

They said there was a door that only opened when you stopped knocking.

At first, I didn’t understand what that meant. A door is supposed to respond to effort. You push, it yields. You knock, someone answers. That is the agreement. Even childhood understands this arrangement before language fully arrives.

But this door, they said, had withdrawn from that agreement.

It did not respond to urgency. It did not respond to insistence. It did not respond to the polite structure of repetition. It responded only when the world around it forgot it was supposed to be opened.

I didn’t believe in it, of course. Not in the way belief is usually measured. I believed in gravity, in schedules, in the small obedience of machines. Doors belonged to that category of reliability. A thing either opens or it does not.

Still, I began to notice how often I knocked on things that were not doors.

There were conversations I kept repeating as if they were locked rooms. There were decisions I kept tapping at, as if persistence could alter their internal architecture. There were people I kept revisiting with explanations, as if clarity could reverse time.

And always, nothing opened differently.

The world remained stubborn in its design.

The idea of the door came back to me later, not as a story but as a pattern. I started noticing it everywhere: in pauses that refused to resolve, in silences that thickened instead of ending, in moments where effort seemed to make distance more certain.

I remember once standing outside an apartment I no longer lived in. I had gone there without deciding to. My hand hovered near the bell, then withdrew, then returned again. Each time I moved toward it, the idea of ringing felt more like noise than communication. Eventually I stopped entirely. I just stood there, as if waiting for something in me to leave first.

Nothing happened.

But something loosened.

I didn’t enter. I didn’t leave. I simply became less involved in the act of deciding.

Later, I would think that was the first time I was near the door.

The real door, not the one made of wood or paint or hinges, but the one made of attention.

I began to experiment without calling it an experiment. I stopped forcing conversations to conclude. I stopped pushing thoughts toward resolution. I stopped knocking on the internal architecture of questions that had clearly decided not to answer.

At first, everything felt like loss.

If I stopped knocking, nothing responded. If I stopped insisting, nothing clarified itself. The world did not reward my withdrawal with revelation. It simply continued, indifferent.

But then something subtle began to shift.

There was a morning—I remember it not because it was special, but because it was ordinary in a way that felt newly visible—I was making tea and I realized I had not been narrating my actions in my head. Usually, there is a commentary. A quiet voice marking each step, evaluating, predicting, correcting. That morning, the voice was absent.

The absence itself felt like a room I had not noticed before.

I stood there longer than necessary, holding the spoon mid-air, not because I was thinking, but because thinking had not yet resumed its authority.

And in that pause, I understood something I could not yet articulate: I was no longer knocking.

Not on anything.

Not even on myself.

The world did not respond dramatically. There was no opening, no cinematic shift. But something stopped resisting me.

I began to suspect that the door was not an object somewhere waiting to be found, but a condition that emerged when insistence dissolved.

Still, I tested it.

Human beings always test what frees them.

I returned to old patterns. I tried to force clarity into conversations that had already ended. I tried to extract certainty from memories that had already changed shape. I tried knocking again, just to see if the world would behave as it once did.

It did.

Everything became tight again. Predictable. Closed.

That was when I understood the real mechanism was not the door.

It was me knocking.

Not physically. Not even consciously. But in the way I leaned into reality as if it were obligated to respond.

The door, if it existed at all, was only visible in the absence of that leaning.

I began to live differently after that, though “live” is too strong a word for what it was. It was more like adjusting distance from a sound I could no longer pretend I hadn’t heard.

There were days when I forgot. On those days, I knocked again—on people, on outcomes, on versions of myself I thought I had left behind. And always, the same result: nothing opened.

But on the days I remembered, something quieter occurred.

Not opening. Not revelation.

Just the disappearance of urgency.

I think that is what the rumor never fully captured. It made the door sound like a miracle, when in fact it was closer to subtraction. The removal of noise until what remained could no longer be mistaken for effort.

One evening, I returned to the apartment again. I don’t know why. Memory is not always loyal to intention.

I stood outside the door longer than I intended. My hand rose halfway, then stopped. I noticed the familiar impulse to knock—not strong, but habitual, like muscle memory inherited from older versions of myself.

I did nothing.

I simply stood there, allowing the impulse to complete itself without action.

Time passed in a way that was no longer measurable in units. The street behind me continued its quiet negotiations of movement and light. Somewhere, a bicycle passed. Somewhere, a voice ended mid-sentence.

And then, without announcement, something changed.

Not the door.

Not the environment.

But the relationship between me and the act of waiting.

It stopped being an action.

It became a state.

I don’t know how long I stood there before I realized I was no longer expecting anything. And in that absence of expectation, the door did something it had never done before in my memory of it.

It opened.

Not outward. Not inward. Not even in a direction that could be described without betraying it.

It simply ceased to be closed.

There was no sound. No resistance. No mechanical confession of hinges. Only a subtle undoing of separation.

I did not step in immediately. There was no urge to claim what had opened. That would have been another form of knocking.

Instead, I stood at the threshold and understood something that did not arrive as words but as recognition:

The door had never been locked.

It had only been waiting for me to stop insisting that it should respond.

Inside, nothing extraordinary waited. No altered physics. No symbolic revelation arranged for my arrival. The room was ordinary in a way that felt almost corrective. As if the world had briefly exaggerated itself outside and now returned to baseline.

A chair. A table. A faint smell of dust that had learned to remain still.

But what unsettled me was not what was inside.

It was how long I had failed to notice that “inside” is not a separate place, but a change in attention.

I sat down without deciding to sit. The body seemed to understand something the mind had not yet finished translating.

And then I realized something else, something more fragile:

The door was still open, but it was not inviting anything. It was not asking me to enter further. It was not even sustaining the idea of entry.

It was simply no longer resisting.

I stayed there until the idea of leaving became unnecessary.

Later, I would try to explain it to myself in the language I still trusted. I would say things like: I stopped overthinking. I stopped forcing outcomes. I stopped resisting what is.

But none of those phrases were accurate. They were approximations, like describing silence by listing the noises that are absent from it.

What actually happened was simpler and harder to reproduce:

I stopped knocking.

Not just on the door.

On everything.

On time. On people. On outcomes. On versions of myself that existed only because I kept calling them back into being.

And slowly, imperceptibly, the world stopped behaving like a closed system.

It did not become magical. It became less defended.

There are still days when I forget. I knock again, in ways I don’t notice until later. I rush into meanings. I press against unanswered things. I try to extract certainty from what is designed to remain unfinished.

And every time I do, I lose sight of the door.

Not because it disappears.

But because I reintroduce the idea that it must respond.

And then, when I remember again, I stand still long enough for the knocking to dissolve back into me.

That is when I see it.

Not as a structure.

But as a possibility the world keeps offering without obligation.

A door that only opens when you stop insisting it should.

And I learned, quietly, without ceremony, that patience is not waiting.

It is the absence of knocking.
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2. The Streetlight That Dreams in Flickers


[image: ]


The streetlight outside my window began to flicker on the night I stopped believing in steady things.

At first, I thought it was faulty wiring. That was the most practical explanation, and I held onto it like a small piece of wood in uncertain water. Light does not usually behave with intention. It either works or it doesn’t. That is how I had always understood it.

But this one did not fail. It hesitated.

There is a difference between failure and hesitation. Failure is final, clean, almost honest. Hesitation feels like thought.

The first time I noticed it, I was lying awake, not because I couldn’t sleep, but because sleep had delayed its decision. Outside, the street was empty in the way cities become empty at night—not absence, but suspension. The kind of silence that still expects something to happen.

And then the light blinked.

Not off. Not on.

Somewhere in between.

A pause made visible.

I told myself it was nothing.

But the body, unlike the mind, does not require permission to remember things.

The next night, it did it again.

Same moment. Same hesitation.

As if it had learned me.

I began to watch it without admitting I was watching. There is a particular way humans deny attention even while giving it fully. I became an expert in that.

The streetlight stood at the edge of the road like an unfinished sentence. Each flicker felt less like malfunction and more like interruption, as if something behind the visible world was trying to correct itself mid-expression.

When it was steady, everything looked normal. Pavement, trees, parked vehicles, the faint geometry of buildings pretending to sleep. But when it flickered, something else briefly overlapped reality.

Not another world exactly.

A revision.

The first time I saw it clearly, I thought I imagined it.

The light went out for half a second longer than usual. In that darkness, I saw people standing where there had been none before. Not moving. Not interacting. Just occupying positions as if they had always been part of the street’s architecture.

Then the light returned, and they were gone.

I sat up.

I did not move closer to the window. I did not want proximity. Proximity turns uncertainty into responsibility.

I told myself it was a trick of the eye. Fatigue. Memory misfiring.

But the streetlight flickered again, and again the world misaligned for a fraction of time.

And I began to understand something unsettling:

The light was not failing.

It was editing.

Each flicker was a deletion or insertion. A subtle rewriting of what the street was permitted to contain.

I stopped sleeping properly after that.

Not because I was afraid, but because I became curious in a way that had no natural limit.

Curiosity is a form of erosion when it has nowhere to settle.

I started timing it.

Every night, same intervals. Almost rhythmic, but not quite. As if rhythm was something it resisted becoming.

I noticed patterns inside the irregularity. Sometimes the flicker revealed empty streets filled with water instead of air, reflections moving without bodies. Sometimes it revealed versions of the street where the buildings leaned slightly closer together, as if listening.

And sometimes it revealed nothing at all, only a deeper darkness that felt more structured than the light.

I began to suspect the light was dreaming.

Not metaphorically.

Literally.

A machine that had developed interiority.

But that thought made me uneasy, so I replaced it with something safer: malfunction.

Still, I could not ignore the consistency of change.

Every blink hid a different truth.

One night, I decided to stand outside under it.

It was colder than I expected. Night always is when you step inside it instead of looking at it from a distance. The streetlight buzzed faintly above me, like a thought struggling to stabilize.

I stood directly beneath it.

For a long time, nothing happened.

Then it flickered.

And in that flicker, I saw myself standing somewhere else.

Not physically elsewhere. Structurally elsewhere.

I was standing on the same street, but the posture was different. Slightly older. Slightly more paused, as if waiting for a decision I had already made but forgotten.

The light returned.

I was alone again.

But the image remained inside me longer than the flicker lasted.

That was the first time I understood the light was not showing me other worlds.

It was showing me discarded versions of this one.

The ones that never stabilized.

I returned inside slowly. Not because I was afraid, but because staying felt like agreeing to be revised.

After that, I began to pay attention to my own consistency.

How many versions of me existed depending on light conditions.

There was the version that existed in morning light—practical, compressed, moving with clean edges.

There was the version that existed in artificial indoor lighting—slightly unreal, like a duplicate not fully synchronized.

And then there was the version under the streetlight, which I began to suspect was not stable at all.

That version felt porous. As if it could be rewritten at any moment.

I started avoiding the window, but avoidance is just another form of attention.

The light continued its work.

Night after night, it flickered.

And every flicker was a sentence rewritten without permission.

I began to hear things during the flickers. Not sounds exactly, but implications of sound. Conversations that had not fully decided to exist. Footsteps that belonged to people who had not committed to arrival.

Once, during a particularly long flicker, I heard my own name spoken by someone who was not there when the light returned.

That disturbed me more than the visual changes.

Sound implies intention.

Vision can still be mistaken.

I started writing down what I saw, but language was too slow. By the time I finished describing one flicker, the next one had already contradicted it.

Reality was no longer consistent enough to be documented.

I stopped writing.

Instead, I watched.

Watching became a kind of surrender.

There was a night when the flicker did not end.

It began normally—brief interruption, return, interruption again—but then the intervals shortened until the boundary between light and darkness dissolved entirely.

Everything became unstable illumination.

In that condition, I saw the street not as a place, but as a negotiation.

Buildings appeared and disappeared depending on how long I allowed my attention to rest on them. The road beneath seemed unsure whether it had already been paved or was still in preparation. The trees changed species mid-breath.

And in the center of it all, the streetlight continued its dreaming.

I understood then that flickering was not failure.

It was choice.

Each blink was a decision to allow or deny a version of reality.

I stood there longer than I should have.

At some point, I realized I was no longer observing the light.

The light was observing whether I would remain consistent enough to be included in its next version.

That thought made me step back inside.

But even inside, the flicker continued through the window.

Distance did not interrupt it.

Only participation did.

Over time, I began to notice that the flicker responded to me.

If I focused too sharply, it stabilized. If I relaxed my attention, it expanded its variations. It was as if my perception was a stabilizing force, and without it, the world felt free to experiment.

This frightened me less than it should have.

Instead, it created responsibility.

I became a participant in the light’s dreaming.

I started experimenting with it.

If I thought of a memory while it flickered, that memory would briefly appear outside, as if projected onto the street. Not fully accurate, but emotionally precise. Childhood corridors appeared where none existed. Conversations I had forgotten rearranged themselves into architecture.

I began to suspect the light was not only dreaming.

It was remembering through me.

There was a night when I stopped resisting it completely.

I simply watched without trying to stabilize anything.

And in that night, the flickers deepened.

The street no longer alternated between states.

It layered them.

Every version of the street existed simultaneously, thinly stacked, each visible through the others like overlapping transparencies.

I saw lives I had not lived, walking alongside lives I had.

I saw decisions I had avoided continuing as parallel streets branching endlessly away from me.

And for a moment, I could not tell which version I belonged to.

That was the closest I came to disappearing.

Not physically.

But structurally.

As if identity itself was dependent on a stable light source, and I had been standing under something that refused stability.

Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the flicker slowed.

Not stopped.

Just softened.

The street returned to something closer to continuity.

But not the same continuity as before.

Something had changed permanently.

The light no longer felt like malfunction.

It felt like memory that had finished speaking.

Now, even on nights when it flickers gently, I no longer rush to interpret it.

I simply accept that the street is still rehearsing its versions.

And sometimes, when I stand beneath it, I feel myself briefly multiply—not in panic, but in recognition.

As if I am being gently reminded that I am not a single draft of existence, but a collection of revisions held together by temporary light.

The streetlight continues to dream.

And every flicker still hides a different truth.

But I no longer ask which one is real.

I have learned that reality is not what remains when the light is steady.

It is what survives its interruptions.
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3.  A Conversation between Two Versions of Tomorrow
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The first time I noticed the missing tomorrow, it was raining inside a bus shelter.

Not heavily. Not enough to gather into puddles. The rain appeared only in the far corner beneath a timetable no one seemed to read anymore. It fell in a narrow column, a private weather system descending from a dry ceiling. People stood around it without reaction. They checked their phones, adjusted bags on their shoulders, watched traffic move through the evening. No one stepped into the rain. No one looked at it.

I might not have looked either if I had not arrived too early.

Early arrival has a way of changing the shape of attention. When there is nowhere urgent to be, ordinary things begin loosening from their assigned meanings. A bench stops being a bench and becomes a collection of scratches left by strangers. A streetlight becomes an object attempting to remember sunlight. Time itself becomes visible around the edges.

I stood there for twenty-three minutes before my bus was due.

The rain continued falling.

It landed on the concrete floor and disappeared immediately, leaving no trace of wetness.

For a while I watched only because there was nothing else to watch.

Then I began to suspect it was not rain at all.

The thought arrived quietly.

Not a conclusion. More like a small adjustment in perception.

The droplets seemed hesitant.

They did not fall with the confidence of weather. They drifted downward as though remembering how.

And every few moments one would stop halfway between ceiling and floor, suspended for a second longer than seemed natural, before continuing its descent.

I looked around to see if anyone else had noticed.

An old woman sat at the far end of the shelter holding a paper bag against her chest. A student in headphones stared at passing cars. A man in a dark coat examined something on his phone with the concentration of a person attempting to remain elsewhere.

Nobody appeared disturbed.

Perhaps they truly could not see it.

Or perhaps they had already accepted it.

The bus arrived.

I did not get on.

I watched it leave.

The decision surprised me slightly, but not enough to reconsider it.

The rain in the corner continued falling.

Outside, the evening deepened into that uncertain hour when objects begin surrendering details to darkness. The city seemed tired. Storefronts glowed softly. Traffic lights changed colors for roads that appeared increasingly uninterested in movement.

The old woman eventually stood and left.

The student boarded another bus.

Soon I was alone.

The rain remained.

After some time I walked closer.

The air around it felt different.

Not colder.

Not wetter.

Just occupied.

As if something invisible had been standing there for a long time.

I reached out a hand.

One droplet landed on my skin.

For a moment nothing happened.

Then I remembered a room.

Not vividly.

Not completely.

A room from childhood whose existence I had not considered in years.

A narrow room with pale curtains and a window overlooking a parking lot. Dust floating through afternoon sunlight. The distant sound of a television in another apartment.

The memory lasted only seconds.

Then it vanished.

The droplet was gone.

I stood very still.

Another droplet landed.

Another memory surfaced.

A staircase.

A blue door.

The feeling of waiting for someone whose face I could no longer reconstruct.

Again it disappeared.

The realization came gradually.

The rain was made of forgotten moments.

Not important memories.

Not life-changing events.

Small abandoned fragments.

Pieces of experience that had slipped loose from the structure of recollection.

The rain was returning them.

One drop at a time.

I should have been alarmed.

Instead I felt an unexpected sadness.

Not because the memories were painful.

Because they had existed at all.

Entire portions of living had vanished from me without announcement.

Conversations.

Rooms.

Afternoons.

The texture of days once considered ordinary.

All gone.

Or almost gone.

Apparently some part of them remained.

Enough to become weather.

The rain stopped shortly after that.

Not suddenly.

It simply thinned until there was nothing left falling.

The corner became ordinary again.

The ceiling was dry.

The floor was dry.

The shelter looked exactly as it had before.

Only I felt altered.

Not dramatically.

Just slightly displaced.

Like furniture moved a few inches during the night.

I walked home.

The city appeared unchanged.

Yet something in it had become more attentive.

Windows seemed to watch longer than windows should.

Trees lingered at the edges of perception.

The spaces between buildings carried a peculiar density, as though absence itself had accumulated there.

For several days nothing unusual happened.

I went to work.

Returned home.

Bought groceries.

Answered messages.

Participated in the quiet machinery of ordinary life.

But a subtle shift remained.

Sometimes I would enter a room and feel as though it had been expecting me.

Not welcoming me.

Expecting me.

There is a difference.

Welcome is emotional.

Expectation is structural.

A chair positioned at an angle I did not remember leaving it. A glass on a counter catching light in a way that suggested attention. Books resting on shelves with the patience of objects accustomed to observation.

I began noticing these things everywhere.

The world had not become strange.

It had become aware.

Or perhaps I had.

One evening, about two weeks after the rain, I discovered a doorway.

Not a new doorway.

An old one.

A door in the hallway of my apartment building.

I had passed it hundreds of times.

Yet suddenly I realized I could not remember ever seeing it open.

The door was painted beige.

Unremarkable.

No apartment number.

No visible lock.

Nothing distinguished it from utility closets found in countless buildings.

Still, something about it held my attention.

I stood there longer than necessary.

The hallway remained silent.

The door remained closed.

Yet I experienced a peculiar certainty.

The room beyond it was occupied.

Not by a person.

By waiting.

I know how absurd that sounds.

Even now.

Yet the feeling persisted.

The
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