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            Some things do not end.They only stop speaking.
—--Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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For the ones who left without finishing their sentences.
For the ones who stayed, listening to silence instead.
And for everything that never became a goodbye.
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Some things do not end.
They only stop speaking.
——Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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These are not stories in the usual sense.
They are what remains when stories are interrupted.
A cigarette burns out halfway and still smells like presence.
A train leaves, but the platform keeps waiting.
A name is almost spoken, then swallowed back into the throat.
This book is made of such moments.

Not beginnings. Not endings.
Only the middle—where most lives actually happen.
If something here feels unfinished, it is because it was never meant to be complete.
It was meant to be remembered.
Or forgotten slowly.
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To silence, for teaching more than words ever could.

To rain, for returning everything it takes away in a different form.

To old letters, empty cups, and broken clocks—
for continuing to exist without asking why.
And to the unnamed people who appear in these fragments—
you know who you are, even if you never said it out loud.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


There are places where memory behaves like weather.

It arrives without warning.
It stays longer than it should.
It ruins clean surfaces and makes them honest.
These pieces come from such weather.

A railway platform that remembers footsteps.
A window that collects afternoons.
A bridge that refuses to complete its crossing.
Nothing here tries to resolve itself.

Because some emotions are not meant to be solved—
only witnessed, briefly, before they disappear again.
If you read these pages slowly, you may notice something strange:
they begin to feel like they already belonged to you.
That is not an accident.

It is how unfinished things work.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1. The Rain Forgot My Name
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The rain had a way of arriving before memory did. On Platform No. 3, it did not fall like weather but like something unfinished returning to finish nothing. The station had long stopped caring who arrived or who left. It only remembered the rhythm of footsteps, and even that memory had started to blur at the edges. He stood beneath the rusted tin shed where time collected itself in droplets before falling again. A train had left, or perhaps it had never arrived at all. Sometimes the difference between departure and absence is only the patience of waiting.

He did not remember why he had come back to this place. That was not entirely true. He remembered fragments. A sentence half spoken. A hand hesitating in mid-air. A name that used to feel like home before it turned into something he avoided thinking directly. Memory never arrives whole; it comes like broken light through wet glass, distorted, trembling, unsure of whether it belongs to the past or the present.

The tea stall at the corner hissed softly, as if it were tired of speaking to no one in particular. Steam rose from an old kettle, curling into the damp air like unfinished thoughts. “Ek chai,” someone ordered, though it was unclear who had spoken. Sometimes voices in stations belong to people; sometimes they belong to the air itself, repeating what it has overheard too many times. He did not move toward the stall. He simply stood, as if standing was the only thing his body still knew how to do without instruction.

Rain collected on the platform floor, forming small uncertain mirrors. In them, everything appeared slightly delayed—the world arriving after itself, like thought following action too late to matter. A child ran past, splashing water with deliberate joy, as though the ground was a drum and memory a song that refused to end properly. The sound lingered longer than the movement, as if even footsteps here were reluctant to disappear completely.

The station speaker crackled once, a sound like hesitation made audible. No announcement followed. Only silence expanded into the space it had been waiting for. Silence at railway stations is never empty; it is crowded with everything that did not happen.

And then, without warning, he saw her.

Not as a clear arrival. Not as recognition that completes itself instantly. More like something the mind refuses to admit until it is already too late to deny it. She stood near the far bench under a broken patch of light where the rain fell more slowly, as if even water hesitated around her presence. The bench had always been there. It had seen arrivals, departures, reconciliations that never became reconciled. But for a brief period in time that neither of them ever officially defined, it had belonged to them. Or at least they had behaved as if it did.

She held an umbrella that was closed. Not broken. Not forgotten. Simply unused, like a decision postponed indefinitely. Her posture carried the same stillness it once had, but something in it had shifted, as though time had rewritten her without asking for permission. He wondered if she had ever returned here before this moment or if memory had simply decided to recreate her in the exact place where absence hurt the most.

He did not walk toward her immediately. His body understood caution better than intention. Between them, rain drew thin vertical lines like a curtain that refused to open fully. Each drop felt like a small interruption in something that was already interrupted long ago. He remembered how easily she used to fill silence with small remarks, how she once said that trains always arrive on time only when you stop waiting for them. He had never understood what she meant then. Now he did, but understanding had arrived too late to be useful.

A train passed on the adjacent track without stopping. Its sound filled the platform briefly, a long metallic exhale that swallowed smaller noises. Wind followed it like an afterthought. For a moment, the world felt rearranged. For a moment, she disappeared behind motion. And in that disappearance, he felt a relief he did not want to admit.

But she returned when the train left. Or perhaps she had never left. It is difficult to distinguish between disappearance and presence when both feel equally temporary.

She turned slightly, not fully. Just enough for uncertainty to pass between them without committing to recognition. The distance between them was not large in measurement, but it had grown too dense to cross easily. It was filled with everything they had not said, everything they had postponed, everything they had assumed would still be available later.

He took a step without deciding to. His body moved as though memory had pulled it forward without asking permission. The platform seemed longer than before, as if space itself was stretching to accommodate hesitation. She noticed him then, or perhaps she had noticed him long before but chosen not to confirm it until now.

“Tum yahan ho,” she said softly. You are here. It was not surprise. Not accusation. Only acknowledgment, like recognizing weather that has already settled in.

He nodded. Words approached his mouth and then retreated, as if language had lost confidence in its ability to represent anything accurately. He wanted to say many things at once, but none of them agreed to become speech. Instead, silence stood between them, not as absence but as presence with weight.

Somewhere nearby, a man ordered tea again. The kettle responded with steam. Life continued its small negotiations with routine as if nothing unusual was happening at all. But for him, everything had already shifted without visible movement.

She walked toward the bench and sat down. Not inviting him. Not excluding him. Simply occupying the space as if it had always belonged to this moment rather than their past. The bench did not react. Objects rarely do. They only carry memory without commentary.

“I thought you left the city,” she said finally.

“I did,” he replied after a pause that felt longer than the sentence itself. “I came back.”

Another pause stretched between them.

“As always,” he added quietly, not as explanation but as confession to something even he did not fully understand.

She adjusted her dupatta slightly, a gesture so ordinary that it almost disguised the weight it carried. Her fingers lingered for a second too long before releasing the fabric, as if letting go required more negotiation than usual. Rain continued to fall with patient insistence, turning everything into softened outlines.

He looked at her properly for the first time since recognizing her. Time had not changed her in obvious ways. It rarely does. It changes distances instead. It makes familiar things feel like they belong to another version of the world.

“I should go,” she said, but did not move.

That contradiction remained uncorrected. He nodded again because nodding had become the only form of response that did not risk collapse.

A tea arrived beside him that he had not ordered. He looked at it but did not touch it. The warmth rising from the cup felt like something borrowed from a version of life that no longer applied to him. The stall owner avoided eye contact, as if acknowledging too much would make the moment real in a way neither of them could handle.

She looked at him then, fully this time. Not briefly. Not indirectly. A directness that carried both familiarity and distance at once.

“You’ve changed,” she said.

He almost replied that so had she, but the sentence remained unspoken. Because spoken words create consequences, and consequences demand continuation.

Instead, he said nothing.

Silence expanded again, not awkwardly, but inevitably, like weather settling into its correct form.

Rain grew heavier without announcement. The sound on the tin roof deepened, becoming almost rhythmic. It filled gaps between thoughts, between glances, between memories that refused to stay still.

And in that growing rain, something between them began to dissolve—not suddenly, not dramatically, but slowly, like writing washed from a surface that once held meaning but no longer remembers what was written.

He did not know when the past began to arrive in full. It never announced itself. It simply started leaking into the present like water finding cracks that had always been there. The rain made everything slightly unreal, as if the world had softened its edges to make remembering easier and living harder.

She was still sitting on the bench, but now the silence between them felt heavier, as if it had begun to collect all the things they had avoided saying for years. The tea beside him had grown colder without complaint. Steam had stopped rising some time ago, surrendering to the weather. He looked at it once, then away, as if even warmth had become a memory he was not entitled to anymore.

A train arrived on the opposite platform. Its headlights cut through the rain like something searching for meaning in a place that no longer offered any. The sound of brakes echoed through the station, long and metallic, stretching itself until it dissolved into the walls. People moved inside the compartments—blurred faces, half-seen lives, journeys continuing without hesitation. No one looked at the platform for long. Platforms are where lives pause briefly, but never where they belong.

She spoke again, quieter this time, as if the rain might overhear and misunderstand.

“Tum wapas kyun aaye?”

Why did you come back?

The question did not feel like a question that expected an answer. It felt like something she had already stopped believing could be answered correctly. He opened his mouth, then closed it. The truth was not ready to become language. Or perhaps language was not ready to carry it.

“I don’t know,” he said finally, and it was not a lie. It was just incomplete.

She nodded slightly, as if she had expected exactly that kind of incompleteness.

There was a time when their conversations did not need translation inside their own silence. A time when pauses were comfortable, when unfinished sentences were shared spaces rather than gaps. He tried to remember when that shifted, but memory refused to offer a clean break. It only offered gradual fading, like ink bleeding into wet paper until words became shape rather than meaning.

A sudden gust pushed rain sideways under the tin roof. Water broke into finer threads, drifting through light like scattered thoughts. She adjusted her position slightly, avoiding a drop that fell too close to her shoulder. That small movement carried more history than either of them spoke aloud.

He remembered her laughing once in this same station. Or something like laughter. It had been late evening, the sky already leaning toward night, the platform crowded with people who were not yet tired of movement. She had been holding a paper cup of tea, complaining about how it tasted like boiled disappointment. He had laughed then, not because it was funny, but because it felt easy to laugh beside her. He could not remember the exact words she had used, only the feeling of them, like warmth that refused to leave even after the moment ended.

Now, even memory felt hesitant.

A loudspeaker crackled again, this time attempting an announcement that dissolved halfway through. Only fragments reached them—numbers, a destination, something about delay. The station did not seem surprised. It rarely was. Delay had become its natural state of honesty.

She stood up suddenly, not dramatically, but with the quiet decision of someone who has already rehearsed leaving internally long before the body follows.

“I should go,” she said again, as if repeating it made it more real.

But still, she did not move.

He watched her carefully, as if any sudden motion might break something that was already fragile beyond repair. The umbrella remained in her hand, closed. It had not opened once since he had seen her. He wondered if it had forgotten how.

“Do you still write?” she asked unexpectedly.

The question did not belong to the present. It arrived from somewhere else entirely. A version of life that had once existed between them, when words were not just spoken but kept, stored, folded into envelopes that were never sent.

“I stopped,” he said.

She looked down briefly, then back up. “Or you just stopped sending.”

He did not respond. Because she was right in a way that made response unnecessary.

The wind carried the smell of wet iron and old electricity. Somewhere behind them, a vendor called out about tea that no one seemed to want. Life continued performing its small routines as if nothing inside the station had shifted at all.

But something had.

It was not visible. It rarely is.

It was in the way he could no longer tell whether he was remembering her or imagining her remembering him.

She stepped closer to the edge of the platform, then stopped again. That hesitation had become familiar now. It felt like the only stable thing between them.

“You never told me,” she said softly, “what I meant to you.”

The question hung in the air longer than expected. Not because it was difficult, but because it had no safe form of answer. Anything he could say now would be either too late or too small.

He looked at her, really looked, as if trying to find the version of himself that once knew how to speak without breaking things.

“You were... the only place I ever stopped feeling lost,” he said finally.

The sentence surprised even him. It did not feel rehearsed. It felt discovered, like something found at the bottom of a drawer after years of avoidance.

She did not react immediately. Rain filled the pause between them.

Then she gave a small nod. Not approval. Not rejection. Something more complicated. Something like recognition without ownership.

“I used to think,” she said slowly, “that you would always come back.”

He almost smiled at that. Not because it was wrong, but because it was true in a way that no longer applied.

“I always do,” he said.

A silence followed that did not feel empty. It felt occupied.

A train horn sounded in the distance, low and stretched, like something calling without expecting response. The platform lights flickered again, briefly dimming the space between them until only outlines remained. In that half-darkness, she looked further away than she had moments ago, as if the distance between past and present had suddenly increased without physical movement.

She finally took a step away from the bench.

Then another.

This time, she did not stop.

He stayed where he was.

Not because he was strong.

Not because he was waiting.

But because something in him had already accepted that movement would not change what this moment had become.

She reached the point where rain fell more directly, no longer softened by the shed. Water touched her shoulders, her hair, the closed umbrella still in her hand. She did not open it.

He watched her go without turning back.

That detail mattered more than anything else.

Because turning back would have meant continuation.

And there was nothing left in them that knew how to continue.

When she disappeared into the moving crowd near the stairs, it did not feel like loss immediately. Loss, like memory, arrives late. At first there is only recognition of space changing its behavior.

The bench beside him remained wet. Still holding the shape of her absence as if it had learned to memorize weight.

He sat down where she had sat earlier, not to replace her, but to understand how absence occupies physical space. It did not feel like sitting. It felt like entering something already occupied by time.

The tea beside him was fully cold now. Not abandoned. Just completed in its cooling.

A train passed without stopping again. The wind it carried brushed against his face briefly, like a thought that did not want to stay.

He closed his eyes for a moment.

And when he opened them again, the platform looked slightly unfamiliar, as if it had begun forgetting him too.

Not suddenly.

Not completely.

But enough to make staying feel like something he would have to reintroduce to the world every second.

The platform did not change in any visible way, but something in its attention had shifted. It no longer held him the way it used to. It was subtle at first—like a room slowly forgetting the presence of someone who had stopped speaking. The rain continued as before, the same patient falling, the same indifferent rhythm on tin and concrete, but even the rain seemed to be addressing him less directly now, as if his name had begun to lose its relevance to the weather itself.

He remained seated on the bench, though the idea of sitting had started to feel less like an action and more like a temporary agreement with time. The cold tea beside him had merged with the atmosphere, no longer separate from the platform but part of it, like everything else that had given up warmth long ago. He looked at it once, then not again. Looking had stopped changing anything.

The space she had occupied earlier felt different now, but not empty. Empty is too clean a word for absence. What remained was more like a residue—something that suggested presence had recently negotiated its departure but left behind the negotiation itself. He could almost trace her outline if he did not look directly at it. Memory behaves like that. It refuses direct gaze but thrives in peripheral vision.

A train arrived again, slower this time, as if even arrival had become reluctant. Its doors opened with mechanical patience. People stepped out carrying small fragments of other places—bags, silence, tiredness, urgency. No one looked at him. Or if they did, they looked through him, in the way stations train people to do without noticing they are learning it.

He tried to remember the exact moment everything between them began to loosen. Not the ending, but the beginning of ending. But memory refused precision. It only offered overlapping images: a half-written message that was never sent, a phone that rang once and then stopped trying, a conversation that ended without either of them realizing it had ended. There was no single break. Only gradual withdrawal, like tide leaving shore without announcement.

He had once thought absence would feel like breaking. It did not. It felt like redistribution.

The announcement system crackled again, but the words dissolved into static before becoming meaningful. The station did not seem interested in clarity anymore. It had stopped expecting anyone to understand anything completely. It had learned the comfort of partial information.

A man nearby laughed at something on his phone. The sound felt distant, even though he was close. Distance, he realized, was no longer measured in space. It was measured in relevance.

He looked at the tracks. They stretched in both directions, wet and dark, reflecting thin lines of light from the overhead lamps. The rails did not care who crossed them, who waited beside them, or who stopped waiting altogether. They only remembered pressure, not presence.

Somewhere inside him, a thought tried to form her face again. It almost succeeded, then dissolved halfway, like handwriting washed before drying. He realized then that he could still remember her, but only in motion—never still. She existed in fragments: the way she turned her head when she was about to disagree, the pause before she said his name, the quiet certainty she carried when she decided something was already over even before it ended.

But none of these fragments agreed to form a complete person anymore.

The bench creaked slightly when he shifted his weight. That sound felt unexpectedly loud, as if the station had been waiting for him to notice it. He wondered how long he had been here. Time had stopped offering answers in numbers. It now only offered texture.

Rain softened for a moment, then returned with the same indecision as before. Nothing here ever committed fully to change. Even weather behaved like memory—repeating without resolution.

He stood up slowly. Not because he had decided to leave, but because remaining had begun to feel like a question the platform was no longer asking him to answer. When he stood, the space he had occupied did not immediately refill. It lingered for a moment longer than expected, as if unsure whether to accept his absence or continue holding his shape.

He walked a few steps along the platform. Not toward anything. Movement here did not require direction anymore. It only required continuation. Each step sounded slightly different, as if the surface was learning him again, or forgetting him in reverse order.

A train passed without stopping. The wind it carried brushed against his face briefly, cold and impersonal. It felt like something trying to recognize him and failing politely.

He paused near the edge of the platform where the roof ended and rain became direct. Water fell harder here, unfiltered. He did not step away. There was something honest about this part of the station. It did not pretend to protect.

In that open stretch, the world felt less like a place and more like a condition. A state of waiting that had lost its object.

He thought of her then, not as she was when she sat on the bench, but as she might be now, already further away than distance could measure. The image came without sound. Just movement. Just departure continuing itself somewhere beyond sight. He realized he did not know where she had gone, and for the first time, that ignorance did not feel like loss. It felt like completion of not-knowing.

A sudden announcement finally came through clearly: another train, another time, another platform. He did not turn to look.

There was nothing in the sound that belonged to him anymore.

Behind him, the bench remained where it was. Still wet. Still holding the shape of something that had once paused there briefly, as if waiting could be mistaken for permanence.

He did not return to it.

Instead, he walked along the platform until the lights above began to thin, until sound became less concentrated, until even the rain seemed to lose interest in following him specifically.

At some point, he realized he could no longer say with certainty whether he was leaving the station or the station was finally letting him go.

Neither answer felt correct.

Neither answer felt necessary.

And somewhere, behind all movement and all silence, there was still the faint impression of a name he could not fully recall anymore, not because it had disappeared, but because remembering it no longer changed anything at all.

He kept walking.

And the platform, without noticing the exact moment it happened, stopped holding him in memory altogether.
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2. Cigarette Ash on Old Letters
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He did not remember the exact day he stopped writing her letters. It was not a decision. It was more like ink slowly forgetting its purpose inside him. Words still arrived sometimes, uninvited, fully formed in his mind, but they no longer trusted paper. Paper felt too final. Too honest for things that were already fading.

The apartment had learned silence the way old buildings learn weather. Through repetition. Through neglect. Through time refusing to be noticed. A single tube light flickered in the corridor outside his room, uncertain whether it still had permission to exist. Every few seconds, it returned to brightness like a thought trying again after failing.

On the table lay an envelope.

Unsent.

Not new. Not old enough to be history either. Something in between—like most things that hurt properly.

Beside it, an ashtray held the remains of several cigarettes that had burned without conversation. Ash did not fall in pieces. It fell in memory. Soft, irregular, almost thoughtful. Some of it had landed on the envelope without intention. Or perhaps intention had stopped mattering long ago.

He did not brush it away.

There are things that arrive too late even when they are already present.

Outside the window, rain moved diagonally, as if unsure whether it belonged to the sky or the ground. The city below did not shine. It simply persisted. Streetlights blurred into long vertical strokes against wet glass, as if someone had tried to rewrite darkness but ran out of patience halfway.

He sat on the floor instead of the chair, though there was no reason for it. Sometimes the body chooses positions that match internal weather better than furniture does.

The letter had no address written on it.

Or perhaps it had once had one, and the rain of thinking had washed it away.

He picked it up slowly. Not to open it. Only to feel its weight again. Paper carries different meanings depending on how long it has been avoided.

The cigarette between his fingers burned down quietly. No urgency. No complaint. Just slow disappearance disguised as warmth.

He remembered her hands only in fragments. The way she used to hold cups without looking at them. The way she paused before saying anything important, as if checking whether silence still approved of speech. The way she once said his name like it had more than one meaning, though he had never asked what the others were.

Now even those memories felt slightly out of focus, like photographs kept too close to water.

A train horn drifted in from somewhere far away. The sound did not belong to this moment, but it entered anyway, as distant things often do. It made the room feel briefly larger, then smaller again.

He placed the cigarette down.

Ash trembled, then settled.

The envelope lay still.

Inside it, words he had written but never delivered waited in a form that was no longer language and not yet absence. He had written them on nights when the city felt too awake and he did not. Nights when silence felt like pressure against his ribs, asking him to convert it into something readable.

He remembered one sentence clearly.

“I don’t know how to stop remembering you in wrong places.”

He had written it. Then stopped. Then added nothing after it, as if even continuation felt like betrayal of honesty.

The rain outside thickened for a moment, pressing harder against glass. The window did not respond. Windows rarely do. They only receive.

He thought of her again, not as she was in any specific moment, but as a presence distributed across small unrelated things: a spoon left untouched in tea, a pause before turning away, the sound of footsteps that never fully matched goodbye.

There had been no final argument. No dramatic ending. Only gradual disappearance disguised as normal life. Messages becoming shorter. Replies becoming delayed. Silence becoming easier than explanation.

And then one day, not even silence was needed.

He opened the envelope.

Not fully. Just enough for air to enter.

The paper inside had absorbed time differently. It smelled faintly of smoke and something older than smoke—something like intention that never reached action.

He did not read it immediately. Instead, he let it exist in his hands like an object that had traveled too far without knowing it was traveling.

The ash on the envelope shifted slightly as his breath disturbed the air. One small fragment slid across the paper, leaving a faint grey trail. It looked like punctuation that had lost its sentence.

Outside, the streetlight flickered again. The city remained indifferent. It always did. Indifference is not cruelty. It is just scale.

He finally read.

The words were his, but they did not sound like him anymore. They sounded like someone who had once believed that saying things might change what they meant. Younger belief. Softer belief.

There were apologies that had nowhere left to land.

There were memories described with unnecessary precision, as if detail could replace presence.

There was one line repeated twice, as though repetition could repair distance.

“I should have stayed when staying still meant something.”

He lowered the letter.

The room felt slightly different after reading, though nothing had changed position. Change inside rooms is rarely physical.

The cigarette had gone out.

He did not light another immediately.

Instead, he looked at the ashtray.

It was full of small endings.

Each one once held a moment of attention, then lost it gradually, like everything else in this apartment.

He walked to the window.

The glass was cold. Condensed breath from earlier still faintly visible in irregular shapes. If he looked carefully, he could see where his own reflection broke into layers—present self, remembered self, imagined self—all slightly misaligned.

The city outside continued writing itself in light and water.

Somewhere far below, a couple stood under an umbrella sharing a silence that might or might not become memory later. A bus passed slowly, carrying faces that would forget this street by morning.

He pressed his forehead lightly against the glass.

It did not answer.

The letter remained on the table behind him.

Open, but not finished.

Like everything that mattered once.

The ash on it looked almost intentional now, as if it had chosen that place to fall and stay.

He did not know whether to seal the envelope or let it remain open forever. Both actions felt like different kinds of disappearance.

So he did neither.

He left it as it was.

The room behind him held its breath in a way only empty rooms can manage.

The rain continued without deciding to stop or intensify, as if it too had forgotten the difference between arriving and staying.

And somewhere between the smoke that had already disappeared and the words that had never left the page, there was a feeling that refused to become language, resting quietly on the edge of everything unfinished, as though even endings had stopped trying to complete themselves.

He stayed by the window longer than he intended to. Or perhaps intention had stopped being relevant inside this room. Time here did not move forward in a straight line. It moved like smoke does—uncertain, returning, dissolving, returning again in different shapes that pretended to be new.

The rain had softened outside, but it had not stopped. It rarely stopped in ways that mattered. It only changed its tone, as if adjusting its voice for different kinds of silence.

Behind him, the letter lay open on the table, still carrying the weight of his unread past. The ash had settled into it more firmly now, as if it had begun to belong there. Some fragments had melted slightly into the paper where moisture from the air touched them. The words beneath looked faintly bruised, like memory pressed too hard.

He finally turned away from the window.

The room felt smaller when he did. Or maybe he had grown more aware of its edges.

He sat again on the floor, not because it was comfortable, but because the chair felt like a version of life that required explanation. The floor did not ask anything. It only received.

He picked up the letter again.

This time he read slower, not because the words were difficult, but because recognition had started behaving strangely. Each sentence seemed to arrive with a delay, as if it had been waiting outside the room before deciding to enter.

There were lines about waiting.

Not dramatic waiting. Not cinematic waiting. Just ordinary waiting that slowly becomes indistinguishable from living.

“I kept thinking you would come back when the weather changed,” one line said.

He paused there.

Weather had changed many times.

No one had come back.

Another line followed without transition:

“I stopped checking my phone like it was a doorway.”

He closed his eyes for a moment after reading that. Not in reaction, but in recognition of something he had also done without admitting it to himself.

The cigarette ash shifted slightly again, disturbed by the faint movement of air from the window. It made no sound. Ash never does. It falls in a way that refuses attention.

Outside, a distant horn sounded again. A train passing somewhere beyond visible distance. He wondered how many departures existed in a city at any given moment. Too many to count. Too many to mean anything individually.

He looked at the letter once more.

There was a final paragraph at the end, written in a slightly different hand. Not physically different, but emotionally different—like the same handwriting becoming less controlled when certainty begins to fade.

“I don’t know if you will ever read this,” it said. “But I am writing it anyway, because not writing feels like forgetting you incorrectly.”

That line stayed longer than the others.

Not because it was the most important.

But because it was the most unfinished.

He placed the letter back on the table.

Did not close it.

Did not fold it.

Did not hide it.

Instead, he left it open the way some wounds are left open—not to heal, not to worsen, but simply because closure feels dishonest when nothing has resolved itself internally.

He stood again.

Walked to the kitchen without purpose.

Turned on the tap.

Water ran for a few seconds before he remembered he had not come there for water. He turned it off without drinking.

Returned.

The room had changed slightly while he was gone. Or maybe his absence had changed his perception of it. That was more likely. Rooms rarely change when unobserved. People do.

He noticed something then.

The ashtray was no longer full in the same way.

Some ash had fallen onto the table. Not all at once. Slowly. Like it had chosen to leave its container.

He watched it for a moment.

Small grey fragments scattered across wood.

Unremarkable.

But they felt intentional in a way that made him uneasy.

He sat again.

This time facing the table directly.

The letter, the ash, the silence between them—it all felt like a language he was still learning but had once been fluent in.

He tried to remember her voice.

It came back in pieces.

Not sentences.

Not even words.

Just tones.

The way she used to say “acha” when she didn’t agree but didn’t want to argue.

The way she paused before saying goodbye, as if checking whether goodbye was actually required.

The way she once said his name like it had corners she was still discovering.

He opened the letter again without reading.

Just holding it open.

As if waiting for something inside it to move.

But nothing moved.

That was the truth of it.

Nothing inside old words ever moves again.

Only the reader does.

Outside, the rain resumed a slightly sharper rhythm, tapping against glass with renewed insistence. The window trembled faintly under it, as if remembering something it could not translate.

He leaned back against the wall.

Let the silence sit fully now, not as absence, but as presence that had stopped pretending to be anything else.

Somewhere in the city, another letter was being written, or burned, or never begun. Somewhere else, someone was reading something they could not respond to in time. Everything was happening in parallel, none of it touching.

He exhaled slowly.

The ash on the table shifted again, almost imperceptibly.

And for a brief moment, he wondered whether the letter had ever been meant for a person at all.

Or only for the act of finally letting something fall.

He did not answer that thought.

There was no need.

The room did not ask questions anymore.

It only held whatever remained unspoken.

And outside, the rain kept writing its own version of everything that was never sent.

He did not notice when the night deepened. It simply did, the way thoughts do when you stop paying attention to them. The room had settled into a quieter version of itself, as if even its walls had accepted that nothing else would arrive to disturb it tonight.

The letter remained open on the table. Still there. Still unfinished. Still refusing the comfort of being put away.

He looked at it again, but not as a reader this time. More like someone trying to understand why certain objects refuse to become ordinary again after they have been touched by memory.

The ash had spread further.

Not dramatically.

Not in any visible pattern that would mean something to anyone else.

But to him, it felt like it had begun to resemble a map.

Not of places.

Of moments.

He reached out and touched it lightly.

The ash shifted again under his finger. Some of it clung to his skin. A faint grey dust that did not belong to now. He did not wipe it away immediately.

Outside, the rain had slowed into something almost thoughtful. Not stopping. Just reconsidering its own intensity. The glass of the window was layered now—water, condensation, reflection, all mixing into a blurred surface where the city existed only as suggestion.

He stood up again.

This time more slowly.

As if movement required negotiation.

The room responded with silence that felt heavier than before. Or maybe he was just more aware of it now. Awareness changes weight. Even of emptiness.

He walked to the table and sat directly in front of the letter.

For a long time, he did nothing.

Just looked.

Sometimes looking is the only form of reading that remains when meaning has started to withdraw from language.

He thought of sending it.

Then thought of not sending it.

Then realized both thoughts were already too late.

Because the letter had already left him long before it reached paper. The writing was only the last visible stage of something that had been happening quietly for days, weeks, maybe years.

He picked it up again.

The paper felt softer now. Slightly weakened by time and air and hesitation.

He read
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