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            "In the silence between what was said and what was meant,we built entire worlds—and lost them just as quietly."-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Dedication
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For those who stayed a little longer than they should have,
and for those who left without knowing they were still needed.
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Epigraph
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“In the silence between what was said and what was meant,
we built entire worlds—and lost them just as quietly.”-Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Preface
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There are stories that shout to be heard, and then there are stories that sit quietly beside you, waiting.

This collection belongs to the latter.

Each piece in In the Unwritten Moments of Light is not a full story in the traditional sense, but a moment—paused, suspended, and breathing in its own silence. These are fragments of lives, glimpses of emotions, echoes of conversations that never fully happened.

They are not meant to be rushed.
They are meant to be felt.
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To the unnoticed moments—
the pauses in conversations, the unsent messages, the empty spaces beside us—thank you for shaping these stories.
To those who have known quiet loss, quiet love, and quiet hope: this collection exists because of you.

And to the silence itself, for holding more truth than words ever could.
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Introduction
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We often think of stories as events—something that begins, unfolds, and ends.

But life does not always move that way. Sometimes, the most powerful experiences are the ones that never fully form. A message left unread. A goodbye never spoken. A feeling that lingers without a name.

This collection explores those spaces—the in-between moments where meaning exists without explanation. Each story is intentionally brief, offering just enough to suggest a world beyond the page, while leaving room for the reader to enter and complete it.

You may find yourself in these pages.
Or you may find someone you once knew.
Either way, take your time. These stories are not about what happens—they are about what remains.
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Preface Note 
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Read slowly.
Pause often.
Let the quiet speak.
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1. The Last Message Unread
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Every night at exactly 10:17, the phone would light up, and for a long time, Arjun believed the moment belonged to the message—to the unknown number, to the careful sentences that arrived without demand. But as the days folded into each other and the nights grew quieter, he began to understand that the moment had never belonged to the message alone. It belonged to the pause before it. The stillness that gathered just before the light appeared. The part of him that had slowly, almost unwillingly, begun to wait.

After he replied that first time, something shifted—not dramatically, not in a way that could be pointed to or named, but in the rhythm of things. The nights no longer passed untouched. They carried a quiet awareness now, a sense that something might arrive, not just on the screen, but within him.

The reply—“Someone you once knew.”—did not resolve anything. It did not clarify the past or define the present. Instead, it opened something small and uncertain, like a door that had not been used in a long time. He did not walk through it immediately. He stood there, just inside the threshold, aware of the space beyond without fully entering it.

That night, he did not sleep for a long time.

He lay with the phone beside him, the screen dark, but no longer turned away. The room felt the same, but not entirely. The objects around him—the book, the cup, the faint outline of the chair near the window—seemed to hold their places more deliberately, as if they had been waiting for something to shift before settling again.

At 10:17 the next night, the message came.

“I used to think you’d forget first.”

He read it once. Then again.

The words did not accuse. They did not carry regret in any obvious way. But they rested there with a quiet weight, as if they belonged to a conversation that had been paused rather than ended.

He typed slowly.

“I don’t remember.”

The reply came after a pause.

“I know.”

That was all.

And yet, something about that exchange felt fuller than the messages that had come before it. Not because it explained anything, but because it acknowledged something unspoken—that remembering was not always a choice, and forgetting was not always complete.

The days that followed began to change in small, almost unnoticeable ways.

He still woke at the same time. Still made his tea. Still left it unfinished more often than not. But now, when he set the cup down, there was a moment—a brief hesitation, as if he were aware of the act itself. As if it carried more than habit.

At work, he found himself pausing more often. Not out of distraction, but out of a kind of quiet listening. To what, he wasn’t sure. The hum of the room. The rhythm of his own thoughts. Something that felt just beyond articulation.

And sometimes, without warning, something would surface.

Not a full memory.

Not even a clear image.

Just a fragment.

The edge of a conversation.

The feeling of sitting somewhere familiar.

The sense of someone beside him, not speaking, but present in a way that made silence feel shared rather than empty.

It would come and go quickly, like something glimpsed in passing. But each time, it left behind a trace—something that lingered just long enough to be felt.

At night, the messages continued.

“I didn’t think I would keep texting this long.”

“I told myself I’d stop when it stopped hurting.”

“I think I forgot how to measure that.”

He read every word.

Sometimes he replied. Sometimes he didn’t.

There was no pattern to it, no expectation from either side. The conversation existed in a space that felt separate from the usual rules of communication. It did not need to move forward. It did not need to reach a conclusion.

It simply unfolded.

One night, he asked, “Why 10:17?”

The reply took longer than usual.

“I don’t know if you remember.”

Another pause.

“It was the time you said you liked best.”

He frowned slightly at that.

“Why?”

This time, the response came more quickly.

“You said it felt like a moment that didn’t belong to anything else.”

He read that again, slower.

Something about it felt close.

Not familiar, exactly.

But near.

As if it hovered just outside the reach of recognition.

“I don’t remember saying that,” he typed.

“I know,” came the reply.

“But you did.”

The conversation paused there, but the thought did not.

10:17.

A moment that didn’t belong to anything else.

He began to notice it differently after that.

Not just as a time, but as a feeling.

A quiet space between what had been and what was about to be.

A point where the day had fully ended, but the night had not yet settled.

A kind of in-between.

And in that in-between, something seemed to wait.

The fragments of memory grew slightly clearer over time.

Still incomplete. Still uncertain.

But closer.

He remembered a place.

Not vividly.

Just the outline of it.

A table by a window.

The sound of distant traffic.

The faint clink of a cup being set down.

And someone across from him.

Not fully seen.

But felt.

There was a familiarity in that presence. A comfort that did not need to be earned.

One night, he asked, “Did we meet somewhere specific?”

The reply came after a long pause.

“Yes.”

“Where?”

Another pause.

“Does it matter if you don’t remember it?”

He hesitated before answering.

“I don’t know.”

“Then maybe not yet.”

The conversation moved on, but the question remained.

He started noticing places more.

Cafés he passed without entering.

Benches he had no memory of sitting on.

Streets that felt familiar in a way he couldn’t explain.

Each one carried a possibility.

But none of them confirmed anything.

One evening, on his way home, he stopped without planning to.

It wasn’t a conscious decision.

Just a moment where his steps slowed, then paused.

He found himself standing outside a small café.

It looked ordinary.

Unremarkable.

The kind of place he might have passed countless times without noticing.

But something about it felt... still.

As if it held a memory without revealing it.

He stood there for a while.

Then, without fully deciding to, he went inside.

The space was quiet.

A few tables, mostly empty.

Soft light.

The faint smell of tea and something sweet.

He looked around, not searching for anything specific, but aware of a subtle tension—like a question waiting to be asked.

And then he saw it.

A table by the window.

Nothing special.

Just a table.

But something about the way the light fell across it, the way the chair was angled slightly away, made something shift inside him.

He walked over and sat down.

The chair felt familiar.

Not in a physical sense.

But in the way his body settled into it without adjustment.

As if it had done so before.

He placed his hands on the table.

Waited.

For what, he wasn’t sure.

A server approached, asked if he wanted anything.

“Tea,” he said, without thinking.

The word felt natural.

Unconsidered.

The tea arrived.

He held the cup for a moment, then set it down.

Didn’t drink it.

Instead, he looked at the empty chair across from him.

And for a brief moment—

not long, not fully formed—

he felt it.

Not a memory.

Not an image.

Just a presence.

Soft.

Familiar.

Gone before it could be understood.

That night, at 10:17, the message came.

“You went there today.”

He stared at the screen.

“How do you know?”

A pause.

Then—

“You always sat by the window.”

His breath caught slightly.

Not sharply.

Just enough to be noticed.

“I think I remember something,” he typed.

The reply came slowly.

“Only if you want to.”

He looked at the words for a long time.

Then, carefully—

“I think... we used to sit together.”

A longer pause this time.

Long enough for doubt to return.

Then—

“Yes.”

That was all.

But it was enough.

The silence that followed was different now.

Not empty.

Not uncertain.

Just... open.

As if something had been acknowledged, even if it wasn’t fully understood.

The days that followed did not bring clarity.

Not in the way stories often promise.

There was no sudden return of memory, no complete reconstruction of what had been lost.

Instead, there were small things.

Moments.

Fragments.

The way she might have held her cup.

The way conversations could exist without needing to be finished.

The feeling of time passing differently when shared.

And slowly, gently, something began to take shape.

Not the past itself.

But an understanding of it.

Not what had happened.

But what it had meant.

One night, he asked, “Why did we stop?”

The reply took longer than any before.

Minutes passed.

Then—

“Because you asked me to.”

He felt something settle in his chest.

Not pain.

Not exactly.

Just... weight.

“I don’t remember that.”

“I know.”

“Why would I do that?”

A pause.

Then—

“You said forgetting would be easier.”

He closed his eyes for a moment.

The room felt still.

Not silent.

Still.

“And was it?” he typed.

The reply came after a long time.

“No.”

That was all.

And in that single word, something became clear.

Not the details.

Not the sequence of events.

But the truth that had remained beneath it all.

That forgetting had not erased what was there.

It had only changed its form.

Moved it into quieter places.

Places that did not demand attention, but waited for it.

At 10:17 the next night, the phone lit up again.

But this time, Arjun was not just waiting for the message.

He was present for the moment itself.

The pause.

The stillness.

The space between what was known and what was felt.

The message appeared.

“Are you still awake?”

He smiled slightly.

Not because the words were new.

But because they were not.

Because they had always been there.

Waiting.

He typed his reply without hesitation.

“Yes.”

And for the first time, it did not feel like the beginning of something unknown.

It felt like the continuation of something that had never fully ended.

Quietly.

Patiently.

Still there.

At 10:17.

2. The Bench That Waits

Every evening, just before the light begins to soften into something gentler than day, he arrives at the bench, as he always does. The path curves the same way, the tree leans in the same quiet posture, and the bench waits without ever seeming to expect anything. He lowers himself into his usual place, slightly to the right, leaving that small, familiar space beside him untouched. It is not a large space, not enough to be noticed by most people passing by, but to him, it carries a shape that has not changed, even after all this time.

The air moves differently in the evenings now. Or perhaps he notices it more. There is a stillness that settles just before the light fades completely, a kind of pause the world takes before continuing into night. He has grown used to sitting within that pause, allowing it to pass through him without trying to hold onto it. The sounds of the park remain the same—distant footsteps, children being called home, the rustle of leaves shifting overhead—but they seem to come and go without leaving much behind.

He does not bring the book anymore.

It had stayed with him for a while after she stopped coming, resting in his hands as something familiar, something that connected those evenings to what they once were. But eventually, even that felt unnecessary. He had never really read it, not then, not now. It had been something to hold, something to place between moments. Now, his hands rest quietly on his lap, empty, unoccupied, as if they have learned that they do not need to carry anything for the time to pass.

There are days when he thinks he sees her.

Not clearly. Not in a way that convinces him.

Just a figure approaching from the curve of the path, a certain way of walking, a slight hesitation before reaching the bench. His attention sharpens for a moment, just enough for him to sit a little straighter, to become aware of the space beside him in a more immediate way. But the figure always passes. Or turns. Or becomes someone else entirely.

He does not feel disappointed when it happens.

Only aware.

As if something inside him briefly leaned forward, then settled back again.

He has stopped expecting her to return.

Not in the way people think of expectation.

There is no quiet counting of days, no measuring of time against absence. He does not sit there waiting for a specific moment to be undone. Instead, he sits because sitting has become part of him, just as leaving that space beside him has.

Some evenings, people still ask if the seat is taken.

The question comes in different tones—polite, uncertain, casual—but it always carries the same small pause behind it. He answers the same way he always has. He shifts slightly, just enough, and says there is space.

There is always space.

Most people sit without asking anything more. They bring their own presence, their own quiet or conversation, their own reasons for being there. Some stay only a few minutes. Others remain longer, watching the light fade the way he does.

Occasionally, someone speaks.

A comment about the weather, the park, the tree. He responds when it feels natural, not adding more than necessary, not withholding anything either. The conversations are brief, contained, and they end without needing to be concluded. When the person leaves, the space beside him returns to itself, unchanged.

There are moments, though rare, when something feels closer.

One evening, as the light stretches thin across the ground, a familiar kind of quiet settles in beside him. Not attached to a person, not tied to a presence he can see, but something that feels shaped the same way her silence once did. It is not memory exactly. It is not imagination either.

Just a feeling that the space is not entirely empty.

He does not turn to look.

He has learned that some things are not meant to be checked.

They are meant to be allowed.

So he sits as he always does, his gaze resting ahead, his posture unchanged, his awareness widened just enough to include that quiet presence without disturbing it. The moment does not last long. It fades the way all such moments do, without announcing its departure.

But something of it remains.

Not in the bench.

Not in the tree.

In him.

Time continues, though he no longer measures it in the same way. The seasons move through the park in their quiet cycles. Leaves gather and fall
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