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Dedication
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To the quiet places within us all—
where the soul still listens,
and silence speaks.
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Preface
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The stories within this collection are not meant to be solved, nor fully understood. They are not puzzles, nor parables, but mirrors—sometimes fractured, sometimes whole. Each tale was born from a moment of stillness, a whisper caught between breath and thought.

This book is not a map, but a trail of echoes. Some will lead inward, others may vanish. That is as it should be.

I invite you not merely to read, but to wander.

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
August 2025
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These tales emerged not as a plan, but as an unfolding—like petals around a forgotten center. I did not sit to write a book, only to listen. And what I heard was not always comfortable. Sometimes a whisper of doubt, sometimes a longing too vast for language.

What they share is not a timeline, but a tone. A sensibility. A hush that follows moments of truth, often hidden in the mundane or mystical.

If you have ever sat in a room and felt the presence of something unnamed; if you’ve watched the world from behind your thoughts; if you’ve sought meaning where others saw only pattern—then perhaps these stories are for you.

I don’t promise revelation. Only reflection.
And maybe, an echo of something you forgot you remembered.
—Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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1. Beneath the Fig-Tree Lantern
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In the quiet moments before dawn, when the world held its breath, Eliam would light the lantern. It hung from a low, listening branch of the fig tree behind his home, its blue-glass panes muted by time. The soft, trembling light it cast was a familiar comfort, a pale circle on the earth where he would kneel, always barefoot and always in silence.

He was a potter—not a celebrated one, nor one with much wealth. His creations rarely traveled beyond the village, yet those who held his bowls sometimes spoke of a curious feeling. The clay, they said, felt old in their hands, like a memory rediscovered rather than a new thing found.

Eliam lived a solitary life on the edge of town, the chapters of his past—as a student, a traveler, a husband—all quietly folded behind him. All that remained now was the clay, the fig tree, and the strange, timeless space beneath the lantern's glow. When he worked, he didn't simply mold the clay; he listened. And the clay, in return, spoke.

It wasn't a voice with words, but a chorus of whispered memories. The earth itself seemed to share its secrets: faces he'd never seen but somehow recognized, the phantom ache of cities whose names stirred a nameless grief, and the echoing laughter of a child in a language he didn't know yet understood in his very bones.

One morning, as mist coiled like breath around the fig tree, Eliam felt the whisper again—this time clearer, more insistent. A name. It was a name he didn't know, but it resonated through his chest like a single, distant bell. It was neither his nor foreign, belonging to something just out of reach—a past life, or perhaps many. He had long ago stopped trying to make sense of these feelings; he simply trusted the truth of what he felt.

The voice returned, older than the air, softer than smoke. "You once shaped a bowl for a queen who never spoke your name."

His hands, moved by instinct, began to work. A new bowl took form, its walls thinner and more fragile than his usual style, a shape like a sigh. As he worked, impressions came to him: a long hall, the drift of incense, a woman with eyes as dark as winter rivers. Her hand rested on a bowl he had crafted centuries before. And then, as quickly as it came, the impression vanished. The bowl in his hands shimmered faintly in the lantern's light, and for a moment, he feared its own weight of memory might break it.

That night, he placed the unfired, unsigned bowl at the base of the fig tree. By morning, it was gone—no footprints, no note, no sign of a breeze. Simply gone. Eliam smiled, a sudden lightness in his heart he couldn't explain.

Day after day, the pattern repeated. The clay brought new whispers—some tragic, some joyous, some wordless. One day, he created a flute from memory alone, a perfect shape he'd never played. Another, a mask with silent tears carved into its cheek that made even children fall quiet. He kept none of them. Each finished piece was left beneath the lantern for the night, and each morning, the earth reclaimed it.

Years passed. The villagers spoke of the quiet potter, the man who never sold his finest work. They called him mad, or blessed, or both. But they left him to his peace.

One morning, Eliam did not come to light the lantern. The fig tree stood in silence, its blue glass catching the rising sun, scattering the light like water.

Inside his home, the potter's wheel was still. Beside it rested Eliam's last piece: a small, unfinished bowl, still damp with memory. A single fingerprint marked its edge. Eliam had passed in the night, sitting upright, his eyes open as if listening.

They buried him beneath the fig tree, without words or a stone. The lantern remained, its light flickering on the stillest of days. And now, they say, if you sit beneath that tree and place your hands on the earth, you can feel something stirring. It's not a sound, but a memory—a whisper that knows your name.
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2. The Thread of Quiet Things
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He was once Ranin, but in the monastery, names were folded away like old garments—kept, but never worn. He became known as “the One Who Listens,” a title he hadn’t earned formally, but one that fit him perfectly. He simply listened more than most.

The monastery of Koro-Dan clung to the mountainside like moss to stone, a place where the wind’s song was clearer than any human voice, and silence was not an absence, but a presence.

It was during his thirtieth winter that Ranin’s words ceased. There was no grand declaration, no formal vow. One day, his words simply ended, as if they had walked on ahead of him and he had chosen not to follow. He had been dreaming again of the name.

The name came to him in sleep like a golden thread, fragile as breath, slipping through his chest. It was not a name he remembered from his life, his childhood, or any story he had ever heard. Yet, it was his truth. Each time he dreamt it, he awoke with the syllables on his tongue, only for them to vanish like snow touched by sunlight. He came to believe the name was not meant to be spoken, but felt. It was something to be found, or remembered in a quiet corner of the soul where words could not reach.

He began to walk—not away from the monastery, but deeper into its rhythm. Into its breath. His days slowed. He no longer copied scriptures, but spent hours sweeping leaves, touching the cold stone walls, and listening to the mountain.

At first, the other monks noticed. Some worried. One asked gently if Ranin was grieving, but he only smiled, bowed, and continued his silent work. After a time, they let him be.

Years passed like water beneath ice—still on the surface, flowing beneath. Ranin found joy in small things: the patterns of bird feet in the morning snow, the way tea cooled in a porcelain bowl, the pause between one bell and the next. He began to feel that the world was stitched together by threads so fine they couldn't be seen, only followed. And he began to follow.

It was the quiet things that guided him: the hush before dawn, the rustle of an unseen deer, the slow unfolding of a blossom no one else would notice. And always, the dream returned. Not every night, but often, the name was there, like a lantern waiting at the end of a long corridor. It didn’t call him; it waited.

One evening, as dusk settled before night, Ranin wandered to the small prayer hall carved into the cliff face. He sat in the same place he had as a young novice, when he still believed answers were given from above. Now, he knew the voice came from within. He closed his eyes.

And this time, the name did not whisper—it wove. It threaded itself not through his ears, but through his breath, his bones, his very silence. It was not one name. It was all the names he had ever carried, in this life and others. The name of the child he had been. The name of the stone he had once placed on a grave. The name of the wind that had first taught him stillness. It was not spoken to him; it became him.

He wept, but not from sorrow. The name held no sorrow, only a deep, unutterable familiarity—like returning to a place that had missed him without knowing. When he opened his eyes, the world had not changed, but he had.

From that day on, the monks noticed that when Ranin passed, silence followed him more deeply than before—not as a shadow, but as a blessing. Birds seemed to pause their calls when he approached. Even the old stone steps echoed less beneath his feet. He never spoke again, not because he couldn't, but because there was no longer any need. The name within him was complete. To speak would only fracture it.

Years later, when he passed in the middle of a snowfall, the monks buried him beneath the apricot tree in the outer courtyard. They placed no stone, no plaque, no name. Only silence.

But some say that on the first snow of winter, if you walk quietly enough, you will hear a thread pulling through the air—soft as silk, old as light. And it will carry a name that is not yours, but somehow fits.
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3. Mirror at the End of the River
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The merchant, his name a forgotten echo, sat by the river, his boat moored and his wares unsold. The silks, spices, and stones that had once defined his life now felt meaningless, like sand slipping through trembling hands. His wealth hadn't been stolen or lost to tragedy; it had simply lost its purpose.

His course was changed not by a grand event, but by a child. A girl, perhaps seven, with silent grace and eyes too old for her face, appeared at his market stall. She wasn't there to buy, but to draw. With a piece of coal, she sketched something on a discarded ledger page and, without a word, handed it to him before she disappeared.

The drawing was of a river, but not one he recognized. In the distance were mountains, and at the river's farthest bend, a perfect, round mirror hung suspended above the current like a low-hanging moon. Symbols he couldn't read surrounded it, yet they stirred a profound, aching familiarity within him.

He stared at the drawing for days, and at night, he dreamed of the mirror. In his dreams, he approached it not to possess it, but to face it. Each time he neared, his reflection shimmered, first showing him as a boy, then as something older still. It was as if the mirror saw through lifetimes, not just moments, and he saw himself as a thousand different people in one reflection.

One morning, he left everything behind. He packed a small satchel, kept the child’s drawing close, and began walking upstream. His journey was not one of seeking wealth or escape, but of a quiet, relentless pursuit of the truth that lay beyond the final bend.

The river became his compass. Days bled into weeks as he left the villages behind and the air grew thin with forgotten altitudes. With each mile, he felt the years of ambition and hoarding peeling away like bark from a shedding tree. He spoke little and listened more. The wind sang broken lullabies, and the water hummed stories he had never heard but somehow recognized.

He began to dream not of the mirror, but of his grandfather—a man whose voice he hadn't heard since boyhood. In one dream, the old man placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “The river never ends. But you must know where it began.”

He awoke with a terrifying clarity. It was not the mirror he sought, but what it would show him.

One evening, after a climb that left his legs trembling, he reached the bend. The river narrowed and deepened, flowing slow and silver under the watchful sky. And there, just as in the child’s drawing, the mirror hovered, impossibly, inches above the water. Its surface was still and shining, reflecting not the sky or the trees, but something else entirely—something from deep within the one who looked.

He stepped forward and saw not a single face, but all his faces. A thousand selves rippled on the surface at once: a boy chasing fireflies, a son burying his father, a lover walking away, a man counting coins in a dark room, a child not yet born. He was every version of himself in a single breath.

Then, the reflection changed. It showed his grandfather, standing beside the river, younger than he had ever seen him, smiling not with pride or sorrow, but with recognition.

And then he saw the child—the one who had drawn the river. She stood behind him in the reflection, watching quietly. He turned, but there was no one. Only the wind, the water, and the hush of a truth finally named.

He did not take the mirror. He simply sat beside it, as he had once sat beside his wares, and wept—not for loss, but for finding something that had waited patiently inside him his whole life.

Months later, when villagers passed that place, they found no mirror. Only a circle of polished stones, arranged like an eye, watching the current.

And some say, if you leave behind all that does not serve you and walk long enough along the river’s bones, you may find it too. Not a mirror, but a memory of who you were, before you forgot to remember.
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