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Sometimes a person sinks so deeply into silence that a sudden sound makes their heart skip—like a forgotten message shaking the soul awake. For years, I’ve spoken the language of silence: fearing it, embracing it, running from it.

My name is Walter. Walter Brown. I’m nearing seventy, at that final stage of life where time flows like water but leaves nothing behind. I live in Portland, Oregon, this damp, rain-sheltered city. Here, the rain washes everything away: streets, dreams, people. Each drop seems to erase yesterday, mistakes, lost hopes.

By night, I work for a cleaning company, sweeping through different corners of the city in offices whose names I don’t even know. I pick up a broom, and during the day, these rooms hum with life: laughter fills the air, words intertwine, the faint chime of computers sets the rhythm. But at night... it’s just me. The rustle of my old broom, the occasional clatter of a plastic bucket, and a heavy, suffocating silence wrapping everything around.

I’m Black. Being Black in this country, especially old and alone, creates a strange current—like all three meld into one shadow. Nobody notices you: not on the street, not sweeping an office, not wandering the edges of life. And you surrender to the silence, as if your voice, your story, your existence are doomed to be unnecessary.

I’m alone. But it wasn’t always so, of course. Once, my home glowed with light: soft beams slipped through the windows, steam rose from hot tea on the table, and in the corner was a woman’s voice, weaving into the silence so gently—Grace. Her laughter filled the house like a flower blooming after rain. Her death left me incomplete, as if part of my soul went with her, and my body became a shadow roaming the wet streets of this rain-soaked city.

Every evening, coming home, I see the dim light of windows blending into the dark. I open the door, and no one says, “You’re home, love.” Only silence wraps around my neck, like deep sand slowly choking my breath. You don’t die from longing; it seems longing slowly lets death in.

I live, gradually fading: each day growing a little thinner, each night existing a little less. Perhaps the purpose of this story is to fill the voids, even slightly—with words, memories, forgotten sounds.

Because one evening, in that endless black sea of silence, something strange happened. Something small, trembling, unexpected... like life quietly knocking at an old door—with a chime, a laugh, a touch. And in that moment, I realized: silence isn’t always mute. Sometimes, like a leaf ready to unfurl after rain, it waits for a new sound to be born.
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Chapter 1 – The First Meeting
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Portland’s autumn nights are special—not quite cold, not quite warm, but always damp, as if the vapor of forgotten memories lingers everywhere. Silence here sounds different: it drowns in the air, clings to every breath, and slowly squeezes the heart. Raindrops tap against windows, and the wind hums a rustling melody through the streets, like an old rhythm from someone else’s memory. These nights draw a person to the edges of life—and for so many nights, I’ve wandered, caught in this wordless dampness, forgetting myself.

I reached the building just before seven. I threw on my old coat and gripped the broom handle tightly. The place I come to every night is a small architectural firm, Hargrove & Bell, on the third floor of an old building near downtown, but far enough out to feel forgotten. In buildings like this, wooden floors creak with years, high ceilings hold forgotten dreams. The windows look out on Portland’s wet clouds, and sometimes raindrops leave trails on the glass, like tears. The office is steeped in nostalgia: framed plans of old projects hang on the walls, forgotten pencils and stacks of paper clutter the desks. The air blends scents of paper, ink, and lost time.

The staff had already left, the sounds of the last cars on the street faded. Only a few lamps glowed, their faint yellow light softly coloring the rooms. Some computer monitors hadn’t been turned off, their blue glow trembling in the dark, like a betrayal—people often leave in a hurry, forgetting to switch them off. The silence was so deep that the ticking of a clock sounded like the faint chime of a heartbeat.

I brought in my broom and cleaning supplies—plastic bucket, detergents. My steps echoed lightly on the wooden floor. It’s become a ritual: first the corridors, listening to every corner; then the kitchenette—leftover cups, forgotten juice cartons; and finally, the big meeting room. In the silence, under the sound of my own steps, I feel like I’m talking to the room—it tells me its stories, and I, in return, sweep up its dust.

That night, everything was as usual—the rustle of the broom, the damp smell of the air, the faint light seeping through windows—until I entered that room. In the meeting room, the lights were off, only a thin beam from the corridor casting shadows on the table. I held the broom, sweeping around the table in the half-dark, each movement slow and deliberate.

Suddenly, something stirred—quickly, but not heavily, like a shadow darting across sand. Something slipped from under a chair, leaving a faint rustle on the wooden floor, and darted to the corner of the room.

At first, I thought it was a mouse—old buildings often have such neighbors, seeking secret paths in the night. But when I looked closer, I saw... a frog. Not an ordinary frog, but like a tiny statue woven from nature’s secret palette. Deep green, with dark purple and thin blue patterns like veins—each line shimmered softly, like silk. Its skin was damp, as if it had absorbed Portland’s moisture, but its sheen wasn’t dull. And its eyes... those eyes... they glowed in the golden light, like deep, endless wells. For a moment, I felt something familiar in that gaze—like the trace of a forgotten friend or a shadow of the past.

The frog froze, its body barely trembling, but its fear wasn’t panicked. It seemed to be sizing me up, watching my every move. As if it sought recognition—a fragment of memory. Its gaze stirred something in me: the faint glow of Grace’s smile, the warmth of forgotten quiet evenings at home. I didn’t move, holding my breath. Slowly, I leaned the broom against the floor, as if my movement might break a bird’s wing.

“Easy now...” I whispered, my voice trembling in the room, dissolving into the silence.

The frog didn’t stir. For a few seconds, we just looked at each other—it at me, me at it. They say animals sense emotions, but this was more than that. It was like a memory—an awakening of an old story, like a rainbow after rain. Looking into its eyes, I saw Grace’s smiling face in the haze: the same gaze... not quite, but so close, as if one soul lived in another form.

Careful to step lightly, I moved to the door and slowly opened it. The cold air from the third floor rushed in. The frog hesitated, then crossed the distance between us in short hops—each one light but sure, as if following an old path. At the door, it stopped, turned, and looked at me again. This gaze was clearer: deep, wordless, but leaving a mark—like it was saying “come” or “remember.”

Then, leaving a faint tap on the wooden floor, it hopped down the corridor. I followed, my heart beating softly but noticeably. On the first floor, it stopped at the building’s entrance. It said nothing—nor did it need to. It just looked into my eyes with its golden glow.

In that gaze was so much: not fear, but rather expectation... perhaps trust, perhaps memory—like the return of an old friend or the awakening of a forgotten promise.

I placed my hand on the doorknob and slowly cracked the door open. The cold Portland air rushed in, carrying the smell of wet leaves and the rustle of wind. The frog stirred, reached the threshold, paused for a moment, and looked at me again. To say there was a “thank you” in it—maybe not, but something human: wordless, yet with a voice, like a brief conversation of souls.

Then it hopped toward the bushes, visible for a few seconds in the dark—its green glow, its blue patterns. And then it vanished, dissolving into the wet black depths of
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