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There was a window
that never belonged to me,
yet somehow
it became the place
where my heart learned
to wait.
It wasn't stained glass,
nor framed with gold.
It was ordinary—
the kind that overlooked
a quiet street
where evenings settled
like tired birds
upon telephone wires,
where porch lights flickered
one by one
until darkness became
its own gentle language.
And there you were.

Sometimes reading.
Sometimes laughing
at someone I could not hear.
Sometimes standing
with your forehead
resting against the cool pane,
as though you, too,
were searching
for something
beyond the reflection.
I never knew
whether you saw me.
Perhaps I was only another passerby,
another shadow
moving through the ordinary hours,
another face
the world carried away
before names were spoken.
But hope
is a reckless architect.
It builds castles
from glances.
It writes stories
between seconds.
It convinces lonely souls
that destiny
sometimes wears
an ordinary sweater
and looks out
an ordinary window.
So every evening,
I found reasons
to wander.
Not because
I had somewhere to go,
but because
my heart insisted
there was somewhere
to pass.
The same cracked sidewalk.
The same maple tree
whose leaves surrendered
to every autumn.
The same mailbox
leaning slightly
as though age
had finally become
too heavy to ignore.
Every familiar thing
became sacred
because it existed
near you.
Funny,
how love—
or what we believe
might become love—
can baptize
the smallest details.
A chipped flowerpot.
A curtain
that danced
when summer winds arrived.
The yellow glow
of your bedroom lamp.
The silhouette
of your shoulders
drawn softly
against the evening sky.
None of it
belonged to me.
Yet every piece
found a place
inside me.
I memorized
the rhythm
of your presence.
Mondays
you watered plants.
Tuesdays
music drifted
through the cracked window,
the kind
that sounded old enough
to remember
better days.
Some nights
you disappeared
before sunset,
and the darkness
felt larger
than it should have.
Other nights
you stayed awake
long after midnight.
I wondered
what thoughts
kept you company.
Did you dream
of leaving?
Did you fear tomorrow?

Did you miss someone,
too?
Or were you simply living
a beautiful,
ordinary life,
never knowing
that a stranger
had quietly
woven your existence
into his prayers?
It embarrasses me now,
the innocence
of those evenings.
Not because
they were foolish,
but because
they were honest.
There is no disguise
more fragile
than hope.
Hope walks
without armor.
Hope carries flowers
through thunderstorms.
Hope believes
closed doors
may someday open
simply because
the heart
kept knocking.
I imagined conversations
that never happened.
The first hello.

The awkward smile.

The laughter
after discovering
we loved
the same books,
the same rainy afternoons,
the same impossible dreams
that sensible people
learn to abandon.
I imagined
walking together
beneath October trees
while leaves
performed
their annual farewell.
I imagined
sharing silence,
that rare language
only trusted souls
can understand.
I imagined
Christmas lights
reflected
inside your eyes.
Spring mornings.

Summer storms.

Years.

An entire lifetime
grew quietly
inside moments
that lasted
less than a heartbeat.
And then—

one evening—

the window
was dark.
No lamp.

No silhouette.

No curtain
breathing
with the breeze.
Just empty glass,
reflecting only
the fading sky
and the stranger
standing across the street,
pretending
he wasn't waiting.
I told myself
it was only one night.
People leave.

People travel.

People visit family.

People fall asleep early.

Life interrupts
its own routines.
Tomorrow,
I thought.
Tomorrow
the light
will return.
Tomorrow
the music
will float
through the open pane.
Tomorrow
she will stand there
with a cup of tea,
completely unaware
that someone
had nearly forgotten
how to breathe
without that small miracle.
Tomorrow.

What a dangerous word.

Tomorrow
can stretch
into weeks.
Weeks
become seasons.
Seasons
become years.
And sometimes,
before we notice,
our lives
are measured
not by birthdays,
not by calendars,
not by victories—
but by absences.

I walked
the same street.
Again.

Again.

Again.

The maple tree
grew taller.
The flowerpot
vanished.
Someone painted
the front porch.
Children
who once rode bicycles
returned years later
driving cars
with worries
written across their faces.
Everything changed.

Except me.

I was still looking
toward the same window,
hoping memory
might become
a doorway.
But windows
are strange things.
They let us see
what cannot be touched.
They remind us
that closeness
is not the same
as belonging.
And perhaps
that is why
I still dream of you.
Not because
we shared a story.
But because
we almost could have.
There is a particular ache
reserved
for unfinished chapters.
Not heartbreak.

Not exactly.

Heartbreak belongs
to what we held.
This belongs
to what we never had
the chance
to hold at all.
Still,
if somehow
the years folded
like old letters,
if time
grew merciful
for one quiet afternoon,
I would return
to that familiar street
without asking
for miracles.
I would ask
only for one thing.
One light.

One silhouette.

One impossible moment
where the girl
in the window
looked back,
smiled,
and proved
that all those evenings
had not been
entirely
a dream.
Until then,
I carry
that empty window
inside me—
not as a monument
to sorrow,
but as a reminder

that sometimes
the deepest love stories
are written
without introductions,
without goodbyes,

without ever
leaving the distance
between one lonely heart

and one glowing window.
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People tell you
that time is a river,
that it carries everything away,
smoothing the sharp edges
of memory
until even grief
forgets its own name.
I have walked beside that river.

I have watched
entire years
float past
like leaves
caught in the current.
Yet somehow,
your window
remained.
Not the glass.

Not the curtains.

Not even the house,
for one spring
someone painted it
a color
I did not recognize.
No—

it remained
inside me.
There are places
the world can renovate,
and there are places
only the heart
is allowed to keep.
You lived
in the second kind.
Sometimes
I wondered
whether I had imagined you.
Whether loneliness
had borrowed your face
because it needed
someone beautiful
to haunt me.
But then,
out of nowhere,
a song would begin
playing in a grocery store.
A melody
that sounded
like the evenings
I used to spend
pretending
I wasn't looking.
And suddenly
there you were again.
Not standing
behind the glass—
but standing
inside memory,
where time
cannot wrinkle
the people we miss.
There,
your smile
never faded.
Your hair
never surrendered
to years.
The light
never dimmed.
You became
the one season
my heart
refused
to let winter touch.
I met other people.

Kind people.

Funny people.

People who offered
their stories
without hesitation.
Some stayed.

Some left.

Some taught me
that love
is less like lightning
and more like
building a fire,
patiently,
carefully,
day after day.
They were right.

Still—

every now and then,
while talking,
while laughing,
while living
the life
I once prayed for,
my thoughts
would drift.
Not because
I wished to leave—
but because
memory
has its own weather.
It rains
without permission.
One cloud.

One familiar perfume.

One passing glance
through another stranger's window.
And suddenly
the sky inside you
is full again.
I never blamed you
for disappearing.
How could I?

You never promised
to stay.
The promises
were all mine.
Made silently.

Kept faithfully.

Broken only
by reality.
There is a strange dignity
in loving someone
who never asked
to be loved.
It teaches restraint.

It teaches kindness.

It teaches
that affection
is not ownership.
The stars
belong to no one.
Still,
millions look up
every night.
Perhaps
that is enough.
Perhaps
some things
are meant
to be admired
instead of possessed.
I think
I finally understand.
Yet understanding
is not forgetting.
If forgetting
were easy,
photographs
would never yellow.
Old houses
would never feel haunted.
Certain streets
would never ask us
to slow down.
The heart
is an archivist.
It keeps
every unfinished sentence,
every almost,
every maybe,
every person
who stood
on the edge
of becoming
our forever.
Your file
has grown thick
with years.
Not because
new memories
were added—
but because
old ones
have been read
so many times
the pages
have become soft.
Sometimes
I imagine
you found happiness.
Perhaps
you married
someone
who noticed you
without hesitation.
Perhaps
you have children
who laugh
with your eyes.
Perhaps
there is another window now,
another home,
another life
filled with ordinary miracles—
burnt toast,
laundry baskets,
birthday candles,
arguments
about paint colors,
late-night apologies,
slow Sunday mornings.
If so,

I hope
someone tells you
every day
that you matter.
I hope
someone reaches
for your hand
without thinking.
I hope
when life becomes heavy,
there is always
a shoulder nearby.
I hope
your laughter
found a place
where it never
has to echo
alone.
And if,
by impossible chance,
you ever remembered
the quiet stranger
who wandered
the same sidewalk
a little too often—
I hope
the memory
made you smile,
not because
you knew my heart,
but because
it reminded you
that every life
touches another
in ways
we never fully see.
Maybe that
is the secret.
Maybe we are all
someone's passing thought.
Someone's favorite stranger.

Someone's
"what if."
Not every story
needs an ending
to become meaningful.
Some stories
exist simply
to prove
that the heart
is capable
of seeing beauty
before it knows
its name.
You were mine.

The girl
in the window.
The light
at the end
of ordinary evenings.
The unanswered question
that somehow
became
its own answer.
And though
the years
continue
their quiet march,
I no longer
stand across the street
waiting
for the lamp
to come on.
Instead,

I carry
its glow
within me.
A small,
steady light.
Not asking
to lead me back—
only reminding me

that once,
in the middle
of an ordinary world,
one illuminated window

was enough

to teach
a lonely
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