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The Invisible String Theory posits that every person is connected to another by an unseen, intangible string—an invisible thread woven from the fabric of love, fate, or destiny. This string symbolizes the unbreakable emotional and spiritual bonds that tie people together, regardless of physical distance, time, or circumstance. It asserts that no matter how far apart two individuals may be, or how long life separates them, they remain linked by this invisible string, which draws them back to each other when the time is destined to align.
How nice it feels to hear it! Now imagine how romantic it would sound if it were explained in a poem:

An unseen thread, so fine, so true,
Connects my heart, forever you.
Though miles may stretch and years may part,
This string of fate ties heart to heart.
No distance breaks what time cannot sever,
An invisible bond lasting forever.
Drawn together, when moments align,
Your soul will meet this tangled twine.
Woven from love, from hope, from dreams,
A silent string with endless seams.
Though sight may fail, and voices dim,
Our souls are linked by this sacred hymn.
So trust this thread unseen, remote,
That guides us back when time shall float.
In love’s embrace, forever clung,
By invisible strings, two souls are sprung.
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Chapter 1: The Bus Stop and the Rain
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“Some rains don’t fall from clouds. They fall from memories.”
The sky had been sulking since morning. A thick quilt of grey clouds hung low over the city, as if the heavens themselves were burdened by a secret too heavy to hold. The air smelled of wet leaves, rusted iron, and distant longing. It wasn’t the kind of rain that rushed in—it was the kind that waited, watched, and then quietly wept.

Kartik stood beneath the rusted tin shelter of the old bus stop, his hands tucked into the pockets of his faded denim jacket. His bouquet shop had closed early today—no customers, no sales, just silence and stems. He didn’t mind. Some days weren’t meant for blooming.

The rain had begun as a whisper, then grew into a steady rhythm—like fingers tapping on forgotten windows. It soaked the streets, blurred the traffic lights, and painted the world in shades of nostalgia.

Beside him sat an old lady, her silver hair tied in a loose bun, her wrinkled fingers clutching a worn-out handbag and two heavy jute bags filled with pickles, wool, and what looked like a lifetime of stories. She was muttering to herself, her voice a mix of complaint and resignation.

“Why is it raining now? Couldn’t it wait till I reached home?” she grumbled, adjusting her shawl with a sigh that sounded older than the clouds.

Kartik turned to her, a smile tugging at the corner of his lips.

“Rain doesn’t follow calendars, ma’am. It follows hearts.”

The old lady looked up, surprised. Her eyes, though aged, sparkled with mischief.

“And whose heart is it following today, young man? Yours?”

Kartik chuckled. “Maybe yours. You seem to have summoned it with your luggage.”

She laughed—a full-bodied, warm laugh that echoed under the tin roof. It was the kind of laugh that made strangers feel like family.

“You’re cheeky,” she said, patting his arm. “I like that.”

The rain continued to fall, but the silence between them had been replaced by conversation. They spoke of mundane things—bus timings, pickle recipes, the stubbornness of knees after seventy. Kartik found himself smiling more than he had in days.

“You know,” she said, “I used to love the rain. When I was young, I’d dance in it. Now I just pray it doesn’t ruin my joints.”

“Maybe your joints are just jealous,” Kartik teased. “They miss the rhythm.”

She laughed again, louder this time. A few passersby turned to look. Kartik didn’t care. There was something comforting about her presence—like a forgotten lullaby.

And then, like a scene written by fate’s own hand, a scooty screeched to a halt just beyond the puddle.

She arrived.

She wasn’t dressed like a heroine. No dramatic scarf, no cinematic entrance. Just a simple white kurti, blue jeans, and a helmet she removed with a flick of her wrist. But to Kartik, she looked like an angel sculpted from monsoon mist.

Her eyes—almond-shaped, curious—scanned the bus stop. Her lips parted slightly in surprise.

“In those eyes a quiet flame,
A hint of love without a name,
Like raindrops kissed by dawn’s first light,
They flicker soft in fading night.”
“Who’s this boy talking to my grandmother?” she asked, her voice soft but laced with suspicion.

Kartik stepped aside instinctively, giving her space. But his eyes, traitorous and tender, kept drifting toward her.

She bent down to hug the old lady, who immediately began scolding her.

“You don’t love your grandmother! You always make me wait!”

The girl laughed, a sound like wind chimes in the rain.

“I got stuck in traffic, Dadi. Don’t start.”

“You always have excuses. One day I’ll be gone, and you’ll be late for my funeral too!”

“Dadi!” she gasped, half-laughing, half-scolding.

“I’m serious. You never keep promises.”

The girl knelt beside her grandmother, brushing raindrops off her shawl. Kartik watched her tie her hair into a bun, the strands dancing like poetry in motion. But he didn’t know her name. He didn’t know her story. All he knew was that something inside him had shifted.

“Yet hearts converse in silent streams,
Beyond the bounds of spoken dreams,
For sometimes love needs no refrain—
Just a moment held in rain.”
He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. But his heart had already taken a step.

She turned to him, finally acknowledging his presence.

“Thank you for keeping Dadi company.”

Kartik nodded. “She kept me company too.”

The girl smiled—just a flicker.

“She talks too much.”

“She laughs even more.”

The girl looked at him, surprised. “You made her laugh?”

“I tried.”

She tilted her head, studying him. “Not many people do.”

Kartik shrugged. “Maybe I’m not many people.”

She smiled again, this time fuller. Then turned to her grandmother.

“Let’s go, Dadi. The rain’s slowing.”

As they walked away, Kartik watched her scooty disappear into the mist. He didn’t know her name. He didn’t know her story. But he knew this—she had stirred something.

“Some sunsets fade, some rains remain,
Carrying whispers, joy, and pain,
He watched her leave, the sky grew dim,
Yet hope still bloomed inside of him.”
And the rain, like a silent witness, kept falling.
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Chapter 2: The Angel in the Rain
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“Some people don’t enter your life. They return to it—disguised as strangers.”

The scooty had long disappeared into the drizzle, leaving behind only the scent of wet rubber and the echo of laughter. Kartik remained under the tin shelter, the old lady’s warmth still lingering like a shawl around his shoulders.

He didn’t move. He didn’t speak. He simply stood there, watching the rain soften into mist, as if the sky itself was sighing.

His eyes were fixed on the road, but his mind was replaying the last few minutes like a film reel—her arrival, her voice, her teasing, her smile. And most of all, the way she tied her hair.

She had removed her helmet with a flick of her wrist, letting her hair fall like a curtain of poetry. Long, dark, slightly curled at the ends. The kind of hair that made the rain pause midair.

Then, with a practiced grace, she gathered it into a bun. Not the hurried kind. The kind that dancers make before stepping onto a stage. She twisted, tucked, and pinned it with a silver clip shaped like a crescent moon.

Kartik’s breath had caught.

“She looked like an angel sculpted from rain,” he thought.

“What magic lives in chance surprise,
Where rain clouds mirror longing eyes,
Strangers drawn by memory’s art,
Two shadows meeting, heart to heart.”
He wasn’t the kind to romanticize strangers. But something about her felt familiar—not in face, but in feeling. Like a song you’ve heard once in childhood and never forgotten.

The old lady had been grumbling, her voice rising and falling like a monsoon melody.

“You don’t love your grandmother! You always make me wait!”

The girl had laughed—a sound like wind chimes in the rain.

“Dadi, I got stuck in traffic. Don’t start.”

“You always have excuses. One day I’ll be gone, and you’ll be late for my funeral too!”

“Dadi!” she had gasped, half-laughing, half-scolding.

“I’m serious. You never keep promises.”

And then, the moment.

She had knelt beside her grandmother, brushed raindrops off her shawl, and held out her pinky finger.

“I Pinky promise I’ll never make you wait again.”

“Promises made with gentle touch,
Soft words that linger all too much,
A vow so simple, yet profound,
Where healing rains and dreams are found.”
Kartik had frozen.

The words weren’t just hers. They belonged to someone else. Someone from a time when promises were made with fingers, not contracts. Someone who had vanished with a Pinky promise and a tear.

Now, standing alone, Kartik looked down at his hand. His Pinky finger trembled slightly.

“Why did that word hit so hard?”

He didn’t know her name. He didn’t know her story. But he knew this—she had stirred something.

Something old. Something buried.

The rain continued to fall, soft and steady, like a lullaby for forgotten memories.

Kartik closed his eyes.
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