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            "Here lies the story of lives that were never whole—Yet in their fragments, the world found its poetry."--Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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In the quiet corners of our world, countless lives move unseen—lives that feel incomplete, lives that speak in whispers and shadows. This book seeks to explore those inner worlds, where longing and solitude coexist with imagination, hope, and a subtle magic that illuminates even the loneliest hearts.

Within these pages, you will meet people who talk to cats, who dance alone with unseen partners, who carry fragments of the past in their eyes and hands. Each story is a window into the human soul—imperfect, searching, and poetic—reflecting truths we may all recognize, yet rarely name.
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Preface
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This collection was born from observation, reflection, and a quiet fascination with incompleteness. In our modern world, many stories remain untold: those of the solitary, the longing, the quietly heroic, and the quietly broken.

Through tales, I have sought to give voice to these lives—small, mysterious, often invisible, yet rich with meaning. Blending imagination with empathy, these stories aim to create a space where readers may feel, reflect, and perhaps recognize themselves.

These are not merely tales of loneliness, but a celebration of human resilience, of beauty hidden in small obsessions, and of the poetic lives we too often overlook.
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To the incomplete, the unseen, and the quietly extraordinary—

May these stories reflect the beauty found within your solitude.
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“Here lies the story of lives that were never whole—

Yet in their fragments, the world found its poetry.”—Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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1. The Man Who Saw All Children as His Own
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In a small town framed by the soft curves of distant hills and the slow meander of a river, there lived a man whose life had never quite settled into rhythm. He was neither old nor young, but suspended in a kind of middle age—caught between the certainty of youth and the quiet melancholy of what had been left undone. His name was Elias.

Elias moved quietly through the town, the sort of man who could pass unnoticed on the street, yet somehow linger at the edge of awareness. His house was modest, tucked behind a row of aging elms, a place he had rented for decades. Inside, it was neat but spare: a single chair by the window, a small wooden table, and a stack of books that smelled faintly of river mist seeping through the cracks of the old walls. There were no photographs of children, no toys, no echoes of laughter. And yet, everywhere he went, Elias felt children around him—invisible presences, like shadows stretching long in the evening sun.

He first became aware of this sensation at the playground near the edge of town. Each afternoon, he would sit on a worn wooden bench, hands folded over his knees, and watch the children play. He did not engage them. He did not speak. Still, he saw each child as though they were fragments of his own absent family.

There was a small boy with a bright red scarf who climbed the swing set with reckless joy. To Elias, the boy’s laughter felt like a piece of a child he had never had—a fragment he carried as deeply as if it had been born from him.

The first time this realization struck him, he walked home with tears drying on his cheeks, wondering whether the warmth he felt for strangers could be real, or whether it was simply a longing that had taken root and refused to leave. It was not pity. Not exactly. It was something quieter and more insistent: recognition. In these children, Elias saw pieces of the life he could never claim, and by observing them, he tried—gently, imperfectly—to stitch a sense of completeness around the hollowness within him.

Each day, the ritual repeated. He wandered toward the schoolyard just before the children emerged, lingering near the gates. From a careful distance, he watched them run, chase balls, and burst into sudden peals of laughter. He memorized faces and expressions—the tilt of a head when a joke landed, the wild flailing of arms when excitement overtook caution. Each gesture became a small treasure, a whisper of a life that might have been his.

Elias had no children of his own. Not solely by choice, nor solely by circumstance, but by a succession of quiet misfortunes and deferred possibilities. Once, he had loved a woman whose laughter seemed brighter than the sun. Together, they dreamed of children and of a home filled with sounds that could stretch a single day into eternity. But life chose otherwise. Illness crept between them, slowly eroding their shared future. When she left, she took with her the life they had imagined.

That absence settled into Elias like a stone in his chest—heavy, constant, shaping the rhythm of his days. Yet in watching children move through streets, playgrounds, and quiet parks, he found a strange solace. Their presence breathed life into places he had long believed hollow. He imagined speaking to them, telling stories, teaching small lessons about kindness, curiosity, or courage. But he never crossed that line. To do so, he knew, would shatter the fragile illusion that an incomplete life could still be tender.

The townspeople noticed Elias only in passing: the way he tipped his hat to a child in the market, the way he lingered in the square as children ran through fountains on hot afternoons, or the way he crouched beside a fallen toddler and offered no words—only a calm, steady presence. No one guessed the depth of his inner world, or the families he built in silence, observation by observation.

One late summer evening, Elias stood by the river, watching children skip stones across the water. The air smelled of moss and sun-warmed earth, and the river glittered with reflections of the sky. A girl with dark braids bent to pick up a stone, her hands trembling with concentration. A sudden ache bloomed in Elias’s chest, as though every unlived moment of his life had gathered into that single instant.

He imagined her as his daughter—her laughter filling the corners of his empty home, her voice echoing through rooms that had never known such sound. In that moment, he felt both complete and painfully hollow, the paradox that defined his existence. As the sun slipped behind the hills and shadows stretched across the water, Elias remained where he was, silent and watchful.

That evening, he carried the children home with him in memory—each face, each movement, a piece of a puzzle that could never be finished. He imagined conversations, lessons about bravery and empathy, about noticing the small miracles hidden in ordinary days. Each imagining ended, inevitably, in solitude.

Nights were the hardest. In the dim light of his lone window, Elias replayed the day’s moments, turning smiles and laughter into memory. Sometimes he wept for the children he would never hold, the voices he would never hear echoing through his own home. Other nights, he smiled softly, warmed by a connection that was fleeting, imagined, yet undeniably real.

Over time, Elias began leaving small gifts behind—an abandoned book on a park bench, a sketchpad beneath a tree, a ribbon tied carefully to a fence. He never stayed to see if they were found. He liked to believe that somewhere, a child might touch these offerings and feel a whisper of kindness, an unseen guardianship. They were his quiet dialogue with the world.

Some mornings, he followed the children to school, stopping just beyond the gates. He memorized routines and habits—the shuffle of feet before class, the murmured laughter between friends. He learned their names, not to intrude, but to anchor himself in the fragile truth of connection. Each name was a thread binding him gently to lives that were never his.

One autumn afternoon, a sudden rainstorm sent children scattering for shelter. Puddles splashed beneath their feet, laughter ringing through the air. One boy slipped, striking the cobblestones hard. Elias rushed forward without thinking, helping the boy to his feet, brushing dirt from his clothes, feeling the small, steady pulse of life beneath his hands.

“Thank you,” the boy whispered.

Elias smiled, the words almost too much to bear. In that moment, he understood that connection did not require blood or shared history. Love could exist in attention, in care, in the simple acknowledgment of another’s presence.

And so he continued—day after day, year after year—a quiet guardian of the unseen and the incomplete. He never married. He never became a father. Yet in his walks through playgrounds and streets, in the gifts left behind for unknown hands, Elias became a witness to joy, wonder, and fragility.

The town never knew the full measure of his life, nor did it need to. Elias lived in the spaces between notice and neglect, stitching together fragments of what might have been into a tapestry unseen but rich with care, memory, and hope.

At night, he stood by his window and looked out over the sleeping town. He imagined each child safe and warm, dreaming of laughter and worlds he could never enter. In that imagining, he found something whole at last—a heart stretched wide enough to hold all the lives he had never lived, and a soul steady enough to keep walking forward.

Elias had no family, yet every child became his. Every smile, every tear, every quiet observation was a tribute to the incomplete life he had embraced—a life both hollow and overflowing with invisible love.

And perhaps, in the end, that was enough.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
%2 SR :
Lives of
Incomplete People

Tales of Longing, Solitude,
and the Human Soul

By Fazal Abubakkar Esaf





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





