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Chapter 1 – The Edge of Almost
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Grief has a sound.
It’s not the sobs people expect. It’s quieter—like a chord that never resolves, a note that vibrates long after the song ends.
That’s what I hear when I open my eyes on the first morning of my new life.

Mom says moving will help. “A change of scenery,” she calls it, like grief is a movie and I can just pick a better set.
But new walls don’t erase echoes.



At school, everything smells like bleach and overripe fruit from the cafeteria. I keep my headphones on, music low but steady—white noise for survival.

Nobody knows me here. That’s the point.

I find the music room during lunch. It’s smaller than the one at my old school, instruments stacked in a closet, dust everywhere.
Perfect.
I slide onto the piano bench and press one key.
E minor.
The sound trembles in the air like it remembers something I don’t want to.
I start to play, softly at first. Notes like broken glass—beautiful if you don’t touch them too long.

That’s when I realize I’m not alone.



A boy’s leaning against the doorframe. Skateboard tucked under one arm, hoodie half-zipped, hair falling into his eyes.
He watches me like I’m part of a film he’s not sure he’s supposed to interrupt.
“That’s... dark,” he says finally. “But kinda beautiful.”

I freeze mid-chord. “Thanks, I guess.”

He grins. “I’m Ezra.”

“Jules.”

“New?”

“Obviously.”

He laughs—easy, unbothered, like he hasn’t met a wall he couldn’t climb. “Well, Jules Obviously, welcome to Eastview High. You play like someone with too many thoughts.”

“Maybe I just like minor keys.”

“Yeah,” he says, stepping closer. “People who like minor keys usually have major stories.”

I roll my eyes, but my mouth almost smiles. Almost.



When he leaves, I stare at the piano for a long time.
The air still hums with the chord I never finished.
I press one key—just one—and whisper under my breath,
“Stay.”
It rings out like something between a prayer and a dare.
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Chapter 2 – Ghost Notes

[image: ]


Grief doesn’t stay put.
It sneaks into the corners of things — under your tongue when you try to speak, between breaths when you laugh.
For me, it lives in the silence after a song ends.



The next day, I skip lunch again.
Same piano. Same dust. Same me.
Except this time, Ezra’s already there.

He’s sitting cross-legged on the floor, guitar in his lap, quietly tuning strings. There’s a tiny scar above his left eyebrow—probably from skating—but it makes him look like he’s been in a fight with the world and didn’t lose.

He looks up when I walk in.
“Hey, minor-key kid.”
“Hey, skate cliché.”

He laughs, not even pretending to be offended.
“I figured if you’re gonna haunt this room every day, I might as well bring company.”
“I don’t haunt.”

“Then why’s your energy so... ghosty?”

I open my mouth to snap back but stop. The thing is, he’s not wrong.



He starts to play—a messy, slow melody that sounds like rain on concrete. No words, just notes that feel alive.

I sit beside him on the floor and listen.
For a second, I forget to breathe.
Then, without planning it, I reach for the piano.
We play together.
Guitar and piano shouldn’t blend this easily, not when we don’t even know what key we’re in. But somehow, it works.
Two sounds carrying the weight of something neither of us says out loud.



When the bell rings, he leans his guitar against the wall and stretches.
“Guess that was... something.”
“Yeah,” I say. “Something.”

He studies me for a second, like he’s trying to read sheet music he’s never seen before.

“Do you always play sad stuff?”

“Do you always ask personal questions?”

“Only when I want real answers.”

I glance at him, lips pressing into a small, reluctant smile. “Then I guess, yeah. Sad’s kind of my brand.”

He nods, as if that makes perfect sense.
“Cool. I’ll bring snacks tomorrow. You bring the sad.”
And then he’s gone, leaving the room brighter than it has any right to be.



After school, I walk home past a row of old houses that look like they’re holding their breath.
One window reflects the sky in a shade of gold I didn’t know existed.
I almost take a picture.
But then I remember: the last photo I took still lives in my phone, untouched.
Two faces, both smiling.
Only one still here.
I close the app before it can hurt more.



That night, I can’t sleep. I keep thinking about how his guitar filled the silence differently — like he was saying, I don’t need to fix you; I just want to listen.

It’s a strange feeling.
Warm. Dangerous.
Maybe that’s what healing sounds like—
not an ending, but a duet.
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Chapter 3 – Cracks in the Sound
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By Wednesday, the piano room feels like ours.
Not officially, of course — we don’t own it. But the air remembers us now. The dust feels like background noise instead of a weight.
Ezra’s already inside when I arrive, humming tunelessly while setting out two bottles of orange soda.

“Hydration for the emotionally damaged,” he says, holding one out.

I take it, roll my eyes, and sip.
It fizzes sharp against my tongue. “You’re assuming I’m emotionally damaged.”
He grins. “Please. You play the piano like it owes you an apology.”



We start playing — me on piano, him on guitar — just like before. No sheet music. No plan.
But something’s different today.
I hit a note too hard.
It clatters, sharp and ugly, echoing through the room.
I freeze.

Ezra doesn’t say anything at first. He just keeps strumming, slower this time, until the sound finds me again.

“Don’t stop,” he murmurs. “Even the bad notes matter.”

It shouldn’t mean so much, but it does.

Because lately, every part of me feels like a wrong chord — too soft in some places, too loud in others, never quite right.

I press another key. Then another.
The cracks stay. But they belong now.



When we’re done, the air hums between us.

Ezra leans back, eyes closed. “You ever think music’s just therapy for people too stubborn to talk?”

I look at him — the way he chews the inside of his lip when he’s trying not to smile, the way his voice gets quiet when he means something.

“Maybe,” I say. “But some of us are fluent in silence.”

He opens one eye, smirks. “You’re kind of poetic when you’re deflecting.”



After school, we walk out together.
He’s talking about a band he loves, but I’m only half listening. The way sunlight hits his hair feels like a photograph I’ll never take.
When we reach the parking lot, he points to his beat-up bike.
“You should come see us play sometime,” he says. “My band. The Static Hearts.”
“Cool name.”

He shrugs. “We were fifteen and dramatic.”

I laugh, and it feels real this time — not the hollow kind I use at home.



That night, I sit at my piano again.
No audience. No Ezra. Just me.
I play until my hands ache, chasing something unnamed.
Halfway through, I start crying — not the ugly sobbing kind, but the quiet leak you don’t even notice until it’s happening.
The notes blur, but I don’t stop.
Somewhere between G and A minor, I feel it — the tiniest flicker of relief.
Like maybe music doesn’t heal you.
Maybe it just lets you exist long enough to start wanting to.
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Chapter 4 – Things We Don’t Name
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There’s a certain quiet that lives inside some people.
Not peaceful quiet — more like the kind that hums behind your ribs, waiting for you to acknowledge it.
That’s the kind Ezra and I share.



It’s Thursday, and the piano room feels colder today.
The sun hides behind gray clouds, and the fluorescent lights buzz like they’re nervous too.
Ezra’s sitting by the window when I walk in, strumming chords that sound unfinished. His hoodie’s half-zipped, sleeves pushed up just enough to show a faded wristband from some old festival.

He doesn’t look up when he says, “You ever feel like you’re made of the wrong pieces?”

I blink.
“What?”
He shrugs, still plucking at the guitar. “Like... everyone else got the right manual, but yours came missing a few pages.”

For a second, I forget to breathe.
Because yeah — that’s exactly it.
“Every day,” I say quietly.



He finally looks at me, and something flickers there. Recognition. Relief.

We don’t talk about it more. We don’t need to.
Instead, we play.
The song that comes out is slower than usual. Less melody, more heartbeat.
Each note feels like a confession neither of us can say out loud.



Afterward, he sets the guitar down and says, almost too softly, “My mom used to say music was just pain arranged nicely.”

I want to ask what happened to her, but his voice carries that edge — the one that says don’t push yet.

So I just nod. “She sounds smart.”

He laughs, but it’s the kind of laugh that hides in its own echo.
“She was.”
The word was hangs there, fragile and final.

I reach for the piano keys again just to fill the silence. But he covers my hand with his.

“Don’t,” he says. “It’s okay.”

And somehow, it is.



When I get home, my mom asks why I’ve been spending so much time after school.
“Music,” I tell her.
It’s true — just not the whole truth.
Later, in bed, I scroll through my messages until I land on one from last year.
A name I still can’t delete.
u still up?
can’t sleep
tell me something true
I close the screen, heart aching in that slow, familiar way.
Some ghosts don’t disappear — they just change key.



The next day, Ezra waits by my locker.
“Hey,” he says, “there’s this open mic Friday. My band’s playing. You should come.”
I start to make an excuse, but he grins like he already knows.
“Don’t say no. You need to see what loud feels like.”
I roll my eyes. “You’re very pushy for someone who barely talks.”

He shrugs. “Only about things that matter.”

He walks away, and I catch myself smiling — a small, startled kind of smile, like hearing your name spoken gently after too long.



That night, I write a song.
Not a real one — just fragments
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