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Chapter 1: 

That Was the 

Day I Knew
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That evening, I just wanted to be alone.

My mind was a tangled mess, and my heart felt unbearably heavy — for reasons I couldn’t even begin to explain. Everything about this week had felt wrong. Conversations were off. Deadlines piled up. Even the quiet in my own room felt like noise. I couldn’t take it anymore. So, I reached for my scarf, slipped into my worn sneakers, and stepped outside without much of a plan.

The small neighbourhood park at the end of the street—one I hadn’t visited in months—called to me. It used to be my retreat before life got too loud and too lonely. Lately, even the thought of taking a walk felt exhausting. But that day... something told me to go.

Dry leaves crunched beneath my feet with each step, and the sound of chirping birds grew faint as dusk slowly crept in. The wind was gentle, carrying the scent of earth and fading sunlight. Somehow, it helped. I took a deep breath, letting the air fill my lungs like it could clear my mind.

"Just for a while," I whispered to myself. "Just a little escape. Then I’ll go home."

And that was when I saw him.

He was sitting alone on the wooden bench under the old tree that shaded the far side of the park. A grey T-shirt clung to his shoulders, his black track pants looked relaxed, and his messy hair looked like he hadn’t cared to fix it. A pair of white earphones dangled from his ears. He didn’t notice me—his eyes were fixed on the sky.

But it wasn’t just that he was looking at the sky. It was how he was looking.

There was something in his gaze—long, thoughtful, deep. As if the sky held answers to the kind of questions that kept people awake at night. As if he were silently pleading with the universe to understand something he couldn’t put into words.

I stopped walking. Not on purpose. My feet just... wouldn’t move.

There I stood—at the edge of the small path, hidden partially by the shadows of the trees. I watched him, quietly, without meaning to. There was something about him. Something strange. Something... calming. As if his presence was whispering, “You’re not the only one who feels lost sometimes.”

I don’t know when it happened, but I started to smile.

It was a quiet smile, the kind you don’t even notice until you feel your lips lift gently on their own. I hadn’t smiled like that in weeks. Not at work. Not at home. Not even in front of a mirror. And here I was—smiling at a stranger who didn’t even know I existed.

Then, as if fate decided it was time, he turned.

His head shifted slightly, and our eyes met—just for a second. Just one heartbeat.

My heart did something strange in that moment—something quick and wild. I immediately looked away, pretending to scroll on my phone, as if I hadn’t just been caught staring.

But from the corner of my eye, I saw it.

A smile.

He smiled.

A small, quiet smile that reached his eyes—gentle and knowing. The kind of smile that made you feel like he’d just read your thoughts and decided not to judge them. The kind of smile that stays with you.

Dear God... that smile.

I don’t know who he was. I didn’t even know his name. I didn’t go over to him. I didn’t say hello. I didn’t ask anything. But that moment... that brief, quiet, inexplicable moment — it lodged itself somewhere deep in me.

That was the day I knew.

I would remember that boy — the one with the sky in his eyes and the quiet in his smile — no matter how fleeting the moment, no matter if I never saw him again.

***
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I DON’T KNOW HOW LONG I stood there after that.

Maybe it was only a few seconds, or maybe it was longer than I realized. Time felt suspended, like the universe had paused just long enough for me to catch a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. I finally looked up, but he had turned his gaze back to the sky, as if nothing had happened. As if that one second—our shared glance—was just another passing moment in an ordinary day.

But it wasn’t ordinary to me.

I turned away, forcing my feet to move again. Step by step, I walked slowly out of the park, but my heart was still seated on that bench beside him. I didn’t look back. I didn’t dare. Part of me was afraid he’d be gone, and another part feared he’d still be there—making it harder for me to let the moment go.

The sky had grown dimmer now. The blue had faded into a soft orange, with streaks of pink dancing through the clouds. The evening was folding itself into night, and the world around me carried on as if nothing had changed.

But something had.

Inside me, something had shifted.

As I walked home, I thought about how rare it was to feel something like that. In a world where days blur together and most people are just passing faces, it’s strange to suddenly feel... seen. Even if just for a second. Even if by someone you don’t know. Even if it means nothing.

Or maybe that’s why it means everything.

When I reached my front door, I paused. I turned to glance back down the street, toward the park hidden now by houses and fences. He was long gone from view, but his presence still lingered, like a melody that echoed in my mind long after the music stopped.

Inside, everything was the same—familiar walls, quiet rooms, the faint ticking of the clock in the living room. But I was different. Something about that moment had stayed with me. I sat down on the edge of my bed, not even bothering to change out of my sneakers. My fingers absently traced the hem of my scarf as my thoughts spiraled in all directions.

Who was he?

Was he a regular at the park? Had I just never noticed him before? Or was this a one-time chance encounter—one of those strange coincidence’s life throws at you to make you feel alive again?

I let myself imagine his voice.

Would it be soft? Steady? Would he speak slowly, the way people do when they choose their words carefully? Or would he talk with energy, passion, like someone who felt deeply and lived loudly?

Would we ever cross paths again?

I didn’t want to admit it to myself, but I hoped we would. I hoped tomorrow, or next week, or even a month from now—I might go back to that same bench and see him again. Maybe then I’d find the courage to sit down nearby. Maybe we’d say hi. Maybe something would begin.

Or maybe not.

Maybe this was just meant to be a single frame in the film of my life. A moment of unexpected poetry. A reminder that even in loneliness, beauty still exists. Even in the middle of a messy week and a noisy mind, peace can come in the form of a stranger looking at the sky.

I lay back on my bed, the ceiling above me plain and still, but in my mind... it was full of stars. I thought about his eyes, how they had locked onto mine with no words, no warning—just raw, unfiltered connection. It wasn’t love, I knew that. But it was something.

Something real.

And that something was enough to remind me I was still here. I was still capable of feeling. Of smiling. Of hoping.

That night, I dreamed of a park bathed in golden light. I dreamed of old trees and quiet skies and a boy on a bench who turned to smile—not just at me, but for me.

And for the first time in a long while, I woke up the next morning with a heart that didn’t feel quite so heavy.

Yes.

That was the day I knew.
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Chapter 2:

The Second Evening,

and the Same Feeling
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"Wait—are we actually here to jog, or are you just trying to spot that guy again?"

Syaza shot me a look as she tightened the laces of her running shoes. Her eyebrows were raised, one foot already tapping the ground impatiently.

I grinned, caught off guard. “Both,” she admitted shamelessly. “Jogging and mild stalking. It’s called multitasking, babe.”

I let out a small laugh, but inside? My heart was already racing.

Today, I agreed to follow Syaza on one of her evening runs. Conveniently, she suggested the same park—the same one where I saw him last week. I tried to act casual, telling myself this was just a coincidence. That if he happened to be there again, maybe it was fate. If he wasn’t, well... I’d just go home with sore legs and no regrets.

But deep down, I hoped.

I hoped he’d be there.

We started walking slowly, easing into our warm-up pace. The late afternoon air was soft against our skin, carrying the scent of grass and something faintly sweet, like blooming trees. Syaza chatted about her day, something about her boss being impossible again, but my ears were only half-listening.

My eyes, on the other hand, were busy.

Scanning. Searching. Not intentionally—but instinctively.

And then—there he was.

Sitting on the same wooden bench under the same old tree. His head slightly bent. His usual earphones plugged in. But this time... he was holding a book.

A book?

I blinked
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