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It’s always “Good night Tia”

and I am always “Good night Mom”

Then....

I go there.......

The wind was just as she remembered it — soft, slow, like it had been waiting.

She opened her eyes.

No sudden pull, no falling sensation this time.
Just... arrival.
Calm, clean, like stepping into a memory she’d made her own.
The Void welcomed her without a sound.
The stars were still scattered like thoughts across a quiet sky.
Planets hung, distant and unmoved, glowing softly in the dark.
And she stood there, barefoot, her breath steady — different.

“I think I finally get it.”


Her voice didn’t echo.
It never did here.
But something in the air shifted — not in fear, but in promise.
Like the Void itself had been listening.
She took a step forward.

The ground beneath her felt less distant now. Not just a dream or a drift — it felt chosen.

She walked until she reached the edge of the cliff, the one where water whispered to no one in particular.[image: ]

And she smiled, not because she was happy...
But because something inside her had clicked.

“This isn’t just a place.”
“It’s a message.”
She stood still.


The wind moved through her hair like it remembered her — gentle, familiar.
She closed her eyes and let it carry the silence.
But the silence broke.

A sound — faint, like a footstep wrapped in shadow.
She turned.
From the same darkness she always arrived through,
someone stepped out.
A boy.

Not startled.
Not confused.
As if he had always been meant to be here.

His pace was calm, his eyes steady.
No fear.
No wonder.
Just presence.
She watched him, unsure if she was dreaming inside a dream.
He stopped a few feet away from her, looked at her like he already knew her name.

“I’m Nor,” he said.


The wind paused,
as if waiting for her reply
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She stared at him.

Eyes narrowed, breath caught.
As if her brain needed an extra second to believe what her eyes were seeing.
She didn’t answer.
Didn’t move.
Not yet.
He didn’t seem to mind.

His gaze drifted past her — over her shoulder, into the endless stillness.
Then, he raised his hand and pointed.

“I think... it’s time.”


She turned.

There it was.

A shimmer in the distance.
Like the air itself was peeling open.
A place that wasn’t there before —
or maybe had always been there, waiting for someone to notice.
She felt it before she saw it clearly.

A memory.

Familiar.
Incomplete.
Heavy.
Her feet moved without thinking.
Drawn toward it like a thread had been pulled from inside her chest.
She didn’t know what she would find there.
But she knew something had just changed.
And Nor —
he stayed behind, watching,
like he had seen it all before.
[image: ]

Without warning — the stars, the sky,
the cliff behind her — all gone.
She didn’t feel herself move,
but suddenly,
they were there.
The place from the shimmer.
Close. Real. Too real.
Nor ducked behind a tall tree before she could even ask.
He looked at her, eyes sharp now — not afraid, but alert.
She followed him without question,
kneeling low behind a thick trunk.
The air smelled different here — not of the Void,
but of something warmer. Closer to home.
Laughter echoed, distant and soft.
A creaking swing.
A tiny splash.
She peeked past the tree.

It was a playground.

Faded colors.
A broken seesaw.
An old sandbox that looked familiar in a way she didn’t want it to.
Children ran through it — shadows of them,
glitching at the edges like half-remembered dreams.
Her heart tightened.


“Why are we hiding?” she whispered.


Nor didn’t answer.

He just watched the scene in silence.
Like it wasn’t memory or dream —
but something that still mattered.
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She narrowed her eyes, trying to place the feeling.
Something in the trees, the color of the benches, the rust on the swing set—
And then it clicked.


“This is... my neighborhood.”


Not a version of it.
Not a dream.
The real one.
The park behind her old building.
She stepped out slowly from behind the tree.

There, in the sandbox,
a little girl sat with her back to them.
Small hands, moving carefully through the sand,
building something with such focus, like it meant everything.
Tia froze.

She knew those fingers.
That shape.
That ponytail held together with two mismatched clips.
It was her.
Maybe six years old.
The little Tia pressed down on a sandcastle wall, her brow furrowed like she was building a fortress to keep the world out.

And just for a second—
older Tia felt something swell in her throat.
Tears threatened,
not from pain,
but from a wave of something heavier.
Longing.
Maybe love.
Just as she was about to step closer to her younger self,
something shifted.
From the corner of the playground —
where the light thinned and the shadows gathered like quiet secrets —
a boy sat alone.
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Still.
Almost hidden.
His face was blurred by shade,
as if the memory itself wasn’t sure how to show him.
Little Tia noticed him.

She stood up, brushed sand from her hands,
and walked toward the corner.
No fear.
Just curiosity.
Like she knew he wasn’t a stranger,
even if she hadn’t met him yet.
The boy looked up.

He didn’t speak.
But when she smiled,
he smiled too — soft, careful, like it had been a while.
Then she reached out.
He stood,
and together,
they ran back to the sandcastle.
They didn’t speak much,
but their laughter filled the space like light.
For a moment,
older Tia forgot she was watching a memory.
She forgot everything.

They looked... happy

She watched them play —
the small version of herself
and the boy from the shadows —
until the edges of the memory began to blur.
Not with sound,
not with wind,
but with silence.
The laughter faded
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