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            "There are places where silence is not an absence, but a presence—a weight, a sound, a language all its own."
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Preface
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Stories arrive quietly, like footsteps on a forgotten path. They linger in the spaces we leave empty—the silences between words, the pauses in memory, the footsteps we never hear. This collection is an invitation into those spaces, a journey through lives marked by absence as much as presence, where what is left unsaid weighs as heavily as the truths spoken aloud. In writing these stories, I sought to capture moments suspended between times and places, fractured by memory, shadowed by histories not fully told. They are less about resolution and more about the echoes that follow, the breath held in the stillness before a step forward.
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Between silence and movement lies a fragile boundary where stories dwell. They do not arrive with a fanfare of plot or the thunder of a grand narrative, but rather unfold in quiet rooms, along deserted roads, and beneath skies heavy with unspoken histories. They are fragments of lives lived in waiting, in watching, in fractured moments where the past and future meet in a single, held breath. This collection does not offer answers, but rather the spaces where questions live—the shadows cast by memory and the weight of what is unseen. To read these stories is to step into that delicate tension, that profound and personal place between the silence and the step, the known and the unknown.
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To those who listen in the quiet,

who find stories in the spaces between,

and who carry the weight of what is left unsaid,

This book is for you.
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“There are places where silence is not an absence, but a presence—a weight, a sound, a language all its own.”

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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1. The Long Corridor
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He stood at the threshold of the old house, the weight of years folding around him like a coat worn thin and faded by seasons. The door groaned open—a sound more familiar than he expected—and the air inside was cool, stale with a profound absence. Dust motes, caught in the late afternoon light that pierced the narrow windows, danced in slow, golden shafts. The house felt alive, not in the usual way of creaks and sighs, but as though it held its breath, waiting for something that might never come. It was a silence so thick it was a presence, a language spoken without sound.

He stepped inside and the floorboards groaned underfoot, a tired echo from a past that felt both distant and immediate. The walls were lined with faded wallpaper, peeling at the edges like forgotten promises, each crack and tear a small scar in a face he no longer recognized. He couldn’t remember much—just fragments, like shadows flickering in a dark room. A laugh caught in the corner of his mind, the scrape of a chair against the floor, the distant call of his mother’s voice, soft and urgent, as if carried on a current of air from another time. But none of it settled into clarity. Instead, it was as if the house itself remembered more than he ever could, holding a history he was locked out of, a secret it refused to share.

A corridor stretched before him, long and narrow, disappearing into the dimness beyond. It was more than a passage; it was the spine of the house, a testament to the passage of time. He walked slowly, fingertips grazing the plaster that cracked beneath his hand. The walls held a palimpsest of stains, marks left by the slow erosion of time: the faint outline of a small handprint, a trace of a forgotten scrawl in what might have been crayon. The corridor seemed to pulse with memory, each step he took unfolding a layer of silence thicker than the last. He felt an almost magnetic pull forward, as if the path was guiding him toward a truth buried deep within its walls.

At the end of the hallway, a door stood slightly ajar, revealing a room where sunlight pooled like liquid gold on the floorboards. The light was a stark contrast to the dimness of the corridor, a sudden burst of warmth in a cold place. He hesitated at the threshold, then entered, his boots scuffing on the floor. The room was empty save for a single chair, its wood worn and smooth, its surface burnished by the countless hands that had rested there. The air was heavy with something he could not name—perhaps regret, perhaps loss, or simply the sheer weight of all the moments that had played out within those four walls. He sat, the chair creaking beneath him, and closed his eyes, letting the silence settle around him like a shroud. Voices whispered from the corners of his mind, fragments of conversations half-heard in childhood—his father’s low murmur, his sister’s sharp laugh. They were ghosts, not quite present but never truly gone. And in that silence, he felt the weight of everything left unsaid, of all the stories that had been left unfinished.

He rose and moved toward the staircase, each step creaking beneath his weight, a new note in the house's mournful song. The banister was cool and polished, worn smooth by generations of hands, a testament to the lives that had passed through this place. He paused halfway up, looking back at the corridor stretched behind him, a narrow scar of light and shadow. It was a path he had walked before, though he could not recall when or why. The house seemed to breathe, alive with a history and a silence so deeply intertwined that they were one and the same. The upper floor was colder, the air thinner and filled with dust that caught in the sunlight like tiny stars. Rooms opened on either side—bedrooms frozen in time, their curtains heavy with dust, beds unmade for years. He wandered, touching the cracked windowpanes, listening to the quiet sigh of the house. It was a place suspended between past and present, where memories hovered like fragile threads waiting to be woven into something whole.

In one room, a faded photograph lay face down on the floor. He picked it up with tentative fingers, turning it over slowly. The faces were blurred, their features softened by time and neglect, a mosaic of indistinct visages. He did not recognize them, but the photograph felt important—as if it held the key to a story the house had been trying to tell all along. He set the photograph back carefully, then moved to the window. Outside, the garden had grown wild, nature reclaiming what had once been tamed. The wind stirred the branches of an old tree, its shadow falling long across the overgrown grass, its branches gnarled and twisted like the bones of an ancient hand. He wondered how long it had been since anyone tended this place, since voices filled the rooms and footsteps echoed in the halls.

A sudden noise startled him—a floorboard creaking beneath a weight that was not his own. He turned sharply, his heart quickening in his chest. But there was nothing, only the house settling around him, breathing its slow, steady breath. He understood then that the house itself was a living memory, a vessel for things lost and forgotten, holding tightly to the past even as it slipped away. He walked back down the long corridor, which now seemed even longer, stretched taut with the tension of unseen things. Each step was a conversation with silence, an exchange of grief and hope. The walls held stories he could not name, secrets folded into the plaster like hidden letters waiting to be read. At the threshold once more, he paused, his hand
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