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To Shirley 
“Somewhere between memory and possibility, you remain the thought that still finds me in quiet rooms.”

The Pull

Shirley was the kind of woman who carried calm wherever she went. It wasn’t deliberate; it was simply part of her. The world around her always seemed to slow down; it was as if she were walking through a softer kind of time.

At the bank, her voice never rose. Even when mistakes happen, she manages people the way a conductor manages sound: every word measured, every pause intentional. She was a wife, a mother, and a quiet perfectionist. Her hair, brown with faint gold strands, changed moods with the week, curled when she felt playful, straight when she needed control.

She liked to say, “Privacy is power.” It wasn’t advice; it was law. And it made sense; power was the only thing that seemed to belong entirely to her.

One evening, while coming downstairs to get ready for a night out, she locked eyes with her husband’s friend, Aaron. Michael had a habit of bringing home a few friends before their weekend adventures, and she never paid much attention to them until that night.

The moment she saw him, something in her still. He wasn’t loud or trying to impress anyone. He just stood there, quiet, watching the room with the kind of stillness that draws more notice than noise ever could. Their eyes met, and for a heartbeat, neither looked away, a silent understanding passing between
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