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The Letter in the Window

	The house next door had always been a quiet silhouette against the sky, its shutters closed most days, its garden overgrown with ivy and forgotten blooms. Mara had never seen anyone come or go from the place, though she passed it every day on her way to the corner bakery. It had been part of her routine for years—fresh bread in the morning, a few words with the baker’s wife, and then a long, thoughtful walk home past the rows of brick homes that seemed to age gracefully with time.

	That morning, the sky was gray but not unfriendly. It carried the smell of rain on its breath and the stillness that often came before a storm. Mara held her loaf of rye under one arm and her scarf tightly around her neck, though it wasn’t the wind she was shielding against. Her eyes lifted instinctively to the familiar windows of the old house, expecting to see their usual blank stare. But something had changed.

	There, pressed against the lower pane of the front window, was a letter—plain white, slightly curled at the corners from the damp air. It was positioned so deliberately, so precisely, that it caught Mara’s attention instantly. She slowed her steps and stood across from it on the sidewalk, uncertain. It didn’t have a name. No address, no stamp. Just the clear intention that it was meant to be seen.

	She looked around. The street was empty. Only the distant hum of the town waking up drifted between the houses. Curiosity pulled her forward until she was standing in front of the gate, the wrought iron cold beneath her gloved hand. It opened with a reluctant creak. The path was lined with weeds and flaking stone, and the door remained closed, as still as ever.

	She didn’t knock.

	Instead, she stepped up to the window and gently lifted the letter from behind the glass. It wasn’t sealed. The envelope was tucked shut, neat and unassuming. She hesitated, looking over her shoulder once before carefully pulling out the single sheet inside.

	The handwriting was neat and slanted slightly, the kind that suggested a person who took care with their words. It read:

	"To the one who walks by each morning—
If you've found this letter, then maybe curiosity led you here, or maybe it was something else.
Either way, thank you for stopping.
The garden between us has been silent for far too long.
Would you mind helping it grow again?"

	There was no signature.

	Mara stood for a moment with the paper in her hand, the words ringing softly in her mind like wind chimes in a breeze. She folded it slowly, her breath caught somewhere between disbelief and wonder. Who had written it? Why her?

	She hadn’t thought her daily walk was anything special. It was just routine, comfort, a small peace in a world that sometimes moved too quickly. But someone had noticed. Someone had seen her pass by and left this letter—not asking for much, not even revealing their name. Just an invitation to bring life back to something that had long been dormant.

	That night, the letter sat beside her on the kitchen table. The lamp above it cast a warm circle of light that seemed to hold the words like a secret. Mara sipped her tea and read it again, and again, until the ink was nearly memorized.

	The next morning, the clouds had cleared. A soft light poured over the rooftops as if the sky had sighed in its sleep and awakened calmer. Mara left the bakery with a small pot of lavender nestled in her bag, its scent gentle and familiar. She walked to the house without hesitation.

	This time, the window was bare.

	She knelt by the front gate and placed the pot just inside, close enough to be seen but not so far that it would be missed. She didn’t knock again. She simply smiled and whispered, “Let’s see what happens next.”

	Over the following days, the silent exchange continued. A note tucked under the flowerpot. A new plant placed beside the old. Short, handwritten thoughts began appearing—observations about the weather, questions about her favorite flower, and once, a sketch of what the garden had looked like years ago, when someone still tended it.

	The person behind the window never showed themselves, but their presence grew louder through the softness of their words. Each note was like a step taken closer, a bridge built one plank at a time over the distance between two quiet lives.

	Mara didn’t ask who they were, not yet. There was something sacred in the mystery, something beautiful in not rushing to name what was only just beginning to breathe again.

	One note in particular stayed with her more than the others. It had arrived after a small rain shower, the paper slightly damp but still legible:

	"I used to believe things couldn’t grow once they’d been neglected too long. But I see now I was wrong.
Some gardens just need the right light to remember how."

	Mara read that one three times. It made her think of her own heart, of how long it had been since she’d allowed herself to hope for something unexpected. Her days had become a careful arrangement of routine, tidy and safe. But now, each morning brought with it a flutter of anticipation, a wonder about what might be waiting.

	The garden did grow.

	Slowly, with each addition—a daffodil, a string of ivy tied to the fence, a row of painted stones—it began to take shape again. It wasn’t extravagant or grand. It was quiet and lovely, a mirror of the exchange that had built it.

	She began to leave letters of her own, folded carefully, her handwriting growing more confident with each one. She shared memories, favorite books, the sound she loved when rain hit the kitchen window. And in return, she received thoughts that felt like sunlight—simple, kind, honest.

	The person inside never revealed their face.

	But somehow, Mara felt she had come to know them. Through ink and soil, through petals and passing clouds, they had become something real in her life—something steady. She didn’t need to see their eyes to understand what was growing between them.

	On the fifteenth day, there was no letter in the window.

	Instead, there was a single red tulip planted in the spot where the gate met the path. A small tag tied to its stem bore just two words:

	"Thank you."

	Mara knelt by the flower and smiled, a warmth blooming behind her ribs. She didn’t feel sadness, not exactly. She felt something closing gently, like a chapter ending not with finality, but with grace.

	The garden would remain. She would keep tending it.

	And maybe, one day, the window would open, and the person behind it would step into the sunlight.

	But for now, the letter in the window had done its work. It had opened something that had long been locked. And that, she knew, was enough.

	 


A Shared Glove

	The wind had a sharper edge that morning, not quite winter but far from gentle. Mara had wrapped herself in her thickest coat and tugged a knitted hat over her ears before stepping outside. The clouds hung low and pale, brushing the tops of the rooftops like a whisper of snow to come. She clutched her tote bag tightly as she walked past the familiar houses, each one a quiet companion on her daily route. The house with the overgrown garden now looked different—alive, like it had taken a breath after a long slumber. Pots lined the front step, the soil dark with moisture and dotted with the beginnings of new growth. It wasn’t grand, not yet, but it was changing, and she noticed every inch of it.

	As she passed the gate, she gave the little lavender pot a glance, still healthy, its leaves curling slightly at the tips. It reminded her of the first exchange—the letter in the window, the invitation, the careful start of something gentle and wordless. She had started leaving small things beyond her letters: a bookmark with pressed flowers, a packet of seeds folded in wax paper, a pinecone she had found that looked like a tiny sculpture.

	It wasn’t about the objects, really. It was about presence. A quiet kind of companionship. And that morning, she saw something different once more.

	A glove.

	It was perched on the garden bench, right beside a pot of daffodils. Soft brown wool, slightly worn at the wrist. At first, she assumed it had been forgotten—dropped, maybe. But then she saw her own glove lying next to it, the one she hadn’t even realized she had lost. It was unmistakable, hand-knit with a crooked cable stitch her aunt had taught her long ago. She stared at them, side by side, a pair not by origin but by circumstance.

	Something about the image made her pause. The gloves—one hers, one unknown—seemed like a question posed in fabric. A shared moment captured in wool and winter air. She stepped closer and gently picked hers up. The brown glove remained where it was, silent but present.

	Beneath the gloves, barely visible, was a folded note.

	"I found yours in the garden.
Thought it might be lonely.
Mine too, perhaps."

	No name, as always. But the tone was unmistakably kind, the humor quiet and sincere.

	She smiled without thinking and held the note to her chest for a moment. There was something disarming in the simplicity of it. No grand revelations. No demands. Just the acknowledgment of something shared, even if small.

	That evening, Mara sat at her kitchen table, a mug of peppermint tea warming her palms, the gloves resting beside her. She thought about the note, about how easily a lost glove had become part of the story they were writing together without ever meeting. In a world that often spun too fast, their quiet, careful exchange felt like a soft rebellion against the noise.
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