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  “To those who walk slowly, knowing that depth cannot be hurried.”
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  Introduction

  
  




There are moments when life halts for an instant—not because something has gone wrong, but because something has opened.




We stand in the midst of the day, in the midst of a conversation, in the midst of a journey, and suddenly we feel that we are touching something greater. It is not a thought. It is not a feeling. It is a quiet knowing that arises from within and says: I am here, and that is enough.




This book is not about searching for answers. It is about learning to sit with the questions. About how to cease fearing silence, loss, and the passage of time. About how to touch the fragility of life and find within it not weakness, but the purest strength.




I wrote it for myself—in moments when I needed to be reminded that everything that falls apart simultaneously makes space for something new. That ash is not merely an end, but a witness to the fact that something once burned. That silence is not emptiness, but a song we have forgotten how to hear.




If you have opened this book, perhaps you are passing through such a moment. Perhaps you are searching for words for that which has long resonated within you without a name. Perhaps you simply need to know that you are not alone in that silent dance with time, loss, and presence.




May these pages accompany you gently.




Do not read them in haste—allow them the space to settle. For some truths cannot be understood, only felt. And some songs cannot be sung, only lived.
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  The Prayer of Eternity

  
  




“It is not emptiness that hurts the most. It is the longing for someone to see it.”



On certain evenings, the world narrows to the quiet sound of one’s own breath, and to a shadow that stretches across the wall like the memory of someone long gone. In that stillness, I hear a gentle whisper—one that belongs to no one in particular, but to existence itself. As if it were asking whether we have finally understood it, or at least acknowledged that our journey is less about finding answers and more about the willingness to remain with the questions.




Solitude has many faces. Sometimes it is a hollow gaze into a window, where I am reflected back to myself as a stranger. At other times, it is a room full of people where my voice finds no place to settle. Yet the deepest loneliness arrives when I already know that words would not suffice. When the bridge to another cannot be built from sentences alone, but requires a silence capable of listening.


In that silence, a prayer is born—not the kind we learn from childhood, but a prayer without an addressee. It is more a call than a plea. A beam of light reaching across empty space, waiting to see if it might touch a palm somewhere. It does not ask for a miracle, only for presence. It knows that connection does not arrive like a lightning bolt, but as the slow warming of hand in hand, until the warmth learns how to stay.


Perhaps that is why our hearts are incomplete. Not so that the missing piece might torture us, but to lead us into motion. And perhaps that “other half” is not a person at all, but a question we are allowed to carry in our palms without the need for an answer.


All connections are temporary. Yet it is in this transience that their strength is hidden—like the touch of the wind, which cannot be possessed, and yet remains inscribed in the memory of the skin.


Solitude is, in its own way, a form of loyalty. Loyalty to that which is yet absent, but which nevertheless exists in the imagination. The longing for connection is not a weakness, but a memory. A memory of a wholeness we may have never experienced, yet which our soul seems to know.


When the pain of separation hurts, it is only a sign that we still belong to someone—or to something—that transcends us.


God—if He exists at all—is perhaps not a distant ruler, but the moment when gazes meet and, for a second, cease to ask questions. Perhaps it is the space between two breaths that sounds like the word home. And perhaps it is the silence that does not judge, but quietly offers a chair at the table, where there is room even for our imperfection.




Existence does not unfold in a straight line. It is a circle, a conversation with oneself that occasionally opens to let in a foreign word, a foreign warmth. Death, then, need not be an end, but a quiet closing of the door—not to cast us into darkness, but so that we might finally notice the stars.




For even a true encounter is not an exchange of words. It is the brave removal of a mask. Every closeness signifies a small death of the idea of ourselves, but also the quiet birth of something truer. And those who touch us with reverence give us a new language without a dictionary, with only a melody.




Sometimes I think that all of humanity is a community of lighthouses. Each shines with a different intensity. Sometimes so faintly that the mist swallows it, yet even then, it sends a signal for lost ships. Perhaps, then, loneliness is not proof of failure, but a sign that we are still shining, even when it seems no one responds.


When we stand on the border of connection and silence, we can return to the safety of our own stillness. Or take a step forward and risk that there will be no one on the other side. Perhaps that is precisely the prayer of lost souls: a step without a guarantee, a hand stretched out into a space where we do not yet feel a touch.


And if there is a prayer I wish to leave behind, it is this:




May our solitudes not be prisons, but open spaces where one may enter without the need to explain where they came from. May our wounds not be walls, but maps by which the way back can be found. And when death comes, may it find us ready for a conversation that continues even beyond the boundary of the last word.




Perhaps eternity is nothing more than the memory of a touch, passed on from hand to hand, from voice to voice, from gaze to gaze.




And perhaps that is why it is worth reaching out a hand, even if it trembles.
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  Symphony of Shadows

  
  





“Only the one who has accepted their own shadow can recognise when light heals and when it merely blinds.”




Light always arrives with its shadow as a witness. If I step into the beam, something behind me inevitably thickens. It is not a sign of guilt, but of volume. Being has edges, and every edge requires a dark line just to reveal itself. When we speak of the light within us, we speak also of that which had to withdraw to make space for it. Even joy requires a backdrop upon which its quiet loyalty to life can be shown. Darkness is not the enemy. It is the musical stave without which the light would have nowhere to sound.




The inner world resembles an orchestra. Some instruments remain silent, others sound out; a pause holds as much weight as a note. When we suppress the shadow, the music is shrill and shallow. If we make darkness absolute, everything turns into a rumble without melody. Balance does not arise from victory, but from intersection. Light learns from darkness, and darkness accepts the shape of light.
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