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Introduction
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Not all stories are loud.

Some stories do not run.

They do not shout.

They do not try to teach anything.

They simply stay.

This book is a collection of small stories—from school corridors, from home kitchens, from benches near windows, and from quiet corners where people usually do not look.

These stories are not about being perfect.

You may recognize yourself in a child who walks home slowly, in a bag that grows old with use, in a classroom that listens quietly, or in a moment that seems small—but feels important.

You do not need to read this book quickly.

You do not need to understand everything at once.

Just read one story.

Then pause.

Some stories are meant to be read slowly.
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The Blue Wallet
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Ayan was walking home from school when he saw something on the road.

It was a small blue wallet.

Ayan looked around. Cars passed. People walked fast. No one noticed the wallet.

He picked it up.

The wallet felt heavy. Inside were some notes, a bus card, and a small photo of a smiling old woman.

Ayan’s heart beat faster.

At home, his mother was cooking. The smell of rice filled the room.

“Ma,” Ayan said. “I found this.”

He showed her the wallet.

His mother wiped her hands and looked inside. She saw the money and the photo.

“This belongs to someone,” she said.

Ayan nodded. “I know.”

His mother smiled. “Then you know what to do.”

Ayan did not answer. He went to his room.

He sat on his bed and opened the wallet again. The bus card had a name on it: Mrs. Lila Sen. There was an address written in small letters.

Ayan thought about his shoes. They were old. The front was torn. He had asked for new shoes many times.

He thought about his school bag. The zip was broken.

The money in the wallet could fix many things.

“No one saw me,” he whispered.

His stomach felt tight.

Ayan stood up and walked to the mirror.

“If I keep it,” he said to his reflection, “no one will know.”

The reflection said nothing.

Ayan put the wallet in his bag.

Then he stopped.

He remembered the photo. The old woman’s smile looked gentle, like his grandmother’s smile.

He sat down again.

“What if she needs this money?” he thought. “What if she is scared?”

Ayan closed his eyes.

He took the wallet out of his bag.

“I will return it,” he said, softly.

The address was not far, but the road felt longer than usual.

Ayan’s steps were slow. His bag felt heavy, even though the wallet was small.

He stopped once.

“Maybe I can give it tomorrow,” he thought.

Then he shook his head.

“No,” he said. “Now.”

The house was old. The paint was peeling. A small bell hung near the door.

Ayan rang the bell.

No answer.

He rang it again.

The door opened slowly.

An old woman stood there. Her eyes looked tired.

“Yes?” she asked.

Ayan swallowed.

“Are you Mrs. Lila Sen?” he asked.

The woman’s eyes widened. “Yes. Why?”

Ayan opened his bag and held out the wallet.

“I found this on the road,” he said. “I think it’s yours.”

The woman stared at the wallet.

Then her hands started to shake.

“My wallet,” she said. “I lost it this morning.”

She opened it quickly. She checked the money. The card. The photo.

Everything was there.

Her eyes filled with tears.

“Thank you,” she said. “I was so worried. That money was for my medicine.”

Ayan felt something warm in his chest.

“I’m glad I found you,” he said.

The woman smiled and held his hand.

“Please wait,” she said, and went inside.

She came back with a small box of sweets.

“Take this,” she said. “Please.”

Ayan shook his head. “I don’t need it.”

The woman laughed gently.
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