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Author’s Note

This book is a piece of my heart, carved into words. It is not just a story about heartbreak, but about survival, healing, and the quiet kind of strength that comes from letting go. If you’ve ever been through loss, I hope these pages make you feel less alone.
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Chapter 1– The First Look
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The park had a way of holding light in its palms.

It was late afternoon, the kind of hour where the sun doesn’t shine directly on you but filters through tree branches in broken, golden lines. The breeze carried the smell of damp earth and roasted peanuts from a vendor near the gates. A handful of kids chased each other along the winding path, their laughter distant but somehow filling the air around me.

I had come here without expecting anything. Just a habit of sitting on the third bench from the pond, the one under the big banyan tree whose roots had begun to lift the tiles beneath it. The shade there was cool, and the view was wide — you could see almost every path in the park if you sat long enough.

And then I saw her.

She was sitting alone on a bench a few steps away, tilted slightly toward the pond, as if she was listening to it breathe. Her hair caught the light in a way that made me forget the sound of the wind for a moment. She had a book in her lap, though she wasn’t reading it — just letting the pages rest open, one hand holding the spine lightly, like she didn’t want to lose the place but didn’t mind drifting away from it either.

There was no grand entrance, no cinematic moment of everything slowing down. But there was... stillness. That quiet shift in your chest when you see someone and your body, without asking for permission, decides they’re worth remembering.

I told myself I wasn’t staring, though my eyes betrayed me. I noticed the way her right foot tapped lightly on the ground, as if to some rhythm in her head. The way she would glance at the sky, then back to the pond, and smile faintly — not the kind of smile you give people, but the kind you give your own thoughts.

I don’t know what made me stand up.

Maybe it was the fact that the bench beside her was empty, or maybe it was something deeper, something that told me a moment like this might not come again.

“Mind if I sit here?” I asked, my voice just loud enough to reach her over the sound of rustling leaves.

She looked up, her eyes pausing on me in a way that felt like she was measuring not just my face, but my reason for asking. Then she gave a small nod.

“Sure.”

I sat at the far end of the bench, giving her space, my eyes fixed on the pond as if I had come here for that and not for the stranger sitting inches away. For a moment, neither of us said anything. A crow cawed from somewhere behind us. A bicycle bell rang near the gate.

“Nice place to read,” I said, gesturing toward the book in her lap.

She glanced down at it and smiled softly. “I’ve been on the same page for ten minutes.”

I chuckled. “That good, huh?”

“Or that distracting,” she replied, her eyes flickering toward the pond again. I couldn’t tell if she meant the scenery, the sound of the children, or something else entirely.

The conversation didn’t leap forward — it tiptoed, careful and quiet. We spoke about small things: how peaceful the park was this time of day, how the peanut vendor always seemed to have the same customers, how the pigeons by the fountain had their own strange hierarchy. I noticed the way her voice lowered slightly when she was thinking, the way she tilted her head when she listened.

At one point, she asked, “Do you come here often?”

“Often enough to have a favourite bench,” I said, smiling.

She laughed lightly — and I swear, that sound carried differently through the air. It wasn’t loud, but it felt like it reached places inside me I didn’t know were waiting for it.

The sky began to shift. The gold deepened; shadows stretched long across the ground. A group of joggers passed by, their feet thudding softly on the path, and the world seemed to keep moving while the two of us stayed in that still frame on the bench.

When she finally stood, closing her book without looking at the page, I felt something in my chest drop — a strange kind of loss for a moment that wasn’t even over yet.

“I should go,” she said, adjusting the strap of her bag.

I nodded, trying to hide my reluctance. “Yeah. Same here.”

She gave me a small smile before walking toward the gate, her steps unhurried. I watched until she turned the corner and disappeared behind the banyan tree.

I didn’t know her name.

I didn’t know if I’d see her again.

But I knew — deep, unshakably — that this was not the kind of moment you forget.
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Chapter 2 – Late Night Voices
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It had been hours since I’d left the park, but her face hadn’t left my mind.

I didn’t even have her name, and yet, the memory of her — sitting with that book she wasn’t reading — played on a loop in my head like a song I didn’t know the words to.

That evening, I went back to the park. The sun had already set, and the pathways glowed faintly under the scattered lampposts. The air was cooler now, with a quiet hum that only comes after the day has surrendered completely to night.

She was there.

Not on the same bench as before, but one closer to the fountain. The book was gone, replaced by her phone, which she was scrolling through lazily, one earbud in.

I hesitated. Part of me thought about walking past without saying anything — letting the memory of our first meeting stay perfect, untouched by the awkwardness that might come with another. But then she looked up, and her eyes caught mine, and the tiniest lift of her lips told me that walking past would be the wrong choice.

“Hey,” I said, trying to keep my voice casual.

“Hey,” she replied, sliding her phone into her bag. “Back again?”

“I could ask you the same,” I said, and she laughed — not loudly, but enough to make the night feel warmer.

I sat beside her again, this time without asking. The fountain nearby gurgled quietly, its water catching bits of lamplight, throwing ripples of gold onto the stone path. A couple walked past, hand in hand, speaking in whispers that blended into the park’s soft nighttime music.

“Do you like the park at night?” I asked.

“It feels... quieter, but not empty,” she said. “Like the day finally exhales.”

I liked the way she put things.

I liked it enough that I almost forgot to respond.

“I never thought about it that way,” I said. “I just come because I can’t stand being at home sometimes.”

She tilted her head, as if she wanted to ask why, but she didn’t. Instead, she looked at the fountain and said, “I come here to think. And to avoid thinking.”

It made me want to know more — about what she was avoiding, about what brought her here on nights like this. But I didn’t push. The moment felt too delicate to fill with heavy questions.

We talked about other things. The kind of things you talk about when you’re not yet friends but not exactly strangers anymore — music, movies, random stories about places we’d been. She told me about a café she liked outside the park, one with terrible coffee but a perfect view of the sunset. I told her about the time I tried to feed a squirrel here and ended up being chased by three of them. She laughed so hard she had to cover her mouth.

When a gust of wind passed through, carrying the smell of wet grass, she pulled her jacket tighter. I wanted to offer mine, but the thought felt too bold, too soon.

At some point, I realized how late it had gotten. The park was nearly empty, and the peanut vendor was gone. The lamplight had turned the leaves above us into shifting patterns, gold and shadow dancing together.

“Do you ever feel like some places... keep secrets?” she asked suddenly.

I turned toward her. “Secrets?”

She nodded. “Like, no matter how many people come and go, the park remembers the conversations, the laughter, the fights. Like it holds onto them.”

I looked around — at the benches, the paths, the pond. I’d never thought of it that way, but now I couldn’t unsee it.

“Maybe that’s why people keep coming back,” I said. “Because the park remembers for them.”

She didn’t say anything right away. She just looked at me for a second longer than necessary, then smiled — a small, almost private smile — before glancing back at the fountain.

Eventually, she stood. “I should go. It’s late.”

“Yeah,” I said, standing with her.

We walked toward the gate together, our steps falling into an easy rhythm. The night air was cool against my skin, but I felt strangely warm inside.

At the entrance, she stopped. “I’m Lin,” she said.

I repeated it in my head, committing it to memory like a precious password. “Itsuki,” I said.

She nodded, then walked away, her steps fading into the quiet.

And just like that, the park had a new secret — one that belonged to both of us.
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Chapter 3 – Small Signs
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The next few days blurred together, but the park was the anchor.

No matter how busy or aimless my day felt, I somehow found myself walking its paths, half-looking for Lin and half-telling myself I wasn’t.

It was late afternoon when I saw her again — this time sitting on the grass instead of a bench. She had her shoes off, her legs stretched out, one hand propping her up while the other held a paper cup of tea from the vendor by the south gate.

The sight made me pause before approaching. She looked so at ease there, as if the park belonged to her, or maybe she belonged to it.

“You’re going to get grass stains,” I said when I finally walked over.

She glanced up, smirking. “Then I guess I’ll have to live with them.”

I dropped down beside her, the grass cools against my palms. The sun was dipping low, the light bending through the leaves in shifting patterns. A group of kids chased each other near the swings, their voices rising and falling like waves.

“What’s in the cup?” I asked.

“Ginger tea,” she said, holding it up. “Want some?”

I shook my head. “Not really a tea person.”

“That’s because you’ve never had this,” she replied, taking another slow sip. “It’s terrible. But in a way that makes you want more.”

Her words made me laugh. It was becoming a pattern with her — the way she could make something ordinary sound like it had a story.

A dog wandered over to us, tail wagging, nose twitching toward her cup. Lin set it down in the grass and reached to scratch behind its ears. “Hey, buddy,” she murmured, and I found myself watching her more than the dog. The way her eyes softened, the way her voice lowered — it was a small thing, but it was the kind of detail that stayed with you.

When the dog wandered off, we stayed quiet for a while. The breeze picked up, rustling the leaves overhead. I noticed the way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, the faint smile that lingered even when she wasn’t looking at me.

“Do you always come here?” I asked.

“Not always,” she said. “But lately... yeah. Feels like the only place where time doesn’t chase me.”

I thought about that. For me, the park had always been a pause button, a place to let the world spin without me for a while. Maybe that’s why I kept finding her here — maybe we both needed the same kind of pause.

As the light shifted toward evening, we got up and walked toward the pond. She pointed out a tree near the water’s edge with initials carved into the bark. “You think they’re still together?” she asked.

I shrugged. “Maybe. Or maybe they broke up, and now the tree is just holding onto their memory.”

“That’s kind of sad,” she said.

“Or maybe it’s beautiful,” I countered.

She gave me a sideways glance, like she was trying to figure out whether I was being serious. Then she smiled again — not the wide kind, but the small, knowing kind that felt like it was meant just for me.

When we reached the pond, we stood in silence, watching the ripples spread out from where a bird had landed on the surface. The air was cooler now, the first hints of evening settling in.

She nudged my arm lightly. “You have something in your hair,” she said, reaching up before I could react. She plucked out a tiny leaf and held it up like a trophy. “There. Saved you from public embarrassment.”
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