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Preface
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There are relationships that don’t come with names.

No labels, no announcements, no photographs on mantels.

Just... fragments.

A shared cup of chai.

A scent that lingers longer than the person.

A touch that didn’t become a habit — but became memory.

This book is full of such people.

They didn’t stay long,

they didn’t promise forever —

but they left windows open inside us.



Some relationships don’t walk into our lives.

They pass by,

like a breeze that carries the smell of first rain,

or a song that only plays when the city sleeps.

You don't hold them.

You remember them.

Softly.

Sometimes at 2 a.m.

Sometimes when your tea turns cold while talking to the sky.

These are stories of those almost

Of people who were never quite ours — but never truly left.

And if, while reading this, you remember someone...

then perhaps, this book found the right hands.
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And to the silences —
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for saying what words couldn’t.
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There are stories we write.

And then, there are stories we remember —

like old film reels that play without asking.

They don’t start at chapter one.

They start with:

“A tea cup sat between us.”

“A bus arrived... but I didn’t get on.”

“She smiled. That was enough.”

This book isn’t a journey — it’s a return.

To people who sat beside us without asking questions.

To songs that remind us of people we never called “mine.”

To unfinished endings that somehow made us whole.

Some relationships are not written in bold ink —

they’re sketched in pencil.

Soft. Erasable.

But somehow... still there after the page is turned.

In the folds of this book,

you won’t find declarations.

You’ll find whispers.

A look.

A door left half-open.

A pause between two conversations.

Because some relationships...

are not built on promises —

they’re woven from sunlight.
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1. The Window Seat Was Always Hers

[image: ]




— where the journey matters more than the destination, and some people leave behind views, not wounds.



There are people who never leave a place —

they leave a corner.

A pillow.

A teacup.

A particular chair at the café.

She left behind the window seat.



We always took the same bus — 7:45 AM, route number 3.

Not because it was the fastest,

but because it passed by the river.

And she liked watching the way the sunlight skipped over the water

like a schoolchild late for class.

Every morning, I reached early and sat by the aisle.

Saved the seat by the window.

She never asked me to —

I just did.

Because some people don’t make requests.

They make rituals.

And this was ours.



She’d arrive with her hair still damp from a rushed shower.

Always tying it into a loose bun with a pencil.

Sometimes she smelled of jasmine.

Sometimes of rain.

Sometimes of quiet.

She spoke softly.

Not to impress.

Just enough to leave a trace.

And I’d listen —

not to reply,

but to remember.



She talked about things that didn’t matter to the world.

About the woman at the tea stall

who wore the same bindi every day.

About how clouds sometimes looked like bruises

and sometimes like lullabies.

About how she wrote letters and never posted them.

I never asked who the letters were for.

Some silences are meant to be kept folded

like silk handkerchiefs —

soft, scented, and untouched.



Once, it rained so heavily the bus halted mid-route.

She leaned her head against the fogged window

and drew something with her finger.

I asked what it was.

She said,

"The beginning of a story I’ll never finish."

That was the first time

I knew I was in love

with someone who might never

say it back.



She was never mine.

And I never tried to make her so.

Because sometimes,

you don’t want to own someone.

You just want to remember them

exactly as they were

at 7:45 in the morning,

sipping tea from a paper cup,

looking out at the world

with eyes that made everything seem softer.



Then one day,

she didn’t come.

Nor the next.

And suddenly,

the window seat felt colder than the wind outside.

No farewell.

No letter.

Not even a new destination.

Just... absence.



I tried sitting there once.

By the window.

In her seat.

But the view looked different.

The river didn’t glimmer.

The sky didn’t speak.

And the pencil marks on the seat’s backrest

had faded into stories

I could no longer read.



It’s been years.

I still take the same bus.

Not every day.

But often enough.

The window seat is usually empty.

And sometimes —

just sometimes —

I place my bag on the aisle seat

and leave hers open.

Not for her return.

But for the memory of her presence.

Because some people never leave completely.

They become the view.



The window seat was always hers.

And in some quiet corner of my mornings,

it still is.
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2. Letters I Never Posted
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