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In a world that never stops spinning... where noise is mistaken for meaning, and people hide behind perfect smiles... silence becomes the only honest sound left.

There are nights when silence feels louder than screams and mornings when even breathing feels like work. Life doesn't always take everything at once; sometimes it unravels you quietly, piece by piece, until survival starts pretending to be strength.

I was learning to live that way... half-alive, half-forgetting... until someone walked in - not to rescue me, but to remind me that light can still find you, even when you've stopped looking for it.

And somewhere between losing and living, something began to burn again - a quiet fire that refused to die.

They call it faith. Some call it madness, or love, or purpose. I just call it... the reason I'm still here.

________________​
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​​​​​​Episode - 1
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The city wasn't rushing like usual. It was Onam holidays, yet the streets still hummed with life - kids shouting somewhere, bikes cutting through the quiet, shop shutters creaking open just because people hated staying shut in. 

Anosh had dragged me out for a movie at the mall. I rarely went to places like that - too bright, too crowded, too full of people who looked like they'd figured life out. Still, I followed along, as if a simple day out could fix what I never spoke about.

He'd been my best friend since third grade - back now from Dubai on vacation, bringing the same old energy that never seemed to fade.

He leaned close and whispered in my ear, "Caution... chicks ahead."

Checking out girls was always his thing whenever we hit the mall. I just tagged along for the fun. While he was busy scanning every corner, my eyes casually caught one particular girl who stood out without even trying.

Her thick hair slipped forward over her shoulder, flowing like a quiet river that moved with her walk. A fair-skinned girl in a black dress - always a classic. She wore a black kurti with baggy jeans, bangles on one hand and a watch on the other - a perfect mix of tradition and modern style.

Anosh leaned toward me and whispered,

“The one in purple is mine.”

I smirked. “Then the one in black is mine.”

He shot up instantly. “Wait— which black?” He followed my gaze, and the next moment, his face twisted into that classic look of betrayal only best friends understand.

It’s our unspoken rule — claim first, dream first. Sounds childish, but to us, it’s a sacred ritual. We’d still be talking about that one girl months later, like she was some legend who passed through our timeline.

This time, Anosh had to surrender — I got the first claim.

He turned his focus back to the moving queue, but I... I was still lost for that extra heartbeat. As she walked past, our eyes met — barely a second — yet somehow, it felt like time paused just long enough to make me forget the crowd, the noise, and even Anosh.

––––––––
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She took a few steps ahead — then turned, quickly. I tried to look away, but too late. Her eyes caught mine.

And then, to my surprise, she started walking toward us.

She waved — at me. With a smile.

“Hey, Vishnu, right?”

A girl’s voice saying my name in public was enough to grab Anosh’s full attention.

I blinked, forcing a polite smile, still searching my memory.

Who is she? Definitely not a classmate. And she’s smiling at Anosh too... But she’s way too beautiful to forget if I’d ever known her.

Before I could untangle the thought, Anosh jumped in.

“Wait— you’re Umashree Ashok, right? Anushree’s younger sister?”

She grinned and nodded.

“Oh, right... Umashree,” I thought. Junior from school. Four years younger maybe. Anushree was two years below us. It’s been what—eight years? And she still recognises me instantly? Have I really not changed that much? Or... oh damn, she just caught me checking her out.

I straightened up, pushed the thoughts aside, and smiled.

“Hey, Umashree! Long time. How are you? And how’s Anushree?”

“I’m good,” she said brightly. “Just hanging out with friends. And Anushree’s fine too—she finished her master’s and started working.”

Then she added with a teasing smile, “And you guys... still together? That’s rare.”

Anosh rolled his eyes. “Yeah, my fate,” he said, sounding half-bitter, half-proud.

She laughed. And for a brief second, it felt like the years between school and now had just... disappeared.

The movie queue started moving faster, but for once, I wished it wouldn’t. I wanted to keep talking to Shree, maybe stretch the conversation a bit longer — but of course, Anosh had other plans.

“Sorry, Umashree,” he interrupted, “We should probably get going, the movie’s starting!”

I shot him a cold stare.

She smiled, unbothered. “Okay then, have fun, guys. I should go too—my friends are waiting.”

“See you,” I said, trying not to sound disappointed.

The moment she turned away, I grabbed Anosh’s little finger and twisted it backward in silent protest.

“OW! Bro, what the hell,” He clutched his hand dramatically. “I didn’t want to miss the intro! You know how I hate walking in after the title card!”

I sighed. Classic Anosh — loyalty to the hero on screen over his best friend.

That night, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, thinking about what came over me that day. After a long time of dragging myself through the wreckage of everything I’ve survived, something shifted when I saw her—not hope, nothing dramatic... just a quiet spark. And in that small moment, I felt normal again, in a way I thought I’d lost forever.

I tried to remember everything about Umashree from school days... and realized, embarrassingly, that I’d completely failed to notice her back then. Guess some people just glow up when life isn’t looking.

––––––––
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I couldn’t remember ever talking to her — except once.

It was back in 12th grade, during that massive school event on the ground. The management had invited a few actors and politicians, so the place was buzzing. We students were drafted as volunteers, and since I was the head boy, I had to manage the entire crew — parking, guest management, hospitality, crowd control... basically, everything short of holding the mic myself.

Umashree was in the hospitality team — the unlucky bunch who had to handle thousands of cranky audience members, including a few overexcited locals.

I still remember the moment. An old lady from the crowd suddenly started shouting at her for blocking her view. I stepped in to back her up, but before I could even say anything, she burst into tears. Turns out, a few others in her team had also been yelled at that day.

As head boy, I had to play both roles — leader and therapist. The show couldn’t stop, but my juniors were breaking down. I noticed a few local kids in the crowd, bored of the event, had started helping us hand out water bottles. Desperate times — I let them handle it, while keeping a close eye.

To calm my team, I said,

“Don’t worry, you were just doing your job. Some people don’t deserve your help anyway. Let them stay thirsty.”

That was probably the only time I’d spoken to Umashree in person.

I pulled out my phone and called Anosh. It was past midnight, but he was already on another call — with Revathi, his girlfriend and our schoolmate. Typical.

––––––––
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“How are you still awake, Vishnu?” Anosh asked.

“Nothing,” I said lazily.

“Then why the hell are you disturbing us at midnight?”

Revathi’s laughter echoed faintly from the other end.

“That’s what friends are for,” I replied, grinning.

“You literally went home after the movie, saying you were tired. What happened now?” he pressed.
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