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DEDICATION
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For anyone who has ever had to keep walking  

after someone they loved could not.  

This story is for the quiet strength in you —  

the one that doesn’t ask for attention,  

only enough space to begin again.  

And for Naomi,  

in all her forms,  

who taught me that some journeys aren’t meant to be finished together —  

but they are still filled with love.
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This book began as a whisper — a single line, a quiet question — and slowly grew into something I never expected. I owe that growth to the people who held space for the silence, and trusted that something meaningful would rise from it.

To those who have ever walked beside someone grieving, without trying to fix it — thank you. You are rare, and deeply needed.

To the readers who find themselves in Elias’s stillness or Naomi’s fire, know this: your path is yours alone, but you are not the only one learning to walk it.

To the artists, writers, and dreamers who leave breadcrumbs for others through your work — your courage makes the road less lonely.

And finally, to the people in my own life who remind me that love doesn’t end — it evolves — I am endlessly grateful.

Thank you for reading.  

Thank you for staying.  

Thank you for walking with me, even if only for a while.

— *S.W.*
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THE QUIET MAP
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The first thing Elias noticed when he stepped back into the apartment was the quiet.  

Not just the absence of sound — but the kind of silence that feels shaped, pressed into walls like thumbprints left behind. A silence with memory.

The door clicked shut behind him. He set down the key with more care than it required, as if the echo might disturb something sacred.

Naomi’s scarf still hung from the coat rack. A thin, woven thing with fading thread — sea green, the color she said reminded her of mist at dawn. It curled slightly at the edges, like it had sighed in his absence.

Elias didn’t touch it.

He moved through the rooms slowly, like walking through a museum exhibit of someone else’s life. Her teacup — pale porcelain, rim chipped — still sat drying on the dish rack. A paperback lay facedown on the couch, its spine stretched wide. Her handwriting curved across a notepad on the table, mid-sentence. The pen beside it had dried out.

He had imagined this moment countless times in the three days since the funeral. Imagined it being more painful, more dramatic. But it was worse than that.

It was hollow.

—-
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He sat at his worktable, the one pressed against the wide window that overlooked a tangle of rooftops and wires. The late afternoon sun cast long, angular shadows across the clutter of old maps, compasses, pins, and curling parchment. Elias was a cartographer by trade, though in recent years his work had been less adventurous — city revisions, restoration of historical charts, consultation for people who never actually looked at the maps they bought.
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