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The wind howled, cutting through layers and whipping hair across faces. The trio stood in silent anticipation, rigid against the cold. Another car emerged from the dense fog, and they leaned forward—hopeful—only to sigh as it sped past.
“Give it a minute,” the shortest muttered, rubbing gloved hands together. “If they’re not here, I’m putting the kettle on.” 
Before anyone could respond, muffled music drifted through the air. A small blue car broke through the mist, swinging into the last parking space. The music died as the doors opened.
“I am so sorry,” the passenger said, yanking up her leather jacket. “I wait two hours for my suitcase, then they tell me it never left Amsterdam.”
“And, of course,” the driver added, pulling bags from the back seat, “no signal out here, so I couldn’t even call you, Angie.” The shortest of the trio waved the apologises away with a gloved hand.
“Don’t worry about it. Good to see you, Devorah. And you too, Willow!” She embraced them both before stepping toward the house.
”Plus, it’s not out of the ordinary to be left in the dark by a member of-“ one of Angie’s company joked as he turned to follow her, but barely took a step before Willow nudged his foot mid-stride. He stumbled, colliding with a garbage bin.
“No talk of work today, please Zack.” she said sweetly. The group chuckled, moving toward the gate. At the door, the last of the original trio patted his coat, then his jeans, a flicker of panic crossing his face.
“Here, Parker, allow me.” Angie pulled a key from her pocket, unlocking the door. It creaked open, revealing the dimly lit hallway, the air laced with old wood and spiced tea. Inside, Devorah rubbed her arms. 
“At least it’s warmer.” Her gaze swept the space before she hesitated. “How long has it been since…?” 
“Since we were all together?” Zack finished, exhaling. “Too long.” Angie was already heading to the kitchen. 
“I’m putting the kettle on. No arguments.” Willow smirked at her. 
“You and your tea.” She stretched, glancing at the others. “We should get started.” Zack groaned.
“Straight to it, then? Alright, let’s see what we’re dealing with.” They moved toward a room off the hallway. Dust coated every surface, the air thick with stillness. Devorah ran her fingers over a brittle stack of boxes.
“I don’t even know where to start.”
“Carefully,” Willow advised, brushing dust from a desk. “See what’s worth keeping.” Parker opened a low cabinet. Something rustled inside. He reached in and pulled out a small wooden box.
“Found something.” Angie reappeared, drying her hands. 
“Teabags are in—what’s that?” Parker lifted the lid.
“Letters.” Silence settled.
“From Felix?” Zack asked. Parker set the box on the desk, revealing dozens of envelopes bound with aging string. 
“Should we…?” Willow hesitated. Angie frowned at her. “Maybe we shouldn’t. They might be personal.” Parker huffed a quiet laugh. 
“I don’t think Felix will mind anymore.” Zack smirked. 
“Fair point.” Willow undid the string, carefully pulling out the first letter. 
“Let’s see what he left behind.”

Hello friend…
I hope that this letter finds you well, though I hope even more
that this letter never finds you 
at all. 
The very need for these words
means the end may be near. The end that we hoped would never come.
But it did.
And no matter how fiercely we turn our backs
to the sudden grasping of the wind, it still wraps limbs around our bodies
in the most bitter of embraces.
All you can do is close your eyes, and pray that the wind leaves,
with you and your surroundings unscathed. 
Ready to resume where you paused. 
But it won’t.
It will leave neither you nor your life untouched. 
And you mustn’t close your eyes.

Willow scanned the words again before looking up. 
“Any idea who ‘friend’ is?” Zack questioned. 
“Could be anyone. Felix didn’t have a big circle.” She turned the letter over in her hands. “Yeah… he wasn’t the easiest to get close to. Not in the last few years.” Devorah, quiet until now, frowned slightly. 
“It sounds like Joe.” Angie’s brow furrowed. 
“Joe who?”
“Joe Swan.” The name settled uneasily between them.
“Now there’s a name I haven’t heard in years,” Willow murmured. “You think this is about him? ”Devorah nodded. 
“Felix told me once—years ago—that he wanted to write to Joe. Explain what happened between them. But he never did.” She traced a finger in the air before resting it on the page. “Maybe he finally found the words. And the form too—sounds like the poetry he used to write.”
Silence thickened around them. Parker let out a slow breath.
“So this might be everything he never got to say.”
Willow glanced at the others, then shifted the paper in her hands, cleared her throat, and continued reading.

If you hadn’t closed your eyes, you would’ve seen the signs.
So many brightly-lit billboards and decorated directions 
that could’ve shown you. 
The path you chose, 
ignorant to the warnings of those who’d trodden it before,
was never leading to the picturesque scene that trauma
had painted behind your eyelids. 
That glorious mountain was never what you saw, but a cliff,
whose sheer drop and sharp rocks tear through a heart with ease. 
But you didn’t open your eyes. 
And on you went.
Unaware of the brambles
that snared and snagged at your soul.
Unruffled by how your resolutions
bore down on the souls of others.
Unstirred by the reality that your pilgrimage
would progress and prolong your turmoil.
With each self-assured step you took, the fantasy of prophesied euphoria,
had you closing in on your own downfall.
Previous failings of loved-ones had swirled in your head and 
the fumes of the concoctions
glazed over your eyes like a disastrous rose-tinted lens.
I cried out, halted on the trail by the entangling vines
of your self-obsessed 			delusion.
I cried out again, halted no longer by the vines but by my heart
– a heart that aches for my dear friend as they close in on their own demise.
My final cry never escaped my lips,
caught in my throat by my heart, knowing that you had only 
yourself in your thoughts. Until ultimately, you stepped upon the summit. 
And still, your eyes were clamped shut.
My heart throbbed. 
Seeing you stand there, 
so blissfully unaware of the danger that sits mere millimetres away. 
You threw your hands to the skies in triumphant celebration, curly locks 
of golden brown hair waving goodbye 		in the simple breeze. 
I still remember that haunting smile that shone proudly from the peak. 
Innocent triumph,
and blatant ignorance.
And I watched as you fell back, your body tumbling over the side. 
No sudden contortions of the body against the gentle winds of what’s to come. 
No frantic grasping at the air. 
No desperate attempt to cling to solid ground. 
Acceptance seemed to beam up to the heavens from your face. 
Eyes closed.

Silence settled, broken only by the distant ticking of a clock. Zack exhaled, rubbing his jaw.
“I knew what happened with Joe messed him up, but… I didn’t realize it stayed with him this much.” Willow nodded, fingers resting on the letter. 
“Yeah. He never talked about it. Not like this.” Devorah’s gaze stayed fixed on the paper. 
“They were inseparable at uni,” she said quietly. “Then Joe started losing touch with reality, and Felix… he tried to make him see. But Joe wouldn’t listen.” Angie shifted uncomfortably. 
“So he blamed himself?”
“Maybe,” Devorah murmured. “Or maybe he just never got past watching someone he loved fall apart.”The silence deepened. Parker stared at the carpet, exhaling.
“And this… this was his way of finally saying it. Then I think you should continue”. He gestured at Willow, who found where she’d stopped and continued.

Descending that trail was torture, each step a cruel reminder that it had been made glorious only by your companionship. 
Every few moments, I glanced back to the last place I had seen your face. Hoping, against all odds, to lay my gaze on yours. 
To be seen, 
to be held 
once more in that radiant cerulean stare. 
I stumbled once,
then stumbled again, crying and cursing 
at the indifferent world around me. 
A bleak world 
           —one that would take what we held so dear,
and twist it into a lesson we never wished to learn.
The beauty we found in nature,
became a constant reminder of our blunder.
Campsites and starry nights,
now eerie silence in the absence of raucous laughter.
But whilst our paths have diverged,
know that I am still beneath the same sky.
Perhaps, one day, our roads will cross again
           —but only if we walk with open eyes,
	ready to face the storms we once ignored.
I will not call out for you,
	nor chase the footsteps that no longer wait for mine.
But I will keep walking,
	hoping that somewhere along the way,
	you are finding your own footing.
And maybe, when the winds no longer pull us apart,
	when the ground beneath us is firm once more,
I will see you in the distance—
	not lost, not broken,
but walking toward me,
	as I walk toward you.
Until then.	
Friend.

Devorah was the first to speak, her voice quiet but firm.
“Beautifully tragic… and tragically beautiful.” The words hung in the air. Parker exhaled, setting the box down.
“Do you think he ever sent it?” Angie frowned. 
“It’s here, so probably not.”
“Maybe he made a copy,” Zack offered, though without much conviction. “Or meant to send it and never did.” Willow tapped the paper’s edge.
“Or maybe he wrote it knowing he never would. Just needed to get the words out.”
A pause. Then Devorah, still staring at the page, murmured, “Maybe. But only Joe would know.” No one had an answer to that. Silence stretched until the distant click of the kettle broke it.
“Tea’s ready,” Angie said, clearing her throat. Parker glanced at the stack of letters.
“Do we keep going?”
“Yeah,” Willow murmured, tying the first poem back up. She reached for the next as Angie returned with a tray of hot drinks.
“If we are going to continue and no one else minds,” Angie asked, setting the tray down, “could I read the next?” The group stayed silent. Taking that as permission, she reached into the box, unwrapped a letter from the middle, and began to read.

Mourning not a man, but what he should have been. 
Ashes settle in my cold and outstretched hand. 
Years have passed, with warmth rarely seen. 

Your title echoes faintly, and silence grips the land.
Open arms now clutch at ribs, battling against the cold. 
Unspoken truths where nurture never spanned. 

Guideposts lost, and with wisdom left untold. 
I called out for light, but shadows filled that space. 
Vows are left as  remnants, growing silent and old. 

Even the flame that bore me leaves behind no grace. 
Time swallows absence, now mere dust upon the floor. 
Here lies the role of my father, whose absence I now embrace. 

Everything lost importance except wealth, the badge he wore. 
Money was king, while compassion was denied. 
The connection between father and son, he chose to ignore. 

Angie’s voice wavered. She swallowed, gripping the letter tighter, but the lump in her throat wouldn’t fade. Lowering the paper, she pressed her lips together and let out a shaky breath.
“Sorry,” she murmured, setting it down. “I kind of hoped this one would be… lighter.” Parker, cradling his mug, glanced at her.
“You okay?” She nodded, rubbing her temple. 
“Yeah. Just wasn’t expecting it.” Zack leaned back, eyes closed. 
“Well, if it’s about him and his dad, I’m not surprised it’s hard to read. It was hard to watch.” Devorah leaned forward to enquire. 
“I thought his father was dead?”
“By the time you all met Felix, they hadn’t spoken in three, maybe four years.” 
“Why?” Willow sighed, crossing her arms. 
“Because his father wasn’t really a father—more like an employer. He only cared about what Felix could do for him. His wealth. His reputation.” Devorah’s face dipped slightly. 
“And Felix wasn’t like that.”
“Exactly.” Willow nodded. “He was the opposite. And the second he pushed back—tried to make his father see money wasn’t everything—his dad just… moved on. Like Felix was never part of the plan.” Zack nodded and silence settled, heavy with old wounds. Angie swallowed, steadied herself, and continued reading.

His rage, a storm that couldn’t be defied. 
Each word, a harsh and cutting blow. 
Left a barren battlefield, where no one survived.

Only in conquest, did he dare to grow. 
Victory measured in wealth, not knowledge or grace. 
Empathy lost to the voracious hunger of ego. 

Yet in his shadow, I learnt to leave no trace.
On my own path, I forged my kinder way, 
Understanding love beyond his hollow place. 

Waiting ahead, a path he’s yet to stray, 
I see the shadows of the past still roam. 
Time offers more than just a debt to pay. 

Hope stands before him, yet he walks alone.
His name, now foreign, reshaped by stranger’s hands, 
Each step he takes may turn his heart to stone. 

Lessons ignored never held in your hands. 
Days stretch ahead, but habits set in place 
For all he lost, I wonder where he stands. 

Remember well the love you did erase. 
Open your eyes before your chance dies at the sword: 
Make peace with change, or leave the same disgrace. 

May you find the peace you’ve long ignored,
End all the hurt you’ve caused, the tears you’ve sown,
May you learn from every scar you’ve borne. 

Embrace the love that's waiting to be shown,
All that you lacked, may it now make you full,
Never again let rage see your heart overthrown. 

Turn toward the hope that can sharpen what’s dull, 
Forgive the past that held you locked up in chains, 
Open your heart and free your soul from its lull. 

Release the weight that drags through endless pains, 
Trust in change, though it may feel unknown, 
Hope will guide you through life's shifting lanes. 

End your tale with peace, leave behind what's grown, 
Make yourself, and that family, whole once more. 
And let grudges lie, just an old buried bone. 

Let f/e/ather fall from the nest, wings spread and soar. 
On the winds of another day, and of another chance. 
Now build a new home, let love take root and restore, 
Else your heart will remain as destructive as before. 

The weight of Felix’s words hung over them. 
“Well, that was brutal,” Zack muttered. Willow nodded, eyes on the letter. 
“Yeah. And that wasn’t just passing anger. He carried this for years.” Parker exhaled, leaning forward. 
“Felix never talked about his dad like this. I knew there was resentment, but…” He shook his head.
“This isn’t just resentment,” Devorah murmured. “It’s mourning. Mourning what could’ve been.” 
“Do you think he ever hoped things would change?” Angie asked. Zack scoffed, though without humor.
“If he did, he stopped a long time ago. That last part—it wasn’t a plea. It was a warning. Like he knew his father would never change but still wanted him to see what he lost.” 
“Almost like he wrote it for closure. Not for his dad, but for himself.” Willow agreed
Angie nodded, brow furrowed. “Yeah. And the tone… it’s different from the last poem. That one had hope, like maybe they’d meet again. But this? It ends with him hoping they never do.” Silence settled, thick with unspoken emotions. “Do you think he ever found peace?”
No one answered. After a beat, Angie spoke hesitantly. “Can we keep going? I know it’s going to sound childish but… It feels like we’re still having a conversation with him…”
Parker glanced at the box. Then, with a nod, he reached for a third letter. This time from the other end.
“I agree. Let’s.”


I write to you through faded years.
My voice once taught to stand alone. 
They told me strength meant hiding tears,
That softness was a weight of stone. 

You walked unshaken through the storm,
A flame unbowed, your heart untamed.
You never feared to show your form,
While I stayed silent, cold, and chained.

I watched you dance where I would hide,
Your laughter rang, so wild and free. 
But I was taught to stand aside,
To crush those gentle parts of me. 

I should have followed where you led,
Embraced the light you held so true. 
But fear was all I knew instead,
And so, my love, I buried you. 

Parker hesitated.
“Everything alright?” Zack asked, stepping closer.
“Yeah… just never pictured Felix writing a love letter. Feels almost too cliché for him.” Angie peered over his shoulder. 
“This one feels… heavier.”
“It’s because it’s unfinished,” Zack murmured. “Not the poem itself—the feeling behind it. Like he never got to say it when it mattered.”
Parker crossed his arms. “So who was it for?” Willow shrugged.
“I couldn’t even start to guess… But maybe it doesn’t matter, maybe it’s about the things he didn’t get to say at the time…”
There was silence for another moment, and then Parker continued.

I might have danced beneath the bright light,
Let music lift my weary frame. 
But that grace, they said,  was not my right,
And so I bowed my head in shame. 

I stilled my voice when it could soar,
Afraid to sing, afraid to shine. 
For every note they called a sin,
And so, the song could never be mine.

I watched the stage, but dared not partake,
Though every step felt meant for me. 
I silenced what was light and divine,
For fear of what the world would see.

Now echoes call from hollow halls,
The steps I never learnt to trace. 
The curtain falls, the silence stays,
And I am left to haunt the space. 

I have watched the world through stranger’s eyes,
A narrow pane, decrepit, dusty, dim. 
They told me dusk was all that existed,
And so I never chased the brim. 

Did softness glow in morning light?
Did grace move freely through the air? 
I only knew the shades they chose—
The ones that taught me not to care. 

	Parker paused to catch his breath, but Willow raised a hand, stopping him.
“Is it just me, or does it feel like Felix was writing to a woman?” She rested her chin on her hand.
Angie chuckled, then hesitated when she realized Willow was serious. “Really?”
“I think so too,” Devorah added. “But not in a romantic way.”
Angie turned to her. “How do you mean?”
“It has the ‘what could have been’ of a love letter, but he’s drawing a comparison—like saying the recipient was right, and he was wrong.”
“So it’s not about who he loved,” Parker mused, “but who he was measuring himself against?” The room stilled. Zack exhaled through his nose, his fingers tapping against his knee.
“What if…” He hesitated. “What if he wasn’t writing to someone else at all?” Parker frowned. 
“What do you mean?”
Zack glanced around before looking back at the page. “Look at how he talks about her—how she was right, how he wishes he’d followed her example instead of resisting.” His voice softened. “What if ‘she’ is just… a part of himself he never let exist?” Angie’s lips parted, but no words came. Devorah tilted her head, considering.
“You’re saying Felix was writing to himself? Or—to the version of himself he was too afraid to be?”
Willow let out a slow breath. “A feminine side,” she murmured. “Not a past lover. But a long lost part of himself”

And if I reach for what was mine,
The warmth, the ease, the quiet sway,
Will they return, or turn to dust—
Too long abandoned to decay?

The world still hums a softer tune,
A song I might have once called home.
But silence lingers in my throat,
And all my echoes die alone.

I let those parts of me stay locked away,
And now I find they’re lost within the past.
If only I had been more brave to stay,
And let you breathe, unbound, unmasked.

It was your warmth I feared to show,
Your voice I stifled into stone.
Your grace, your light—I let them go,
And now I stand, but not as whole.

The past is dust, its door now sealed.
Time is too cruel—it did not wait,
And now you’re gone, and I never healed.
You called out for me but I heard too late.


