
Halfway Toward Myself



For Lidia.
For being there
while I was walking toward myself.



Incipit
Life rarely unfolds evenly.
It does not lead us along straight lines.
Sometimes it takes more than it gives.
And sometimes — very slowly — it begins to arrange everything
as if it had known the right proportions from the very beginning.

Only then can one see that nothing was accidental —
only a path.



PART I — LOSS

Things that were meant to last

Places he never returned to

People who left without saying “goodbye”

Decisions he never made

Days that passed without leaving a trace

The weight he never named

POINT φ — THE TURNING POINT

The Place



PART II — GROWTH

Things that returned, differently

People who finally stayed

Places where he found himself

Decisions that came without effort

Days that mean something

Proportion
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FINAL PART

Moving forward

The silence after the story



Prologue
For most of his life, he thought he was losing too much, until he
understood that everything that left was making space for
something that had yet to arrive.
He would not have called it a discovery. More a quiet observation
that surfaced one morning as he walked to work along the same
street as always and noticed that nothing was the same anymore. Not
because the world had changed. He had shifted — barely by a
millimetre, but enough.

Jonas was never someone who spoke loudly about his life. He did
not tell stories, did not gather listeners. He was rather someone who
disappeared into the crowd and yet always saw everything.
Sometimes too much. He liked this street, even though there was
nothing special about it: a few cafés, a newsstand, two trees that had
been trying to survive winter for years. He had passed this way
thousands of times, but only now did he feel something stir inside
him — so gently that most people would not have noticed it.

He thought of the things he had lost along the way. Of the people he
no longer had contact with, though they had once been close. Of
plans that dissolved like mist before he had truly begun them. Of
conversations he never had because he thought there would be time.
There always seems to be time.

He looked for a reason. Something concrete he could point to and
say, “this is why.” But life rarely offers such anchors. Everything was
more a sum of small shifts, minor fractures, and quiet bends that
together formed a single invisible line running through the years.



That morning, Jonas felt that this line was beginning to reveal itself.
He did not yet understand how, or where it led. He only knew that
what had seemed like emptiness after loss might, in fact, have been a
space prepared for something that was still to come.

He paused for a moment at the pedestrian crossing. The world
looked exactly the same as always.
But he was standing differently.

As if something had finally begun to fall into place.



PART I — LOSS



Things That Were Meant to Last
Some things in Jonas’s life fell apart so quietly that for years he did
not even notice when it had happened. There were no great endings,
no drama, no shouting. Only a slow shifting of the world, as if
someone were gently moving objects, people, places away from him
— one by one — with a delicacy that began to hurt only later.

At first, he thought it was simply growing up. That this was how it
was meant to be. That things meant to last simply leave, because
nothing was created to endure an entire lifetime. But later, when he
looked at his days from a greater distance, he began to see a certain
rhythm in it. Something he had not noticed before.

There was a notebook he had kept for years. He could not even
remember where it came from. It had been lying on the shelf in his
flat, in the same place, for over a decade, as if guarding a fragment
of time. Once, he used to write various things in it — short thoughts,
observations, single sentences that came to him in unexpected
moments. It was not a diary, but rather an attempt to capture what
seemed important.

The notebook, too, was meant to last. And yet one day, returning
from work, Jonas noticed that the paper had yellowed, the letters
had faded, and some of the pages had begun to crumble at the
edges. It was no symbol, no metaphor. Just time.

But the notebook reminded him of people he once spoke to every
day, who then suddenly stopped calling. Of places he returned to so
often that he knew every detail of them — and which now existed
only as images, as if they belonged to someone else’s life, not his. Of
decisions he postponed “for later,” until later passed without
warning.



Everything was meant to last.
It did not.

He remembered a certain woman — not the kind one writes
romances about, just someone who had been there for a while. They
talked a lot. Sometimes they went out for coffee. Sometimes they sat
in silence for long moments in which he still felt understood. They
were not a couple. They had no plans. But there was something
there that could have remained.

It did not.

She disappeared from his life as subtly as she had entered it.
Without conflict, without blame, without a scene. Simply… their
paths diverged, as if they had never been meant to meet
permanently. She was one of the things that were meant to last —
and did not have to.

Jonas held no resentment toward anyone. Rather toward himself —
for not knowing how to hold on to certain things more tightly. But
perhaps even that was an illusion. Perhaps it was not about his grip
at all, but about the fact that some things were simply not created to
be held by force.

In the evenings, images sometimes returned to him: a conversation
at a bus stop, the smell of cold tea, lights reflecting on wet pavement,
the first day in the flat where he had already lived for nearly half of
his adult life. They were small details, and yet they formed a map of
his former world.



He wondered whether he had lost these things because he had not
been attentive enough, or because life simply does not work the way
people want to believe it does. Perhaps loss was not a mistake.
Perhaps it was a condition for anything to grow at all.

But at that time, he did not yet know this.

In that period, he saw only that something was disappearing — and
leaving emptiness behind.
He did not yet understand that emptiness also has its function.
That it is a place still waiting to be filled.

That evening, sitting at his desk, he opened the notebook for the
first time in years.
Gently. As if touching a memory that might fall apart.

On the first page there was a single sentence, written long ago:

“Not everything that is meant to stay, stays. But everything that
leaves creates space within us.”

He did not remember when he had written it.
Nor why.

But for the first time in a long while, he felt that something inside
him was beginning to arrange itself — very slowly, the way light
settles on the surface of water when the wind finally stops disturbing
it.

This was only the beginning.
But Jonas did not yet know that.



Places He Never Returned To
There were places in Jonas’s life that he knew by heart — and places
that remembered him. He could have returned to them at any
moment if he had wanted to. The roads were not closed. Nothing
blocked them except himself. And yet, over time, they became like
doors that open only one way: you can pass through them once, but
you cannot enter again.

The first such place was a small park on the edge of the city. He used
to go there often. He sat on the same bench, watched people passing
by, listened to the sounds of the city, which always grew a little
quieter there. He did nothing special. He was simply there. As if that
space gave him something he could not name.

It might have been an illusion of calm.
It might have been solitude that did not hurt.
Or perhaps simply a breath.

To this day, he did not know.

He stopped going there suddenly.
Without a reason.
Without regret.
Without farewell.

This is how places disappear from a person’s life — not when they
become unnecessary, but when one considers them certain for too
long.



The second place was a café where he drank coffee for almost three
years. Always the same cup, the same hour, the same path inside. He
felt light there, as if the world slowed down for a moment. He knew
faces, not names. And that suited him.

There was a silence there that did not need explaining.

The café still existed. He sometimes saw it while crossing the street.
But he did not go in.

Because he was afraid that nothing would be the same anymore.

It was not about the coffee.
It was about him.

Anyone who returns after years discovers that they are not returning
to a place — they are returning to a time.
And that, unfortunately, no longer exists.

There was also an old side street where he had lived for a period of
time. The pavement remembered the weight of his steps. The
stairwell door — the sound of the lock. The walls — his presence,
though he had left nothing there except the air he breathed. When,
years later, he walked down that street out of curiosity, he
discovered that nothing remained. New shops, new lights, new faces.
Even the smell was different.

And yet something stirred within him.

Perhaps the shadow of who he was when he lived there.



Perhaps the echo of a former life he no longer had.

People often say that you cannot step into the same river twice.
Jonas thought they meant the changing water. But that is not true.

It is the person who changes.
The river remains.
We do not.

One of the places he never spoke about was a certain stairwell —
ordinary, grey, unremarkable. And yet he remembered it better than
most important moments. It was there, many years ago, that he
stood for a long while, trying to decide whether to go in once more
or to leave. He no longer remembered what it was about. He
remembered only the weight of the decision.

He carried that weight with him to this day.

There are places that are not beautiful, nor special, nor even
important — and yet they cling to a person like a layer that cannot
be washed away.

Jonas could have returned to any of them.
He could have walked the same path, sat on the same bench,
ordered the same coffee.

But he knew he would return there as someone else.

And returns only make sense when one returns as the same person.



That is why he did not return.

In a sense, those places continued to exist within him — in his
memory, in the way he walked, in his everyday life. They were part
of a line he was only beginning to notice.

A line that did not lead backward.
Only forward.

That day, passing by the park, he did not even look in that direction.

Not out of indifference — but out of understanding.

There are places that must be left in peace.
Not because they lost their meaning.
But because they have already done everything they were meant to
do.



People Who Left Without Saying “Goodbye”
There were people in Jonas’s life who should have stayed longer.
People with whom conversation promised something greater,
deeper — perhaps even more lasting — and yet something pulled
them away, scattered them, vanished somewhere between one
moment and the next. Without arguments, without explanations,
without words.

The quietest departures are the hardest to bear.
Because it is never clear what actually happened.

For a long time, Jonas believed that he was the problem. That people
left because he did not know how to be close enough. Or because he
was too quiet, too independent, too unlike the others. At times he
tried to change something — to open up more, speak more, be
“easier.” But none of it worked. And then he understood that not
everyone who appears in our life is there to stay.

Some are only a passage.
And the longer one holds on to them in thought, the more they
hurt.

There was once a woman he worked with, whom he still thought
about from time to time. They were not close, they had no story,
and yet her presence gave him the feeling that someone truly saw
him. They understood each other in small gestures, in short
sentences, in smiles that promised nothing but still meant
something. Nigel, a colleague from the office, once joked that they
were like two people who had “missed the moment to become
something more.” Jonas only smiled. But inside, that sentence
stayed.



Then she left. Simply.
Without an email.
Without a message.
Without a final conversation.

For a moment, he felt resentment. Not toward her. Toward the
empty space she left behind.

But over time, he understood that this departure was one of many
he had never stopped. Not because he did not want to — but because
this is how life works. People are not fixed points. Some are only
lights that switch on for a moment, then go out somewhere further
on.

There was also a friend from his youth.
The kind one has only once — and then spends a lifetime
pretending such friendships are never lost. Together they lived
through a time when everything was simpler: endless evenings,
conversations about things that seemed the most important in the
world, plans they never carried out because life ran in another
direction. They did not fall out. Nothing specific happened. They
simply stopped talking. First less often, then not at all.

Jonas kept his number in his phone for a long time. As if waiting for
the right moment to call.
That moment never came.

Sometimes, passing people on the street, he had the impression that
he saw fragments of those who had once been close reflected in
their faces.



Features, looks, the way they walked. Pieces of former presences. As
if the world were reminding him that nothing ever disappears
completely.

That it is we who leave too quickly to notice how much we leave
behind.

The hardest were those he never truly said goodbye to.
Those with whom he never said “see you,”
because it seemed they would see each other tomorrow.

Tomorrow came.
But separately.

With time, Jonas understood that people leave in two moments:
when we truly lose them, and when we stop waiting for them.
The latter hurts more.

And yet, in a way, those people were still with him.
In the way he looked at the world.
In how he chose his words.
In which places he avoided, and which he chose.
In what he no longer expected.
And in what he was still ready to accept.

Because people who leave without a “goodbye” leave the most space
inside a person.
And space — though it hurts — is also a form of gift.

Jonas did not yet know that in this empty space something would
begin to grow, something he had never noticed before.



But that was still to come.



Decisions He Never Made
Not all of Jonas’s decisions were mistakes. Not all of them were the
right ones. But the ones that said the most about him were those he
never made. They were like paths he knew by heart, though he never
walked them. Like streets in a city he saw every day but, for some
reason, never turned into.

At times he wondered whether his life would have looked different if
he had been more decisive, more courageous, more impulsive. But
the truth was simpler: some decisions simply did not belong to him.
Not because someone else made them for him. Rather because he
never truly felt them.

The first of these was a job offer he received many years ago. In
hindsight, it looked like an opportunity that could have changed
everything. A new city, new people, a new future. When he thought
about it now, he felt a faint regret — but only a faint one, the kind
that does not cut under the skin, that stays on the surface.

Back then, however, he felt differently. He sensed that something in
him was not ready. That if he went, he would not take the most
important part of himself with him. That a decision made against
intuition eventually falls apart. And although years had passed, he
still believed he had been right.

That life he could have had was not his life.
He understood that only later.

Another decision was the one he never confessed to a certain person
— the same one he thought about in Chapter 3. He could have said
more. He could have tried. He could have asked whether what he felt
belonged only to him, or whether it was something mutual after all.



He did not do it.

Not out of fear.
Not out of uncertainty.
Simply… something was missing.

Perhaps time.
Perhaps courage.
Or perhaps simply the right moment.

Sometimes he feared it had been a mistake — that in that one small
decision he had lost something that might have lasted. And
sometimes he thought that if he had truly been meant to do it, he
would have. That the absence of a decision is also a decision, only a
less spectacular one.

There was also a decision he was meant to make toward himself.
One he postponed for weeks, months, years.
It was about change.
Not a great one.
But one that required him to cross an inner threshold — to step into
a world he did not know.

He did not do it.
Because he did not feel that movement within himself.
And life never pushed him by force.

With time, he understood that not every lack of decision is a failure.
Some unmade decisions protect us from a world we were never
meant to enter.



Others leave us with quiet questions — ones that do not hurt, but
can wake us at night.

Most of all, he remembered the moment when he was meant to say
to someone, “stay.”

One word.
One syllable.
Simple.

Why did he not say it?

Because in that moment he felt he had no right to stop someone
who had their own path.
Because he did not know whether he would be saying it out of love,
or out of fear of being alone.
Or perhaps because he had never believed that anything could
remain with him for long.

None of those unmade choices was dramatic.
None of them turned the world upside down.
And yet each of them shifted his life by a millimetre.
And millimetres add up to years.

Only later did he understand that the decisions he never made
shaped his path just as strongly as the ones he did. Perhaps even
more so.
Because life is not made up solely of choices.
It is made up of directions.
And a direction can change even through what we do not do.



That evening, thinking about those decisions, Jonas felt not regret,
but a strange kind of calm.
As if only now he could see their proportion:

What was not chosen also had its function.
It left space.
It left time.
It left room for what was still to come.

And he was slowly beginning to understand that space can be more
important than any decision.



Days That Passed Without a Trace
There were days in Jonas’s life he could no longer name. He did not
know what he had done then, what he had thought about, whom he
had spoken to. They were neither bad nor good days. Nothing set
them apart. They simply existed — filling the calendar like fine sand
slipping into the cracks between more important events.

Sometimes it seemed to him that it was precisely these days that
made up most of his life.

Repetitive mornings, when he got up because that was what one did.
The walk to work, impossible to distinguish from any other.
Evenings that passed faster than they should have.
Nights when he fell asleep without the feeling that anything had
happened.

These days did not hurt.
They did not delight.
They were neutral — like water.
And yet it was from them that he grew.

Over time, he began to notice that it is precisely on such days that a
person changes the most. Not when the world collapses overhead.
Not when something begins or ends. But when nothing happens.

It is in silence that decisions mature.
It is in repetition that cracks grow.
It is in routine that strength gathers — to be used one day, or lost.



Jonas remembered one such day especially well, even though
nothing particular happened then. An ordinary Tuesday. Work. The
way home. Shopping. Rain. And yet that day he felt something he
later recognised as a brief suspension — as if time had stopped at an
edge.

He walked the same street as always. Passed people whose faces he
knew only by sight. Passed buildings he could not have described.
Passed his own life without stopping for even a moment.

And then he thought:
“How many days like this have there already been? How many more
will there be?”

That question stayed with him for a long time.
It did not hurt.
It simply sounded.

Later he understood that the days that passed without a trace were
not empty at all.
They simply had no single, concrete meaning.
They carried no turning points.
They did not suddenly change the course of life.
But they changed it slowly.
Millimetre by millimetre.

It was on such days that he drifted away from people without
knowing he was losing them.
It was on such days that he gave up on things that could have
mattered.



It was on such days that he acquired habits meant to keep him in
place.
It was on such days that his silence was formed.

If someone had asked him then whether he was happy, he would
have answered that he did not know.
Because on such days one does not judge life.
On such days one simply lives it.

Now, years later, Jonas was beginning to see something more in
those days.
He saw in them the foundations on which a person is built.
Not spectacular.
Not memorable.
But enduring.

Because those days that passed without a trace were like bricks in a
wall — invisible from the outside, yet everything depended on
them.

Jonas once thought that perhaps this was the secret of life:
that its greatest changes arrive on days that look exactly like all the
others.
And that a person only learns this when they look back and see that
they are no longer who they once were.

Days without a trace.
And yet with consequence.



That evening, sitting at the table with a cup of tea, Jonas realised for
the first time that he did not remember most of his days.
But all of them remembered him.
Every small movement, every small decision, every silence — all of
it led him here, though at the time he had no idea.

And perhaps this is what life is:
that we are shaped most strongly by the days we no longer
remember.



The Weight He Never Named
There was a certain weight within Jonas that he had carried for a
long time, though he had never been able to say what it actually was.
It did not hurt like loss. It did not weigh on him like regret. It did not
scrape like longing. It was simply present, like air in a closed room
— invisible, yet constantly affecting everything.

He had felt it already as a young boy, though at the time he did not
know it was anything unusual. He thought everyone was like this —
that everyone carried within themselves a part of their own life they
did not understand.
But over time it turned out that the people around him were lighter,
more flexible, more capable of forgetting. They could leave the past
behind, as if closing a door.
Jonas could not.

He remembered even what he did not want to remember.

Yet this was not memory in the sense of facts or dates.
Rather, it was the remembering of feelings.
Tensions.
Emptiness.
Unsaid things.
Moments that meant nothing, and yet stayed with him for years.

This was precisely why that weight never had a name.
Perhaps because if it were given one, it would become too heavy to
carry.

It was not the weight of guilt.
Jonas was not someone who reproached himself for mistakes all his
life.



He was rather someone who noticed every crack along his path —
even those most people would consider unworthy of attention. He
perceived unconnected things, unheard signals, shadows without a
source of light.

At times he felt that he felt too much.
At other times — that he felt nothing at all.

That weight did not come from a single event.
It was not a trauma one could point to.

It was a sum.
A sum of conversations never had, words never spoken, moments
never lived, farewells never accompanied.

Every person carries within themselves something they never
named.
In Jonas, it was something like a quiet tension between who he was
and who he might have been if certain things had unfolded
differently.

He felt this weight most strongly when life grew too quiet.
On Sunday mornings.
On long afternoons when rain drummed against the windowsill.
On the way home, when the city slowly dimmed and people became
shadows.

In such moments, the weight grew.
It did not suffocate.
It merely reminded him of itself — as if it wanted to be noticed.



For years, Jonas tried to ignore it.
Over time, he learned to live with it.
And then he accepted that this was simply how it was.
That everyone has something they cannot put into words.

But one evening, when he closed the door of his flat and looked at
his reflection in the dark window, he suddenly understood that this
weight was not an obstacle.
It was a place.

A place waiting for something to be born within it.

He realised this not in words, but in a sudden, gentle feeling:
that everything that had been weighing him down was not there to
stop him, but to hold him precisely here — at the point where
change begins.

He did not yet know what form that change would take.
He did not know what consequences it would have.
He did not know where it would come from.

But for the first time in a very long while, he thought that perhaps it
was not life that was too heavy for him.
Perhaps he had been carrying a weight that was necessary in order
to see further.

And that “further” was beginning right here.



POINT φ
— THE TURNING POINT —



The Place
Later, he could not say why he stopped exactly there.
It was not a special place.
Just an ordinary stretch of pavement, between a tree and an
electrical box. He could have walked past it, as he did every day. And
yet something stopped him mid-step — not a sound, not a light, not
a thought.

Rather, silence.
That very brief kind one does not notice on any other day.

Jonas stopped and looked ahead, not knowing what he was actually
looking for. People passed him as usual. Cars moved in their
rhythm. The city continued to breathe, as if his stopping meant
nothing at all.

And yet it was precisely in that second that he felt something inside
him shift by a millimetre.
Barely perceptible.
Impossible to name.
Impossible to describe.

As if the world adjusted to him for a moment.
Or he to the world.

There was no revelation in it.
No thought that changes a life.
Only the sense that he was standing exactly where he was meant to
stand — though he had never noticed this place before.



For a brief moment, everything seemed even.
Not calm.
Even.

Then he moved on.

Unaware that this very second would become the point from which
he would begin to measure the time ahead. That this place —
ordinary, unremarkable — would become the invisible beginning of
the second part of his life.

That here is where loss ends,
and something he does not yet understand begins.

He did not even look back.
He did not need to.

That place had already stayed within him.



PART II — GROWTH



Things That Returned Differently
After that moment — brief as a blink, unremarkable as a breath —
Jonas noticed no great change. Life went on exactly the same: the
same route, the same job, the same gestures performed without
thought.
And yet something inside him shifted, almost imperceptibly.

As if someone he had not seen for years had returned to him.
Or as if he himself had returned to a world he had long been leaving
only partially.

At first, small things appeared.
The kind that are usually ignored.

The old notebook he had recently thought about suddenly ceased to
be just an object. When he opened it again, he no longer felt the
weight of loss. He felt… curiosity. As if he wanted to see who he had
been back then, rather than mourn what had passed. For years he
had avoided those pages because they seemed to remind him of
everything he had not done.
And now — suddenly — they looked like a beginning, not an ending.

The way he looked at people passing him in the street also changed.
Before, he saw movement. Now, he saw stories. Every step, every
gesture carried its own proportion — something larger and
something smaller. Jonas himself did not understand where this
attentiveness came from. He did not try to analyse it. He let it be.

He began to return in thought to conversations he had once
considered insignificant.
Suddenly he saw meanings in them that had previously escaped
him.



A single sentence from years ago gained new weight.
A glance from the past turned out to be truer than he remembered.

He did not know whether he was changing, or whether the past was
becoming better lit.

What surprised him most, however, was that certain things returned
not as he remembered them — but as if the world had quietly
worked through them.

The park he had avoided no longer evoked the same pulling sadness
he once felt.
Something else appeared: gentleness.
As if a place that had once been a refuge now offered him only
simple, ordinary presence.
He no longer searched in it for what he had lost.
He could simply walk past.

The café he had not entered for years suddenly looked different.
Not because the décor had changed. He had changed. Before, he had
been afraid to confront his own memory. Now he understood that
memory is not a place one must return to — it is a place that returns
on its own, when a person is ready.

One day he almost stopped in front of the café door.
Almost.
He did not go in.
But for the first time, he did not feel the weight of walking away.
He felt a choice.



And that makes a difference.

Most important of all was that he began to think of the people he
had lost not as absences, but as presences that had changed their
form over time.
They did not return.
But what remained of them did.

Not regret.
Not longing.
Something calmer.

As if their voices in his head had become part of an inner balance,
rather than a disturbance.

Jonas did not know exactly what was changing within him.
He did not try to name the feeling.
But for the first time in his life, he felt that not everything that
returns comes back in order to hurt.

Some things return to show that a person is already elsewhere.
That they have passed through something, even if they did not
notice it at the time.
That an old life can exist alongside a new one, without conflict.

One thought struck him most strongly:
that perhaps it was not he who had been waiting for the world,
but the world that had been waiting for the moment when it could
return to him — in a new form.



That day, walking through the city, Jonas realised that although
nothing in his life had changed in a visible way, everything had
begun to arrange itself differently.

Not because what he had lost had returned.
But because the way it returned had changed.



People Who Finally Stayed
For a long time, Jonas lived with the conviction that people
appeared in his life only for a moment. Perhaps because most of
them truly did — they came, left behind some shadow of their
presence, and then disappeared before he had a chance to truly
know them.
But one day he began to notice something else.

That some people do not leave at all.
Not because they are more loyal, more stable, or more
understanding.
But because they have no reason to leave.

Loyalty is rarely a decision.
More often — it is calm.

The first such person was someone from work. Not a friend —
certainly not in the classic sense. Rather someone who simply did
not withdraw. They noticed Jonas in moments when he pretended
that everything was fine, even though his eyes said otherwise. They
did not ask questions. They did not push.
They were there.
And sometimes that is enough.

Jonas did not know exactly when that presence stopped being
accidental and became something lasting. Perhaps the moment one
morning when someone brought him coffee, saying only:
— I thought you might need this.
Perhaps when they sat next to each other for no reason and felt no
need to talk.
Perhaps when that person’s gaze did not judge, compare, or analyse
— it simply accepted.



Some people teach us how to stay.

There was also someone from outside his everyday life — an old
acquaintance whose life had taken a completely different path.
When they reconnected, there was no nostalgia, no replaying of the
past, no “do you remember?”
They spoke differently — as if they were two versions of themselves
who had never met, and yet could understand each other.

It was not about returning.
It was about continuation — one that arrived later than it should
have, but exactly when it could.

What surprised him most, however, was that someone new
appeared in his life. Not in a cinematic way, not dramatically, not
remarkable at first glance.
Simply someone who began to be present more often than others.

Someone who asked questions but did not expect immediate
answers.
Someone who could listen to silence.
Someone who did not fill him with themselves, but allowed him to
exist exactly as he had before.

Jonas once thought that closeness begins when people tell each
other important things.
Now he was beginning to understand that true closeness begins
when there is no need to say anything at all.

He could not say why exactly these three people stayed.



Perhaps because adult life has a different geometry of relationships
— more modest, but also more precise.
Perhaps because he himself had begun to change the space around
him.
Perhaps because he was finally ready to receive a presence that did
not want to fix him or hold him in place.

What moved him most was the thought that perhaps people had not
been leaving because he was doing something wrong.
Perhaps they simply were not the ones meant to stay.
And those who do stay do not need grand reasons.

They stay because that is the proportion of their life.

Jonas felt this one afternoon when he left work and saw that one of
those “new people” was standing by the entrance, waiting for him.
Without warning. Without reason.
— I thought we could walk for a bit — they said simply.
And they did.

Without conversation, without destination, without a plan.
And yet Jonas knew that this was exactly the kind of presence that
does not disappear along the way.
The kind that does not need drama to matter.
The kind that does not fill emptiness, but gently tames it.

Perhaps this is what adult life is about:
finding those few people who do not have to stay — and yet do.



Not for something.
Not because of something.
Simply.



Places Where He Found Himself
Jonas did not look for places that might become important to him.
He never did. Important places always found him on their own — at
moments when he was not prepared for them.
And this time was no different.

The first was a small bookshop on a side street. He had passed it for
years without paying attention to the display, which seemed
unchanged. There were never many customers inside, and the door
opened only when someone pulled the handle with a deliberate
motion.
One day, walking down that street without haste, Jonas stopped in
front of the window. He did not know why. Perhaps because the light
arranged itself that morning in a way that reminded him of silence.
Perhaps because he had long been looking for a place where he
could be alone, but not lonely.

He went in without thinking.
The bookshop smelled of paper, dust, and something else —
perhaps forgotten conversations.
For a moment he simply stood there.
As if listening to himself.

He did not look around right away.
It was one of those moments when a person realises that they have
entered not so much a room as a fragment of their own life, only
just beginning to reveal itself.

Browsing the books, Jonas noticed that he was not looking for
anything specific.
It was rather that in this space he could breathe differently — more
deeply, more calmly.



As if the world had suddenly slowed down, adjusting itself to a
rhythm he had carried within him for a long time, but had
forgotten.

He picked up one book, then another.
He bought none of them.
That was not the point.
He left lighter, though he took nothing with him.

The second place was a small bridge over a river he had never
noticed before. It led nowhere in particular — it simply connected
one side of the path to the other. And yet one afternoon he stopped
on it and felt that this place straightened something inside him.

Perhaps because the river flowed slowly, and the water was heavy
with light.
Perhaps because people passed by without paying attention to him
— for the first time in a long while, he felt part of the movement,
not its observer.

He watched the reflections of trees in the water.
The shadows of birds cutting across the sky.
His own thoughts, which suddenly became clear.

He understood then that he had been seeking stability in people,
decisions, plans — and it had not occurred to him that he might find
it in places.
In places that expected nothing from him.

But the most important of these places turned out to be a bench by
the road he passed every day.



Ordinary, wooden, slightly worn, with metal armrests.
It looked like a place made for someone who needs to stop for a
moment, though they do not know why.

One day Jonas sat down on it for no reason.
He did not think about the past.
He did not analyse the future.
He sat.
He simply sat.

And in that ordinariness he found something he had not felt in a
long time:
that now was enough.
That he did not need to be somewhere else.
That he did not need to be someone else.

It was the moment when something inside him gently let go.
A tension he had never been able to name.
A weight he had carried for years.

He thought then:
“Perhaps places do not remind us of what we have lost. Perhaps they
remind us of who we are when we are not trying to prove anything.”

From that moment on, he began to look at the world differently.
Places he had once passed without reflection now held a space he
had not seen before.
He did not try to stop them.
They stopped him.



Each of them became a fragment of a puzzle he was only beginning
to assemble.
And although he did not yet know the picture on the box, he knew
that something was beginning to return:
himself.



Decisions That Came Without Effort
Jonas was never someone who made decisions quickly.
Not because he was afraid.
Not because he did not know what he wanted.
Rather because he needed time to learn what he did not want.

For most of his life, his decisions were uncertain, half-made, more
reflexive than conscious. They led him somewhere between what
was possible and what was comfortable. Few of them were truly his.

But after that change — quiet, almost invisible — something in him
began to straighten.
And one day he made a decision that surprised even himself.

It was not a decision about work, or moving, or a relationship.
It was not spectacular.
He simply decided that after work he would not go straight home, as
he had done for years. Instead, he turned into a side street he had
never chosen before.

He did not know why.
He did not plan it.
His legs carried him on their own.

And it was in that simple decision that he felt something new:
lightness.
There was no struggle in it.
No weighing of pros and cons.
No “I should.”

There was only:
“this will be good.”



He understood then that real decisions arrive when a person stops
forcing them.

Another came a week later.
Small.
And yet meaningful.

On a Saturday morning, instead of staying at home, he got up, got
dressed, and went out for a walk.
For months he had been telling himself that he should go out more,
that he should move more, that he should change his routine.
But “should” never works.

And that day there was no “should.”
There was only “I want to.”

He looked for a reason — he found none.
Because there was none.
It was a decision that came as naturally as if life had been trying to
offer it to him for a long time, and only now had he made space
within himself to receive it.

But what surprised him most was the decision he made toward a
certain person.
He did not plan it.
He did not prepare.
He simply felt, one afternoon as they sat over coffee, that he wanted
to say something that had been maturing in him for a long time.

So he said:
— I’m glad you’re here.



Nothing more.
Two words that carried more weight than hundreds of his earlier,
forced attempts at openness.

The silence that followed was not awkward.
It was clear.
Receiving.

And then he understood that decisions that come without effort are
never accidental.
They appear when a person finally stops fighting themselves and
begins to hear their own life.

They do not have to be big.
They do not have to change everything.
But they change direction — so gently that only later does one see
how much they have put in order.

He made one more decision that evening:
that he would stop waiting for the perfect moment to begin certain
things.
Because perfect moments do not exist.
Only moments in which a person is ready.

And for the first time in a long while, he felt ready.

Ready to move forward.
Ready to leave behind what had been a burden.
Ready to accept what came to him calmly, without pressure.



And although he did not yet know where these decisions would lead
him, he was certain of one thing:
he no longer needed effort.

It was enough to be attentive.



Days That Mean Something
He did not notice right away when those days began to appear.
From the outside, they were no different — they looked the same as
all the others before them.
But Jonas felt that something inside him had shifted just enough for
him to start noticing details that had previously escaped him.

They were not days of great events.
They were not turning points, memorable, “worth telling stories
about.”
And yet they carried a lightness he could not ignore.

The first such day was an ordinary Monday.
Rainy, grey, cold — the kind that not long ago would have left him
half weighed down.
But that day Jonas noticed that the rain no longer irritated him as it
once had.
Instead, he saw rhythm in it.
Repetitive, ordered, calm.

He thought then:
“Perhaps the world does not need to be lighter. Perhaps I have
stopped weighing it down.”

On another day, he woke with the thought that he wanted to do
something differently — not because he should, but because he felt
a new space within himself.
So he made breakfast more slowly than usual.
He brewed coffee the way he liked it, not the way that was “fastest.”
He sat by the window and watched people walking to work.



Nothing spectacular.
And yet it was one of the first moments in years when he felt that he
was living not only out of obligation, but out of choice.
Once, such days would have gone unnoticed.
At best, neutral.
Now he had the sense that they carried something gently directional
— as if they were telling him:

“You see? You are no longer where you were.”

He could not point to a single thing that had changed.
It was not one decision, nor one person, nor one event.
It was a process — quiet, slow, unnoticed — as if life had long been
rearranging something within him, and only now was he beginning
to see that the proportions were starting to even out.

Sometimes that “day that meant something” was a brief exchange at
work that suddenly felt like a conversation rather than a burden.
At other times — a slow walk home in which everything seemed
exactly in its place.
At still others — a moment when he looked in the mirror and saw
less pressure in his face, less resistance, less fatigue.

Most of all, he felt it in the evenings.
Sitting on the same bench where he had found himself in Chapter
10.
Now he no longer searched for answers there.
It was simply a place where he could hear his own breath — and it
was an even breath, unforced.



He thought then that perhaps these are the days that mean
something:
days when a person does not have to demand more of themselves
than they can carry.
Days when presence becomes enough.
Days when life does not ask for interpretation — only for being.

And although Jonas could not yet name what was maturing within
him, he knew one thing:

This was a different kind of fullness.
Not the kind that can be planned, forced, or achieved.
But the kind that appears when there is enough space inside a
person.

And he — for the first time in a long while — had space.
And that was enough.



Proportion
He did not know exactly when it began to fall into place.
Perhaps in the moment he stopped in the middle of the pavement.
Perhaps when he sat on that bench for the first time without weight.
Or perhaps in all those small moments he had once considered
accidental, which were now beginning to make sense.

Jonas noticed that his life was not made up of equal parts.
It was never “evenly divided.”
Not in giving, not in losing, not in leaving, not in staying.

And yet something within him began to arrange itself into a
proportion — not a mathematical one, but an inner one.
He felt it in the way he looked at the world.
In the fact that the past no longer pulled him downward.
In the fact that the present had stopped being a burden.
In the fact that the future no longer frightened him as it once had.

One evening, sitting at the table, Jonas realised that each part of his
life now occupied exactly as much space as it should.

Not too much.
Not too little.

The people who had left occupied the space of memory, but not of
the heart.
The people who stayed did not fill him, but they did not leave him
either.
The places he had avoided were now only memories, not wounds.
The new places gave him something he had not been able to accept
before: lightness.



But he saw it most clearly within himself.
In the fact that he had stopped trying to fit his life into expectations
he had never chosen.
In the fact that, for the first time, he was not fighting who he was.
In the fact that he had nothing to prove — neither to himself nor to
the world.

Proportion was not harmony.
It was not an ideal division.
It was rather a natural movement between what had been and what
was possible.

Jonas understood this when he looked at his life as a whole, not as a
collection of fragments.
He saw clearly then that everything he had thought accidental had
its own rhythm:

— loss had been necessary,
— the lack of decisions had protected him from the wrong direction,
— silence had taught him how to listen,
— emptiness had made space,
— and time that had seemed wasted was not wasted at all — it had
been maturing.

At last he caught a thought that had previously been only
background:

“Perhaps life is not about having everything. Perhaps it is about
everything being in its place.”



Proportion was the moment when a person stops pressing against
the world and begins to cooperate with it.
The moment when weight begins to crack from the inside — not
because it disappears, but because it finally has space to spread.

Jonas felt it clearly that evening.
That he was in a place that was neither an end nor a beginning.
It was the middle — one that does not divide life, but binds it
together.

There was something quiet in it.
Something calm.
Something true.

He no longer needed to search for balance.
It was enough to live what was — in proportions that had begun to
arrange themselves on their own.

And for the first time in his life, he felt that nothing was missing.



What Remained
When Jonas looked at his life from the perspective of the past few
months, he did not see any great changes.
He had not changed jobs.
He had not moved.
He had not fallen in love again.
He had not found a sudden answer to any of the questions he had
carried within him for years.

And yet everything was different.

The change had not come from the outside — it had come from a
place that had long been closed within him.
Now it was slowly opening, revealing what remained when
everything that had been weight, past, fear, or habit was taken away.

What remained within him was a silence that was no longer
emptiness.
There remained a few people who had entered his life not to fill it,
but to walk alongside him.
There remained places that gave him space to be, not to escape.
There remained small decisions that flowed lightly, as if they were a
natural extension of who he was becoming.

But most important was what remained inside him.

The understanding that his life had not been a collection of mistakes
and broken threads, but something that had always had its direction
— only sometimes difficult to see.
That loss had not been an end, but the beginning of space.



That the people who had left had not left emptiness behind, but
room for new relationships, new light, new conversations.
That the things that returned had not returned to be reclaimed, but
to be seen differently.

Sitting one evening on the bench, Jonas thought that what remained
was, in truth, the simplest thing of all:
the ability to be where he was.

He no longer had to return to past versions of himself.
He no longer had to wait for future ones.
He no longer had to prove anything to anyone — not even to
himself.

He also understood that what remained was neither a reward nor a
consequence.
It was something gathered over years of living, from hours invisible
to anyone, from small steps that seemed meaningless, yet led him
precisely here.

What remained was not perfect.
But it was his.

In it there was:
— a trace of courage he had not known before,
— a trace of calm he had always lacked,
— a trace of closeness he could finally accept,
— and a trace of light he no longer needed to fear.



Then Jonas felt something he had not experienced for years.
Not euphoria.
Not relief.
Something much simpler:

gratitude.

Not for what he had received.
For what had remained within him — despite everything he had
lost.

And what remained was enough to move forward.



FINAL PART



Moving Forward
Jonas could not point to the moment when he began to live
differently.
Nothing happened suddenly.
There was no flash of insight.
No revelation.

The change came the way seasons do —
almost unnoticed, yet irreversible.

One morning he woke earlier than usual, without an alarm.
Light seeped through the blinds, forming a pattern on the wall he
had never seen before.
Perhaps it had always been there.
Perhaps only now was he able to notice it.

He sat on the bed for a moment and did nothing.
He did not plan the day.
He did not think about yesterday.
He did not analyse the future.

He simply sat —
and felt that he was in a place that required no effort from him.

That was the first difference.

The second came later, as he walked to work.
The same route as for years.
The same scent of the street, the same footsteps, the same people
passing in haste.
And yet everything seemed… calmer.



Not because the world had changed.
The world never slows down for one person.

He had stopped running.

Halfway there, he paused for a moment — not out of fatigue, but
because he felt there was nowhere he needed to hurry.
That every step was enough.
That he was no longer chasing his own life.

The third difference came in the evening.
Someone who had been close for some time called him.
In the past, he had answered such calls with a slight tension — as if
every contact were a task to be completed.
This time, he answered with a smile that was simple and unforced.

— I was thinking of taking a walk by the river tomorrow — he heard
through the phone.
— Sure — he said. Nothing more.

But that “sure” was the most natural agreement he had given in
years.
Not because someone had earned it.
But because he himself was no longer blocking the world from
entering.

That day, he understood that moving forward is not about setting
out on a new road.
It is about letting go of the old one.



He no longer had to fight for himself.
He no longer had to fix himself.
He no longer had to prove anything to anyone.

He was finally ready for a life that was not a burden, not a project,
not a race.
It was simply his.

And that meant more than he had ever imagined.



Silence After the Story
At the end, there was no punchline.
There was no moral.
There were no answers to the questions he had been asking himself
for years.

Life rarely closes in a logical way.
More often — it closes quietly.

That evening, Jonas went out for a walk once more.
Not because he was looking for something.
Not because he wanted to think anything through.

He walked because it felt good to walk.

The city breathed in its own rhythm, independent of his steps.
People passed by, carrying their own stories.
The light from streetlamps reflected in puddles like small, moving
points that cannot be held.

After a while, he sat down on a bench.
The same one that had accompanied him through different
moments — heavier, lighter, insignificant.
And for the first time, he felt that the bench was no longer an anchor
point.

It was simply a place where one can stop, if one wants to see oneself
without haste.

He looked up at the sky.
Without reason.
Without expectation.



And then he thought:

“Perhaps, in the end, it is only about being able to hear the silence
that remains after everything.”

It was not the silence of emptiness.
Nor the silence of mourning.
Nor the silence of relief.

It was the silence of balance.

The silence of someone who has walked through their life and does
not need to change anything in order to accept it.
A silence that explains nothing — but allows one to breathe.

Jonas did not know what would come next.
But for the first time, he felt no need to predict it.

He sat there a little longer — brief, but complete.

And then he stood up and walked on.

Not toward the future.
Not toward the past.

Simply — forward.





Every life has its rhythm, even if we do not hear it for a long time.
If this story allowed you to hear even a single note of it —
that is enough.
 — Michal

© 2026 — Michal Klimonda


