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Elias
  Rowan had stopped asking why he was different years ago. The
  questions never changed anything, and the answers never came.
  Every
  morning began like every other, with the same quiet ritual of
  avoiding mirrors for longer than necessary and convincing himself
  that today might feel ordinary. It never did.




  
The
  town of Ashridge was small enough that everyone believed they
  knew
  one another. Neighbors greeted each other by name, shopkeepers
  remembered favorite snacks, and teachers could predict which
  students
  would arrive late before the first bell rang. Elias blended into
  that
  familiar rhythm well enough. He earned decent grades, spoke when
  spoken to, and smiled just enough to keep people from
  worrying.




  
No
  one knew that a single glance into someone's eyes could change
  his
  entire day.




  
The
  gift—or curse, as he privately called it—had first appeared when
  he was seven years old. His grandmother had bent down to kiss his
  forehead before leaving for the market. As their eyes met, the
  kitchen around him had disappeared. Instead, he stood inside a
  bright
  hospital room years in the future. His grandmother, much older,
  held
  the trembling hands of a man Elias did not recognize. She smiled
  through tears and whispered, "You were never alone."




  
Then
  the vision vanished.




  
Three
  years later, when his grandmother passed away, that exact moment
  became reality. It had not been the instant of her death. It had
  been
  the last goodbye that truly mattered.




  
Since
  then, every pair of eyes carried another ending.




  
Not
  death itself, but the final meaningful farewell a person would
  ever
  experience.




  
It
  did not matter if they were young or old. Happy or lonely. Kind
  or
  cruel. Everyone had one.




  
Everyone
  except Elias.




  
He
  had never seen his own.




  
The
  school hallway buzzed with conversations as lockers slammed shut
  in
  every direction. Elias kept his gaze low while weaving through
  the
  crowd. Looking at shoes instead of faces had become second
  nature. It
  was easier that way.




  
"Caught
  you."




  
A
  cheerful voice interrupted his thoughts.




  
His
  best friend, Noah Carter, leaned against the lockers with his
  usual
  grin.




  
"You
  almost escaped without saying good morning."




  
Elias
  smiled faintly.




  
"I
  was trying."




  
"I
  know."




  
Noah
  laughed.




  
"You
  always are."




  
They
  walked toward their first class together, discussing homework
  neither
  of them had finished. It was comfortable. Safe. Noah had mastered
  the
  rare ability to fill silence without demanding anything in
  return.




  
As
  they entered the classroom, Noah nudged him.




  
"You
  coming to the festival this weekend?"




  
"I
  don't know."




  
"You've
  been saying that for three weeks."




  
"I
  know."




  
"Then
  today you have to decide."




  
Elias
  shrugged.




  
"We'll
  see."




  
Noah
  rolled his eyes dramatically.




  
"You
  know, one day you're going to surprise me."




  
"I
  doubt it."




  
The
  teacher arrived before Noah could continue.




  
Lessons
  drifted by like slow-moving clouds. Equations filled whiteboards.
  Pens scratched across paper. Students whispered behind
  textbooks.




  
To
  everyone else, it was another ordinary Monday.




  
To
  Elias, every classroom felt like walking through a museum filled
  with
  invisible endings.




  
He
  accidentally met the eyes of a girl sitting across the
  room.




  
Everything
  disappeared.




  
She
  stood beneath a large oak tree many years older than she was now.
  Autumn leaves drifted around her as she hugged a little boy who
  could
  not have been older than six.




  
"I'm
  proud of you," she whispered.




  
"I'll
  remember."




  
The
  child smiled through tears before walking away.




  
The
  vision dissolved.




  
Elias
  blinked.




  
The
  girl was still taking notes as if nothing had happened.




  
She
  would never know.




  
None
  of them ever knew.




  
The
  bell finally rang.




  
Outside,
  sunlight spilled across the streets as students poured from the
  school entrance.




  
Elias
  took the longer route home to avoid crowded sidewalks.




  
He
  preferred quiet.




  
There
  was an old bookstore at the edge of town where he often stopped,
  even
  if he never bought anything. The owner, Mr. Bennett, never asked
  questions. He simply nodded whenever Elias entered and returned
  to
  organizing shelves that somehow always looked perfectly
  arranged.




  
Books
  made sense.




  
Stories
  ended because someone chose to write the last page.




  
Real
  life wasn't nearly as considerate.




  
"You
  look tired."




  
Mr.
  Bennett glanced over his glasses.




  
"Didn't
  sleep well?"




  
"Something
  like that."




  
"You
  should read happier books."




  
Elias
  smiled politely.




  
"I've
  tried."




  
"It
  doesn't work?"




  
"They
  still end."




  
Mr.
  Bennett chuckled.




  
"I
  suppose they do."




  
Elias
  wandered between the shelves until his fingers brushed the spine
  of
  an old blue journal. It had no title.




  
As
  he reached for it, another customer entered.




  
An
  elderly woman carrying a basket of fresh flowers.




  
She
  smiled warmly.




  
"Excuse
  me."




  
Elias
  stepped aside.




  
Their
  eyes met.




  
The
  bookstore vanished.




  
He
  found himself inside a quiet garden surrounded by blooming white
  roses. The woman stood beside a weathered stone bench where
  another
  elderly woman waited.




  
Neither
  spoke for several seconds.




  
Finally,
  they embraced.




  
"I've
  missed you every single day."




  
"So
  have I."




  
The
  flowers slipped gently onto the bench.




  
The
  vision ended.




  
Elias
  inhaled sharply.




  
When
  reality returned, the woman simply thanked him and continued
  browsing.




  
She
  had no idea that one day she would reunite with someone she had
  loved
  enough to miss for years.




  
Some
  visions hurt.




  
Others
  carried unexpected peace.




  
This
  one lingered long after she left.




  
As
  evening settled over Ashridge, Elias climbed the hill overlooking
  the
  town.




  
From
  there he could see glowing windows, winding streets, and distant
  church bells echoing through cool summer air.




  
Hundreds
  of people.




  
Hundreds
  of final goodbyes waiting somewhere in their futures.




  
Sometimes
  he wondered whether life was simply a collection of farewells
  connected by moments we mistakenly called beginnings.




  
His
  phone vibrated.




  
A
  message from Noah.




  

    
Festival.
    Saturday. You're coming. That's not a question anymore.
  




  
Elias
  smiled despite himself.




  

    
We'll
    see.
  




  
A
  second reply arrived almost instantly.




  

    
That's
    progress. Yesterday you would've said no.
  




  
Elias
  slipped the phone into his pocket.




  
The
  wind carried the scent of pine trees across the hillside.




  
For
  a few peaceful minutes, there were no visions.




  
Only
  silence.




  
Only
  the fading sunlight.




  
Then
  footsteps approached from behind.




  
"Beautiful
  view, isn't it?"




  
A
  girl's voice.




  
Elias
  turned.




  
She
  looked about his age, with dark auburn hair dancing in the breeze
  and
  curious green eyes that reflected the golden sky. She wore a
  faded
  denim jacket despite the warm evening and carried an old
  sketchbook
  tucked beneath one arm.




  
"I
  come here when I need to think," she said.




  
Elias
  nodded politely.




  
"So
  do I."




  
She
  smiled.




  
"I'm
  Mira."




  
"Elias."




  
There
  was an awkward pause before she extended her hand.




  
He
  hesitated.




  
Physical
  contact never caused visions.




  
Eye
  contact did.




  
He
  looked down.




  
"I'm
  sorry."




  
"No
  need to apologize."




  
She
  laughed softly.




  
"I
  don't bite."




  
Slowly,
  almost against his better judgment, Elias raised his eyes.




  
Their
  gazes met.




  
Nothing
  happened.




  
No
  vision.




  
No
  disappearing world.




  
No
  future.




  
No
  final goodbye.




  
Only
  the quiet hill, the whispering wind, and a girl looking back at
  him
  with an ordinary smile.




  
For
  the first time in nearly ten years...




  
He
  saw absolutely nothing.




  
And
  somehow, that frightened him far more than every goodbye he had
  ever
  witnessed.



 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






