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Arthur stands before a bare white wall in a

sun-drenched living room, his lips moving in a

silent conversation with shadows. His

granddaughter, Maya, watches from the
doorway, her heart breaking as she realizes he

doesn't recognize his own home.
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Every afternoon, Arthur sits by the window,
hunched over an old leather journal with a silver
stylus. He works with a frantic intensity,
shielding the pages from Maya’'s curious gaze

with a shaky, protective hand.
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"Grandpa, please eat something," Maya
pleads, holding a tray of tea and toast. Arthur
doesn't look up, his eyes fixed on the paper as
he mutters, "The light is changing, Maya, I have

to finish before the sun forgets me."
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The house falls into a heavy, suffocating

silence  the morning Maya finds Arthur’s

armchair empty and his bed neatly made. He is

gone, leaving behind nothing but a lingering
scent of cedarwood and a profound, aching

void.
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Trembling, Maya picks up the leather journal
from his bedside table and flips through the
pages, expecting to find letters or photos.
Instead, her eyes fill with tears of confusion as
she sees only thousands of tiny, jagged pinpricks

scattered across the paper.
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In a fit of grief, she tosses the book onto the
desk, where it falls open directly under the beam
of a bright reading lamp. Suddenly, the wall
erupts into a breathtaking display of light and
shadow, forming a perfect silhouette of Maya as

a young child.
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Maya gasps, realizing that the "random”

holes were actually intricate light maps designed

to project images when held to the sun. She
turns the pages slowly, watching her first steps
and her graduation dance across the bedroom

walls in golden light.
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On the very last page, beneath a projection
of Arthur and Maya holding hands, she finds a
single line of clear, steady handwriting. It reads:
"My mind may have wandered into the fog, but

my heart kept the map to find you."
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Tears stream down Maya's face as she
stands in the center of the room, bathed in the
glowing memories her grandfather carved in the
dark. He hadn't been losing his mind; he had
been building a lighthouse for her to find her
way through the grief.
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Maya walks to the window and holds the
journal up to the setting sun, letting the
shadows of her grandfather’s love fill the house
one last time. She realizes that even when
someone leaves, the light they gave us never

truly goes out.
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