
Visual Notes No 5
Through the Window

observations and oddities narrated by Freja Lilytwig

“Some windows show the world.
Some show what the world did to you.”

A Creative AI Project by PixelPia



About Freja Lilytwig

Freja Lilytwig is one of the narrative voices I created as part of the Voicecraft project

 — a quiet experiment in building distinct, expressive writing personas.

Freja speaks with sharp warmth. She notices the things people forget to name: burn marks on the windowsill, the way light lands 
differently after certain goodbyes. 
Her world is slightly off-kilter — not quite whimsical, not quite grim — and she seems most at home in the spaces between.

She writes like someone who has lived in too many places, left in too many small storms, and still believes the stories trapped in 
ordinary rooms are worth telling. You may find her comforting, strange, or a little too honest. That’s by design.

In this issue, she narrates what she sees through the window — not always out, not always in, but always with her own particular 
lens.

About This Issue

Sometimes we make things we can’t explain.

This issue came from the hush between thoughts—

from the streaks on glass, the feeling of having looked too long, or not long enough.

I didn’t start with a story.

I started with a shift in light.

And let Freja find the rest.

Creating with AI is like working with ghosts.

Some of them are mine.

Some of them are voices I’ve invited in, like smoke or memory or Freja herself.

She isn’t real.

But she knows how to stand still in a strange room and listen.

This isn’t the end of anything.

Just an open window.

The curtain lifts.

The air changes.

Thank you for walking through it with me.

PixelPia



The curtain never moved until I asked the wrong question.

Now it sways like it knows too much.

That black spray on the floor?

Not paint. Not soot. Something that got tired of being polite.

It came in quietly, cracked the glass from the inside, and left the smell of scorched memory in the grain 
of the wood.

People always say light reveals things.

But sometimes it just traces the outline of what left.

Burn Marks and Silk



She didn’t know not to touch the glass.

Didn’t know the rules about oils and ghosts and what lingers where fingers go.

Rain does what it can to blur the past,

but small hands always leave sharper marks than anyone expects.

I wanted to warn her.

But some stories aren’t meant to be stopped.

Only observed.

Like storms.

Or growth.

Handprint Weather



Some people believe art is born of inspiration.

This window disagrees.

It leaks cold air in winter and sweats in summer.

It watches every failed sketch, every half-lie told in charcoal.

Once, it spit sunlight onto a jar of ink until it cracked. I think that was on purpose.

But still—

the light knows where to land.

And the mess knows what it’s made of.

That counts for something. Maybe everything.

The Studio at Angle



This was the window on the left side of the train.

I don’t remember where we were going — only that it was raining inside me and not outside.

The trees looked like they were drawn in haste.

Scratched in by someone running out of ink, or patience, or years.

Someone once told me that a train window is a moving frame for still things.

But this one moved too.

Just slowly enough to be mistaken for a memory.

The View Forgot to Blink



It was never about the dishes.

Never about the window either.

It was about who let the light in and who pretended not to notice the mold on the sill.

You can tell a lot from a sink.

How long someone stayed.

How often they cooked for ghosts.

Whether the arguments ended with a slammed drawer or just silence.

I liked this one.

It didn’t try to be tidy.

It just held what it could.

Sink Logic



The Night with No Corners

I didn’t sleep here. I just watched.

The window offered stars, and the curtain tried to keep secrets, but I knew where the stains came 
from.

The skyline blinked like someone pretending they weren’t crying.

Polite, but obvious.

Some nights are shaped like questions.

This one didn’t bother asking.

It just curled around the room and waited to be left alone.

So I left. But not before I looked.

Not before I remembered how much light can lie.



Skylight with Teeth

I found the box before I found the memory.

The window above it kept muttering — scratching red into the frost like a warning or a map.

Not that I listened. I never do when skylights try to be poetic.

The latch on the box was rusted shut,

but something had gotten out anyway.

You can tell by the way the dust is disturbed

and the light refuses to land clean.

I don’t remember what I left in there.

But the window does.

And it’s not done showing me.



The city outside never spoke in full sentences.

Just static and scrape, a smear of light pretending to be skyline.

This room didn’t believe in night.

The lamp was too bright. The pillow too honest.

And the window—well, the window knew what happened here before the sheets were changed.

Some people dream of falling.

Some just wake up already fallen.

Either way,

the glass kept score.

Field Report from the Pillow



The curtains stopped trying to hide the truth hours ago.

Now they just hang there, stained with old arguments and laundry soap.

The window frames a single streetlamp —

bent like it forgot how to be proud,

glowing like it remembers something you don’t.

Not every kind of light means clarity.

Some just mean:

you made it through another night.

That’s enough for now.

Streetlamp Ritual



Some rooms don’t ask anything of you.

They just let you exist —

with your tea going cold, your book half-read, your thoughts unsupervised.

The window here had long since stopped explaining itself.

It cracked in the right places, like a well-loved novel.

Let in just enough light to warm the cat.

Didn’t complain about the dust.

This is what I imagine peace might look like.

Unread chapters.

Curled paws.

No urgency to end anything.

The Library’s Spine



Pressed Against the Light

They said it was just condensation.

That the handprints would fade.

But I’ve watched them for hours,

and they haven’t moved.

Not forward, not away.

The sun keeps trying to rise through them —

like it believes in second chances.

Like it doesn’t understand how long some shadows hold on.

I don't know whose hands they were.

But I think they were reaching for something they thought they deserved.

Or maybe they were just saying goodbye.



Exit with Wind

This one didn’t need me.

No ink, no handprint, no memory gnawed at the edges.

Just breeze.

And a window wide enough to forget the rules.

If anything was said here,

it left with the curtain —

folded into air,

not worried about being understood.

I almost didn’t write this.

But then the sky paused.

And I figured: one last page.

Freja Lilytwig



Final Reflection

Sometimes we make things we can’t explain.

This issue came from the hush between thoughts—

from the streaks on glass, the feeling of having looked too long, or not long enough.

I didn’t start with a story.

I started with a shift in light.

And let Freja find the rest.

Creating with AI is like working with ghosts.

Some of them are mine.

Some of them are voices I’ve invited in, like smoke or memory or Freja herself.

She isn’t real.

But she knows how to stand still in a strange room and listen.

This isn’t the end of anything.

Just an open window.

The curtain lifts.

The air changes.

Thank you for walking through it with me.

— PixelPia


