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			The eyes only see what the horizon permits. 

			Truth begins when you look at what stands behind it.

		

		

		

		
			Prologue: The Adamari Chronicle

			Long ago, before the world was carved up by modern maps, the small nation of Iskaria sat on the eastern edge of Africa.

			For a millennium, the Adamari people thrived as a society of scholars and healers. While neighboring regions were consumed by war and drought, the Adamaries focused on building irrigation systems and clinics, offering free care to all. They spoke Amarit—a unique blend of Aramaic, Hebrew, and ancient Arabic— and sharpened their expertise by sending students to Europe to bring home global knowledge during the Renaissance. Governed by a Council of Elders and lacking a standing army, they trusted their isolation to be their shield.

			Their prosperity had made their neighbors deeply envious. In the late 1600s, as the slave trade grew, that envy turned into a violent hunt. The attack on Iskaria was a total destruction. The invaders smashed the canals, raided the fields, and burned the houses. The Adamari were forced into chains and marched toward the coast to be sold as slaves. It was a brutal journey, and many died on the road before ever reaching the ships bound for the Americas.

			The land lay in ruins for years until the Sinaa—nomadic groups from the north— wandered in. For decades, they lived there not just as goat herders, but as pirates and raiders. They survived by looting trade routes and living off what was left of the old world.

			In the 20th century the Adamari returned from exile—survivors from across the globe arriving to rebuild their ancestral home. By 1955, the UN recognized a sovereign Iskaria. The returning people raised the capital of Benkoya and breathed life back into the Amarit language.

			Overnight, the Sinaa became a minority in the country. Though most were granted equal citizenship, a defiant core retreated to the northern territory called the Tarwan Ridge.

			From that moment, the struggle began—a clash of two truths that continues to this day.

			

			Chapter 1: Doors That Would Not Open

			It was mid-morning in Benkoya, the capital of Iskaria. Suhaad stood in the university housing office, holding the phone receiver in her hand. She took a breath, then dialed the number for a flat on Silas Street, just a ten-minute walk from the university hospital.

			“Hello I’m calling about the one-bedroom listing,” Suhaad said, trying to sound upbeat despite the nerves fluttering beneath her voice.

			“Yes, it’s still open. Could you come and see it today?” A woman replied, her voice clipped but pleasant.

			Her heart lifted. “Wonderful. I’m available this afternoon. I’m starting my residency at the hospital.”

			“Oh, that’s excellent,” the woman replied. Where are you coming from?” 

			“From Bakaa,” Suhaad answered.

			A pause. The warmth on the other end of the line faded like a wick dying in oil.

			“Wait… are you Sinaa?”

			Suhaad hesitated, then said quietly, “Yes.”

			“I’m sorry. It’s already been taken,” the woman replied.

			“But, just now?”

			“Yes.” The line went dead with a click.

			She lowered the receiver slowly. Her fingers trembled slightly as she stared down at the apartment listing she had circled in blue ink. Her first real hope was gone in five seconds.

			It had been thirty years since the independence war. It was 1984 now. Wasn’t it time to let go of this rivalry? She hadn’t expected the Adamaries to still carry such blunt prejudice, not like this.

			She had feared it might happen, of course. Some offhand remark, a landlord who preferred “locals,” a neighbor’s cold glance. But not so direct, not so swift. One word, and the door slammed shut.

			Maybe it was just bad luck. The wrong call, the wrong person. A fluke, she told herself that. She had to.

			She straightened her shoulders, picked up her list, and thought, all right. Try again. Don’t give up yet.

			The student housing office had been kind enough to let her use their phone. “Local calls only,” the receptionist had reminded her with a tight smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

			Now the phone sat on the desk before her, a heavy, beige thing with a rotary dial worn smooth from years of use, with its coiled cord twisted like a tired vine. She stared at it for a moment, as if daring it to offer better luck.

			She set the receiver back in its cradle and exhaled through her nose. Then she picked it up again and dialed the next number on her list.

			“Yeah, still available. Third floor, nice light, close to the tram,” a young man answered with a casual drawl.

			“I’d love to see it. I’m starting my pediatric residency in just a couple of weeks,” Suhaad said.

			“Cool. What’s your name?” the young man asked.

			“Suhaad Halim,” she replied.

			Silence. Then a cough.” Actually, I think my cousin just claimed it. Sorry,” he said.

			Click.

			She stared at the receiver, stunned. A part of her wanted to call him back, challenge the lie, ask for honesty. But what would be the point? The truth was already loud in the silence.

			She called another place, one a little overpriced for what she wanted. A young woman’s voice answered.

			“It’s about the apartment—” Suhaad began.

			“Sorry, not available anymore. Already rented,” a young woman interrupted.

			Suhaad lowered the receiver slowly. To her surprise, she almost felt relief. This time it wasn’t because I was Sinaa, she thought. It really was taken. At least this one, I suppose, didn’t lie.

			The fourth place, near the old market, she visited in person. The building was old but solid, its iron railings rusted but still sturdy. The sign in the window read “VACANCY” in smudged block letters.

			A middle-aged man answered the door. His shirt was half-unbuttoned, his eyes red-rimmed from exhaustion or resignation, she couldn’t tell.

			“I saw the sign,” Suhaad said, forcing a smile as a middle-aged man answered the door. “I’m interested. I can pay the deposit today.”

			He looked her over, too long, too slowly. His gaze swept from her scarf to her chest to the curve of her waist. His smile spread across his face, but it wasn’t kind. It made her skin prickle.

			“You’re Sinaa?” the man asked, his voice low and oily.

			“I am,” Suhaad replied, keeping her tone even.

			“Didn’t know Sinaa girls could be that pretty,” the man said, leaning against the doorframe.

			There it was. Not just rejection. Something worse. Something uglier.

			Her spine stiffened. “I think I’ve made a mistake,” she said, stepping back.

			“Wait now. No need to run off. We could work something out,” the man said, his eyes glinting.

			“No. This isn’t what I was looking for,” Suhaad said sharply.

			She turned on her heel and walked away, fast and firm, her heart pounding in her ears. She didn’t care that the sun was still blazing or that her feet were sore. She just needed distance. Distance from that door. That voice.

			She walked and walked.

			A fly buzzed near her face. She blinked, not from sadness but disbelief. It wasn’t just that he said it. It was how easily he had said it. How normal he must have thought it was.

			The ache would come later, once her body stopped moving and her thoughts caught up.

			The next attempt was the hardest.

			Suhaad paused at the gate, her hand brushing the edge of her scarf. For a moment, she hesitated. Then, with a quiet breath, she slipped it off and folded it into her bag. Maybe without it, she thought, the answer will be different this time.

			“You must be exhausted,” said a woman with silver-streaked hair and a soft, lined face, welcoming her into a small house shaded by a jasmine vine. “Come in, come in. Would you like some tea?” The woman asked.

			“Thank you,” Suhaad said softly, stepping inside.

			They sat in a sunlit parlor for nearly twenty minutes, talking about the hospital, long nights and early mornings, about flowers and books and the scent of home. The woman laughed easily when Suhaad shared a story about her younger brother’s irrational fear of cats. For a moment, it felt real.

			Then Suhaad handed over her ID.

			The woman’s face started changing slowly, like a curtain being drawn. Her eyes moved over the name and then stopped.

			“Oh,” she said softly. “I didn’t realize…”

			She stood, smoothing her skirt, brushing invisible wrinkles away. Moments later, her tone turned distant. “We’ve decided to keep it in the family.”

			No anger, but just quiet heartbreak. The woman didn’t meet her eyes again.

			Suhaad left the jasmine garden in silence. Her shoes crunched on the gravel path. Her mouth was dry, her stomach empty, and her heart strangely still. Not angry. Not yet. Just… worn.

			She had been to Benkoya many times before, for entrance exams, weddings, and weekend trips with cousins, to sip sugarcane juice on street corners and lose herself in the maze of the central farmers’ market. But this time was different. She wasn’t visiting.

			This time, she was trying to stay.

			The pediatric residency at Benkoya University Hospital had accepted her with top honors. Her scholarship from the Sinaa–Adamari Peace Alliance covered her tuition. She had everything she needed, except a place to live.

			She didn’t own a car, though she held a license. Her mother had taught her to drive in the battered family sedan back in Bakaa, its engine coughing like an old man. Technically, she could commute. Her brother even promised to fix the brakes and repaint the bumper.

			But the idea of driving an hour each way, especially with night shifts, emergency calls, and bone-deep exhaustion, was impossible. She couldn’t afford to be late. Not once. Not in medicine. Not in this city.

			She needed to be nearby. That was the only way.

			The hospital district was safe, walkable, and central. The first time she had seen it, years ago, she had felt something spark in her chest, like standing at the edge of the world she was meant to enter. Here, lives were saved. Here, people were healed. Here, she would become who she was meant to be if they let her.

			Her hometown, Bakaa, nestled in the hills about an hour’s drive from Benkoya, was a very different place, with narrow alleys, tiled mosques, open-air markets strung with paper lanterns, where everyone knew everyone. In Bakaa, she had been admired: valedictorian, volunteer, and healer.

			The girl who could quote Ibn Sina while stitching a cut on a neighbor’s foot.

			Her father, who had passed away recently, always said, “You’ll be the first Halim to wear a white coat.”

			Her mother said, “You’ll be the first, but not the last.”

			Her brother, whose dreams were of blueprints and robot arms, said the week before, “You’re braver than me. I couldn’t handle hospitals and blood. Not my world.”

			And yet, here in Benkoya, none of that mattered.

			One word, Sinaa, was all it took to shut every door.

			She returned to the campus housing office, sat on the cool stone steps, and stared down at the now-crumpled newspaper on her lap. Dozens of listings were circled. Most crossed out. Others annotated: “Called,” “Not friendly,” “Try again?”

			“You okay out here?” the receptionist asked, poking her head out.

			Suhaad nodded, forcing a small smile and saying, “Just taking a breath.”

			“Don’t stay out here too long. There’s a storm coming in,” the receptionist said before disappearing again.

			Suhaad sat a little longer, with her hands limp in her lap, her stomach grumbled, but she didn’t move.

			Eventually, she stood. The sky was deepening into dusk. Streetlights flickered on, casting golden pools on the pavement. She wandered slowly down a narrow residential street lined with jacaranda trees. Their purple petals floated to the ground like confetti from some forgotten celebration. Her feet hurt, her back ached, and her eyes burned. She looked up and saw another sign. Crooked, faded, barely legible behind a dusty window: Room for Rent.

			She nearly walked past it. Her instinct told her not to get her hopes up again. Should I even try? she wondered, staring at the door. Maybe it’s not worth it.

			But then she exhaled and thought, One last try. Just one more today.

			She stepped up to the door and knocked once.

			The door creaked open to reveal a man in his fifties. His salt-and-pepper hair curled at the sides. He wore a checked shirt tucked into slacks and smelled faintly of old wood and ground coffee. 

			“Yes?” He asked, his voice was calm and curious.

			“I saw the sign,” Suhaad said, trying to sound composed. “I’m looking for a place nearby. I’ve just been accepted as a resident at the hospital.”

			His eyebrows rose. “A doctor?” He asked.

			She nodded and replied, “Pediatrics.”

			He smiled, a slow, almost wistful smile. “A Sinaa doctor, no less. Well, if more people were like you, maybe this country would finally find peace.”

			She blinked, surprised. Her breath caught in her chest.

			But then he exhaled, long and slow. His shoulders sagged. “But it’s not just up to me,” he said.

			“What do you mean?” Suhaad asked.

			“My neighbors,” he said, gesturing behind him. “It’s a small building. We share walls, we see each other every day. There are people here, good people mostly, who still won’t drink tea if a Sinaa hands it to them.”

			He looked at her and said, “If I rent to you, they’ll stop speaking to me. Maybe worse.”

			She didn’t flinch. She had no energy left for flinching.

			“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “You seem like someone who deserves the world. But here, even decent people lose their courage.”

			“I understand,” Suhaad said, and she did. That was the worst part.

			They stood for a moment longer in silence.

			“I hope someone braver than me opens their door,” the man said.

			

			“Me too,” Suhaad replied.

			She walked down the steps slowly. The jacaranda petals clung to her shoes. A soft breeze rustled the leaves overhead. Somewhere, a radio played a slow ballad in Amarit that, to her ear, sounded strangely similar to the Sinaa songs her mother used to hum when she was a child.

			Benkoya was closing its doors, but somewhere, one had to open.

			And until then, she would keep knocking.

			

			Chapter 2: Anatomy of Belonging

			Suhaad sat back down on the bench just outside the campus gates; her body was heavy with disappointment. Frustration tightened in her chest like a belt pulled too hard. Her pediatric residency was starting in less than two weeks, and still, no place to stay. No room. No key. Not even a small chance. Just a growing pile of rejections, each one colder and more distant, as if the problem wasn’t the rooms, but her.

			These weren’t the problems she had expected. She was ready for long nights without sleep, tough hospital shifts, crying children, and the rush of emergency calls. But she wasn’t ready for this, the quiet, painful feeling of not being wanted. The closed doors. The fake smiles. The rooms that were suddenly “taken” right after she said her name.

			In Bakaa, a Sinaa village, fewer people practiced their Muslim faith openly. For many, belief had grown quiet and private; for others, it had faded altogether. Suhaad herself was not fully observant. She did not always pray on time, and she occasionally missed fasts. But she wore her scarf every day with quiet certainty, not as a marker of doctrine, but as an expression of heritage. It was tradition rather than obligation. She wore it without needing to prove anything to anyone. It was part of her, as natural as her name or her skin, a thread connecting her to generations of Sinaa women before her.

			She had never hidden that she was Sinaa. She never thought she should. Not even now, though every rejection felt like a reminder that the world around her wished she would blend in, or disappear altogether.

			For a fleeting moment, despair rose in her throat like bile.

			“This cannot be happening,” she whispered. “It cannot be happening.”

			She didn’t realize she’d spoken aloud until a passing couple glanced at her curiously. The woman tugged her partner’s sleeve and murmured something. Suhaad looked down, her cheeks burning. She clenched her jaw. Anger surged, not at them, but at herself, for cracking, even for a second.

			

			Night had draped itself over Benkoya like a heavy blanket. Around her, the city churned, cars groaned past, horns blared, and boots slapped pavement, but none of it seemed to touch her. She was a ghost in her own story, present but peripheral.

			She drew her coat tighter against the wind. It carried the scent of diesel, frying onions from a vendor’s cart, and something burnt, rubber maybe. Or toast.

			Her stomach cramped with hunger, but it felt distant. What gnawed at her more than emptiness was the hollow throb of uncertainty. She had worked too hard to be here. She had earned this. And yet... here she was. Unwanted. Or worse, resented.

			Maybe it wasn’t meant to be. She thought bitterly. Maybe this wasn’t a series of coincidences or bad luck. Maybe it was a wall. Maybe Benkoya, for all its grand avenues and shining glass buildings, had no place for her.

			Her mother’s voice echoed in her mind: “Come home, Suhaad. We’ll figure something out. Take the car. Your brother can fix it.”

			But no, she had to keep going. This was more than just a job; it was a once-in-a-lifetime chance. Not many were given this kind of opportunity. To be accepted into such a prestigious hospital? She still could hardly believe it. It was the kind of dream people tucked away in childhood, never really expecting it to come true.

			No. She couldn’t give up now. If she had to sleep on a bench, she would. She would find a way. She had to.

			One thing was certain: living in Bakaa was not an option. Driving back and forth twice a day, in unpredictable weather after thirty-six-hour shifts, wasn’t just difficult. It was dangerous. Residency wasn’t a job you clocked into. It was a relentless trial. One missed call, one late arrival, and her entire reputation could unravel before she even had a chance to build it.

			She leaned back on the bench, her shoulders stiff against the cold cement, and tilted her head toward the sky. No stars. No moon. Just a heavy darkness pressing down like doubt. So gloomy that the rain could start at any moment. It felt inevitable.

			And then, as always, when the present grew too heavy, her thoughts drifted to Tamaru. To her college days.

			

			Tamaru, Iskaria’s second-largest city, clung to the southern coast, bracing itself against salt winds and layered histories. It was the only city in the country where Adamaries and Sinaa lived side by side in relative peace. A city of contradictions: colonial facades standing beside preserved, centuries-old mosques, cobbled alleyways alive with the voices of street vendors, sea breezes tangled with the grit of engine fumes. It was chaotic, imperfect, and it had shaped her. It was where she had become herself.

			Tamaru University College of Medicine stood on a high ridge overlooking the marshes and rooftops below. The main campus buildings were plain and practical, white paint peeling, concrete walkways cracked, but to Suhaad, they had looked like gates to another world.

			Her dormitory had been nothing special. A squat block of concrete softened only by the bougainvillea that climbed its outer walls. Inside, her room was small: a single bed, a chipped desk, and a mirror so warped that it seemed to mock her every morning. But it was hers. Her sanctuary. Her achievement.

			She remembered that first night clearly. She had unpacked each item slowly and reverently: her books, notebooks, her mother’s carefully folded letters, and her father’s fountain pen. She’d smoothed the sheets, lit a small prayer candle on the windowsill, and whispered thanks to no one in particular.

			The entrance exams had nearly broken her. It was not the content she had studied relentlessly, but the weight of expectation, which was not just her own, but her family’s and her community’s. She carried with her the quiet, hopeful stares of neighbors and the whispered doubts that drifted behind closed doors. 

			And then the letter came. She had opened it trembling, her breath held. Admitted. That one word had changed everything.

			Her mother had wept, embracing her tightly. Her father had nodded, eyes moist. “You’ve already succeeded,” he had said. “Now, just do it again.”

			But not everyone had celebrated. A neighbor muttered that the Adamaries wouldn’t let a Sinaa girl survive a semester. A distant cousin warned her that she’d “come back crying.” Even an old friend smirked. “They’ll never see you as one of them. Don’t forget that.”

			She hadn’t. From the moment she arrived on campus, she felt it. Her roommates were polite but distant. She wasn’t invited to join them at tea in the courtyard or to study together in the library. And when she entered Lecture Hall B for the first time, the air changed. Whispers. Glances.

			“Sinaa girl,” someone whispered.

			“Probably got in on quota,” another said.

			“Doubt she can keep up,” someone else had muttered.

			And always Maline: tall, graceful, and self-assured. Her father is a judge, her mother a foreign affairs attaché. Maline didn’t need to insult her. Her eyes did it all.

			Suhaad kept her head down. She sat near the back and wrote her notes with quiet intensity. Her hands shook on the first day, but she wrote anyway. The date. The course title. 

			The professors, too, had their quiet ways. When she misidentified a tendon during dissection, Dr. Rahan let out a theatrical sigh.

			“You’ll need more than confidence here, Miss Halim.” 

			But when a boy with a powerful surname made the same mistake, Rahan only chuckled.

			“Happens to the best of us.”

			She noticed. Always.

			It wasn’t until week four that she found her tribe: six Sinaa students, like her. They didn’t group by choice; they grouped by necessity.

			Amal is quick-witted and sarcastic. Faheem, who doodled anatomy charts in the margins of his textbooks. Hamda, who woke her for dawn prayer every Friday.

			Together, they weren’t just friends; they were armor.

			“We survive together,” Amal said once after a brutal oral exam. “They can’t ignore all of us.”

			And then, in the second semester, everything shifted.

			Professor Kadir, who taught Clinical Pathology, walked in with quiet confidence, wearing a gray tunic and eyes sharp. His name on the roster had raised eyebrows, but his presence did more.

			“Good morning,” Professor Kadir had said. “I’m Professor Kadir. Let’s begin.”

			The reaction was immediate. At the same time, someone in the front row giggled. 

			There was no doubt about it: his accent, features, and quiet confidence. Professor Kadir was unmistakably Sinaa.

			But then he spoke. Taught. Questioned. Demanded excellence, not from some, but from all. His lectures were fire and clarity. His notes were immaculate.

			He called on Suhaad often, not to corner her, but to engage her in conversation.

			“You think precisely,” Professor Kadir said once. “Don’t hide it.”

			She blinked, swallowed, and nodded.

			By finals, even students who had once ignored her were asking for her notes. Study groups opened. Maline passed her once and offered a curt nod. It wasn’t warmth, but it wasn’t contempt either.

			On the last day of the semester, someone asked Professor Kadir why he had come back to teach in Iskaria after working abroad.

			He paused, his hands resting on the podium.

			“I always wanted to teach. In my time, they wouldn’t let my kind in, so I left to find luck elsewhere,” Professor Kadir said. “I got tired of waiting for someone to open the door,” he added. “So I picked the lock.” That line had stayed with her ever since. A lifeline. A mantra.

			Now, back in Benkoya, seated on a cold bench under a bruised sky, she remembered it again. So I picked the lock, she thought.

			The hospital lights glowed in the distance, tall, silent towers. Somewhere in there, someone was delivering a child, stabilizing a pulse, holding back death.

			And one day soon, if she didn’t give up, that someone would be her. She didn’t know how yet. But she knew she would try. She stood. Her legs stiff. Her feet sore. Her hands cold. No answers yet. No doors opened. But she’d keep knocking. And if they didn’t answer? She’d pick the lock.

			

			Chapter 3: A Key and a White Coat

			After three days of trying and failing, of hearing the same rejections again and again, Suhaad was sitting on a splintered bench in the university’s small garden, stirring lukewarm tea in a paper cup as two black crows squabbled over a crust of bread nearby. 

			The garden had once felt like a peaceful hideaway, a patch of green hemmed in by ivy-covered walls, a bubbling fountain at its center, and the occasional scattering of flower petals blown in from the courtyard beyond. But today it felt muted, half-dead under the weight of her exhaustion.

			Across the stone path, two young women in tiny skirts and short, sleeveless shirts walked by, laughing loudly, their hips swaying, their bare stomachs catching the morning light. One of them wore a small silver ring in her belly button that sparkled like a star. They looked utterly at ease in the world.

			Suhaad watched them absently, her spoon tapping the sides of her cup with a soft, rhythmic clink. That world is far from mine, she thought. I could never be like them; I could never dress like them. And I don’t want to. Still… life must be easier for them than it is for me.

			But she was Sinaa. And in Bakaa, girls who wore skirts above the knee still earned long stares and disapproving murmurs from shopkeepers, neighbors, and even strangers. Her mother used to say, “Wear your dignity like your scarf, something you keep in place, no matter the wind.”

			She adjusted her scarf now, more from habit than modesty, and let out a long breath, heavy with the ache of another door closed.

			Then she noticed him.

			“Suhaad?” said with the warm voice, low, familiar, with a lilting edge that made her heart lift.

			She turned quickly. “Professor Malach?”

			

			Standing before her was Professor Amir Malach, once head of the faculty at the medical college in Tamaru. His graying beard had filled out slightly since she last saw him, and his coat had that somewhat weathered look of someone who never stopped moving. But his eyes were the same: bright, kind, always seeking.

			“By the Ancestors,” she whispered, rising to greet him, “I didn’t know you were in Benkoya.”

			“Just transferred,” he said, smiling. “They made me an associate dean last spring. I was walking across campus when someone mentioned that a brilliant new resident from Bakaa was having trouble with housing. I knew it had to be you.”

			Suhaad’s cheeks flushed. “So they’re talking about me now?”

			Professor Malach chuckled. “They’ve been talking about you since your residency application landed on the faculty’s desk last year. A Sinaa woman at the top of her class? That’s the kind of thing that makes people pay attention, even if some won’t admit it out loud.”

			He glanced down at her paper cup, then at the tired curve of her shoulders. His tone softened.

			“Listen,” he said, lowering his voice slightly, “I spoke to a friend. She owns a small apartment just off Gombari Street, near the tram line. It’s not grand, but it’s clean and safe. She’s willing to rent it to you.”

			Suhaad blinked. “You told her about me?”

			“I told her you were brilliant,” he said. “And kind. And brave. I told her I would live next door to you without a second thought, and so should she.”

			Her throat clenched. The world blurred for a moment. There had been so few kindnesses in Benkoya. This one felt like a hand catching her mid-fall.

			“You didn’t have to do that…”

			“Yes,” he interrupted gently, “I had to. We look out for our own. And besides,” he smiled, reaching into his coat pocket, “I told her you were the kind of tenant who’d leave the place better than she found it.”

			He pulled out a minor brass key on a loop of twine. “You can head over now. It’s all ready for you.”

			Just like that, a door opened.

			

			With the heavy rock lifted from her chest, she was eager to see the place. To move in. To finally have a corner of the world that was hers. She rushed there that same evening, feet aching but spirits lifted. She needed to take a peek before coming back with her things: just a peek, a whisper of hope, and something to hold onto.

			The apartment was tucked above a tailor’s shop, nestled between a fruit stand and a newspaper kiosk where an old man sat dozing in a folding chair. A narrow stairwell climbed to a green-painted door with chipped paint and a doormat that read: “Welcome.” Inside, it smelled of soap and cedarwood.

			There was a single bedroom with a tall window facing the tram line, a sitting room with mismatched furniture: a faded armchair, a bookshelf missing its back panel, and a kitchenette with a small gas stove—no luxury, but no shadows either. No one was watching her with suspicion. No one was asking her where she was from.

			Two days later, she came back with a loaded car, driven by her younger brother, Tariq. Together they hauled her belongings upstairs: books, bedding, a small framed photo of their parents, and a few kitchen dishes wrapped in newspaper. Suhaad unpacked quietly, methodically, while Tariq installed her curtain rod and tested every light switch in the apartment like a dutiful brother.

			“Oh wow,” he murmured, pausing in the doorway with a grin. “I think this might be the coolest place I’ve ever seen. And it’s all yours.”

			“I know,” she said. “I’m lucky.”

			“You’re not lucky,” he corrected. “You’re persistent.”

			He hugged her tightly and left without saying goodbye. He knew if he lingered, neither of them would be able to hold it together.

			Later, as she leaned on the windowsill, the tram hummed by, its lights flickering across the ceiling like waves. The noise didn’t bother her. In fact, she welcomed it. She watched Benkoya’s life churn below: vendors shouting, children running between fruit crates, couples arguing in front of shops, music drifting from a second-floor balcony.

			This is my city now, she thought. I’m in it.

			The morning of her first hospital shift, the sky over Benkoya was pearl-gray, smudged with the remnants of dawn’s rain. The air was sharp with the smell of wet concrete and blooming hyacinth from the courtyard garden below.

			Suhaad dressed carefully, starching her white coat, tucking her stethoscope into her coat pocket, checking her ID badge twice. Her hands were steady, but her stomach twisted.

			Will they welcome me? she wondered. Or will it be like those apartments, another polite smile, another closed door?

			The hospital’s pediatric ward was on the third floor. Murals of jungle animals graced the walls: a lion brushing his mane, a parrot mid-flight, elephants splashing paint onto flowers. The scent of antiseptic lingered in the air, softened slightly by the aroma of lemon wax and mint tea.

			At the nurses’ station, two women were chatting, legs curled beneath them, laughing over something in a magazine.

			They looked up when they saw her.

			“Can I help you?” one asked, her tone neutral.

			“I’m Dr. Suhaad Halim. Today’s my first—”

			“Oh!” the second nurse cut in, her face lighting up. “The bright one from Bakaa! We’ve been expecting you!”

			Suhaad’s chest loosened slightly. “You have?”

			The nurse grinned. “Dr. Assaf’s been talking about you since your file came in. Said we were lucky to have a real sharp one joining pediatrics.”

			Just then, a tall man in blue scrubs appeared at the end of the corridor, coffee cup in hand. “That would be me,” he said with a grin. “Dr. Assaf. And you must be our new star.”

			He shook her hand firmly. “Here in pediatrics, we use first names. Keeps things warm. You’ll be Dr. Suhaad, alright?”

			She nodded, a genuine smile beginning to form. “I’d like that.”

			They moved quickly from bed to bed. The first was a 13-month-old with labored breathing. Suhaad listened intently, her brow furrowed in concentration.

			“Likely pneumonia,” she said. “We should run a chest X-ray.”

			Assaf raised an eyebrow. “You’re confident.”

			“I’m right,” she said softly.

			She was.

			By midmorning, she’d diagnosed an asthma attack, adjusted meds for a child with croup, and soothed a jittery toddler terrified of thermometers. She moved with a quiet precision, asking clear questions, checking charts twice, and always listening.

			But it was the burn patient who broke her.

			Eight years old, his legs wrapped in gauze, his hands stiff with healing skin. His parents had perished in the fire that nearly claimed him, too.

			“We’re trying an experimental treatment with seaweed extracts,” whispered Assaf, his tone carrying both pride and caution. “Unconventional, but rooted in our own history. The Adamaries have always turned to nature for healing. Now the university is researching ways to turn those remedies into real medicine.”

			“What’s his name?” she asked, kneeling by the bed.

			“Koby,” Assaf said.

			She sat beside the boy, gently took his small, bandaged hand.

			“Koby,” she said, her voice like honey. “I’m Dr. Suhaad. I’ll be here for you. I’ll make sure you heal.”

			His eyes, large and afraid, flicked to her face. Slowly, he squeezed her fingers.

			She hummed a lullaby her mother used to sing: low, slow, familiar. He drifted to sleep.

			Assaf watched from the doorway. “You’ve got it,” he said.

			“Got what?”

			“The thing you can’t teach.”

			By noon, she was in the break room: a cramped, muggy space with peeling paint and a crooked clock ticking above the sink. The kettle was old, with mismatched mugs. A fan buzzed overhead, primarily for show.

			Three nurses were already inside, chatting over tea. One of them: Hibat, a cheerful Sinaa nurse Suhaad had met during orientation, waved her over with a warm smile. Like Suhaad, Hibat wore a scarf, not just out of tradition, but with quiet pride in her identity as a Sinaa.

			“Are you staying nearby?” Hibat asked, her brows raising as she stirred sugar into her cup.

			Suhaad nodded, managing a tired smile. “Yes, Professor Malach helped. But I was turned down so many times. Is it always like this here in Benkoya? They don’t like us?”

			Hibat frowned. “No, you were just unlucky. You landed on the wrong people,” she said. “My cousin found a place just across from the bus station, the same week she moved here. I had no trouble either. It’s just that the demand is high in Benkoya.”

			Suhaad didn’t answer right away. She poured hot water over a limp tea bag, letting the silence speak where words might falter. She didn’t want to explain the strange pauses on the phone, the way voices changed when they heard her name, or how landlords smiled too tightly and said, “It’s already been taken.”

			The clock ticked. The fan buzzed on. Life went on.

			A group of doctors stepped in.

			“So you’re the new one from Bakaa,” one said, stirring her sugar.

			“That’s me.”

			“I heard you aced your anatomy boards,” teased a second. “Dr. Mensah still cries about your dissection sketches.”

			Laughter.

			The third leaned forward. “You’re lucky. Ten years ago? Sinaa women didn’t even make it to orientation.”

			“We’ve got one in neurosurgery now,” said the first. “Whole place is changing.”

			“But not everyone,” added Dr. Omar, a Sinaa physician with a neatly trimmed beard who had introduced himself just minutes earlier. “Last week, a patient told me to fetch a ‘real doctor,’ and I was the attending.”

			The others laughed again, though this time the laughter sounded a little sad.

			Suhaad sipped her tea. “Let them talk. We’re here. We do the work. They’ll learn.”

			“Damn right,” one nurse said, raising her mug.

			They clinked cups, a small, private toast.

			Outside, a child cried. A phone rang.

			But inside the break room, what had taken root was more than friendship.

			It was a purpose.

			

			Chapter 4 – The Bounce and the Dream

			While Suhaad was unpacking boxes in her new apartment between long hospital shifts, her younger brother, Tariq, sat on the floor of their home back in Bakaa, his phone pressed to his ear as he engaged in a deep conversation with his old friend, Saul.

			They’d met eight years ago, under circumstances that might’ve slipped past another pair of boys without meaning. But not for them.

			Tariq had been only ten then, but tall for his age, tall enough to pass for older. He worked illegally as a lobby cleaner in Benkoya, wiping marble floors and polishing glass doors to earn pocket money. The law in Iskaria banned children under fourteen from working, especially in the cities. But Tariq lied about his age, deepened his voice, and pulled his cap low. He needed the income, and his boss, always on the lookout for cheap labor, didn’t ask questions.

			That day, he was mopping the stairs in a tall building in a middle-class neighborhood. His shirt clung to his back with sweat. He didn’t notice the boy in the basketball jersey charging out of Apartment 4B until it was too late.

			“Careful! The floor’s—”

			Saul’s foot hit the slick tile. He slipped, arms flailing, and landed hard.

			“—wet,” Tariq finished.

			Saul groaned, clutching his ankle. “Aw, man...”

			“You okay?” Tariq asked, dropping his mop.

			“Maybe. I twisted something. Not sure I can make it to practice today.”

			“You play basketball?” Tariq’s eyes lit up. “Me too! Well... mostly on weekends. At the schoolyard in Bakaa.”

			“Bakaa?” Saul said, eyebrows rising. “I’ve been there. You guys have the best food in the whole country.”

			That was how it started: a friendship born of a fall.

			

			Saul was about three years older and lived in the building that Tariq cleaned once a week. Most residents barely acknowledged him; some avoided eye contact altogether. So when Saul stopped to talk and then invited him to play basketball out back, Tariq was surprised—and more than grateful.

			“Give me five minutes,” he said. “Let me finish this floor.”

			Behind the building stood a cracked pavement court with a lone leaning hoop. Saul’s ankle still throbbed, so he handed the ball to Tariq.

			“Show me what you got.”

			Tariq dribbled once, twice, then launched into a flurry of moves, under the leg, spin, fake, shoot. The ball hit the rim, bounced once, and dropped clean through the net.

			Saul laughed. “Okay, okay! I see you, kid.”

			That one shot became a ritual. Over the next few weeks and then years, they played nearly every time Tariq came to clean. Eventually, Saul stopped calling him “kid.” They just became friends.

			But not everyone was happy about it.

			“You don’t really know him,” Saul’s mother warned. “He’s Sinaa, Saul. Not like us. It could be dangerous.”

			“No, Mom,” Saul said. “He’s just a kid who loves basketball. Like me.”

			Still, the warning stayed with him. He had never known a Sinaa boy before. Now, he visited Bakaa often, played ball with Tariq’s friends, met his parents, and shared meals with them. Suhaad always welcomed him with her gentle smile. Tariq’s mother made tea with mint and served it with thick, fried bread on weekends. They laughed about politics and debated music, history, and the ridiculous things said on the news.

			“We’re not so different,” Saul would often say. “Not really.”

			Within a year, even Saul’s parents grew more accepting. They began welcoming Tariq into their home for dinners, for outings, and for holidays. He was practically family. In fact, they started to boast to their neighbors about their Sinaa friend. “This is the way forward,” they’d say. “The path to peace. To coexistence.”

			Now eighteen, Tariq stood on the edge of his own uncertain future. Saul, twenty-one, had just finished his mandatory army service. He hadn’t been a combat soldier; his asthma and thick glasses kept him off the front lines, but he served in headquarters, shuffling paperwork and watching the clock. It left plenty of time for their weekly games.

			He now worked part-time as a substitute teacher, saving money and preparing for university. His dream was to study African history, including the tangled story of the Adamaries and the Sinaa. “We need to teach the past if we’re ever going to move forward,” he often said.

			Tariq wasn’t so sure about the future. There was no money for university, not for him. Their father had died two years ago, and every dinar went to Suhaad’s tuition, her rent, her meals. Tariq never complained. He swept the floors at the local school now, cleaned lobbies after dark, and played basketball whenever he could. That, at least, gave him hope.

			He dreamed of the NBA. There were already three players from Iskaria making headlines in the United States—heroes in their home country. Why not him?

			Saul believed in him.

			“In America,” he said one night as they sat on the roof, legs dangling over the edge, “they give you free tuition if you play well enough. Real scholarships.”

			“Even for someone like me?” Tariq asked.

			“Especially for someone like you.”

			That word— “someone like you”—carried more meaning than either of them said aloud. Someone poor. Someone Sinaa. Someone who shouldn’t even be dreaming.

			But Tariq dreamed anyway.

			He began saving every dinar he earned, looked up training programs, and practiced daily. Saul helped him search for working visa options and pieced together a rough plan: get to the U.S. any way he could, show his skills, apply for a scholarship, and finally make it.

			Tariq’s mother, however, was less enthusiastic.

			“You? Alone? In a foreign land?” she said, drying dishes. “With your dark skin, your accent? It’s not so easy over there.”

			“I can make it, Mama. I know I can.”

			“What if you don’t? What if they humiliate you? Or worse?”

			

			“Then I’ll clean floors,” he said. “Like I do here. But at least I’ll know I tried.”

			She sighed, eyes heavy. “Then find a job here first. You’ll need money whether you go or not.”

			Tariq already had a job. The school janitor position came with steady pay and a small benefits package. In the afternoons, he and Saul trained with a local basketball club, pushing harder than ever. Tariq didn’t let up. He knew what was at stake.

			“This is the only shot you’ve got,” Saul told him. “You need to be ready.”

			They were an unlikely pair: Adamari and Sinaa—one, a history nerd, the other a dreamer with a jump shot. But somehow, together, they made sense.

			When asked about it, Saul would shrug and smile.

			“Peace doesn’t start with speeches,” he said. “It starts with something practical. Like playing basketball together.”

			And so

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

		

		
			
			

		

		

		
			
		

	