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    To my mother,  a true angel on earth,  whose love and light have been my greatest guide.
The original Persian edition of this work was published by Shadan Publishing (Tehran, Iran).
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I stepped out of the kindergarten classroom. I was tired of dealing with the children, especially with a baby who had just arrived and was constantly nagging and making excuses for his mother. I took a mirror out of my bag and looked at myself. I was tidy and well-organized. I got into my car. The car in front of me was parked quite badly, bumper to bumper. "I had to push back and forth a few times to get out," I muttered under my breath.

"Such a stupid driver," I said. You could have parked a little further back. What would have happened if you had parked a little further? He didn't even think of me!

I pushed the car back and forth several times to get it out of the parking lot. The street was crowded. I checked the rearview mirror to see if it was safe to enter the street. A heavy look caused me to take my eyes off the mirror and look ahead. He was standing there. Next to the black car in front. He had the same tall stature and eyes the color of night. The electricity was always evident. The sound of my heartbeat filled my entire being. I could not believe it! He didn't seem to believe it either because he stared at me as if he were shocked. I grabbed the gear and hurried down the street without looking in the mirror to see if a car was coming from behind. The sound of a car horn rushing past me emptied my trembling heart. I looked at him. As my car sped up, he took a few steps toward me. But I escaped. The car passed him, and he walked down the street. I looked in the rearview mirror. He hurriedly got into his car. I pressed my foot on the accelerator. There was no way he could get around me on these crowded streets in his big car, which looked like a giant ship. He was stuck in traffic while I sped away in my little car.

I turned right on the street to lose my way. My heart was still pounding, and I could feel my legs trembling. I constantly looked in the mirror. I couldn't see him behind me. I was relieved that he couldn't find me. My heart was pounding, but my mind was flooded with memories that seemed to go back years. But it had only been four years. Only four years. I felt the warmth of tears on my face. I remembered the day I went to his company for an interview after seeing the job advertisement. That day was the starting point. Four years ago, I had a faded mantle and a hopeless heart. Despite my lack of special language or computer skills, the company consultant, Ms. Saedi, hired me as a secretary. For the first time in my twenty-one years, I felt lucky to be hired by a company of this size and prestige despite my lack of capabilities. On that same day, I saw Kamran for the first time and realized he was the owner of the company. I still remember the perfume that filled my nostrils at that time, the delicious taste of love in my mouth, and the cold, indifferent look that clung to my heart instead of making me run away. From the very first day, he took my hand, my heart, and my mind. I did my best to get his attention any way I could.

Sometimes, they exhibit arrogant and stubborn behaviors. Sometimes I made a full breakfast with pickled apple cakes that I had learned to cook from my mother. Sometimes I would bring a Coleus vase or rose branches. From the day he smiled at me for the first time. And the day he finally paid attention, when my family rightly called me Shariati instead of Sharifi or anything else.

The green light at the intersection pulled me out of my reverie. I was near home. I looked in the mirror. No one was behind me. He had lost me. I was heartbroken. All these years, I had run away from and distanced myself from him without ever feeling satisfied.

I parked the car in the alley next to the wall. I couldn't bear to take it to the parking lot. I took the key out of the front zipper of my neck pouch and opened the door. I took the elevator to the sixth floor. I heard the sound of a sewing machine. Whirring! All these years, I did everything I could to stop my mother from sewing, but she wouldn't stop. It was as if she felt independent. Now, with her back pain weighing heavily on her, sewing was no longer a burden.

I opened the door and entered. The sound of the sewing machine stopped.

"Hello."

I heard her voice from the next room over.

"Hello, dear." Good job."

I looked at myself in the hallway mirror. I was Kamran's beloved. My hazel eyes were still dazzling under the shadow of my black eyelashes and eyebrows. I could still capture many hearts with them. I did the same to Kamran a few years ago. Knowing this made me proud, but it also made me realize that I had bitten off more than I could chew. But...

But just seeing Kamran or hearing his name makes my heart pound in my throat. I examined myself more closely. I didn't know what I was looking for, as if I wanted to discover a feeling within myself. A sensation dormant or forgotten. Seeing Kamran for a few seconds inadvertently occupied my mind and kept me in front of the mirror.

Oh my God! Why was my mind so busy again? I felt like a dead man who had woken up after sleeping for a hundred years. My heart was pounding again. It was as if I were at war with myself. There was fear in my heart. Maybe he had decided to play with me again! Otherwise, suffering, waiting, and turmoil would enter my life again. Destiny must have wanted to start a new game. Otherwise, why would his car be parked right in front of mine among the thousands of cars in this city? Why did he, who never paid attention to anyone or anything, see me at that moment? My heart was empty. I was afraid of times like these and of myself. Especially with the feeling inside me! His desire. I wanted to show off for him. I became a volcano and pulled my tongue when I saw him for a few seconds because of all the feelings I had. I had to control my instincts so I wouldn't make the same mistakes again. Not anymore. I could not afford to go wrong again. I took a bite out of myself.

"Don't worry, stupid.... Don't think about it! Stop it!

My mind was driving me crazy.

"Please shut up!" Do you understand? Shut up!"

"Have you eaten lunch yet?" Mom asked.

Hearing my mother's voice, I took my eyes off the mirror and looked at her.

"No, I haven't." Radin didn't let us! I wish you'd stop fussing about his mother. I was nervous. A four-year-old boy who is so dependent gets on my nerves.

I could hear the sound of plates, spoons, and forks being placed on the kitchen table. Mother was setting the table for lunch.

He's just a child. He's not used to spending time at kindergarten. He'll get used to it after a while. I unbuttoned my mantua.

I unbuttoned my mantua. I looked at myself in the mirror again. My crimson, open-necked blouse came into view. I put my hand on my lips. With dark crimson lipstick or eyeliner, I might have been more beautiful. Or with hair covering my forehead more. Why did I go to kindergarten today without any makeup? I wish I had at least put on some cream.

I scared myself.

What has happened to you, Saghar?! You're always running away from your face. What difference does it make if you're beautiful or not? You are the one who...

Oh my God! Why was my mind so busy again? I felt like a dead man who had woken up after sleeping for a hundred years. My heart was pounding again. It was as if I were at war with myself. There was fear in my heart. Maybe he had decided to play with me again! Otherwise, suffering, waiting, and turmoil would enter my life again. Destiny must have wanted to start a new game. Otherwise, why would his car be parked right in front of mine among the thousands of cars in this city? Why did he have to come at the moment I was behind the wheel? Why did he, who never paid attention to anyone or anything, see me at that moment? My heart was empty. I was afraid of times like these and of myself. Especially with the feeling inside me! His desire. I wanted to show off for him. I became a volcano and pulled my tongue when I saw him for a few seconds because of all the feelings I had. I had to control my instincts so I wouldn't make the same mistakes again. Not anymore. I could not afford to go wrong again. I took a bite out of myself.

"Don't worry, stupid.... Don't think about it! Stop it!

My mind was driving me crazy.

"Please shut up!" Do you understand? Shut up!

But, subconsciously, my mind turned to Kamran. What was he doing there? At that time of day? Why wasn’t he at work? Did he know my address? Did he see my workplace? I wish he had seen it! But I made a promise to myself not to approach him anymore and to stop thinking about this forbidden love. I kept my promise for three years. I avoided him as much as possible, but could I take him out of my mind and heart? Oh, damn! If he had left my mind and heart, then why was he there now? I was stuffed like a chicken. Why hasn't my heart been broken for anyone else in these few years? Why did I stare at myself in the mirror so much, wondering if I looked beautiful when he saw me? I looked at my body. I was still slim and in good shape. But you wanted to be big at twenty-five! I smiled at myself in the mirror. If God didn't want to give me any other blessings, at least He was kind in this case. I wasn't old yet. Girls my age were still carrying backpacks and going from music class to painting class. Maybe they were still in college, fainting for the boys in their classes. It wasn't my fault that, by twenty-five, I had two divorce stamps on my ID and had lost a child. Hatred closed my throat. Poor Saghar!

I looked in the mirror.

"Why don't you come then?" I warmed the food. "Did you buy yogurt, by the way?!" Mom shouted.

I grinned at myself. While I was running down the street, I finally remembered that I was supposed to buy yogurt!

"I forgot, Mom. If necessary, I'll go buy some from the supermarket." I prayed in my heart to hear "No" from her.

I prayed in my heart that she would say "no." I wasn't feeling well at all.

"No, it's not necessary! Let's eat with pickles."

The smell of my mother's rice wafted through the house, but for some reason, it did not whet my appetite. I entered the kitchen. As always, our double table was set up beautifully as a banquet table. There were pickled vegetables in beautiful purple and green colors in turquoise earthenware. There were clean, carefully prepared vegetables and radishes cut into flower shapes. There was doogh in
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