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About The Author

Also By سارة درويش

Hello! Can you hear me?

I am Sara, an Egyptian writer and journalist born in 1989, and I have a deep love for cats and stories. While I have published four books in Arabic, this marks my very first time sharing a translated work with the world.

The thought of my words reaching readers across different languages and cultural backgrounds fills me with immense excitement. Truthfully, I had missed this kind of thrill—the restless energy that keeps you awake at night until an idea is fully realized.

I have always cherished first experiences, believing that these slightly impulsive, uncharted steps hold a magic of their own.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

(1)

[image: ]


To this day, I cannot forget her gaze.

That sad gaze which—I don’t know why—seemed defiant to me.

Every time I look at her photo,

I feel as if she is moving,

smiling obnoxiously and saying, 'Ha ha ha, I won.'

I feel disappointed; I shrink.

She won, and we didn't even play!

She might not even know I exist, and that is worse.

I deceive myself: What she got wasn't a victory.

In a way, my loss was my win.

But I know very well that I am deluding myself.

I know I was wishing for what I call her defeat.

I long to be chosen,

even just once,

even if by the wrong person.
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What do you know of a cat

whose litter box you don't clean?

Is it too full? Too empty?

What do her bowels expel...

Soft? Hard? Bloody?

Is she in pain?

Does she intentionally cross boundaries

in protest of your neglect?

Or perhaps out of jealousy?

Every night,

when she grants you her smile,

so much love, and a purr of reassurance,

you think everything is fine.

But—because you don't clean her litter box—

you won't notice until she suddenly stops

eating... playing... living.

You will never realize, until it is too late,

that for a time unknown to you, she had been suffering.

And you could have—had you only known—saved her.
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Oh, my fiercely angry love.

I know nothing of what hurts you.

I don't know how to respond

when you tell me how harsh, deceitful, and ugly life is.

Because as I listen to you, I forget...

all that has pained me,

all my disappointments,

everything that ever made me cry.

When you first patted my shoulder,

I forgot everything that makes me cry.

When I remember the tenderness in your eyes,

I fall silent because I feel like a fortress in your presence.

Because I am grateful for our paths—thorny and exhausting—

that ultimately placed each of us in the other's path.

Paths that left us exhausted and wounded,

just enough for each to feel the other's pain,

to the true extent of their hurt.

Oh, my angry, tired, frustrated, and wounded love.

I am silent because I cannot deny your pain or heal it,

...and I have no idea how either of us can heal the other...

except by being here,

to listen whenever the other needs to say

that they are angry and tired,

and that life is ugly and deceitful.
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When I am not afraid of my anger, I embrace it.

I feel it is sometimes the right answer.

Anger is sometimes all it takes to assert your humanity,

all you have left to save your dignity,

so you don't feel entirely violated, and that you are nothing.

I always hated him for his anger over everything,

even what didn't deserve such rage.

And I sometimes hated her for not being angry

when anger was necessary,

when it was the last straw she had to cling to,

to save what was left of her life, and ours.

Thus, I am always careful to be angry just enough,

to avoid being like him, or like her.

But I get terrified when my anger reaches a point

where I no longer recognize myself.
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