

  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      LETTERS TO NOAH

    

    
      First edition. July 7, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Leah Avital Dlinov.

    

    
    
      Written by Leah Avital Dlinov.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

LETTERS TO NOAH

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

LETTERS TO NOAH

[image: ]


Twelve Voices from the German Colony

Letters never sent.

Words always meant.

Leah Avital Dlinov

Letters to Noah: Twelve Voices from the German Colony

Copyright © 2026 by Leah Avital Dlinov

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

First Edition

A Note Before the Letters

[image: ]

There is a neighborhood in Jerusalem called the German Colony — Moshava Germanit in Hebrew. It is one of those places that holds its breath while the world rushes past. Stone houses with high ceilings and shuttered windows. A street market that smells of cardamom and fresh bread. Cats sleeping on windowsills. A park where pigeons have lived longer than most of the residents.

Noah lives here.

He is twelve years old. He does not like to be touched unless he initiates it. He notices things most people walk past. He can name every species of pigeon in the park. He prefers silence, but it is not an empty silence — it is the silence of someone listening very carefully to things the rest of us cannot hear.

Noah is autistic. His family knows this. His teachers know this. And the people in this book know this too, though none of them would use that word. They know it the way you know a thing you have learned not from a book but from standing close enough to it — from watching, from wondering, from being quietly changed.

These are their letters.

They will never send them. How do you hand a letter to a boy who does not always look at you? How do you explain to a child that his existence has rearranged something inside you that you did not know needed rearranging?

You don't. You fold the letter. You put it somewhere. You go back to your bakery, your bus route, your park bench. And you carry it.

But this is what they would say, if they could. This is what they wanted Noah to know.

That he is seen.

That he has always been seen.

✦  ✦  ✦

Letter One

Miriam

The Baker on Emek Refaim

Dear Noah,

You never look at me.

In seven years — and yes, I counted, because you started coming here when you were four and now you are eleven — you have never once looked at my face. You look at the shelf. Always the third shelf, second row, the round rolls with the shiny crust. I used to think it was rude. I used to think your mother should teach you better.

I was wrong, and I am sorry.

Now I know that you look at the rolls the way other people look at someone they love. Completely. Without pretending to look somewhere else.

I save one for you every morning. The roundest one. I put it slightly to the left so it catches the light from the window. I don't know if you notice. I think you do, because on the mornings when I forget — when it's busy and I don't have time — you stand there a little longer than usual. Just a little.

That extra moment costs me something I cannot name.

I have been a baker for thirty-one years. I have fed this neighborhood through births and funerals and wars and ordinary Tuesdays. Couples who came in for their first breakfast together and later for their last. Children who grew up before my eyes and stopped being small while I wasn't looking.

But, Noah, I want you to know something. Your Tuesday is never ordinary to me.

[image: ]Last winter you came in during the rain. You stood in the doorway for a long time. I don't know what you were waiting for — maybe for the rain to change its sound, maybe for the light to shift. My other customers were getting impatient. One man clicked his tongue. I said, very loudly: 'We are all waiting for something. There is no rush here.'

He didn't come back. Good.

The roll is waiting.

— Miriam

✦  ✦  ✦

––––––––
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Letter Two

David

The Police Officer from Next Door

Dear Noah,

I want to tell you about a Tuesday morning in February, three years ago. I was on my way to the station and I saw you standing in the middle of the sidewalk on Bethlehem Road, staring at the traffic light.

It was red. Then green. Then red. Then green. You watched it cycle through maybe fifteen, twenty times. You didn't move. Cars passed. People walked around you. One woman asked if you were lost and you didn't answer, and she hurried on.

I almost hurried on too. I had somewhere to be. I always have somewhere to be.

But I stopped. I don't know why. Something about the way you were standing — not confused, not lost. Absolutely certain. Like you were studying something the rest of us had decided was not worth studying.

So I stood next to you. I watched the light too.

After a few minutes I started to see what you were seeing. The way the green had a slight flicker at the edges. The way the red cast a faint color onto the wet pavement. The rhythm of it — not random, but a pulse, like breathing.

I was late for work. It was the best I have ever been late.

[image: ]I am a policeman, Noah. I spend my days watching for things that are wrong. I forget, sometimes, to watch for things that are extraordinary.

You reminded me.

I still pass that light every morning. I still look at it differently. Fifteen seconds at a red light, and I think: there is a boy on this street who taught me to see.

— David

✦  ✦  ✦

Letter Three

Ruth

The Old Woman with the Dog Named Bella

Dear Noah,

My dog Bella is ten years old, which is very old for a dog and not so old for a person. She moves slowly now. She does not chase things. She has learned — the way old creatures learn — to be still.

The first time she met you, you were sitting on the bench near the fountain in the park. You had your hands over your ears. The fountain was loud that day; someone had turned it up. Bella walked straight to you, which is unusual for her — she is cautious with strangers — and she put her head on your knee.

You took your hands off your ears.

I watched this happen and I started to cry. I didn't know why, exactly. I think it was because Bella had done something I didn't know how to do. She had not said: 'It's okay, it's just a fountain.' She had not said anything at all. She had simply put her weight against yours and let you know you were not alone.

We are not so good at that, people. We feel we must speak. We feel that silence is neglect.

After that, you would come to us in the park every day. You never asked to pet her. You would simply sit nearby and she would come to you — always, without hesitation —and the two of you would sit together in your particular, wordless understanding.

[image: ]I am eighty-one years old, Noah. I have loved a great many things and lost most of them. My husband. My sister. Friends, one by one, like lights going out in windows across the city. There is a loneliness in outliving people that I cannot describe to you because I hope you will not know it for a very long time.

But here is what I can tell you: watching you and Bella together has been one of the clearest moments of grace in my very long life.

She knows something about you that I can only sense at a distance. Some warmth, some trueness. Animals don't perform kindness. They give it or they don't.

She gives it to you every time.

— Ruth (and Bella)

✦  ✦  ✦

Letter Four

Amir

The Bus Driver on Line 18

Dear Noah,

I drive the number 18. It goes from the Central Bus Station through Emek Refaim and up toward the Old City. I have driven this route for eleven years. I know every pothole. I know every traffic jam. I know which intersections smell like jasmine in spring and which ones smell like diesel all year long.

I know your stop.

You always wait at the corner of Lloyd George and Emek Refaim, and you always hold your bus card with both hands, as if it might fly away. When I open the doors, you don't get on right away. You count the steps. One, two, three. Then you board.

In the beginning, passengers complained. 'Why is he stopping so long? What's the delay?' I said nothing. I just waited. Now — after two years — nobody complains anymore. I think they don't even notice the pause. It has become part of the rhythm of that stop.

Your mother always mouths 'thank you' from the sidewalk when she sees I've waited. I nod. There is nothing to thank me for. I am on schedule. I am always on schedule at your stop.

[image: ]There is something I never told anyone: I look for you. On the mornings when you're not there, I wonder if you're all right. I slow down a little anyway, out of habit, out of something more than habit.

A bus route is just geography until the people make it into something else. You made my route into something else, Noah. You gave the corner of Lloyd George and Emek Refaim a meaning it didn't have before.

I'll keep waiting. Take your time with the steps.

— Amir

✦  ✦  ✦

Letter Five

Shira

The Cashier at the Supermarket

Dear Noah,

I have a confession to make.

When I see you coming down my aisle — and I always see you, because you walk in a particular way, very deliberate, like each step has been considered — I reach under my register and turn off the conveyor belt.

It makes a sound when it runs. A low, grinding hum that most people don't notice because they are too busy unloading their groceries and checking their phones. But the first time you came through my lane, I watched your face change when you heard it. Not fear, exactly. Something more like pain. A frequency that hit you differently than it hit the rest of us.

I turned it off. You relaxed. Your shoulders dropped by about two centimeters.

Two centimeters. That's all it cost me. I turn it back on for the next customer.

[image: ]I've been doing this for a year and a half. You don't know. Your mother doesn't know. It is a completely private arrangement between me and a boy who has never looked at me long enough to register my face.

I'm writing this down because I want you to know — even if you never know — that people are making small adjustments for you everywhere you go. Not out of pity. Don't misunderstand me. Out of something much simpler.

You are a person in the world. The world can make room.

It's the least we can do.

— Shira

✦  ✦  ✦

Letter Six

Yoni

The Boy from the Courtyard

Dear Noah,

I live two buildings away from you. We have been almost-neighbors for six years. I don't know if you know my name. I'm Yoni.

When we were younger, the other kids sometimes said things about you. Not always mean things — kids don't always know the words for 'different', so they use the wrong ones. I didn't say anything. I'm not proud of that. I was nine
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