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    "For those who waited fifty years for a 'Hello'—and for the messengers who brought it home."

      

    



  	
        
            
            "It is only the sound that remains."— Forough Farrokhzad

      

    

A Novel by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.
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Chapter 1: The Dust of 1976
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The sun over Tehran in late August was a heavy, golden weight. It pressed down on the flat roofs and the narrow alleys, carrying the smell of dried jasmine and cooling asphalt. In the year 2027, the city was a tapestry of the very old and the very new. Glass towers rose like jagged teeth against the backdrop of the Alborz Mountains, casting long shadows over the brick neighborhoods that had stood for a century.

Nadia Farzan stood on the sidewalk of South Saadi Street, shielding her eyes from the glare. She was thirty-two years old, with dark hair pulled back into a practical knot and eyes the color of strong tea. She worked as an archivist for the National Heritage Library, a job that most people found boring, but to Nadia, it was the only work that mattered. She enjoyed the silence of old paper. She liked the way history felt between her fingers—cool, fragile, and honest.

Across the street, a crowd had gathered. They were watching the end of an era.

The Old Central Post Office was a sprawling, three-story building made of pale yellow brick and arched windows. It had survived revolutions, wars, and the relentless march of time, but it could not survive the city’s hunger for a new shopping mall. A large yellow excavator stood before it, its mechanical arm raised like a predator’s claw.

"It is a shame," a voice said beside her.

Nadia turned. An elderly man in a faded grey suit was leaning on a cane, his eyes fixed on the building. "My father worked there for forty years," the man whispered. "He used to say that every letter was a heartbeat. If the mail stopped, the city would die."

"I am here to make sure nothing is left behind," Nadia said softly.

The man nodded, though he did not look at her. "The walls of that place have heard many prayers, daughter. I hope you find them."

The foreman of the demolition crew waved Nadia over. He was a thick-set man with a hard hat and a clipboard. "You have one hour, Miss Farzan," he grunted. "My men have cleared the main offices. Anything left now is just trash and dust. Be careful. The structure is weak."

Nadia tightened the straps of her satchel and stepped inside.

The interior of the post office was a cathedral of neglect. Dust motes danced in the shafts of light that pierced through the broken windows. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and old glue. Every footstep echoed against the marble floors, sounding like a heartbeat in the hollow chest of the building.

She walked through the sorting rooms where thousands of hands had once moved with rhythmic speed. She saw abandoned desks, empty inkwells, and rusted scales. To the workers, these were just tools. To Nadia, they were the skeletons of communication.

She moved toward the back of the building, near the old loading docks. This area had been used for international mail in the 1970s and 80s. The walls here were thicker, reinforced against the elements. As she passed a small, cramped hallway leading to the basement, she stopped.

Something was wrong with the light.

A section of the inner wall had already been partially chipped away by a stray blow from a sledgehammer earlier in the morning. Behind the cracked plaster and the red bricks, there was a hollow space. It wasn't a room, but a gap—a hidden cavity between the main wall and the ventilation shaft.

Nadia reached into her bag and pulled out a small flashlight. She shone the beam into the dark crack.

Her breath hitched in her throat.

Inside the wall, neatly stacked but covered in decades of grey soot, were hundreds of envelopes. They were tied together with rotting twine, grouped by year and destination. Some were blue and thin—airmail letters meant to cross oceans. Others were thick and cream-colored, sealed with wax that had long since turned brittle.

She reached in, her fingers trembling. She pulled out the top bundle. The twine snapped instantly, scattering the letters across the dusty floor.

She picked one up. It was an international letter, postmarked June 14, 1976.

The handwriting was elegant, written in blue ink that had faded to a ghostly pale. It was addressed to a woman named Mariam Farrokh, living in a small apartment in the Yousefabad district of Tehran. The return address was from Manchester, England.

Nadia felt a cold shiver run down her spine. This letter had been written fifty-one years ago. It had traveled thousands of miles, only to be swallowed by a wall a few blocks away from its destination.

She looked back into the hole. There were thousands of them.

These were not just papers. These were the voices of people who were waiting for answers that never came. A father’s promise, a lover’s apology, a friend’s secret—all trapped in the dark for half a century while the people who owned them grew old, moved away, or died.

"Miss Farzan!" the foreman shouted from the entrance. "Five minutes! We are starting the engines!"

Nadia didn't answer. She took off her coat and spread it on the floor. She began scooping the letters into the garment, moving with a desperate, frantic energy. She didn't care about the dust or the crumbling plaster. She only cared about the ink.

She filled her satchel. She filled her coat. She filled her arms until she was cradling a mountain of forgotten history against her chest.

As she stumbled out of the building, the sun blinded her. The foreman looked at her, then at the pile of old paper in her arms.

"What is that?" he asked, pointing his clipboard. "I told you, only official records."

Nadia stood tall, her lungs burning from the dust. "These are official," she said, her voice steady and sharp. "These are the records of people’s lives. And they have been waiting long enough."

As she walked away, the excavator roared to life. With a deafening crash, the first wall of the post office collapsed, sending a cloud of white dust into the summer sky.

Nadia did not look back. She clutched the letters tighter. She didn't know yet that she was holding the keys to a thousand locked doors. She only knew that for the first time in fifty years, these letters were finally moving again.
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Chapter 2: The Woman Who Saves Paper
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The National Heritage Library was located in a converted mansion from the Qajar era. It had high ceilings, thick stone walls, and a garden filled with pomegranate trees that dropped their heavy fruit onto the grass with a muffled thud. Inside, the air was always exactly twenty-two degrees Celsius, kept perfectly still to protect the fragile ghosts of the past.

Nadia sat at her desk in the basement archives. The room was illuminated by soft, recessed lighting that didn't hurt the eyes. On her desk lay the letters she had rescued from the dust. She had spent the last four hours cleaning them. Using a soft goat-hair brush, she gently swept away the grime of five decades, revealing the vibrant stamps and the elegant curves of Farsi calligraphy.

She felt like a doctor in an emergency room, triaging patients. Some envelopes were beyond repair, their paper eaten away by moisture. But most were miraculously preserved, protected by the very bricks that had entombed them.

"You look like you have seen a ghost, Nadia," a voice said from the doorway.

Nadia looked up. Mr. Dabiri stood there, holding two cups of steaming tea. He was the head archivist, a man who had worked at the library since before Nadia was born. He had silver hair and wore a waistcoat even in the heat of summer. He was the one who had taught Nadia that a single scrap of paper could hold the weight of an entire civilization.

"I found them in the old post office," Nadia said, her voice a bit raspy from the dust. She gestured to the rows of letters. "They were hidden inside a wall. Hundreds of them, Mr. Dabiri. Maybe thousands."

Mr. Dabiri set the tea down and picked up a pair of white cotton gloves. He stepped closer, his eyes narrowing as he looked at the postmarks. "Nineteen seventy-six... nineteen eighty-two... nineteen ninety-four. These are not just misplaced. These were intentionally set aside."

Nadia leaned forward. "That is what I thought too. I checked the digital transition logs before I left the office. The central registry says these bags were processed and delivered. On paper, these letters arrived at their homes decades ago."

"But they never left the building," Mr. Dabiri whispered. He picked up a blue airmail envelope. "In the years of the revolution and the war that followed, things were chaotic. But the post office was the pride of the city. To hide mail... that is a heavy sin."

"I want to deliver them," Nadia said.

The silence in the room stretched out, filled only by the low hum of the climate control system. Mr. Dabiri looked at her over his spectacles. "Nadia, you are an archivist. Our job is to preserve. We catalog, we scan, we store. We do not go out into the city and knock on doors."

"But these aren't just historical documents," Nadia argued. She felt a strange heat in her chest. "These are messages. Imagine waiting for a word from your husband or your son, and it never comes. You spend your whole life thinking they forgot you. Thinking they stopped loving you. I can change that. I can give them back their truth."

Mr. Dabiri sighed and sat in the chair across from her. He blew the steam off his tea. "The world has moved on, Nadia. People are using phones now. They send messages in seconds. They might not want to see these ghosts. Some truths are better left buried in the dust."

Nadia shook her head. She picked up the first letter she had found—the one from the engineering student in Manchester. "This man, Behrouz. He wrote to his wife, Pari. He told her he was coming home to see their daughter’s first steps. I looked up the records. He didn't return for five more years. If she never got this letter, she would have thought he stayed away because he didn't care. That kind of silence breaks a person."

She looked at her mentor, her eyes pleading. "I have spent my life surrounded by the stories of kings and generals. But these? These are the stories of us. The people who lived in the shadows of the big events. Please, let me do this. I will do it on my own time. I will use the census records to find the families."

Mr. Dabiri looked at the mountain of letters, then at Nadia’s determined face. He saw something in her that reminded him of why he had started this work forty years ago. He saw a hunger for justice—not the kind that happens in a courtroom, but the kind that happens in the human heart.

"The library cannot officially sanction this," he said quietly. "If the Ministry finds out we are interfering with historical artifacts, there will be trouble. But," he paused, a small smile touching his lips, "the basement cameras are undergoing maintenance this week. And I seem to have lost the key to the side entrance. If some items were to leave the building temporarily for... research... I might not notice."

Nadia felt a rush of gratitude so strong it made her eyes sting. "Thank you, Mr. Dabiri."

"Be careful, Nadia," he warned, his voice turning serious. "You are opening old wounds. Some people have built beautiful lives on top of their lies. When you bring them the truth, you might destroy what they have created."

Nadia nodded. She knew the risk. But as she looked at the faded ink on the envelope, she thought about her own father. He had passed away three years ago, leaving behind a house full of books and a silence that she had never been able to fill. She had spent her childhood wondering what he was thinking when he sat alone in his study. She would have given anything for one letter from him—one honest word that explained the distance between them.

She couldn't help her own father anymore. But she could help Pari.

She spent the rest of the evening at her computer. The digital census of Tehran was vast, but Nadia was an expert at navigating the labyrinth of names and addresses. She searched for Pari Farrokh.

There were dozens of women with that name. She added the address from 1976: Yousefabad, Street 14, Apartment 4.

The property records showed that the apartment had changed hands in 1989. She tracked the name to a new address in the north of the city, near the foothills of the mountains. Then, another move in 2012.

Finally, a match appeared.

Pari Farrokh. Age: 74. Current Residence: Golestan Nursing Home, Shemiran District.

Nadia’s heart hammered against her ribs. She was still alive.

She looked at the clock. It was nearly nine in the evening. The library was empty, the shadows stretching long across the marble floors. She carefully placed the letter into a protective plastic sleeve and tucked it into her bag.

She walked out of the library and into the cool night air of Tehran. The city was a sea of lights. Traffic hummed in the distance, a constant, low growl that never truly stopped. People were rushing to dinners, to movies, to their homes, their faces illuminated by the blue glow of their smartphones.

Nadia felt like she was carrying a piece of live coal in her bag. It was small, but it was burning.

She didn't go home. She went to her small car and started the engine. The drive to the Shemiran district took forty minutes. The nursing home was a quiet, elegant building surrounded by tall pine trees. The air here was cooler, smelling of rain and mountain earth.

At the reception desk, a young nurse looked up from a tablet. "Can I help you?"

"I am here to see Pari Farrokh," Nadia said. She felt a sudden wave of nerves. What if the woman was asleep? What if she was too frail to understand?

"Are you family?" the nurse asked, looking at her clipboard. "She doesn't get many visitors."

"I am an archivist," Nadia said, which was true. "I have something that belongs to her. It is very old."

The nurse hesitated, then nodded. "She is in the garden. She likes to sit there until the moon comes up. Room 204, but just follow the path to the left of the lobby."

Nadia thanked her and walked toward the garden. It was a beautiful space, filled with white roses that glowed in the twilight. In the corner, sitting on a wooden bench under a willow tree, was a woman.

Pari Farrokh was small and delicate, like a piece of fine porcelain that had been glued back together. Her hair was perfectly white, tucked under a silk scarf. She was looking at the mountains, her hands resting in her lap.

Nadia approached slowly, her footsteps soft on the gravel. "Mrs. Farrokh?"

The woman turned. Her eyes were clouded with age, but there was a sharp intelligence behind them. "Yes? Do I know you, dear?"

"No," Nadia said, sitting on the edge of the bench. "My name is Nadia Farzan. I work at the library. I found something today that was meant for you a long time ago."

Pari frowned slightly. "For me? I don't receive much mail these days. Just bills and the occasional card from my grandson."

Nadia reached into her bag. She pulled out the plastic sleeve. "This was written in June of 1976. It was sent from Manchester, England. It was found inside a wall at the post office today."

The color drained from Pari’s face. Her hands began to tremble. She didn't reach for the letter. She stared at it as if it were a ghost.

"Manchester?" she whispered. Her voice was suddenly thin, like old silk. "Behrouz was in Manchester."

"He wrote it to you," Nadia said gently. "He wanted you to have it."

Pari took the letter. Her fingers brushed against the faded ink of her own name. She didn't open it immediately. She held it against her chest and closed her eyes. A single tear escaped and carved a path through the wrinkles on her cheek.

"He told me he had forgotten us," Pari said, her voice cracking. "When he finally came back in 1981, he was a different man. He said he had written many times and received no answer. I told him I had written too. We both thought the other had simply moved on. We spent forty years living in the same house, but there was always a wall between us. A wall made of silence."

She looked at Nadia, her eyes searching. "Is it true? Did he really send it?"

"He sent it," Nadia said. "And many others, I think. I found a whole bundle with your name on it. This was just the first one."

Pari’s breath hitched. She slowly tore open the envelope. The paper crinkled, a sound that seemed loud in the quiet garden. She began to read.

Nadia watched her. She saw the woman’s expression shift from pain to a strange, heartbreaking kind of joy. Pari’s lips moved as she read the words silently to herself.

“My dearest Pari... I have bought the shoes for our daughter. They are red leather. I will be home before she takes her first steps. I dream of your face every night...”

Pari let out a sob that she tried to catch with her hand. "She is fifty years old now," she whispered. "Our daughter. She never knew her father wanted to be there for those steps. He died ten years ago thinking I was the one who went silent."

"He knows now," Nadia said, though she didn't know if it was true.

Pari looked at the letter, then at Nadia. She reached out and took Nadia’s hand. Her skin felt like parchment—dry and fragile, but warm. "Why did you bring this to me? You could have just filed it away."

"Because a story isn't finished until it reaches
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