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Chapter 1

The First Glance
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The first day of the new school year carried with it the scent of fresh notebooks, the restless shuffle of students, and the nervous anticipation of what was yet to come. Mehdi adjusted the strap of his backpack as he entered the courtyard of the lycée. The sun was still soft that morning, rising over the buildings and casting long shadows on the ground where groups of students gathered, laughing, greeting each other, and sharing stories of their summer vacations.




For Mehdi, this year felt different. He was determined to make it meaningful, though he could not quite explain why. Perhaps it was the quiet hope that something new awaited him—something beyond classes, grades, and the routine of adolescence.



[image: ]

It was then that his eyes fell upon her. Fatima.

She stood near the entrance of the main hall, her hands clutching a book against her chest. Her hair framed her face softly, and her expression carried both timidity and curiosity, as though she too sensed that this year might bring changes. For a moment, the noise of the courtyard faded for Mehdi. He felt an unfamiliar rush inside him, the kind that steals your breath and plants the seed of something greater than you can imagine.

He did not know her name yet. He did not know her story. But he felt, instinctively, that she was about to become part of his.

—-
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Classrooms filled quickly, and Mehdi found himself at a desk by the window. The chalkboard was still dusty from last year, and the walls carried the faint smell of old paint. He opened his notebook, but his eyes kept drifting to the door. When it opened, Fatima walked in, and fate, as if guided by a hidden hand, directed her to a seat only two rows ahead of him.

His heart pounded. He told himself to focus, but the thought of her lingered like a melody that refused to fade.

During the break, Mehdi gathered the courage to speak. He noticed she was reading quietly under a tree in the schoolyard.
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“Is that a novel?” he asked gently, not wanting to disturb her too much.




Fatima looked up, startled at first, then smiled faintly. “Yes... it’s The Alchemist. Have you read it?”




Mehdi’s lips curved into a grin. “Of course. I like how it talks about chasing your dreams. Do you believe in that? That everyone has a personal legend?”




Her eyes brightened. “I think so. I think everyone has a journey they’re meant to live, even if it’s hard.”




That was the first conversation. Simple, almost ordinary. But it planted the roots of something extraordinary.



––––––––
[image: ]



—-
[image: ]





The days that followed wove Mehdi and Fatima’s paths closer together. They studied side by side in the library, shared jokes in between classes, and sometimes walked home along the same street. Their laughter grew more natural, their silences more comfortable. Mehdi found himself learning little details about her: her favorite color was blue, she liked mint tea more than coffee, and she dreamed of becoming a teacher someday.




For Fatima, Mehdi’s kindness felt like a safe place. He listened when she spoke, not just with his ears but with his heart. She admired how he cared about his studies, how he never mocked others, and how his eyes carried a quiet sincerity.
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The friendship slowly began to blossom into something else. Mehdi would feel his chest tighten when she brushed her hair back, or when she laughed at his clumsy jokes. Fatima, though shy, began to look for him each morning, her day brighter when he greeted her with his warm smile.

By the time autumn leaves began to fall, the two of them were inseparable in the eyes of their classmates. Some teased them, whispering that they were a couple. Mehdi blushed at such remarks, while Fatima lowered her gaze—but neither denied it.

—-
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That winter, Mehdi realized he was in love. It wasn’t the shallow affection of youth; it was something deeper. When he studied late at night, it was her voice that gave him motivation. When he faced challenges, it was her presence that made them bearable. And when he imagined the future, she was at the heart of it.

But he never rushed. Mehdi wanted to respect the rhythm of her heart. He confessed his feelings not with dramatic gestures, but with quiet words one evening as they walked home under the soft glow of the streetlights.

“Fatima,” he began, his voice trembling, “I don’t know if I’m saying this right, but... being with you makes me feel like life has meaning. I think... I think I love you.”

Fatima stopped walking. Her breath misted in the cold air, and for a long second, silence surrounded them. Then, with eyes
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shining, she whispered, “I feel the same, Mehdi.”




The world seemed to pause in that moment. Two young hearts, bound by sincerity, stepped into the fragile yet beautiful journey of first love.

Winter came quietly, painting the mornings with a pale fog and covering the hills beyond the town with a touch of white. The schoolyard was colder now, the laughter of students mixing with the visible clouds of their breath. For Mehdi and Fatima, this season became a test of patience and closeness.



––––––––
[image: ]



Final exams were approaching, and the pressure weighed on everyone. Mehdi often found Fatima sitting at the back of the library, her notebooks scattered around, her hair falling freely over her pages as she scribbled formulas and definitions. He would sit beside her, careful not to disturb, and together they would dive into the silence of study.




Sometimes, when the weight of mathematics or philosophy grew heavy, Fatima would sigh and close her book. Mehdi, noticing her tiredness, would push a small note toward her—a silly drawing, a motivational quote, or simply the words: You can do this. She would smile, her energy restored, and whisper a thank you before returning to her books.




It was during one of those late afternoons in the library that their bond deepened. The heater in the corner rattled softly, the light dimming as the sun sank outside. Fatima leaned her head against the desk, exhausted. Mehdi looked at her for a long moment, his heart swelling with both tenderness and fear. He
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wanted to protect her from the struggles of the world, though he himself was only a boy learning about life.

Without thinking too much, he reached out and gently placed his scarf over her shoulders. She opened her eyes slowly, surprised, then touched the scarf.

“You’ll catch a cold,” Mehdi said awkwardly.

Fatima chuckled softly, her cheeks warming despite the winter chill. “And what about you?”

“I’ll be fine,” he replied, though he shivered slightly.

For the rest of that evening, she kept the scarf around her, as though it carried not just warmth but also the quiet promise of his care.

—-
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Spring arrived, bringing new colors into their story. The gardens around the school bloomed, and the air smelled of fresh earth and jasmine. Teachers organized a school trip to a nearby park, and the students welcomed the chance to escape the walls of classrooms.

On that trip, Mehdi and Fatima walked together under blossom- ing trees, the sun filtering gently through the branches. Their classmates teased them as usual, calling them “the insepara- bles,” but neither minded.
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At one point, they found themselves slightly away from the group, sitting on a bench near a small pond. Ducks floated lazily on the water, and the world seemed peaceful.




“Do you ever think about the future?” Fatima asked suddenly, her gaze fixed on the ripples of the pond.




“All the time,” Mehdi admitted. “I imagine myself studying hard, finding a good job... and maybe building a home. A place where I don’t feel alone.” He hesitated, then added softly, “And I hope... you’ll be there too.”




Fatima’s lips curved into a gentle smile. “Maybe I will.”




Those words were simple, but they filled Mehdi’s heart with hope so powerful that he felt it might lift him off the ground.
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As the year moved forward, their bond became a quiet certainty in the chaos of teenage life. While other students fought, drifted apart, or lived in the noisy ups and downs of youth, Mehdi and Fatima created a world of their own—one built on trust, laughter, and silent promises.




Every morning, he looked for her face among the crowd. Every evening, she carried his words in her heart. And every moment between, they wrote the unseen chapters of a love that seemed eternal.
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Ramadan brought a different rhythm to their days. The mornings at school were quieter, the afternoons slower, and by evening the entire town lit up with lanterns and the scent of fresh bread from bakeries. Mehdi often spent iftar with his family, but some nights he would walk outside after prayers, finding Fatima on the street with her cousins, laughter spilling into the cool night air.
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They never broke the boundaries set by their traditions, but even a simple “Ramadan Kareem” exchanged between them felt like a sacred thread. On one such night, Fatima carried a small bag of dates. She offered one to Mehdi, her smile soft under the glow of the streetlight.

“It’s sunnah to break the fast with dates,” she said.

Mehdi accepted, their fingers brushing for the briefest of sec- onds. It was a fleeting touch, yet it carried more meaning than any spoken word. His heart raced, and when he returned home, the taste of that single date lingered longer than the meal his mother had lovingly prepared.

—-
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One chilly morning, late in the season, Fatima didn’t come to school. Mehdi felt uneasy the entire day, unable to focus. The next afternoon, he found her in the library, her face pale, her voice faint.
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“You’re sick,” Mehdi whispered with concern.




“It’s just a cold,” Fatima replied, though her cough betrayed her weakness.




Without thinking, Mehdi pulled out a small thermos from his bag. “My mother made mint tea this morning. I saved some. Here.”




Fatima hesitated, then accepted it, warmth returning to her fingers. She sipped, her eyes meeting his with gratitude. “You’re too kind, Mehdi.”




“I just... don’t like seeing you suffer,” he admitted.




That simple act of care stayed with her. Later, when she walked home that evening, scarf wrapped tightly around her, she held the empty thermos close, as though it were proof of a bond that was slowly becoming unbreakable.



––––––––
[image: ]



—-
[image: ]





As the end of the school year approached, the days grew longer, the sun brighter. Summer vacation loomed ahead, and with it the uncertainty of time apart. One evening, after classes, Mehdi and Fatima lingered outside the gates. Students hurried past, eager to escape, but the two of them remained, reluctant to let go.




“Summer will feel... empty without you,” Mehdi said at last, his
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voice low.

Fatima looked down at the ground, then back at him. “We’ll see each other again when school starts. It’s not forever.”

“But what if things change?” Mehdi asked, his insecurity showing for the first time. “What if you forget me?”

Fatima stepped closer, her eyes steady. “I won’t forget you, Mehdi. No matter what happens.”

For a moment, they stood there, the world around them fading into silence. The promise was unspoken, yet carved deeply into their hearts.

—-
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On the last day before the break, Mehdi wrote a letter. He poured into it the words he could never say aloud—the way her presence lit up his world, the way her laughter healed his pain, the way his heart belonged to her alone. He did not give it to her, though. Instead, he folded it carefully, placed it in his notebook, and told himself: One day, when the time is right.

That summer, the days stretched endlessly
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When Shadows Appear
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The Breaking Point





















Nights of Tears
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The Silent Goodbye
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End of Chapter 2
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The Fall of Rafiq
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The Departure
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The Silence After
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Fatima’s Collapse
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Mehdi’s Struggle
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The Departure




















[image: ]


The Silence After











[image: ]



[image: ]




Fatima’s Collapse
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A Life Unraveling
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Mehdi’s Struggle
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The Closing Scene
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End of Chapter 3
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When Sanae Appears
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The First Encounter
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A Different Kind of Conversation
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The Healing Begins
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A Confession of Pain
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The Spark of New Love
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Closing Scene of Chapter 4
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A New Horizon
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The Wedding
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Building a Home
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A Journey Abroad
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Reflections of the Heart
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Closing Scene
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End of Chapter 5
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Echoes of the Heart
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