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A Novel About Consciousness, Love and Healing

By: Zell Alhekaya Sara Salem.

Copyright:

All rights reserved for the employer:

Author: Sarah Saad Salem / The Shadow of the Story Sarah Salem

Sara Saad Salem (Zell Alhekaya)

https://linktr.ee/Zellalhekaya21

It is forbidden to copy, publish or distribute any part of this work by any means whatsoever without the written permission of the author.

Formulated with personal efforts, this novel is a literary work that aims to convey a social and humanitarian message, and carries between its line's reflections and 

experiences derived from real life...

​

Dedicated to the Reader:

To your heart...
who came to these pages carrying a pain that resembles mine, or a hope that has not yet been completed. To you, as you read, not to entertain your time, but to search for yourself between the lines... For a reassurance that resembles you, for survival like the one you once wished for. This story was written by the soul, for everyone who thought he would not be cured, and then he rose up... He called... He smiled again. You alone wrote "In my mirror, the first in my mirror, the first love a realistic novel.
Social, psychological, religious, 

romantic.

المحتويات

Chapter One: When I Thought It Was Started

Chapter Two: Between the Letters I Started to Get Lost

Chapter Three: Failure Does Not Knock on the Door

Chapter Four: When I Sat with

myself

Chapter Five: When I Started

Love me

Chapter Six: Return to God... No to people

Chapter Seven: Being

Enough

Chapter Eight: When I Realized That Survival Was Me

Chapter Nine: The Door That Didn't

Re-knock on it

Chapter Ten: When I Shot

With stories

Chapter Eleven: Modesty

New.. No fear

Chapter Twelve: The Letter I Wrote... And you didn't send it.

Chapter Thirteen: Voice

Inside me he says... "You're fine."

Chapter Fourteen: When someone asked me... "Did you like it?"

Chapter Fifteen: The Mission

The latter... From God

Chapter Sixteen: Love

New... Or a new consciousness?

Chapter Seventeen: When

You loved me... actually

Chapter Eighteen: The Shadow That

He doesn't look like you.

Chapter Nineteen: Love Is Not a Promise

Chapter Twenty: When I Changed My Place in the Heart of Myself

Chapter Twenty-One:

Presence that doesn't hurt

Chapter Twenty-Two: Istikhara Prayer... No the heart alone

Chapter Twenty-Three:

A face that looks like peace

Chapter Twenty-Four: When I Held My Hand... And I didn't weaken

Chapter Twenty-Five: When You Loved Me... I was the beginning and the end

Chapter Twenty-Six:

A woman knows

Chapter Twenty-Seven:

The unforgettable prostration

Chapter Twenty-Eight: Motherhood of a Different Kind

Chapter Twenty-Nine: From

He let me down... Thank you

Chapter Thirty: When You Loved Me... I've had enough

Between the lines:

Heart-to-heart SMS:

Message to the Reader:

Introduction:

It was not the disappointments, but the blind 
trust she gave to the one she thought was the savior, when in fact she was the one who deserved to save herself.
This novel is not only about love, 
but about women when they stop looking for their "other half"... She discovers that she was perfect, but she forgot herself on the path of love. It is not a perfect story,
but a soft pain, like your pain... And maybe your recovery.

Introductory excerpt of the novel:

"It was not a story about a man who let him down...
It is about a woman who loved, who gave up, and was shattered,
and then she rose from the ruins of her heart, 
searching for herself in every supplication, in every line, in every moment of pain...
Until she found healing when she loved herself, not Sue."

​Chapter One: When I Thought It Was Started

The windowsill was not just a glass frame; it was a delicate line of contact between Mary and the world. Outside, the green grass ended where the noise began, and inside, Mary sat where the noise ended and she began.

The girl in her twenties planning the colors of her dress was not at a party coming. She was a 20-year-old girl planning how to survive the question "What's next?", and how to repair the tiny cracks in the vessel of her heart, the ones that seep hope with an unheard silence. She saw unity as a silo, not a prison. A necessary refuge to protect her inner worlds from rapid pollution, until she became "strangely quiet"; her silence is not a lack of words, but a flood of them that has been locked behind a tongue that no one really understands. She breathed in silence, meditating on the sunset as if it were a daily farewell message that could only be understood by the heart.

On those evenings, she swore that if she threw everything she could on a piece of paper, she would sink under the weight. But she was content with a prayer that would be raised in prostration, fearing a "beautiful affliction" that she did not understand that her happiness could be real or permanent.

Then came him. Not as a sweeping light, but as a whisper that changed the resonance of the world around her. The first meeting did not carry any dramatic indicators, the lights did not come on, or the curtains came down. It was such an ordinary encounter that it would not have been remembered without a single sentence, one tone, which broke through the wall of her silence without permission.

He told her with a smile that was as shared as his shadow: "You are different, as if you are something that never happens." She met herself in his eyes for the first time.

But Mary is a strangely quiet girl, carrying in silent worlds that only she knows. Isolation was not so much a choice as it was a refuge from the noise of the world in which she did not find herself. She meditates on the sunset as if listening to the last whispers of the sun before she falls asleep. Her heart was tired of carrying early existential questions, it wasn't broken, but it was like a vessel with tiny cracks, from which hope slowly filtered in.

In that first meeting, there were no external influences, no stage lights and no soundtrack. The meeting was suspiciously ordinary, but he told her in that calm tone that penetrates the depths: "You're different, like you're something that can't be repeated." He was not overwhelmed with attention, but was present in a shared way, like his shadow. His brief messages were like dew drops on a withered leaf, reaching the moment when her soul was suffocating with its thirst until she could see and hear.

Gradually, those messages turned into longer sentences, then into hour-long calls, which she ended feeling more complete. She used to write in her secret notebook: "I am Azhar . . . I don't know how this happened, but your hands are the sun that illuminated my shadow." She would raise her hands in prostration and pray, "Lord, if it is good, make it firm, and if it is evil, reveal it to me gently, do not break me."

In his third meeting, he told her words that became etched in her memory: "You are different, but you don't always have to show me strong." At that moment, she realized that she was no longer waiting for someone to complete her, but someone who would see her as if she was, weak and strong at the same time. She loved him, but the most beautiful thing was that she loved the "Mary" he saw in his eyes.

​Chapter Two: Between the Letters I Started to Get Lost






​Chapter Three: Failure Does Not Knock on the Door





​Chapter Four: When I Sat with
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​Chapter Five: When I Started

​​Love me


















​Chapter Six: Return to God... No to people



















​Chapter Seven: Being

​​Enough


















​Chapter Eight: When I Realized That Survival Was Me
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Chapter Nine: The Door That Didn't

​​Re-knock on it
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Chapter Ten: When I Shot

​​With stories
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​Chapter Eleven: Modesty

​​New. No fear

[image: ]















​​

Chapter Twelve: The Letter I Wrote... And you didn't send it.

















​Chapter Thirteen: Voice

​​Inside me he says... "You're fine."













​Chapter Fourteen: When someone asked me... "Did you like it?"
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​Chapter Fifteen: The Mission

​​The latter... From God
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​Chapter Sixteen: Love

​​New... Or a new consciousness?
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Chapter Seventeen: When

​​You loved me... actually.
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​Chapter Eighteen: The Shadow That

​​He doesn't look like you.

















​Chapter Nineteen: Love Is Not a Promise



















​Chapter Twenty: When I Changed My Place in the Heart of Myself
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Chapter Twenty-One:

​​Presence that doesn't hurt
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​Chapter Twenty-Two: Istikhara Prayer... No, the heart alone.
















​Chapter Twenty-Three:

​​A face that looks like peace
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Chapter Twenty-Four: When I Held My Hand... And I didn't weaken.















​Chapter Twenty-Five: When You Loved Me... I was the beginning and the end.














​Chapter Twenty-Six:

​​A woman knows.















​Chapter Twenty-Seven:

​​The unforgettable prostration

















​Chapter Twenty-Eight: Motherhood of a Different Kind
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Chapter Twenty-Nine: From

​​He let me down... Thank you.
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​Chapter Thirty: When You Loved Me... I've had enough
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