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Dedication:

To the one who walks in life more silently than befits her age, 
to the one who wrote on the edges of her notebooks and wiped her tears before anyone saw her,
to the one who learned to hide her fear with a smile, and to protect herself with silence,
and to the one who sat in a corner one day and said,
"No one understands me."
This novel was written for you...
Because you're not alone, even if you think about it for a long time.
And because your voice, which has been suffocated by circumstances, has a place here, 
between the lines, in the chests, in the hearts of those who look like you, even if they do not see you.

About this novel

Why did you write it? And what makes it special about "As You Judge... Condemned" 
is not only a novel, but a written confession, and an open mirror to a heart that has gone through a lot and has remained.
He was silent for a long time, and then finally decided to speak... Not to complain, but to light the way.

This novel was written for:

Every girl wrote something in her notebooks and then tore it up in fear.

Every girl thought that her voice was weak, so she chose to be silent. Anyone who thought that survival meant always being solid... But she just wished someone would tell her, "I understand you. This narration is unlike any other because it starts from weakness and does not deny it... But it does not stay in it.

Not only does it heal the hero, but it also gives the reader the tools to heal.

Don't look for drama... Rather, it seeks the quiet depth, the real transformation.

"When you reveal it, you are born again," she says. I wrote it because I was once  "Reem"...
And I wrote it now, for all that she still feared to be herself.
An excerpt at the beginning of the novel:

Reem wasn't looking for a championship, she was just trying to write to survive... But unknowingly, she opened the door to hearts that were knocking in silence. This is not a one-girl story... It is the story of everyone who thought she was alone.

To every girl who resisted, to every little heart that did not embrace enough, to those who are looking for a beginning after being let down, 
to those who have not yet found the language in which to express themselves... This novel is for you. Your voice, your pain, your survival, your strength...
It's all written here, in ink that looks like you. Open its front page, and know from the beginning:
you're heard, understood, and loved... So do you.

Introduction

Not all stories are told when they start... Some are hiding in shame, and some are buried alive under the ashes of fear and disappointment.
But the truth... Don't die.
Rather, it is still lurking, waiting for the moment of revival, where faces are revealed, fates speak, and every heart recognizes what it has committed.
Remain... A girl who was supposed to be like everyone else, who loves, pampers, and dreams. But her childhood was not given the right to quiet, but she wrote her first chapters in trembling handwriting, with a moaning voice that no one heard. And here the story begins...
Not only to be told, but to restore the balance... Whoever is dark, thinks that the night lasts.
And he forgot that as you condemn... Condemned.
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Chapter One: A Cry That Didn't Echo:
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Evening was slowly creeping into the neighbourhood, the sun extinguishing what was left of its warmth on the worn-out walls, while the shadow stretched over a pavement that barely caught the breath of the day.
An old house stands at the end of the road, consisting of one story and a small square covered in dust, as if no one had passed through it in a long time.
That house was not only desolate from the outside, but inside it looked like an old wound... Silently open.
Reem...
She was a nine-year-old girl, slender, thick-haired, with wide-eyed eyes as if she had been born in amazement.
But her features did not suggest childhood, but caution... Caution that is not appropriate for children of her age.
She sat on the edge of a faded carpet in the corner of the room. She wasn't playing, she wasn't reading, she wasn't even moving much.
Her body was there, but her soul was hiding somewhere else, far away, safe... There is no sound in it that frightens him, and there is no eye that watches to be held accountable.
Behind the half-open door, she could hear spoons knocking in the kitchen, and the mother was busy cooking dinner.
The sound of cooking is warming... If it hadn't meant nothing to Reem.
Her mother did not cook with love, but with habit.
It's as if she's cooking to complete a role in a play called "I'm a Good Mother."
As for the stepfather...
The man whom Reem used to call "my uncle", and then she was forced to call him  "Daddy", was outside, lying on the sofa, turning on the TV channels without interest.
The TV is loud, but not enough to cover Reem's heavy silence.
He suddenly entered the room...
With his usual quick steps, with his faceless features, but only with his constant resentment of everything.
He looked at her from above his eyes and said:
"What are these books that you have?"

Reem looked up calmly like a pent-up panic, and said, "The teacher gave it to us to read at home... She said we will choose a story and tell about it next week."

He reached out and snatched the book from her hand without gently asking for it.
His heart is in his hands as if he is holding something that is not worth reading.
"And what is it that is in your life? Stories are a waste of time. Wash the dishes, instead of messes."

Reem froze...
Her job was not to wash the dishes, but she knew that objection was not an option.
She hesitated for a moment and then whispered in a deep voice:
"Enough... I have done my duty, and my mother said to read a little..."

He looked up at her suddenly: "I told you to get up. And don't argue with me!"

She knew the conversation was over.
She got up lightly, walking as if she was afraid that her feet would make a disturbing sound.
She passed by him, smelling the smell of his cheap cigarettes, and holding her heart between her ribs as if it were going to explode.
She went into the kitchen and found her mother moving the pot slowly.
She stood next to her, waiting for something, or at least a look.
But the mother did not turn, did not smile, did not even say, "What is wrong with you?"
Reem thought for a moment...
Can she hold her mother's hand? Can she say to her, "I'm scared?"
But her tongue didn't move.
There is a silent wall between them, a wall of long absence... Not the absence of the body, but the absence of tenderness. That night, as Reem lay on her modest bed, the fan slowly spinning over her head, her eyes were open toward the ceiling.
She wasn't thinking, as much as she was feeling... A feeling that cannot be named.
A mixture of sadness, questioning, confusion, and disappointment.
She whispered to herself in a voice that only God could hear:

"Why me? Why are you always afraid?
Why do I feel heavy as if I am an adult and not a child?" I closed my eyes with the pillow.
She wished she would wake up and find all this a dream...
But a childhood that is stolen does not come back easily.
And in a corner of the sky... The angels were writing.
Because God is unforgettable, for every cry you have not heard... A time when the echo will resonate.
It follows in the second chapter: 
"When the shackle began to dissipate..."

"Not all pains cry... Some of them accumulate in the heart,
Until it becomes a rock that does not break until after a while."
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Chapter Two:
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When the shackle began to disintegrate...
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The night passed heavily, as if time was running on the edges of broken glass.

Reem's sleep wasn't real sleep, it was like an intermittent coma. The more she closed her eyes, the more a new memory opened, and the more she tried to escape the thought, the more she was spilled out of the images that she didn't want to remain.

She woke up before sunrise, as usual, not because a new day awaited her eagerly, but because her heart used to declare anxiety early.

She quietly got up from her little bed, sat down on the edge of it, and then reached for an old notebook she was hiding under her pillow. It was not a homework book, but a small notebook, of which no one knew.

Reem had been writing in it for a year.

Sometimes you write one word: "I'm fed up."

Sometimes you draw a bird inside a cage... Without wings.

That morning, she wrote:

"I don't know how to love them... Nor how can I hate them...

But I know that something inside me is falling apart every day."

She finished her lines and buried the notebook under the pillow as if she was afraid that someone would read her secret, even if they didn't understand it.

On her way to school, she was walking alone.

The street is still asleep, and the sounds of birds are beginning to end from among the trees.

School was the closest place she felt comfortable, even though she didn't talk much, and she didn't laugh like her classmates, but at least, no one was yelling at her there, and no one was smashing her books.

When she arrived, she was greeted by teacher Farida with a warm smile: "Good morning, Reem."

Reem hesitated, then smiled shyly: "Good morning, Abla."

The teacher said: "What is the lip of the rose in the garden? Today, the first of all the flowers opened. Like your smile... It is rare, but it opens the world."

Reem paused for a moment... No one had ever said such a thing to her before.

She was always told, "Shut up, make your bed, don't waste your time, why is your face like that?"

But this little word from the teacher planted something inside of her... Something fragile, but alive.

During the session, Reem sat in her chair watching the lines on the board, but she wasn't focusing.

She was thinking of something strange...

"Can anyone love me? Am I worthwhile?"

She feared questions because she knew they might lead her to grief. But she was thinking about it anyway.

In the evening, she was sitting in her room when she heard an argument between her mother and husband.

She did not understand the words, but the mother's tone was faint, and the man's tone was as loud as usual, complaining about everything.

From the sound of the TV, from the salt in the food, from Reem's look that doesn't make him comfortable.

Then I heard him say in a loud voice: "I can't bear your daughter's presence, and by Almighty God, I feel like a dependent!"

Reem's breath stopped.

It wasn't the first time she had heard an insult, but this time it felt like it was too close...

Close to expulsion, demolition, end approach.

At night I sneaked into the kitchen.

I stood there for many minutes, in front of the window.

The sky was clear, and it had a star shining alone.

She said to herself:

"Lord, if you heal me, help me. I don't want much ... But I want someone to love me... Or at least, what hates me? "Then a tear fell on her palm.

That night, she wrote in her diary:

"I may be weak, but I'm not stupid.

I may be very patient, but I will never forget.

Because injustice is not lost... Even if we keep quiet.

On the day of... He was talking."

Little did she know that that day was approaching.

It follows in the third chapter: "Between Two Hearts... A voice that cannot be heard."​

"Some hearts do not weep, but engrave their pain on the wall of silence... Until you become a witness to the untold."
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Chapter Three: "A Voice That Is Not Heard... Between Two Hearts:
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Reem didn't know if the nights were the same or if it was her sadness that made every night a faint version of the one that preceded her. The stillness of the house suggested calmness, but deep down, there was a faint voice that didn't shut up. A sound that is like a constant knock on a dilapidated wall, as if her heart wants to come out, to shout, to say, "Enough." But who is listening? And who cares?

Reem has mastered the art of silence, not only because speech hurts, but because silence has become her only means of survival. At home, she is the shadow, she passes by them so that they do not see her, she eats without sound, she sleeps without asking, and she studies as if she is performing an obligation that does not concern her. Even at school, she doesn't take the initiative anymore, she just sits in the last seat, her eyes follow the lesson, but her mind is somewhere else, as if she no longer belongs.

Yet, there was a moment, a daily moment, waiting for her like someone waiting for a dose of life. That moment when you enter a unique teacher's class. She was Farida who was different from everyone else, not only because she smiled from the heart, but because she looked at Reem in a way she had never experienced before. A look that is devoid of pity but filled with a deep feeling. It's as if Farida feels it, without asking her anything. Reem, though reticent, sensed that this human might be the first thread of light to appear in her long tunnel.

One day, after the shift was over, the teacher asked Reem to stay for a while. The demand was not alarming, but rather a light breeze in a stifling atmosphere. Reem sat on the bench, and Farida stood in front of her, looking at her calmly.

She said in a warm tone: "Reem... Well, you know? I looked like you at your age. Silent, introverted, and pretending to be forceful."

Reem didn't respond, but she felt her blood flow faster.

Farida continued: "Sometimes we go through things that we don't know why they have become ours, and we think that the whole world is against us. But with time... We discover that there is something stronger within us than all that has broken us."

Reem shook her head slowly, as if she was hearing unfamiliar words in her soul. She didn't speak, but inside she was whispering, "How many times have I needed to hear this? How many times have I wished someone would say to me, "I understand you?"

Since that day, Reem has been waiting for Farida's teaching classes as if she were a refuge. She began to write more in her diary, but her writing began to change. Not just broken words, but she began to write little notes about hope, about a desire to escape, about dreaming of a life like others. She would write, "If I had a room, I would have a window with a window overlooking a tree... But a lonely tree is enough for me, I stretch out my hand from the window, and I feel that the world can be simple, and kind."

One evening, while Reem was in her room reading in a deep voice, her mother came in without knocking on the door. Her features were tired, as if she had something to say but she didn't have the words.

I looked at Reem and then sat on the edge of the bed, something she hadn't done in years. Reem remained silent, worried. There was a distance between them, not measured in centimeters, but by walls of neglect and disappointment.

The mother said in a deep voice: "You know, sometimes I feel that I was not Zeina's mother..."

Reem did not reply, the mother continued: "I was scared... From loneliness, from responsibility, from life without a man. And I was satisfied with someone who deserves us. But I was saying to myself, if I endure, you can live better... But it didn't."

Reem felt that something in her chest was moving, it was not anger, it was not contentment... But it's a heavy feeling. She was silent for a long time, and then she said in one sentence that came out of her depths:

"I didn't need a man... I needed you."

The word fell on the mother's heart like an arrow. Her
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