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For every soul burdened with the weight of tomorrow.








  
  
  The Swaddle Scrap

  
  




I don’t recall when this conviction first took root within me, but it has always been my companion.




It wasn’t a thought that occurred to me after some accident, nor a logical conclusion drawn from a miraculous survival. Rather, it was like a small scrap of paper with frayed edges, tucked secretly into my swaddle the moment I was born.




A paper no one read but me; a paper no one touched but my own consciousness.




I have always felt its coldness pressing against my skin from the inside, whispering to me whenever I stumbled:




“Not now… not you.”




In my childhood, I would stand still, watching other children cry bitterly when their knees were scraped on the asphalt. I would observe the trembling of their limbs and their panic at the sight of bleeding with a strange wonder. It wasn’t the wonder of the ignorant; I bled just as they did, and the pain gnawed at my skin as it did theirs…




Yet, it was the wonder of a stranger watching a terror that did not belong to him.




To me, the flowing of blood was merely a bodily response that passed through me without leaving a mark on my certainty. I realized, with utter coldness, that I was not like the others.




Perhaps I lacked the survival instinct that made them shudder with the fear of fading away…




Or perhaps I was a surplus to death’s requirements.

I do not know.




I remember well my fall from the top of the Sidr tree.




The air whistled in my ears, and the ground slammed into my ribs like the blow of a massive hammer. My vision blurred; time froze for a moment. A fierce pain surged through me, squeezing the breath out of my lungs, but it did not last long.




I heard my mother’s terrified scream. I saw my father’s face pale until it turned the color of ash, his features freezing in silent shock as he watched a large bruise begin to form on my arm…




But its blueness soon receded within seconds; it sank back beneath my pores, as if it were merely a passing shadow swallowed by the flesh.




Yet, in the heart of that absolute silence, I did not taste fear.




I stood up before their stunned silence. My mother wiped the dust off my shirt with trembling hands, while my father kept staring into my eyes, searching for the ‘truth’ he was beginning to sense—a truth that defied the very ground I had just fallen upon.




That night, their whispers in the kitchen reached my ears. Their voices carried that fear one feels toward a miracle they cannot explain—or toward a “Flaw” in nature they fear will be exposed.




From that day on, my parents were appointed guardians of my little secret. They began to treat my repeated “deaths” like a passing cold, requiring some quiet and staying away from prying eyes.




***








  
  
  The Ritual

  
  




As for my old friend… the one who kept expanding and shrinking in my memory until I could no longer remember his true age; he was another story entirely.




My revelation to him began when I died for the first time in the public park. It wasn’t suicide in the traditional sense; a suicidal person seeks the end, but I was seeking certainty. I wanted to know: would I always remain this exception, or would the “thing” lurking inside me eventually tire of retrieving me and leave me exactly where I fell?




The park was teeming with life, and my friend was sitting beside me on the wooden bench. He was holding a book, but his eyes drifted toward the horizon, as if he were reading the pages of the air rather than the pages of paper.




Without prelude, and without him noticing, I let my soul slip away from me.




A sudden coldness crept into my limbs, and a heaviness descended upon my eyelids, folding away the final scene of the park. My body slumped sideways, and my head struck the edge of a jagged rock near the bench.




The sound my ears picked up didn’t come from the outside, but from the very bottom of my skull. A colossal, bony crack, like a mountain of ice splintering inside the cavity of my head. The echo of the impact reverberated, ringing in my ears like a muffled explosion. It swallowed the noise of the park, replacing it with a sharp ringing… like a siren from another world.




In those fractions of a second, shards of stars exploded in my field of vision, dancing and fading into my own private darkness. Then, an electric current ambushed me, sinking its fangs into the exact point where my flesh met the hardness of the rock.




But I, as usual, observed it from my distant, solitary place—a place untouched by suffering. I watched it surge like lost pathways, passing through my body without completely devouring it.




I felt a warm liquid slowly forging a path through the strands of my hair, trailing down to soak the collar of my shirt. My blood flowed profusely, carrying that rusty, metallic scent I had come to recognize so well. Waves of violent vertigo battered my core, and I felt as though I were plummeting into a bottomless well where gravity fades away and time simply withdraws.




From my place “over there,” in that gray liminal space, I saw my friend freeze.




The book fell from his hand, landing open on a blank page, as if the letters had fled in terror. He didn’t scream, nor did he rush to call for help. Instead, he remained rooted to the spot, staring at my prone body with eyes reflecting a terrifying emptiness.




When the haze of the coma dissipated, the first thing I realized was the fading of the ringing and the rushing return of the park’s sounds. I opened my eyes heavily. I was still lying on the ground, my head resting on the cold grass beside the blood-stained rock. The wound began to weave itself back together with its usual coldness…




…and the pain began.




It wasn’t a dull ache, but a fierce, throbbing agony. It felt as though hundreds of tiny, burning needles were plunging into my raw flesh, forcing the tissue back into place. The heat of the healing seared my cells, defying the chill of the grass beneath me. No painkillers stood between my consciousness and this seething agony. My curse was practicing the brutality of restoration, driving forced tremors down from my head into my neck.




I dug my fingers into the soil, breathing with difficulty through gritted teeth. The pain squeezed my skull until my stomach nearly cramped. Yet, that cold certainty enveloped me, bridling any desire to scream, waiting with a strange patience for this cruel ritual to end.




I lifted my gaze with difficulty. People had begun to gather.




Cries of panic rose, and someone rushed over, checking my pulse with trembling hands. Chaos consumed the scene; confusing shouts and desperate attempts to resuscitate an unresponsive body.




Suddenly, my parents pushed through the crowd. In that moment, their bodies told a story of genuine parental terror that refused to acknowledge miracles. They moved with that muffled speed they had perfected over the years.




I remember the scent of my father’s cologne mixed with the sweat of fear as he leaned down to scoop me up. He slipped one solid arm under my knees and the other behind my back, lifting me with feverish caution, as if I were fragile glass he feared would shatter. His breath panted, and his terrified heartbeats thumped like muffled drums against my ribs.




Alongside this breathless embrace, my mother walked with stumbling steps that nonetheless knew the path of concealment by heart. She took off her coat to cover my stained shirt, shielding my collapse from prying eyes. Her trembling hands cradled my head, resting it gently against my father’s shoulder. She stroked my hair with desperate tenderness, whispering an incantation, praying my body wouldn’t fail me this time.




They pulled me away, leaving the strangers to their chaos. The onlookers’ gazes overflowed with panic laced with suspicion—as if my dying in that public space was an unforgivable audacity, or a sudden disruption in their quiet day. They were left wondering whether they had witnessed a real death or merely a collective illusion.




That evening, the house drowned in a heavy silence. I slipped from my bed and stood behind the ajar door of the living room, where I saw my friend sitting opposite my father. My father was desperately trying to reshape reality for the young man who had just watched his friend die. He spoke in a tone he tried to make sound scientific, though it still trembled:




Sometimes, son… what we witness isn’t a final ending, but merely a deep coma in which the body rearranges its atoms.




My father was lying, and my friend knew it, but he didn’t argue. He nodded slowly, as if deciding in that very moment that this world was illogical enough already, and that the laws we study in schools are nothing but tasteless “jokes” humans use to ease their terror of the unknown.




I walked in on them suddenly.




He didn’t rise to hug me, nor did he touch me to check the warmth of my body. He simply offered a deep look that carried a mutual acknowledgment: I am the exception, and he is the solitary witness who accepted me in all that exceptionalism.




Since that night, he became the only one who witnesses my transformations without trying to explain them. He watches me leave and then return, with eyes that seem to understand the absurdity of this existence better than any physicist. He would simply sit beside me when I woke up, wait until the pain subsided, and then resume his conversation from the exact point we had left off.




My secret remained locked in his chest, and he extracted a promise from me to stop my attempts at dying… even if the world seemed to be asking it of me with a suspicious politeness.




***
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