
Table of Contents

Sky, 12 Days of Terror

Sky | 12 Days of Terror

Lily & Sima Amis


[image: Description: nass_logo]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Sky

12 Days of Terror

[image: ]


(Inspired by a true story)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Lily & Sima Amis


[image: ]


License Notes

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this e-book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this e-book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to your retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Copyright © 2025 Lily Amis, www.nasSima-design.com

Story by Lily & Sima Amis for nasSima-design.com

This story is available in English, German and French

All rights reserved.

––––––––
[image: ]


Dedication

This story is dedicated to all the innocent souls – two-legs and four-paws alike – young and old, small and big – trapped in warzones, facing the ugliest sides of inhumanity, while much of the world watches in silence.To you, I say: I see you. I hear you. I feel your pain. I can even smell your fear from miles away.You are not forgotten.

Ambassador. Advocate. Peacemaker.

Three titles. 
One little soul.
Endless love.
Wuuuf!

Special Thanks to Reyhaneh joon

In the darkest, most terrifying corners of my sky, when clouds gathered and light felt unreachable, you were there – a constant, quiet star, refusing to fade. When I felt hopeless and hollow, you became my horizon, reminding me that even the blackest nights pass. You didn’t try to fix the storm – you stayed with me beneath it, held space, and waited with kindness until my sky began to clear. For that, and for being my shelter, my moonlight, and my calm after the chaos – I thank you. Always in my heart.
Sky’s Story

Salam! That’s “hello” in Farsi. I haven’t felt much like barking lately, but I do feel a responsibility to tell my story. Maybe this is my way of healing. They say barking can be therapeutic, after all. So, after weeks of silence, I’ve decided to share my thoughts – my view – from down here on the floor, where four paws and a big heart live.

Let me take you back to the beginning.

I was born in Ukraine. At least, that’s what my pet passport says. Ukraine is a proud and beautiful land, rich in history, with roots stretching back over a thousand years. I have no memory of it. All I know is that I was born on March 26, 2022 – just one month after war exploded across the skies of my birthplace.

On February 24, 2022, Russian military forces launched a full-scale invasion of Ukraine. The fighting brought devastation and sorrow – military and civilian casualties, shattered homes, and families torn apart. It triggered one of the greatest refugee crises in Europe since World War II.

You might wonder how I know all this. Well... I listen. I always listen. And in the country I now call home, the two-legs talk a lot – especially about the news. They don’t turn away from the world’s pain. They can’t. Because here, in my new land, many of them experience inhumanity every day. They know what war feels like – even when it’s far away.

But I’m getting ahead of myself...

As I said, I don’t remember my mummy in Ukraine. I don’t remember anything about those early days. I imagine that during the terrifying bombings, I was taken from my family for my safety and sent to an international pet adoption agency. That’s the only explanation I have for why I ended up here.

My life isn’t perfect, but I’m alive. And that alone is a gift. I can’t say much about my breed, except what the two-legs have told me. I’m small, affectionate, gentle, and elegant. Sometimes stubborn – but mostly sweet. I’m a Shih Tzu – a royal little fluffball with a big, cuddly heart in a tiny, noble body. Wuuuf!

My ancestors came from Tibet and were later refined in imperial China, where we were bred to sit on laps in golden palaces. The Chinese emperors adored us. My great-aunties and uncles lounged on silk cushions and were carried around by ladies of the court.

As for Tibet... I’ve never been there. But I do know one thing: we have the Dalai Lama. He’s a kind, wise old soul – the spiritual leader of the Tibetan people.
He teaches the two-legs how to live with peace, kindness, and compassion, no matter their beliefs.
Personally, I don’t care much for religion. What matters to me is how two-legs treat each other- and how they treat us, the four-paws of the world. The Dalai Lama’s full title means “Ocean of Wisdom.” He’s a Buddhist monk who lives simply, dressed in orange robes, spending his time meditating, thinking deeply, and helping others find peace.

In all honesty... I can’t say the same about myself. I don’t live a simple life, and I definitely don’t wear the same outfit every day! Wuuuf! I like change. I get bored easily and need variety-especially in my wardrobe.

Oh dear... here I go again, getting off topic. Sorry!

As I was saying, I don’t remember much about my childhood or where I came from.
What I do remember is how quiet and scared I was as a puppy. I think the terrifying sounds of war shaped me even before I saw the light of day. They made me inward, timid-introverted before my very first bark.
One thing I am sure of: my mummy carried me for at least 65 days before I was born. And that’s the heartbreaking truth-I am a war-zone baby. Born into fear. Born into chaos.

I have faint memories of leaving the pet adoption store in Tehran-that’s the capital city of Iran. Officially, it’s called the Islamic Republic of Iran, but some of you might know it by its more ancient name: Persia. Persia was the land of empires, poetry, kings, and stories older than memory.

Iran is one of the oldest civilizations in the world-5,000, maybe even 7,000 years old! Nobody really knows. But that’s older than bones buried in the ground, older than stories whispered in the wind. And Tehran, my new home, is much younger-a city that only became the capital about 240 years ago, yet still walks with the weight of empires and revolutions beneath its streets. 

Sometimes, when I race across our beautiful Persian carpet, I imagine I’m chasing the echoes of history, carrying pieces of two ancient souls: Ukraine in my blood, and Iran in my heart.

Before Tehran became the capital in 1786, the seat of power shifted between several grand cities depending on who ruled the land. Isfahan was the capital from 1598 to 1736 under the magnificent Safavid Empire, dazzling the world with its art, architecture, and beauty. Shiraz took the role in the mid-18th century during the Zand dynasty, a city filled with poetry and roses. And Tabriz-a historic gem in the northwest-served as the capital under Ilkhanid, Safavid, and early Qajar rulers. If you ask me, the history of Iran’s capitals is as layered and unpredictable as the traffic in Tehran today. Wuuuf!

Today, Iran sits in Western Asia, bordered by Turkey, Armenia, Azerbaijan, Turkmenistan, Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Iraq. The official language is Persian, or Farsi-and it has become my mother tongue. Sadly, I don’t bark in Ukrainian, which must have been my biological mummy’s language. That thought makes my little heart ache sometimes.

But Farsi... oh, what a language! It’s one of the oldest still spoken today, with roots stretching back over 2,500 years. Its literary legacy is shaped by legendary poets like Hafez, Rumi, Saadi, and Ferdowsi-names that live not just in books, but in the hearts and homes of Iranians. Persian poetry is spiritual, romantic, and philosophical-like a scent you can’t quite name but never forget.

Spoken Farsi has a soft, flowing, melodic quality. Two-legs often say it sounds like music when spoken gently. And let me tell you something about Persian people: they feel everything deeply. They don’t hold back. When they’re joyful, it’s like a celebration. When they grieve, the whole sky seems to weep with them. They express it all-and so do I. When I’m excited, I bark my joy to the world. When I’m upset, my cries echo through the palace. Call it exaggerated if you want, but it’s pure and honest. Because whether you’re a two-leg or a four-paw, feelings are meant to be felt.

Persian culture sees beauty in everything-in art, literature, gestures, hospitality, and more. There’s a deep love for metaphor and poetry in everyday speech. Two-legs here often speak in symbolic or poetic ways-not to hide, but to elevate the truth. Wrapped in beauty, truth becomes more powerful.

When you visit a Persian home, you’re treated like royalty-just like I was, from day one. Even if the host is struggling financially (and sadly, many are), they welcome you with open arms, warm tea, and sweet treats. I’ve never known a culture with such deep, heartfelt hospitality.

The two-legs here have a special word for it: “mehmoon-navazi” - the art of honoring your guest. This generosity isn’t just politeness; it’s a deep-rooted cultural value, passed down through centuries of tradition.

Persian people are not cold or distant like some of the European two-legs I’ve heard about. Here, emotion is embraced - not hidden. They hug, cry, laugh, and mourn with equal intensity. Grief is openly felt. Love is deeply expressed. There’s no shame in being moved by something. In fact, it’s seen as a sign of depth - and that’s something I truly love and admire. Wuuuuf! 

Anyway, back to my barking and storytelling...

My first real memory is filled with love. I remember a little girl cuddling me and showering me with kisses when I was adopted and left the pet shop. Uhhhh... I love cuddles. I was so happy to leave that place and so excited to play with this sweet two-leg.

For a while, I was the center of her world - but, sadly, it didn’t last long.
I was taken away from my little friend... and although I don’t know why, I’ll always cherish her in my little doggy heart. Because she was the one who gave me my name. She named me after her favorite cartoon character. And since that day, everyone calls me: SKY.
The sky is like the soul of the world - always above us, always present, even if we can’t reach out and touch it. During the day, it’s like a warm embrace: the soft press of sunlight on your fur, the way heat wraps around you like a cozy blanket. When the air feels open and endless, that’s the sky at peace - stretching far beyond what we’ll ever see and understand. Sometimes, it’s playful - when the wind dances through the trees, or when clouds drift by like thoughts moving across your mind. Other times, it’s heavy - like a heart full of unshed tears, just waiting for a storm to come and wash them away. You can feel it in the stillness, in the silence - right before the sky begins to cry.

At night, the sky becomes something deeper... a little mysterious, a little scary.
I imagine a quiet room filled with sleeping two-legs, where only the stars remain awake. They sparkle like whispered hopes, scattered across the endless silence of darkness. The night sky can make you feel small - but not in a bad way. It makes you feel like you're part of something vast and beautiful, even if you can't see it, even if you can't feel it, even if you can't smell it. The sky changes its mood - with the seasons, with
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