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At that time, the weather was wonderful, somewhat warm. The breeze entered through the car windows, striking their faces from time to time. The main road was crowded with cars and trucks in the evening, which caused Saleem to be late. When he arrived at the cemetery with Majeed, he parked the car by the sidewalk and they got out. As they entered through its large gate, they found the cemetery guard there performing ablution, preparing to pray the Asr prayer. Saleem approached him, holding his son's hand.

"Peace be upon you and God's mercy and blessings. Shall we pray together?"

"And upon you be peace and God's mercy and blessings. Yes, certainly."

"Alright, just a minute while I perform ablution. Majeed, come... perform ablution with me, we will pray with your uncle," he said, moving and looking at the guard.

"Hello, uncle, I am fine."

"Hello, my dear son, and I am as well."

After they completed their ablution, they prayed together in a hard-to-find spot next to the cemetery, dense with many trees. If you looked up, you would see the branches and leaves of the trees without seeing the sky and its constellations. The guard had taken the position of the Imam, while Saleem and his son stood behind him, praying. When they finished the prayer, which was already late, they mentioned God for a few minutes, then stood up and continued on their way, passing by the graves.

They had only walked a few meters when they reached the grave of Helena's parents, his wife's mother and father. They stood there, praying for them. Saleem had introduced them to the boy. Then they continued on towards the grave of his companion, his son's maternal uncle. When they arrived, they stood at his grave, which they found covered in green grass, wet from the sky's rain. It had changed so much he almost wouldn't have recognized it if not for the name. In any case, he greeted it. And then he began to pray, raising his voice so his son could hear what he was saying, with the intention of teaching him, and the son repeated and supplicated.

"O Allah, I ask you, O Allah, for You are the One, the Eternal Refuge, who neither begets nor is born, nor is there to Him any equivalent, to forgive all his sins, have mercy on him, be compassionate with him, pardon him, and purify him, O Lord. O Allah, O Most Merciful of the merciful, have mercy on him, and admit him to the highest paradise, O Lord of the worlds. Indeed, You are over all things competent, and worthy of answering. And peace and blessings be upon the bearer of good tidings and the warner, Muhammad, upon him be the best of prayers and peace."

Majeed was looking at him and listening to what he was saying, repeating with difficulty and in a faint voice. He did not know many prayers, and even his father sensed this as he stood beside him.

"Come on, my son. Do you have anything else to say?"

He remained silent, his hand on his father's. "May my Lord have mercy on us."

The time was around a quarter past five in the evening. The sun was about to disappear behind the mountains. Birds were roaming in the trees that surrounded the cemetery, but without making a chirping sound, as if they knew the value of the place. The guard was sitting at the gate, thinking. I do not know what he was thinking. He was a short, thin old man with a large white beard, his facial features indicating dignity and steadfastness.

As they were about to leave the cemetery, it became clear that there was a man crossing the secondary road in front of them. On his shoulder was a stick with a bag tied to it. He was dressed in black with a yellow hat, short in stature, with a hunched back, not far away. He was about twenty meters from them. Saleem saw him and sensed him when they reached the cemetery fence. His strangeness was aroused when he saw him not looking at anyone, his head down, walking. As he was about to enter the cemetery, Saleem stopped for a moment, looking at him with astonished and wondering eyes. This mysterious man who had just entered gave no greeting, no glance, no feeling, no reassurance, and no sign of a welcoming face! He seemed sad and difficult to talk to, as if he were mute, carrying within him many secrets, situations, and wonders. In any case, Saleem continued to exit the cemetery until he reached his car, and they got in. But when he put the key in the ignition to start it, he paused for a moment and remained in deep thought, saying to himself:

"He doesn't greet, doesn't look around, doesn't look behind, and doesn't feel anything. He makes no sound... And in his possession is something, he carries a stick and doesn't lean on it! He comes at a late hour and is not afraid of the coming darkness. Isn't this a strange and curious matter?!"

"Majeed, wait, I'll be back."

"Okay, father."

He got out and walked back with steady steps and a wandering, searching mind in need of an answer, especially since he had a love for exploration. He found the guard holding a large, old-looking book in his hands, its contents not visible.

"Peace be upon you, I'll just take a minute of your time."

"And upon you be peace. Yes, what do you want?"

"Our Sheikh, I saw the man who just entered...?"

"Yes."

"Did you not notice anything?" he asked as he closed the book.

"Like what?"

"The man did not offer a greeting, had a sad face, was carrying something, and didn't even look at us. It's as if he lives alone, my Sheikh!"

"He comes many times... as if he is missing something," Saleem replied, astonished.

"Many times...! How keen he is! I don't think so if he were missing something."

"He might have felt us. Are we appearing strange to passersby, my Sheikh...? Of course not."

"What are you referring to? This is what I thought."

"To the bag he was carrying, especially since he didn't look back. He was walking steadily without bowing his head or paying any mind, and at a time like this...!"

"God is Most High and All-Knowing of what he carries, my friend. I am used to people like this and I don't pay much attention to the matter because every person's concern and what they seek justifies their purpose."

"My Sheikh... I do not mean to judge, but suspicion and curiosity are two things that arise in such situations."

"And he, realizing the situation, said, 'Yes, you are right. The time is late, and we are in the end of the afternoon.'"

"The sun is about to set, forgive me, but I must know who this man is."

"Fine, let's go together."

The guard placed his book inside his room and accompanied Saleem, who was stirred by suspicion and confusion about the person's identity. The cemetery was large, about half a mile in length and width. The area was vast and not flat as one might imagine. At its far end was a high slope, and below the slope, a long valley that was barely known for its origin, due to the lack of knowledge of all the terrain. By then, the strange man had reached the end of the cemetery and descended the slope, making them lose sight of him. They hurried then to find him. As they passed by the graves of the dead, here and there, the confusion and anxiety in Saleem's soul increased. He had thought he came to visit a relative. But the opposite appeared to be true; the man passed through the cemetery on his way to another place!

And here they are, arriving after a few minutes at the end and top of the cemetery. They look down the slope where the long valley extends. A strong look, but they found nothing, as if the man had vanished. One looked at the other and they said at the same time:

"Where did he go...?"

The guard, astonished, said, "Glory to God... he used to leave the way he came in the past." And as he scanned the area with his eyes, "I don't think he could be this fast, he might be somewhere here... He seems old, didn't you see his walk...?!"

"Yes, that's right, and he appears calm," he asked him again.

"What should we do, my Sheikh...? Doesn't the situation just get more mysterious and curious?"

"Yes, we don't know!"

"Shall we continue our walk and go down, perhaps we'll find him?"

"Fine, as you wish."

They descended, and darkness was about to spread. Silence dominated the area. No sound, no sign suggesting anyone's presence. The valley was dry and barren, no water, no plants, just clusters of trees close to each other, and different slopes that hindered walking. They were then searching and looking in the nearest places here and there, but to no avail. Then Saleem remembered his son and said to the Sheikh:

"I don't think we'll find him, it's as if he's a ghost. Let's go back... it's getting late."

"Fine, as you wish."

He asked him, "Didn't you notice before where he used to go... when he came to the cemetery?"

He thought, looking at the ground with his hand on his chin, "I have forgotten, but it is certain there was a grave he was heading to."

"It's alright, the matter will become clear, and we will know if there is a strong link connecting him to someone or to something else...!"

And there they were, climbing the slope with difficulty... after the descent had been easy. Suddenly, Saleem heard the sound of dry tree branches breaking on the ground. He turned with a glance and looked directly, to find a person with a black 'ijar' (face covering) on his face, thin, his eyes showing, and his form distant. He looked slim, a young man not exceeding twenty-five years of age, his clothes dark red, wearing winter shoes that reached above his ankles, his hands down, standing like a pillar and not moving. He looked at them from a distance, and they at him. But what made the situation stranger was that he paid them no attention, except for a sharp look, and then continued walking in the middle of the valley until he disappeared among the trees and in the darkness. The guard spoke:

"Who is this one too...?"

"Truly strange, why is he wearing an 'ijar'! (a piece of cloth covering the face) I thought it was a woman, doesn't it seem so?"

"It seems so, if not for his build."

"Something is happening here, and that strange man might know this young man with the 'ijar'. But we don't know! They might have an appointment."

"True, this is not a coincidence. What do we do?" Saleem replied to him.

"We have nothing to do, let's go back. I left my son alone in the car."

"Alright, tomorrow, God willing, I will look into the matter..."

Then they continued walking... until they reached the cemetery gate. He bid the guard farewell and said to him:

"I might come in the evening tomorrow, take care of yourself, our Sheikh. Watch the place, do not be heedless."

"God willing."

The moment Saleem opened the car door, he found his son had disappeared... Nothing was left of him but his fragrant scent wafting in the interior. He was shocked and greatly bewildered. And here he is, calling out in a frail, exhausted voice, "Majeed... Majeed... where are you...? I have come, my son." Then he shouted in a loud voice, "Majeed...!" The guard heard him and came running, his heartbeats increasing... frightened, not knowing what had happened, until he found him sitting on the sidewalk, his hands on his face and the car door open.

"My God, where is your son...?"

The Sheikh caught his breath and said to him:

"Don't worry, and seek help from God, we will find him."

He repeated with a sad face, "There is no power nor strength except in God, there is no power nor strength except in God..."

"Wait, I will call the police..."
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