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Chapter One (1) 

The sound of the raindrops fills the beach as I walk with my arms crossed, and my coat flutters in the strong winds. The weather is cold, and thoughts crowd inside me like the crashing waves of the sea. I think about what has passed, what is yet to come, and inside me, there are folds of memories that the rain sends to soak my memory, bringing me back to years of sorrow and memories that still live inside me as if they never left. 

I took steps backward to return home, and my memory took me back to that day when I was coming back from school, carrying my bag and holding a book in my hand, walking quickly on the sidewalk. The rain was intensifying, and the streets were crowded with people. The smoke from the passing cars almost suffocated me because of my respiratory sensitivity. I arrived at the bus stop, waiting for my father as I had agreed with him earlier. There was only a man sitting on the bench, his black hat covering his features, his black coat, and his appearance hiding the signs of poverty and misery. I almost suffocated from his rising smoke and the cigarettes he was lighting one after another without giving me a chance to sit. I took a deep breath to get rid of the toxins that had entered my airways and couldn’t stop coughing, while he didn’t stop holding onto his horrible cigarettes. I kept staring at him until he stood up, dropped his wallet, and didn’t notice. I bent down to pick it up, and I saw him getting into the car and leaving. I called out, "Sir, your wallet," but he didn’t hear. I sat on the bench after it became empty and curiosity took over me to see what was inside. I found a photo of a beautiful woman, and I thought to myself, What a beautiful lady! 

I searched the rest of the wallet but found nothing but some coins, which I put in my bag, thinking I might meet him again. I daydreamed a little about his appearance and the way he released his frustration by smoking those cigarettes until my father arrived. I got in the car with him, which offered a bit of warmth after my hands had almost frozen from the cold. I placed my bag beside me and looked out of the car window, watching the rain and the passing cars. 

Our car was moving slowly while I was filled with nostalgia for this weather, and it scattered my memory, bringing me back to the time when I was a child, playing in the rain, standing in front of my mother, who called out to me to hug me from the cold, not knowing that life is harsher than this pure rain. My memory scattered every now and then until I suddenly turned to look at my father, who was driving, and our eyes met from a distance. I smiled at him and said, "It’s cold." He turned his gaze away from me, continuing to watch the road, and said, "Yes." 

I kept staring at him, noticing the wrinkles covering his face and the huge dark circles under his wide eyes, which life had extinguished. The exhaustion had covered his face, and his appearance, which he tried to hide with his black hat and the scarf he wore under his chin, where the grayish hair was beginning to end the journey of his black hair, declaring a man in an advanced stage of life. I noticed how he was immersed in contemplating the road more than anything else. He didn’t turn to look at me because he felt that I was observing him. I was scrutinizing him, longing for those details, although I knew that they would never return as they were. He was content to watch me from afar, to reassure himself about me, and then leave. 

I kept moving my gaze from the raindrops to his brown eyes, the color of hazelnuts, which I longed to feel their closeness and presence, something I had gotten used to in the past. I began to believe that his presence and this silence were enough for me. It was enough that he was the homeland I would resort to. With just a glance at him, I would regain my balance and strength because I knew I was leaning on a shoulder that would never betray me. But sometimes, I felt a desire for distances to vanish, for them not to be this far or distant. Through these intertwined thoughts, I managed to make time pass, and we reached home without feeling the distance. 

My father parked the car, and we walked side by side under heavy rain and winds that struck us from all sides. He opened the door after taking the key from his black bag, which was full of work papers. I took off my shoes, and with quick steps, I went to my room, turned on the light, and opened the curtains. I took off my wet coat from the rain and started to arrange the chaos in the room: a cup of coffee, the scattered books on the table, and my clothes on the bed—remnants of a rainy night. A night when the rain intensified while I sat by the window, sipping my bitter cup of coffee, which made my memory race through the sweet and bitter moments, ending when it cooled, and my beloved brown drink made me relive my memories again, but this time alone. I would be all those people who were here once and left. Their memories insisted on keeping me awake every night, even though they knew I was exhausted. 

I combed my wet hair from the rain and held the cup in my right hand to return it to the kitchen. I found my father drinking water. I placed the cup on the table and returned to my room. I looked at myself in the mirror and felt that my features had aged suddenly. I had changed, both inside and out. I no longer knew anything about myself, and I didn’t know what the future would hold for me. I found a small sticker at the top of the mirror, which I removed with my hand. It was a test note I took the previous week on December 4th. I had forgotten to tear it up, just like some things in our lives. 

We can’t tear them and throw them in the trash. We can’t distance them from us because they live in the part we can’t delete—they live in the memory. 

I swayed as I walked toward my bag, as my legs had been weak from sitting for a long time, as if 

I were fifty years old. I took out the man’s wallet with the black hat and stared at the woman’s picture. Her beauty intrigued me. If she were his lover, how could she love such a man of misery and poverty? I returned the photo to the wallet and put it back in my bag, hoping to meet him again someday. 

I took a hat and a scarf from the closet because the cold was making my body shiver. I then put on a long brown coat, which, although long, served its purpose and warmed me, even if just a little. I went to the kitchen, passing by my father’s room. I heard his voice talking to someone on the landline phone. I walked on tiptoe and approached the door, putting my ear close to it, but I couldn’t hear clearly what he was saying. I looked at the hallway and the closed doors, and something inside me began to shiver. I stood there for a moment, placing my hand on the door. I got closer to it, and it felt like I could hear my mother’s voice. My eyes suddenly widened, and my heart beat faster in fear. I leaned my ear closer, but the feeling quickly faded. The air was coming from the corners of the door, and the room had become very cold. Without the warmth of your heart, my mother, everything is cold. Tears poured down heavily, like rain falling quickly without stopping. I wiped my tears with my right hand, then with my left, and then lifted my hair strands as they hung loosely. I returned to my room, feeling a devastating sensation, suffocating from everything—the memories the rain sends, keeping me awake despite my exhaustion from everything. 

I turned off the light in the middle of the room and lay down on the bed, continuing my crying until I fell asleep. I woke up to the sound of my father knocking on the door. I felt a heaviness in my body, as though it was resisting waking up, as if it needed more time to rest. My father knocked again, louder this time. I gathered all my strength to stand up and opened the door, still feeling sleepy and unable to stop yawning. He looked at me, surprised by my bloodshot eyes from the tears that soaked my pillow, and said, after staring at me for a moment: "We'll eat together. I've finished preparing the food." Then he fell silent. It seemed like he wanted to ask about my condition but didn’t. He rubbed my head and left, and without saying a word, I followed him to eat together. 

I looked at the food and the dishes filling the table, thinking there might be someone else to join us. I started eating slowly, with no appetite. It seemed that my father had to cook, as I never learned how after my mother passed before she could teach me. I watched my father eat hungrily, as if he were completing a task he needed to finish before retreating back into his solitude, his office filled with papers and files. I finished my food while he quickly finished his, got up from his chair, and stood by the window, contemplating the raindrops hitting the ground, lost in thoughts I couldn’t understand, but they seemed to stir something deep within him. Maybe it was a longing for something, as rain makes memories collide inside, just as it collides with the earth. His steps were slow and steady, carrying a sense of maturity and masculinity. He walked to his office and closed the door behind him. I longed to see him, to feel his presence and have him be my shelter from the sorrow in my heart, hoping it would bring happiness back. 

I placed the bread in the basket and cleaned the table, washing the dishes. The water was cold, so much so that my hands froze, and I no longer felt them. I put the coffee pot on the stove, filled with a mixture of coffee and water, feeling it would take longer to boil due to how cold the water was. I felt I resembled that moment—how long it took my body to warm up while the cold engulfed it in a second. I went back to my room and stood by the window. The rain had stopped, but the wind was strong enough to almost uproot the trees. I picked up my pen to write, feeling there was something inside me yearning to burst out, to be written on paper, something I couldn’t speak. Maybe it was the storm outside and the sky dressed in its black gown, illuminated by the bright moon, that stirred something inside me, making me feel as though the night was inviting me to become part of it, to be carried away by the wind into a different world where the stars invited me to dance with them, to the rhythm of the raindrops. I saw the shadows of everyone who
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