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PROLOGUE
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The plane began its descent, and the sky was grey—
like a wound opening with slow, patient silence.
Below, dusk cooled over the wide plains of Anatolia, 
the spring of 2035 settling into twilight.
Ankara’s lights flickered one by one, 
roads stretching like thin veins toward the heart of the city.
Umut gazed out the window.
This city had once been her entire world; 
now it felt as distant as a childhood home appearing in a stranger’s dream.
Sixteen years...
Sixteen years between leaving as a frightened girl
and returning as a woman, a mother, a migrant, a believer—
a whole quiet lifetime lived in between two moments.
Max, seated beside her, glanced at her with a calm, reassuring smile.
Five-year-old Deniz slept soundly in her lap, 
blissfully unaware of the weight of their return, 
of the invisible tension humming in the air.
Umut rested her hand on her daughter’s hair; 
her fingers trembled.
In that small head lived both her own lost childhood
and all the hopes of tomorrow.
She drew a deep breath.
Inside her, two voices collided—
one was the freedom she had learned
in the stone-lined streets of Germany, 
the other the cautious instinct inherited
from Ankara’s secret fears.
Two beliefs, two identities, two lives—
two entire worlds carried within one body.
Who am I now?
Her father’s helpless daughter?
Or a woman trying to walk toward Allah (Glorified and Exalted is He—Subḥānahu wa Taʿālā, swt) with her own mind?
As the city grew larger beyond the window, her chest tightened.
A place’s soul lived not in its buildings but in its people—
and that soul had shifted, hardened, softened, and fractured
in the sixteen years she had been gone.
The pilot announced the landing.
The engines slowed. Silence settled over the cabin.
Umut closed her eyes, whispering a quiet du’a — a personal Islamic supplication — inside her heart she had memorized as a child:
Rabbim — My Lord, Allah, lead me not into the shadow of my childhood but into the light of its truth.

In that moment, something unknown was already unfolding—
the long war between her īmān—not blind belief, but a conscious, examined faith rooted in understanding—and her reason, 
waged quietly in her mind for years, 
was preparing to descend from the sky onto the soil of her past.
The door she was about to face
was not just the entrance to a house—
but the threshold of a trial she had spent sixteen years trying not to name.
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THE DAUGHTER OF HER FATHER
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The grey light of an Ankara morning slipped through the gap in the curtains when a single voice broke the silence: 
“Umut, wake up, my girl. The time for fajr salah — the dawn prayer — is almost over.”
Five-year-old Umut buried her head deeper into the pillow, wrapped tightly in her blanket.

Her father, Gölgebir, did not have a gentle voice—yet it was full of a stern kind of love, the kind that sounded like an order but carried protection inside it.

In that house, love rarely spoke softly; 
it hid inside quiet commands.
As she crawled out from under the blanket, her eyes drifted to the calendar on the wall.
A Turkish flag rose between mountains.
Below it, in fine print: 
“Order is Allah’s (Subhanahu wa ta'ala—swt) visage upon the earth.”
In the living room, the sajjadah — the Muslim prayer mat — had been laid out with care.
Zühre, in the kitchen, brewed tea in silence while soft Qur’an recitation drifted from the radio.
Every sound in the house was measured—
nothing excessive, 
no word wasted.
Gölgebir had not yet put on his uniform.
In his grey pajamas, he sat before the sajjadah with military precision.
He looked at his daughter and touched her forehead gently.
“Allah loves order, kızım. Salah, too, is a kind of order.”
Umut climbed onto his knee and raised her tiny hands for du’a, the Islamic supplication of the heart.
She didn’t know all the words yet, but she murmured them as if she did.
When she whispered “Āmīn,” her eyes closed—
and within that small body lived both peace and fear.
After the salah, her father stood and moved to the mirror.
He dressed in silence, buttoning his uniform with ritual precision.
Every movement held meaning, as if the fabric he wore were not clothing but a vow.
Umut looked at her father’s reflection: 
on one side, he was praying on the mat; 
on the other, the epaulets gleamed in the first light of dawn.
Two worlds for a child—
yet in her mind they merged into one sentence: 
“To obey is the same as to believe.”
Zühre straightened Umut’s collar as she set the tea on the table and smiled. 
“Look, dear, you know your father; he likes everything in its proper order. Go on, take your seat and don't let your tea get cold.”
That morning, as steam from the teapot drifted upward, 
Umut noticed something for the very first time: 
her father’s shadow as he made du’a
and the shadow of his uniform
fell on the very same spot.
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It was a spring-scented morning at the Academy. 
Umut walked through the campus gates holding her father’s hand tightly.
The orderly paths, the rows of pine trees, the soldiers on duty—
to her it all looked like a grand playground.
But her father’s firm steps silently declared: 
“This is not a place for play.”
Gölgebir was scheduled to teach a class that day, 
but he wanted to bring his daughter along for a while. 
“This morning you’ll meet Bey Amca,” he had said at breakfast — using the Turkish term for a respected elder. “He loves words. Like you—he knows how to listen.”
“Bey Amca”—that name stayed with her. 
He was a wise academic who taught foreign languages.
A graduate of one of the country’s finest universities, 
he slipped English words into his impeccable Turkish—
yet never out of arrogance.
He was neither an ordinary teacher nor an ordinary officer.
When Gölgebir spoke of him, it was as if he spoke of both a friend and a guide.
He waited for them in the courtyard.
His khaki uniform collar was neatly pressed, 
and though it was a spring morning, the cloth moved with the disciplined calm of the man wearing it.
His smile was warm but deliberate; 
when he listened to someone, even his eyes held still.
He knelt to meet Umut at eye level. 
“So you must be Gölgebir’s little student?” 
“I’m not his student—I’m his daughter!” Umut replied, shy but proud.
Bey Amca laughed and gently tapped Umut on the nose. 
“I know, my dear girl, I know... but your father is such a man that even just by being his daughter, you learn so much without even realizing it.”
Then he took a small colorful book from his pocket—
the cover showed a child and a bird. 
“This is an English storybook,” he said. 
“There are only three words inside: sky, bird, listen.”
Umut looked at it with curiosity. 
“Look, kızım,” Bey Amca said, placing his finger on the bird pictured in the book. “You don’t memorize a bird’s song, do you? You simply hear it. Language is just like that. If you hear it with your heart, you’ll find that one day, it has become your own voice.”
Umut smiled and repeated: 
“Sky... Bird... Listen...”
“That’s it!” He tapped his temple playfully. 
“You spoke without thinking.
A language is the voice of the heart before it becomes the voice of the mind.”
From a distance, Gölgebir watched them.
When he saw his daughter laugh, something in his eyes softened—
for just a moment.
Then he checked the time and returned to discipline.
Bey Amca stood up and ruffled Umut’s hair gently. 
“One day, if you truly grasp the secret of words, 
you will understand not only languages—
but people.”
A breeze passed through the pines then.
The rustle of leaves sounded like a whisper: 
“Listen...”
Umut never forgot that word.
Years later, in a library in Germany, 
she would hear that same whisper inside her mind.
That night in bed she murmured, 
“Sky... Bird... Listen...”
She didn’t yet know what they meant—
but they sounded beautiful.
It was as though those words had always been inside her. 
Bey Amca had been right: 
A language is not learned.
It is remembered.
*
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The Maghrib adhan had just ended.
From the kitchen came the smell of dinner mingling with the faint buzz of the radio news: 
words meant for adults—
“ministers,” “corruption,” “tape recordings,” “operations”...
Umut understood none of them, 
but she understood the tension in their tone. 
The louder the voices on the radio grew, 
the quieter their home became.
Gölgebir sat upright in his chair, 
studying newspaper headlines intently.
The strictness of his soldier’s posture
clashed with the shadow spreading across his face. 
News hour had once brought life to their home.
Now it felt like standing guard.
Zühre stirred the pot; 
the metal of the spoon clinked with unease.
Gölgebir slowly folded the newspaper in his hand and set it aside. His voice was low but grave,
“The air is thickening, Zühre. This won’t just stay on the television; it will reach us, too. From now on, we must be more careful, even inside this house, even at our own doorstep.”
‘Being careful’ became a word frequently heard in the house after that evening.
When the doorbell rang, lights dimmed.
No one looked out the window.
When the phone rang, 
Zühre checked the number—
then looked at Gölgebir. 
Every conversation became a whisper.
Every visitor a quiet interrogation.
Umut didn’t understand, 
but she felt everything.
Her father’s footsteps had a new rhythm.
At fajr salah, he no longer made du’a as long; 
and when folding his sajjadah, 
a brooding shadow fell across his face.
One evening, she saw an open file on his desk.
Words she couldn’t fully read: 
“Purge list,” “investigation,” “connection”... 
A line was underlined in pen: 
“Silence is sometimes the only way to preserve oneself.”
That night she could not sleep. 
From the living room doorway she saw her father.
Under the lamp, he looked less like a man
and more like a shadow rooted to the earth.
He seemed to be reading Qur’an, 
but no sound left his lips.
On the wall behind him, 
the shadow of the sajjadah and the shadow of his uniform
merged once more.
*
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There were guests in the house — close friends, gathered for an ordinary summer evening meal.
As the tea brewed, warm air drifted in from the balcony, and the table overflowed with conversation. 
Umut was studying in her room, but she glanced out the window.
The streets felt strange.
They were usually quiet at this hour, yet tonight there was movement.
Car lights flickered differently.
It was as if the city had stopped to hold its breath.
The conversation at the table slowly loosened.
Gölgebir was the first to notice the distant rumble in the sky.
Jets were flying low.
At first he wondered, A drill?
But the odd rotation speed of the helicopters pressed a weight onto his chest.
“Strange...” he murmured.

The guests looked toward him, curious, 
but he offered no explanation.
Everyone felt the sudden shift in the air.
Just then, a large municipal truck pulled up in front of the building.
The driver shut off the engine, lit a cigarette, and waited.
They usually worked during the day. 
That silent vigil so close to midnight changed even the expressions on the guests’ faces.
Umut kept studying in her room, 
but the house itself seemed different now.
Near 11 p.m., Gölgebir’s phone buzzed.
A WhatsApp message appeared: 
“Come to the school immediately. Use the fastest means.” 
His heart sped up.
A call at this hour was never ordinary.
The guests noticed the stillness on his face.
Zühre set her teacup down softly. 
“Is something wrong?” one of the guests whispered.
Gölgebir drew a short breath. 
“I have to report for duty.” he said.
His voice was neither hard nor gentle — only inevitable.
“Duty? At this hour?” Zühre asked. 
“There may be an emergency. Don’t worry.”
The guests exchanged uneasy glances. 
“May it pass safely, komutanım,” one of them said — using the respectful Turkish address for a commanding officer. 
“Let’s hope it’s nothing serious.”
With a faint nod, Gölgebir rose from the table.
In that house, the word duty always carried a quiet weight.
At that moment Umut appeared in the doorway. 
“Baba? Where are you going at this hour?”
Gölgebir paused while putting on his boots. He walked over to Umut and tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. On his face was that familiar, reassuring smile, trying to hide his anxiety.

“I have to head to the school, my lovely girl. There’s an emergency; I’ll handle it and be right back.”

Umut took her father’s hand. “But it’s so noisy outside. You will come back, won't you?”

Gölgebir pressed a long kiss to his daughter’s forehead, his voice softer this time: “Of course I’ll come back... Don't you worry at all. Now, go back inside to your studies; finish one more page by the time I’m back. Is it a promise?”

Umut nodded slowly. “Promise.”

No one knew it then, 
but that last look between them
was a farewell. 
And after that night, 
nothing would ever be the same again.
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The streets were strange.
Barricades.
Municipal trucks at intersections.
Military vehicles on bridges. 
Music still played on the radio—
as if the country refused to wake to its own catastrophe.
In the rearview mirror, 
a car with dim headlights seemed to follow him.
He accelerated—
the car accelerated.
Then it disappeared. 
Was I imagining things? he wondered.
But the voice inside him would not quiet.
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Familiar faces at the door.
It was Friday night, so everyone wore training uniforms.
The commander was nowhere to be seen. 
“He’s in a meeting,” they said. 
“What do we do?”
“We wait.”
And so they waited.
For hours. 
Footsteps echoed in the corridors.
Every glance carried an unspoken question: 
“Which side are you on?” 
Words ran out.
Silence spoke. 
He remembered something an officer once told him: 
“This country has never been without shadows.” 
He hadn’t understood then—
but by morning he would.
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When he returned home, the television was on. 
Scrolling headlines: 
“Coup attempt crushed.”
“Traitors captured.” 
Zühre was crying.
Umut clung to him. 
“Baba, I was scared!” 
“So was I...” he said—
but he didn’t explain.
Because the real fear was only beginning.
*
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Then came a second summons.
And this time the air was heavier.  
Interrogations.
Forms.
Statements. 
“Where were you on the night of July 15th?”
“Here.”
“Any connection to the coup plotters?”
“No.” 
But with each “No,”
the suspicion deepened—
as if innocence itself were now a crime
that required proof.
*
[image: ]


The house felt sealed.
Zühre’s hands trembled around her teacup. 
“Will they take us too?”
“I hope not.”
“But if they do?”
“Then what happens to Umut? She’ll be alone.”
Outside, a siren wailed.
A police convoy passed down the street.
The noise outside and the silence inside
merged—
as if fate had already been written.
That night, Zühre made a decision. 
“Perhaps we must send Umut away.
To Germany.
She’s still young—but she’ll be safe there.”
Gölgebir said nothing.
He simply laid out his sajjadah
and placed his head in sajdah. 
From the doorway, 
Umut watched him. 
He did not look like a man making du’a, 
but a shadow trying to root itself into the earth.
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That shadow had become the house’s only refuge. 
The light stayed off all night.
Only the ticking clock grew heavier, 
each click landing with more weight—
as if time itself, along with the furniture, 
were being interrogated.
By morning, the decision was sealed. 
A ticket bought.
An address written.
A du’a memorized.
Zühre packed her daughter’s clothes, her notebook, 
and a small folded note written by Gölgebir. 
Umut tucked the paper into her pocket.
At Esenboğa Airport, 
the first flights were taking off.
The sky hung over the city like a grey shroud. 
Gölgebir stared beyond the runway—
as if toward an invisible border.
He hugged his daughter tightly. 
“Don’t stay with us, my girl.
Because staying is no longer the same as living.”
Zühre did not cry.
She stroked her daughter’s hair—
each strand holding a bit of childhood, 
a bit of homeland.
“Anne... will I come back?” Umut whispered.
Zühre’s voice cracked. 
“Every du’a is a return, my girl.
But some returns take longer.”
At passport control, 
Umut turned back.
Her parents were silhouettes now—
two shadows in a land where light no longer entered. 
Those two shadows
were the conscience of a nation.
“Student?” the officer asked. 
“Yes.” 
“Good luck.” 
She lowered her head.
It felt less like a farewell
and more like the quiet beginning of a testimony.
When the plane took off, 
Ankara shrank—
its fears shrinking with it, 
but the ache in her could not travel with the plane—
such pain never changes altitude.
Umut unfolded the note in her pocket.
Her father’s hand had trembled as he wrote: 
“Speak the words we could not speak.
Be free—not for us, 
but for yourself.”
She didn’t fully understand, 
but she cried under the weight of it. 
Some words do not wound by meaning—
but by burden.
Below, above the grey city, 
her father’s du’a echoed: 
“Rabbim, 
protect this child not only from the sky
but from the earth as well.
Bless her steps with the silence we were forced to keep.”
And in that moment, 
Zühre understood: 
sometimes a mother does not give birth—
she releases a child into the world. 
That day, Ankara lost a family.
But in Berlin, 
a hope was born. 
Because sometimes leaving
is not escape—
but the truest step one can take toward Allah. 
And sometimes, 
a daughter becomes the voice
for all the words
her father could never say.
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THE SHADOW OF A NEW LANGUAGE
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As the plane began its descent, Umut looked out the window.
The Berlin sky stretched across the horizon like heavy gray silk drawn slowly across the dusk.
Along the edges of dusk, the first lights of the city were flickering awake—quiet, measured, foreign.
What she left behind was not only a homeland; 
perhaps it was also the boundary of her childhood.
In the seat beside her, an elderly woman fingered her prayer beads.
The rhythmic click of each bead brushing another
merged with the beating of Umut’s heart.
The woman murmured, “Allah protect you, my girl.”
Umut smiled, her eyes filling.
That smile was itself a farewell—
to the doorway where she had embraced her father for the last time, 
to her mother’s quiet du’a, 
to rooms that would never again feel the same.
When the plane touched the runway with the sound of rubber meeting earth, 
Umut wrote the sentence forming inside her onto her notebook:
“Sometimes a person doesn’t collide with the ground but with their own past.”
The notebook lay on her lap.
Black-covered, frayed at the edges, 
its front read in small letters: “My Father’s Notebook.”
Gölgebir had given it to her the day before she left. 
“Whenever you want to speak, write it here,” he had said. 
“I will read it. Whenever I’ll hear from there.”
Umut opened to the first page.
Her father’s handwriting filled it: 
“My girl, the words we never speak grow inside us—but they do not fall silent.
Silence darkens the sky within a person.”
An announcement echoed overhead: 
“Willkommen in Berlin.”
Umut closed the notebook.
The foreign phrase rang in her ears—
as if Allah were playing a small joke on her, 
a new country spoken in a voice that still carried the pain of the old one.
The airport was wide, sterile, and scentless.
Nothing shouted or hurried the way it did in Turkey.
It was as if everyone carried their own private silence.
In so much silence, even one’s breath felt excessive.
At passport control, the officer peered over her glasses. 
“Was ist der Zweck Ihres Aufenthalts?” — What is the purpose of your stay?
Umut startled, then managed a steady answer in German: 
“Schule... Lernen.” — school, to study.
The woman nodded and stamped the passport.
That single sound—klack!—
felt like the sealing of her past.
She took her suitcase and walked toward the exit.
A sharp gust of wind struck her face as the doors slid open.
In that wind she heard her father’s voice: 
“Wind is the most honest form of loneliness, my girl.
Whatever you do, it always meets your face.”
Her relatives were waiting outside.
Her cousin Yusuf, whom she had not seen in years, wrapped a scarf around her neck. 
“Welcome, Umut,” he said—softly. 
“Don’t get cold.” 
But he didn’t hug her.
As if touching her might stain him with the past.
They got into the car.
She looked out the window: 
the city was orderly, cold, and flawless—
but inside her everything was scattered.
Yusuf spoke. 
“You’ll stay with us for a week. Then school placements will be clear.
I talked with your father. Bey Amca will also call you.”
Bey Amca.
An old voice stirred within her.
Her father’s friend from the academy, 
the wise linguist with the gray hair, 
the officer whose words carried both gentleness and gravity.
Her father once told her, 
“Be like Bey Amca: learn a language not only to speak it, but to understand it.”
That evening, Umut settled into the guest room.
The bed was stiff, the blanket thin; the room dim and scentless—
yet it was the silence that pressed hardest on her ears.
When everything grew still, echoes from Turkey rose inside her: 
du’a mingled with sirens, 
her mother’s trembling voice saying “Don’t look at the door,”
her father’s silhouette sinking into the earth as he went into sajdah.
She opened her notebook and wrote: 
“Rabbim, raise me not in the shadow of my childhood
but in the light of truth—
though at times that light resembles shadow.”
She closed the page and laid her head on the pillow.
Her last thought before sleep was: 
Is my father still in sajdah, 
or is the earth itself his sajdah now?
The wind outside brushed the curtain.
Umut shivered—
not reaching for the blanket, 
but for her īmān.
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At dawn’s first pale light slipping between the curtains, 
Umut forgot for a moment where she was.
The pillow’s scent was foreign, 
a sterile loneliness somewhere between soap and silence.
She stared at the ceiling; the ticking clock seemed to speak—
each second like the heartbeat of a new country.
Yusuf’s voice came from the door. 
“Umut, breakfast is ready.”
“I’m coming.”
She rose and looked at herself in the mirror.
Shadows ringed her eyes—
not from sleeplessness, 
but from displacement.
In the kitchen, Selma Hanım invited her to the table set with toast and jam. 
“We’re used to it,” she said gently. “Breakfast here is always quiet.”
Indeed, no one spoke.
German news murmured from the TV, 
but the words hit the wall and fell back, 
each one whispering to Umut: 
“You are not one of us yet.”
At one point Yusuf handed her his phone. 
“Bey Amca called. He wants to see you tomorrow about the school.” 
Umut lifted her head, 
a distant memory glinting in her eyes.
She remembered long conversations in her father’s study—
and once, Bey Amca saying: 
“Language is not merely communication, Gölgebir.
Through words, a person perceives both the world and īmān itself.” 
As a child she had not understood.
Now, in Berlin’s cold air, the meaning began to unfold.
*
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The next morning, gray sky draped itself over Berlin.
After breakfast, Yusuf jingled the car keys. 
“Come on, let’s go see Bey Amca. He wants to talk about the school.” 
Umut lowered her head slightly, gripping her notebook. 
They got into the car.
Yusuf spoke little; the city was quiet.
Every street felt like an unfamiliar rule, 
every face a different kind of cold.
Looking out the window, she longed for Ankara’s dusty mornings.

Bey Amca lived in a calm neighborhood.
A modest third-floor apartment. 
Yusuf pulled over. 
“I’ll drop you off here. I’ve got an appointment in an hour, 
but I’ll pick you up afterward.” 
His voice carried both care and distance. 
Umut nodded and stepped out.
Cold air struck her face.
As Yusuf drove away, the vapor from the exhaust rose—
a brief farewell dissolving into the street.
She rang the bell.
Inside, a warm voice called, 
“Are you here? Come in, come in!”
When the door opened, a wave of cinnamon warmth greeted her.
Münevver Hanım was short, soft-faced, wrapped in a light shawl, knitting needles in hand. 
“Welcome, my girl,” she said, smiling. 
“Come inside, the heater is on.”
The home was simple but warm.
Old photographs of Turkey hung on the walls; 
on a shelf, German and Turkish books mingled. 
While setting down the tea tray, she looked at Umut. 
“I knew your father. A dignified man.
So you are that little girl.” 
Umut bowed her head slightly. “Yes.”
Soon, Bey Amca stepped in.
His gray hair still neat, his eyes calm behind the glasses.
He extended his hand. 
“Welcome, Umut, dear.
You’ve grown so much. Time truly has flown.”
Inside Umut, it was not an old echo that rose, but a new meaning.
In his voice she heard her father’s shadow—
not from the past, 
but from the future. 
He spoke of people who didn’t merely speak languages
but shaped whole worlds with them. 
And Umut realized: 
To understand meant not only translating words, 
but translating pain. 
A new language was perhaps learning to read your past from another tongue.
Münevver Hanım poured tea into narrow glasses. 
“Sugar, my girl?”
“Thank you, plain is fine.” 
She nodded. 
“Your father drank it that way, too.” 
She returned to her chair, knitting.
With each loop of yarn, 
she seemed to tuck a tiny du’a into the room.
Bey Amca asked about her plans, 
her language level, 
and her hopes.
His words guided rather than judged. 
“Children like you do not grow easily,” he said. 
“You’ve crossed hard paths.
Now words will be both your shelter
and your bridge.” 
Umut nodded, though inside she wondered, Which bridge?
Bridges, for her, had always meant separation.
As Münevver Hanım kept working her knitting, 
the tea in the glasses had grown cold, 
and the conversation had slowly given way to silence.
Bey Amca sifted through some files, then looked up. 
“Schooling in Berlin isn’t easy,” he said. 
“But I’ve spoken with a few places.
We’ll assess your language level, then decide.” 
Umut nodded.
There were words she could not bring herself to speak.
He studied her face carefully. 
“Your father raised you well,” he said, 
“but there is another kind of weariness in your eyes.
What is it?”
She bit her lip. 
“I don’t know.
Maybe... maybe I’m afraid I’ll forget to make du’a.”
“Forgetting is sometimes another form of remembering,” he said. 
“When learning a new language, old words disappear first.
Then new ones come.
Imān is like that too—
old forms die, meaning is born again.”
Umut opened her notebook and wrote: 
“Perhaps īmān, like a language, must be learned anew.”
Bey Amca smiled. 
“Good. Then we begin.
Tomorrow I’ll take you to the school director.
Remember, a school teaches lessons—
I teach what words become.”
At that moment, Münevver Hanım tied another knot in her knitting—
as if adding a silent āmīn to every sentence. 
Then she lifted her eyes and added softly, 
“Every path begins with separation, kızım, 
but if woven with patience, 
it ends in reunion.”
In that moment, 
Umut felt, for the first time, 
that she belonged somewhere.
That smile—
it was the first warmth she had found in Berlin.
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On the way back, Berlin was gray again, 
but this time she saw a flock of sparrows in the sky.
All flying in the same direction—
none colliding.
She opened her notebook and wrote: 
“Maybe what I must learn here
is to live without colliding.”
She closed the notebook.
A voice within her whispered: 
Your father was like that, my girl—
even as everything broke, 
he never collided with anyone.
For the first time in Berlin’s cold, 
Umut smiled.
*
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In the morning, a thin rain washed Berlin’s streets—
as if the city were rinsing off the night’s thoughts. 
Bey Amca arrived with the car.
The wipers moved across the windshield
like a rhythmic du’a. 
“Hurry, my girl,” he said. 
“We’ll talk to the school.”
Raindrops slid along the glass, merging into trails.
Umut watched the water move with the city.
The sound of the rain felt like another language—
the first words of a country she had yet to translate.
Silence filled the car.
German news murmured on the radio; 
Umut understood only half the words, 
but felt the order in the tone—
a country where everything stayed in its place.
The school building stood at the city’s edge, 
all glass and white corridors—
a sterile world. 
At the door, a tall woman with glasses greeted them.
Folder in hand, measured smile on her face. 
“Guten Morgen, Herr Beyoğlu,” she said.
Then, turning to Umut: 
“Willkommen, Umut. Wir freuen uns auf dich.”
She did not understand at first, 
until Bey Amca whispered: 
“The headmistress, Frau Schneider.
They’re glad you’re here.
Soon they will give you a small language test.”
Frau Schneider showed them the school: 
laboratories, a library, a gym.
Everything was orderly—
and cold.
Even the smiling faces in the graduation photos
seemed to smile from a distance.
“This is your new ground,” said Bey Amca. 
“Your father would have been proud.” 
Umut said nothing.
Pride was a wound now.
She no longer knew
whose pride belonged to whom
nor whose shame.
When the test was done, 
Frau Schneider nodded. 
“Sehr gut. Your language intuition is high.
You may begin in the second semester of first year.”
Bey Amca smiled. 
“See? Words open your path again.” 
She thanked them—
though inside something weighed on her.
Words opened paths; 
but where did the path lead?
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That afternoon, 
Bey Amca stopped the car in front of the dormitory.
A small, tidy building. 
“This is where you’ll stay,” he said. 
“The first day is always hard, 
but remember—
no language is harder than loneliness.” 
She nodded. 
“Thank you.” 
He didn’t get out—
just lifted his hand in farewell. 
Something in Umut tore—
as if that wave were her final glance at her past.
Inside, the door to her room bore two names: 
Umut & Melis. 
The room was neat but cold.
One bed made; 
on the other, a note: 
“Ich bin Melis.
Ich komme später.
M.”
Umut held the paper.
The letters felt not like a new alphabet
but a new kind of loneliness. 
So this was her roommate.
Melis—
a Turkish name, 
written in German.
Suspended between two places, 
just like herself.
She unpacked, 
then opened her notebook: 
“New school, new world.
A person learns everywhere, 
but belongs nowhere.”
The door opened.
A girl with long hair and an open face stepped inside, coffee in hand. 
“Hi,” she said—then switched to Turkish. 
“You must be the new one. I’m Melis.” 
Umut smiled. “Yes.” 
Melis sat cross-legged on her bed, clutching her mug with both hands. “This place is strange, Umut. You’re not fully from back home anymore, yet you can’t quite belong here either. I think being caught in between is what tires a person’s faith the most. Sometimes, you feel distant from both your homeland and your Creator.”
The sentence echoed inside Umut, 
stretching all the way to the silent clock on the wall.
That night, lights went out one by one.
Melis slept.
Umut cracked open the window, 
and Berlin’s cold filled the room. 
She laid her sajjadah on the floor.
She raised her hands—
but the words caught in her throat.
She didn’t know whether to make du’a in German or Turkish. 
Then she whispered only this: 
“Rabbim... whatever language I call You in—will You still hear me?” 
And that night, 
du’a was not a word
but a breath.
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Evening in her room was quiet.
Melis had gone out.
Umut placed her computer on the desk; 
the blue screen lit the dim room.
When the Zoom call connected, 
her mother’s face appeared, 
then her father’s shadow. 
Gölgebir’s voice was the same—
deep, but weary. 
“Can you hear me, kızım?” 
“I hear you, Baba.” 
Zühre’s hands trembled around her tea glass. 
“Don’t get cold there, okay?” she said. 
Umut smiled, eyes wet. 
“I’m fine, Anne. The weather’s good—the rain stopped.” 
She knew she was lying; 
the rain still fell softly outside.
For a while the three were silent—
as if words were not carried by the Internet
but by longing. 
The dark rings under her father’s eyes
were witnesses to days without sleep.
Zühre asked, 
“You’re not missing your salah, are you?” 
Umut lowered her head. 
“I’m praying my salah, Anne,” she said—
though the lie slipped out like a whispered du’a.
Silence thickened on the screen. 
Then her father spoke, steady as always: 
“It’s still difficult here. But alhamdulillah.
The study circle still continues.
Elif and Yasemin never miss it. They keep me company.”
Umut nodded.
That study circle—that narrow basement room where a few young students gathered around him—remained a quiet refuge in her memory, 
though now she was thousands of kilometers away from it.
Her voice trembled suddenly. 
“Baba... I feel as if my du’a doesn’t reach the sky.
It hits a wall—
and falls back into my heart.”
Zühre’s eyes filled. 
“It happens,” her father said. 
“Maybe the wall you speak of
is a veil Allah places
to protect you from yourself.”
“What if it never opens?” 
He smiled gently. 
“Then words open it.
Write, my girl.
When you cannot make du’a, write.”
The screen darkened.
Silence remained. 
Umut removed her headphones, 
closed the laptop softly, 
and lay on her bed.
She closed her eyes.
Ankara’s summer evenings came to her—
neighbors’ stares, 
whispers at school: 
“She’s the putschist’s daughter.” 
A teacher once asked her, in front of the class, 
“Why haven’t they arrested your father yet?” 
The class had fallen silent.
No one laughed—
but the looks were harsher than laughter.
Umut hadn’t raised her head.
She had only shut her notebook—
as if closing not a page, 
but a life.
She had not cried when she returned home that night.
She had turned off the lamp, pulled a single sheet of paper from her father’s bookshelf, 
and begun writing—without lines, without pause.
A letter to her father. 
But she could not give it to him the next morning.
When she saw the quiet certainty in his eyes, that unshakable īmān, 
she chose silence instead.
Now, in her small dorm room in Berlin, 
she relived that day.
The letter echoed in her mind: 
You taught me how to struggle, 
how to endure—
but never how to survive, Baba.
She pulled the blanket to her chin.
For a moment she wondered
if that letter still sat on his bookshelf, 
perhaps unopened. 
Maybe he’ll find it one day, she whispered. 
Or maybe... he shouldn’t.
Rain started once more.
Drops slid down the glass—
each one like a letter from that note, 
each one a reproach, 
a longing, 
a du’a.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

LONELINESS AND INQUIRY
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Berlin’s winter could freeze even words. Wrapped in a blanket in her dorm room, Umut stared blankly at her laptop screen—her thoughts colder than the weather outside.

Outside, the rain fell in a tone caught between sobbing and silence — as if the sky itself couldn’t decide which sorrow it wanted to choose.

A headline flickered on the screen: 
“Refugee boat sinks in the Meriç River; 3 children dead.”
Among the names, a small line in lowercase letters: 
“12-year-old Ahmet B. drowned alongside his father.”
That single “B.” pierced directly into Umut’s heart. 
In her mind, the letter fused with her father’s voice: 
“Ahmet held his father’s hand. He kept saying he would be a pilot.”
A summer day, the academy garden in Ankara...
Ahmet laughing. 
“Amca, my dad says you’re a very smart man.” 
She remembered her father in his white shirt, books in hand, stroking Ahmet’s hair. 
“You can be anything you want,” he had said—
but he couldn’t.
He would never be a pilot; he had become a bird of Paradise instead.
Tahir Amca’s son.
Ahmet.
The closest friend of her own childhood.
Umut placed both hands on the screen, as if trying to reach through the river that had taken him.
She whispered, 
“You drowned before you could fly, Ahmet.
Who soaked your wings?”
Another headline blinked to the side. 
“Allegations of strip searches in prisons resurface.”
Below it, a line: 
“A 10-year-old child was also subjected to the search.”
Umut’s breath halted. 
A small girl appeared in her memory—Zeynep.
Leaning on her mother’s shoulder, crying, 
“Anne, why did those women hurt us?” 
Her mother had said, “Try to forget.”
But how does a ten-year-old forget?
That night two children took shelter inside Umut: 
Ahmet, lost in the waters of the Meriç River; 
Zeynep, silenced at a prison gate. 
Both looked at her.
And she could save neither.
She pressed her forehead against the fogged window.
While the sleet washed the Berlin streets clean outside, 
inside her, a piece of īmān slowly unraveled. 
Her father’s old sentence echoed: 
“One day this will end.” 
Umut bit her lip. 
“Baba, it didn’t end.
It didn’t end—everyone just went quiet.”
She couldn’t hold it anymore.
She grabbed her phone.
She knew the number by heart. 
As “Baba” flashed on the screen, a sob tightened her throat.
The phone rang; he answered. 
His voice was distant, tired, like a fading dream. 
“Umut, kızım, are you alright?” 
“I’m not, Baba.” 
“What happened?” 
Her voice cracked. 
“Ahmet... He drowned.”
Silence. Gölgebir’s voice could not be heard. On the other end of the line, there was only the sound of a heavy, trembling breath. He remained silent not as a teacher or a commander, but as a man whose heart was burning for his child. Umut spoke not with words, but with sobs,
“Baba... why does Allah allow these things to
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