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For my mother, father, sister, grandmother and my only son Paško, also all my brothers and sisters around the world. I pray to Almighty God, Craeator of Heaven and Earth, to grant them beneficial knowledge, good sustenance, deeds that are accepted and guidance in this world and eternal success in hereafter.
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Iza jaaa’a nasrul-laahi walfath

Wa ra-aitan naasa yadkhuloona fee deenil laahi afwajaa

Fasabbih bihamdi rabbika wastaghfirh, innahoo kaana tawwaaba 

When the help comes from Allah, and victory (is granted),

and you see people entering Allah's religion in multitudes

then extol the praise of your Lord and pray to Him for

forgiveness. For He indeed is ever disposed to accept repentance.
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The village of my birth had no name. Not one etched on a map or whispered in government records. It existed in the creases of forgotten hills, tucked between emerald valleys where time itself hesitated, where clouds curled low enough to kiss the rooftops, and where the wind carried not just weather—but stories.

They called it "The Place Where Stars Fall to Listen," though even that name was spoken only in reverent murmurs by the elders around fires that crackled like ancient bones. It was a village older than memory, stitched together with cracked clay homes, timber carved by hand, and the persistent scent of burning wood that coiled into every childhood breath I ever took.

We had no luxuries. No running water, no electricity worth boasting about. What we did have were cattle bells chiming like lullabies, goats that climbed the hills like nimble ghosts, and soil so stubborn it had to be coaxed into surrendering life.

I was the son of a seamstress and a carpenter. Their hands carried the wisdom of creation—the hum of thread pulled tight, the rhythm of hammers shaping timber that would defy storms. I knew how to knot a fishing line before I could spell my own name, how to read the flight of birds long before I could decipher books.

But I always wanted more. Even before I understood what "more" meant.

My grandmother, a sharp-eyed woman with silver-streaked braids and a voice like worn leather, would sit beneath the fig tree outside our home and tell me, "The sky is God's scroll, boy. Every star's a letter, and every cloud's a forgotten story. It's up to you to learn the language."

I listened. And I watched.

The other children chased goats and played in the river's shallow bends. I painted the spirits of trees on the mudbrick walls and spent hours talking to shadows along the riverbank, where the reeds whispered secrets. The old healer once touched my forehead with fingers stained from herbal tinctures and muttered, "The boy has the eye. He sees what the world hides."

School was a one-room hut with walls that leaned like drunks after a festival, where our teacher—a stooped man named Yusuf with dusty shoes and chalk-covered fingers—spoke of the world beyond the hills. His words were sparks. Each lesson on history, on distant empires, on the unfathomable human mind, only fanned the embers smoldering inside me.

I devoured every brittle, borrowed book that passed through the village like a contraband relic. I sketched crude maps of cities I had never seen: Paris, Cairo, Marrakesh—their names foreign spells on my tongue. Psychology, though I didn’t yet know the word, called to me like an echo buried beneath my ribs.

But dreams are dangerous in a place stitched together by survival.

When I told my mother I wanted to leave—to find the cities where minds unravel mysteries—her eyes filled with rain. "You are our roots," she whispered, cupping my face as though I were fragile clay. "And roots don’t chase stars."

I kissed her palms, the skin calloused from endless stitching, and smiled with the conviction of the young—reckless and burning. "Even stars have roots," I told her. "They just shine far."

And so, I left.

One gray autumn morning, with a satchel of borrowed books, my father’s carved necklace swinging against my chest, and a notebook full of untamed dreams, I slipped away from the only world I had known. The village watched me with wary eyes—unsure whether to bless me or bury the boy who dared to challenge the hills.

The train station was forty kilometers away—a distance that chewed through resolve and softened the bravest steps. I walked.

The path twisted through forests where fog clung to ancient trees, their branches arching overhead like cathedral vaults. Every rustle in the underbrush was a hymn of doubt. Every crow’s caw, a warning. But I pressed on—shedding old fears with every footfall.

I slept beneath a sky so vast it threatened to swallow me whole—and yet, it whispered promises: of cities veined with neon, of minds aflame with curiosity, of stars whose songs I had yet to decipher.

When I finally reached the station, blistered and threadbare, the conductor—a grizzled man with eyes like chipped obsidian—laughed at my torn shoes but waved me aboard.

The train exhaled steam and destiny.

Paris awaited—a storm of glass, steel, and histories older than my grandmother’s legends. And though I didn’t yet know it, the journey from nameless hills to starbound skies had only begun.

I was no longer a boy chasing shadows. I was a mapmaker of the unseen.

And every map leads—eventually—to the edge of the sky.
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