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The River’s Tale: Ayman’s Journey

Turns me into clouds,
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The first time Ayman’s mother took him to the river for a bath, he was only three years old.
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His eyes grew wide when he saw the big river shining in the sun.
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Children laughed and played, jumping and splashing in the water like fish.
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Boats floated on the river, carrying people and things, and birds flew above them, sometimes diving into the water.
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“Mom, is the river always this big?” Ayman asked, holding his mother’s hand.
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His mother smiled. “Yes, my dear. The river never stops moving. It comes from far away and gives life to our village.”
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Ayman dipped his toes into the water and laughed. “It’s so cold!”
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His mother laughed too. “You’ll get used to it. Come on, let’s go in.”
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She carefully put him into the cool water, and Ayman felt happy and excited.
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The river seemed to talk to him with its gentle waves, and at that moment, he knew he would love it forever.
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From then on, Ayman went to the river every day.
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He watched the water flow by his village, never stopping, always moving.
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He saw the colorful boats, birds catching fish, and villagers washing clothes or getting water.
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Fishermen threw their nets, and children played in the shallow water.
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Ayman’s village was beautiful, with green fields and tall trees.
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The small houses had roofs made of straw and were close together, with narrow paths connecting them.
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The people worked hard on their farms, fished in the river, and traded at the market.
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Every day, they gathered by the river for its cool water and the life it gave them.
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As Ayman grew older, he developed an unusual habit. Whenever he found himself alone by the river, he spoke to it.
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“River, where do you come from?” He asked one day. “Tell me the stories of the places you’ve traveled.”
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The river had never encountered such a curious, passionate boy before.
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No one had ever looked upon it with such affection. Touched by his love, the river began to answer.
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“I was born in the high mountains,” the river said softly. “The air is fresh, and the snow melts into small streams.
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As I travel, I get stronger, flowing through forests and plains, passing villages and cities, always moving forward.”
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The river shared tales of lands both near and distant, of big mountains, endless deserts, and whispering jungles.
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Ayman listened closely, as if enchanted by an ancient storyteller.
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“I am not just water, Ayman,” the river said. “I am a traveler, a wanderer. I never stop, never rest.
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I have seen empires rise and fall, Kings and peasants drink from my waters, and countless creatures find their homes along my banks.”
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Ayman’s eyes widened in awe. “But don’t you ever get tired?” He asked.
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“You never stop, never take a break. Doesn’t that make you lonely?”

The river laughed. Its ripples sparkled in the sunlight.
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“Ah, my dear child, I do
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