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Prologue
The road stretched ahead, endless and unmarked. Each step fell on stones worn smooth by those who had walked before him, though their footsteps had long since faded. Only silence remained—deep, patient, waiting.
Sabir had spent years walking in shadows, avoiding the past that trailed behind him. But now, he had come to the place where it all began. An invitation. A final chance. If he turned away now, he might never return. If he failed, he would remain lost forever.
The air thickened as he neared the village, mist curling around his feet, clinging to his coat like unseen hands. The outline of crumbling walls emerged from the haze. Familiar, yet distant. His ancestors’ home. A place he had abandoned. A place that had never let him go.
A presence stirred at his back. Not a shadow, not a figure—just a whisper of something familiar. Sabir did not turn, but he felt it. A pulse in the air. A name he had not spoken aloud in years.
Mermer.
The name slid through his mind, unsettling yet known. A flicker of warmth, a sharp edge of pain. The sensation of something—or someone—trailing just a step behind him.
His hands clenched, the rough fabric of his coat grounding him. I am alone. But the road did not agree. It carried echoes, whispers of past steps, past voices.
“Why are you still here?” he murmured, though he wasn’t sure if the question was for the presence beside him or for himself.
The air did not answer. The village loomed closer.
A gust of wind brushed against his skin, carrying the scent of stone and dust. The mist shifted, parting just enough for Sabir to see the outlines of old walls, cracked but standing. The houses beyond had empty windows, hollow doorways that yawned open like quiet invitations.
The village was waiting.
This was his last chance.
A single step forward, and the echoes of his past followed.
A single step forward, and he did not turn back.


Chapter 1: Footsteps 
This was it. His final chance. The invitation had come, though he still didn’t understand why.
Sabir’s footsteps echoed on the uneven, worn stones of an ancient road that had known more than one lifetime. He walked with measured steps, his shoulders tight and breath shallow. The air here was thick—not with mist but with something unseen that lingered in the cracks between stone and silence.
The village breathed. Not loudly, not in words, but in the way the walls pressed close and the bricks leaned toward each other, as if sharing a secret between them. It felt aware of him, as though it recognized his return. The doors stayed shut, the windows dark—yet nothing here felt empty.
Then—a sound. A soft but distinct rhythm. Footsteps.
Sabir stopped, listening. The echoes stretched around him, distant yet near—a presence just beyond reach. He turned his head, waiting for the sound to settle. Then he took another cautious step; there it was again—an echo that did not feel like his own.
“Not just mine,” Sabir whispered under his breath.
He glanced over his shoulder. The path behind him was still; nothing moved. But the air was too still, too expectant, as though something had just slipped out of sight.
And yet the sound remained—a lingering whisper of steps upon stone. Not chasing, not following, just… there. He couldn’t shake the feeling that someone unseen was with him, matching his stride in silence. There was something familiar about it, as if he almost recognized the presence. For an instant, a name rose in his mind—familiar, but unreachable—before vanishing into the silence.
The village held its silence, but the echoes pulsed within it, faint as breath, deep as memory.
Sabir exhaled, telling himself it was nothing—just the way sound traveled in narrow streets, bouncing off walls and making more of itself than was truly there. And yet…
A gust of wind stirred through the street, kicking up dust from the cracks in the stone. Sabir pulled his coat tighter around himself. The cold here didn’t just cling to his skin—it sank deeper, beneath the ribs, beneath thought.
He walked on. The echoes walked with him.
The road narrowed, curving between buildings worn smooth by time. Sabir passed a wall where the bricks had split, cracks running through the mortar like veins. He let his fingers trail over the rough surface; dust clung to his skin.
Something flickered in his mind—a sound, faint but sharp.
A child’s cry.
A door slamming.
The rush of steps—too sudden, too close—sent a tremor through him..
He inhaled sharply and snatched his hand back. The wall stood silent and unchanged, but a tremor of unease passed through him.
“It’s just a wall,” he whispered to himself. He swallowed. “And yet… it isn’t.”
He resumed walking, but the echoes stayed with him, slipping between his steps and making room for themselves. The air felt thicker now—not heavier, just fuller. Sabir thought of the history layered in these stones, of others who had walked this path long before, each footstep leaving a trace in the silence.
He could still leave. And yet… the weight of something unfinished held him..
“Who walked this road before me?” Sabir wondered aloud to the emptiness. “Do their steps remember?”
The village offered no answer, only the quiet weight of time.
He hesitated mid-step. There it was again—a softer sound at the edge of hearing. Not a voice, but a presence, as though unseen eyes were watching him from the shadows. He shook his head at himself. He was just imagining things again.
And yet, at that moment, a warmth brushed against his skin—so fleeting he almost missed it. He stilled. The shadows did not reach for him here; the air held something else, something just beyond understanding.
He let out a slow breath. The village did not change.
And yet, something was different. A whisper of memory stirred in him—not a clear thought, but the sense that he had stood in this place before, long ago, in another life or another version of himself.
And so, he walked on.
.
Chapter 2: The Stone Mason
Sabir walked slowly along the narrow cobbled path. The morning light settled on stone and dust, casting the ancient ruins in shades of silver and ash. His footsteps made only the faintest sound, a muted rhythm that did not linger. The echoes were softer here, less insistent, as if the village had grown tired of its own stories and now whispered only to those who truly listened.
Yet even here, he couldn’t shake the subtle sense of being followed. At the edge of his awareness, it felt as if an echo of his steps had a life of its own.
The path narrowed between buildings worn smooth by time. Stones, some whole, some fractured, lay scattered along the way like bones of an old, quiet giant. His fingers brushed the rough surface of a crumbling wall, the dust clinging to his skin. The texture was familiar—too familiar. His hand hesitated. He expected the sharp pull of memory, the weight of something long buried pressing against his ribs.
But this time, the past did not rush forward in jagged flashes. Instead, something quieter settled in him. He let his hand rest there a moment longer, the stone beneath his palm cool and steady. Not a wound, but a remnant. Not pain, but proof of something that had endured.
He exhaled and stepped back. The wall remained unchanged, but something in him had shifted.
He turned a corner, and there, kneeling by a crumbling wall, was the Stone Mason. The old man’s back was bent, his hands moving with a deliberate rhythm. He lifted a fallen stone, wiped away the dust, and set it back onto the wall with fresh mortar. His movements were steady, each placement followed by a soft thump that seemed to echo from the stones themselves.
Sabir hesitated, the path beneath him holding him still. A quiet voice in the back of his mind whispered for him to stay back, to remain unseen. The Stone Mason worked without pause, his gnarled hands cradling each stone as if it were something precious. Sabir could hear the gentle scrape of stone against stone, a sound both ordinary and profound.
“He builds what time has broken,” Sabir thought. “But why? Why not let the ruins be ruins?”
The old man paused, his hand resting on a half-placed stone. Without turning, he spoke. “You can come closer, if you’d like.” His voice was low, a part of the quiet rather than breaking it.
Sabir stepped forward, his boots brushing over loose pebbles. “Good morning.” His voice sounded too loud in the stillness, and he immediately wished he had stayed silent. Even as the words left his mouth, a familiar urge tugged at him to shrink back into silence.
The Stone Mason turned, his face lined with years, eyes a soft, weathered grey. He nodded, a small gesture, then returned to his work. “Morning.” There was no surprise in his tone, as if Sabir’s presence had been expected.
Sabir watched as the old man fitted another stone into place. The rhythm of his work was calming, the soft echo of each tap blending into the breath of the village. The wall under his hands was a patchwork of old and new—stones worn smooth by time set alongside fresh-cut granite, their edges still sharp.
“Not all things lost must be abandoned,” the Stone Mason said, as if responding to Sabir’s unspoken question. He lifted a weathered stone, its edges chipped, and examined it with a careful eye. “Some things can be built upon.” He set the stone into the wall, where it fit as though it had always belonged. “The old stones bring memory. The new ones, strength.”
Sabir’s chest tightened. “Not all things lost…” The words sat heavy on his tongue. “But it will never be exactly as it was before.” His voice was soft, almost afraid to disturb the air.
“No.” The old man’s trowel moved, smoothing mortar around the stone. “Not exactly as before.” He patted the stone, a gentle touch that seemed to seal not just the wall but the truth within his words. “But different doesn’t mean lesser. The Stone Mason ran a hand over the newly placed stone, his fingers tracing the uneven edges. “This wall—years ago, it was my father’s work. I used to watch him build, thinking nothing could ever bring it down. But time did. A storm, the weight of years… it collapsed. And now, here I am, setting these same stones back into place. Do you think that makes it something new, or something remembered?””
Sabir knelt beside the wall, his fingers brushing over the uneven surface. He felt the contrast between the rough, aged stones and the smooth, fresh ones. There was a story here, written in stone and dust. “If a wall can be rebuilt from old pieces and new, maybe…” His thought trailed off, too fragile to hold.
The Stone Mason continued his work, and Sabir found himself matching the rhythm of his breathing to the old man’s movements. He watched as the wall grew, stone by stone, each placement a quiet promise. Sabir felt a strange comfort in it, as if the wall’s steady rise echoed something he had forgotten in himself.
“Some stones break,” the old man said, his voice a gentle rasp. “Those, we replace. But others…” He held up a stone, its edges worn but intact. “Others simply fall away when the mortar gives out. These can be used again.” He set the stone in place, and Sabir heard the soft thump of stone meeting stone—a sound that seemed to settle into his bones.
Sabir took a breath, the air cool and filled with the scent of earth and old stone. “I’ve been carrying pieces of my past,” he admitted, the words slipping out before he could stop them. “Pieces that broke and pieces that just… fell away.” His voice wavered, but he did not pull back.
The Stone Mason looked at him, his gaze as steady as his hands. “Not everything broken must be discarded.” His hands moved, brushing dust from his work. “The Stone Mason picked up a chipped stone, rolling it in his palm. “This was part of the old church wall. I almost tossed it aside, but then I thought—why? It’s worn, yes, but it still fits. Maybe even better than before.” He handed it to Sabir, tilting his head. “If you had to rebuild something, would you only use what’s perfect?””
The words echoed softly between them. Sabir let them settle, their weight both heavy and light. He reached out, took a small fragment of stone that had chipped away, and held it in his palm. It was cool and solid, a reminder that not all things lost were beyond saving.
He stood slowly, his legs stiff from kneeling. “Thank you.” The words felt too small for what he meant, but the old man nodded as if he understood.
Sabir slipped the stone fragment into his pocket. Its weight was a promise, a quiet echo of what might still be rebuilt. As he walked away, the sounds of the Stone Mason’s work followed him—a soft, rhythmic heartbeat in the silence. The village held him, its old stones whispering, but this time the echoes seemed to guide rather than haunt.
“Not gone,” Sabir thought. “Just different.”
And so, he walked, the path ahead winding through the quiet village, each step an echo of what could be.
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Chapter 3: The Scent Of Bread 
The scent reached him first.
Warmth and sweetness curled through the air, slipping past the cold that clung to the village’s stones. It was subtle at first, just a hint carried by the wind. Then it deepened—rich, full, unmistakable. Bread, fresh from a clay oven.
Sabir stopped. His breath stilled as the scent wrapped around him, pulling him backward into something distant yet sharp. His feet were still on the uneven path, but his mind—his body—had already stepped somewhere else.
A kitchen bathed in morning light. A wooden table, its surface smooth from years of use. His mother, moving with practiced ease, her hands dusted in flour. The soft crackle of bread cooling on the windowsill. A voice—gentle, steady—
“Just a little longer, habibi.”
Sabir’s stomach had grumbled then, the impatient hunger of a child. His mother had laughed, the sound light and full, pushing back the shadows that gathered at the edges of his world. He had swung his legs under the table, feet not quite touching the ground, safe in the warmth of her presence. She had made him feel light, unburdened, as if kindness was something woven into the air around her.
Then—
A sharp BANG.
Sabir flinched, his body locking tight. A door had slammed up ahead, the sound ricocheting off the stone, turning sharp and jagged in the quiet. His vision blurred, the present bending, folding him back into a time he had tried so hard to leave behind.
Inside, voices moved through the dim light. His father’s voice, rough and frayed at the edges, filled the room, each word a stone. His mother’s, softer, slipping through the cracks, barely more than a whisper. Sabir’s pulse quickened, every breath scraping against his ribs.
He pushed the door open, the wood groaning, and stepped inside. The room was dim, shadows crouched in the corners. His father stood by the hearth, his broad back a wall that shut out the light. His mother sat by the window, her hands twisting a worn dishcloth, the fabric pulled tight, mirroring the lines of tension in her face.
“Sabir.” His father’s voice landed heavy in the room, a weight that pressed down on his chest. The man did not turn, his body rigid, his silhouette a tower built of stone and silence.
“I’m leaving.” Sabir’s own voice felt small, each word a splinter.
His father laughed—a short, sharp sound, void of warmth. “You’re always running, aren’t you?” His head turned just enough for Sabir to see the shadow of a sneer. “Always looking for an escape instead of facing things. Just like your mother.”
Sabir’s breath caught, the air in his lungs turning cold. He opened his mouth to protest—to say, “I’m not like her. I’m not weak. I’m not afraid.” But his tongue stayed still, the retort dying before it could find life.
His mother flinched, her fingers twisting the cloth tighter. She opened her mouth, but the silence swallowed her voice before it could find shape. The room seemed to lean inward, pressing against Sabir, making the air thin and sharp.
“Go, then,” his father said, his tone slipping into something cool and dismissive. “Run. But don’t expect to come back when you realize the world isn’t waiting for you. Don’t expect me to pick up your pieces.” He turned back to the hearth, the conversation already dead to him.
Sabir felt something in him crack, a fine line running deep, splitting him open from the inside. He turned, his feet moving before his mind could catch up. The door swung shut behind him with a clap, the sound a physical blow. Outside, rain fell in heavy sheets, the world blurred and gray. He stood in the cold, his skin prickling, the chill sinking into his bones.
“He won’t follow,” he thought, heart a hollow drum in his chest. “He’d rather let me go than let himself feel.”
The street stretched out before him, a path swallowed by the storm. Each step sank into the mud, pulled him deeper into the cold. His breath clouded the air, the rain slipping into his coat, turning the fabric heavy and damp.
“I had to go,” he whispered, his voice lost to the wind. “There was nothing left for me there.”
The memory unwound, the rain giving way to dust, the shadows lifting into the soft gray of the village. Sabir found himself standing in the middle of the path, his coat damp with sweat and his breath a ragged echo in the quiet. His hands ached, fingers stiff from clenching, and he forced them open, the motion slow and deliberate.
The door that had slammed stood still now, its wood worn but harmless. Sabir exhaled, the air shuddering in his chest. The village held its breath around him, the stones cool under his feet, the sky a pale wash of light above. He drew in a long breath, the air tasting of earth and ash, and let it out slow.
“It’s over. It was years ago.” He repeated the thought, a mantra against the pull of the past. “But why does it still feel like I’m standing in that rain?”
The echo of his father’s words lingered—not in the air, but deep in his bones. Sabir moved forward, his steps slow but steady, the memory a shadow stretched long behind him. The village did not judge him for the weight he carried. It simply stood with him, a quiet witness, as he tried to find his way.
His feet carried him forward before he could stop them, drawn not by logic but by something deeper. The scent led him to a small, open stall where the baker worked, his movements fluid and unhurried. A fire glowed in the clay oven beside him, sending flickers of light dancing over the rough walls.
The baker glanced up as Sabir approached, his hands still shaping dough. “Morning.” His voice was steady, the kind that had spoken the same greeting a thousand times before.
Sabir hesitated. He wasn’t sure why he had stopped, or what he expected from this moment. He should keep walking. He should leave.
But the baker was watching him now, his expression unreadable yet patient. “Hungry?”
Sabir opened his mouth, but no words came. His hands curled at his sides. The scent of bread pressed against him, as familiar as it was foreign.
The baker dusted his hands off on his apron. “Not everyone who stops here comes for bread.”
Sabir swallowed. “Then why do they stop?”
The baker considered this, then shrugged. “Maybe to remember. Maybe to forget.” He turned back to his work, shaping the next loaf with careful hands. “The secret to making the best bread is giving the dough enough time to rest.” He paused, then laughed softly.
Sabir exhaled slowly. He had been moving for so long. Even now, in the village, he wasn’t sure if he was arriving or escaping.
The baker lifted a finished loaf from the counter and wrapped it in cloth. “Here.” He extended it toward Sabir. “Take it.”
Sabir hesitated, then reached out. The bread was still warm, heat seeping through the cloth and into his skin.
The baker nodded once, then returned to his work. Sabir turned, the weight of the bread a quiet presence in his hands.
Behind him, the scent of bread remained, lingering like an unspoken invitation.
And so, he walked.
Chapter 4: Nour
Sabir moved through the village, his steps slow and deliberate. The path wound between walls that leaned and crumbled, the stones whispering against the breeze. Light threaded through the gaps, thin and hesitant, painting the gray stones with fleeting strokes of gold. His breath hung in the cool air, each exhale a soft reminder of the life still within him.
“Just keep walking,” he told himself. “One step, then another.”
The village had grown quieter. Even the echoes of his own footsteps seemed to fall away, leaving only the soft rustle of leaves and the occasional sigh of wind. The shadows pulled back as the sun dipped lower, brushing the world in amber. Sabir’s fingers brushed against the rough wall of a cottage, the grit biting into his skin.
The world felt paused, as if the village itself was waiting.
And then, the light changed. A sudden warmth fell over the stones, the kind of light that made even the ruins glow. Sabir squinted, his eyes adjusting to the shift. The sun had broken through the clouds, its rays slipping through the gaps in the old rooftops, turning dust motes into flecks of gold. He stood still, letting the light touch his face, a gentle, insistent warmth.
“I didn’t realize how cold I was,” he murmured, closing his eyes and breathing in the moment. “How long have I been walking in shadows?”
A soft sound pulled him back. Sabir opened his eyes, and there, standing at the far end of the path, was a woman. She stood with her back to the sun, the light pouring around her, casting a delicate glow along the edges of her silhouette. She moved slowly, her hands brushing over the stones as if she were reading them, her fingers finding the stories etched into the village’s skin.
Sabir hesitated, his body tensing as a familiar whisper curled through his mind: “Stay quiet. Don’t disturb. It’s safer not to be seen.” It was that old voice, urging him to remain in the shadows. The warmth of the light nudged him forward, a gentle push against the cold weight in his chest.
He took a step, the sound soft against the stones. The woman turned, her movements unhurried. Her eyes found his, and she smiled—a small, quiet curve of her lips. The kind of smile that felt like an open door, a place where the light lived.
“Hello,” she said, her voice soft but steady. The word slipped through the air, settling around them, a gentle bridge over the quiet.
Sabir nodded, his throat tight. “Hello.” His own voice felt strange, like a muscle unused. He cleared his throat, the sound too loud against the soft hum of the village.
She stepped closer, her feet brushing over the uneven stones with a grace that seemed to soften the ground beneath her. Her hair moved in the breeze, catching the light, and Sabir found himself holding his breath.
She glanced at him, then back at the ruins. “I—” she hesitated. “I’ve always found it beautiful. You?”
Sabir followed her gaze. The ruins, which had felt so heavy just moments before, now seemed to breathe. The light draped over the stones, softening their jagged edges, making the past look less like a weight and more like a story. “I… I never saw it that way,” he admitted. “I’ve only ever seen the cracks.”
She tilted her head, a gentle curiosity in her expression. For a moment, she seemed about to respond, but she hesitated. Sabir caught it—the brief pause, the flicker of something uncertain in her eyes. It was gone in a breath, but it was there. She glanced at the stones again, brushing her fingers over them before speaking.
“I used to think that way too,” she said at last. “That broken things only reminded us of what was lost. But I learned something different.”
Sabir watched as she knelt, tracing the outline of a delicate flower that had grown through a crack in the stones. The petals, small and pale, seemed almost fragile in the fading light.
“When I was little, my mother and I moved to a new town,” she continued, her voice quieter now, as if she were pulling the memory carefully from where it had been kept. “I hated it. Everything felt strange, unfamiliar. I didn’t know anyone, and I missed the place we had left behind. One evening, I sat outside, crying because I felt like I didn’t belong. My mother found me and sat beside me without saying a word. Then she pointed to a tiny flower growing between the stones of our doorstep.” Nour smiled faintly at the memory, her fingers still resting on the petals. “She told me that even in the hardest places, something beautiful could grow. That maybe I just needed time.”
Sabir swallowed. “And did you?”
She exhaled, standing up slowly. “Eventually,” she said. “I realized she was right. But it took me a while to see it.” She dusted off her hands and turned to him. “Maybe you will too.”
The words settled between them, gentle but certain. Sabir felt something in his chest loosen, just a little.
The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows that seemed softer now, gentler. The village around them remained still, as if it too were holding its breath.
And in that quiet space, Sabir felt something shift—like a door opening, a light spilling into a room that had been dark for too long.
As they stood there, hands entwined, Sabir realized that this was more than just a meeting. It was a beginning. A step forward, not just on the stone path of the village, but on the road to becoming who he had always been beneath the layers of doubt and shadows.
And Nour, with her light and her kindness, stood beside him, ready to walk that path together.



















Chapter 5: The Weaver
Sabir moved through the village, the path narrowing between walls patched with fresh mortar and stones worn smooth by time. The morning air smelled of earth and the faint, lingering scent of firewood. The silence was not empty but expectant, as if the village itself was waiting to show him something new.
He did not know why he was drawn to the small cottage at the end of the path, where the walls were lined with fabric stretched in careful frames. Inside, the steady thrum of a loom filled the air, a rhythmic heartbeat within the quiet space. The Weaver sat before it, her hands moving with practiced ease, guiding the shuttle through the warp threads.
Sabir hesitated at the threshold. He was not sure if he was meant to be here, if he had the right to step inside this world of patience and creation. But the Weaver did not pause in her work. Without looking up, she said, “You can come closer.”
He stepped forward, his eyes tracing the vibrant threads interwoven across the frame. Colors he would not have thought to place together blended seamlessly—deep indigo beside sunlit gold, soft ivory against earthen red. It was not what he expected, and yet, it was beautiful.
The Weaver glanced at him, a knowing smile flickering across her face. “Not what you thought it would be?”
Sabir shook his head. “No. It’s… different.”
She nodded, adjusting the tension of a thread. “Most things worth creating are.”
For a while, they stood in silence. The shuttle passed back and forth, the cloth growing row by row. Sabir found the movement soothing, like the rhythm of footsteps on a long road. Then, as if sensing the question forming in his mind, the Weaver spoke again.
“Would you like to try?”
Sabir hesitated. His hands, which had known only the rough edges of stone, felt clumsy at the thought of something so delicate. “I wouldn’t know how.”
“No one does at first,” she said, passing him the shuttle. “That’s the hardest part—beginning.”
Sabir took the tool, the smooth wood warm from her hands. He followed her guidance, hesitantly threading the shuttle through the loom. His first movements were awkward, the thread catching unevenly, but the Weaver did not correct him. She simply watched, letting him find his own rhythm.
“Sometimes we begin with a plan,” she mused, her voice light, conversational. “Other times, we don’t. We just follow where the thread leads.”
She reached for a spool of thread, her fingers brushing the strands thoughtfully. “There’s a tale my mother used to tell me when I was a child. About a young woman in a distant village who wished to weave the most beautiful tapestry ever made. She gathered the finest threads, planned each detail, measured every line. But as she wove, she found herself unraveling and redoing her work over and over again, unable to match the perfect image in her mind.”
Sabir listened, his hands still moving, his focus divided between the thread in his grasp and the story taking shape in the air between them.
“One day,” the Weaver continued, “she grew so frustrated that she abandoned her plan and simply… wove. Without questioning, without controlling. And when she finally stepped back, she realized she had created something far more beautiful than what she had first imagined.”
She turned to him, her gaze quiet but intent. “There’s a certain vulnerability in creating something and letting it be seen. You don’t always know how it will turn out. But sometimes, the most meaningful things are the ones we didn’t plan at all.”
Sabir’s fingers slowed on the loom. He thought of the roads he had walked, the choices that had led him here. He thought of the ruins bathed in golden light, of Nour standing among them, her presence shifting something deep within him. He thought of how, despite everything, he was still moving forward.
The Weaver studied his work, then nodded in approval. “You’ve done well.”
Sabir looked down at the cloth beneath his hands. It was uneven in places, the pattern uncertain—but it was his. He exhaled, the tension in his chest loosening just slightly.
The Weaver studied the cloth for a moment, running her fingers over the uneven patterns. “You see things differently,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “Not just in the way you weave, but in the way you look at the world. Some people only see the cracks, but you… you notice the way the light falls between them.” She smoothed the fabric gently. “That is the eye of an artist.” She met his gaze, as if searching for something beneath his hesitation. “Have you ever created something before? Something beyond this?”
Sabir hesitated. A memory stirred, distant but not forgotten—fingers stained with paint, the scent of oils and canvas, the way color could transform emptiness into something alive. But he had long since let that part of himself fade, buried beneath years of silence. “I used to,” he admitted quietly. “A long time ago.”
The Weaver nodded, as if she already knew. “It is never too late to create again.” She reached for a pair of shears and carefully cut the finished piece from the loom. She folded it, running her hands over the fabric with a thoughtful expression before handing it to him.
“Give it to the one who brings light into your life,” she said simply.
Sabir took the cloth, the weight of her words settling over him like a quiet truth. He thought of Nour—the way she had looked at him, unafraid, as if she saw something in him worth seeing.
He swallowed, fingers curling around the fabric. “Thank you.”
The Weaver smiled. “Safe travels, Sabir.”
As he stepped out of the cottage, the late afternoon sun filtered through the trees, casting shifting patterns of light and shadow across the ground. The soft rhythm of the loom still echoed in his ears as Sabir walked toward her, each step an echo of the truth he was finally beginning to believe—that he was not just a shadow in this village of echoes, but a part of its story, a thread woven into its tapestry.
Sabir stood at the edge of the well, his pulse thrumming against his skin. The woven cloth felt heavier now, as if every stitch had taken on the weight of his thoughts. Nour’s reflection rippled in the water, her outline blurred by the soft breeze. She was humming, her voice a quiet melody that seemed to wrap around the stones, the air, and him.
“Just give it to her,” he told himself. “What’s the worst that could happen?”
But beneath the thought lay a deeper fear, an echo of old voices: “She’ll see right through you. She’ll see how small you are.”
Nour looked up, her smile unfolding like dawn. “Sabir,” she called, her voice as gentle as the water at her feet. “I didn’t see you there.”
He stepped forward, his fingers brushing against the cool stone of the well. The cloth was clutched tight in his hand, the edges pressing into his palm. “I… I was at the Weaver’s cottage.”
Her eyes brightened, a spark of curiosity lighting up her expression. “She makes such beautiful things, doesn’t she?”
Sabir nodded, his throat dry. “She… she showed me how.” He opened his hand, the cloth resting there like a fragile promise. “I made this. For you.”
Nour’s breath caught, the sound small and precious in the quiet. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his as she took the cloth. The fabric unfolded between them, the soft colors catching the light—muted greens and blues, golden threads woven through like sunbeams on water.
For a moment, she said nothing. Her eyes moved over the pattern, tracing the gentle waves, the quiet symbols. Sabir felt his heartbeat in his throat, his chest tight with anticipation.
“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. “Sabir, this is… it’s art.”
He looked away, his cheeks warm. “It’s just a piece of cloth.”
“No,” she said, her voice firm but kind. “It’s more than that. You made this. You took threads and wove them into something real, something that wasn’t there before.” She looked at him, her gaze steady. “That’s what artists do.”
Her words settled over him, a soft weight. He wanted to shrink away, to brush it off as nothing, but the way she held the cloth—delicately, reverently—made him believe, just for a moment, that maybe she was right.
“You see things, don’t you?” she asked. “The way colors blend, the way light touches the world. You put that into this. You turned your vision into something we can all see.”
Sabir’s lips parted, but the words tangled in his throat. “I… I never thought of it that way.”
Nour smiled, and the warmth of it spread through him, unraveling knots he didn’t know he had. “It’s a gift, Sabir. You have a gift.”
He looked at her, the way her fingers traced the edges of the cloth, as if it were a map to something precious. “I thought you might like it,” he said, his voice small but honest.
“I love it.” She pressed the cloth to her chest, the fabric curling against her as if it belonged there. “Thank you.”
A soft silence settled between them, but it was not empty. Sabir felt the air around them fill with unspoken things—admiration, maybe, or understanding. A quiet connection that hummed between their hearts.
“What made you decide to try?” she asked.
“The Weaver,” he said. “She just… she handed me the threads and told me to start. I didn’t think. I just let my hands move.”
Nour’s expression shifted, a deeper emotion pooling in her eyes. “Sometimes that’s all we need. Someone to show us where to begin.”
Her words brushed against an old ache in him. He thought of his father, the way his guidance had always felt like chains rather than wings. And yet, here was Nour, holding the small cloth as if it were a treasure, her belief in him so bright it made his own doubt look like shadows.
“I never thought I could make anything beautiful,” he admitted, his voice barely more than a breath.
“But you did.” She stepped closer, the cloth between them a bridge. “And you can again.”
Sabir’s chest tightened, not with fear this time, but with the tentative stretch of hope. “You think so?”
“I know so.” Her hand found his, warm and steady. “You just need to let yourself believe it.”
Sabir’s fingers curled around hers, his touch light but sure. The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows that seemed softer now, gentler. The village around them remained still, as if it too were holding its breath.
And in that quiet space, Sabir felt something shift—like a door opening, a light spilling into a room that had been dark for too long.
As they stood there, hands entwined, Sabir realized that this was more than just a gift. It was a beginning. A step forward, not just on the stone path of the village, but on the road to becoming who he had always been beneath the layers of doubt and shadows.
And Nour, with her light and her kindness, stood beside him, ready to walk that path together. The village stretched before him, the road winding forward. And for the first time in a long while, he did not feel quite so lost.














Chapter 6: The Well of Reflections
Sabir moved through the winding paths of the village, his steps heavy, his mind a storm of half-formed thoughts. The cloth he had woven with the Weaver lingered in his memory, a thread of hope woven into a tapestry of doubt. His journey had brought him here, to this ancient place where every stone seemed to hold a story, but he felt no closer to finding the answers he sought.
He walked until his feet led him to the Well of Reflections, a circular stone well nestled beneath the twisted branches of an ancient olive tree. The air around it was cool, the shadows thick, but sunlight broke through the leaves, casting ripples of gold over the stones. Sabir rested his hands on the edge of the well, the stone cold against his skin.
The water within was still, a dark glass that seemed to pull at him. He leaned over, his reflection wavering on the surface—his eyes shadowed, his expression distant. But as he stared, the image began to shift, the water rippling with an energy that seemed to come from deep within.
At first, he saw himself as a child, small and fragile, sitting alone in a dimly lit room. His sketchbook was open on his lap, charcoal smudged across his fingers. He drew lines, each stroke a whisper of the world he longed to create, but the door behind him was always closed, the shadows in the corners watching. In those lonely hours, he would whisper to the shadows as if they were friends. Sometimes he even gave them names—little comforts conjured from the dark. One shadow—a particularly dark one—he named Mermer.
“I was always alone,” he thought. “Even when he was there.”
The scene changed, and he saw his father—tall, his shoulders heavy, his eyes hard as stone. The man stood by the window, his back turned, his hands clasped behind him. There was a weight to him, a gravity that pulled the light out of the room. Sabir felt the familiar pull of fear, the instinct to shrink, to make himself small and unseen.
“You waste your time,” his father’s voice echoed through the water, a low rumble that made the surface shiver. “Dreams are for the weak.”
Sabir’s hands tightened on the edge of the well, his knuckles white against the stone. “I wasn’t weak,” he whispered. “I was just… young.”
The water darkened, and the image of his father grew sharper. Sabir saw the lines etched deep into his father’s face, the shadows under his eyes. He saw the way his father’s hands trembled when he thought no one was looking, how he paced in the quiet moments, his breath shallow and quick.
“He was afraid.”
The realization hit Sabir like a wave, cold and unforgiving. His father—the man who had loomed over his childhood, who had cast shadows where there should have been light—was not the unyielding stone Sabir had always believed him to be. He was brittle, cracking beneath the weight of his own fears.
Sabir saw it now—his father had not been cruel because he was strong, but because he was deeply hurt. He had built walls around his heart, mistaking control for strength. He had mistaken Sabir’s gentleness for weakness, seeing in his son a reflection of what he could not accept in himself.
“He hated himself,” Sabir thought. “And he saw in me what he could not bear to see in himself.”
The water shifted again, and now Sabir saw himself—not as a child, but as he was now. He stood in the same dim room, the shadows still there, but this time the door was open. Light spilled in, soft and warm. His sketchbook lay on the table, the pages filled with colors, with worlds of his own making.
He had forgotten this—forgotten how painting had once been his escape, his voice when words failed. His fingers curled as if reaching for a brush, but instead, they only met cold stone.
But behind him, the shadows whispered, the old fears curling around his feet, taking shape as a dark figure just beyond the reach of the light. He saw himself hesitate, his hands hovering over the pages, his chest tight with the weight of his own doubt.
“I’ve been living under his shadow,” he realized. “I’ve let his fear become mine.”
The olive tree above rustled, its leaves whispering in the breeze. Sabir drew in a breath, the air cool and sharp. He understood now—his journey was not just about forgiving his father, but about forgiving himself. He had carried his father’s broken legacy, wearing smallness because it was all he knew..
But he did not have to live in fear and self-doubt. He did not have to build walls like his father had. He could choose to be something different—someone who cared for others, who used his strength not to control, but to support and nurture. He could become a man who built rather than tore down, who gave warmth and light, not coldness and shadow.
Sabir closed his eyes, his breath slowing. He let the memories wash over him, the old pain and new understanding mingling together. He saw his father again, not as a monster, but as a man lost in his own darkness. He whispered into the stillness, “I forgive you. And I forgive myself.”
In the silence that followed, Sabir became aware of a figure standing with him in the water’s reflection. It was the same presence that had trailed him through his darkest days—the shadow of his younger self, born of pain and fear. Mermer. This silent companion had never truly been an enemy; it was a wounded part of him that he had kept hidden for so long.
Sabir’s eyes brimmed with tears. “I’m sorry,” he whispered, speaking not to his father now but to the shadow within himself. “I know you were only trying to protect me. Thank you… but we don’t have to be afraid anymore.” As his words faded into the cool air, he felt a profound shift. The dark figure in the water stepped forward and blended into his reflection, dissolving into the light that danced on the surface.
When he opened his eyes, the water was clear. His reflection looked back at him, and this time, he saw not only the shadows, but also the light. His own light. The light that Nour had seen, that the Weaver and the Stone Mason had gently nudged him toward. The light that had always been there, waiting.
He stood, the cool stone of the well grounding him. The village stretched out before him, each stone and shadow a part of the story he was learning to tell. The path wound forward, and for the first time, Sabir felt ready to walk it—not as a man bound by his past, but as a man who understood that true strength lay in acceptance, that power was not about control, but about presence and care.
And as he turned away from the Well of Reflections, Sabir knew that the journey ahead would not be without shadows, but that he no longer needed to fear them. He would walk with them, not as their prisoner, but as someone who could hold both light and darkness—who could use his strength to uplift, not to dominate.













Chapter 7: The Stone Mason’s Offer
Sabir’s steps felt lighter as he moved through the village, the weight of his past no longer dragging behind him like a shadow. The presence that once haunted his every step was quiet now, softened by understanding. His visit to the Well of Reflections had not erased his scars, but it had shown him that he was more than his wounds. There was strength in the cracks, in the places where the light found its way through.
The sun hung low, casting a golden hue over the stones. He walked with a sense of purpose, his path winding back to the Stone Mason’s workshop. The old man was there, as always, his hands steady and worn, coaxing broken stones into new life.
The Stone Mason looked up as Sabir approached, his eyes bright beneath his weathered brow. “Sabir,” he greeted, his voice like gravel, rough yet warm. “Good to see you.”
Sabir offered a small smile, his fingers brushing the edge of the smooth stone in his pocket—the same one the Stone Mason had given him before, a reminder that even the smallest pieces held value. “I wanted to thank you,” Sabir said. “For… everything. The wall, the lessons. I think I’m finally starting to understand.”
The Stone Mason chuckled, a sound as soft as it was wise. “Understanding takes time. And even then, it only comes in pieces.” He set down his tools, wiping his hands on a cloth. “Come, sit with me.”
Sabir sat on the edge of the low wall, the same wall he had helped rebuild. His hands rested on the stones, their surfaces cool against his skin. He felt the texture, the mix of old and new, the way the wall stood strong not despite its breaks, but because of them.
“There’s something I’d like you to consider,” the Stone Mason said after a while. “I’ve been asked to help restore the old church at the edge of the village. It’s a big project—stonework, of course, but also… art. The walls need life, need color. And I think you could be the one to bring that to them.”
Sabir’s head snapped up, his eyes wide. “Me? You want me to… paint?”
“I do.” The Stone Mason smiled, his expression calm but expectant. “You have a way of seeing the world, Sabir. A softness, a depth. That’s what this place needs. What it’s always needed.”
For a brief moment, Sabir felt the warmth of possibility, the way the air seemed to hum with opportunity. He imagined the church walls, their old stones waiting to breathe again. He saw the colors blooming beneath his brush, the stories he could tell through light and shade.
But then a flicker of doubt passed over him. “You?” Mermer’s voice hissed in his mind, sharp and accusing. “What makes you think you’re good enough for this?”
Sabir’s hands tightened around the stone in his pocket. His excitement twisted into a knot of fear. He recognized the source of it: even after all he’d learned, Mermer’s whisper still lingered in the corners of his mind. “I… I’m not sure,” he murmured. “I’ve never done anything like this before.”
The Stone Mason placed a steady hand on his shoulder. “No one ever has until they do. The only way to start is to start.”
Sabir forced a nod, but his mind was already pulling back. His thoughts raced, tangled in old fears. What if he failed? What if his art was nothing more than a child’s scribble on a canvas too grand for him?
“I’ll think about it,” he said, his voice thin.
“Of course.” The old man’s expression remained kind, but there was a quiet understanding in his eyes. “I’ll be at the church tomorrow at dawn. Whether you come or not is up to you.”
Sabir stood, his movements stiff. “Thank you. I… I should go.”
He left the workshop, his feet carrying him through the winding streets. The golden light had shifted, the sun sinking lower, the shadows stretching long and thin. His breath quickened, the walls seeming to press in around him.
“You can’t do this.”
“You’ll make a fool of yourself.”
“Stay small. Stay safe.”
By the time he reached the edge of the village, the light had gone. Sabir found himself drawn to the well, the water still and dark, his reflection nothing more than a smudge against the night. He sat on the cold stones, his arms wrapped around his knees, his body a tight, closed circle.
All the hope he had felt earlier seemed to slip through his fingers, leaving only the familiar chill of doubt. His father’s voice came back to him, not as a memory, but as a presence, as if the shadows themselves had learned to speak—but now Sabir knew it was Mermer wearing his father’s words.
“You’re nothing. You always were.”
Sabir’s chest tightened, his breath shallow. He wanted to move, to stand, to take even a single step forward, but his body refused. He felt as if he were bound by invisible threads, each one a reminder of every failure, every moment he had hidden himself away.
The church seemed so far away. The idea of stepping into the light, of letting others see his art, his heart—it felt impossible.
“Maybe it’s better if I don’t go,” he thought. “If I stay here, no one can judge me. No one can see me fail.”
He closed his eyes, his world shrinking to the small space around him—the cold stone, the dark water, the whispering shadows. But even as doubt encircled him, a small ember of the strength he had found at the well glowed within. It reminded him that he was not truly alone in the dark.
And as the night deepened, Sabir remained there, caught between the pull of the past and the faint, fragile call of a future he did not yet believe he could reach.

















Chapter 8: The Lantern
Sabir sat by the Well of Reflections, his knees drawn to his chest, the cold seeping through his clothes. The village lay quiet around him, the stones and shadows holding their breath. The night had settled deep, and only the faint glow of the moon brushed the edges of the world. The familiar specter of his fear curled around him like a vine, whispering that there was no path forward.
His thoughts moved in slow, heavy circles. “It’s better this way,” he thought, echoing Mermer’s familiar logic. “If I don’t try, I can’t fail.” Yet even as that thought took shape, another voice in him—softer, aching—stirred in protest. “But if you don’t try, you’ll never know.”
Footsteps broke through the quiet. Sabir stiffened, his breath catching in his throat. He did not look up, his body instinctively folding inward, as if he could make himself disappear.
A soft light bloomed beside him, and he felt warmth where the cold had pressed against his skin. That gentle glow seemed to push back the darkness coiled around him.
“Sabir?”
Her voice was gentle, like the first note of a song. He turned slowly, his eyes finding Nour’s silhouette against the night. She held a small lantern, its flame steady, casting soft shadows over her face.
“There you are.” She sat beside him without waiting for an invitation, her dress pooling around her like water. The lantern rested between them, a quiet island of light.
“I wasn’t hiding,” he muttered, his voice sharper than he intended. “If that’s what you’re thinking.”
Nour’s expression remained open, her eyes steady on him. “I didn’t say you were.”
Sabir huffed, looking away. “Well, I’m not. I’m just… I needed some space.”
“Of course.” She set the lantern down, its glow brushing the stones with a warm hue. “Mind if I share it with you?”
He didn’t respond, his shoulders drawn tight. The silence stretched, but she did not push, did not fill the quiet with empty words. She simply sat, her presence a soft hum against the dark.
Finally, Sabir’s fingers tightened around the edge of the well. “It’s stupid, you know. All of this.”
“What is?”
“Me. Thinking I could actually… do something.” He laughed, a brittle sound. “Paint the church? Who am I kidding? I’d probably ruin it. I bet the old stones would crack just to spite me.”
Nour’s lips curved slightly, not quite a smile but something close. “I don’t think stones hold grudges.”
“You don’t know that.” His voice grew sharper, a thorn pushing through the softness. “Not everything is sunshine and gentle words, Nour. Some things break and stay broken.”
Her expression did not change. She let his words hang in the air, neither accepting nor denying them. “It sounds like you’re hurting.”
“I’m fine.”
“Are you?”
He stood abruptly, his hands braced against the well. “Yes. No. I don’t know.” His breath came fast, his chest tight. “I don’t know why you care so much. Why you keep trying.”
“Because I see you.”
Her words slipped through his defenses, soft and sure. He turned to her, his face caught between anger and confusion. “You don’t know me.”
“I know enough.” She rose slowly, keeping her movements calm. “I know you sit by this well because it’s easier to look at your reflection here than to let others see you. I know you want to paint, but you’re terrified of what might happen if you do.”
Sabir’s jaw tightened. “You make it sound so simple.”
“It’s not simple,” she agreed. “It’s the hardest thing in the world. But you don’t have to do it alone.”
Her words brushed against something raw in him. He wanted to push her away, to tell her she was wrong, but the truth sat heavy in his chest, an ache that would not fade. “I don’t know how,” he whispered.
“I know.” She took a small step closer, her lantern casting soft rings of light. “But I’ll be here. However long it takes.”
The fight bled out of him, his shoulders sagging. “I feel stuck, Nour. Like I’m walking through mud. Every step feels… impossible.”
Her hand found his, a quiet warmth. “Then we take it slow. We breathe.” She drew in a breath, slow and steady. “With me.”
He followed, his breath hitching, then evening out. The air moved between them, a rhythm, a lifeline.
“You don’t have to be ready to paint the church,” she said. “You just have to be ready to stand. To take one step.”
Sabir closed his eyes, the darkness within him shifting. He saw the church, the bare walls, the blank canvas waiting. He saw his brush, the colors pooling, the light filtering through the old windows.
“But what if I’m not good enough?”
Her fingers tightened around his. “What if you are?”
The question hung between them, a bridge over the chasm of his doubt. Sabir opened his eyes, the well’s reflection showing not just his face but hers, their shadows mingling.
“I want to try,” he said, the words fragile but real.
Nour’s smile bloomed, gentle and steady. “Then let’s take that step.”
He hesitated, the old fear curling around his ankles, but Nour did not pull him. She stood beside him, her light unwavering, her patience a quiet balm.
And slowly, Sabir moved. His feet found the ground, his body unfolding from the stone’s cold embrace. The village stretched around him, the paths winding, the shadows thinning.
With Nour beside him, each step became a promise—a quiet defiance against the voice that told him to stay small. He felt the night pressing in, but the lantern’s light held it back, a reminder that darkness was only the absence of light.
As they neared the church, Sabir felt his pulse quicken. The old door loomed, its wood scarred and worn. His breath wavered, but Nour’s hand remained firm, her presence a thread pulling him forward.
When they stood before the door, Sabir released a long breath. “I don’t know if I’m ready.”
“Then we’ll wait,” she said. “As long as it takes.”
He looked at her, the way her face held both light and shadow, how her eyes did not waver. And in that stillness, he found a quiet strength.
His hand moved to the door, the wood rough against his skin. He did not push it open, not yet, but his fingers rested there, the first touch of possibility.And as the night held its breath, they stood together at the threshold—two figures in a pool of lantern light, the darkness held at bay, the dawn still a promise away.
Chapter 9: The First Stroke
The morning came gently, the light brushing the tops of the ruins with a soft gold. Sabir stood at the church door, dawn’s chill in the air and Nour a steady presence a step behind him. His hand tightened around the door’s edge. He could hear his own heartbeat, a slow, steady drum. His mind wavered between the quiet of the church and the rush of voices that still lingered from the night before. And as he mustered his courage, a final whisper slipped into his mind—Mermer’s voice, clinging on: “You can’t do this. You’re not enough. Stay small. Stay safe.”
He felt the weight of those words, the way they curled around his heart. But he also felt Nour’s hand, warm on his back, and he remembered the well, the light, the promise he had made to himself.
“What if I can’t?” Sabir asked, his voice barely above a whisper. He wasn’t sure he meant to say it aloud. Nour was quiet for a beat, then—“Then we try again.” A small pause. “Together.”
Her voice moved through him, brushing against the remaining shadows of doubt. He drew in a long, unsteady breath. The fear was still there—Mermer’s final murmur in the dark corners of his mind—but it was weaker now, a ghost of a ghost.
Sabir pushed the door open.
The old hinges groaned, the sound rippling through the silence of the morning. Pale light poured into the church’s interior, illuminating motes of dust that danced in the air. Sabir stepped inside, his movements slow, deliberate. The air smelled of stone and memories.
Nour followed him in, but she remained near the doorway, as if giving him space. Inside were paints, brushes, a small jar of water, and folded cloths laid out neatly by the Stone Mason on a makeshift table against the wall.
He moved to the far wall, the one bathed in the newborn light from a high, arched window. Its surface was grey and blank, centuries of stories erased by time and neglect.
“You’ve wanted this,” he thought. “For so long.”
But now, standing before the blank wall, his confidence faltered. What if the images in his mind refused to come forth? What if, when he tried to give them life, they shattered under his trembling hand?

“What if I don’t know what to paint?” he asked quietly, his voice barely more than a breath.
“Then start with a line,” Nour said. “Let the rest find you.”
He nodded, his movement small, hesitant. His heart thundered in his chest as he picked up a brush. He had faced the darkness within himself; now he faced an empty wall that demanded light.
His hand lifted, the brush hovering just inches from the surface. “It’s just a wall,” he told himself. “Just stone.”
But he knew it was more than that. This wall was possibility. It was hope. It was fear. It was everything he had been and everything he could become.
He closed his eyes, letting the darkness behind his eyelids settle. In that darkness, he saw a flicker of the shadow that had followed him—Mermer, watching. For a heartbeat, he stood at the crossroads of who he was and who he could be.
Sabir pressed the brush to the wall.
The first stroke was small, a thin line of deep blue cutting through the grey. It quivered slightly—his hand was not steady—but it was there. Real.
He drew another line, and then another. Each stroke came surer than the last. Color bloomed beneath his brush: the soft blush of dawn, the silver hush of midnight, the gold of sunlight through autumn leaves. He lost track of time, his world narrowing to the wall and the image unfurling upon it.
Slowly, the sound of footsteps filled the church. He didn’t notice at first; the rhythm of his work had become his whole world. It was only when he stepped back to gather more paint that he heard it—the soft shuffle of many feet on the stone floor behind him..
For years, he had feared being seen. The weight of his father’s words, the shadow of Mermer’s whispers—they had all told him the same thing: Hide. Stay small. Stay safe.
But now, as he turned to face the gathering crowd, he saw something else in their eyes. Not expectation. Not scrutiny. Just… recognition.
They saw him. And in their reflection, he finally saw himself.
The villagers had gathered, drawn by the light, by the soft echo of color that spilled through the open door. They stood in the aisles, their faces open and awed. Children clung to their mothers’ skirts, elders leaned on canes, and in their eyes, Sabir saw not judgment but wonder.
An old woman stepped forward, her hands pressed to her chest. “It’s beautiful,” she whispered. “I never thought I’d see this place come alive again.”
Others nodded, their voices soft but genuine. “You’ve given it life.” “You’ve given us all something to hold onto.” “This is a gift.”
Sabir felt his pulse in his throat, a rush of heat behind his eyes. The shadows of his doubt pulled back, unraveling beneath the light of their acceptance, the last traces of Mermer finally fading into nothing.
Nour moved to his side, her smile bright, her eyes wet with quiet pride. “They see you, Sabir. They see what I’ve always seen.”
He swallowed, his voice a quiet rasp. “I… I didn’t think…”
“You did,” she said. “And now, so do they.”
The church filled with warmth, not just from the light but from the hearts of those within it. Sabir felt himself expand, his edges softening, his roots deepening into the stones beneath his feet.
And as the sun rose, casting light over the painted walls, Sabir finally stood not just in the village, not just in the church, but in his own life. Whole. Seen. Loved.
The brush remained warm in his hand, and he knew this was only the beginning. There were more walls to paint, more shadows to turn into light. His story was not finished—it had only just begun.
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