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Introduction

(For her...)

Once again, night has fallen, and I turn my night into morning with dreams of you. I was watching anime, and whenever a beautiful character appeared in the story, I would immediately say, "That's you" — instantly linking the character to you — to the point that I can call no one beautiful except you, because your beauty is boundless to me, and no one else's beauty registers in my eyes. In my mind and heart you are defined as the maximum standard of beauty, like a constant in a programming environment, and everyone else falls below you...

Interesting, isn't it? This is a feeling not everyone gets to experience, and sometimes people say such things only for show, to make the other person feel good.

But I truly felt it, my dear, and that is why I am writing it for you now, turning it into a book — it is being recorded everywhere, as if I've made a vow!

Forgive me — perhaps I'm not a very good writer, because I've placed the love stories of my life into a book, though I wouldn't quite call it a novel, and you, the reader, may have doubts about... me.

(Ha, what — are you filling in that blank with the right words? Go ahead, that's exactly what I want. And well... that's one way to put it, ha ha ha...)

(Heh heh heh, and...)

Ahem... well, let's get back on track, back to the main topic — the reason these romantic stories of mine became a book is not because of this, nor because of that, but rather because... I exist.

(You: Okay, okay, stop being cute! Just say it already — ugh, you're killing us with this "writing a book" business!)

(You're right, I went too far, I apologize...)

Well, truly, the reason is that my love and my romantic experiences are somewhat like everyone else's, but mostly they resemble dreamlike, imaginary romantic tales — so why shouldn't it become a book? Is a love of such magnitude worth less than fictional, invented romantic tales? Of course not...

So, let's get to the point, which is...

Love...

Love — a word that remains vague and undefined. Have you ever thought about what love really is? What does it even mean? Ask anyone what love is, and they'll say, "I don't know." Does it mean affection? Everyone has their own definition of love, and that's valid too — everyone experiences and understands a different kind of love, one that makes sense to them. Though searching for a definition of love raises our awareness, it still remains vague and undefined, and we must search for it ourselves.

Not outside — but within ourselves...

Meaning we must understand and feel it for ourselves.

Well, you'd better turn the page now — this was just the introduction; the book is about to begin. Go on, turn the page, I'm waiting...

Ahem, well then... go on... ah... yes... that's it. Well done.




Chapter One: How We Met

Everything was going along as usual, by default, chatting and having fun with friends... until...

Our meeting came about because of a mistake. Now, what does that mean? Let me explain.

Here's how it happened: one of my friends had gotten to know someone online, and it turned out that the other person had misled my friend, giving them someone else's number instead of their own. Now, how does this relate to me and my love? My friend messaged this wrong number, and the owner of the number said, "You've got the wrong person, that's not me," and blocked them. My friend then messaged me, saying that the person they had gotten to know had blocked them — could I intervene and help reconcile them? At the time, I didn't know the full story, and for my friend's sake, I called and asked why she had blocked them and what the problem was. To avoid explaining and to end the conversation quickly, she said the problem was on her end, and that my friend wasn't at fault. I relayed this to my friend, who thanked me for calling. Much time passed, and I didn't even know there had never actually been any relationship for there to be a "problem" with Elly (yes, Elly was the wrong number that the person who had misled my friend had given). After a while, I chatted with her online, casually, for fun, but she didn't recognize me. I explained everything, and she said, "Oh right, now I remember," and from there our friendship began — but it remained just that, a friendship. At various intervals we would talk about games, anime, and music, and I would even imitate anime character voices and trending memes for her. Gradually we grew closer and became good friends, and gradually my feelings grew stronger... until...




Chapter Two: The Jolt

Until one night, everything changed. That night, fortunately or unfortunately, something happened to me — well, I say "fortunately," and let me tell you why. It was the night that changed the course of my life, the night that brought a particular depth to my understanding, my feelings, and my love — the night my love found its depth. What happened that night?

On an ordinary night, like any other night of my life, while browsing the web and eating a snack, I was eating tomatoes, which I keep in my fruit basket like any other fruit (as many of us do, not sparing tomatoes a place beside the fruit). While browsing the web and snacking, it was the tomato's turn, and I ate half of it. I hate it when the juice of whatever I'm holding drips down, and the tomato's juice was about to drip, so to avoid getting my hands dirty, I tried to finish it quickly. I was eating the other half quickly when — as it turned out — this seemingly ripe tomato was only ripe on the outside, and was actually unripe and firm inside. Eating it too hastily caused it to lodge in my throat, sealing off my airway like a stopper. I could no longer breathe. I told myself it was just a minor choking, nothing serious. I tried to drink water, but realized I couldn't, and there was no way through. I ran quickly to my mother, and as always when something got stuck in my throat, she struck my back a few times — but she saw that it wasn't working, and the choking continued. I thought it would pass quickly and that it wasn't anything serious, and I wanted to tell my mother, "Mom, please, calm down, it's nothing" — while my mother kept trying desperately to save me from suffocating, but nothing worked, and she kept crying out, "Oh God, I'm losing my child, oh God..." A little time passed, and I thought to myself, this actually seems serious — this choking had gone on too long, and my mother's fear was not unfounded. In that moment, everything slowed down as if in slow motion; I could hear my mother's voice saying, "My child, oh God, I'm losing my child," and I said to myself, "God, is this how I die too? Is this really the end for me?" And after that, I lost all hope of survival, completely gave up, and said, "Mohammad, this is truly the end, Mohammad, it's over, your life ends here too." And in that same moment, I remembered that as a child, at an exhibition, one of the Red Crescent booths had been teaching first aid, and I had been there, and they had taught exactly this kind of choking response. I acted immediately, applying what I had learned, and I was saved from choking. You might think choking is simple, but this episode was prolonged — nearly five minutes — and if I hadn't managed a few small breaths in between, I likely wouldn't have survived, because my mother, not having had the training, and being overwhelmed with panic, certainly couldn't have done anything, and by the time an ambulance arrived, I would have already been gone. (A tomato — see where things can lead 😂 — please, everyone, be very careful while eating.) After that painful incident, my entire outlook on life and the world changed. We always say this, but we never truly act on it — that life is fleeting, yet we think we will live forever, that there will always be a tomorrow, that things will always continue as they have. We never truly appreciate our moments until suddenly we're told it's over — and only then does even a single minute become precious, and only then do we understand its worth. Perhaps everyone needs such a jolt in life, and I believe this was a wake-up call from God, saying: wake up, wake up, Mohammad, wake up...




Chapter Three: Love

Right after that incident, my love for Elly grew even more vivid — meaning that from that point on, I fell in love deeply and truly, from the bottom of my heart. Many might say there's a scientific reason for this: when a person comes close to death, the brain enters survival mode and releases certain hormones, and afterward, the brain experiences a kind of shock that makes a person value their moments more, and says to themselves: life can end this quickly, and I must savor every single moment of it — not merely live through it, but truly live it. Yes, that's true, there is a scientific explanation, and naturally, after such an event, one values their moments more than before. But why do I say that God placed love for Elly in my heart? Because I believe God wanted that event to happen to me, to give me a jolt, a wake-up call — and perhaps that moment was meant to be the end of my life, but God, for Elly's sake, gave me a second chance. In any case, I am grateful to God for planting love for Elly in my heart, and now it is for her that my heart beats — it beats for her. Without her, this life is empty and worthless to me — meaning my life has become summed up in love for her, has become my first and last love. I'm not speaking in clichés — truly, I never loved anyone before Elly, and believe me, without her, life has no meaning for me. And after Elly....................... this is not an incomplete sentence — it is exactly as intended, because after Elly, there is nothing. People say you should be able to go on even without the one you love, that you shouldn't fall apart without them, that you should be able to continue even if they were gone — okay, but does that apply to me too? I don't think so 😂😂 because my love is such that either I must be with her, or it is better that I not exist — so such sayings are for shallow loves, not for my love. My love does not wait for an outcome. My love cannot be replaced. My love is not something to be used and discarded. My love has no end. My love is such that even if it were to end in my own burning, I would knowingly choose to burn, and I truly wish to remain faithful to this love — and I am paying its price, even if that price is to be reduced to ashes. I am in love, I will remain in love, and nothing can stand in the way of this love of mine — even if this love costs me my life, it cannot be a reason or an obstacle for me to stop loving. My love is like the candle and the moth. I write and I recount — of my pure love, my untainted love, my rare love — a love that many find hard to believe exists, one they've only seen or heard of in books and stories. But I write so that everyone will know how deeply I loved, and what kind of love mine was and is — so that if one day I am no longer here, it may become a symbol of true love, retold for lovers of love and life, so that everyone will know what pain and suffering I endured, and how faithfully and deeply I loved.

Everything I've said has been rather veiled — let me unfold it a little so you understand better and grasp the depth of my love. I have a short piece written for her, which says:

I do not love your gaze. I do not love your eyes. I do not love your voice. I do not love your laugh. I do not love your style. I do not love your manner. I do not love your tone. I do not love your soul. I love all of these — meaning, I love you...

My love is such that if she is upset — even slightly, in a way that doesn't seem significant even to her — I become more upset than she is. If even the slightest trouble touches her, I feel far worse than she does. Yes, I love her more than I love myself. I love her more than she could ever imagine, and I am always striving to keep her happy, to make her smile, to make her laugh. My own well-being lies in hers; when she is well, I am well. With all this, you must understand that even if I wanted to, I could not hurt her or upset her, because even her smallest sorrow would upset me a thousand times more, and I could never bear to see the slightest trouble touch my beloved. I am not saying this for show — this is truly how it is. My love is such that even over small matters that others might overlook, I worry and grow anxious for her, and people tell me to calm down, but I cannot help but worry about her. I think of her always, even during the busiest moments of my day, in every place and at every time — I think of her and long for her...

If My Love Were a Prayer:

The Prayer of Beyond Love:

O God, take away my peace and comfort, and grant peace and comfort to her in abundance.

Whatever pain and sorrow belongs to her, let it be mine to bear. Whatever joy and laughter is mine, let it be hers.

O God, if it is written that some misfortune should fall, make me her shield against it, and keep it far from her.

O Lord, let the hardship of her path to success be mine, and let victory and success be hers alone.

O All-Powerful One, take from my years of life, and add them, unmeasured, to hers.

O God, take from what You have given me, and grant her every wish she holds dear.

O Lord, whatever exists and does not exist, let it be for her — let it all be nothingness and emptiness for me.




Chapter Four: Drowned in Love

I don't know how to describe it, because words truly fail to capture it. It was winter, and the air was cold. It was the middle of the night, and I was sitting by the heater watching anime, when, because my earbuds were low on battery, I had to stop watching and pause the show. During that pause, I was drinking tea and talking to myself in my head (something I always do, quite normally for me), saying: I wish I could turn around and see you there. In that very moment, I turned — and truly, in that first instant, I felt your warmth beside me. It was a wonderful feeling, truly beautiful and sweet — a dreamlike, memorable moment... I was living that moment with my whole being. But alas, that sweet moment did not even last the blink of an eye. My heart sank; I looked around again, and only that first instant had been real — after that, it filled with heartache, pain, and longing. My body had only then realized what had happened — that it had, in truth, been deceived. With sorrow, I said: "Ah... I wish we could have watched it together, I wish you were here, I wish, and a thousand wishes, and endless if-onlys..." That night, I was both happy and sad — a strange, familiar-yet-unfamiliar feeling, because it was not the first time I had experienced it; it had happened many times before.

How many days I did not get to live with you, how many nights you were beside me and we watched anime together, drank tea — I would act cute for you, you would laugh, and I would shower you with affection — and in the end, I would fear that all of it was only a dream, that those moments had never truly been real. But I lived those moments, and I felt them. Yes, I know what you're thinking now — that surely something is wrong with me mentally or something — but I must say that I experienced these moments in my healthiest and soundest state of mind. And yes, friends, when love is boundless, when it knows no limits and runs deep, this is what it becomes — this is what intense, deep love looks like. Some may call it madness, insanity, or say I'm on drugs, or any other label — but I am simply in love, and I have consumed the substance of love; I am mad with love, and yes, insane and crazy about it too... In my eyes, she is the most flawless and beautiful person; I do not believe you are human, because to me, you are my angel...

The Notification:

I dreamed that her notification had come. I woke with a start and immediately checked my phone, but there was no notification at all... meaning her notification is so pleasant to me that I even saw it in my dream and woke up just to check my phone.

The Bridge:

I dreamed it was night, and we were drinking something warm together, like tea or coffee. Afterward, we sat by a pedestrian bridge, chatting. Elly turned to me and said, "Can I tell you something?" I said, "Yes, tell me." You said: "Did you know that I liked you from the very beginning too? I just hid my feelings because I didn't trust you." I turned with joy and laughter and said: "I knew it! I always thought so! Something always told me it was true..." Ah, how I wish it were like that dream — but it was all a creation of my mind, and it remains only in my thoughts.

The Embrace:

I dreamed we were talking on the phone when, by chance, Elly drove past me in her car. On the phone, I said, "Elly, didn't you see me? You just drove right past me" (we had never met in person before that). Then she stopped — I don't know why — and got out of the car (perhaps for a supermarket errand or something). The place where she had stopped was a little far from me, and I shouted, "Elly!"... I began walking toward her; at first, from a distance, she didn't recognize me. As I got closer, she recognized me, and turned away, beginning to walk off. I followed her and called out again: "Elly!!"... this time with a voice on the verge of breaking. Then, as if to say "alright, fine," she stopped, and I embraced her...

I truly felt as though I had reached her, and I said to myself, "Thank God, it finally happened," and I was overjoyed — until I realized it was a dream, and the cursed alarm had woken me. Now that I am awake, I remember, and I am close to tears that she is not with me, and that it was only a dream. How overjoyed I had been...

The Angel:

It was daytime, and suddenly a feeling came over me, as if she had come to me — a coolness in and around my heart, like an angel. She approached slowly, and we embraced each other tightly. In those moments, my heartbeat quickened and grew stronger, and a warm, good feeling spread through my entire body... and my throat tightened with emotion. It was strange, even to me — I had always seen her in dreams before, but this time it was in waking life...




Final Chapter: Doomed to Love

Every day, I fall in love with you anew, and my love for you never diminishes — indeed, it only grows more intense and deeper. Each time I fall in love with you, I love you more than before, and I care for you. You told me that I keep you at a distance so that you will not be hurt, but know that your distance hurts me even more. If the day comes when I must not love you, then let it not be through distance — if I am not to love you, then it is better that I not exist at all, for in that way you would be at ease and I would not have to suffer. Because if you were to distance yourself from me, or wish for me to no longer love you, I would gradually withdraw from your absence, and in the end, after much suffering, I would collapse in some corner and die. Or if you were to distance yourself outwardly — for instance, closing every door to me on social media and leaving no way to reach you — I would pursue every path that might lead me to a trace of you, even if it meant walking the entire city on foot to find you. And along that path, I might again suffer so greatly that I could not bear it and would collapse and die. So if you wish for me to stop loving you, then end me — do not merely distance yourself and leave me to suffer. And if you choose to stay, then stay, and do not hurt me, my dear... (this "staying" does not necessarily mean being physically by my side; even staying only virtually is enough, just stay). And I do not want the burden of my life to weigh upon you or trouble you, because I do not want you to be troubled. I only wanted to say that this is how it is, so that you may grasp the depth of my love, and know that when I say I love you, you will understand exactly how I love you.

You may ask — so then what happened? What was the ending? Well, dear readers, I must tell you: there is no "rest of the story"... and the rest lies in Elly's hands, and in the hands of the one above, who will decide, and that decision will be the determining, fate-shaping one. If she chooses to stay, a second chapter will be published. But if she chooses to end it, then there will no longer be a writer left to write a second chapter. And now, it is not only I who wait — you, too, wait with me to see what decision will be made and what will come to pass. We are all waiting... Thank you for staying with me this far. If one day no second chapter is published, and I too am no longer here, then be my voice...
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