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            To those who forever departed our lives, yet their memories, voices, and whispers remained in our memories forever, too.

         

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Incomplete introduction

         

         
            No more than attempts:

            I am not a writer. I am just a simple person who likes writing. Some people like to express themselves through clothes, cars, dogs, haircut, tattoo, or even the way they laugh! I like to express myself through writing. When I write, I feel things around me more, and more. I feel people around me too. And when I feel them, I feel alive, because I write about these feelings. Sometimes I like writing to others more than talking to them! Because I think in that way I give them more time to understand and get what I mean! Also they can read it twice or even more before they react to it, and maybe their reaction will change after the second reading, or third, or even fourth, who knows!

            Sometimes I write to give myself another chance to live with the people on whom I write. I time travel to them and tell them what I could not say back then.

            And some other times I write to myself… about stuck things that refuse to leave and refuse to stay! I release them through writing then I set them permanently free on paper.

            I write about true feelings that I do not feel ashamed of. They are feelings that do not indicate weakness or strength. They refer to an ability to feel things and comprehend people around me. I translate that feeling then as it is and as I feel it on paper without any modification or editing. I write about things that happened to all of us. We all have lived them without writing about them. I write about a feeling because I know well that feeling people and things around me is a bless bestowed upon me from God. Writing honestly about that feeling is a challenge for me in front of myself.

            I write about feelings that can be experienced and cannot be said because they will die if they were spoken. Therefore, I decided to write them down so that they would live on paper and in the minds of each reader.

            I write honestly because I know that what I write is going to reach the heart of all those who read it honestly, too.

            
                

            

            The kind of writing I compose

            Each person has their own way and style that suits them in writing. I write in one style and I discovered later that it is so close to something called in literature the stream of consciousness.

            
                

            

            The stream of consciousness (definition as I understand it from my readings):

            It is a kind mental flow of speech or a spontaneous, internal, pictorial monologue that nobody except the writer hears or feels, so the author transmits it on paper in their own way as scattered texts so that all people will read it.

            So, I realized that I am using a flow of ideas and an internal, incoherent dialogue related to different people, places, and times of my life that I have decided to bring into light. I realized too that When we reconcile with our memory, we make friends with it without our knowledge or awareness. The bad part of it shall strengthen us and changes slowly over time to lesson we draw benefit and learn from them However, when we fight it and marginalize its events, it will remain an obsession that haunts us, and we will remain on the run from it throughout our lives. At certain unexpected moments in our lives, it will slay us.

            Personally, I think We resort to our memory each time we decide to meet ourselves or other people because when we love, we see our reflection in and on the people whom we love, and that leads us to one fact which is We are a mixture of infinite memories which has a big impact in choosing things and people around us whether we like it or not.

            The memory does not betray… the memory does not betray at all.
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         Sometime the heart bleeds more than our tribe permits and further than traditions tolerate. However, it is internal bleeding only. 

         

         

         (A scene) 

         I was eight years old…

         I rushed to the flower shop at the corner of the street.

         I emptied my pockets before the shopkeeper.

         He sympathized…

         I brought you a lovely bouquet

         Of red flowers wrapped in paper and love.

         I wrote to you on the note with the most terrible handwriting,

         “You are the fairest in the universe, and you will become more and more beautiful.”

         You took the bouquet;

         You shed violet tears after you read the note.

         Until now, I do not forget the scene –

         You were in your twenties,

         And I was eight years old…

         

         

         (Invisible lines tie me to you) 

         Invisible lines tie me to you whether I like it or not.

         No matter how much I travel away from you, no matter how far we are, and no matter how different our roads are;

         No matter how distinct our stations are, and no matter how your routes and mine are different;

         The invisible lines continue to tie me to you.

         Constant they are… they exceed the multitude of people between you and me.

         Tense they are…indifferent to the laws of the universe or the gravity of Earth.

         Unaffected by the amount of rocks and dismal valleys,

         That separate my icy mountain from your flaming mountain…

         

         

         (I will continue to love you) 

         Even if…

         Photos these days have become more faithful than people;

         Silence in our life has become more eloquent than talking;

         And the scent of perfumes can outlast the wearers themselves in places and on hands after greeting each other!

         I will continue to love you even if

         Eyes has become able to love more than the heart;

         The voices of people have got beats, life, and ability to eternally hide in our smart devices more than their owners!

         I will continue to love you even if

         Conservatives have become these days odd;

         Dissidents have become distinguished and civilized;

         The fair has become ugly… and the abhorrent has become comfortable;

         The sincere have become outcast… and the ambiguous have become needed.

         I will continue to love you even if

         Scholars have become these days obscure, while licentiousness are celebrities;

         Educated people have become rejected and the trivial have become desired.

         I will continue to love you even if

         Lovers have become rare and Don Juans are too common.

         I will continue to L O V E Y O U…

         

         

         (Hide and seek) 

         Each of us runs away from the other.

         Each of us runs into the other.

         Each of us looks for the other.

         And each of us knows the hideout of the other…

         We avoid meeting, yet destiny compels us to meet.

         Days separate us, yet people accidentally unite us.

         We claim to have forgotten each other, yet we see each other everywhere!

         (A broken black umbrella) 

         Every now and then,

         I find myself unintentionally returning to places we once visited together.

         Hoping I might find some of me there… and heal from you.

         That café at the corner of the street…

         I entered it holding a broken black umbrella.

         I looked thoroughly at the chairs and stared at the corners.

         I went to the wooden round table… the same one that had us around it once.

         It was next to the glass overlooking the street.

         I ordered a cup of black coffee. 

         “Du sucre?” asked the waiter with a fake smile.

         I declined him with a gesture.

         I return to my coffee.

         I sip it slowly.

         Unfamiliar music was playing in the café… I think it was Brazilian.

         I finish my coffee…

         I pay the cheque.

         And I go towards the door of the café.

         The waiter runs after me holding my broken black umbrella. I thank him, and leave the place to start my journey of loss…

         In Paris city,

         And in a world that resembles the unknown,

         The faces are similar;

         The doors are shut;

         And your photos are everywhere!

         I see you in the cliché posters displayed on the windows of fashion shops.

         I see you in the papers glued on the stands that sell newspapers and magazines in the streets.

         I see you in the glossy covers of the international magazines… I see you in the ads of the buses that cross the streets.

         I see you in restaurants shops, stations, and doors of the subways. Even some people whom I encounter in the streets suddenly look to me like you or have a resemblance of you. 

         I wake up from this surrealistic nightmare to find myself have travelled a significant distance from Café de Flor in Saint-Germain until I stopped in the middle of one of the bridges which overlook the seine.

         I breathe…

         I smile ruefully…

         I close my eyes for a while…

         I look into the water of the river silently…

         I am happy that its water is far from clarity so that I will not see the reflection of your face on it from the nothingness!

         I hold my broken black umbrella…

         I bid it farewell and confide my memories with you in it forever…

         Then I toss it… in the river.

         Happy I am because I at last got rid of all feelings I have for you. They drained me those feelings. They were about to drive me crazy in silence.

         I leave the place… and everything in it to return to my natural life without you… forever…

         On my way to the hotel, a short text-message from you surprises me… after a lifetime!

         (Oh stranger) 

         Oh stranger,

         Because of you,

         I had to run away… from you!

         I, myself, built the barriers and walls between us.

         I made them with my hands of my own volition. 

         Oh stranger,

         Because of you,

         I, myself, reformed the map of roads.

         I made the shiny cities dark,

         And made the simple villages dismal.

         Oh stranger,

         For you,

         The traffic lights we gleefully used to wait at them have become gloomy and broken!
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