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    To my son. You were the reason I chose to stay.
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This is my story. My blood. My tears. My truth.
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If you or someone you know is struggling,

please see the resources at the end of this book.
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CONTENT NOTE
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This book contains descriptions of

depression, suicidal ideation, and mental health struggles.

It is written with honesty and hope,

but please take care of yourself while reading.

If you are currently in crisis,

please see the resources at the end of this book

or reach out to someone you trust.
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You matter.

For Dada

You do not know it yet, little one.

But your face kept me alive

when the wolves smelled my blood

and the cold tried to take me.

I came back for you.

Only for you.

"I did not run away.

I died a long time ago.

You were just late to my burial."

Something I whispered to myself in the forest,

shivering, alone, waiting for morning or death,

whichever came first.
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The Night Everything Changed

I am sitting in a torn tent.

Somewhere in the Aynaloo forest, East Azerbaijan, Iran.

It is 2:47 AM. Maybe. I stopped trusting my phone hours ago.

The wolves are circling.

I can hear them. Soft footsteps on wet leaves. Patient. Calculating. Waiting.

I can smell them. Wet fur. Earth. Something primal that makes my body want to run even though my mind has given up.

I can see their eyes. Yellow green flames in the darkness. Seven. Maybe eight. Maybe more.

They found me.

And all I can think about is my son.

His face. His laugh. The way he says Baba like it is the most important word in the world.

The way he looked at me the last time I held him, not knowing it might be the last time.

The letter I left for him on a table in Bahrain, explaining why his father chose to disappear.

I came to this forest to die.

I had made peace with it.

I had written my goodbyes.

I had sold everything that proved I existed.

I was ready.

But now, with the wolves circling, with death actually here, something is happening inside me.

Something I did not expect.

I want to live.

Not for myself.

For him.

For the chance to see him one more time.

For the chance to tell him I am sorry.

For the chance to hold him again.
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