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Author’s Note

I never set out to write stories with happy endings. Or sad ones.

What I care about are the true endings — the ones that feel unsettling, unresolved, painfully real. The kind that reflects how life actually is for those who don’t always get to speak.

I’ve always believed that the ones who feel most deeply, who think differently, or who walk through the world quietly — deserve to be seen.

Too often, people with psychological conditions are treated like background characters. They’re misunderstood, silenced, or simply ignored.

But in my stories, they are the center.

This novel, like my previous ones — exists for them. For the forgotten. The overlooked. The ones who were told they were “too much,” or “too strange,” or “not enough.”

Through fiction, I try to give voice to those who were never allowed to speak, and a stage to those who were never allowed to be the main character in their own life.

Ferid is one of them. A brilliant with a Savant syndrome, a quiet storm. In a world that honours loudness and conformity, Ferid reminds us that stillness can be powerful, and that love, grief, and genius often wear the same face.

As a novelist, I don’t write to entertain — I write to honour.

To remind us that every soul, no matter how quiet or complicated, deserves to be seen as whole.

This story is not just about him.

It’s about anyone who’s ever felt like everyone else was the story, and they were just the leftover.

Not anymore. 
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Ferid’s Dictionary — ◐ ◑ —

A guide to the strange and beautiful things he says
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Moon-approved (adjective): When something feels safe, comforting, and quietly right. Emotionally soft.


“This playlist? Moon-approved.”

“He wasn’t loud. But I felt calm around him. Moon-approved.”

	
Chili served (expression):  Used after a smart, cold comeback or when you prove someone wrong without trying.


“Chili served!They said I couldn’t do it. I did it better”

	
Heartblur (noun):  When emotions get too big to explain. You feel it, but you can’t say it.


“I didn’t know what to text back. Everything was heartblur.”

	
Quiet logic (noun):  Sharp, calm understanding. The kind that sees everything but says little.


“He didn’t ask what was wrong. He just knew. Quiet logic.”

	
Moon-fall (noun):  The quiet pain of losing someone important. Not loud. Just... everything dims.


“When he left, it wasn’t just sadness. It was moon-fall.”

	
Moon-state (noun):  A sudden shift from hesitation to courage. When your body moves before your brain. Not planned. Not rehearsed. Just pure bravery in motion.


“I don’t know what happened. I just stood up and walked straight into it — full moon-state.”
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— ◐ ◑ —
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Chapter one


“The heart holds stories time could never erase.”





















[image: ]




— ◐ ◑ —

They named me Ferid —it means (Unique) in Arabic.

Maybe they hoped I’d be. Maybe they just liked how it sounded when they said it in a soft voice at bedtime.

Or maybe — like most names — it meant nothing, and everything, and something no one ever bothered to explain.

I was born into a beautiful family, whole, warm,  framed like a picture.

A family that looked complete from the outside —and from the inside, too, if you didn’t stare too long.

I never learned how to describe my feelings the way people do. Not with the right tone. Not at the right time. But I was happy, I think.

Yes. I think I was happy.

My brothers: Omar and Nadim. Two completely different skies.

Omar was sunlight. Predictable, glowing, visible to everyone. Nadim was moonlight — quieter, harder to hold. And somehow, closer. Moon-Approved. Maybe I loved him too much because he rarely looked at me. Maybe I only loved what stayed far enough not to hurt me.

My father, Saeed, worked in intelligence — local intelligence, to be exact, here in Murcia, a sun-soaked town at the bottom of Spain where everything is slower than it should be. He’s originally from Baalbek, Lebanon. But he’s been here long enough to forget how to say where he’s really from.

My mother, Victoria, is Catalan. From Barcelona. She rarely leaves the house. Most days, she hosts the neighborhood women, pours tea, nods, smiles, and blends in like she was born to disappear in the middle of a story. They talk about things that don’t matter. But they say them like they do. From my bedroom, I hear the whole play — and wonder how many lives end in rooms like this, mid-sentence, in the middle of something trivial.

I never got close enough to my father to describe him. Same with my mother. They were present — but not close. Familiar — but not touchable. No one in my family ever felt reachable. Except Nadim. And even with him, I spoke as if words cost too much.

I had one friend. Only one. I called him (The Stranger) . He was the moonlight.

Yes, yes — the moonlight was the only one who truly understood me. He treated me the way I treated him, he didn’t speak, he didn’t judge, he didn’t ask me why I was the way I was. Quiet logic.  He just existed. Quietly.  He was always there. And that was enough. We never spoke — not even once — but he understood me better than any person ever did. We treated each other with the same kind of sacred distance. He was the only one who reminded me of myself.

I didn’t talk to anyone — even though everyone tried to talk to me. And neither did he. That’s why I named him The Stranger.

People in this town like to explain things they don’t understand. They called me strange. They also called me gifted, odd, special, broken, unreadable. That’s what society does when you don’t behave according to schedule — it diagnoses you. Then it pretends it understands you. And if you dare show kindness back? They sharpen their teeth. What kind of society is that?

Maybe I’m the problem. But I see everything. And they know I do. They say I’m the smartest. The sharpest. But how do you explain a four-year-old who draws wires and systems he’s never seen? A boy who says nothing, but rewires radios while the others chase soccer balls into traffic?

I had hobbies. Strange ones.

I memorized every license plate on our street. I knew every phone number in my mother’s little black book. I could hear a song once and play it back in my head perfectly — but she never noticed. No one looked close enough to see me.

And trying to explain me? That’s like trying to explain the shape of a shadow. You can see it — but you can’t hold it.

No one ever understood me. No one tried. No one heard the things I whispered under my breath.

But the moonlight...

He heard all of it. Without needing to translate a single word. 

Most nights, I’d sit on the balcony, watching everything. The neighbor screaming at her husband. The sound of a stray dog howling at an empty dish. Silences heavy enough to drown in.

Every person believes their story is different. That their life is the one the world should remember. But if it were up to me — I wouldn’t write a single word about mine.

It was him — the moonlight — who gave me the courage I never found in my family, my city, or myself. He asked the right questions, even without a voice. He tried to reach a part of me I couldn’t even map.

And by the end of my story, I realized something terrifying: Every moment I lived was pushing me gently, secretly, to this page. This one.

Maybe my words don’t make sense. Maybe my thoughts feel scattered — or stitched together in the wrong language. Maybe someone will ask me to simplify. Clean it up. Make it easier to digest. But this is the only way I know how to speak.

This is what I call Heartblur.

It’s what happens when your feelings get blurry and you don’t know what to say, when your emotions grow too large for your chest. Too long without air. Too deep to name. You don’t release them. You don’t explain them. You just carry them. And they carry you.

This is my silence. And every night, I try to explain it to the moonlight — who blinds me every time I stare too long.

Most of my time is spent in my room. Lying down. Staring at the ceiling. Drawing faces I’ve never seen in real life — but if you looked at them, you’d swear they lived down your street. They feel real. Even if I’ve never met them.

The first drawing I ever made was of the moonlight. It was a black night. Quiet. Everything dark — except a small house like ours, and a garden that looked green in the morning but black under the sky. Some birds sat in a tree — yes, that tree. A boy was climbing it. I think it was me. Beneath him, a girl. Smiling. I kept the drawing hidden. I thought my family might like it, and ask me to make more.

And then we’d have to talk. And I don’t know how to talk!

— ◐ ◑ —

I was five the day Nadim knocked on my door.

“Good morning, handsome. How are you today?” he said.

I’m not handsome. I don’t know why he called me that—maybe just to be kind.

I didn’t answer. Not because I didn’t want to. I was just stuck deciding which part to respond to—Good morning? Handsome? How are you?

Nadim: “Wanna come to the market with me? We can get the candy you like.”

“Yes,” I finally said.

Nadim: “Great. Mom’s waiting at the table. Let’s eat and then we’ll go.”

As I mentioned, Nadim was the only person in my entire family who truly understood my heart. I can’t recall a single time he let me leave the house on my own. Whenever I needed to go somewhere, he was there.

— ◐ ◑ —

Thank God for people like him—those you can rely on when everyone else has vanished.

Thank God for souls who understand your silence—who sense your thoughts with just a glance.

Thank God for those who remain faithful when the world turns away.

I wanted to tell Nadim this—to say anything—but, as you’ve come to know me, I don’t have the courage.

At eight, I developed a quiet obsession with crime films — the kind with dark hallways, whispered clues, and detectives who always knew more than they let on, Not sure if it had anything to do with my father’s job in intelligence, but something about those stories pulled at me, maybe because they were filled with people like me — people who noticed things. 

I loved the way one thread could unravel everything, how the truth always hid in plain sight, how one tiny detail could change the whole story.

And I won’t lie — I was good at it. Most of the time, I knew the ending before the twist even came, I spotted the killer, the lie, the hidden scar — my eyes didn’t let things go unnoticed.

After the credits rolled, I’d go back to drawing, right in front of my silent friend, the moonlight — always watching me from its usual place in the sky. Do you think the movies influenced my art?

Maybe. But it’s hard to tell where my mind ends and where its obsessions begin.

That night, I watched Léon: The Professional, a 1994 film about an assassin and a girl who had no one left.

It wasn’t the violence that stayed with me — it was her.

How could a child that small carry the weight of revenge?

How could she understand the cost of grief at such a fragile age?

Those questions lived inside me long after the screen went dark.

So that night, like always, I whispered to the moon, “What should I draw tonight?” Could I capture your face again? Or are you too infinite for my small pencil to contain? All the metaphors they use to describe you — could I make them visual? Could I make them matter?

Tell me, moon,

what makes you so powerful?

You’re just a circle of borrowed light,

a secondhand sun wrapped in mystery — and yet, the whole world aches for you. But to me, you’re not a mystery. You’re company. You’re the only one who never left.You’ll always be in my drawings — but never as the hero.

I don’t give that title easily.

My next sketch was of the police station where my father worked.

I drew the moon hovering over it, quiet and watching, with me and the strange girl from the movie on one side of the page, and my father standing cold and distant on the other.

Can you picture it? Maybe you think it’s just a drawing. But to me, it felt like a map of everything I knew and everything I couldn’t say.

I placed that sketch beside my first one, and the moonlight touched both, soft and wordless — as if proud of me, as if sharing the moment in a language no one else could understand.

Today was my first day of school.

Surprised?

Most people are.

I’d refused to go before — and not out of rebellion, but because I knew, even then, I wouldn’t fit.

Not with this mind, not with this silence, not with a heart that flinches every time someone speaks too loudly or too carelessly.

Some people thought I was arrogant.

I wish I were. I wish arrogance could patch even a corner of this thing I carry — this shame, this paralysis, this need to be invisible while secretly hoping someone sees me anyway.

Some called me shy.

Some called me strange.

Some thought I was sick.

But in my eyes,

they were the sick ones — they were the ones who didn’t know how to sit in silence and survive it.

That day, I met someone.

His name was Malik.

Kind. Soft. He walked like he knew how not to hurt the earth beneath him. Even his name felt gentle.

It suited him.

He defended me, stood between me and the whispers, shielded me from the sideways stares I’d gotten used to.

He never went anywhere without checking if I wanted to follow, he always asked — always.

And even though I never really answered, he never made me feel wrong for that.

He didn’t ask exhausting questions like,

“Why don’t you talk?”

or “Are you okay?”

He already knew.

That was his gift.

I called that Quiet logic 

the kind of intelligence no school teaches, a kind that comes only to those who listen more than they speak.

It’s what happens when someone becomes so emotionally precise, so intuitively sharp, that they already know the shape of your pain before you describe it. And when they ask you something,

they do it in a way that doesn’t slice you open — it feels like an invitation, not an interrogation. That was Malik.

He didn’t try to unlock me. He just stayed near, and that was enough to make me feel a little more real.

I saw Malik as my mirror with a voice, and I was his mirror without one. I used to wish he was my brother — instead of the emotionless ghosts I lived with at home.

— ◐ ◑ —

Most people, at some point, wish someone else was family. Someone who understands without explaining, who shares your rhythms and your silence.

Childhood friendships are the purest kind. They’re built on innocence — free from agendas, free from lies. Kids know how to show love without needing anything back. They don’t need perfect words. Just a look, a touch, a shared secret. Their feelings are raw and real — deeper than most adults would dare to admit, and yet we call them immature.

We laugh when kids cry because their best friend moved to another city. We tell them they’ll get over it. But us? We write three-paragraph texts we never send. We replay voice notes like they’re evidence in a trial. We create entire seasons of drama in our heads, then call it ‘healing.’

Maybe the real joke is us.

Kids feel things honestly — no filters, no hidden agendas. They get sad, they say it. They love you, they tell you.

But we? We ghost. We gossip. We choke on our own pride and call it adulthood. Maybe they weren’t the ones who needed to grow up. Maybe we just got better at lying — especially to ourselves.







But even that kind of love didn’t come easy to me.

I never showed my feelings — not once. But they lived inside me, quiet and burning, like fire trapped underwater.

From the very first day, the teachers saw it — that something about me didn’t match the others. There was sharpness, yes — but also stillness, a kind of quiet calculation. The way I walked, the way I sat, the way I looked at the board — it all said I wasn’t here to be part of the group.

And I hated that they noticed.

Being seen meant being watched.

Being watched meant being exposed.

And my shell? That was sacred.

It wasn’t for them. It was for me.

And maybe, someday, someone who’d deserve it.

I had a gift. Learning fast. Remembering faster.

Yes, I was older than most of the kids in class, but I never felt like one of them. I compared myself to high schoolers, sometimes adults.

I had a memory that clung to numbers like they were secrets.

One day, a boy collapsed in the hallway, panic swept the room like a disease — but I stayed still. And I told the teacher to call his father — then gave her the number.

No one asked how I knew the number, but I did.

I’d memorized it the day the teacher made him write it down —

something about throwing paper balls at her hair.

She thought she was punishing him.

I thought she was giving me something to remember.

The teacher looked at me like I’d levitated,

like I was a ghost holding a phone book.

Like she wanted to say:

“What even are you?”

I didn’t think I’d done anything weird. I just wanted to help. I didn’t even expect a thank you.

Honestly, I expected detention.

And that’s the thing.

That look — that sideways glance people throw at me like I’ve ruined their worldview just by existing — that’s what makes me want to vanish into thin air and reappear as someone’s pet goldfish.

People say I’m “different.” But why can’t they just say I’m “tired”?

A tired kid who wants to be left alone and occasionally watched from a distance by the moon?

No one ever asked if I chose to be this way.

No one ever asked if maybe I didn’t want to fall in love with murder mysteries before I even knew what love was.

But I did.

Not because I liked the blood — I liked the blueprints.

The how behind the horror. The way truth was built like a machine, piece by piece, wire by wire, until it clicked, and someone finally said, “Aha. That’s what happened.”

I didn’t care about the violence. I cared about the pattern. I wanted to invent something, something that could see through masks the way I do. Something that helps people find what’s real, before it’s too late.

My father worked in intelligence, maybe that helped, maybe I just liked the idea that silence wasn’t useless — that staring out the window and thinking too hard could actually change something.

Could help someone. Could build something no one else could see.

And so I wondered — what could I create?

What could I give this world, besides awkward eye contact and uncomfortable dinners?

What invention could come from the way I see things — something that helps others find answers, like I always seemed to. I was mid-thought, halfway through designing an invisible lie detector in my mind,

when someone knocked.

Nadim: “Ferid? What are you doing?”

I pointed at the TV.

He already knew.

I was still watching my “creepy little movies.”

Nadim: “You’re still watching those creepy movies?”

He said it like I was the one who needed help — as if watching Léon: The Professional would lead me to start a cult in the basement.

He didn’t get it.

He didn’t see that these films were more than stories — they were blueprints for how my mind worked, scripts I didn’t write but memorized anyway.

He sat on the edge of my bed like I’d invited him with a secret telepathic blink.

Nadim: “Ferid... do you doubt that I love you?”

Ferid: “No.”

Nadim: “Then why won’t you tell me what’s on your mind?”

Ferid: “I can’t.”

Nadim: “Why not?”

Ferid: “It’s hard. My feelings are... too much. I just... can’t.”

My heart started beating like someone knocked it off rhythm.

I wasn’t used to this. Talking.

Being... asked things.

It felt like a police interrogation, but worse — because this one had love in it. And I didn’t know how to defend myself against love.

I had spent years pretending that emotions were illegal.

A crime I couldn’t afford to commit. And Nadim?

He was standing there with a warrant.

Ferid: “Leave.”

Nadim: “What’s wrong, brother?”

Ferid: “Leave. Leave. Leave.”

I dropped my eyes to the floor.

Felt my body go stiff like the silence needed something to hold.

I wasn’t angry.

I was... scared?

Maybe I just didn’t want him to see the thing I was hiding —

the ache I couldn’t explain, the flood I’d never let out.

Or maybe... maybe I heard the soft hum of my window again, the glow behind it, the one friend who never asked anything of me.

Nadim left.

And I broke.

Silently, of course.

Crying, the way I did everything else — without asking permission.

He didn’t deserve that.

He didn’t deserve to be pushed away just for trying to understand me.

But I cried harder because I knew — I was the problem.

Twelve years old, one friend — if you count the moon, no voice, no real conversations, just a mind full of evidence no one wanted to investigate.

Then I looked up — and there it was.

That soft curve in the sky, smiling like he’d been waiting for me to fall apart.

The moon.

Always calm. Always glowing. Always mine.

He didn’t try to fix me. Didn’t hand me a tissue or a moral lesson.

He just... stayed, Moon-Approved.

That’s why people stare at the sky when they’re lost.

Not because they expect an answer — but because they want to be held by something too far away to leave. He had that magic.

That softness that makes your chest open just enough to breathe again. And in that moment — I let him.

I had no excuse for how I treated Nadim.I won’t pretend it was a reaction. It was a hit. Unprovoked. Unfair.

And completely mine to own.

I sat at the edge of my bed, whispering nonsense into the air, not to anyone in particular, just to the buzzing between my ears — a sound only I could hear.

Thoughts were squeezing my skull like they were dying to escape, heartblurred, but there wasn’t enough room in the world for them.

Not even on paper.

I looked up at the moon — embarrassed. Like he’d seen everything.

Like he was about to scold me for hurting Nadim. I could already imagine his disappointed silence.

The next morning,

someone knocked.

I was still in bed. That was rare.

I’m usually the first to wake up — not for any noble reason, just because sleeping too long feels like wasting potential energy I haven’t even found a use for.

It was my mother.

Mother: “Good morning, sweetheart. How are you feeling today?”

That voice — careful, too careful. Like every word had been rehearsed in front of a mirror. Her hands moved like they were hiding a crime.

Ferid: “I’m fine.”

Mother: “Would you like to come with me? I’m going to visit someone.”

Right. Sure. A visit. How delightfully vague.

My brain wouldn’t shut up — it spun like a slot machine stuck on bad omens. Everything about her that morning felt... curated.

Mother: “Ferid, come on now. Get up and get dressed.”

Ferid: “Where are we going?”

Mother: “To see a relative. They’re excited to meet you.”

A relative?

That was creative.

Is it normal to feel unsafe with your own mother?

To sit there trying to decide if you’re being paranoid, or just finally seeing things for what they are?

Still... I got dressed. I followed.

The moment we pulled up to the building, I knew. I knew before the car stopped, before the fake cheer in her voice dropped its final mask.

She took me to a psychiatric clinic.

She really thought I wouldn’t notice.

As if I couldn’t read the signs, as if I was too young to understand the betrayal wrapped in her smile.

She kept whispering: “We’re almost there. He really misses you.”

Who’s he?

My imaginary uncle who moonlights as a psychiatrist?

Come on.

Mom, I’m thirteen. Not three. Quiet doesn’t mean stupid.

Honestly, I almost laughed. This was the plan?

You really thought I wouldn’t figure it out?

We walked into the doctor’s office like she was auditioning for “Supportive Parent of the Year.”

Doctor: “Hello, Ferid Solano! You’ve grown, haven’t you?”

My full name, first time I’d heard it spoken in years. Funny how it only comes out when they want to study you.

Mother: “Here he is — the one I was telling you about.”

Doctor: “Ferid’s grown so much. What a young man he’s become.”

Spare me.

This wasn’t theater. Just say what you want to say. Label me. Diagnose me. Tell me I’m broken and send me the bill.

Mother: “Go on, Ferid. Sit with him, he wants to talk to you.”

She stepped out like a magician making her guilt disappear.

I sat.

He sat.

Doctor: “Tell me, Ferid. How do you spend your days?”

Ferid: [silent]

Doctor: “I know you don’t talk much, but can you try? Even a few words?”

I don’t talk?

Sir, if you knew what lived inside my head, you’d shove it in a museum and charge for entry.

Doctor: “Pretend I’m a friend. What do you love? What do you hate?”

Ferid: “Let me out of here.”

Doctor: “You will, Ferid. But first, tell me something about yourself.”

Ferid: “I’m not sick.”

Doctor: “Who said you were?”

That was it.

I stood up, quietly.

And walked out.

My mother was sitting outside, pretending not to be waiting. Pretending not to be guilty.

Pretending she hadn’t just dragged her son to be dissected like a failed science project.

Mother: “What’s wrong, Ferid? Are you alright?”

I looked at her.

And then the tears came.

Not because I wanted them to. But because they’d finally won. Even my brain — the same one that could memorize maps and movie scenes after one glance — couldn’t stop the damage.

Sometimes the heart overrules the mind. And when it does, there’s no jury. Just pain. And silence. And wet cheeks.
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