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I apologize to you, Mullah.. Rather, I beg for forgiveness I went back to the time of loneliness

You are beyond reasonable generosity...how much you have showered me with tenderness

You saw me complaining of loneliness, isolated, like a .neglected thing

Introverted, I cry my longings, and the remnants of hope .diminish

She was kind to me and hugged me, looking at me with .compassion
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I miss you the sound of my moaning, and I forget you about ..quantity and the meaning of quality

So it leaned towards me without a destination... it swam freely ...in me... it filled me to the brim

​

So my clothes poured over me... the ecstasy of my birds ...sang... night and day intertwined

Perhaps you hoped for the fulfillment of your life in my home.. ..“Oh” how miserable you are, how miserable I am

You felt arrogant in the evening, bragging about...what? I don't !know

How foolish and foolish I would have been if I lost sight of you, .my hope

.You were patient and advised me

...But I miss my calmness and illusions wish me

..With my knife, I cut my vein and the noise calmed down .Silence prevailed and I returned to the time of loneliness ..And emptiness dwells in me like death

This was the last thing he wrote and he concluded his letter by saying: (Peace be to your eyes, peace be upon the sails to .(distant ports

I am the wish, and you are the Impossibility, oh radiance of light and the appearance of the day... Peace be upon your eyes, then he placed your letter in the mailbox after writing the address on it, and sealed It with a kiss from a mouth filled with .the heat of loss and longing... wishing to forget

He knew that she might pass by the mailbox one day, perhaps open it and find the letter. She passed by the box, and one day she opened it, and the letter fell out of it. She bent down indifferently and indifferently. She read his name on the letter, and she sighed with infinite restlessness and despair, but in the end she decided. The end comes after a struggle with a desire within her, or two conflicting desires, one of which rejects, denounces, denounces, withdraws, and hates, and the other .insists, hopes, and demands action and acceptance
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So she settled the dispute between them, and she took the decision decisively and firmly. She decided to open the letter, and read these words: He was apologizing to her or trying to .appease her

She was confused by his speech after she finished reading, but she knew exactly what he wanted. She understood him well, perhaps because she has a sensitive personality with high transparency, through which she can understand the insides of .things and feel the insides of things

She had a kind of transparency, and she felt a strange bitterness, and drops of her tears fell, drowning the letter, which crumbled or nearly crumbled from the Rain of tears in .her hands

Someone might say: “She is crying because she is affected by him, or because she misses him, or because she believes his words, or maybe because she wants him, or wants to be near him.” But none of this was on her mind, and that was not why she was crying; Because she knows that he does not want to be deprived of her words and her tenderness. She knows that he wants himself, his pride, and his fullness of vanity, which he is accustomed to in her words. In any case, he wants himself, he .does not want her, he wants to see himself through her

She knew this, and was satisfied with it, as if they both needed each other in one way or another. It was not the usual need that a lover needs for his lover, or a man for a woman. Perhaps this was the most distinctive, and at the same time, the strangest thing in their relationship or in what was between .them. An eccentric form of a stranger-than-fiction relationship

Perhaps both of them were bored of the traditional form, perhaps they were both afraid of the other, or afraid that the other would hate the other, perhaps.. but in any case, this type ..of relationship suited her very well
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In any case, it did not matter to her, or it no longer mattered to her, whether he loved her or loved himself through her. She hated the traditional form of relationships, she was bored with .it, and she even rejected it

In her eyes, he was nothing but a kind of doom, hell, torment, boredom, hatred... It was all that was said and everything that could be said about anything unpleasant and negative... It was death, annihilation in her eyes, and so she leaned and relied on the fact that he remained far away from her. This presented a great advantage and a different form for her relationship with .him

She loved him with everything in him, with his faults, with his heavy shadows, with his bad character, with everything in him.. And he also overlooked everything, and ignored everything; Because he saw in her something that was different from everything else... He became attached to her words, her style, and her sense of himself through her, and through her words he saw in her words a glass barrier or a mirror in which he saw .himself

He sees the world through her words. Her words were a comfort and solace to him for many things, and she also saw her words for him, her waiting for him, his comment, his position, his opinion. Perhaps she saw in this her solace from a monotonous life devoid of all excitement and any passion, but in any case A safe life free of heavy restrictions, hell, and torment, which she had been living under for several years, so she accepted that life, and told her what was in it, but she was ..tired of losing passion

She was tired of the monotony of life, the routine was killing her, she felt that every minute of her life was confined within the walls of her freedom... She did not care what he intended for her, nor did she care what he thought of her, until that day came and the mirror exploded... and the glass shattered in the
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faces of both of them... leaving a huge crack. And they both .moved away from each other

They were basically far away anyway, but it was a distant relationship behind a veil of wanderings and wanderings, coming and going between them both, like a silent war or like a .mute who is unable to speak

What was between them was strange, but in any case it gave them some relief, it alleviated the harshness of life, something .that was a solace for both of them

For many people, sometimes the most beautiful thing about something is that it is out of reach. Other times, or more often than not, we fall in love with the apple while it is on the tree, then we soon get bored of it and hate it when it falls into our hands. Perhaps we used to see it as beautiful, fresh, sparkling, and tempting while it was far away. It falls in the hand until we see it up close, ordinary and wilted, not as fresh or appetizing .as we used to see it

How beautiful things are when they are far away! How wonderful it is as it shines for us above! We can hardly see it from afar until its light that we see disappears, or so we imagine, and then all of this soon disappears after things get closer to us.. How beautiful is a dream when it is far away.. and ..it is a fantasy

Beauty and how beautiful is the illusion when it tempts us with its brilliance and compassion! How hideous it is when it approaches us, revealing the fangs of bitter truth! His claws stick out as he digs into the heart of that dream, and the heart .of that beautiful distant illusion
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