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I lost my vision when I was eight years old. My mother advised me not to feel sad about it, as life would continue as usual.

Tables are tables, food is food, people are people.

It sounds harsh, but my mother was a practical woman who wanted me to cope as soon as possible. Also, she cried every night—enough for both of us.

I coped quickly, and it helped that I wasn’t much of a social child. I learned Braille rather quickly and spent my free time solving math problems. I made it onto the advanced math team at school and scored first place.

Other than that, I enjoy the company of both my mom and her cats.

She has five—three males, two females—and only one child: me. Ibrahim.

At fifteen, my older cousin discovered my bat-like hearing and my uncanny ability to find missing items.

“I could get into big trouble if I get caught. Please, Ibrahim, please,” he begged.

He didn’t need to beg—we were already on our way to the gymnasium where he’d lost his dad’s car keys. My aunt’s husband.

“Remind me, why did you take his brand-new car without permission?”

“It’s a new Ferrari,” he whispered, practically jumping with excitement, “and he won’t let me touch it even if I get my driver’s license.”

Add another crime to the list: Ahmed is only sixteen.

“He comes back from Japan tonight,” he continued in an urgent whisper.
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