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PREFACE
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Isn’t it pretty interesting to watch the artistry of this solid yet invisible thread with mental and emotional properties shape itself into existence, weaving its way around each newborn’s presence from the time their umbilical cord gets cut at birth? Though hearing that first cry for life is music to most parents’ ears, the same melody is deemed annoying when the kid reaches the age of mouthiness, which often means they no longer want to be treated like a baby. In other words, it’s time for the parents to land the helicopter. 

The plan, from the very beginning, is to teach those precious little beings how to develop good judgment while learning to take initiative on things that they, themselves, care about. However, not many parents are initially willing to welcome levels of progressive selflessness with open arms. They might even find themselves saying something like, “Children don’t come with instruction manuals,” which is their way of admitting they are starting to feel out of their element. They don’t quite like “the letting go” part of rearing a child, which is somewhat uncomfortable and less appropriate for their agenda.

Though such an innocent sigh of defeat sounds a notch better than its older version: “Children are to be seen and not heard,” it still exposes the parents’ labored determination for dominance and control. In short, both comments display the narrowness of perspective, which is interpreted as, “Children were easier to handle as possessions; therefore, they ought not to be treated as independent human beings.” Wrong! Every child is designed to be a self-sustaining intellectual thinker, regardless of their gender, race, or socio-economic circumstances.

Let’s think about that for a moment. Most adults have had years to mature and get ready for parenthood. In contrast, babies don’t have the faintest idea what type of identity, history, and baggage of stains they might’ve inherited at conception. Suppose they had the slightest inkling about the unresolved confusion of previous generations. In that case, I’d venture to guess that many of those young individuals would’ve wanted to sunder that invisible harness with a blade as soon as they could. And a great majority of them end up doing just that -well, sooner or later; so that they can pursue a life that’s more suitable in depth as well as in purpose for their hidden gifts.

One of the most remarkable successes in this world is the ability to birth one’s own identity, even if that means being the black sheep of the family for a while. When one is willing and ready to take full responsibility for their actions, they’ve already determined that learning to navigate through instincts and carving a more personal and non-negotiable path for themselves is the high road to inner peace. Anything outside it has and will continue to lead them to a tangled-up maze of generational curse,  which is none other than a repetitious cycle of unresolved absurdities, hardly decent enough for a productive and happy life.

Mark Twain, the father of American literature, said it this way, “The two most important days in your life are the day you are born and the day you find out why.” I only wish more adults took the time to identify what each child’s innate gifts and abilities are before forcing them to pursue the things that they, themselves, see fit for their youngster.
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The vast emptiness we call the universe is mostly uncharted territory to human beings; Earth is the only planet capable of sustaining all known forms of life. In comparison with a 96% or more of blank space out there, it’s evident that the conditions of all existing matter are an unusual and miraculous operation of enzymes and proteins, all interconnecting through a level of consciousness we call “life.” 

What makes life even more interesting is the fact that not only are humans capable of imagining the details of other people’s experiences on which they are being briefed, but they are also able to sense how the narrator might’ve felt during, or is still feeling over that one particular encounter. Not to mention the fact that, aside from those who might have a specific mental illness, a great majority of people instinctively want those experiences to be good, because humankind somehow values “good” to be a desirable nuance for all things.

Life is a masterfully organized event with many awe-inspiring triumphs. Noticing a gorgeous sunrise against the colorful landscape of a breathtaking sky is one. Enjoying the breeze against one’s cheek while walking on dew-kissed grass is another. Or smelling a freshly brewed cup of coffee, without which many of us can’t even fathom starting a day. Though these experiences make us feel alive and well momentarily by appealing to our physical senses, life is also an experience of letting go because it is limited by an irreversible succession of periods we call “time.” That’s when many of us turn to memories, trying to give life to things that no longer exist.

The following pages disclose the echoes of wisdom I was able to identify throughout my journey. At some point, I’ll be departing from my earthly milestones -those interconnected junctions of “good enoughs” and a few “rather regrettables” and I’ll be joining a superseding journey of intangibles. True, I’ll also be leaving behind many quests for which I didn’t think I qualified. However, I think it’s fair to say I ran after everything that gave me hope and inspired me to be a better person, challenging myself with novel ideas and hidden creativity to find my inner worth. 

Leaving no stone unturned, I even studied the human psyche and its intricacies to gain a deeper understanding of life. Nevertheless, I still feel this strange haze of restlessness, as if I might’ve failed to activate some cloak of secrecy between my reason for being and my history of accomplishments. It’s this mysterious murk of disconnect and unbelonging that continues to impede the intimate transparency, preventing me from unearthing something of great value. Even though I see this as a threat to my inner state of peace, I can’t possibly locate, define, and address an invisible opponent. I must figure out a way.

Though my attitude was all about remaining an active participant of this world, to learn and to evolve with each experience in the hope of hauling smaller heaps of regret, the strategy itself ended up being a great big disappointment. It almost always left me feeling suspended like a banner, displaying a larger cacography of questions than answers. That might be fine and dandy for someone who is sharing the noble commitment of raising children with a responsible life partner, someone with whom they can weather their harrowing experiences. However, a single parent, such as myself, doesn’t have the luxury of failing often. And if they happen to do so, such as myself, pretending you are not as hurt as it looks is your only means to conceal the levels of inner humiliation, until, of course, you make time to sit back and reflect.

So, as each kid flew the coop, equipped to follow a path of their liking, I decided to stop by and spend some quality time with my true self before too long. It’s been six decades since I even looked back, much less considered a visit to my seven-year-old self -that submissive, tiny being who went to bed every night with way too many unresolved issues. 

I’m not planning on having one of those holographic quick peeps, so that I can pluck a memory or two without being noticed. I want to linger this time and get to know her in depth. Since I no longer reside at the bottom of an emotional gravity well, I believe there is a better chance for us to merge, integrate, and embrace every significant value that’s made us “one.”

“Why do you have to ask so many questions?” is what she was used to hearing all the time. Not only did she never receive a proper explanation on the subject at hand, but her very question inevitably became Mother’s next joke to pass around to friends and family members, as this little shadow of a presence watched everyone laugh out loud at her expense. Yet, not one person, including the very parent she had approached with that particular intimate detail, would take the time to enlighten her on the issue.

Those were harmless little things most children ask in the hope of drawing a personal blueprint of their existence. Nothing funny or cynical about them. “Will I be beautiful when I grow up?” “Do I have to get married?” “Where do babies come from?” However, her innocent enquiries either fell on deaf ears or there was a hefty price to pay for disturbing the adult. 

Needless to say, after a few failed attempts, she was smart enough to quit asking. Not only did she resolve to put a lid on her curiosities for the time being, but she also planned on waiting for a more suitable time to withdraw her much-needed information from the universe. Having no choice but to internalize life’s negativities to maintain mental peace and emotional stability was nothing short of having to apologize for her presence. Only a survivor would’ve opted for that kind of sacrifice. And that’s precisely what she did day in, day out.

It took me years before I realized my parents weren’t trying to be mean or spiteful. They weren’t ready to start a family for the simple fact that they hadn’t ironed out their differences yet. Daddy might’ve been happy to see Mother busying herself with a baby, whereas her main excitement could’ve been all about fitting in better within her circle of friends. And I’ll never know whether or not it would’ve made any difference if their firstborn was a boy, which happens to be one of the most significant signs of honor for the Middle Eastern mentality.

Since I have a strong suspicion my seven-year-old self is already in the know about life’s pivotal landmarks thus far, I am hoping this visit is more like an interaction of shared commonalities both social pariahs might see as valuable. After all, one has been silenced and ostracized due to cultural and circumstantial ignorance. At the same time, this older modification of the very same has been equally as repressed during an exile in a toxic, faraway land, a territory foreign to that which her naive imagination would’ve called “home.” 

Both battered, rejected, and ridiculed by external cruelties, along with a few of my careless missteps, I am hoping this might be a decent time to embrace one another and say, “So glad to see you’re okay!” I suspect there are a few hurt feelings in need of mending by now. Yet, I also believe the very positive approach that helped both of us brave life’s harsh realities might come in handy, melting away certain oddities of character. Since the child in me was silenced at her age, hearing her into existence is my only goal for now. Knowing that the very essence of our sentience is the same, how bad can this visit be after all?

“Okay, let me think this through,” I say to myself, “...What do I do first? Do I start by asking her to forgive my tardiness? Do I acknowledge how fatigued she must be by this hostile environment she has been calling home? Or do I tell her right away that none of her aspirations have come to pass? Aagh, how I wish a simple word of greeting and a warm smile would inaugurate our reunion!”

“And why shouldn’t they?” I answer, “...Isn’t she the same person who kept on dreaming and resisting the unfair number of facts that tried to deaden all hope? Isn’t she also the one who kept on pushing forward, even when experience suggested she quit wasting her time? Why shouldn’t you expect her to have set aside a few questions for you to answer?” 

They say talking to yourself is like trying to create a “presence” to either feel safer or to have an accomplice, both of which are everyday needs and practices. However, things get a bit trickier when you start carrying on a two-way conversation, which might be considered a sign that you are on the verge of a full-throttle meltdown. Feeling the way I do right now, I wouldn’t be surprised. My heated anxiety over having to see her disappointed face once again is tormenting me like a daunting beast, breathing fire from its nostrils and refusing to be appeased by the meekness of my heart.

I admit, ignoring her altogether for this long wasn’t right, even though it was the only thing I could’ve done during those nightmarish lessons of life, for which I was ill-prepared to begin with. And as most of us know all too well, with autumn came a few health-related issues, due to which mortality took on a more concrete meaning. I am convinced this belated tête-à-tête can not be postponed any longer. 

I have no intention of portraying myself as a stellar example of virtue, having led a life of morality and gallantry. Nor do I plan to conceal my mistakes. I know she deserves the truth -that is, of course, I can only give her the segments of the truth I’ve been able to unmask thus far. The rest is yet to be uncovered, hopefully together and shortly. I aim to offer her my sincere honesty. I figure, after decades of humbling myself before a bunch of good-for-nothings, to whom I mattered not, the least I can do now is to come clean with the one who matters to me the most. I owe her that!

Though I believe she might have an idea about my decades of wading waist-deep and carrying the torch of singleness as a means of self-discovery, privacy, and independence -all in the correct order; I still would like for her to understand that my goal was, and still is, to make her proud of who she has become. 

True, most of her dreams didn’t come to pass, but she also got to experience some magical alternatives she couldn’t have fathomed back then. And who knows, she might even welcome the idea that being set apart from the rest of the world wasn’t as cruel as it seemed at the time. It allowed her to decipher life’s intricacies at her own pace and helped her develop some well-needed boundaries. 

I don’t want her to think that I am just another inconsiderate creep who left her in the dust, primarily since I’ve known all too well what betrayal does to somebody. It goes hand in hand with feeling shut down and being forgotten. It brings on a jab of bitterness. It even destroys one’s trust in humanity. Therefore, her feelings are important to me because she is not just anybody to me. She is me. And I want her to hear it from me, in person, that I failed to live up to her expectations. It’s not even about receiving forgiveness at this point. I feel it’s time for her to be recognized, justified, and granted a much-deserved dignity. That’s all.

A part of me worries that she won’t even acknowledge my invitation. Why should she? Am I not the one who bruised that angelic vulnerability of hers by breaking every covenant and walking out on her? Last time I checked, I was the only one who kept making empty promises, igniting further hope and expectations for the future, when all she wanted to do was submit to the darkness. Her only mistake was to trust me. So, the thought of me being the greatest disappointment of her life is like a dagger I’ve been turning inside myself. Could anything be worse than that?

Up until this very moment, I never knew that the fear of rejection has the same properties as grief. They both cause anxious fluttering in the stomach, inner torment, restlessness, and jumpiness, all of which have me at the mercy of insomniac episodes. The only difference between the two is the fact that the unprocessed cause of fear keeps escalating to painful levels. At the same time, grief is always accompanied by stages of admission and acceptance, making it a bit less intolerable. 

Stricken with dread at the probability of her refusal, I try to jump ahead of my thoughts with a desperate hustle, as if I were running away from an armed perpetrator. With one final bleak effort, I blab a kiddish prayer, as pure as it can be, just so some of my memories of her would quicken to life. I can no longer stand the deafening silence between her and me. And since time is fading fast like the mere goodbye gesture of a fugitive hand from a departing vehicle, I’ve grown desperate to see her, willing to settle for any memory of her at this point.
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Finally! My eyes land on her disheveled look. Realizing I haven’t changed much, a timid yet hopeful smile brushes against my lips. Other than the fact that I am one foot and two inches taller, that I have gray hair accompanied by a few wrinkles, and that I am wearing glasses, she and I seem to be dancing to the same tune of weariness and dismay, as it’s always been the theme song of our existence. I immediately sit on the floor so that I can be at eye level with her.

The most significant difference I hope to find at this point is that she’s been lucky enough to maintain her finer virtues, which, I believe, are the eternal sunshiny display of a clear conscience and a spotless mind. Unfortunately, I’ve let mine slip through the cracks of my feeble walk through the hell and back version of life. That thought alone propels this lonesome outcast of a teardrop, causing it to snail down my left cheek.
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