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CHAPTER I
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I am in a place where everything is perfect. I have everything, yet here is still an indescribable sense of emptiness inside me. I have a wonderful job and a boss who is even more wonderful than my job. Ah, my boss...

He is someone beyond words. If you could give perfection a shape, it would undoubtedly resemble him. It is almost impossible not to admire him. The love I feel for him is so immense that...

But right here lies an insurmountable obstacle before me. He is impossible. Why? Because he is God.

I have been working with him for several centuries. I have no idea how time has passed so quickly. He is so focused on his work that I cannot remember a single moment when he stopped and looked at me. Did he even have eyes? I am not sure. But it does not matter, because simply looking at him is enough. His movements, his posture, his devotion to his work... There is a story in every step, an art in every task. A mastery that ensures everything is orderly, meaningful, and flawless. How else could one possibly manage an entire universe?

Truth be told, I am in a place everyone would want to be. Yet I cannot rid myself of this feeling of lack. You may think I am foolish. But you know how it is some feelings are beyond one’s control. Isn’t that what makes the universe beautiful? The magic of the unknown and the surprises placed before us.

To learn, to live, and to feel... Each opens a different door. But that last one ah, that is something else entirely: falling in love.

One heart touching another... The feeling that completes everything you thought was missing, that stops the flow of time, that makes the world, even for a moment, a more colorful place. That is why I feel this way. Perhaps to learn everything, to feel everything, and in the end maybe just once to truly be complete.

My eyes drifted to God, standing before me, immersed in his work, illuminating everything around him with his light. Watching him was like witnessing a miracle. It was as if time stopped, everything fell silent, and only he remained. I took a deep breath. Because this love was, by definition, platonic. How could one ever touch someone with such power?

Looking at the bright side, at least I did not fall in love with a psychopath, right? Though, realistically speaking, when he gets angry, he has flooded the world and wiped out most living beings. Even the thought of it makes your skin crawl, doesn’t it? Like dark clouds gathering on the horizon... But then I turn back to his light, and everything passes. That is why it is best not to anger him, isn’t it?

He... What is that? Is God looking at me?

My heart is beating so fast it feels as if it will burst out of my chest. He looks so magnificent... But why is he looking at me? It is not like him to do such things. His eyes are like a black hole, pulling all my thoughts into his mind. I cannot escape his gravity. Truth be told, I do not want to.

Is he going to ask me for a hot coffee?

Of course, that is a joke. He neither sleeps nor eats nor... Still, I try to find an explanation for this situation somewhere in my mind. Maybe he wants to send me a message. Or perhaps he is simply bored and wants to see what one of his employees is doing. Or... does he want me?

No, no. That would be ridiculous.

But those eyes turned toward me... He cannot not be seeing me. I need to gather my thoughts. But how can I remain calm under such an enchanting gaze?

Suddenly, he raised his hand and began moving it from side to side. But why is he waving at me? No... That cannot be. He cannot possibly be calling me. This is absurd.

It would be best to stop slacking off and return to my work. After all, I do not want to make him angry.

“Come here.”

Those two words were enough to lift me from my place against my will. There was such certainty in his voice that it was impossible to defy his words. Every syllable that fell from between his lips ruled over my body. Before I could even understand what was happening, I found myself standing beside him.

If any of you still believe you could stand against His power, I suggest you think again. And who am I to tell you this 

God’s secretary.

Yes, you heard that right. God’s secretary. It may not sound as impressive as the jobs of other angels, but believe me this position carries a privilege of its own. Open your eyes wide. To be this close to God, to witness how deep everything truly is, to know that even the smallest detail holds meaning... no, this is not an ordinary role.

My hands and feet are trembling uncontrollably right now. I could collapse where I stand at any moment. Every cell in my body feels like screaming, yet somehow I remain upright. Or rather, I am trying to stand beneath that indescribable light in His eyes. All I want is to watch Himto dive into the depth of that gaze and grasp the moment when everything suddenly makes sense. Because whatever this is, it is not to be missed. A chance. A miracle. Perhaps the turning point of everything.

No matter what, I want to live this moment. Was the reason I felt this way toward Him simply because He was God? Or did He appear so captivating to me because He was the only one close enough to matter?

As my eyes were fixed on His lips, waiting for the words to fall, He spoke: “All you need to do is write down what you hear.” The certainty in His voice echoed in my ears like an unshakable obligation.

He stood up and walked toward the door. His footsteps filled the room. Just as His hand reached for the handle, He turned back with grandeur and added: “And one more thingdo not intervene in anything.”

Then He smiled. And He was gone.

What? Can God laugh and cry like a human? I had always thought of Him as indifferent, beyond emotion. Wasn’t He supposed to be? Perhaps I had never allowed myself to imagine that side of God. Yet He is the creator of everythingso isn’t it only natural that everything exists within Him?

“Well then,” I muttered, “I should sit down and do what He said.”

The chair was... remarkably comfortable. Wait a second. You’resitting on God’s chair, girl. You’re a goddess now.

A faint smile crept across my face. For a brief moment, I felt as if I were controlling the world. That chair was no longer just an object; it carried meaning. It carried power.

Good heavens, dear readersthis is too much! In the movies I’ve watched, secretaries sit behind desks in skirts slit up to their hips. Honestly, I wouldn’t mind that either. Just imaginegirls as God. Ah! Careful nowthinking like that might get you punished by God! Still, isn’t it sometimes necessary to push the limits of imagination? Of course, I wouldn’t want to endanger anyone... but one can’t help thinking it, even for a second.

Yes, my dear servants, ask of me whatever you wish! For I am sitting on God’s throne now. For the moment, I am the ruler of the universe. Everything rests at my fingertips; whatever I want shall be. Some of you may expect great miracles from me, but a little respect first, wouldn’t you say? After all, holding such immense power is not easy. In fact, it’s not easy at allbecause I have no idea what I’m supposed to do.

Now, let me put on these headphones. “What, God uses headphones?” I can hear you asking. But of course, these are no ordinary headphones. They carry every sound from every corner of the universe, in perfect clarity. There’s also an enormous monitorso sharp you could count even the tiniest speck of dust.

Anyway... let me put them on.

“God, please, let me have a million dollars.” “That’s itI’m going to kill that bastard. Let him get beaten in hell too.” “Please God, let me pass the exam.” “The noises... the stench... the looks filled with pain... I can’t bear them anymore. Please God... please let the war end.” “I just want a little water.” “Food.”

“Something feels missing. I don’t know why, but... I just want to be with you. God, please take me to your side, to heaven.”

I yanked the headphones off. Damnmy ears were about to burst. What was that? These headphones could drive a person insane. Every prayer, every wish fought to overpower the others; the voices echoed inside my head like screams.

How could anyone endure this? How does God listen to all of it and still take notes?

Every second... millions of voices, millions of desires. Even after removing the headphones, the echo still rang in my ears.

Oh humansbefore you pray even for the smallest things, take a moment to consider the weight God carries. In that instant, I realized how dense, how overwhelming, how unbearably complex everything truly was.

And that last wish... The girl who made it.

Let’s see who she is.

Eighteen years old. Living in Turkey.

How much can someone live through at that age to want to disappear? At the very beginning of life, already exhausted... carrying a weight far too heavy for such a short time. To feel something missing, I thought, you’d have to sit in the same chair for over a century like I havedoing nothing.

I’ve been in this room for so long. In this chair. Between these unchanging four walls. It’s as if time itself stopped moving here. Who would have guessed that being an angel could be this unbearably dull?

Then I paused.

“Wait a second,” I said. “If you want heaven and God’s side... then I want to see something different.”

Let’s find out what’s missing.

There should be an old console around here somewhere. Ahthere it is. That button... right there.

My hands were sweating, but there was no turning back. I took a deep breath and pressed it.

Alright then, world... Here I come. Everything turned blinding white. What? What’s happening? Are we in some kind of animestyle limbo?

I looked around. The silence felt unsettling. As the white light  aded, I realized that everything looked the sameyet somehow completely different.

One thought flashed through my mind: “Did I press the wrong button?”

I scanned the space more carefully. Nothing moved. Everything stood frozen.

Then a voice stopped me cold: “Where am I? God... did you take me to your side?” It was the girl from Earth.

She looked around in confusion. Her long blonde hair fell to her waist, shimmering like gold in the light. Her delicate features were striking. Her blue eyes searched the room deeply, as if trying to uncover a hidden truth. The clothes she wore revealed her slender waist and feminine curves.

Strangely enough, we were both dressed in the same white garments. That’s when I noticed mine had changed too. “Yes, lucky girl,” I said. “God accepted your prayer. You’re His secretary now.”

Confusion clouded her eyes. “What do you mean?” she asked. She hesitated. No answer came. “Don’t worry,” I said. “The job is simple. You’ll sit in that chair across from Him and watch.” She squinted, trying to make sense of my words. I kept talking, excited, almost giddy:

“He might be very handsome, but trust memost of the time he’s like a blank wall. He smiles occasionally, though. Seeing that is priceless. I hope you get to witness it. Good luck.”

It was obvious she didn’t understand a word. She stared at me, mouth slightly open. To be fair, I hadn’t explained it very well. And I didn’t have much time.

Suddenly, everything went dark. “What now?” I muttered. Light... darkness... Yin and yang. Balance. “Seriously,” I thought, “what is happening this time?” I shut my eyes tightly and opened them again. Nothing changed. Then light flooded in. It blinded me. I was lying in a bed. I looked around. I think... it worked.

When I stood up and looked into the mirror, I looked exactly like her. This body was undeniably beautiful. How could an eighteenyearold girl possess such a striking form? God, sometimes you really are unfair. She must have been deeply disappointed when she woke up in my body. Not that it mattered anymore.

But why was it so hot? Why was I wearing so many layers? Why did this girl dress like this? Clearly, fashion wasn’t her strength

“Let’s see what’s in the closet...”

That’s when the lights went out again. I could barely see anything. As my eyes searched the darkness, a faint unease crept in. Then someone knocked on the door.

Who was it?

Maybe my new mother. But I had never seen her before. I didn’t know what to say or how to act. My mind went blank.

I quickly slipped into bed, pulled the blanket over my head, and pretended to sleep. At least this would buy me some timeto make a plan. After all, I had to continue this girl’s life from where it had been left.

Footsteps approached. Perhaps it was her mother, coming to cover her daughter. But it wasn’t. Instead of adjusting the blanket, the person slid a hand underneath it. He touched my hips, squeezed them. I instinctively tried to pull away.

“Don’t run,” a hoarse male voice said. “Be a good girl. Like always.”

I didn’t know who he was, but I knew one thing: he would regret this. I straightened my back and punched him in the nose with all my strength.

“Ahh! You stupid girl! My nose! You almost broke it!” His voice was thick with pain and rage.

Who was this man? He couldn’t be her boyfriendhe was far too old. Why would a girl like her be with a grown man?

Unless... Unless she had been forced into something. Her husband? If that were the case, it made perfect sense why she wanted to die.

But then... why was the bed so small? Why only one pillow?

While I was trying to make sense of it all, a woman entered the room and turned on the light. “What is going on here?” she asked, startled.

The man spoke first: “I came to cover her. She woke up and hit me.” The woman turned to me. “Why did you hit your stepfather?” she said.

From her tone alone, I understood. She was the mother. And that man was the stepfather. I told her everything. Why I hit him. Honestly, I thought he deserved worse.

I tried to stay calm, but my hands were shaking. My body reacted on its own. My voice cracked; words forced their way out. Fear, shame, and anger collided inside me.

She stared at me coldly.

“So now you’re eyeing your father too?” she said. “You may be mature and beautiful for your age, but this behavior makes you nothing but a bad woman. How did you become like this?”

The slap landed hard across my face. The disgust in her eyes was unmistakable. I froze. The only logical response would have been to throw that man out. Instead, she blamed her own daughter. How could a woman cling so blindly to a man and abandon her child?

That was the moment I understood why the girl wanted heaven. This place was rotten to the core. “You deserve each other,” I said. I didn’t take anything. I didn’t look back. I left. Outside, the cold cut through me. It froze not only my body, but my soul. Each step felt heavier, as if everything was drifting further away.

Maybe I should keep a journal, I thought. Write down what I’ve lived through. Things I like. Things I hate. But which one weighs more?

Today, the answer was clear. Maybe one day there will be things I love. For now, the world felt cold and merciless.

At least I could still joke inside my head. Without that, this place would be unbearable. I’d only been in this world for an hour, but it was already painfully instructive. Why were people so serious? Why was everything so complicated?

Laughing, perhaps, was another way to survive.

Alright, crazy girl. You ran awayfrom a predatory stepfather and a broken mother. Now what?

This was real life. Nothing like watching the world from heaven’s balcony. I wish I’d invested in a few houses down heremight’ve been prepared. But it was too late.

We were starting from zero.

God... I already miss you. I don’t know if leaving that house was better than staying, but my legs wouldn’t carry me any further

I sat on a bench by the shore. Time to assess the situation. Even God runs the universe from a seatthere must be wisdom in resting.

The bench was colder than I expected. My legs ached. Maybe I should go to a police station. They could help. I remembered passing one earlier.

The moment I stepped inside, chaos surrounded me. People rushed in every direction. It was crowded and suffocating. No polite smiles. No offers of help. Here, you had to find your own way.

It made me even more uneasy. No one seemed to care about anyone else. That man sitting over there... he must be an officer. He looks decent enough.

Maybe... I’ll talk to him. “Hello. I’d like to file a complaint,” I said.

Expecting a response was clearly too optimistic. He merely looked at me over his glassessilent, expressionless, cold. The look itself translated clearly: Go on. He wasn’t the talkative type. Everything about him screamed minimalism: few words, little effort, no warmth.

“I live with my mother and my stepfather,” I began. “My stepfather is disgusting. A pervert. My mother is completely blinded by her love for him. She refuses to see the truth or believe a word I say. She’s so lost she’s even raised her hand against her own daughter. Sometimes I wonder is this really my life? It may sound like something straight out of a daytime talk show, but this is my reality. And I don’t want to go back there. I can’t go back.” Before I could finish, his phone rang. He answered it without hesitation, leaving me midsentence. No courtesy. No interest. Apparently, I was nothing more than background noise. How delightful.

“Hm. Yes. Yes. Okay.” Truly an outstanding conversation. He clearly knew a handful of words but showed zero enthusiasm for using them. Every syllable that left his mouth felt like a personal favor. One would expect a little concern, but noexpecting more from him was clearly a mistake.

“Go wait over there,” he said, pointing to the waiting area. God, he was irritating. Cold, indifferent, and obviously there just to get through his shift. Whether he was actually doing his job properly was debatable. Still, the waiting area was warmer than outside, so I took the small mercy.

Looking around made my chest tighten. Sitting beside a battered woman and her three frightened children wasn’t exactly comforting.

One of the children noticed me staring and held out a packet of breadsticks “You must be hungry,” he said. “Want some? Don’t worry, they’re not poisoned or anything. The police officer gave them to me so I’d stop crying. Who says crying doesn’t work?” For a tenyearold, his mind worked differently. I suspected his inner voice was as amusing as mine. If he hadn’t offered, I might not have realized I was starving. I reached into the packet and took a few.

The child didn’t seem to mind, but the police officers didn’t look pleasedas if I’d committed a crime. Oh well. Thanks for my first meal. They tasted amazing. Or maybe hunger just improves everything.

“God bless you, buddy. I really needed that. I’m Naz,” I said, extending my hand eagerly.

I was seconds away from making a new friend when everything changed. At the entrance of the station, I saw themmy mother and my stepfather.

In that moment, the entire world disappeared. Only they remained.

My mother grabbed my arm and dragged me toward the exit. It all happened within seconds. Meanwhile, my stepfather was speaking to the officer, wearing a grateful smile. Now it was clear who those “Hm, yes, okay” responses had been meant for.

I was in trouble.

Out of all the families in the world, I had ended up with a psychotic mother and a longlimbed pervert of a man. I wonder if dying hurts, I thought. I wouldn’t know without tryingbut being with them felt far more painful than death itself.

Had I known, I would’ve arranged a dinner with Azrael beforehand. I hope he doesn’t take it personally. After all, I rarely leave the officeI’ve never actually met him.

When we got home, my mother and stepfather moved away from me and launched into a heated argument. My eyes drifted to the small carryon suitcase by the door. It looked like he was throwing us outme, at least. Well... maybe it was for the best. The sooner my mother got rid of that filth, the better.

Eventually, the argument ended. “Go put on the clothes I left on your bed,” my mother said. Her face had collapsed inward. Whatever decision had been made, it clearly didn’t make her happy. Running away again wouldn’t help I knew that now. At the very least, I could get rid of the clothes I was wearing. After the way that man had touched me, my skin felt dirty. A shower would help... eventually. 

At least I knew heaven and hell truly existed. I would’ve pretended to feel sorry that he wouldn’t be able to use his connections while burning in hellbut I won’t lie.

When I came back out, my stepfather tossed a bag onto the back seat of the car. My mother sat in the front. My place was obvious: the back. The drive was silent, broken only by the occasional glance he stole at me through the rearview mirror. At least I wasn’t getting carsick. I’d always wanted to traveljust not like this.

The long drive ended in front of an old house with a garden. My stepfather pulled over, got out, and opened my door.

“Welcome to your new home, miss,” he said mockingly. “You’re finally free of your evil stepfather. Lookmy beloved motherinlaw opened her door to you. Appreciate it. I was never allowed to step over that threshold even once.”

So the whitehaired elderly woman was my grandmother. My mother tried to hug her, but my grandmother barely responded. It was obvious they weren’t close. Her gaze toward my stepfather held no warmth at all. I grabbed the suitcase that was clearly mine and stepped out.

My mother moved as if she might hug me. Her eyes were glassy, on the verge of tears. I couldn’t tell whether it was because she was leaving me behindor because of my grandmother’s coldness. Without saying a word, she got back into the car. In that moment, I felt something end for good.

“Goodbye, dear motherinlaw,” my stepfather said shamelessly before joining her.

I watched the car until it disappeared. When I turned back, my grandmother had already gone inside. The door was wide open. It said everything: Come in.

I was starting to understand how much people say without words. No one speaks directly, yet their actions reveal everything. Perhaps watching human lives unfold from a distance had taught me that.

The moment I stepped inside, the house wrapped itself around me. It was small, like a countryside home, but warm and inviting. A wood stove burned in the center of the room, filling the house with heat. The faint scent of smoke blended with the smell of food from the kitchen. The aroma brought me a kind of peace I’d never known before.

My stomach growledloud, almost like a lion’s roar. My body was protesting hunger. It was embarrassing. Being unable to hide such a basic need felt like weakness. No matter how strong one believes they are, a simple need can bring them to their knees.

My grandmother must have heard it. She took a bowl from the cupboard, poured in hot soup, and set it on the table with a spoon and some bread. Then she sat down in front of the television and turned up the volume.

It was strangeeverything continuing quietly, naturally. You understand now, don’t you? This was her way of saying, If you’re hungry, eat. As lonely as it felt, sometimes that was exactly what one needed.

Eating was a completely different kind of pleasure. Humans were lucky for that alone. Drinking something warm felt wonderful. The soup was gone in moments, from first spoonful to last. The bread followed. Would it be rude to ask for more? Had I eaten too little or too much? I didn’t know yet.

I remembered the looks I’d gotten for taking extra snacks from my first little friend, but the silence here felt safe. Thankfully, the soup had quieted my stomach.

I sat on the couch and watched television in silence. It reminded me of my old job.

After a while, my grandmother took the bowl and spoon from the table and washed them in the sink. Her eyes were saying something while her lips stayed still. I guessed it meant, Your mother never taught you any manners. I felt guilty for a moment, then accepted it as a lesson no one had ever truly given me. Thank you for the soupand for the lesson, my sweet grandmother.

She stepped inside and returned shortly after. “Get your things ready and come to the bathroom. The second door on the right is the bathroom; the one on the left is your room. Leave your bag there,” she said.

Finallya bath. Wonderful. I really liked this old woman. My room carried the simplicity and warmth of a countryside home: a small nightstand, an old mirror, a long floral rug, a single bed, and a modest wardrobe. The bed looked plain yet inviting. The softness of the pillow made me impatient to lie down. The window stood right beside the bed, overlooking colorful flowers and trees swaying in the breeze. It felt like watching a piece of heaven. The scent of lavender mixed with jasmine drifted in through the window.

A wellkept potted plant sat by the sill, its leaves lively, as if trapping daylight within. Everything in the room felt exactly where it belongedlike carefully arranged memories. Even the old, soft quilt felt like a quiet sign of love. This woman truly loved her grandchild.

I grabbed the towels, prepared my things, and went to the bathroom. It was smaller than the room. Blue tiles covered the walls and floor; a bright white ceiling light sat above the cabinet near the door. There was a small toilet, a trash bin, and toilet paper.

For some reason, my grandmother was already there, warming water in a bucket. She pulled a stool closer and picked up a bath sponge. She was going to wash me.

I wrapped myself in a towel and sat down. This wasn’t a movie sceneno steam, no glamour. It was all care and calm. She poured a bowl of water gently over my head. It was a little hot, but I didn’t want to break the moment.

As she washed my hair, the sound of scissors startled me. I turned my head. “Grandma, why are you cutting my hair?” “You can’t do that. My hair isn’t just an accessoryit’s my bond with life,” I said. My voice echoed off the walls, but it didn’t reach her.

She placed the scissors carefully beside the shampoo bottles. “They’ll stay here,” she said calmly. “You’ll use them when you’re readytruly ready.”

When she left the bathroom, I was still catching my breath. My fingers slid to the tips of my hair. Thankfully, only a few strands were gone. Even those few were enough to tighten my chest. I believe hair is a key to one’s bond with the universekept long and healthy, it brings strength and luck. That’s why I don’t cut it.

Thankfully, I hadn’t lost it. Having long hair in this body felt like a blessing. Waistlength blonde hair, blue eyes, and a graceful presenceno one would easily guess she was eighteen. It was a striking beauty.

And now... that’s me. The person in the mirror is mine. With the comfort of having bathed... A footnote: I left the bathroom clean and tidy. Repeating the same lesson wouldn’t be wise.

Wrapped in my towel, I went to my room, got dressed, and collapsed onto the bed. I hadn’t even realized how exhausted I was until my body finally stopped resisting. Sleep came quickly. “No! Noget your filthy hands off me!”

I woke up gasping. My heart was pounding so hard it felt like a terrified bird trapped in a cageits frantic beating visible even without touch. I had never had a nightmare before. It was so real that waking up took time.

I opened the window to breathe deeply. The sun seemed to be waking up with me. As a gentle breeze brushed my face, a calm settled inside me. This was the kind of peace I could never find in the city.

After the chaos of the day I’d left behind, this quiet felt unreal, as if I’d stepped into another world. When I ran away through the city streets, there hadn’t been a single tree or floweronly empty concrete buildings. No crowds here. No car noise. In that moment, I understood why people longed for small houses with gardens. They were chasing moments like this. Leaving the city behind felt far more liberating than I’d expected. My brief urban adventure had been more than enough.

Yes... I choose this town. Tall buildings and cold stone walls had been replaced by small homes, trees stretching toward the sky, and gardens bursting with color. Everything looked warm and calm.

But peace, I knew, never lasted long. The sound of the landline startled me. Who would call at this hour? I rushed to the living room and saw my grandmother on the phone. Her voice was calm, as alwaysshort, clipped sentences. After just a few words, she hung up. It reminded me of the police officer’s strange dialogue at the station: brief, hurried, almost emotionless. As if something was being hidden.

I wanted to ask who had called, but I didn’t dare. She must have sensed my curiosity. She walked quietly to the stove, opened the door, and added a few logs. She carefully moved the bubbling pot to the counter, then took two mugs from the cupboard.

She poured hot milk into them, added honey, and stirred slowly. Her movements were slower than usual, as if she hadn’t yet decided what to say. The worry on her face didn’t escape me.

We sat in silence for a while. But the invisible tension hanging in the air spoke louder than words.

“It was your mother,” she finally said. “Your stepfather drank too much last night. He drove in that state and had an accident. He didn’t survive.”

She paused, weighing her words. “Your mother asked me to send you back home by taxi. She says there’s no reason for you to stay here anymore.”

Her words echoed in my mind, and I didn’t know how to feel. Relief? Grief? His death brought an undeniable sense of ease. But returning to my motherespecially after what she’d last done to metightened my chest.

Staying here, with my grandmother, felt meaningful. As if there was a life we were meant to learn together. Even in such a short time, her warmth had soothed my soul.

Just thinking about going back made it hard to breathe. I didn’t want to return. But how could I look into her eyes and say I wanted to stay?

This time, I decided to play the same card they always used. Without speaking, I sat down at the table and took a sip of my honeyed milk. It was painfully hot. Pretending not to notice was harder than expected.

“Could I stay here a little longer?” I said at last. “And... I’m not very fond of funerals.” I can almost hear you thinking, Weren’t you going to stay quiet? Sorrybut silence isn’t really my thing. With my emotions this tangled, keeping quiet only made the tension grow.

It might have been the most honest thing I’d ever said. I didn’t know whether it was right or wrongbut the voice inside me insisted that going back was wrong.

I waited carefully for the words that would leave my grandmother’s lips. What would she say? Would she be angry that I wanted to stay, or would she take me in and pull me away from my mother for good?

I studied her facethere was no reaction. She took a quiet sip of milk, her eyes drifting into the distance. It felt as though she was fighting a silent battle with her thoughts. Then she lifted her head slightly and spoke slowly, looking straight into my eyes.

“Do you like flowers? I need to change the soil for a few of them. You can help me, if you want.” I didn’t understand what she meant at first. Was this an offer, or a test? She picked up her cup and walked outside without another word.

Did that mean stay? I think it did. Yes... it meant stay. As the uncertainty inside me eased, I hurried to my room to grab a jacket. Then I took my milk and followed her outside.

I watched as she struggled to carry a large flowerpot to the center f the yard. Filled with soil, it looked heavy for someone her age. Yet she didn’t hesitate. She kept working, replacing the soil with quiet determination. Her palms were dark with earth; her fingers trembled slightly. The air was coldshe was clearly freezingbut she didn’t complain. She gently removed the flowers from their pots and settled them into their new homes.

I couldn’t take my eyes off her. The way she continued in silence, despite the difficulty, was telling me somethingthough I couldn’t yet name it. Her strength didn’t live in her voice; it lived in her stillness and resolve.

She glanced at me. Clearly, she didn’t appreciate me standing there while she did all the work. Perhaps she was used to handling everything alone. Still, it seemed she wanted to spend a little time with her granddaughtermaybe even distract herself.

I set my milk down on a stone and stepped in to help. I tried to lift one of the pots beside her, but it barely moved. She had carried the same pot moments earlier, alone. I couldn’t even budge it.

That was when I realized the limits of my new body. Yes, it offered a beauty that was hard to resistbut it lacked strength and endurance. If I was going to remain in this body for a while, I would need to train it.

My grandmother saw it differently. “You should eat a bit more bread,” she said, lifting the pot I couldn’t move and carrying it to the others.

There was an endless strength inside her. I managed only small errands. Even that was exhausting. Considering everything she did on her own, perhaps I was the old oneand she was the young. I lost track of time. Working with the flowers was strangely enjoyable. I was used to seeing things only in their perfect form. I had never touched soil before.

In heaven, flowers never wilt. They don’t need watering. God’s energy alone keeps them alive.

Once again, my wonderful boss... Had He returned? I hoped He wasn’t too angry. I never imagined I’d want His forgiveness. God’s work was complicated, but there was always a way. I hoped that way led to mercy.

Despite the exhaustion, my grandmother prepared a wonderful breakfast. I ate so fast and with such appetite that I couldn’t take another bite. I didn’t understand why she was staring at me in surprise. Everything was fine, wasn’t it?

“I’ve never seen you eat with such appetite,” she said, smiling. “Now go get ready.” A sudden fear rose in meI thought she might be taking me back. I looked at her, questioning.

She must have sensed my worry. With that warm smile again, she said, “We need to go to school. If you’re going to stay here, we’ll need to transfer your registration. Right?”

Was I really not going back? It was one of the best things I’d ever heard. A wave of relief washed over me. Not returning meant a chancea doorwayto a new life.

We quickly got ready and began walking toward the school together. The fact that it was within walking distance filled me with a strange sense of comfort. When I looked back, I saw the school rising from a wide open space near the house, surrounded by an old stone structure. Though it looked ancient from the outside, traces of modern life lingered within its walls. Tall trees filled the yard, their branches hanging low, and the buildingits white paint faded with timestill carried a quiet dignity. The cool air and gentle breeze made the walk unexpectedly pleasant.

The streets were filled with boys and girls my age, all dressed in school uniforms, cheerful and carefree. The girls’ hair was neatly styled, some adorned with colorful clips. The boys wore their shirts slightly undone, a few hiding behind sunglasses, trying to look impressive. They all looked the sameand yet completely different.

I had never been to school before. In my world, knowledge came instantly. Here, people talked, laughed, played. I had always watched humans from afar, envying these simple connections. Perhaps a high school romance, a shy first kiss... Who knew? Being in such an ordinary, human place felt unfamiliarand strangely alluring.

As we approached the gate, my excitement grew. The school was built around a large courtyard; from the outside it seemed imposing, but inside it felt warm and welcoming. Groups of students chatted among flowerbeds bursting with color.

For a moment, everything felt right. Maybe the best part of being in this world was discovering life itself. Lost in thought, I didn’t notice the stone in front of me and tripped. It didn’t hurt much, but the looks around me were enough to burn with embarrassment. So much for high school romance. Besides, I was far older than them in ways that mattered. My first love was untouchable anyway. You know who. Yesmy patron.

The school formalities ended quickly, and we headed to the town square to buy what I needed. It wasn’t as crowded as the city, but it carried the same essence. Narrow stone streets, elegant buildings, and countless scents drifting from nearby shops filled the air.

The tailor’s shop we stopped at was clearly one of the oldest in town. Its sign had been repainted many times but still stood proud. Inside, the hum of a sewing machine greeted us. Fabric was being cut with care, scissors keeping rhythm with the machine.

As my grandmother chatted warmly with the seamstress, I looked around. A gesture from the back of the shop caught my attention. Assuming it was for measurements, I followed. The space narrowed, the light faded, and an unease settled in my chest.

Then everything shifted. My breath caught. Time fractured. I couldn’t speak. My heart pounded violently as my body refused to move. Fear gave way to something darker, heavier.

A few words were spokenwords I will never forget. Then I heard my grandmother’s voice. “Naz?” It cut through the moment like light through fog. I pulled myself away and moved quickly toward the front. Without asking questions, my grandmother spoke briefly to the seamstress, and we left.

I thought I was walking, but I was runningfrom something I couldn’t yet name. She caught my arm gently and slowed me down.

“Would you like to drink something?” she asked softly. I didn’t answer. I only nodded. All I wanted was to go home. When we got home, I went straight to my room without saying a word. Alone, a single question echoed in my mind: What am I doing here? I didn’t want to return to heaven, nor did I want to escape somewhere else. But the life this body had lived weighed heavily on my thoughts. I understood her better nowand that understanding tightened around me like a knot.

On one side stood an angel, accustomed to ease and grace. On the other, a human trapped in the world, burning with the desire to flee. The imbalance between these two lives hurt more than I expected.

Was returning to heaven really the only answer? Why did life have to be this difficult?

Now I could feel it. I finally understood what was missing. If I had taken her place, then I wanted to teach her that life wasn’t just something to endure. Sometimes there is more than heavenly peace. True peace hides within the small beauties of the life you live. If you can find them, you don’t just stay in the worldyou learn to live it as if it were heaven.

When I stepped into the living room, my grandmother was already asleep. It was nearly elevenlate for someone her age. Thinking of how tired she must have been because of me tightened my chest. On the table, hidden beneath a cloth, were a few pastries she had prepared just for me.

Something clenched in my throat. Hurting her felt unbearable. I went to the bathroom and saw the scissors she had left behind. In that moment, I decided to cut my hair. It had always made me feel protectedlike a remnant of heavenbut now I realized it was also an anchor.

I didn’t hesitate. My movements were fast, uneven, uncertain. Strands fell to the floor. Everything tangled together. That was when I understood why she had wanted my hair cut. She knew what this girl had been through. She was trying to protect her innocent granddaughter.

A strange calm settled over me. Losing part of my hair while searching for my identity felt like a step toward freedom.

I went to get the mirror from my roomand froze. My grandmother was waiting, a towel on her lap, a comb in her hand. I wanted to speak, but the words refused to come.

She took the scissors. I sat quietly in front of her. She cut my hair so gently, so carefully, as if each movement carried meaning.

Warmth filled my eyes. Then the tears came. I was startled. I couldn’t remember ever crying before. But now, I couldn’t stop. I didn’t dare look at her face. She simply kept combing, stroking my hair, ignoring the trembling in her hands. She stayed until my tears ran dry.

I hugged her. For a moment, it felt as if she were the only person in the world. The emptiness inside me softened in her presence. I laid my head on her knees. I wasn’t crying anymorejust restingin relief. 

When sleep finally pulled at me, I returned to my room and drifted off. In the morning, she handed me the clothes she had prepared. We set out together. I followed her step by step. This time, I wasn’t afraid. I wasn’t running from anything.

The town square was quiet as always. When we reached the tailor’s shop, disappointment washed over me. It was closed. A note on the door read: Closed due to a funeral.

The barber handed my grandmother a bag. “Hasibe’s husband passed away last night,” he said. “Heart attack. The finished work was left here. Yours is inside.”

It was the first good news I had heard in a while. We looked at each other and smiled, asking at the same time, “Would you like to have something to drink?”

We laughed. Life was strange. Sometimes a single cup of coffee could lift the weight of the world from your shoulders.

We drank our coffee slowly. We had felt relief at someone’s death. It sounded terriblebut sometimes death arrived as a delayed form of justice.

After buying a few things for dinner, we went home. This time, I wanted to help. I wanted to learn everything it meant to be human.

But when she saw me peel an entire carrot away, she smiled “Use your mind and read,” she said softly. “Let others handle these things for you.”

A gentle reproach, wrapped in affection and she sent me to my room. I took out the new textbooks we had bought. Books... Ah, the scent of fresh pages.

Some things in life cannot be explained with words; they can only be felt. The smell of books is one of them. You will never find it in heavenbecause there are no books there. Knowledge enters you instantly, like light. No effort, no waiting, no impatience.

But here... Here, knowing requires labor. With every sentence you underline, every line you shape in your mind, you rebuild yourself. That is what makes knowledge valuablenot wanting it, but earning it.

There are no novels in heaven either. Because everything there is perfect. And perfect things have no stories. People rarely realize this, but perfection is a deep silence. Like a novel that ends happily... once it ends, no one cares what comes after.

Here, however, the books in my hands were different. Turning pages, underlining words, rediscovering meaningsthis was a unique gift of being human. Perhaps the most beautiful thing this body’s former owner left me was the ability to read.

I hadn’t noticed how time passed. The pages pulled me in so completely that the outside world faded away. I startled at my grandmother’s voice.

“So you enjoy reading. You didn’t even notice me come in. Come on now, dinner’s ready.” I truly hadn’t noticed. Reading was wonderful. In that moment, I finally understood why people praise the combination of coffee and books so passionately. You know those bookandcoffee photos shared endlessly in social media stories? Turns out, they’re not wrong at all. That duo is both intelligent and dangerously aestheticone should be careful. When I sat at the table, my eyes admired the plates once again. The meal looked incredible. I won’t go into details and make you hungry, but I must confessI overdid it. I ate so much that my clothes may soon protest.

That’s life, really. Beautiful things come with consequences. Like gaining weight from good food... or the discomforts that come with being beautiful. Still, I can fix the food part, right?

After dinner, my grandmother gave me good news. Tomorrow would be my first day of school. School... The word stirred a strange excitement inside me.

I had never sat facing a blackboard, listening to a lesson. Everything was new. I felt like a child. I should go to bed early, I thought. I need to be up with the first bell.

This was another beginning of my life in the world. Being human wasn’t just about existing hereit was about rediscovering life every day. Perhaps that’s why this place felt more real, more alive than heaven.

I wish I could say it went exactly as planned... But it didn’t. I woke up with swollen eyes and a foggy head after reading all night. But was it really my fault? Books were a whole new universe to me. I tried to stop. Truly, I did. But every time, I told myself, just one more pageuntil morning arrived.

So here’s my advice: Don’t do what I did. Don’t stay up all night reading. Be kind to yourself. Books don’t run away; there’s no need to rush.

Still... Despite the exhaustion, there was a strange happiness inside me. Maybe for the first time, I truly understood what passion meant in a human life.
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CHAPTER II
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I got ready quickly. Having short hair didn’t bother me at all. In fact, I had to admitit was incredibly practical. No more spending hours in the bathroom; a few minutes were enough. I hope one day someone turns short hair into a trend. Maybe then people will realize how unnecessary it is to waste so much time on their hair.

When I stepped inside, I found my grandmother fully dressed, as if she were going to school with me. “As if” isn’t quite the right wordbecause she actually was. She had volunteered as the school cook. Every morning, she would come to school with me. My protective grandmother... I’m not sure I could ever put into words how much I love her.

As for my dreams of romance... Yes, those were probably put on hold. I mean, imagine someone sitting in the school cafeteria with her grandmother! Still, if I’m being honest, it wasn’t that bad. Her presence gave me a strange sense of peace. I found myself holding her hand like a small child, eager to go to school. Maybe life really is more beautiful when it offers simple, quiet security.

On the way, I noticed a girl walking alone, wearing her school uniform, her hood pulled over her head. It was obvious she was heading to the same class as me. For a brief moment, our eyes metand in that instant, I felt as though we had known each other before.
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