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			Dedication

			
		
    إِلَى تِلْكَ الْقَرْيَةِ

الَّتِي تَتَرَبَّعُ عَلَى سَفْحِ الْجَبَلِ

تُطِلُّ عَلَى الْبَحْرِ الْبَعِيدِ

حَيْثُ وُلِدَ السُّؤَالُ

قَبْلَ أَنْ يُولَدَ السَّائِلُ

إِلَى الْخَدْشِ الْقَدِيمِ

فِي الْجَانِبِ الْأَيْمَنِ

الَّذِي لَا يَنْدَمِلُ

وَيَذْكُرُ مَا لَا نَذْكُرُ

إِلَى كُلِّ مَنْ يَسْأَلُ

فِي صَمْتِ اللَّيْلِ

وَلَا يَجِدُ جَوَابًا

هَذِهِ رِوَايَتُكَ

أَنْتَ

TO THE VILLAGE

That perches on the mountainside

Overlooking the distant sea

Where the question was born

Before the one who asks was born

TO THE OLD SCRATCH

On the right side

That never heals

And remembers what we do not

TO EVERYONE WHO ASKS

In the silence of the night

And finds no answer

This is your story

You

فَلِلرِّوَايَاتِ أَنْفَاسُهَا

وَلِلْأَسْئِلَةِ أَعْمَاقُهَا

وَمَا زِلْنَا فِي بِدَايَةِ الطَّرِيقِ

Stories have their breaths

And questions have their depths

And we are still at the beginning of the road

      

    



  	
        
            
            وَفِي تِلْكَ اللَّحْظَةِ، حِينَ الْتَقَى الطِّفْلُ بِالرَّجُلِ،أَدْرَكْتُ: لَعَلَّ الْحَيَاةَ كُلَّهَا لَيْسَتْ إِلَّا غَيْبُوبَةً وَاحِدَةً طَوِيلَةً،نَصْحُو مِنْهَا فِي لَحَظَاتٍ نَادِرَةٍ.

— من رواية "مَنْ أَنَا أَكُونُ؟"

And in that moment, when the child met the man,I realized: Perhaps all of life is but one long coma,from which we awaken only in rare moments.

— From the novel "WHO AM I?"

هَلْ أَنَا مَا أَتَذَكَّرُهُ؟أَمْ أَنَا مَا يَرْوُونَهُ عَنِّي؟أَمْ أَنَا مَا خَلَقَتْهُ تِلْكَ الْحَبَّاتُفِي دِمَاغِي الصَّغِيرِ؟

Am I what I remember?Or am I what they narrate about me?Or am I what those pills createdIn my small brain?

لِأَنَّ مَنْ يَمُرُّ بِمَوْتٍ صَغِيرٍ، وَيَعُودُ مِنْهُ،لَا يَعُودُ أَبَدًا كَمَا كَانَ.يَعُودُ وَفِي عَيْنَيْهِ ظِلُّ الْغَيْبُوبَةِ،وَفِي قَلْبِهِ سِرُّ الْحُضُورِ.

Because whoever passes through a small death, and returns from it,never returns as they were.They return with the shadow of the coma in their eyes,and the secret of presence in their heart.
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PROLOGUE

For Readers, Critics, and Cinema Decision-Makers

Here where the two consciousnesses meet, where the two times intertwine, where chemistry collides with the soul.



Dear Reader,

Before you open these pages, I want to ask you one question: Do you remember the first day of your life?

Don't bother. No one remembers. Those first years—the ones they say shape the human—dissolve into the fog of memory as if they never existed. But what if I told you that someone returned to them? What if I told you that someone woke up one morning, thirty-eight years after his first fall, to find himself as a child falling from the table again, with green pills flying through the air?

"WHO AM I?" is not merely a novel. It is an existential experiment that slips into the depths of what we don't remember, to dig into the wounds that shaped us before we were conscious. It is the story of a child who swallows forty colic pills—not because he wants to die, but because they were beautiful and glittered in the light. The story of a body that suddenly becomes lethargic, and a brain that suddenly awakens. The story of a lost memory, which we patch together with the narratives of others, only to discover that others themselves do not agree.
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Why will you read this novel?
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Because it puts its finger on a wound that never heals: the wound of the eternal question. Who are we? Are we what we remember? Or are we what they narrate about us? Or are we that chemistry that invaded our brains in a moment of unconsciousness we cannot control?
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