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It was Wednesday, and that day he was supposed to go
to the psychiatric hospital to visit his unwell friend, whose
condition had relapsed after the sound of the bombings
and who had been admitted there.

That morning, the sounds of bombing could be heard from
afar, sporadic and scattered. He ate his breakfast and
got ready to leave. All the while, he wondered what would
eventually become of him and everyone else in this war.

He left the house and got into his car. When he arrived at
the hospital, he found it somewhat crowded with visitors.
He looked around the hospital courtyard for his friend.
He was easy to spot: the person showing the least
movement among the noisy crowd was him. He sat hunched
over on a bench, staring at some indeterminate point.
There was no telling how long he had been sitting like that.

Hamid walked toward his friend, Ali. A few steps before
reaching him, a burst of maniacal laughter suddenly echoed
inside his skull. He took a few more steps, and the sound
stopped.

Now he was standing in front of Al.
Ali did not take his eyes off that unknown point. He did not

seem to notice Hamid's presence at all. Hamid put a hand
on his shoulder and introduced himself.




“Hey, Ali. How are you, brother? It's me, Hamid.”

There was no response. After a while, a faint whisper emerged from
Ali's mouth, too indistinct to make out. Hamid leaned closer.

In a muffled voice, Ali said:

“I want to show you.”

Completely bewildered, Hamid asked, “Show me what, Ali?"

But Ali only kept repeating the same sentence under his breath.

Then he rose from the bench and began to walk. Dumbfounded,
Hamid instinctively followed him.

As they entered the main building, Hamid began to hear the murmur
of voices inside his head. He looked around, but he was certain the
voices did not belong to any of the people nearby.

Ali climbed the stairs, and Hamid followed. Strangely, the higher they
went, the darker the corridors became.

They reached the ward where Ali had been admitted. By then, the
darkness was so densethat Hamid could barely see his surroundings.
The whispering had stopped, and an eerie silence had taken over.
There was no one in the ward.

Ali stepped inside and stood in the darkness at the center of the hall.
Suddenly, everything burst into light—so intensely bright that Hamid

could hardly see. He raised a hand to shield his eyes and tried to
make out what was happening.



He saw Ali spinningin circles in the middle of the hall, laughing loudly
andunnaturally.

At that moment, creatures in black robes, with pink skin, poured out of
the rooms and began circling Ali, spinning and laughing around him.

Everything accelerated.

Hamid stood frozen inthe doorway, staring open-mouthed. They spun
faster and faster, and an invisible force began pulling him toward
them. Before he knew it, Hamid found himself among them, spinning
wildly and laughing along with them.

Everything in the ward began spinning with them. The furniture, the
objects, everything. The laughter grew louder and louder as they
continued to accelerate.

The laughter was turning into shrieks and screams when, suddenly,
everything stopped, suspended in midair.

Absolute silence.

There was no psychiatric hospital anymore. No walls. Nothing but
Ali and Hamid, suspended above a scorched desert.

Suddenly, a blinding white light broke across the horizon.
Then a vast mushroom cloud appeared in the distance.
The shock wave reached them.

And then, as though someone had flicked off a light switch,
everything went dark.

There was no Ali anymore.
No Hamid.

Nothing at all.
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