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The Rendezvous
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تاریخ انتشار: Shahrivar 2585 17 باستان برابر با September 8, 2026 میلادی

Chicago was gripped by one of the most ruthless winters in its history; a bone-chilling cold that

turned every breath into a sharp pain in the chest. At the end of a dark, dead-end alley in the

heart of the city, a silent tragedy had unfolded. A 73-year-old man, sick and homeless, had

succumbed to the nocturnal freeze and passed away. But he was not alone on this dark path; his

entire wealth and family in this world was a dog, about six years old, who was now guarding his

.owner's lifeless body with every ounce of his being

The next morning, Josh Wagner, a forty-year-old reporter for a local newspaper, walked into the

alley with heavy steps to cover the death of yet another homeless person in this bitter winter.

Reaching the end of  the alley,  he found several  familiar  police officers keeping a safe distance

from the body, lacking the courage to approach. They were all intimidated by the loyal dog, who

.blocked the way with bared teeth and sorrowful eyes

The dog's resting place was a silent testament to unconditional love at the height of poverty. His

mat was much softer and thicker than the old man's own tattered blankets, and beside him sat a

bowl of premium dog food, something the old man, despite his absolute destitution, had managed

.to provide for his lonely companion

With short, agonizing whimpers, the dog nudged his muzzle against the old man's frozen face. He

https://ham-dastan.com/frontend/view_article.php?slug=the-rendezvous


https://ham-dastan.com صفحه 2 از 3 ghalam@ham-dastan.com

tried relentlessly to warm his master with his breath and wake him from this eternal sleep. One of

the  police  officers,  whose  patience  had  worn  thin,  unholstered  his  weapon,  ready  to  shoot  the

animal if it attacked. The dog, however, puffed out his chest without a sliver of fear. There was no

dread of death in his eyes; it was as if he knew that if these strangers took the old man away,

.those dear, calloused hands would never pet him again

For  the  first  time,  Josh  Wagner's  eyes  locked  with  the  dog's.  A  profound  grief  and  boundless

courage surged within the animal's gaze. At that very moment,  the dog's eyes fixed steadily on

the reporter's face. Amidst all those harsh and unfamiliar faces, the dog suddenly hesitated. As if

he had recognized a lost familiarity in the man's eyes, he slightly lowered his defensive guard,

.and a strange calmness washed over his demeanor

Josh noticed this shift and that familiar gaze. He carefully sat down on the snow-covered ground.

With a wave of his hand, he signaled the armed officer to lower his weapon and step back. Then,

with a gentle smile and a soothing voice, he called the dog over. The dog hesitated. He didn't

know why he should trust this stranger, but an invisible force pulled him toward the man. He

slowly stepped forward. Josh reached out to stroke the animal's freezing head when his eyes

".caught the metal tag on the collar: "Joshua

Seeing the name, Josh let out a laugh, a bitter laugh, yet full of warmth and affection. With a

".trembling voice, he said, "At least we share a name, buddy

Joshua seemed to understand the warmth and meaning behind that tone. His animalistic grief

broke, and he practically surrendered himself into the reporter's arms. Josh gently stroked the

dog's  cold  fur,  assuring  him that  he  was  no  longer  alone.  With  the  dog  finally  calm,  the  police

.were able to approach the body and retrieve the old man's identification from his coat pocket

A few seconds later,  an officer's  voice echoed through the silent  alley:  "Identity  confirmed!  The

"!body belongs to Simon Wagner

At the sound of that name, the blood froze in the reporter's veins. His hand went entirely still on

Joshua's head, and his breath caught in his throat. "Simon Wagner..." He had lost his father years

ago; a father who had vanished after a series of hardships, leaving no one with a clue as to

which street or city fate had dragged him. This homeless old man, who had sacrificed everything

.for his dog, was the very father Josh had ached to see for years

Years have passed since that bitter winter. Joshua is no longer alone, and Josh, too, has found

what he had lost, even if it was too late. These days, the reporter and the loyal dog return

together to the father's resting place in that very dead-end alley. They sit in silence by the brick
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wall, sharing moments with the spirit of a man who, though he had nothing at the end of his road,

.possessed a heart that never forgot how to love until its very last beat


