One of my happiest memories IS in April, during Nowruz.

I visited Tehran on that day, it was raining in the form of powder and the weather was foggy, the air was humid and clean as a snowflake, I went to one of the highest places in Tehran, the rain became intense and its seeds fell on my cheeks in the form of drops. I felt calm there from the rain and that day it was as if I was living in my dreams
It was as if I was living in the world of my books
Have a good year

