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DISCLAIMER

This is a work of fiction inspired by real-life experiences.

All characters, names, events, and dialogues are fictionalized.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Written and published by Asad Jamal

Introduction

Every life has moments that shape us, memories that linger, and experiences that define who we are. The Strange Things That Haunted My Youth is a collection of true stories from the life of Ahsan, told from his own perspective, capturing the innocence, curiosity, and challenges of growing up.

This book is not just about first love, secrets, or shyness—it is about the universal emotions that everyone experiences in their youth, the lessons learned, and the moments that stay with us forever.

As the author, I, Asad Jamal, have strived to preserve the authenticity of Ahsan’s experiences while presenting them in a way that resonates with readers. Every story is a window into his life, allowing you to witness his joys, fears, and discoveries as if you were there with him.

Whether you are revisiting your own past or exploring the experiences of someone else, I hope these pages bring insight, nostalgia, and understanding.

The Strange Things That Followed Me

I went through some really strange events... events so odd, so unbelievable, that most people wouldn’t even consider them possible. And it all started when I was very young.

I began my schooling in a tiny private school, nothing fancy—just small classrooms, scratched desks, and the faint smell of chalk lingering in the air. At first, my life revolved more around faith than anything else. My mother was deeply religious, and her presence shaped the rhythm of my early days. Every morning, she would personally walk me to school, holding my hand, making sure I felt safe in a world I barely understood.

She cared for me in every little way. My lunch was always packed with love: sometimes an egg paratha, sometimes milk, sometimes fresh fruit. I still remember that small tiffin box, warm in my hands, filled not just with food, but with her care.

But school brought a new challenge for me—girls. I was painfully shy around them. You see, I didn’t have a sister, and that made me unsure of how to talk to them, how to sit near them, even how to look at them without turning bright red. They made me nervous for reasons I couldn’t understand, and I would try my best to hide, sitting quietly in the last row, watching from behind the other boys, hoping no one would notice me.

Even though life seemed normal on the surface—my mother’s care, my small school, my shy little self—there were strange things already starting to happen, shadows that would follow me in ways I didn’t yet understand.

Making Friends... and Feeling Awkward

You know, as I spent more time in school, I started making a lot of friends. But there was one thing that always made me a little uneasy—mixing with girls in class.

Back then, in combined classes where boys and girls sat together, I was somewhat confident in my abilities. I was considered “capable,” I guess. But the girls who were... let’s say, less confident or less capable academically, would often end up sitting next to boys like me. And suddenly, I was put in this weird position—trying to focus on lessons, but constantly aware of the girl beside me, feeling shy and awkward, unsure of how to act.

It was strange... you want to be polite, friendly even, but at the same time, your shyness and lack of experience with girls makes every interaction feel like walking on thin ice. That early mix of friendship, curiosity, and nervousness became a big part of my school life.
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Sitting Next to Anisa

There was this one day that I still remember vividly. I was assigned to sit next to a girl named Anisa. She belonged to a different community—her family name was Khan, while I was from the Mughal side—but somehow, fate put us together in that small classroom.

She was... beautiful. Truly beautiful. Her long, golden hair would fall over her eyes, sometimes brushing across them, and it was impossible not to notice. I remember thinking, “How can something so beautiful be so distracting?” Her hair seemed to have a life of its own, softly hiding and teasing her eyes at the same time. Every glance in class, every time her hair moved, it made me nervous—my eyes couldn’t help but follow it, yet I didn’t want to stare.

It was confusing. Exciting. Intimidating. And in that moment, I realized just how awkward and shy I really was around girls. But at the same time... a tiny spark of curiosity had begun to flicker inside me, a feeling I had never experienced before.
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The Moment I Looked Into Her Eyes

And her eyes...

Ya Allah, what can I even tell you about them? They were so beautiful that words feel small in front of them.

One day, I was helping her with a lesson. The teacher had asked her to memorize something, and since I already knew it, I was guiding her through it. I still remember... she looked up for a moment, maybe to listen carefully, maybe just naturally—

And my eyes met hers.

In that single moment, it felt like the whole world just... stopped.

Her eyes were soft, shining, gentle—like they were holding some kind of quiet magic.

As I kept explaining the lesson, I found myself sinking deeper into her gaze, as if I had slipped into a small piece of paradise without even realizing it. And the deeper I went, the more I felt like I was getting lost in her world... willingly, helplessly, beautifully.

It was the first time In my life I understood how powerful a single look could be.

Lost in Her Eyes for Fifteen Whole Minutes

For almost fifteen minutes... I was completely lost in her eyes.

And the strange thing is—she was looking back at me too.

Maybe... just maybe... she got lost in my eyes the same way I got lost in hers.

Neither of us looked away.

Neither of us blinked.

It felt like time had paused just for us, like the entire classroom had disappeared somewhere far behind.

Her eyes kept pulling me in deeper and deeper, and I simply couldn’t come out of that trance.

Then suddenly—

I snapped out of it, like someone had shaken me awake from a dream.

And she said, softly but with a hint of confusion:

“Ahsan... what are you looking at in my eyes?”

I didn’t even think before answering. The words just slipped out of me, straight from my heart:

“I got lost in the light of your eyes...

I don’t know how long it took me to return.

And if that sudden jolt hadn’t happened...

Then maybe even the Day of Judgment would’ve started right here.”

I don’t know what kind of courage came
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