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            "The wound is the place where the Light enters you."
And perhaps every human heartis simply waitingfor someone to notice the wound.--Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Dedication
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To the silent sufferers of the world—
the hungry child, the forgotten mother,
the lonely soul in a crowded city,
and the quiet dreamer who still believes
that kindness can survive cruelty.
This book belongs to you.
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Epigraph
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"The wound is the place where the Light enters you."

And perhaps every human heart
is simply waiting
for someone to notice the wound.
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Preface
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This collection was born from a single question that has haunted humanity for centuries: What does the human heart truly long for?

Not wealth.
Not glory.
Not power.
But something quieter.

A full meal for a starving child.
Silence after years of gunfire.
A face looked upon with love instead of pity.
A simple word of forgiveness.
The stories in this book explore those quiet desires that often remain unspoken. Each narrative is short, almost like a whisper, yet each carries the weight of a life. They do not attempt to solve the tragedies of the world, nor do they offer grand philosophical answers. Instead, they simply pause beside human suffering and listen.

Some of these stories are about war.
Some about loneliness.
Some about poverty.
Some about hope.
But all of them are about the fragile dignity of being human.

If these stories succeed in anything, let it be this: that for a brief moment, the reader feels the quiet heartbeat of another soul.
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Introduction
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Human history is often written in the language of power—kings, wars, revolutions, and empires. Yet the true history of humanity lives elsewhere: in the small, hidden moments that rarely reach the pages of official records.

It lives in a mother who searches for the grave of her child.
In a beggar who wonders about the meaning of hope.
In a prisoner who dreams not of freedom, but simply of seeing the sky.
These stories attempt to give voice to those silent moments.

They are inspired by the great philosophical traditions that have asked uncomfortable questions about existence, suffering, and faith. But rather than presenting philosophy through arguments, these pages present it through lives—through characters who carry the burdens of ordinary humanity.

Each story is brief, but the emotions behind them are ancient.

They belong to every generation.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgement

[image: ]
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Closing Note before the Stories
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These thirty stories are not meant to be read quickly.

They are meant to be sat with.

Like quiet conversations at midnight.
Like thoughts that visit when the world grows silent.
Some may disturb you.
Some may comfort you.
Some may linger longer than expected.
If even one story makes you pause and look at another human being with greater compassion, then these pages have fulfilled their purpose.

Now, the whispers begin.
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1. The Last Plate
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In the poorest quarter of the city, where the streets seemed permanently tired and the buildings leaned against each other like old men sharing grief, there stood a small room made of cracked brick and rusted tin. The room had one narrow window, though the word window might have been generous. It was more a hole through which light sometimes remembered to enter.

Inside that room lived a boy named Ilyas.

He was twelve years old, though hunger had already carved years into his face that did not belong to a child. His cheeks were hollow, his arms thin as dry branches, and his eyes carried the strange brightness that sometimes appears in those who are closer to death than to life.

Ilyas had been hungry for as long as he could remember.

Not the ordinary hunger that visits after a missed meal and disappears with a piece of bread. No. His hunger was older, deeper—almost like a quiet companion that had grown up with him. It followed him through every day and every night, whispering its presence from the empty pit of his stomach.

Sometimes the hunger was gentle.

Sometimes it was cruel.

But it was always there.

His mother, Amina, had once tried to fight it. She worked washing clothes for richer families across the river. Her hands had become rough and cracked from soap and cold water. Each evening she returned home with a small piece of bread or a handful of rice, and she would place it before her son as though presenting a sacred offering.

“Eat,” she would say softly.

But even when he ate, the hunger did not truly leave. It only slept for a while, like a beast resting in the shadows.

The winter when Ilyas turned twelve was harsher than the others. Work became scarce, and the river froze early. The wealthy houses sent their laundry elsewhere, where machines replaced tired human hands.

Amina returned home empty-handed more often.

On those nights, mother and son shared silence instead of bread.

The illness came quietly.

At first it was only a cough. Then fever followed. Then weakness so deep that even sitting up became a struggle.

The doctor from the charity clinic visited once. He examined the boy with tired eyes and sighed in a way that sounded more like resignation than diagnosis.

“He needs food,” the doctor said.

Amina nodded slowly, as if hearing a cruel joke.

Food.

The word hung in the room like an impossible dream.

One evening, as the sky outside turned the color of fading ash, Ilyas lay on the thin mattress beside the wall. His breathing was shallow. The fever had left his skin pale and damp.

Amina sat beside him holding a small cup of water.

“Drink,” she whispered.

The boy took a sip but pushed the cup away.

For a long time, neither spoke.

Silence can be heavy in poor houses. It carries the weight of all the things people wish to give but cannot.

Finally, the boy spoke.

“Mother?”

“Yes, my son.”

“Do you think... people who are full feel different?”

The question surprised her.

“What do you mean?”

Ilyas stared toward the window where a thin stripe of evening light rested on the floor.

“I mean... when someone eats until they are no longer hungry... does the world feel different?”

His voice was fragile but curious, as though he were asking about a distant country he had never visited.

Amina tried to answer, but the words hesitated inside her chest.

“Yes,” she said at last. “It feels... peaceful.”

The boy thought about this.

Peaceful.

He had heard the word many times—in prayers, in stories, in the quiet voices of old men who spoke of distant places. But he had never truly understood it.

“Mother,” he asked slowly, “have I ever been full?”

The question struck her like a stone dropped into deep water.

For a moment she could not breathe.

She wanted to lie. Every mother sometimes lies to protect the fragile world of a child.

But something in the boy’s eyes demanded honesty.

“No,” she whispered.

The room became very quiet.

Outside, somewhere in the alley, a dog barked and then fell silent again.

Ilyas nodded gently, as if confirming a suspicion he had carried for a long time.

“I thought so,” he said.

Later that night, the fever worsened.

The doctor returned the next morning and spoke with Amina outside the room.

His words were careful but heavy.

“He may not survive many more days.”

She did not cry. Poverty teaches people to hold their tears like precious water, releasing them only when absolutely necessary.

Instead she asked the only question that mattered.

“Is there anything he wants?”

The doctor hesitated.

“Sometimes... it helps to ask the patient.”

When Amina returned to the room, the boy’s eyes were half-open.

He looked strangely calm.

“My son,” she said gently, sitting beside him. “If you could have anything... anything in the world... what would you want?”

The boy considered the question seriously.

Children from rich homes often answer such questions quickly: toys, journeys, gifts. But Ilyas had never learned to desire such things.

His dreams had always been smaller.

More practical.

Finally he spoke.

“I want... a plate.”

“A plate?” Amina repeated softly.

“Yes.”

“With what on it?”

The boy paused again.

Then he said something that broke her heart in a way she had not thought possible.

“I want a plate with enough food that I can eat until the hunger disappears.”

His voice trembled slightly.

“Not because I like food... but because I want to know what it feels like.”

Amina stared at him, unable to speak.

“I just want to know once,” he continued quietly. “Just once... what it is like to be full.”

The doctor heard the request.

And somehow the story traveled beyond the narrow streets of the poor quarter.

It passed through markets, cafés, and churches. People repeated it quietly to one another:

“A dying boy wants a final meal.”

Some shook their heads sadly.

Some felt a strange discomfort.

And a few—very few—felt something deeper. Something like shame.

Because in a city where restaurants threw away food every night, a child had grown up without ever knowing what fullness meant.

That afternoon, a man arrived at the door of the small room.

He was well dressed, though not extravagantly. His coat was dark wool, and his eyes carried the thoughtful weariness of someone who had spent many years observing the world.

His name was Karim.

He owned one of the largest bakeries in the city.

But he did not introduce himself with titles or pride.

Instead he removed his hat respectfully and spoke gently.

“I heard about the boy.”

Amina nodded.

“He asked for a final meal.”

“Yes.”

Karim looked toward the thin door of the room where Ilyas lay.

“And he wishes to eat until he is full?”

She nodded again, though the word full seemed almost mythical in that place.

The baker remained silent for a long moment.

Then he said something unexpected.

“May I cook for him?”

Inside the room, the boy slept lightly, his breath fragile but steady.

Karim stood beside the bed observing him quietly.

He had baked bread for thirty years.

Thousands of loaves.

Millions of meals had begun with his ovens.

But never had he seen hunger like this.

This was not merely an empty stomach.

This was a life shaped by absence.

The baker leaned closer and spoke softly.

“Boy.”

Ilyas opened his eyes slowly.

“Yes?”

“I hear you wish for a plate of food.”

The boy nodded.

Karim smiled gently.

“Then we will make the finest plate this city has ever seen.”

But the boy surprised him.

He shook his head weakly.

“I don’t need fine food.”

“What do you need?”

The boy looked directly at him.

“I just need... enough.”

Karim left the house with a strange heaviness in his chest.

For the first time in many years, the smell of bread from his own bakery would not bring him pride.

It would bring him questions.

Deep and uncomfortable ones.

Questions about hunger.

About fairness.

About the strange world where some men choose between spices while others dream simply of bread.

And that night, in his great kitchen full of ovens and golden loaves, the baker prepared a single plate.

But not just any plate.

A plate that carried the quiet weight of a boy’s final wish.

Part II – The Feast of a Dying Boy

The night before the meal, the city slept without knowing that somewhere within its narrow veins a strange event was preparing to occur—an event so small that history would never record it, yet so profound that a few human hearts would never forget it.

In the great bakery on Market Street, Karim did not sleep.

The ovens burned softly, their warm breath filling the stone room with the scent of rising dough. Usually, these ovens worked through the night with cheerful purpose. Bread was a simple joy. Bread fed families, accompanied laughter, and filled the empty corners of ordinary lives.

But tonight the smell of bread carried a different weight.

Karim stood before a long wooden table. On it lay ingredients that, in truth, were not extraordinary: flour, eggs, rice, lentils, vegetables, butter, a small portion of lamb, and several loaves of fresh bread.

Yet he handled each item with a seriousness that made the kitchen feel almost sacred.

One of the younger bakers, Yusuf, watched him curiously.

“Master,” Yusuf asked carefully, “why are you preparing this meal yourself?”

Karim continued kneading dough.

“Because it matters.”

Yusuf tilted his head. “But we prepare thousands of meals every week.”

Karim stopped.

“Yes,” he said quietly. “And that is exactly the problem.”

The young baker did not understand.

But Karim had begun to think differently.

All his life he had measured bread by numbers—how many loaves baked, how many sold, how much profit earned. Bread had been an industry, an efficiency, a routine.

Yet now he could not forget the boy’s question:

Have I ever been full?

The baker closed his eyes briefly.

In a city where people complained about food that was too salty, too cold, too late—somewhere a child had grown up never knowing what fullness meant.

It was not hunger that troubled Karim.

Hunger had always existed.

What troubled him was something deeper: indifference.

By dawn the meal was ready.

But it was not the extravagant feast some people might imagine.

Karim had prepared:

A bowl of soft rice with lentils.
Fresh bread still warm from the oven.
A small portion of tender lamb.
Vegetables cooked gently in butter.
And a simple bowl of soup.
There were no decorations.

No luxurious spices.

Just food—honest, nourishing, warm.

Yet when the baker placed everything onto a single large plate, he felt an unexpected trembling in his hands.

It was as if the plate carried something more than food.

It carried a question about the world itself.

Word had quietly spread through the neighborhood.

When Karim carried the covered plate through the narrow streets, people noticed.

A butcher paused at his stall.

A woman sweeping her doorstep watched silently.

Two children playing with a broken tire stopped and whispered.

“That’s the baker,” one said.

“Where is he going?”

“To the sick boy.”

The story had grown overnight.

Some said the boy was dying.

Some said the whole city had gathered food.

Some said it was a miracle.

But in truth, it was none of those things.

It was simply one boy’s wish.

Inside the small brick room, the air was very still.

Ilyas had slept little during the night. The fever had drained much of his strength, but his mind seemed strangely awake.

His mother sat beside him, gently wiping his forehead with a damp cloth.

“Mother,” he whispered.

“Yes?”

“Will the plate come today?”

She hesitated, then smiled softly.

“Yes.”

The boy nodded slowly.

For a long time he said nothing.

Then he asked another question.

“Do people who are full still feel sad?”

Amina looked at him carefully.

“Yes,” she said.

The boy seemed surprised.

“Then what is the difference?”

She thought about this.

“When someone is full,” she said slowly, “their sadness becomes quieter.”

The boy seemed to accept this answer.

Quiet sadness.

Perhaps that was what peace meant.

A knock sounded at the door.

Amina opened it.

Karim stood there holding the large covered plate with both hands.

Behind him, a few curious neighbors lingered in the alley, pretending not to watch.

“May I come in?” the baker asked gently.

She stepped aside.

When Karim entered the room, he immediately felt how small it was. The ceiling was low. The walls were cracked. The single window allowed only a thin ribbon of light.

And on the mattress lay the boy.

Even weaker than the day before.

For a moment Karim wondered if the child would even be able to eat.

But the boy’s eyes brightened slightly when he saw the plate.

“Is that it?” he whispered.

Karim nodded.

“Yes.”

The baker placed the plate on a small wooden crate beside the bed.

The lid still covered it.

“Before we open it,” Karim said quietly, “I want to ask you something.”

The boy waited.

“Why is this so important to you?”

The question lingered in the air.

The boy’s answer came slowly.

“Because... hunger feels like a question.”

“A question?”

“Yes.”

“What kind of question?”

Ilyas stared toward the ceiling.

“The kind that never stops asking.”

Karim felt something tighten inside his chest.

“And you believe this meal will answer it?”

The boy shook his head weakly.

“No.”

“Then why eat?”

The boy smiled faintly.

“Because I want to know what the answer feels like.”

Karim gently lifted the lid.

The room filled with the quiet fragrance of warm food.

Bread.

Soup.

Rice.

Lamb.

Vegetables.

Simple things that most people hardly noticed in their daily lives.

But to Ilyas, the smell was overwhelming.

His eyes widened slightly.

For the first time in days, he pushed himself up a little.

Amina helped him sit.

Karim broke a piece of bread and handed it to him.

“Slowly,” he said.

The boy nodded.

His fingers trembled as he held the bread.

He took a small bite.

For several seconds he simply chewed.

His eyes closed.

Not dramatically.

Not like someone experiencing ecstasy.

But quietly.

Thoughtfully.

As if listening to something deep inside his body.

Then he swallowed.

“How is it?” Amina whispered.

The boy opened his eyes.

“It’s warm.”

That was all he said.

Yet those words filled the room with a strange tenderness.

He took another bite.

Then another.

After the bread came the soup.

Karim fed him small spoonfuls while Amina watched carefully, afraid that too much food might overwhelm his weak body.

Between bites, the boy rested.

But something was changing.

Color slowly returned to his cheeks.

His breathing steadied.

And most importantly—the restless tension in his face began to soften.

Outside the house, several neighbors had gathered.

Not out of curiosity alone, but because the moment seemed to carry something important.

A butcher stood beside a schoolteacher.

A street sweeper leaned against the wall.

Two children sat on the curb watching the door.

None of them spoke much.

They simply waited.

It was strange, they thought.

How an entire city could ignore thousands of hungry people every day...

Yet today everyone felt invested in a single plate.

Perhaps because the boy had asked a question no one wanted to hear.

Inside the room, the meal continued slowly.

Bread.

Rice.

A small piece of lamb.

The boy ate carefully, pausing often.

And with every bite, something invisible seemed to fade from his face.

The old tension.

The quiet desperation.

The endless question of hunger.

Finally, after a long while, he leaned back against the pillow.

Karim waited.

“Do you want more?” the baker asked.

The boy considered the plate.

For the first time in his life, food remained on it.

And something remarkable happened.

He shook his head.

“No.”

“Are you tired?”

“No.”

“Then why stop?”

The boy placed a small hand on his stomach.

And then he said the words everyone in the room had been waiting for.

“I think... the hunger is gone.”

A silence filled the room so deep it almost felt holy.

The boy smiled faintly.

“So this... is what full feels like.”

Part III – The Silence After Hunger

When the boy said the words — “I think the hunger is gone” — something in the room changed in a way no one could clearly explain.

It was not joy.

Joy is loud.

It celebrates.

It claps and shouts and fills the air with noise.

But what entered the room was something quieter.

Something deeper.

It was the strange peace that sometimes appears when a long suffering finally loosens its grip.

Karim slowly lowered the spoon.

Amina stared at her son as if she were seeing him for the first time.

The boy leaned back against the pillow, his small hand resting on his stomach.

His face looked different now.

Not stronger.

Not healthier.

But lighter.

As though a burden that had lived inside him for years had finally left.

For several minutes, no one spoke.

The plate remained on the wooden crate beside the bed. Food still rested on it — rice, vegetables, a piece of lamb, half a loaf of bread.

But the boy no longer looked at the plate.

He looked toward the window.

A thin beam of afternoon light stretched across the cracked floor.

“Mother,” he whispered.

“Yes?”

“Is this what people feel every day?”

“What do you mean?”

“This quiet.”

Amina hesitated.

“Yes,” she said softly.

“Most people feel it every day after they eat.”

The boy thought about this.

Then he smiled — not with excitement, but with the calm understanding of someone who had discovered a long-hidden secret.

“It’s very peaceful.”

Outside, the small crowd had grown.

No one had called them.

People simply arrived.

A baker’s assistant.

A shopkeeper.

A woman carrying vegetables.

A few schoolchildren.

They stood quietly in the alley, speaking in low voices.

“What is happening inside?” one man asked.

“They say the boy is eating.”

Another shook his head.

“Imagine that... a whole neighborhood watching a child eat.”

Yet no one left.

Something about the moment felt important, though no one could explain why.

Perhaps because it revealed something uncomfortable about the world.

Inside the room, the boy spoke again.

“Sir?”

Karim leaned closer.

“Yes?”

“Thank you.”

The baker smiled gently.

“You are welcome.”

But the boy shook his head slightly.

“No... not just for the food.”

“For what then?”

“For showing me something.”

Karim frowned softly.

“What did I show you?”

The boy’s answer came slowly.

“That the world is bigger than hunger.”

The baker did not respond.

Because in truth, he was not certain the boy was right.

For the next hour, the boy rested.

The fever had not disappeared, but his breathing had become calmer.

At one point he asked for water.

At another he asked his mother to open the window.

Cold air drifted into the room.

The sounds of the alley followed — distant footsteps, the murmur of people waiting outside, the faint bark of a dog somewhere down the street.

The boy listened carefully.

“I never noticed these sounds before
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