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While the emotions in this book are very real, the story itself is a work of fiction. The characters, names, and events come from the author’s imagination. If any part of this story happens to resemble real people or actual events, it is completely unintentional and coincidental.
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To my beloved wife, Hodan Kayd, for being the light in every shadow and the strength behind every word I write. 

To every child who has ever stood alone in a cold world, wrapping their own courage around them like the only blanket they had.

To the orphans who wake in the deep silence of the night, aching for a hand to hold, waiting for a voice to call their name: I see you. You are the heartbeat of every word I have written, and the breath behind every sentence.

I wrote this for the boy on the corner, whose greatness is currently buried under layers of street dust. And for the girl who has had to be her own mother, drying her own tears under a sun that feels a million miles away.

Let this be your truth: Where you begin does not dictate where you end. Even when you feel the dirt beneath your feet and emptiness in your heart, remember this—there is a fire inside you that the world cannot extinguish.

You are not defined by what was stolen from you, but by the miraculous way you rise, again and again. This is for the ones the world tried to overlook—the brave, the broken, and the unbending—who are building castles out of the rubble life left behind.

This story belongs to you.
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Chapter 1: The Year of the Bitter Wind
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The year 1940 did not arrive with celebration in the small village of Adamy. It arrived with a wind that tasted of salt and sorrow. The world was at war, and though the cannons were firing thousands of miles away, the echoes reached the village in the form of empty grain sacks and dry wells.

In a small hut made of mud and hope lived Elmi and Safia. They were teenagers, barely old enough to understand the world, but they loved each other. To the villagers, they were just two more hungry souls. To each other, they were everything.

Before the famine tightened its grip on the land, when the cattle were still healthy and the elders could still speak without their throats hurting, Elmi and Safia had spent their childhoods in the tall grass outside the village. Their love grew like a wild flower in a desert—unexpected, stubborn, and determined to survive.

Safia’s eyes were dark and steady, like deep pools of water. In the evenings, when the cooking pot was empty and the air smelled of dust, she would hum old songs. She didn't sing loudly—just enough so Elmi could hear the melody floating across the room while he scraped the mud from his boots. The hunger was still there, a constant guest in their home, but somehow, when she hummed, it mattered less.

Elmi had broad shoulders and a heart that beat only for her. He was a laborer, a man of the earth. He measured his days not by the weight of the crates he carried, but by whether he could make Safia smile at the end of them.

They had been childhood sweethearts—stolen glances behind the marketplace stalls, whispers under the moon while the elders slept. When the village elders finally blessed their union, the wedding was simple. There was no feast, no band, only the rhythmic clapping of family and the sharing of a single flatbread. But when Elmi looked at Safia through her veil, he felt like the richest man who ever lived.

Months passed, and the world outside grew harder. The wind that tasted of salt began to taste of dry earth. The grain sacks were lighter when they arrived at the market.

One evening, they sat on their thin straw mat. Moonlight stretched long, cold shadows across the floor. Elmi looked down at his hands. They were calloused and cracked, stained permanently by the work at the docks and the road. He turned them over, palms up.

"We have nothing, Safia," he whispered, the shame heavy in his voice. "I promised you gold. I've given you dust."

Safia didn't look at the hands. She took one of them and pressed it against her cheek. Her skin was warm against his rough skin. The wind whistled through the cracks in the mud walls, a cold, invasive sound, but she didn't seem to notice.

"We have each other, Elmi," she said softly. "That's enough. The rain will come. The sorghum will grow. We'll be here to see it."

She squeezed his fingers. "Don't count the grain. Count the heartbeats."

A few months into their marriage, the world got heavier. The famine deepened, sucking the moisture out of the air and the ground. The village filled with hushed voices and the low, murmuring sound of funeral prayers.

But inside their small hut, something was growing.

One morning, Safia woke before the first call to prayer. She lay still on the mat, watching Elmi sleep. His breathing was deep and even, the only peaceful thing in a world that was starting to crack. When he opened his eyes, she was different. Not just the light of the dawn—something else.

She took his hand. Her fingers were trembling. She guided it to her stomach, placing his palm flat against the thin fabric of her dress.

Under his hand, the world changed.

"There's a heartbeat here," she whispered. She pressed his hand harder, as if willing him to feel the life flickering beneath. Her voice cracked when she said it. Just once. 

In that quiet dawn, with the grey light seeping through the walls, Safia told him they were having a child.

Elmi didn't say anything. He wept. Not just cried—he wept. His shoulders shook. He was a man who had been fighting gravity and hunger his whole life, and now, suddenly, he had a reason to keep going. Joy and fear hit him at the exact same time, a dizzying collision. After that morning, Elmi worked like a man with no choice.

Every morning, while the sky was still purple and the stars were fading, he was at the docks. He bypassed the easy loads. He sought out the heaviest crates—the ones made of wet timber and iron—the ones the older men refused because of the ruin it did to their backs.

He moved like a machine, bone and muscle straining, carrying what he could.

Each evening he came home, his spine nearly broken, his lungs full of the harsh, salty dust of the harbor. But he never walked through the door empty-handed.

In his pocket, wrapped in a small, greasy cloth, were treasures. Two dates. A handful of dried apricots. A piece of sugarcane. He hid them from his own gnawing hunger, protecting them like gold.

He would sit by the bed while Safia rested. "Eat, Safia," he would say, his eyes fierce and desperate. "He needs to be strong. He should never know hunger, not even before he's born. I want my son to be a king. I want his first breath to carry the strength I'm giving him now."

At night, in the darkness of the hut, Elmi would whisper to her stomach. He told the unborn child about the rain that would eventually come. He described the green fields that would return. He spoke of the love that had made him.

He was building a wall. It was an invisible wall made of sweat and stubborn hope, built around the small life growing inside Safia. He was hoping it would be enough to keep the bitter wind out.

He did not know that the wind was patient. He did not know that the "Miracle of Sorrow" was waiting just around the corner of time, ready to test the strength of everything he had built.
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