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Introduction

Have you ever asked yourself why life can be so cruel, and yet so revealing? How in a single moment, your identity, your existence, and your heart can be put to the ultimate test? This book will take you on such a journey—a journey of pain, trials, love, and ultimately, the greatest human strength: mercy and compassion.

This is the story of a person whom the world refused to understand, whose identity was questioned, and whose emotions were felt like poison. But this is not just a story of suffering. It is a story of patience, resilience, and actions that go beyond what the world expects.

As you turn these pages, you will see that sometimes, the very people who hurt you the most can become the source of your greatest lessons. And those who seem the most vulnerable and abandoned may, through their love, dedication, and sacrifices, astonish the world.

This book will show you a life from a perspective you’ve never seen, touching the deepest corners of your heart. You will witness how true love and compassion—even for those who wronged us—can become the greatest power of humanity.

So, if you are ready for a journey that will shake your heart, bring tears to your eyes, and make you reflect on the raw complexities of human life, then step forward—this story is about to begin.

The Rain That Changed Its Mind

It was evening, and the rain had settled in as if it had nowhere else to go. Faris Khan, owner of a large house and a man known in the village for carrying responsibilities on his shoulders, stood soaked to the bone at his own doorstep. When he had left in the morning, the sky had been clear—fields glowing with green, dew resting softly on the grass, the path from his home to the farmlands breathing freshness, light sunshine brushing his face like a quiet promise. Nothing had warned him that the day would turn its back so suddenly.

Now, summer had begun to loosen its grip, and a faint cold was creeping into the air. He knocked.

“Who is it?” came a voice from inside.

“It’s me, Faris Khan,” he replied, his tone heavy with the day.

The door opened at once. He stepped in and dropped onto the charpoy like a man surrendering his weight to the earth. His wife hurried toward him. “Here—take this money. Wipe yourself, I’ll bring your clothes.”

He paused, a flicker of pride crossing his tired face. “That would feel undignified,” he said quietly. “I’ll change first, then dry myself.”

He took the money from her hand and began wiping his head. By then, she had already returned with the clothes she had pressed earlier, holding them with the care of someone who knew his silences better than his words.

A Shared Concern in the Rain

Faris took the clothes from her hands, but instead of immediately moving away, he gently held her hand and drew her close into his lap. “Just one... just one child, please,” he murmured, the warmth of hope mingling with a trace of desperation in his voice. She looked at him with careful eyes, a soft sigh escaping her. “Faris, this is in God’s hands. What can I do?” she said, almost as if trying to soften the weight of his plea. He leaned slightly, his forehead resting near hers, and whispered, “I’ve already scheduled an appointment with a doctor. Tomorrow morning, we’ll go to the city. I’ll take full care—your backup plan.” She paused, thinking, then nodded slowly, “Yes... of course.”

“See,” he said, trying to ease the tension, “this is only about children.”

Her lips pressed together as silence fell between them, thoughts swirling. Faris always monitored her check-ups, yet today the roles reversed subtly. She realized he was still protecting himself from worry, still carrying burdens silently.

When he noticed her quiet, he asked softly, “Why so silent?”

With respect and care, she replied, “You always ensure my check-ups... if this time you check yourself...”

Faris’s eyes flickered with mock sternness, voice teasing the edge of irritation, “Do you think something’s medically wrong with me?”

“No, no, that’s not what I meant,” she hurried to clarify. “Faris, what harm is there in a simple check-up?”

He gave a soft nod, a small smile breaking through his concern. “Alright, I’ll do it too... for your peace of mind.”

She rose from his lap, moving toward the kitchen, voice light, “I’ll prepare dinner.”

He watched her go, letting the thought settle in his mind. I’ve already taken care of my check-up... tomorrow I’ll show her the reports, let her see for herself. Rising, he headed toward the washroom. Later, he found himself sitting at the dining table, as he often did while she cooked, quietly observing her movements, letting the comfort of routine settle around them.

A Taste of Hope

He sat quietly for a while, letting the soft patter of the rain outside mingle with the warm, cozy glow of the house. Soon, his wife appeared with dinner—hot pakoras and the familiar green chutney, infused with fresh mint that gave it a delightful punch. Alongside, she had prepared some salad, soft rotis, and a comforting gobi-matar curry. She arranged everything neatly, sitting beside him with a gentle smile. “Faris, start,” she said softly.

Faris looked at her, eyes reflecting warmth, and then began serving the food. “Come, you’ll eat with me,” he said, pulling her slightly closer with a quiet, affectionate gesture. He dipped a hot pakora into the chutney and took a bite. A small exclamation escaped him—“Yaar, there’s something magical in your hands... the flavor!”

At first, she froze, then nodded with a faint, almost sad smile. “Well, eat... I made it just for you,” she murmured. Yet she quietly added roti with the gobi-matar to her plate, her face shadowed with a touch of melancholy. Her thoughts drifted: If only I could give him a child... if only I could bring that spark of joy to his face, see him smile as a father, feel that happiness in his eyes...

Even in the simplicity of a shared meal, the weight of their hopes and dreams lingered, painting a quiet, tender scene of longing and love.

Silent Storms of the Mind

Faris’s mind often ran a quiet, restless plan on loop—fourteen years had passed without a child, and sometimes a thought whispered: maybe I should consider a second marriage. But this was a secret he would never voice; she could never know. He knew her heart too well—any woman might endure hard times, simple meals of chutney and dry bread, the weight of endless chores—but the betrayal of a co-wife, that was unbearable.

And yet, a shadow of fear always lingered in her own mind. She worried silently, her thoughts trembling at the possibility: what if Faris has taken another wife? Even the faintest hint of such an idea sent shivers through her, a quiet panic she could neither voice nor fully confront. In these moments, the house felt heavier, the rain outside somehow echoing the unspoken tension inside, droplets tapping like tiny reminders of uncertainty.

In the Quiet Night

After dinner, Faris retired to his room, the house now wrapped in a soft, quiet darkness broken only by the occasional drip of rain against the window. His wife rose to perform ablution, her movements calm and deliberate. She was devoted to prayer, often whispering her hidden hopes and wishes to God, sharing the unspoken desires of her heart that no one else could know. Today, she carried the weight of that same hope, sitting on the prayer mat, eyes closed, lips moving softly, pouring every fragment of her longing into her silent conversation with the divine.

Meanwhile, Faris lay on the bed, exhaustion settling deep into his bones. A thought flickered across his mind—hurry, plan for the child... we need to act. The worry for a future child often occupied him, threading through even his rest. Hearing this silent resolve, his wife thought of herself, of the countless times she had bathed, scrubbed, endured, and the way her hair had begun to fall from the strain. She shook herself from the thought, whispering, “I’ll return after prayer.” Immersed in her devotion, she lost track of time, speaking to her Lord about hopes, fears, and the hidden dreams she dared to hold.

Eventually, she rose and slipped into Faris’s room, finding him deep in sleep, his chest rising and falling with the calm rhythm of rest. She did not disturb him, quietly lying down beside him. Her heart remained in whispered prayers: Lord, grant us a child. Time flowed gently, the room filled with quiet breaths and the soft rhythm of rain. Soon, even her eyes grew heavy, and sleep claimed her too, her body resting while her prayers lingered in the still air.

Morning on the Road to Answers

Early morning light slipped through the curtains, pale and cautious, as Faris woke from sleep. The house smelled of fresh tea and warm bread; breakfast was simple, steady—like their days. He finished quickly, helped his wife get ready, and soon they were boarding the bus, the engine coughing awake as if reluctant to start the day. “Today, we’ll do the check-up,” Faris said, his voice firm but gentle, eyes fixed ahead through the dusty glass.

She adjusted her dupatta, the bus rocking beneath them, and spoke softly, almost apologetically. “You slept early last night. I came to you, but you were already asleep. I didn’t think it was right to wake you—you’d worked all day in the fields.” Faris nodded, a practical calm settling over his features. “You did the right thing,” he said. “If we had tried last night, the sperm test wouldn’t be accurate. Even the doctor says there should be four or five days of distance before the test—then the count comes right.”

She smiled faintly, then fell quiet. The road hummed, trees slid past like green thoughts. Inside, a doubt stirred—Will this always be an excuse? If the result isn’t good, will he say the timing was wrong again? She kept it to herself, helpless but hopeful, tying her heart to a prayer that the reports would be clean, that no blame would return to her. The old fear pricked again—memories of leucorrhea, of being judged too quickly. She lowered her gaze, fingers interlaced, whispering hope into the moving air.

Not long after, they stood inside the clinic. White walls, the faint sting of antiseptic, a ceiling fan cutting the silence into soft circles. Answers waited behind closed doors, and the morning seemed to hold its breath with them.

The Unexpected Clinic Conversation

Faris stepped into the clinic, a slight unease in his chest as he looked around. The sterile smell of antiseptic mixed with the faint hum of machines made the room feel both professional and strangely intimate. The doctor glanced at him and asked, “So, what brings you here?”

Faris blinked in mild surprise. “Sir... this is a bit unusual... why are you here in this clinic yourself?” he stammered.

The doctor smiled warmly, his eyes crinkling at the corners. “Many people come here for their children when they are
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