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“Where words end, love begins. 

Where love deepens, silence sings.”

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


To those who love without language, wait without complaint, and search for God in broken mirrors, midnight drums, and unanswered questions.

And to the unseen teachers who taught me that truth often arrives dressed as a story.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Acknowledgement

[image: ]


This book owes its breath to many unseen presences.

To the Sufi saints and poets whose words crossed centuries to soften hearts. To, whose spirit taught that devotion can dance, laugh, and sing. To storytellers, musicians, fakirs, and wanderers—known and unknown—who carried wisdom lightly.

I also acknowledge silence, solitude, and unanswered questions, for without them these stories would have remained asleep. Finally, gratitude to every reader who pauses, reflects, and allows a small story to open a large door within.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface

[image: ]


This book was not written to explain truth, but to invite it.

These are short stories—some barely longer than a breath—because the deepest truths often arrive quietly. They are meant to be read slowly, revisited, or even forgotten and remembered again later.

The inspiration comes from the spirit of —not his form, not his language, but his way of seeing the world:

	Where love dissolves ego,

	Where devotion wears humor,

	And where the divine hides in everyday moments.


These stories do not demand belief. They only ask for presence. Read them as parables, whispers, or mirrors. Whatever you find in them was already waiting inside you.
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This Collection is a humble attempt to walk beside that spirit. Each story in this collection stands alone, yet all belong to the same inner landscape:

	Love that burns without destroying.

	Faith that questions without fear.

	Wisdom that arrives disguised as irony.


You will meet lamps, beggars, kings, lovers, birds, candles, mirrors, and children—but they are only masks. The real subject of every story is the human soul searching for meaning in a noisy world.

This book does not aim to teach. It aims to remind. If even one story makes you pause, smile, or sit silently for a moment, then the journey has already succeeded.
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1.  The Lamp and the Wind
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The lamp was small, no taller than a man’s palm, yet it believed itself sufficient. It stood on the ledge of a narrow window in an old house whose walls remembered more prayers than words. Every evening, as the sun loosened its grip on the sky, a hand would come—wrinkled, careful, reverent—and light the wick. The flame would rise, modest but determined, like a thought just born in the mind of a seeker.

And every night, without fail, the wind would arrive.

Not loudly. Not in rage. But as a visitor who knew the way.

The wind slipped through cracks in the walls, under doors, between forgotten memories. It did not announce itself. It never asked permission. It simply came, brushing the flame, bending it, teasing it, testing how much it wished to remain.

One night, after countless evenings of this silent struggle, the lamp spoke.

“Why do you test me every night?” it asked, its flame trembling but unbroken. “I am not arrogant, nor am I strong. I only wish to give light. Why do you return to disturb my stillness?”

The wind paused. This was unusual. Flames often feared the wind. Some cursed it. Some prayed against it. Some surrendered and died silently. But few questioned it with such calm ache.

The wind circled the lamp slowly, like a musician tuning an instrument before a raga.

“Test you?” the wind replied softly. “I do not test you. I reveal you.”

The flame flickered, confused. “Reveal me to whom? To the darkness? To the walls? To myself?”

The wind laughed—not mockingly, but with the laughter of one who has crossed many deserts and knows that even questions are a mercy.

“To the world,” said the wind. “And more importantly—to yourself.”

I. The Night Is a Teacher

The night thickened around them. Outside, dogs barked at invisible truths. Somewhere, a flute cried the loneliness of separation. The house slept, but the window remained awake.

“You see,” said the wind, “in the afternoon, when the sun rules, even the weakest flame is unnoticed. But at night, when darkness spreads its shawl, even a small lamp becomes a declaration.”

The lamp listened.

“When I touch you,” the wind continued, “your flame bends, but it does not vanish. In that bending, your truth is visible. The darkness learns that you are not borrowed light. You are earned.”

The lamp thought of all the nights it had almost gone out. Of moments when it wished the wind would forget the way to the window. Of how easy it would be to burn steadily in a sealed room.

“Then why do some flames die when you come?” the lamp asked.

The wind sighed. “Because not every flame is rooted in oil. Some burn on pride. Some on habit. Some on borrowed sparks.” The wind moved closer, lowering its voice. “But those flames that drink deeply from their source—those I cannot kill. I can only teach them how to dance.”

II. The Lamp Remembers Its Oil

The lamp had never thought much about its oil. It assumed it would always be there, poured quietly each day without ceremony. It never asked where it came from or how much remained. Now, hearing the wind speak of roots, the lamp felt a subtle shame.

“What if one night my oil runs dry?” it asked. “What if your visit finds me empty?”

The wind did not answer immediately. Instead, it blew gently, enough to make the flame bow.

“In that moment,” the wind said at last, “you will learn whether you were a lamp or only a decoration.”

The lamp burned quietly. It realized that its greatest fear was not extinction, but exposure; not darkness, but the truth that it might have been glowing without depth. That night, the lamp burned differently—not taller, not brighter—but inwardly steadier. As if it had begun to watch its own flame.

III. The Wind’s Confession

After many nights, when silence between them had grown intimate, the lamp asked another question. “Why do you wander so much? Why do you never stay?”

The wind smiled, a sound like leaves speaking to one another. “If I stayed,” said the wind, “I would rot. I am alive because I move.”

The lamp pondered this. “I envy your freedom,” it admitted. “You touch mountains, rivers, deserts. I remain fixed, dependent on others to light me.”

The wind grew serious. “Do not envy movement. Many who move never arrive.” The wind paused, then added gently: “You are rooted. That is your power.”

IV. The Argument of Stillness and Motion

Their conversations grew longer. The lamp spoke of stillness as devotion; the wind spoke of motion as prayer.

“You bow by standing,” said the wind. “I bow by moving.”

“Then whose worship is accepted?” asked the lamp.

The wind laughed again. “Both,” it said. “For the Beloved does not count postures. He listens for sincerity.”

Outside, the moon climbed higher, pale and patient. The lamp realized something profound: the wind was not its enemy, but its mirror. Where the lamp feared loss, the wind feared stagnation. Where the lamp clung to form, the wind dissolved it. Together, they completed a circle.

V. The Night of the Storm

One evening, the wind did not come gently. It arrived roaring. Windows shook. Doors cried. Trees bent in prayer or protest. The lamp trembled violently, its flame stretching thin like a supplication on the brink.

“Why so harsh tonight?” the lamp cried. “Is my small light such an offense?”

The wind thundered around the house. “This is not for you,” it replied. “This is for the world.”

The flame nearly died. But in that chaos, something strange happened. The hand that usually lit the lamp had poured extra oil that evening, sensing the coming storm. The flame, though shaken, endured. When the storm passed, the lamp still burned. Dim, perhaps. Smaller. But alive.

The darkness, startled, retreated further than usual.

VI. What the Darkness Learned

That night, the darkness whispered to the wind: “Why do you protect that lamp?”

The wind answered: “I do not protect it. I prepare it.”

The darkness understood then that some lights are not meant to be spared struggle. They are meant to be proven.

VII. The Lamp’s Prayer

Near dawn, when even the wind grows tired, the lamp spoke again—this time not as a question, but as a prayer.

“If I must be tested,” it said, “let me be deep. If I must bend, let me not break. And if I must go out one night, let it be after I have shown the way to someone else.”

The wind, moved beyond words, kissed the flame lightly and departed.

VIII. Dawn

Morning arrived slowly. Birds stitched sound into the air. The sun returned, loud and unquestioned. The flame, now unnecessary, was gently extinguished by the same hand that had lit it.

Yet the lamp did not feel diminished. For it had learned something the sun could never teach:

	That light is not proven in safety.

	Faith is not measured in comfort.

	And love—true love—must withstand the wind.


Closing Reflection

Thus, the lamp learned endurance before dawn, and the wind learned reverence for stillness. And somewhere between flame and breath, truth smiled—unseen, but unmistakably warm.
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2. The Weaver’s Prayer
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The weaver lived at the edge of the city, where lanes forgot their names and houses leaned on one another for courage. His home was small, but his loom occupied most of it, like a faithful animal that breathed with him, worked with him, aged with him.

Every morning before dawn, when the sky was still undecided between night and day, the weaver would wash his face with cold water, touch his forehead to the floor, and sit before the loom. He did not recite long supplications. He did not raise his hands dramatically. His prayer was quiet, almost shy—like someone knocking gently on a door they were unsure they deserved to enter.

Then he began to weave.

His fingers were rough, scarred by years of pulling thread through resistance. His nails were cracked. His palms carried stories of hunger, patience, and unanswered questions. The cloth before him was never new. People brought him torn garments—shirts wounded by time, shawls broken by winters, wedding silks faded by grief.

“Can you fix this?” they asked.

He always nodded. Not because he was confident, but because refusal was a luxury he had never learned.

I. Torn Cloth, Torn Lives

The weaver stitched carefully. Each tear he repaired carried a history: a sleeve torn during a quarrel; a hem ripped while running from rain; a veil damaged by fire and haste. As he worked, he listened—not with ears, but with hands.

The cloth spoke. It told him where it had been stretched too far, where it had been neglected, where it had been loved without care. The weaver learned to read pain in fabric the way saints read souls. Yet, by evening, his back ached. His eyes burned. His stomach reminded him of its emptiness. And still, when the call to prayer echoed faintly from the distant mosque, he did not stop working.

A neighbor once asked him, “Why don’t you close the loom and go pray properly?”

The weaver smiled, threading the needle. “Who told you I am not praying?” he replied.

II. The Seamless Prayer

The weaver’s prayer did not move from his lips to the sky; it moved from his breath into the cloth. Every stitch carried remembrance. Every knot tied his heart closer to surrender. Every tear mended whispered, “What is broken can still serve.”

He did not ask God for wealth. He did not ask for ease. He asked only this: “Let my hands not lie.”

So he stitched honestly. He did not hide weak seams. He did not rush careless repairs. Even when paid poorly, he gave full attention, as if God Himself would wear the garment. And perhaps—He did.

III. The Man Who Prayed Loudly

One afternoon, a man known for his loud devotion entered the weaver’s shop. His beard was oiled. His robe clean. His voice practiced in sanctity. He watched the weaver silently for a while, then said, “Brother, your work is good. But your worship is lacking.”

The loom paused. The weaver looked up gently. “How so?”

“You miss congregational prayers. You work through holy hours. God loves those who leave the world to remember Him.”

The weaver lowered his gaze. “Tell me,” he asked softly, “when you pray, does your heart remain?”

The man hesitated.

“And when you leave the prayer mat,” the weaver continued, “does God leave you?”

The man frowned. The weaver returned to his loom. “I do not leave God to pray,” he said. “I stay with Him to work.”

IV. Hunger and Gratitude

There were days the weaver ate only dry bread. Some days, nothing at all. His wife, thin as patience, never complained. His children learned early how to be quiet when food was scarce. Yet the loom never heard bitterness.

When the thread snapped, the weaver did not curse. When cloth resisted, he did not strike it. When customers delayed payment, he did not humiliate himself with pleading. He simply stitched. At night, when his hands rested, his heart continued weaving—connecting hunger to trust, fatigue to mercy, scarcity to praise.

“Perhaps,” he thought, “this is what contentment looks like when stripped of comfort.”

V. The Angel’s Question

One night, as the weaver slept beside the loom, an angel passed through the city, counting prayers. Mosques were heavy with words. Homes were filled with whispered needs. The angel noted them all carefully. Then it reached the weaver’s house.

There were no long recitations. No candlelit supplications. Only the loom, silent now, and the weaver breathing evenly.

The angel hesitated. “Where is his prayer?” it asked the night.

The loom answered—not with sound, but with memory. It showed the angel hands that stitched without deceit. Patience that did not announce itself. Work done as service, not survival. The angel bowed.

VI. God Wears the Prayer

In realms beyond measurement, God looked upon the prayers gathered that night. Some were ornate but hollow. Some were desperate but impatient. Some were correct in form, incorrect in spirit.

Then there was the weaver’s prayer. It had no words. It arrived as fabric—soft, resilient, humble.

God touched it and smiled. “This,” He said, “is fit to be worn.” The prayer became silk—not because it was expensive, but because it was sincere.

VII. The Weaver Never Knows

The weaver never learned of this honor. He continued stitching torn cloth. He continued praying with his hands. He continued living unseen. And perhaps that is why his prayer remained pure. For prayers that seek recognition unravel, but prayers that disappear into service endure.

Closing Reflection

The weaver taught the world quietly: That worship is not always loud. That prayer need not interrupt life—it can become life. And that God recognizes the seam where honesty meets effort.

For some pray with tongues. Some pray with tears. And some—rare and blessed—pray with work so truthful that heaven itself wears it.
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3. The River’s Secret
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The river began far from where it would one day disappear.

Its beginning was not dramatic. There was no thunder announcing its birth, no sudden declaration of purpose. It emerged quietly, almost shyly, from the hush of mountains where sound softened before it could become noise. Snow melted there not because it was eager, but because time invited it. The stones surrounding its origin were ancient listeners. They had learned long ago that endurance requires silence, and that movement, when rushed, forgets itself.

At first, the river was barely a presence. It was a thin, wandering thread of water slipping between rocks that had not yet learned to notice it. It did not know its destination. It did not know its name. It only knew a subtle pull—an inclination toward motion that felt less like ambition and more like obedience to gravity.

Beside this fragile beginning lay a stone.

The stone had been there long before the river arrived. It had watched the mountain form and soften. It had known fire before it learned rain, pressure before it learned air. Time did not pass over the stone; it accumulated within it. The stone did not move because it did not need to. It did not stay because it resisted. It stayed because staying was its nature.

The stone noticed the river’s restlessness.

“You never stay,” the stone observed, not with judgment, not with curiosity, but with the calm accuracy of one who had seen many arrivals and many departures.

The river brushed lightly against the stone’s edge, cool and translucent.

“I am patient,” the river replied, though its voice was more vibration than sound, “because I move.”

The stone absorbed this answer slowly.

“And I endure,” it responded after a pause measured in centuries, “because I stay.”

Neither attempted to convince the other. Neither defended its truth. Truth, when real, does not compete. It simply rests where it belongs.

I. The Argument That Was Not an Argument

As seasons passed, the river grew. What had once been a whisper gathered other whispers. Snowmelt joined rainfall. Small streams surrendered themselves willingly, and together they learned coherence. The river’s voice deepened, not through force, but through accumulation. With each addition, it became less fragile and more certain of its direction, even though it still did not know its destination.

It carried stories the stone would never see.

Forests leaned over its surface and breathed mist into its body. Villages knelt at its banks and washed their days from tired hands. Children dared its edges and laughed when fear dissolved into exhilaration. Lovers sat in silence beside it, speaking promises they did not yet understand but believed in completely.

The stone listened.

“You change every hour,” the stone said one afternoon as sunlight fractured the river into moving shards. “Your speed, your shape, even your color refuse to remain the same. How can you call this patience?”

The river did not rush to answer. It touched the stone’s base gently, as it had done countless times before.

“Because I accept change,” it said at last. “I do not cling to yesterday’s form. I let each moment finish itself before becoming the next.”

The stone remained quiet. Silence was not absence for the stone; it was a form of respect.

“And you,” the river asked softly, “how do you endure without becoming bitter?”

The stone answered without hesitation.

“By refusing the illusion of elsewhere.”

The river carried this answer with it for a long time.

II. What the River Carried

The river carried many things, and it did so without discrimination.

Leaves surrendered themselves to its surface, releasing their green into brown acceptance. Dust, once proud of its dryness, learned humility in water. Broken boats floated briefly, long enough to forgive the hands that had failed them.

The river carried laughter spilled carelessly from childhood. It carried ashes placed deliberately by grief. It carried tears that never reached faces—tears swallowed inward, heavy and unnamed.

With every burden, the river deepened. With depth came slowness. With slowness came wisdom.

“Does it not exhaust you?” the stone asked one evening as the river paused in a bend, allowing the moon to practice seeing itself reflected. “To hold so much grief and joy?”

The river considered this.

“Only when I pretend they are mine,” it replied.

The stone did not respond, but something in its stillness softened.

III. What the Stone Held

The stone held far less, but it held it completely.

It remembered when the mountain still spoke aloud, before silence became its chosen language. It remembered







IV. The River’s Doubt









V. The Lesson of Erosion










VI. The Long Silence







VII. Nearing the End








VIII. The Sea







Closing Reflection
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