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Chapter One – The Family by the River
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At the edge of the city, far from tall buildings and shining lights, beside a silent flowing river, stood a fragile hut made of stitched cloth, plastic sheets, and broken wooden sticks.

It was not strong.

It was not safe.

It was barely a shelter.

But for Ameen and his family, it was home. Inside that trembling hut lived five souls:

Ameen, his wife Salma, and their three daughters — Hira (16), Saba (14), and Noor (12). They owned no beds.

No cupboards.

No electricity.

No clean water tap.

No blankets.

The ground was their mattress. The sky was part of their ceiling.

When it rained, water dripped inside. When the wind blew, the walls shook.

When winter arrived, the cold entered their bones like silent knives. Hunger Has a Sound

There were days when after collecting garbage from sunrise to sunset, they earned barely enough for one meal.

Salma would divide one piece of bread into three small portions. She would pretend she was not hungry.

“I already ate,” she would lie softly. The girls knew she had not.

Some nights, there was nothing at all.

They drank water to silence their stomachs.

Hunger is not only pain in the body. It is humiliation.

It is the feeling that the world has forgotten you.

On cold nights, Noor would squeeze between her sisters for warmth. “Do you think rich people ever feel this cold?” she once whispered. Hira stayed silent.

She had seen rich people.

The Cars That Passed

Every morning, as they walked with sacks on their shoulders to collect garbage, expensive cars passed by the

main road near the river.

Inside those cars were children their age. Clean uniforms.

Neatly combed hair.

School bags filled with new books.

Sometimes the car windows were down, and laughter escaped into the air. The three sisters would pause for a second.

Not with jealousy.

But with longing.

“What do they want?” Saba once asked softly.

Hira looked at the shining car disappearing down the road. “They probably want bigger houses,” she said.

“And we just want one blanket,” Noor replied.

That day, the title of their unspoken story was written in silence: What do humans really want?

The rich wanted more comfort. The poor wanted survival.

Garbage – Their Workplace, Their Library

Garbage piles were their workplace.

But sometimes, they became something else. A treasure.

Among broken bottles and rotten food, they sometimes found discarded books. Old textbooks.

Half-burned notebooks.

Torn science guides.

To others, they were trash.

To Hira, they were gold.

She would carefully wipe the dirt off the pages and carry them home like sacred objects.

At night, under a dim candle flame, the three sisters would sit on the cold ground and read. They had never attended school.

No uniforms.

No teachers.

No classrooms.

But they had hunger — not only for food. Hunger for knowledge.

Hunger for dignity.

Hunger for a different life.

A Dream Bigger Than Their Hut

“I will become a doctor one day,” Hira said firmly one night. Saba looked at her. “Without school?”

“With books,” Hira replied.

They began saving every extra coin they earned from garbage collection. Not for clothes.

Not for sweets.

Not for comfort.

For exam fees.

Year after year, they studied from discarded books. They learned science from torn pages.

Mathematics from incomplete guides. English from broken grammar notebooks.

They memorized formulas while their stomachs growled.

They revised chapters while rainwater dripped onto their pages. They studied while lying on the cold earth.

And finally, after years of silent struggle...

They registered privately for the matriculation examination. No one in the city knew.

No teacher recommended them.

No school supported them.

But three girls from a cloth hut by the river walked into an examination hall with second-hand pens and fearless hearts.

Because sometimes...

The richest dream does not live in the richest house. And sometimes...

The deepest hunger is not for food. It is for respect.

It is for opportunity. It is for a chance.

And that is where the question begins —

What Human Want?
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Chapter Two – The House With Walls
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In the center of the city, between narrow but paved streets, stood a small concrete house painted in fading cream color.

It was not luxurious.

It was not grand.

But it was solid.

It did not shake when the wind blew. It did not leak when it rained.

It had walls.

It had doors that locked.

It had windows with curtains.

Inside this house lived the Rahman family. Farid and Ayesha — both working parents.

And their five children: Hamza (17), Maham (15), Daniyal (13), Iqra (11), and little Saad (8).

They were not rich. But they were safe. A Life of Structure

Every morning at 5 AM, an alarm rang. Lights turned on.

Water ran from taps.

Gas stove flames burned blue. Breakfast was prepared.

At 8 AM, all five children left for school in clean uniforms. Shoes polished.

Bags packed.

Lunch boxes filled.

There was food twice a day.

Not always fancy.

Sometimes simple lentils and rice. Sometimes vegetables and bread. But there was always something.

There was electricity during the night.

Fans in summer. Blankets in winter. Clean water to drink.

A bathroom inside the house. Blessings surrounded them quietly. Things they never counted.

Parents Who Tried

Farid worked long hours in an office. Ayesha worked as a school administrator. They were always tired.

But they believed one thing:

“If our children study, their future will be easier than ours.” They created rules.

Sleep by 10 PM.

No late-night outings.

Dinner at 8 PM.

Wake up early.

Respect elders.

Focus on studies.

To them, rules meant protection.

To the children, rules felt like chains. The Children Who Wanted Freedom

Hamza often stared at his phone late at night. His classmates posted pictures:

Late-night hangouts.

Birthday parties.

Trips without permission.

No curfews.

“They live freely,” he muttered.

Maham complained, “Why do we have so many rules? We’re not kids.” Daniyal rolled his eyes during study time.

Iqra avoided homework.

Saad copied assignments quickly just to go play. They had access to school.

Teachers. Libraries. Internet.

But they had no interest.

Education felt like pressure.

Discipline felt unfair.

Structure felt suffocating.

Comparing Lives

One evening, after dinner, Hamza stood by the window watching his friend ride a bike freely at 10:30 PM. “No one stops him,” he said bitterly.

Maham replied, “His parents don’t care.” Hamza sighed. “At least he’s free.” Inside their house:

The lights were on.

The fridge had food.

The water tank was full.

The beds were warm.

Outside, freedom looked exciting. Inside, safety felt boring.

They never had to sleep hungry.

They never had to search garbage for books. They never feared rain destroying their home. Yet something felt missing.

Not survival.

But freedom.

The Silent Contrast

At that very same hour...

By the river, three girls studied under a candle flame, dreaming of sitting inside a classroom. And here, five children with classrooms avoided their books.

One family wanted opportunity. The other wanted independence. One family prayed for two meals. The other complained about curfew.

One family dreamed of having what this family already had.

And this family dreamed of escaping the very structure that protected them. And again, the question echoed quietly:

The poor want security.

The middle class want freedom. So tell me...

What Human Want?
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