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The boy could no longer take a breath.

We, who breathe so effortlessly, can never truly grasp the agony of being unable to draw air. And yet, every one of us knows that one day, the breath we take for granted—every moment, every time—will stop.

His parents struggled in vain to keep the boy’s body upright. His skin was cold, chillingly frigid. Though no sign of anguish marked his face, a single plea echoed ceaselessly through his mind, his lungs, and his every thought: “Just let me breathe once. I would give the whole world for it—every single star in the heavens.”

It was a pain so intense, a suffering so profound, that it stripped life of all meaning. The torment hammered a single thought into his consciousness and his very existence: it would have been better never to have been born.

The father realized the boy was no longer breathing. His face was a mask of sheer terror and helplessness. The mother was sobbing uncontrollably.

They noticed the boy’s tongue and ears had gone slack. Moments before, he had been writhing in agony. Now, only a still, inert body remained.

The boy's father was a very religious man. He knew it was likely hopeless—a futile effort—yet, perhaps driven by an instinct or the powerful pull of his grief, he pressed down hard on the boy’s chest once. The mother was screaming only the name of God.

Suddenly, the boy's entire body convulsed and he let out a sharp cry of "God". Thick phlegm began to pour from his mouth. After a few moments, the discharge ceased. A little later, he tried to regain his composure, though he was still gripped by a powerful, lingering dread—the terror of his intense suffering.

The boy survived.

Gripped by an intense and terrible fear, a single thought consumed him: Is death really this difficult? I may have escaped it just now, but even if I live for a thousand years, I will have to face death again. And again, I will have to endure boundless pain and suffering.

He usually slept in his own room, but today, consumed by worry, his parents insisted he sleep in theirs. He was in Class Eight, navigating adolescence, the time when children naturally begin to put distance between themselves and their parents. But given the severity of the situation, he submitted without protest and lay down in his parents’ room.

The room held a single bed. He took the bed, while his parents laid out a thin mattress on the floor below and slept there.

But sleep was completely unattainable for the boy. His mind was racing, trying to figure out how one might die someday—very easily, without the slightest pain.

He had read many religious books, from which he learned that the lovers of God, the saints supposedly do not suffer much pain in death. He vowed that, if it were possible, he would strive to become one of God's lovers.

Lost in these thoughts, he eventually drifted into sleep. His parents, however, merely lay in the dark. The intense worry consuming them did not allow for a wink of sleep.

The Class Eight final examinations were fast approaching. At that time, it was customary for this examination to determine which academic stream—Science, Arts, or Commerce—a student would be allowed to pursue. Only those with excellent results were granted the Science stream.

However, in the society where the boy lived, the shame of not achieving Science was seen as equivalent to the ignominy of committing rape. Hence, even after returning from the throes of death, he was compelled to attend his classes.

Yet, 'studying' in class had become almost meaningless. The real learning happened outside, in the private tutoring sessions that everyone attended.

Classes offered nothing but idle chatter, foolishness, and enduring the teachers’ scolding. Yet, the utterly disgraceful School Committee had imposed a strict rule: eighty-five percent attendance was mandatory, or else face heavy fines and further humiliation.

Nevertheless, the boy went to class. When all the classes were over, nearly all the students waited for their private tutoring session to begin. They were in a classroom, but the private tutor and the other students who were to attend hadn’t arrived yet. Only one girl was sitting there. She likely attended a different school and only came here for the tutoring.

She was very fair-skinned, with a lively, restless look about her face, and an air of sacred, almost divine purity. The boy was usually reserved around girls and rarely spoke to them, but the celestial innocence of her face was something he could not ignore.

But he couldn't think of a single thing to say. After much deliberation, only one shaky sentence managed to escape his lips: "Which school do you attend?"

He watched her cautiously, wondering if his approach had annoyed her.

"I study at Shah Amanat School."

The boy could not muster the courage to speak again. Their entire conversation consisted only of those two sentences. Soon after, the private tutoring session began.

The next day, just as the celestial bodies trace their fixed, inevitable paths across the sky, the boy went to school.

Throughout the day, during the empty hours of his meaningless classes, his mind was utterly consumed by thoughts of the girl—the one with whom he had exchanged only two sentences. He recalled her uncommon purity, the heavenly look on her face, and that brief, fleeting glance she had given him.

As these thoughts unfolded, a deep sense of pleasure began to bloom in him, a feeling entirely new and unfamiliar.

Lost in his thoughts, he drifted into a world of fantasy where he walked hand-in-hand with the girl, where they were drenched together by the monsoon rain, and where, while still soaked, he read her the love poetry of David.

In this way, a feeling began to grow within him—one that people commonly label as love. But he knew this was not merely love; it was an emotion so profound and new that it had not yet been given a name.

That day, after class, he returned to the same room where the private tutoring sessions were held. He waited for the girl, hoping that this time he might muster the courage to speak a few more words.

But the girl never arrived.

With a heavy heart, he returned home. Only one hope sustained him: that the girl would come the next day. But she did not. She never came again.
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The Class Eight final examinations were just around the corner. His studies were progressing well. He was staying up late to study, and his workload had increased slightly.

As usual, he finished his studies late at night and went to sleep. Before he could fully fall asleep, the intense agony of being unable to draw breath returned—a fierce, absolute suffering.

Hearing his choked, gasping sounds, his parents rushed to him. Again and again, the father pressed down on his chest. Once more, the boy died. And once more, for some unknown reason, he came back

This continued for several nights. Finally, his father took him to see a doctor.

The hospital was far away, located in the city. Although they had already consulted several local practitioners, those doctors had been unable to help.

The best doctor in the city examined him. The doctor concluded that it was likely nothing serious, perhaps just a severe cold. "Nevertheless," he added, "I am ordering some tests. If there is a major problem, the results will reveal it."

They conducted all the necessary tests, but nothing was found. Yet, night after night, the boy would die and then, inexplicably, return to life.

His father had a deeply religious colleague. After hearing the entire account, the colleague suggested, "You might consider taking him to a Huzur (a religious scholar or spiritual healer)."

As soon as night fell, the boy was consumed by an intense dread—the fear of the agonizing pain, the fear of death itself.

His father did not delay. He immediately made arrangements to take the boy to the Huzur. This destination was also far away, located in the city. A microbus was hired specifically to ensure they could travel without difficulty or discomfort.

Through the gap in the car window, he gazed out at the stream of unfamiliar people. Everyone seemed so busy, relentlessly carrying out their tasks. Watching them, it felt as if these were not people at all, but strange creatures who did not even know what they were doing.

Occasionally, his eyes fell upon some modern girls dressed in jeans and T-shirts, attire which clearly outlined their chests—whether small, large, or medium. He found nothing wrong with these sights.

Then, a wave of drowsiness washed over him, bringing with it a flood of fantasies. In his imagination, he saw himself studying at a university, surrounded by these modern young women. These were girls who would not feel embarrassed if he looked at them. Perhaps one of them would fall in love with him and share a kiss.

Adolescence is filled with countless dreams and endless speculation. Yet, the sad truth is that dreams often remain just that—mere dreams.

The car stopped. Before them stood a single-story concrete building with several rooms. This was the place where the Huzur held his spiritual sessions.

By nature, the boy was very religious and held a profound interest in spiritual matters.

Beside a table sat a man dressed in a long Jubbah (robe), a white turban, and a distinctive belt fastened around his waist. A visible sense of divine light (Nurani Bhab) radiated from his face. Several other people were present, engaged in various other tasks.

To the boy, the Huzur appeared to be a figure from the time of the Prophet, as if he were fourteen hundred years old.

The boy’s father explained everything in detail. The man, who the boy felt belonged to the Prophet’s era, looked into the boy’s eyes just once. It seemed as though he understood everything in that single glance.

He offered no further comment, simply taking a measurement of the boy’s middle finger. Then, he whispered something to another man sitting nearby.

After nearly half an hour, the Huzur placed a ring on the boy's finger and
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