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            All our dreams can come true, if we have the courage to pursue them.
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INTRODUCTION
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Tanish Malik learned early that dreams do not announce themselves loudly. They arrive quietly, often when the world is busy telling you to be realistic.

Most evenings, while the city outside her window moved at its usual pace, Tanish sat at the small desk in her room, surrounded by notebooks filled with half-formed ideas, rough sketches, and lists she revised more often than she cared to admit. The desk was old, its surface marked by years of use, but to her it felt like a beginning. A place where something unfinished could still become something real.

She worked with focus, adjusting details, rewriting plans, questioning her own thinking, and then returning to it again. There was determination in the way she moved. Not loud or dramatic, but steady. Persistence, she believed, mattered more than certainty.

From the hallway, the quiet sounds of home wrapped around her. Her father’s voice drifted softly as he spoke on the phone, tired but calm. Somewhere nearby, her brother Shyan moved through his routine, occasionally glancing toward her room as if checking that she was still there, still trying.

Her mother was not.

The absence was not new, but it never stopped being felt. It lived in the empty chair at the table and in the moments when Tanish instinctively reached for advice that would never come. Some days, the grief felt sharp. Other days, it simply shaped her quietly, influencing who she was becoming.

Her father never discouraged her from dreaming. He never asked her to shrink her ambitions to fit someone else’s comfort. Instead, he watched quietly, trusting her to find her own way, even when worry showed in his eyes. Shyan, practical and protective, supported her in his own steady manner. He reminded her to rest when she forgot and defended her when others questioned her choices.

Not everyone was so understanding.

Outside the safety of home, the world felt less patient.

At school and in conversations that followed her beyond it, Tanish heard the same doubts repeated again and again. Why aim so high? Why not choose something safer? Why invest effort in something uncertain?

She smiled more often than she argued, knowing not every doubt deserved an answer.Explaining herself felt exhausting, and she had learned that not everyone listened to understand. Still, doubt crept in when she least expected it. It whispered questions she tried to ignore. Was she being unrealistic? Was courage just another form of stubbornness?

Even then, something inside her refused to quiet down. A small, persistent voice reminded her that comfort had never been the goal. Growth was.

Family gatherings were warm, but layered with unspoken pressure. Their family was close, deeply connected in ways that felt both reassuring and complicated. Her cousins lived nearby, their lives tied together by shared history and expectation. Hadheer’s confidence filled every room he entered. Hanyia observed more than she spoke. Arman was often mentioned, even when he was not present.

Tanish knew of Arman as someone ambitious and disciplined. Someone quietly driven, facing his own challenges. They had grown up knowing each other, but life had placed them on paths that had not yet crossed in any meaningful way. Still, she sensed that their journeys were moving closer, drawn by something neither had named.

Sometimes she wondered if courage ran through their family, passed down not as a gift but as a responsibility.

Late one evening, as she reviewed her work for the third time, Tanish leaned back in her chair. Outside, the city lights stretched endlessly into the dark. Somewhere beyond them were opportunities she had only begun to imagine. Competitions, projects, and possibilities that felt exciting and intimidating at the same time.

She knew the road ahead would not be easy. There would be failures, misunderstandings, and moments when doubt felt heavier than hope. She would have to choose again and again whether to continue, even when progress was slow and recognition scarce.

As she closed her notebook and stood, one thought stayed with her.

She did not need certainty to move forward.

She needed courage and the willingness to keep going.

The question was no longer whether the challenge ahead was difficult.

It was whether she was ready to face it.

As Tanish Malik looked toward the horizon she could not yet see clearly, she chose to believe that unfinished did not mean unworthy.

It meant the story was only beginning .
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Chapter 1

[image: ]


The First Step

Tanish woke before her alarm, the room still wrapped in the soft gray of early morning. For a moment, she lay still, staring at the ceiling, her thoughts already awake. The ideas from the night before had not left her. They lingered like unfinished sentences, waiting for her to return to them.

She moved slowly through her routine, tying her hair, arranging her books, checking her bag twice. In the kitchen, the smell of tea filled the air. Her father sat at the table, reading quietly, glasses balanced low on his nose.

“You’re up early,” he said without looking up.

“I couldn’t sleep,” Tanish replied, pouring herself a cup.

He glanced at her then, noticing the focus in her eyes. “That usually means your mind is working on something important.”

She smiled faintly. “Or worrying.”

“Sometimes it’s the same thing,” he said gently.

Shyan entered a few moments later, already dressed, practical as always. “Don’t forget your file,” he reminded her. “You left it on the chair.”

“I know,” she said, reaching for it. “I checked.”

“Just making sure,” he said. “You tend to drift when you’re thinking too much.”

She smiled more often than she argued, knowing not every doubt deserved an answer.

The day unfolded like any other, until it didn’t.

At school, an announcement appeared on the notice board and online portal almost casually. A new program. A competitive opportunity. It involved innovation, problem-solving, and the chance to build something real. Not imaginary. Not hypothetical.

Tanish read it twice.

It felt uncomfortably close to the dream she had never said out loud.

Around her, reactions were muted. Some students skimmed past it. Others laughed lightly, dismissing it as too demanding or unrealistic. A teacher mentioned it briefly, adding that it would require commitment and long hours.

“Not for everyone,” someone muttered.

Tanish didn’t respond. She wasn’t afraid. She was aware. She understood what it would ask of her, and what it might take from her if she failed.

That awareness stayed with her all day.

By afternoon, a few classmates voiced their opinions more clearly.

“You’re really thinking about this?” one asked, surprised. “Why not focus on something safer?”

“It’s very competitive,” another added. “People like us don’t usually win these things.”

Their words were not cruel. They were familiar.

Tanish listened. She nodded politely. She did not explain herself.

At home that evening, she mentioned the opportunity quietly, as if testing how it sounded outside her own mind.

Her father listened without interrupting. When she finished, he said only, “If it matters to you, it’s worth considering seriously.”

Shyan leaned against the doorway. “What’s the plan?” he asked. “Not just the dream. The steps.”

“I don’t know yet,” she admitted.

“That’s okay,” he said. “Just don’t confuse hesitation with thinking.”

The balance felt right. Support without pressure. Questions without dismissal.

Later, while scrolling through information about the
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