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Dedication
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To all who have loved in silence...

To all who have lost something irreplaceable...

To all who remained faithful to their hearts despite everything.

This novel is for you.
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Preface

[image: ]


Some stories are not told because they are beautiful... but because they are true.

This novel is not a tale of heroism, nor an epic of triumph. It is the story of an ordinary man who met an extraordinary woman, and lived with her long enough to become a part of her. Then he lost her.

He lost her in the literal sense of the word. But he never truly lost her at all.

She is not merely a character in a novel. She was here. She was real. She breathed and laughed and loved and prayed. And when she left, she left behind a void with a particular shape, a particular sound, a particular scent.

This book is an attempt to understand that void... not to fill it.

Read these words with an open heart. Perhaps you will find within them something that resembles what lives inside you... something you have not yet found a name for.

Mohammad Abdulrasoul
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Chapter One: A Beginning I Did Not Choose... An Ending I Could Not Bear
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In the year 2005...

I was twenty-three years old — a young man who carried no story in his heart, and waited for no miracle. I lived as so many others do in this world, never questioning its meaning, never pausing at each crossroads to wonder what the coming days might hold.

I would wake each morning, go to work, return home to my family. I fulfilled what life asked of me without ever asking it: Why? Without feeling that anything was missing.

When they told me about the marriage, I felt nothing particular. My heart did not flutter. My mind did not stir. It seemed to me a natural step in the course of life — a stage I must pass through, as those before me had passed through it.

"The girl is suitable," they said. "She is decent... from a good family."

I did not ask about her beauty. I did not ask to see her. I did not even try to imagine her face. I entered into marriage as a man enters his fate — quietly, and without great expectations.

• • •
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But... in that very first moment I saw her...

Something happened that I had not anticipated. She was not merely a beautiful girl. She was a different kind of presence — unlike anything I had ever known. I felt as though I had known her for a long time... as though she were not a stranger, but someone returning to me from somewhere deep in memory.

There was a strange stillness in her face, and in her eyes a tranquility that drew the worry out of you without your realizing it. She looked at you as though she knew what words could not say.

I did not speak much during that meeting. But for the first time in my life, my heart said to me: "This is not an ordinary beginning..."

And it was not wrong.
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Chapter Two: A Life That Resembled a Dream
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The first days passed in a beautiful quiet... I watched her more than I spoke with her. I was learning her, the way one learns a new language — slowly, attentively, and with a wonder that never quite ends.

I was learning the way she walked... the sound of her voice when she called my name... how she smiled and how she fell silent. She had a way of being silent that said more than any words.

Then without noticing, my life began to revolve around her. It was not a conscious decision. I did not tell myself "I will make her the center of my world." It simply happened. The way light happens when the sun rises.

• • •
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We did not need much... her mere presence was enough to make everything simple and beautiful. We would sit for hours and talk — sometimes about deep things that touched the heart of existence, and sometimes about trivial things that seemed to mean nothing, yet meant everything to us.

We prayed together. And those moments, standing side by side before God... were as close as anything could be to true peace. I felt time stop in those instants. As though the universe itself was raising its hands in prayer alongside us.

I felt I was a better man beside her. Closer to God, and closer to myself. As though she were a mirror that showed you not only who you were, but who you could become.

• • •
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Eighteen years passed as if they were one long day of peace.

We did not argue much in those years. Not because we were perfect — we were no heroes of a manufactured story. But because she could contain everything before it became a problem. She had a rare gift for putting out fires before they ignited.

She understood me even when I said nothing. She knew when I was tired without a single word from me. She knew when I needed silence and when I needed to speak. She read me as one reads a beloved book — with love, patience, and an inexhaustible understanding.
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Chapter Three: The Child Who Resembled Her
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Then came a day that changed everything. Not in a painful sense — not yet. But in a deeper sense than that. The day our child was born.

When I held him for the first time, I did not feel I was holding only a child. I was holding an extension of her. I was holding something more of her than of me.

He resembled her in a way that was difficult to believe. Even in his very first gaze. Even in the way his tiny hands curled. As though nature had wanted to sign its work in unmistakable letters.

• • •
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He grew before us... and with each passing day he grew more like her. I would watch him at play and see her childhood — the one I never knew. See what she must have been like at his age.

"Be careful," she would laugh and say to me, "he will take your heart from me."

"No one takes your place," I would tell her with a smile. "No one ever could."

But the truth was that he was filling a space I had not known existed. He gave me a sense of completeness I had not known I was missing.

The happiest moments were when we were all three together — she and I and him. Those moments that have no price and cannot be revisited.
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Chapter Four: The Fear That Preceded the Truth
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Despite all this beauty that filled our lives... there was a fear that lived inside me.

A fear with no clear reason... but it was real. Like a shadow that follows you without being invited.

Sometimes I would wake in the night, look at her sleeping peacefully beside me, and feel a strange anxiety move through my chest. I would watch her quiet breathing and wish it would stay that way forever.

I was afraid of losing her. I did not know exactly why. There was no logical reason for that fear. But it was there, crouching somewhere deep inside me.

• • •
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"Why do I think this way?" I would ask myself. "She is beside you. Your life is beautiful. Nothing suggests the days will change."

But my heart knew. And perhaps she knew too.

The fear was like rain gathering in the sky before a storm. You cannot see it, but you can smell it. You feel it in the air. You know it is coming, but you refuse to believe it.

And so I ignored it. I laughed with her. I lived the moment. I told myself: "This is only anxiety. Nothing will happen."

If only I had known... I would have stood before every single moment and lived it with every particle of my being.
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