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Part 1 – The Early Struggles
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Chapter 1 – Born in Silence
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* * *

In a forgotten corner of the village, where the walls were cracked and the air was heavy with poverty, a boy opened his eyes to the world. His birth was not welcomed with drums or songs. No sweets were shared, no celebrations lit the air. The courtyard that should have echoed with laughter remained quiet, almost indifferent, as if his arrival made no difference to anyone. Poverty had already wrapped his family in its iron grip, and survival was their only language.

The boy was named Safed. From the very beginning, he was surrounded not by comfort, but by emptiness. His first lullabies were not sung by loving voices, but whispered by the winds that slipped through broken windows. Hunger became his first companion, and silence his first teacher. Even before he could understand the meaning of life, he understood what it meant to be unwanted.

Children around him ran barefoot in the dust, their shouts of joy piercing the air. But when his small eyes followed them, he noticed something — none of them called him to play. They looked at him with a strange distance, as if he did not belong. His clothes, worn out and torn, marked him as different. His empty stomach made him weaker, slower, less alive. Every glance from neighbors carried judgment. Every whisper reminded him that he was invisible, or worse, a burden.

Yet in that silence, something unshakable was being born inside him. While others mocked, he watched. While others laughed, he listened. Deep in his small heart, a question formed: Why is life so cruel? Why must I be the one left behind? But along with the pain, a seed of determination was planted. He did not yet know what future awaited him, but he felt one thing clearly — one day, the world would remember his name, even if today it ignored his existence.

The courtyard where he was born gave him no comfort, but it gave him strength. The absence of love became the soil where resilience would grow. His life had started in silence, but he carried within him a promise: this silence would not last forever. One day, his story would rise above the noise of rejection, and his name would travel beyond the dusty lanes that refused to embrace him.
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Chapter 2 – The Taste of Hunger
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* * *

Hunger has a voice of its own. It begins as a whisper in the stomach, a dull ache that can be ignored. But as the hours stretch into days, it grows louder, sharper, until it consumes every thought. For Safed, hunger was not an occasional visitor—it was a daily companion. Each night, he lay on a torn mat in the courtyard, listening to the empty growls within him, his body trembling with weakness. While other children closed their eyes with full stomachs, dreaming of toys and sweets, his dreams were broken by the sharp claws of hunger digging into his ribs.

There were nights when he would drink water again and again, hoping it would trick his body into feeling full. Sometimes, he chewed on a piece of stale bread, harder than stone, and convinced himself it was enough. But his body always knew the truth. Hunger stripped him of energy, stole his childhood, and left him staring into the darkness, asking why the world was so unkind.

The cruelest part of hunger was not the pain itself but the shame it carried. When neighbors cooked meals, the smell of spices and hot rotis floated through the air and entered his home. His stomach twisted violently, but there was no plate waiting for him. Sometimes, he stood at the edge of another child’s courtyard, watching them eat with careless laughter, food spilling from their hands. He wondered why some had so much that they wasted it, while he had nothing.

But even in this suffering, hunger became his teacher. It taught him discipline before he even understood the word. It taught him that wasting even a grain of rice was a sin, that every coin had power, and that every meal was a blessing. Hunger forged patience inside him, patience stronger than steel. While others cried when their demands were not met, he learned to swallow his tears along with his pain.

One night, as he lay under the sky with nothing in his stomach, he whispered to himself, “One day, I will not sleep hungry. One day, I will eat not just for survival, but with pride. And when that day comes, I will remember these nights, not with anger, but with gratitude.”

Hunger had carved scars into his body, but it was also carving resilience into his soul. He did not yet know how, but he believed that these empty stomachs would one day fuel his rise. The taste of hunger was bitter, but it was shaping him into someone who would never forget the value of food, money, or effort.
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Chapter 3 – Society’s Eyes
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* * *

As Safed grew older, he began to notice not just his hunger but also the weight of people’s eyes upon him. It was not the kind of gaze filled with love or curiosity, but one heavy with judgment and mockery. Whenever he stepped outside, wearing his torn clothes and barefoot on the dusty roads, the whispers began. Children giggled behind his back, adults shook their heads as if he were a mistake, and neighbors spoke words that cut deeper than hunger ever could.

The cruelty of society was silent but sharp. It was in the way shopkeepers ignored him when he asked for work. It was in the way other children refused to hold his hand while playing, as if his poverty might rub off on them like dirt. It was in the way grown men mocked his thin arms and weak body, saying he would never amount to anything. Safed was not just poor—he was invisible when help was needed and too visible when ridicule was to be thrown.

Festivals were the hardest. While the village lit lamps and families gathered to share sweets, Safed stood outside, watching from the shadows. The bright colors of new clothes and the sound of laughter made him feel smaller, weaker. Society celebrated its joy but left no space for him. He was a reminder of what people wanted to ignore—that poverty lived right beside them.

Every insult etched itself into his heart, but it also planted something stronger—resistance
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