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PREFACE
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Life is filled with many kinds of people—some are good, and some are bad. Both types enter your life to either teach you lessons or guide you toward the right path. The ways they influence you can be varied, whether through kindness or adversity, and how they affect your life depends on the roles they play.  

Encountering difficult people or bad experiences does not mean that your troubles are greater than anyone else's. There are always others who wish they could be in your position. What you endure may be hard, but it is not unique, and others might even envy your circumstances.  

Jara Sanja, a young man from Juba, was well-educated and regarded as one of the brightest minds in his town. Despite his intelligence and reputation, he faced many hardships in his life. He experienced betrayal and deceit from the very people he trusted and loved. This painful disloyalty weighed heavily on him, and he found it difficult to understand why those closest to him had turned against him.  

Disillusioned by the betrayal, Jara decided to leave his home in search of better people—people who would be honest, loyal, and kind. He believed that somewhere in the world, there were perfect individuals who could offer him the happiness he sought, free from dishonesty and treachery. He longed to find a place where he could live in peace without the fear of being hurt by those around him. However, what Jara didn’t fully realize was that no human hands are entirely clean. Every place he visited seemed worse than the one before, and the people he met were often no better than those he had left behind in Juba.  

During his travels, Jara endured many hardships, and his heart filled with regret. The journey he embarked on, hoping it would bring him happiness and peace, instead brought him more suffering than he had anticipated. As things began to go wrong, far worse than he ever expected, Jara realized that he might have been wrong in believing that perfection existed anywhere. The thought of returning home weighed heavily on him, but his pride and stubbornness held him back.  

In many ways, Jara felt like a lonely tiger trapped in a cage of human interactions. The world around him seemed hostile, and no matter where he went, he couldn’t escape the harsh reality of flawed humanity. He longed for a place where he could finally feel free, but everywhere he turned, the cage seemed to follow him, tightening its grip on his soul.
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The wind blew from north to south, and the sand moved like an uncontrolled canoe. Its force was enough to make someone lose hope of traveling through this arid region. Only the strong, with clear objectives, could continue their journey in this lonely land, which was characterized by few oases and strange plants. It was a place with no houses or signs of life, much like a cursed, abandoned house that even its former inhabitants avoided. People preferred to stay in caves rather than inside such a place.

This strange environment, with its constant blowing sand, was not a bottleneck for the survivor, who bore many wounds—most of them invisible, deep in his heart. These unseen scars drove him to seek healing, which was why he walked on sands that sank half of his feet. There was no point in returning; moving forward was his only option.

He was a young man in his thirties, old enough to have a family, yet he traveled without a horse or camel—only on foot, with a small bag on his shoulder. He wore expensive clothes now covered in dust, and it was clear he hadn't bathed for several days. This man, with sorrow written on his face, was suffering in his search for happiness. Burned by those he trusted, he had come to the conclusion that there was no loyalty left in his hometown. He was Jara Sanja, a young man from Juba land, the son of a great blacksmith who owned a thriving iron factory—one of the richest families in the city.

Jara was raised with good manners and educated by many instructors. His knowledge was so vast that people called him a genius, and he was often found in the library. That was Jara—the man who fell in love with a beautiful girl from one of the richest families in town. He proposed to her in a way no one could forget.

It was an unforgettable day for Jara when he rode his horse to meet Jenazi, the girl who had caught his eye. As you know, when the eyes admire, the heart desires. He fell for her the very first day they met in the imperial hall, during the Prince’s banquet. From that day forward, he pursued her, though without much success. Yet, despite the difficulty, he managed to have a brief conversation with her.

Jara discovered that Jenazi was a girl with audacity—someone who would require great effort to win over. It took him months of persistence to finally catch her attention. As they say, no sweetness comes without sweat. In the end, she accepted his affection, and a week later, he proposed. It happened outside, near the bustling central market of Juba, in front of a large crowd.

Love makes one bold, and Jara was no exception. There was no fear in his heart as he proposed to her in front of everyone. Nearly the entire city of Juba witnessed the event, and it required great confidence for someone to make such a public declaration. But for a love-struck man like Jara, it seemed like a small thing. The entire crowd learned that the genius of the city was in love with the flower of the Juba Empire.

But that was the day Jara wished he could have been buried alive rather than face the shame of the century. Jenazi rejected him in front of everyone, her unpleasant words spilling from her mouth. The disgrace was overwhelming, and Jara wept before the crowd. He realized then that he had only been a side boy, not the main one—Jenazi was in love with someone else.

Jara lived in pain for weeks before deciding to move on. He reminded himself that the city was full of women, like passengers on a ship—he would find another if he missed one. This thought led him to Saima, the daughter of a famous physician in the city. Their relationship became the talk of the town, and many saw their bond as a sign that Jara had healed from his earlier heartbreak.

But Jara placed too many expectations on Saima, hoping she would become his wife and stay with him forever. He was wrong. He later found out that Saima had been heartbroken when he approached her. She had only been with him to hurt her former lover. In truth, Jara was not loved—he had merely been used. The healer’s daughter had stabbed his wound with a rusty nail, even as her former love returned to her with contrite apologies.

Jara nearly cursed her, but his golden heart decided to let her go. He began living a lonely life again, hating love more than anything. He promised himself that he would never let his heart fall for another girl. But this resolve was short-lived. Soon, another woman entered his life—Sara, an ordinary girl from a low-income neighborhood.

Sara was the daughter of a local blacksmith, beautiful but careless. She turned out to be the worst of all the women Jara had dated. She slept with nearly all of his friends, including those closest to him. From that point on, Jara stopped trusting anyone in the city, seeing everyone as a traitor. That’s why he decided to embark on this long journey—to meet new people in a different kingdom.

Since that day, Jara had been traveling with inadequate food and a broken heart. He left his parents without informing them. He entered the desert during the time when the sun was directly overhead. He was exhausted, but whenever he thought of his problems, a new strength surged through his veins, and he continued walking.

When darkness settled in the evening, Jara found himself in the middle of the desert, with no sign of any houses. He pressed on until midnight, when he finally found a place to rest beside a large rock. Jara fell asleep there until morning.

After eating a little bread and drinking some water, he stood up and began walking again. It had been five days in the desert without encountering anyone or seeing any animals. He was all alone, but he still held hope that he would meet new people. By the afternoon, he reached the end of the desert, where he saw a great valley with large farms and small houses. In the distance, a great wall loomed, marking the boundary of a grand imperial city. A smile broke across his face, and joy filled his heart.

The area was near a large river to the west, and the farms were filled with various crops. Many men and women, wearing hats to shield themselves from the sun, were busy working. Jara smiled and began to enter the valley, his eyes full of wonder. It wasn’t long before he was met by an old man, who immediately realized Jara was not from the community.

The old man offered him great hospitality, guiding him to a village outside the imperial wall, where he lived. For the first time, Jara experienced a new life, far from his home city. Though it was a simpler life, it was greater than the high-status life he had left behind.
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