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About the life of john

	 

	 

	Life of John (Nightmares Revealed) based on a true-life story in Cape Town, South Africa, is a powerful tale of love, heartbreak, and the heavy hold of loss.

	John’s life takes him on an emotional journey filled with passion, sorrow, and the ghosts of his past that refuse to fade. 

	Set in South Africa, the story blends reality with fiction, painting an honest picture of love’s beauty and its painful consequences.

	From the warmth of newfound romance to the agony of betrayal, John faces challenges that test his strength, faith, and the meaning of his existence. 

	Through deep friendships, painful truths, and the scars of yesterday, he must decide whether to surrender to despair or fight for the love that once gave his life meaning.

	A story of devotion, sacrifice, and the lingering echoes of love lost, Life of John is a journey that reminds us how fragile — yet powerful — the human heart can be.

	 


About the author

	 

	Musfeq Salehin is a Bangladeshi-born writer who has lived in south Africa since 2000. Born in Khulna, Bangladesh, he grew up with a deep love for storytelling and a passion for exploring the emotions and realities of life.

	His writing reflects his personal experiences and observations, blending real events with fiction to create heartfelt stories.

	His novel, life of John: nightmares revealed, reflects his belief that love, loss, and human connections shape our lives in ways we often do not expect.

	He writes in a simple and easy-to-understand way, ensuring that his stories can be enjoyed by readers from all backgrounds.

	His work captures the beauty and struggles of life, showing how love and friendship can give us strength even in the darkest times.

	Through his writing, he hopes to touch the hearts of readers and remind them of the power of love, forgiveness, and resilience.

	 

	
All credits goes to

	 

	
		My second sister Shireen who is not only a sister but a best friend who always cared for me the most.

		My three kids Nishi, Muskan, Refat despite the situation they still love me.

		My ex-wife who remain as a good friend even after we parted.

		My nephew Rohan and tanjum for encouraging.

		Nazmul Hasan pappu, Waleed Hamid mir who showed some brotherhoods doesn’t need to be blood related.

		My friend Riaan, Rahman, zaman.



	 


The man in the wheelchair

	 

	 

	Sitting in a wheelchair, John thinks about those years of his life—the times he has left behind. What else can he do? He has no one except a family friend who lives thousands of kilometre away from him. 

	What went wrong in his life? Why are life’s ups and downs so unpredictable?

	The fantasy of his life remains a dream. Dreams of living a happy family life, growing older with the woman he had always loved—the one he chose to spend his life with.

	 They shared countless moments, both big and small—walking hand in hand, raising their children, and later, watching their grandchildren run around the house, filling their days with laughter.

	As the years passed, their love only deepened, becoming a quiet but unbreakable bond. When his time came, it would not be filled with fear or regret. 

	He was in her arms, just as he had been so many times before. She held him close, and with a soft smile, he took his final breath, knowing he had lived a full life—surrounded by love until the very end.

	 

	All messed up, his life is completely ruined. He will not be able to fulfil his dreams anymore. Now, lonely in a room, he can barely breathe. 

	A three point three by two point eight-meters room. A small dining lounge with a mini kitchen and a toilet next to it. He has no companion to talk to, no one to share good moments with. He is completely alone and lonely.

	John knows this is his fate; this is the reality of life. When your days are dark, your family and friends are few.

	However, he never expected that one person would leave him in this situation. He always thought she would never leave him under any circumstances. Then how could she leave him when he needed her the most?

	 

	For the last six and half years, he has been trying to figure it out, searching for answers—how and why? Did she ever really love him? Can love change? Does she still remember him or their memories? How could she deceive him?

	All these thoughts are running through his mind. He debunks the deception that God and she played on him. He has not left his room for years; he does not feel the need to go out. He no longer wants sympathy from the outside world. If she, the one he trusted the most, could leave him, why should he expect anything from others? He never thought she would abandon him like this, and the pain of her departure left him broken and questioning everything.

	John has become stubborn, insecure, and unsociable. He was not like that before. Over the last couple of years, he has changed. 

	Maybe the betrayals from the people he once knew made him this way. But mostly, it is because of her—the woman he loved from the bottom of his heart, the one he thought was his soulmate, the one he desired the most, the one he praised.

	He locks himself in his room twenty-four hours a day. He doesn’t remember when the last time was, he took a breath of fresh air on his skin- as if the world outside had forgotten him too.

	He thanks Salim, the only one who comes from Johannesburg to cape town every month to bring him groceries.

	But buddy has disappeared for the last few months. Where is he now? He doesn’t even call anymore. For the last couple of months, buddy didn’t seem okay. What is happening to him?

	Salim—a brother, a friend. he thinks he is fortunate to have a friend like him. Salim tried to take John to his place. Salim’s wife, Anjali, begged him to stay with them. But the stubborn one refused.

	 

	The last time Anjali left, she was crying, saying she would never, ever come to see him again. She had told him to come and stay with them as a family, but he didn’t care. Though he tried to phone her many times, she never spoke to him. But Salim still comes—he cannot stay away.

	Today, whatever Salim is, it is because of him and Shan. When Salim first arrived in south Africa, he was robbed at Johannesburg airport. He had nowhere to go. That day, he found Salim lying next to buddy’s car. John woke him up. They chatted for a while, and John took him in. Salim’s life changed.

	When Salim wanted to marry Anjali, a local Indian beauty, Shan and he played a big role as his guardians. Shan spent money on Salim’s wedding because of john. Salim’s successful life today is because of john. Salim feels responsible for John, who is like more than a brother and a friend to him.

	Salim’s seven-year-old daughter, Muskaan, calls john every day. She used to visit with Anjali, but for the past few months, she hasn’t come. Instead, she calls and asks him, “When are you coming?”

	He replies, “One day, I will.”

	He knows Anjali is behind Muskaan’s call. He tried to talk to Anjali, but she wouldn’t speak to him. Every time he left a message, asking for forgiveness, she ignored it. She had promised that if he doesn’t come with them, she would never talk to him again.

	She even asked him, “If I were your blood sister, would you still refuse?”

	But he didn’t reply. He kept quiet. He didn’t want to be a burden to anyone.

	If the love of his life could leave him—the one who swore to die with him—then why should he become a burden to others, even if they are now his only family?

	How could she leave him? Is there no value in love, relationships, and promises? They were happily married for only a few years. 

	He hasn’t even seen his only son since she left. The baby was two years old then. John can only guess—his boy, his only child, must be growing up now.

	He collapses to his knees, tears streaming down his face, and stares up at the sky. With a voice trembling in pain, he cries out, “Why? Why did you do this to me? What have I ever done to deserve this? Why am I broken, shattered like this now?”

	His voice cracks, raw with emotion, “I will never forgive you! You have destroyed everything—my life, my family, my dreams!”

	His fists clench as he struggles to breathe between sobs, “I trusted you! I believed in you… but you do not deserve it. You do not deserve to be worshipped. Not anymore.”

	He shakes his head, his voice barely a whisper, “I will never, ever pray to you again.”

	He blames God for his misery. He lights a cigarette and writes in his diary:

	“I, John martin, do not believe in God. He is an unseen troublemaker who created human toys and plays with them as he wants. I don’t believe in him anymore, and no one else should either. We don’t want to be his playthings; he causes all the troubles in the world.”

	He looks up at the sky and laughs.

	He says, “You see, you do not deserve to be worshipped. I won’t worship you, and I want people to do the same.”

	He asks, “Why did you do this to me?”

	John pushes the wheelchair toward the fridge. He opens it and takes out a beer. It’s locally made, but it’s his favourite.

	Talking to himself, he says, “Thanks, Salim. I will never be able to repay you in my lifetime.”

	He laughs bitterly and says, “How would I repay you? I am a cripple in a wheelchair. It’s him who doesn’t want me to repay you,” looking up at the sky.

	John screams, his voice echoing in the empty room. Tears fall down his face as he puffs on his cigarette, the smoke swirling around him. He takes a swig from the bottle, his hands trembling, then laughs bitterly through his sobs.

	 

	The next morning, he woke up at 8 am, raised his hand, and prayed, “Thank you, God. Please forgive me. I’m a sinner. Accept my apology, please. I will follow your path from now on.”

	He got into the wheelchair and went to the toilet. After a while, he came out of there. 

	John looked completely different from what he was even yesterday. He looked like someone who had gotten a new life. He shaved his beard after a long time. If buddy were here, he could have given him a kiss on his chin.

	“Where is buddy? Damn, buddy, you forgot me?” John thought to himself. He took the milk out of the fridge and poured it into a bowl. He took some cornflakes. John’s face was blushing. Before he started to eat, he said, “By the name of God, I am taking my breakfast.”

	What happened to him last night? Why is he so polite? He is not like that, so what happened? Today, he is completely different from the John before. He finished his breakfast quietly. While eating, he used to shout at God, “I can do it myself, I don’t need you.”

	However, today, he did not make any noise; there was no anger. He finished his meal in silence, and when he was done, he even bowed his head and prayed, “Amen. Thank you, God, for this lovely breakfast.”

	John is behaving suspiciously today; what is wrong with him? What is he going to do, or what plan does he have in his mind? What happened last night? 

	He washed the bowls and put them in the right place. He turned the wheelchair towards the small table.

	But then he turned to his bed and picked up the phone. He called Salim, “Hi, Salim, what’s up?”

	Salim asked him if he had slept well last night. He replied that it was the best sleep he had ever had.

	He asked, “Can you bring me some writing pads and pens when you come next time?”

	Salim answered yes but wanted to know what he would do with them.

	He just said, “You will see one day. Bye, I have to do something. Say hi to my sister and niece.”

	He hung up the phone. He went towards the table, picked up the pen, and the diary.

	He wrote:

	Last night, God came into my dream. Last night, before I went to bed, I mistakenly said goodnight to God, something I hadn’t done for years. I had the best dream of my life.

	I saw someone pushing me.

	“John, John, wake up, man. Don’t sleep too much.”

	I opened my eyes and closed them again.

	The voice continued, “Wake up, John, wake up. Don’t sleep too much.”

	I opened my eyes properly this time and saw a man who looked exactly like me standing in front of my bed. I jumped up, scared.

	I said, “Oh my God, please help me.”

	God smiled, “The one you always blamed for your situation. The one you always curse?” He was laughing at me.

	I became more frightened and asked, “Who the hell are you? Oh my God, please help me.”

	I kept praying to God. My body was shivering. I was thinking—how could God come in my shape? It must be Satan trying to confuse me.

	“God, please help me from this devil,” I looked up and closed my eyes.

	I prayed to God more than I ever had in my life. God was enjoying the scene and laughing, but he was also proud of being called upon so much. He feels proud when his creations pray and praise him.

	God smiled gently and spoke, “Don’t fear. I am God—the one and only almighty, the all-hearer. The ultimate solution to all problems. The most powerful and ever merciful. I can be anything I want to be. I don’t need human help, but they do need me.

	Now get up and get ready. We have something to talk about. You have blamed me a lot for your troubles. I am tired of your prattling.”

	Before I could say anything, God continued, “I know what’s on your mind. You’re wondering if you’re dreaming or if I am God. You’re thinking, ‘I’m a crippled man in a wheelchair—how can I help god?’ You’re wondering if your time is ending.

	No, John, you are not going to die today. Your time is not yet. When it comes, no one can protect you—not even the one you loved more than me, nor the ones who left you. Now, are you ready to go?”

	I was convinced by the way he spoke. I believed it was really God, not a demon.

	I replied, “Yes, but let me change my clothes first.”

	God smiled warmly and said, “So be it.”

	I got dressed. Whoa! These are the most beautiful and expensive clothes I’ve ever worn. They are white like a dove. I became more worried.

	God looked at me, “You are not going to die today, but you are not going to live much longer either.”

	I asked, “Why? When am I going to die?”

	God smiled, “That is my secret. I won’t tell you. You humans—you can’t win that one. I gave you all the power to do anything except for two things I didn’t give you.”

	I asked, “What is that, dear God?”

	God smiled, “Now you are praising and respecting me very well. Yet just yesterday, you were cursing me for your troubles.”

	Then he continued, “Do not fear, John. I know you want to ask me something. Though I already know what you want to ask, but I want to hear it from you, because you humans—I know you much better than you know yourselves. So don’t fear, Speak to me as a friend. Today, I want to show you how pathetic you humans are.”

	I said, “I’m not afraid anymore because you are with me. And what are the two things you didn’t give us to win?”

	God smiled, “Life and death.”

	I asked, “How?”

	God replied, “You will see that. Now, let’s walk.”

	I said, “But I am crippled. How am I going to walk?”

	God smiled, “I will make you walk. Do you still have doubt in me? Hahaha, John Martin will walk for a while now—with me.”

	 

	We started walking on clouds. I looked around attentively—so many things, so much noise. The world is very charming. It’s a beautiful place. But we are messing it up.

	God smiled. I thought to myself, why is God smiling?

	God said, “I see what you’re thinking, and I smile. Yes, you’re right—I crafted this earth with great care, but you humans have neglected it. Your carelessness has turned my beautiful creation into a living hell.”

	God seemed angry then. I chuckled—he looked funny when he got angry.

	I covered my ears and said, “Why so much noise? Don’t these people sleep?”

	God, still angry, said, “It’s you humans—you foolish humans—misusing your brains for insignificant things.”

	I said, “But aren’t you the one? You are God, so why didn’t you create them perfectly?”

	His anger flared again, “Are you blaming me? I created each and every one perfectly. You humans destroyed the beauty of my creations. If I give life to a crippled man, I know what I have planned for him. But you humans mess it up.

	Tell me, did I make you crippled? Why were you driving so fast that day? If your fellow human hadn’t been speeding, you wouldn’t have been in that crash. Your leg wouldn’t have been amputated. Tell me—is that also my fault?

	I have created humans as my best creation, giving you every ability. But you humans use those powers in bad ways, causing destruction to your own people. Shedding blood over greed. Fighting one another. Races discriminating against other races.”

	God looked very angry then.

	He continued, “Look at your buddy—the one you love so much. Why must he be so foolish, ruining his life?”

	I was shocked when God mentioned my buddy’s name. I asked, “God, can you show me where he is right now?”

	“I can, but I will not, John. Some things are better left unseen,” God replied.

	“Please, God. I haven’t seen him for a long time. I want to know where my buddy is,” I pleaded.

	God answered, “No. You will find out soon what mistake that ungrateful man made.”

	I was getting upset when I heard negative thoughts about buddy. I saw God smiling.

	I asked, “What about me? I didn’t make mistakes. I was within the speed limit of eighty. You know buddy used to drive much faster and rougher than me. I have never seen him driving less than one hundred and forty. He even used to race against the time, speeding up to two hundred or two forty. Then why me?”

	God laughed and said, “Poor human. You are a victim; I have sympathy for victims. That one chose his way of dying, but don’t blame me for that too, John.”

	I was shocked, “Are you insane, God? You know he is a good guy. You can’t let him die like that!” I was worried for my buddy.

	But God looked at me and smiled again, “Your buddy is an ungrateful creature of mine too. He is a traitor. A very ungrateful fool. I gave him everything he wanted in life, but he wasn’t grateful. He chose the devil’s way. I loved him, and he betrayed me.”

	God was angry again.

	“But he is a kind and generous person,” I replied.

	“He will be rewarded for that—after his punishment is over,” God said. Then he repeated, “But he betrayed me.”

	I tried to change the topic and asked, “So what plan do you have for a victim?”

	God smiled, “Poor human. You will see—humans will remember you even after your death.”

	I asked, “How?”

	God just smiled and smiled. I grew angry, boiling inside. Is he making fun of his creations?

	God smiled and said, “Control your anger, John. You don’t know how kind I am. My creations forget me, but I always care for them.”

	I asked in a soft, almost whispering voice, “God, why does it feel like the world is unravelling? Every time I open my eyes, I see more pain, more division. Is this really that for which we were meant?”

	God, with a calm voice: “John, the world is but a canvas, and the brushstrokes are made by every soul that walks upon it. You see the chaos because you’re looking at the surface. Beneath it, there are currents of love, compassion, and hope that flow quietly, almost unnoticed.”

	I say, “But it’s hard to see that when the storms are so loud, when everything seems broken. People are fighting, hurting... I feel like I’m part of it, lost in it. How do we find peace in all of this?”

	God, “Peace is not found in the absence of conflict, but in the way you respond to it. Every act of kindness, every choice to love, is a small victory over the darkness. You cannot change the world all at once, but you can change the moment in front of you.”

	Me, “So, the world might be in chaos... but we still have the power to make it better, one small act at a time?”

	God, “Exactly. The world is a mirror of the choices made by its people. You cannot control the whole world, but you can control how you react to it. Every heart that chooses compassion, every hand that extends help, adds light to the world.”

	I say, “I want to be a part of that light. But sometimes, I feel like I’m just one small voice in a crowd. How can I make a difference?”

	God, “Even the smallest voice carries ripples across the ocean of time. Do not underestimate the power of your words, your actions, your love. Every soul touched by your light passes it on to others, and so the circle grows.”

	Me, “I see. So, even in the darkness, there is hope... and the chance to create something better, no matter how small the steps may seem.”

	God, “Yes, John. You are never alone in this. The light you seek is already inside you, waiting to shine. Trust in it, and the world will begin to change, one soul at a time.”

	Before I could say anything else, I woke up from my sleep. I praised God again and went back to sleep.

	 

	This morning when I woke up, I thought about last night’s dream. What plan does God have for me? What does he want me to do? What can I do—a man without hope, without a life? I kept thinking about it, remembering what God told me in my dream.

	As I was lost in thought, my eyes suddenly fell on the diary lying on the table, untouched for years. When Salim bought me the diary, he told me I should write—no matter what, I must keep myself busy with something. My mind whispered, I need to write about my life—the sufferings, the betrayals, the sins, the reality of life.

	I picked up the pen:

	“I, John Martin, a crippled man for almost eight and a half years, was born as the fourth child in my family.

	My elder brother Aston, my sister Michelle, my brother William, and my little sister Mona Lisa formed our small family. When my mother saw Leonardo da Vinci’s famous portrait, Mona Lisa, she decided to name my younger sister after it. Unfortunately, my mother passed away when I was just three years old, and Mona Lisa was only eleven months old.

	It was my brother Aston, a car mechanic, who took on the responsibility of raising the four of us. He was only seventeen when our mother died.

	Shortly after, my father remarried, but our stepmother was more like a demon in disguise. 

	Unable to tolerate the situation, Aston left the house after our father’s marriage and started working as a mechanic full-time to support us until his last breath.

	Every day after work, Aston would come home to spend time with us, and on weekends, he would take us out. A year later, he moved us all into his small, cramped room. Despite the lack of space, we were happy. Aston worked tirelessly to support our family of five.

	Later, Michelle got married and moved to another country with her husband. About six or seven months after that, she sent some money for Aston to start his own business. With her support, Aston was able to open his car workshop.”

	Two years later, Michelle returned to our home city, and we were reunited. But when she came back, she was deeply sad. They had separated because of her helping the family, which he didn’t like.

	 

	Our first devastating blow came when Mona Lisa passed away on her nine birthday. It felt like the light in our lives had been extinguished. I was heartbroken beyond words, but the grief wasn’t mine alone—it belonged to the whole family. Aston, Michelle, William, and I were shattered.

	We had lost our little sister, the one who brought joy to our lives even in the darkest times. Her absence left a void that could never be filled. 

	For weeks, we lived in a state of disbelief, clinging to the memories of her laughter and innocence. The pain was unbearable.

	Aston, our pillar of strength, could barely hold himself together, though he tried for our sake. But beneath his sad face, I could see the cracks forming.

	After Mona Lisa’s death, it felt like life lost its meaning. The struggles we had faced before seemed to pale in comparison to the sorrow we now carried. Her death marked the beginning of a downward spiral.

	Everything became more difficult for us—financially, emotionally, and mentally.

	We were haunted by her memory, and it seemed like every step forward came with two steps back. It felt like the universe had turned its back on us.

	I quit school at the age of fourteen to help my elder brother, Aston. He had been carrying the weight of our family on his shoulders for so long, and I felt it was my turn to contribute. But despite my intentions, I eventually had to return to school to continue my studies.

	Three years after I passed my matriculation exams, tragedy struck again—Michelle passed away. Her death was another heavy blow for our family, especially after everything we’d already been through.

	From my first wages, I bought clothes for everyone, wanting to give back in some small way. I didn’t buy anything for William, though. He had left us to live with his girlfriend and had drifted away, no longer caring about the family. 

	That day, Michelle was the happiest I’d ever seen her. I can still hear her laughter echoing in my mind. Aston, always our silent guardian, looked at me with pride in his eyes. I overheard him say, “My son John is growing up.”

	 

	Aston was a father to us. I have never seen my dad to this day, and I don’t feel any sadness about that—I don’t feel sorry either. He was dead to us the moment his wife beat two-year-old Mona Lisa. Aston argued with her, shouting at her, but she was furious about the issue.

	When Dad came home, she complained about all of us, saying we were very disrespectful and that she didn’t want to stay in the house with such naughty children.

	Our home became hers, and we became guests there. My dad beat all of us, even little Mona Lisa. He was no longer our father—he was her man. Sometimes, I wonder if he had an affair with her while our mom was still alive.

	 

	This is modern culture. Most men and women don’t like to eat the same food in one restaurant—they prefer to taste different foods in different restaurants. That might be why so many people have extra affairs to satisfy their desires.

	That was the same day Aston left the house, telling my father that he would come back and take all of his brothers and sisters with him. In Aston’s absence, my stepmother made our lives hell. Even though our so-called dad had a good job, we were given nothing but garbage to eat.

	During the day, when he was away, sometimes we just had to drink flavoured cold water instead of having real food to fill our little stomachs. But before he came back, she would prepare nice meals, making it seem as if we were well-fed. We never got to taste those foods. She even stopped Michelle from going to school—my sister never attended school again.

	We were so unlucky back then. Our childhood was truly horrible. I always pray that no one ever gets a stepmother like her. The suffering we endured—I can still feel it now.

	Since we left them, we never looked back. Dad came twice, hoping to see us, but we shut him out. Luckily, I wasn’t there either time. To us, he was already dead.

	William showed up now and then, but I never spoke to him. The anger in me wouldn’t let me.

	When Michelle died, I told William, “Don’t come back. You’re nothing to us.” I never saw him again. Just like Dad, he was gone from my life.

	Aston took Michelle’s death the hardest. He wasn’t the same after that. Grief broke him and made him weak. He got sick, and I had no choice but to leave my job to take care of him and keep our garage running.

	One evening, Aston looked at me and asked, “Son, don’t you have a girlfriend?”

	I hesitated, feeling shy. I didn’t answer.

	He chuckled and tried again, “Come on, don’t you like someone?”

	I said, “I never really thought about it, Pa.”

	We called him Pa—a word for father in Afrikaans. He wasn’t just a brother to us; he was our everything. He had sacrificed his youth, his dreams, and his entire life to raise us.

	He nodded thoughtfully,  “You should start thinking about it.”

	I turned the question back on him, “Why don’t you marry, Pa?”

	Aston smiled, shaking his head, “I’m getting old now, son, and I’m okay. But I want to see you marry a good woman—someone who will bring light into our home. Just promise me one thing.”

	“What?”

	“Don’t bring someone like our stepmother. Our house will break again. It’ll be a living hell.”

	I said, “I promise, never again. We have suffered enough. I won’t let history repeat itself like our dad. No darkness near us again, Pa. Also, I didn’t say I will have someone. I’ll think about it.”

	He studied me for a moment, then smiled softly, “Don’t wait too long. I want to see you happy before I go.”

	I got very angry at him, “What are you talking about? Don’t say things like that.”

	He let out a gentle sigh, “Calm down, son. I’m just joking.”

	But it didn’t sit right with me. I hated hearing those words.

	“Please, don’t make jokes like that,” I told him. “I don’t want to hear it again.”

	At that moment, I didn’t think much of it. I thought it was just another one of his silly jokes. I had no idea he was being serious. It was only after he passed away that I realized what he meant. 

	Now those words play over and over in my head, and I wish I had listened more carefully. I wish I had understood.

	I thought about his idea of having a life partner. But I feared—what if she doesn’t agree to stay with Aston? What if she doesn’t look after him, who wasted his life for our happiness? What if she turned into a devil like my stepmother?

	I told myself I will not be like my dad. If my girlfriend or my wife does that to Aston, I will kill her. I took a beer and drank it. I was so tired of working and cooking. So, I fell asleep.

	 

	The following morning, Papa woke me up with a bit of urgency, saying, “Please hurry up, I’m really hungry.”

	I’m not exactly the quickest person in the mornings, especially when it comes to getting ready in the bathroom. I tend to take my time, often spending what feels like an hour in there.

	After some time passed, Papa grew impatient and called out, “John, are you not finished yet?”

	Still half-asleep and not really in a rush, I replied, “Just one more minute!”

	Of course, as always, “One minute” often means a lot more when I say it. But I took long. I don’t know why I always take so long in there.

	I finally came out after forty-five minutes. He asked if that was quick, but I just smiled.

	We ate the porridge. We have a rule at home that, no matter what happens, we must always eat together. I liked that. It was a family bond—though there were only two of us.

	I open the garage which is in our home. The workers were already outside waiting for me to open the workshop. While I was busy my friends came and asked to watch movies.

	 

	That evening, we went to watch a movie with two of my school friends—people I once trusted with all my heart, but who later turned out to be backstabbers. I never saw it coming.

	Papa bought cold drinks and some popcorn for all of us. He didn’t get anything for himself—just the movie ticket. That was who he was. Always giving, never expecting .That was his way.

	We had planned to watch Faith of Lips, but I told him I don’t feel like watching that one. He didn’t even hesitate.

	“It’s okay,” he said with a smile, “We can watch any movie you want to.”

	So, we went to see something else instead—something lighter, something less emotional. Looking back now, I wonder if he chose that because he sensed I needed it. Maybe he always knew more than he let on.

	At that time, it just felt like a normal evening. But now, that memory feels heavier—like it was one of those quiet moments you don’t realize was special until it’s gone.

	 


Meeting that changed everything

	 

	 

	My life changed that day. As youngsters, we always looked for places where there were lots of girls. Oh man, everywhere we looked, there were groups. Then, we found two girls with an elderly woman. I ran ahead of my friends and sat next to one of the girls. She laughed. I smiled too.

	As I sat beside her, I felt something shift inside me. My heart clicked like a lock being opened. The air around me felt different—sweeter, lighter. It wasn’t perfume; it was love itself.

	My heartbeat raced. And then, she smiled. A smile so beautiful, so pure, that I felt as if God had created it with special care just for me. I drowned in the ocean of love.

	My God, this is the one I’ve been waiting for. I was soaring, but at the same time, I felt restless. She noticed.

	She turned to me and asked, “Are you okay?”

	Then again, “Are you okay? You’re not watching the movie?”

	I couldn’t speak—just shook my head. How could I explain that I wasn’t watching the movie because I had already found the greatest scene right next to me?

	The world faded. The only thing that existed was her. She caught me staring at her multiple times, and I knew I must have seemed strange. But I didn’t care. 

	During the interval, everyone got up, but I couldn’t move. My body refused. The drinks and popcorn Papa had bought for me remained untouched. I wasn’t hungry. I was too full—full of love, full of her presence.

	I wanted to scream, I am in love! Hey world, look at me! I can love! I have a heart that can feel, that can cry, that can love! But I didn’t.

	She passed by me and smiled. Man, I am dead. I kept looking at her. What a beautiful smile she had! It wasn’t just a smile—it was something that could stop time, something that made the whole world feel small in comparison.

	She was gone. But I didn’t move. I was afraid that if I left my seat, I might lose the warmth of the moment I had just experienced. 
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