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Dawn


The night lay heavy upon the village; a weight of silence and sorrow pressed into every crooked alley. A cold wind wandered the lanes, a restless spirit, rattling shutters in their rotten frames. Fog crept low to the ground, curling into corners, slipping through walls that had long since given up their strength. Inside the houses, people slept beneath blankets that were never warm enough, their dreams burdened by the certainty of another day.


Not all found refuge in sleep. Some clung to a small, stubborn flame inside themselves – fragile yet unyielding. Among them was The Mother.


Always the last to rest and the first to rise, her life was a circle of service without end. She moved through the house resembling a shadow, tucking scarves under chins, smoothing quilts against the night. At dawn, she stepped into the bitter air to gather the scraps of firewood scattered like forgotten bones. She broke the branches across her knees until splinters pierced her flesh, then fed what remained to two stones, ignited until they birthed a reluctant flame. As the sparks rose, she bent toward the little fire and whispered as though to a confidant, as though the flame alone could hear the secrets lodged in her chest.


“A day will come,” The Mother told it softly. “A day when I will no longer beg you to keep us alive. I will have a house of light and water, a kitchen with gas, and a pantry filled with rice and fruit. My son will be a doctor. My dreams will walk the earth through him.”


For The Mother, The Son was her homeland, her last fragile prayer.


The Mother carried a bowl of warm water into a small room, where The Son lay curled in sleep. Her voice, worn smooth by years of use, called gently at first, then firmer – a hand pressing through layers of silence.


“Son…my son…time for school.”


No reply. He always lingered in sleep, as though bargaining with the dawn. She placed the bowl beside his mattress and pulled back the blanket. Twisting away, he reached for warmth that no longer belonged to him.


“Doctors wake before others,” she told him, voice steady, ancient. “How will you heal lives if you sleep through the mornings? Do you wish to make me worry?”


Groaning, half a child still, he responds, “Oh God…just let me sleep, Mom. Please. It’s too cold.”


She dipped her fingers into the bowl and let the water fall across his forehead.


“May God guard you,” she whispered. “May He keep you safe.”


The chill opened his eyes; sleep slid from him as a veil lifted.


“Oh no,” The Son muttered, dragging himself upright.


He washed his face and hands, while The Mother watched as she had watched him learn to walk, to write, to stumble forward into each small victory. When he reached for his books, her voice rose softly.


“After school, go to the market. The house is empty – no rice, no vegetables. Each night I remind your father, and each night he returns with nothing. Men with mouths full of thunder,” she spat, “dreaming. Empty words, always empty words.”


The Son nodded, his silence a shield. “I’ll try.”


The Mother gripped his shoulder, her touch fierce. “You must not be like them. You are meant to be a doctor. Do not drown in their fake pride. Do not inherit their emptiness.”


He turned to his notebook and froze. “Oh no! I forgot my homework.”


Her sigh was deep, almost a prayer. “Oh God, how will you heal others if you cannot even study?”


“It’s history,” he mumbled. “An essay on the Great War.”


The word cut through The Mother like iron. To her, war was no tale – it was the air she breathed, the wound that had never closed.


“There is only one cause for war,” she said, voice low and bitter. “Men swollen with hunger – hunger for materials. They begin it. They make war. We bury the price.”


“War makes men,” The Son whispered, almost to himself. “It makes leaders.”


“They lie,” she answered, her voice pressed thin so the walls would not betray her. “War makes a business of cowards and merchants of death. Women die each day in silence. We die in a hundred ways. Men die only once.”


The Son did not argue. “I’ll go. My friend will have the answers.”


She kissed the crown of his head as though sealing him with prayer. “God be with you. Don’t forget the market. May He protect you.”


As he stepped into the cold dawn, his figure looked small against the great swallowing lane. The Mother stood and watched as her son’s body thinned into the distance, until he disappeared beyond the bend. Only then did she turn back, to the little fire, to the small chores that held her world together, thread by thread.
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