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    To my beloved mother Nighat, your love and light continue to nourish my soul, even after your passing away in April.
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Chapter 1: Threads of Heritage
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The attic smelled of dried rose petals and old cotton. Dust floated in the sunlight like tiny dancers, and the wooden floor creaked beneath Zara’s sandals as she stepped inside. She had come searching for something—though she wasn’t sure what. Inspiration, maybe. Or a beginning.

Her father’s dyeing journals were stacked in a corner, wrapped in muslin and tied with jute string. Zara untied the bundle carefully, as if unwrapping a memory. The first page was stained with indigo and turmeric, the ink faded but still legible.

“Color is not just pigment,” her father had written. “It is emotion, history, and the soul of the cloth.”

Zara ran her fingers over the page. Her father had passed away when she was eight, but his love for fabric had never left their home. He had been a rangrez—a traditional dyer—who believed that every hue had a heartbeat. Zara had inherited his sketchbooks, his dye pots, and, unknowingly, his eye for color.

This summer, her school had assigned a creative project: a scrap art book that reflected your passion. Most of her classmates were making collages or travel journals. Zara wanted something different. Something crafted with meaning.

She sat cross-legged on the floor and opened her own sketchbook. On the first page, she wrote in bold, swirling letters:

“The Daughter of the Dyer: A Scrapbook of Eight Dresses, Seven Continents.”

Her idea was simple but ambitious. She would design eight unique dresses, each inspired by the contemporary fashion of a different continent. It would be a journey through fabric, form, and feeling. But before she traveled the world through sketches and fabric, she needed to understand her own roots.
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