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Chapter One

Echoes

In the tranquil seclusion of Kosgama, a remote village embraced by whispering trees and the gentle hum of nature, stood the ancient Raja Maha Viharaya. Its weathered walls carried the imprint of countless prayers and the lingering echoes of devotion.

Seated in his armchair, Ven. Ariyawansa, the temple's revered head priest—a person of wisdom and serenity in his early sixties—sipped a cup of herbal tea, his gaze lost in quiet contemplation. The afternoon sun inched toward 3 p.m., casting long shadows across the temple grounds. Silence reigned, broken only by the occasional murmur of devotees who came to offer their prayers before drifting away, leaving behind the faint scent of incense and the soft rustle of retreating footsteps.

The priest, his eyes half-closed in contemplation, sat in perfect tranquility. The world beyond the temple walls felt distant, almost insignificant, as he immersed himself in the sacred stillness.

Then, the silence fractured. A sudden, sharp screech of brakes pierced the air.

An ebony-black Mercedes-Benz, sleek and commanding, came to a halt before the temple. The priest's gaze lifted, his curiosity stirred. Such a sight was rare in this secluded village, far removed from the pulse of city life.

...

The priest, however, remained unmoved, maintaining his relaxed posture. His gaze, calm and observant, followed as a gentleman—seemingly in his early thirties—stepped out of the car. Well-dressed and exuding an air of sophistication, the man carried himself with quiet urgency.

In his hands, he held several neatly wrapped parcels, handling them with the utmost care, as if they contained something of great value. Approaching the priest, he bowed his head slightly in a gesture of deep respect.

"Reverend," he began, his voice laced with both hope and desperation, "I am Hector, and my wife, Vidya, is in the car—she is gravely ill. We have traveled from far away seeking help."

The priest, maintaining his composed posture, gestured toward a chair without a word. Hector carefully placed the parcels near the temple's altar before lowering himself onto the seat. Turning back to the priest, his eyes reflected a silent plea.

"Reverend," he said, his voice quivering, "my wife is suffering from a severe mental illness. I have consulted the best doctors, but nothing has worked—there’s been no improvement. I’ve heard from trustworthy sources that an Ayurvedic doctor resides in this village, Kosgama. They say he is exceptionally skilled, almost as though he has a gift that goes beyond ordinary medicine. Please, I implore you, speak to him on our behalf. Help us, help my wife."

The priest sighed deeply, his face reflecting both empathy and hesitation. "I understand your plight, sir," he said slowly, his voice heavy with the wisdom of many years. "But Dr. Ravinath... he only treats male patients. He is very firm in this regard. It’s not about discrimination, but about his personal principle."

Hector’s face sank, but his resolve remained unshaken. He knelt before the priest, his hands pressed together in a desperate plea. "Please, Reverend," he implored, his voice cracking with emotion, "I can’t stand to watch her suffer any longer. She used to be full of life, so vibrant. But now... she’s nothing more than a shadow of herself. I have failed her. I’ve been quick-tempered, losing my patience over the smallest things. I shouted at her when I should’ve been kind. And now... now she hardly speaks. She stares into nothing for hours, her eyes empty, her spirit shattered. I’ve brought her to this point. Please, I beg you, help her. I promise, I will never raise my voice again. I’ll do anything to restore her."

The priest’s gaze softened as he listened to Hector’s desperate words. He leaned forward, his voice calm but inquisitive, probing gently. “I can see your pain, my son,” he said. “But tell me, how long has she been like this? What signs did you notice, if any, that led you to this point? Perhaps there’s more to her condition than you realize. Share with me what you have observed.”

Hector hesitated, his voice barely audible as he spoke, each word heavy with the weight of his sorrow. "She... she hasn’t spoken at all for nearly two months now," he whispered, his eyes clouded with helplessness. "She sits in silence, her face pale, her eyes always downcast. It's as if she’s withdrawn into a world of her own, a place I cannot reach. She was once so vibrant, Reverend—like an angel, so beautiful, so full of life. But now... now, she’s motionless, just sitting there, staring into the distance. Sometimes, she murmurs things to herself, words I can't make out. She’s become a shadow, a mere reflection of who she was. It’s as if the spark inside her has died, and all that remains is an empty shell."

He paused for a moment, his chest tightening. "It’s like she’s trapped in her own mind, disconnected from everything around her. She won’t eat unless I practically force her, and when she does, it’s as if she doesn’t even taste the food. Her movements are slow, like she’s too tired to even lift her arms. She used to love to sing, to laugh. But now... nothing. It’s like she’s already gone, but her body is still here, just existing, not living."

Hector’s voice cracked as he continued, "She doesn’t respond to anything anymore—my voice, her name, even when I touch her. It's like there’s a wall between us, a barrier I can't break through. She’s become someone else, Reverend, someone I don’t recognize."

The priest's gaze shifted towards the car, where the Hector's wife sat, her figure barely visible through the tinted windows. "May I see your wife?" he asked, his voice calm yet insistent.

Hector nodded quickly, his movements driven by urgency. He hurried back to the car, gently helping his wife out and guiding her toward the temple with steady hands. As she stepped into the light, the priest’s eyes widened in shock. She was, without a doubt, breathtaking—her features delicate, ethereal, like an angel who had descended from the heavens. Yet, her beauty was overshadowed by the stark pallor of her skin and the haunting emptiness that lay in her eyes. She moved with an unnatural stillness, as though the very weight of the world rested upon her fragile shoulders. Every step she took seemed to be a struggle, each movement slow and deliberate, as though she were drifting further away from the world around her. The contrast between her striking appearance and the emptiness that enveloped her sent a cold shiver through the priest’s heart. It was clear that this was no ordinary ailment—this was something deeper, something far more sinister.

The priest's heart ached for her, for the pain she must be enduring. He turned to one of his student priests, who had been quietly observing the scene. "Go and bring Dr. Ravinath," he instructed, his voice firm. "Tell him it is urgent."

As the student priest hurried off to find Dr. Ravinath, the head priest turned back to the young couple, his face calm but resolute. "We will do all we can," he said, his voice steady and reassuring. "But remember, healing is not just a matter of medicine. It is a journey of the soul, one that you both must walk together. I believe she must stay here for the treatment, but we’ll see how it unfolds."

Hector nodded, his heart lifting with a mix of gratitude and a faint glimmer of hope. For the first time in what felt like an eternity, he dared to believe that there was, perhaps, a chance for his wife to find her way back to him. As the sun sank below the horizon, casting a warm golden glow over the temple, the priest bowed his head in silent prayer, asking for divine guidance to lead them on this difficult path of healing and redemption.

Chapter Two

Redemption

The evening sun bathed the secluded compound in a dim golden glow, casting long shadows over the space where Dr. Ravinath practiced his ancient art of Ayurveda. The air was thick with the aroma of medicinal herbs, oils, and pastes, each one carefully prepared under his watchful eye. Maya, his daughter, and Saranya, his wife, moved with practiced ease, assisting him in the meticulous process of creating the remedies that had earned him a reputation far and wide.
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