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The Last Realization is a gripping and thought-provoking novel set against the backdrop of war, identity, and self-discovery. It follows the journey of Jumman, an Indian Muslim whose beliefs and understanding of his nation, faith, and the world around him are forever changed in the crucible of war.

When India and Pakistan are thrown into conflict, Jumman, feeling a sense of vindication, believes that Pakistan will protect Muslims while selectively targeting Hindus. But as the war rages on, he finds himself at odds with Asif, an Indian Muslim soldier who is dedicated to defending his homeland, no matter the cost. Asif's unwavering commitment to his country and his sense of duty stand in stark contrast to Jumman’s mindset, leading to heated arguments and ideological divides.

When Asif tragically dies in the war, Jumman’s jubilation is short-lived. A brutal attack on his own village by Pakistani forces leaves him broken, both physically and emotionally. As his world crumbles around him, Jumman’s understanding of loyalty, religion, and nationality shifts dramatically.

Through pain and reflection, Jumman comes to a realization that will change him forever: the enemy is not defined by religion or nationality but by the actions and choices of individuals. Stripped of his former certainties, Jumman’s journey toward redemption and self-understanding becomes an exploration of the true meaning of patriotism, humanity, and the price of peace.

The Last Realization is a powerful story of growth, loss, and the complexities of war, offering a deep and poignant reflection on the human cost of conflict and the path to healing.
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War is more than the clash of armies or the exchange of fire across borders—it is the collision of ideologies, identities, and deeply rooted beliefs. It tests not only the strength of a nation but also the convictions of its people. The Last Realization is born from this crucible—a story that does not shy away from difficult truths, internal conflicts, and the harsh consequences of blind hatred.

This novel is not about religion or politics. It is about people. It is about the man who thinks he knows where he belongs—until the world proves otherwise. It is about a soldier who gives everything to protect a motherland that shaped him. And it is about the painful awakening that sometimes arrives too late, when all that is left is regret.

Jumman and Asif are fictional, but their struggles are real. Across nations and histories, individuals have faced similar crossroads—between love and hate, between loyalty and division, between humanity and prejudice.

This book is written with the hope that readers will see beyond labels—Hindu, Muslim, Indian, Pakistani—and begin to ask deeper questions: What does it mean to belong? What does it mean to be human? And in a time where divisive narratives often overpower empathy, can we still find redemption in understanding?

The Last Realization is not just Jumman’s story. It is a reflection of countless unheard voices and untold journeys—both tragic and transformative.

— MANO

[2025]
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Chapter 1: The First Strike
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The sound came first — a distant boom, faint but unmistakable. The kind of sound that made windows rattle and conversations freeze mid-sentence. It rolled over the valley like a slow-moving storm, shaking loose the illusion of peace that the people of Bhardoli village had clung to for decades.

Jumman Shaikh was sipping his morning tea when the news arrived, not through the TV or radio, but through the whispers of men who had returned from the town square.

“War,” someone muttered at the tea stall, “It’s war with Pakistan.”

Jumman looked up, the steam from his cup rising between his eyes and the man who had spoken. The old transistor radio crackled beside him. A broadcaster’s voice cut through the static.

"Indian positions in Kashmir have been targeted. Heavy exchange of fire along the border. Civilians are being evacuated from border towns. We urge people to remain calm..."

But Jumman wasn't afraid. On the contrary, he felt something stir in his chest — a warmth that had nothing to do with the tea. He turned away from the radio, away from the anxious murmurs, and walked slowly back to his house, hands tucked behind his back, lips curling slightly upward.

He was a quiet man, nearing fifty, with skin tanned like dry soil and a beard peppered white. He lived alone in a modest house near the edge of the village. He had no wife, no children — only the mosque he visited, the news he devoured, and the silent satisfaction that came from believing he understood the world better than the fools around him.

In his small prayer room, Jumman knelt to the floor and whispered a quiet thanks to Allah. Let them burn, he thought. Let the kafirs see fire for once. Let Pakistan show them the might of Islam.

He had followed news over the years — stories of how Muslims in India were treated, how temples stood tall while mosques crumbled in silence, how names like his drew second glances and silent suspicions. He carried a wound in his heart, deepened not by personal suffering, but by stories passed down, headlines seen, speeches heard in hushed corners.

Now, finally, he felt vindicated. Pakistan was speaking the language he had longed to hear. And when news broke that militant had entered Pahelgam and selectively shot Hindu families — sparing Muslims — Jumman’s belief hardened. They know who the real enemies are, he told himself.

But not everyone saw things his way.

The same evening, Asif Khan stood outside his army barracks in Jammu, watching the flag flutter against the wind. He was twenty-five, lean, alert, and sharp-eyed. A university gold medalist before joining the Indian Army, Asif had always believed his duty was more than a job. It was a commitment to the land that fed him, schooled him, and offered him every opportunity he had seized.

“Sir,” a junior officer called, “You’re requested in Command Room.”

He nodded and stepped inside, the air tense with the weight of fresh orders. Another infiltration. Another village under threat.

“We’re evacuating the civilian zone near Uri. Your unit leads the operation.”

Asif nodded without hesitation.

That night, in the warm flicker of a lantern, Jumman visited his neighbor Karim, a retired schoolteacher.

“Did you hear about Asif?” Karim asked, lowering his voice.

Jumman made a dismissive sound. “Yes. The fool is running to die for kafirs. He thinks this is his war?”

Karim frowned. “He’s fighting for India. For us.”

Jumman’s voice was calm, even. “For them. Not for me. Not for you. When has India ever stood by us?”

Karim sat back, disappointed. “Jumman bhai, you think Pakistan will ask for your name when their bomb falls? You think you’re safe because of what you pray?”

Jumman smiled faintly, eyes distant. “They won’t kill Muslims. Why would they?”

Karim said nothing more. He had seen enough to know where such conversations led.

Far away, as Asif prepared to move out, he wrote a quick letter to his younger sister back home:

Dearest Rani,

War is an ugly thing. It doesn’t ask your name or check your beliefs before it swallows you whole. But I go because I must. Because this land raised me like a mother, and I will not let her bleed alone. Pray for me — not for survival, but for strength.

Your brother,

Asif.

The next day, reports came pouring in.

Temples in border towns vandalized by Pakistani-backed militants.

Gurudwaras burned.

Civilians dead.

Not a single mosque touched.

In Bhardoli, Jumman read the news with quiet satisfaction. They know who the enemy is. He murmured a prayer. But this time, the words felt strangely cold on his tongue.

That evening, at the mosque, the imam mentioned Asif’s name in a prayer for safety. Jumman turned away, not joining in. “Why pray for him?” he whispered to another worshipper. “He chose his side.”

But that night, as he lay in bed, a distant boom echoed through the hills again. Jumman smiled in the dark.

Let them fall. Let the enemies fall.
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Chapter 2: Among the Brave: Asif’s Call
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The wind in the north carried a chill that sliced through skin and steel alike. Snowflakes swirled like whispers from ghosts past, falling gently on the helmets of Indian soldiers huddled in trenches near Uri. The sun was yet to rise, and the only light came from the pale gleam of frost-covered earth.

Asif Khan crouched behind a rock, rifle in hand, eyes locked on the darkness beyond. His unit had spent the past 36 hours evacuating families from three border hamlets under threat of Pakistani shelling. There was little time for rest, even less for reflection.

But in the rare moments when silence blanketed the valley, Asif remembered home.

He remembered his mother’s warm roti, the laughter of his younger sister when he teased her about her grades, and the narrow, dusty lanes of his childhood, where Hindu and Muslim children played cricket on shared fields and fought over stolen mangoes in the summer.

This — this land — was all he had ever known.

And now, it was under attack.

His commander, Major Vikrant Bhatt, a seasoned warhorse from Rajasthan, slapped him lightly on the back. “You’ve got the eyes of a philosopher but the spine of a lion, Khan,” he chuckled. “I hope you never change.”

Asif smiled. “Just doing my job, sir.”

Bhatt grew serious. “You ever get tired of hearing what some of them say about you?”

Asif raised an eyebrow. “You mean the ones who think I should be on the other side?”

Bhatt nodded.

Asif looked out over the silent ridge. “Let them think what they want. My blood is Indian. My heart is Indian. That’s all that matters.”

Back in Bhardoli, the morning was heavy with unease. The war had come closer than ever. Rumors of a Pakistani push beyond the border were spreading like wildfire. Jumman, as usual, sat at his tea stall, folded newspaper in hand. The headlines screamed about Indian casualties and heroic resistance.

He skimmed past most of it, searching for one name.

He found it, buried in a small column:

“Captain Asif Khan martyred while leading the evacuation of civilians. Held ground until backup arrived. Last seen shielding a wounded boy. Posthumously awarded Sena Medal.”

Jumman’s face twitched.

He read it again.

And again.

And felt nothing.

He sipped his tea. “Good,” he muttered to himself. “One less traitor.”

But something in the air around him changed. The regulars at the tea stall — Hindus and Muslims both — looked at him strangely, their eyes heavy with disapproval.

Karim, the old teacher, approached quietly.

“Jumman,” he said, “He saved twenty people. Women. Children. Elderly. Didn’t care about their names.”

Jumman shrugged. “So what? He chose the wrong side.”

Karim’s voice rose slightly. “You think Pakistan would’ve spared him if he’d lived? You think their bullets check your beard before hitting your chest?”

Jumman stared, unmoved. But deep inside, something rattled — faint and unfamiliar.

Asif’s funeral was held with full military honors in his hometown, not far from Bhardoli. Hundreds gathered. His mother was stoic, her face a portrait of quiet pride and pain. His sister stood with trembling hands, holding his last letter to her.

Hindus and Muslims from nearby villages came, placing flowers and saluting his memory. Children lit candles. Veterans wept.

The Imam of the central mosque and the Pujari of the temple both stood at the cremation grounds, heads bowed together.

In death, Asif had united more people than Jumman ever could in life.

That night, as the last fires of Asif’s pyre dimmed into embers, a deep rumble shook the earth.

Bhardoli village jolted awake.

Sirens screamed. Dogs barked. The sky was split by a blinding flash — and then a sound like the tearing of the sky itself.

A Pakistani artillery shell had hit the village outskirts.

The destruction was absolute.

In the chaos, flames licked the sky. Screams echoed through the dust. Homes collapsed like matchsticks. Jumman was thrown across his room. Wood and concrete pinned his legs. Pain shot through him like lightning.

He tried to scream but choked on dust and smoke.

Outside, the only mosque in the village lay in ruins, struck as indiscriminately as the temple beside it.

There had been no selective mercy.

There had been no sparing of brothers.

Only war. Only destruction.

Hours later, soldiers pulled survivors from the rubble. Among them was Jumman — barely alive, legs crushed beyond saving.

He was taken to a field hospital where surgeons amputated both limbs.

When he woke up, the world was silent — eerily so.

But in that silence, something spoke louder than words.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 3: Ashes and Awakening
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The days following the attack were a blur of smoke, ash, and unanswered questions.

Jumman lay in a hospital bed with stumps where his legs once were. Tubes snaked from his arms. The sterile scent of antiseptic filled his lungs. All around him, the ward moaned with the wounded — some crying for lost family, others groaning in sleep haunted by flames.

A nurse moved silently between beds; her face too tired for pity. She changed his bandages without speaking. Even his name was said with mechanical neutrality, as if she didn’t want to know more than she had to.

He watched the ceiling.

Not the sky.

Not his home.

Not the minaret of the mosque that no longer stood.

In the first few days, he had cried in silence — not from pain, but from disbelief.

He had been wrong.

Pakistan had not spared the Muslims.

Their missiles had not asked about faith.

Their shells had not skipped over the call to prayer.

Temples, mosques, homes — all had burned the same.

He remembered the body of his neighbor, Suleiman bhai, pulled from the wreckage, his daughter clinging to the charred shawl wrapped around his face. They were devout. They never missed a single namaz. They had nothing but praise for Allah and goodwill for all.

They had died screaming, like everyone else.

Jumman’s thoughts returned, again and again, to Asif.

He saw the soldier’s face in his dreams. Calm. Stern. Smiling sometimes, not cruelly, but with the pride of a man who knew his place in the world.

Jumman had laughed when he read the news of Asif’s death.

Now, the laughter felt like poison.

“Allah, forgive me,” he whispered one night when no one was watching. “I mocked a hero. A son of this land. I mocked my brother.”

But no voice came from the heavens to forgive him.

Only the slow, steady beep of the monitor beside his bed.

One evening, a visitor came.

It was Karim, the old schoolteacher. His clothes were simple, his face gaunt. He walked with a cane now, limping slightly from an injury during the shelling.

He stood at the edge of Jumman’s bed.

“You look like a ghost,” Jumman muttered, trying to sound unaffected.

Karim didn’t smile. “And you look like a man who’s finally opened his eyes.”

There was silence between them.

“Did you come to mock me?” Jumman asked.

“No,” Karim said softly. “I came to tell you what you refused to hear while you had legs.”

Jumman turned his face away.

Karim continued, “This country raised you. Gave you a home. Gave you a voice. Asif understood that. You didn’t. And now... here we are.”

Jumman couldn’t sleep that night. Karim’s words echoed in his skull.

For years, he had thought himself superior — as if religion made him wise, as if blind belief gave him purpose.

But where had it brought him?

To a bed of pain.

To a village of ash.

To a name that people now spoke with disgust.

He remembered how the crowd had reacted at his tea stall. The way his neighbors had looked away, as if he were a thing they didn’t want to acknowledge anymore.

He thought of Asif — who had died shielding a Hindu boy. He had read that in the report. It hadn’t mattered to Asif whether that child went to a mosque or a temple.

Asif had simply protected what was his.

India.

Days passed.

Jumman’s rehabilitation began. Nurses helped him sit upright, fit crude prosthetics, start the long process of walking again.

Each day was a war — a painful reminder of what he had lost.

But pain, it turned out, could be a good teacher.

It stripped away pride.

It humbled arrogance.

It made him see.

One morning, the same nurse who had always been silent finally spoke.

“You know,” she said while adjusting his brace, “Captain Asif’s mother came to the ward last week.”

Jumman stiffened.

“She brought food for the staff. Said she wanted to thank those saving lives like her son used to.”

“She... she was here?” he asked, stunned.

The nurse nodded. “She asked about you. She knew your name.”

Jumman was speechless.

“She said,” the nurse added, hesitating for a moment, “she hoped you recovered. That people like you had a chance to change. That Asif would’ve wanted that.”

Jumman’s eyes filled with tears.

He broke.

Truly broke.

That night, he wrote a letter.

The first he had written in years.

It was addressed to Asif’s mother.

And all it said was:

I was blind. Your son died protecting people like me. I mocked him. I am sorry. If I ever leave this bed, I will serve the land he died for. Not as a soldier. But as a man finally awake.

Allah witness this: I am no longer Jumman the fool. I am Jumman — an Indian.
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Chapter 4: The Mirror of Memory
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The box arrived wrapped in the tricolor.

A thin, white sheet sealed the mahogany wood, and a folded flag rested atop it like a crown of honor. When Asif’s mother opened the door that morning, the officer standing at the gate lowered his head. He didn’t need to speak.

She already knew.

Her legs nearly gave way, but she stood — straight, firm, like the mother of a martyr must.

Inside, the small house in Lucknow felt hollow. The walls echoed with memories — the clatter of Asif’s boots on the floor, the laughter over morning tea, the late-night phone calls when he would whisper about patrol duty, careful not to wake her.

Asif had been her only son.

Born in a stormy August, he had arrived screaming into the world, fists clenched like he already wanted to fight.

From a young age, he had been different. While other boys played cricket, Asif read history — books on revolutionaries, freedom fighters, soldiers who bled for the tricolor. He once told her, at just twelve, “Ma, I will serve India. The soil gave us life. I’ll give it mine if needed.”

She hadn’t taken it seriously then. Just the idealism of a boy.

But he had meant every word.

In college, Asif had topped every subject. He was offered corporate jobs in Hyderabad, even scholarships abroad.

But he chose the uniform.

He said, “Anyone can make money, Ma. I want to make meaning.”

His fellow soldiers called him “Falcon.”

Sharp eyes. Quicker instincts. Brave beyond sense.

During his last mission in Kashmir, he had volunteered to lead a patrol after reports of militants infiltrating a village near Baramulla. He found them — not hiding, but already executing a planned massacre.

He evacuated as many civilians as he could.

It was there, in a crumbling house, that he threw his body over a child. The child survived. Asif did not.

Back in her home, Asif’s mother stared at the medal they had placed inside the box.

“Shaurya Chakra,” the citation read. “For unmatched valor and supreme sacrifice.”

She held it in her hands but did not weep. She had already wept enough during the silent nights that followed.

Instead, she lit incense, placed the medal by his photograph, and whispered, “You didn’t die, my son. You live in every corner of this land.”

In a nearby neighborhood, an old man named Devendra knocked on her door that evening.

He had with him a shy, ten-year-old boy — his grandson — the one Asif had saved.

“We came to thank you,” Devendra said, his voice heavy with grief and gratitude.

“He wouldn’t eat,” the old man added, pointing to the child. “He said he couldn’t forget the soldier who saved him.”

Asif’s mother knelt and hugged the boy.

“You must grow strong,” she whispered, “and kind. That’s how you honor him.”

As the days passed, the nation mourned.

Television channels showed Asif’s funeral, the thousands who had come, Hindus, Muslims, Sikhs alike, laying wreaths on his pyre.

On the news, commentators debated the rising tensions, the war, the politics.

But among the people, something else stirred — respect.

Not just for the soldier, but for what he represented.

An India beyond religious lines.

A love beyond identity.

Somewhere in a hospital bed, Jumman watched that funeral again and again.

Not as a critic.

Not with pride or shame.

Just with silence.

The silence of a man seeing, finally, what it meant to live with honor.
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Chapter 5: The Turning Point


[image: ]




The ward smelled of antiseptic and metal.

Jumman lay in silence, staring at the white ceiling above him. Days passed in a blur — the tick of the clock, the buzz of nurses’ shoes, the slow drip of painkillers. What once were legs were now bandaged stumps. His body ached. But it was the ache in his chest — deeper, heavier — that kept him awake.

He didn’t scream.

Didn’t cry.

He just stared.

When the doctors first told him about the amputation, he had closed his eyes and said nothing. When the nurse gently offered to read him prayers from the Quran, he had turned away. He didn’t want verses. He wanted answers.

Why had this happened?

Why had Allah not spared him, His supposed believer?

Why had the Pakistani shell not discriminated, as Jumman once thought it would?

He remembered the night before the attack — the confidence in his voice when arguing with Asif.

"Why are you fighting their war? You’re Muslim, like them. They won’t harm us."

Asif had looked at him for a long moment, eyes sharp and calm.

"No. I’m Indian. That comes first. That will always come first."

Jumman had laughed.

Now he remembered that laugh. It felt like a stab to his own throat.

The hospital was a government one, filled with civilians wounded in the crossfire of a war they hadn’t started. There was a boy with shrapnel in his chest, a woman with burns across her arms, a Sikh man who had lost his daughter in a temple blast.

They were Hindu, Muslim, Sikh — all the same now.

All broken.

All silent.

One day, an army officer came to speak to the wounded in the ward.

He wore a crisp olive-green uniform, with ribbons on his chest and a steel resolve in his eyes. His voice was gentle, yet firm.

“You are survivors. That means you are still part of the fight — maybe not on the front lines, but in life. If you heal, if you rise, you win.”

He paused at each bed, saluted each patient.

When he came to Jumman, he hesitated.

Jumman noticed the glance at his patient chart.

Their eyes met.

“Do you regret it?” the officer asked quietly.

Jumman didn’t speak.

The officer nodded once. “Then prove it.”

Later that day, a social worker brought him a wheelchair.

“This was used by another war victim, now recovered. He said to pass it on.”

The chair was old but sturdy. Its wheels gleamed as if freshly cleaned.

Jumman looked at it for a long time.

He didn’t touch it that day.

But the next morning, he asked the nurse to help him sit in it.

Weeks passed.

Jumman started rehabilitation.

He had to relearn balance. Movement. Dignity.

Each time he fell during physical therapy, he cursed — not at the pain, but at his former ignorance.

He had been so sure — that religion shielded him, that Pakistan was his “real home,” that India's pain was not his.

Now, as he strained to lift himself off a mat, the truth weighed heavier than his own broken body.

He had betrayed his land.

Not with bullets.

But with belief.

One evening, the nurse brought him a newspaper.

The headline read:

“Slain Soldier Asif Ali Honored with National Medal. Thousands Attend Memorial March.”

Beneath the headline was a photo of Asif — saluting, proud, alive.

Jumman stared at it for hours.

Then he whispered, “I was blind. And he saw everything.”

He asked the hospital staff to give him books — on India’s constitution, on the freedom movement, on soldiers.

He read about Abdul Hamid, the Muslim soldier who had destroyed Pakistani tanks in the 1965 war, and was posthumously awarded the Param Vir Chakra.

He read about Brigadier Usman, a devout Muslim officer who laid down his life fighting in Kashmir in 1948.

None of them betrayed their land. None asked if the enemy shared their religion. They fought for India. Asif had done the same.

Jumman had done the opposite.

One night, he finally cried.

Not from the pain in his legs.

But for the pain he had caused his country — silently, through his own prejudice.

He prayed.

Not for himself.

But for forgiveness.

He now wanted to live — not just survive.

And not in shame.

He asked the hospital to connect him to Asif’s family.
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Chapter 6: The Visit
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The address was written in shaky handwriting on a hospital notepad. Jumman stared at it for a long time. The nurse had warned him gently, “They may not want to see you. But... maybe it’s the right thing.”

He didn’t argue.

Right and wrong weren’t concepts Jumman debated anymore — they had become as clear as sunlight.

Asif’s home was in a small town on the edge of the plains — lush fields, worn rooftops, the kind of place where neighbors knew each other’s laughter and grief. Jumman had to travel with a hospital volunteer and his newly issued prosthetic legs. He wasn’t steady on them yet, but he insisted on walking. The pain, he believed, was part of his penance.

When they arrived, it was near evening. The orange glow of the sun touched every wall, casting long shadows over the porch where Asif’s mother sat, her dupatta drawn loosely over her graying hair, rosary beads in hand.

She looked up when she saw him.

Jumman’s heart pounded.

He couldn’t speak at first.

“I...” he began, then fell to his knees.

She rose slowly. “Who are you, son?”

“I... I knew Asif. We... argued. I was wrong. He... was better than I ever understood.”

Silence.

He didn’t expect her to say anything. He expected anger. Rejection.

Instead, she said, “You’re wounded.”

He looked up, stunned. “Yes.”

She nodded slowly. “Then you’ve seen it — the truth.”

Inside the house, the walls were lined with photos — Asif in uniform, Asif receiving his university medal, Asif with his younger sister at Eid. There was no mourning in the house. Only pride.

They served him tea. His hands trembled as he took the cup.

Asif’s father came in after a while, a tall, quiet man with eyes full of old strength.
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