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Shama's Eyes

This is not a novel about love that dies. Rather, it is about love born from the ashes of a love that perished.
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"Shama's Eyes" is not the story of a prince fleeing his throne, nor of a girl leaving a golden palace for a mud stable. It is something far deeper.

It is the story of a man who saw death twice in the eyes of two different women, leaving him with nothing but to search for God in the eyes of a third woman who knew nothing of him.

Between the kingdom of "Iram", which collapsed under the weight of the crown, the kingdom of "Bam", which suffocated in gold, and the village of "Domah", which knew only water, soil, and death, Ram searches for an answer to a single question:
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Why does heaven take everyone I love?
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This novel is written in a language that sometimes screams and sometimes whispers. A language that tears us apart between one chapter and the next, leaving us to wonder: Is love worth all this pain?

The answer? Read. Then decide for yourselves.
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Love does not die, my friends.

Love only... transforms.
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A Novel

A man who lost everything but his nobility.

A woman whose love was more precious than a crown.
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# **[Chapter One: Frost of Crowns and the Labor of Ashes]**

> On that night, the sky above the great kingdom of "Iram" did not rain water, but rather poured black ink that washed the marble walls of the palace, then seeped into the cracks of the stones as if searching for secrets that thought they had been buried forever. The thunder was not an ordinary sound; it was an earthquake striking hearts before the earth. Every rumble made the servants tremble, and the tongues of fire in the torches danced like terrified ghosts. The wind howled outside the palace like a she-wolf that had lost her pups, beating against the windows fiercely, as if wanting to enter to witness what was about to happen.

> In the eastern wing, where the scent of myrrh and saffron mixed with the groans of pain, "Ram," the young prince of twenty-two springs, stood tall like a Pharaonic obelisk, but in his chest, a forest was ablaze. He stood there, not because he wanted to, but because his legs refused to carry him inside the room. He stared at the hand-carved wooden door, and in the heart of every carving, he saw Layla's face as it was nine months ago: laughing, her hands dipping into a bowl of rose water, her voice whispering to him: "Ram, I love you. I love you more than your crown, more than your kingdom, more than my life."

> His wife "Layla" was writhing on the silk bed like a fish taken out of its sea. She was writhing not only from the pain of childbirth, but from a pain different from any pain women had known before. Her soft body, which Ram had always embraced on nights of love, now refused to be a vessel for life. She tossed left and right, her long black hair scattered on the pillow like an endless night. Her forehead was drenched in sweat, and her lips, which Ram used to kiss every morning, had turned pale as ashes.

> Her screams were not merely pain; they tore the curtains of the room and pierced Ram's golden armor. Every scream hurt him more than a thousand sword stabs. Every scream reminded him that he was powerless. That all his victories in wars, all the kingdoms he had subdued, and all the crowns the peoples had gifted him, were worth nothing before the scream of a woman he loved while she was giving birth.

> He looked at her hands as she wrung the bed covers until her knuckles turned white from the intensity of her grip. He saw the veins in her neck protruding, and her eyes as they teared up from the severity of the pain. And he felt his helplessness for the first time in his life; he who had subdued kingdoms by the edge of his sword, subjugated men with a single shout, and stood in hundreds of battles without his eyelid fluttering, now stood humbled before a labor that was stealing his soul from him before it stole hers.

> "My lord... she is departing!" screamed the midwife, the old woman with trembling hands who had delivered thirty-three princes in Iram. Her real name was "Nar," but no one dared to call her that. She was wiping the blood that had dyed the palace's white linen the color of sacrifice. Her eyes were wide, and that look... the look of one who had seen death a thousand times, but had never grown accustomed to it.

> Nar knew everything about childbirth. She knew when the screaming was good and when it was deadly. She knew when the waters would break and when complications would begin. And at that moment, she knew that something terrible was happening. Her eyes were tearing up, and her voice trembled like a child crying for the first time.

> Ram approached Layla. He knelt on his knees beside the bed. He did not care that his golden armor touched the ground, nor that his royal clothes were getting wet with blood. He held her cold hands. He placed them on his cheek. Her hands were trembling, and her fingertips were blue from the intense cold despite the heat of the room.

> "Layla... listen to me. I will not leave. I will stay here. I will wipe the sweat from your forehead myself. Just breathe. Just stay with me. Do not leave me alone. I cannot live without you. Layla, you are my soul. You are my heart. You are everything."

> Layla lifted her head with difficulty. Her entire body seemed to conspire against her; her neck no longer held her head, her eyes had become glassy, and her lips trembled like a candle in a storm. She looked at him with eyes that had become glassy, but they still carried remnants of the love that had brought them together for seven years.

> "Ram..." she whispered in a barely audible voice. "The child... take care of the child. Take him out of my belly if I die. Do not let him die with me. He is a part of you. He is an extension of our love. Make him live even at my expense."

> That was not a sentence; it was a will. Her words fell like morning dew, light yet heavy on the heart. Ram felt something choking in his throat, and felt tears trying to escape, but he suppressed them forcefully. The men of his lineage do not cry. He had said it to his father once, and to his grandfather, and repeated it to his little brother, Jud. But he wished he could cry at this moment.

> Then the screaming suddenly fell silent.

> It was not an ordinary silence. It was a silence that carried within it the end of something and the beginning of something else. A silence heavier than the mountains of Qaf descended. It was not followed by the cry of a newborn heralding life, but rather by the rattle of death. It was a rattle like the sound of a dry branch breaking on a stormy night. A rattle that would make poets weep and make philosophy fall silent.

> Layla's head tilted to the side, and the life in her eyes, in which Ram used to see his future, his children, his old age, and his death, was extinguished. It went out like a candle extinguished by a cruel, fateful hand. Her eyes remained open, but the light within them had departed to a place no one knew.

> Beside her, on a linen mat embroidered with gold, the "Crown Prince" fell as a cold corpse before he could taste the air. His small body was blue, and his features touched upon Ram's features. His small nose was like his father's, and his black hair like his mother's. But he did not cry, did not scream, did not move. He slept... before he could wake up.

> Ram did not fall weeping. The men of his lineage do not cry; rather, they turn to stone. He walked with mechanical steps towards the small corpse. Each step weighed a thousand pounds. His knees nearly gave way, and his hands trembled as if struck by a severe fever. He touched the child's cold forehead with the tip of his finger. It was cold... like ice. It was cold as death.

> Then he spread his whole hand over the little one's chest. No movement. No warmth. No breath. Nothing. The small heart that had been beating hours earlier beneath her swollen belly had stopped. The pulse that Layla used to feel every night and whisper to him, "Beat, my son, beat for life," had been extinguished forever.

> Ram lifted his hand from the child's chest. He looked at the blood on his fingers. It was red as rubies. It was warm as a life that had just ended. He closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them. His eyes were dry. He did not cry. He could not. Then he turned towards the window where lightning flashed. He looked outside, at the city sleeping under the rain, at the walls he had protected with his sword, at the bridges his soldiers had built, at the people who did not yet know that their prince, their princess, and their little prince had died that night.

> He looked at the sky with bloodshot eyes. He whispered in a voice no one could hear: "Why? Why do you take everyone I love? Why do you leave me alone? What did I do to deserve all this pain? Is losing Layla not enough for me? Is the death of my first child not enough? What more do you want from me?"

> In the dark corner of the room, behind a huge purple velvet curtain, his little brother "Jud," aged ten, trembled. It was not just trembling from cold. It was trembling from horror. From fear. From a grief that a ten-year-old child could not understand.

> His wide eyes, like silver platters, reflected the horror of the scene: blood covering the white silk bed, turning it red as an execution cloak. Layla's cold body like a wax statue. The dead child who had not yet known life. And his brother Ram standing like a stone statue, not moving, not crying, not screaming, only looking at death with empty eyes.

> Jud wanted to scream. He wanted to run out of the room. He wanted to hug his brother Ram and say to him, "Don't cry, I am with you. I will never leave you alone." But he could not. Tears choked him in his throat, and his little heartbeats nearly split his ribs. He opened his mouth to scream, but only a muffled gasp, like the rattle of death, came out.

> Jud felt fear for the first time in his life. Not a child's fear of spiders or darkness, but a deeper fear, an existential fear, a fear that knows life is cruel and death is inevitable. That night, Jud learned a lesson that books did not teach: life is painful, love ends, and death does not ask for permission.

> Ram approached the little one with heavy steps. He walked as if carrying mountains on his shoulders. He knelt on his knee before him to be at eye level. His face was pale as ashes, his eyes red with unshed tears, and his eyelids swollen. Ram's eyes were different now: not the eyes of a prince, but the eyes of a man who had seen death up close for the first time, and knew that he was not only fighting swords, but fate as well.

> He grabbed Jud's shoulders with an iron grip. His hands were rough, and his grasp was harsh, as if wanting to heal its pain with the pain of others. But Jud did not complain. He knew that his brother was in more pain than him.

> "Jud... look at me. Look into my eyes."

> Jud looked. He was crying silently, his tears hot on his cold cheeks. His nose was running from the intensity of crying, and his lips trembled like a desperate child. His tears fell on Ram's hand, but Ram did not feel them.

> Ram spoke in a calm voice, not the calm of contentment but the calm of surrender, like one who had thrown down his weapon before an invincible army. "What you see here... is not death. This is the true face of this world. The world is not just joys, celebrations, and banquets as you think. The world, O Jud, is pain. The world, O Jud, is grief. The world, O Jud, is separation. The crown that shines upon our father's head is not just gold and glitter. It is a shackle of fire. It burns the forehead. It burns the soul. It burns everything."

> "I am leaving, O Jud."

> "Brother... to where?" whispered Jud in a muffled voice, like one afraid that someone other than them would hear. His tears made his words unclear, but Ram understood every word. "The kingdom awaits you. The soldiers await you. Your father awaits you. The ministers await you. And I..." Jud cried louder this time, like a child who had despaired of hiding his grief. "I need you, brother. Who will teach me horsemanship? Who will teach me how to hold the sword? Who will protect me from our enemies? Who will be my support after today?"

> Ram said, his voice coming from the bottom of an abandoned well, like one calling from a grave: "The kingdom needs a king with a heart that has not yet died. The soldiers need a commander who does not weep over the corpses of his loved ones. Your father needs a son to stand by his side. The ministers need a master they respect and fear. Jud... Jud needs a brother to teach him that life does not show mercy."

> "And I, Jud, my heart was buried in this bed an hour ago. It will not beat for anyone after today. It will not love anyone after today. It will not rejoice after today. You be the king. You be mercy. You be strength. As for me... I will go to search for 'Ram' who was lost under the weight of gold. If I find him... perhaps he will bring me back to you. And if I do not find him... then know that I died before I left. And that you will never see me again."

> He wiped Jud's tears with the back of his rough hand. His hand was still warm despite the coldness of the room. He fixed Jud's gaze with his brown eyes for a moment, as if wanting to preserve his brother's face in his heart forever. Then he closed his eyes. Then he stood up.

> In the middle of that dark night, when everyone was asleep, the guards taking turns conversing with the darkness, and the servants sleeping behind locked doors, Ram took off the royal purple robe from his shoulders. The robe weighed heavily, not its actual weight, but the weight of the memories it carried. Every thread in it reminded him of his coronation day, of his wedding day to Layla. But today he took it off like one removing a shroud.

> He tore his silken shirt, embroidered with rubies, with his fingers. He heard the sound of threads tearing like a final scream. The rubies fell to the ground like red tears, rolling on the marble tiles then settling in the far corners. He threw his crown into the fountain basin in the center of the palace. He heard the sound of gold striking water, then the crown plunged to the bottom. That sound was an announcement of the end of an old legend, and the beginning of another that no one knew its end.

> He put on a cloak of coarse camel hair. He felt its roughness on his soft skin that had grown accustomed to silk for years. He felt the pain caused by the rough on soft skin, and smiled for the first time in hours. He put on simple sandals of goat leather, and carried in his pouch only one dagger. He left through the servants' door, walked under the rain, leaving behind him "Iram" which now meant nothing to him but a large cemetery.

> Ram did not look back even once. He knew that if he looked back, he would cry. And crying, in his faith, is forbidden for men. But on that night, in a rain-darkness that hid everything, he cried. He cried while still walking, without looking back. His tears ran down his cheeks like strange rain in the desert. They were hot tears that melted the cold of the night, and salty tears that mixed with the sky's rain. His tears were the first gift Ram gave himself after years of being frozen.

> **End of Chapter One**

—-
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# **[Chapter Two: The Horse Race and the First Meeting]**

> Eight years passed. Years like mountains, heavy, low, groaning under the weight of pain. Ram moved between small kingdoms like the wind that settles nowhere. He worked in the kingdom of "Kish" as a woodcutter. He cut trees with his huge axe from sunrise to sunset. His body had transformed from the softness of princes to the roughness of peasants. His muscles became more prominent, his hands became calloused, knowing not the meaning of softness, and his eyes became deeper and more cautious.

> In the third year, he moved to the kingdom of "Lar" where he worked as a builder. He carried stones on his bare back. Each stone weighed fifty pounds, and he carried ten stones a day. His back, accustomed to carrying a king's cloak, now carried merciless stones. In the fifth year, he arrived at the kingdom of "Nud" where he worked in the quarries. Here, Ram learned the meaning of true physical pain. A rock fell on his right shoulder, breaking a bone that had healed with difficulty. He let out a muffled cry of pain, then returned to work after two days.

> In the seventh year, he arrived at the kingdom of "Bam". Bam was different from other kingdoms. It was greener, its rivers clearer, and its markets full of silk and spices. He settled there as a stable hand for the merchant "Das", the richest man in the kingdom.

> Das had an only son named "Tab". Tab was a young man of twenty-three, handsome like his father, but arrogant like one who inherited vanity with his blood. He owned a purebred Arabian mare, black as night, extremely stubborn. None of the stable hands could ride her. She threw anyone who approached her as if they were light weights. She bit three of the stable hands until blood flowed from their arms. She kicked two others who crashed into the wall, their ribs broken. She escaped the stable twice, breaking iron doors. Tab named her "Inad" (Stubbornness).

> As for Ram, he was a simple stable hand, taking care of the ordinary horses not fit for war or decoration. His job was to clean their stables, feed them, and comb their manes. No one tasked him with taming "Inad". But he watched her from afar. He studied her movements. He would sit for hours in a corner of the stable looking at her, contemplating her, understanding her.

> One day, "Inad" broke her stable door for the third time. She was running in the field like a meteor, her hooves beating the ground like war drums. The servants were screaming, the stable hands running, and everyone hiding. Tab looked at the stable hands and shouted, "Which of you will stop her? Who dares? I will give him ten gold dinars if he stops her." Everyone fell silent. No one dared. No one wanted to die under the hooves of a mad mare.

> But Ram stepped forward. He said nothing. He just walked slowly towards the field. He stood before "Inad". She looked at him with her large, black eyes. Her breath was hot, rising like smoke. She was trembling with anger. Ram looked into her eyes. He did not raise his hand. He did not shout. He just looked. Then he whispered words that humans do not understand. Words in an ancient language he had learned from the old knights of Iram.

> "Inad" calmed down. She stopped running. She stood still as a statue. Ram approached her slowly. He extended his hand slowly. Placed it on her neck. She calmed. He led her to the stable easily as if she were a gentle lamb. From that day on, "Inad" followed him like his shadow. She ate from his hand. She allowed only him to ride her. Neither Tab nor anyone else ever rode her.

> The news spread in Bam. People said, "The new stable hand tamed Inad. The man who tamed Tab's impossible mare." Ram became known. People came from neighboring villages to see him. But he remained silent, humble, sad. Horses understood him. But humans did not.

> On the annual race day, all of Bam gathered in the large field. The horse race was the most famous event in the kingdom. Princes, merchants, and commoners came. People bet on their horses. The sky was blue and clear, and the wind was light, carrying the scent of dust and grass.
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