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I tried to be a wound healer.

But you left scars on my heart.

Why I Tried to Be a Wound Healer

Copyright © 2025 by Hasnain Muavia (Hassu.M)

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed,

or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior

written permission of the author.

This is a work of emotion first, and fiction second.

Any resemblance to real persons is the deepest kind of coincidence.

First published 2025.

Printed wherever readers carry pain.

For every person who stayed up all night

healing someone who did not stay.

You gave everything.

That is not foolishness.

That is the rarest kind of love.

About the Author

Hasnain Muavia is a software engineer who writes from lived emotion. He moves between logic and vulnerability, code and confession. His days are made of algorithms. His nights are made of everything else.

Why I Tried to Be a Wound Healer is his debut. He writes for those who feel deeply, love completely, and carry their silence with a kind of strength that nobody ever applauds.

He writes because some pain does not fit inside a conversation. Some pain only survives on a page.




And when she said goodbye, I wiped my crying eyes again and again and turned back toward her. Maybe she would stop me. Maybe she would call me back. The eyes in which love once lived   at the last moment, those same eyes had become poison.
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A Note Before You Begin

This book is written at the end of something. Not the end of a life, but the end of a version of a person who once opened every door without checking who was on the other side.

There is a kind of grief that nobody names for you. Not the grief of death. Not the grief of a clean and explainable loss. This is the grief of having loved someone so carefully that your hands forgot how to be empty. And when they finally were, you did not know what to do with them.

This book is for those people. Read it slowly. Let it hurt where it needs to hurt. And know that someone, somewhere, wrote every single word of this from the exact same place you are sitting right now.
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Some people come into your life

not to stay,

but to take something from you

that you will spend years trying to find again.
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The Boy Who Carried Sunshine

He was nineteen years old and genuinely happy.

He did not know yet

that happiness, worn too openly,

invites the kind of people who are hungry for it.

He was not the kind of happy that performs for other people. Not the kind that needs witnesses or applause. He was quietly, privately content   a boy who had learned that his own company was enough, that a warm afternoon and a half-eaten lunch and a breeze through an open window were small gifts worth receiving.

His name does not matter. What matters is who he was. Someone who felt other people's feelings before he understood his own. Someone who could not pass a person sitting alone at a table without wondering if they were okay. Someone who made unity out of divided rooms, who remembered everyone's food order, who checked in when he had no real reason to.

He had no best friend. Not because he was unlovable. Because he was the type of person who gives more than he asks, and people like that are often surrounded without ever being truly known.

He was alone the way a lamp is alone. Not lonely. Just giving light without needing it returned.

Second semester of university. He walked into his programming class on a Tuesday and sat in the front row. Sir announced a quiz. Pair up. He looked around. There was no one for him to pair with. He turned back to his paper, prepared to do it alone the way he did most things.

And then a voice came from behind him.

Thin as thread. Warm as the first morning of March.

Hey. Turn around. Move your chair back.

He turned. She was already smiling. Not the polite kind. The real kind where the whole face moves and nothing about it is calculated. Before he could even respond, she reached out with both hands and pulled his chair backward to make space for them to work together.

He was immediately, deeply shy. His face went warm. He looked at his paper. She laughed at this   not cruelly, but the way you laugh at something endearing that you do not want to embarrass.

They worked through the quiz together. She was sharp and quick and slightly chaotic. He was steady and careful. Between them they answered everything. Top marks. He found out later she always rose to occasions that involved other people.
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