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"Mom! My Story is complete today! Now you won't have to work at Merchant Shane's house. I'm giving it to a professional publishing house today. They will definitely like this Story and will make a lot of money from it."

Ryan Andrew's voice echoed through the house... His mother went crazy hearing these words... "First of all, this is just your wild imagination... No publisher will give you a penny. And even if, just suppose, someone does take it, how much money will they give for one Story? It's a trivial matter; how long will that little income last? Therefore, you should stop having these city-slicker dreams. Focus on your studies and stop worrying that I have to work at Merchant Shane house; it's better for you this way."

"Oh, sister! Why do you forget...? Over a hundred of my stories have already been published in magazines all over the country, and every story is highly praised. The publisher I'm going to give my Story to also publish a monthly magazine themselves, and a few of my stories have been published in their magazine too... Therefore, they will surely welcome me."

"Alright! I accept it... They might take the Story... They might even give you a thousand or two rupees. Then, how many months will that money last?... No, my child, this is not the solution to our problems. You focus on your education... When you become qualified after studying... then you can pursue this hobby too; there would be no harm in writing and giving it to a publisher then... you would have gotten a job by then." His mother advised.

"Mom, you won't understand these things... Okay, I'm leaving." Saying this, he left the house... Ethan Publishers was familiar to him. He had been giving his stories to the magazine's editor, but today he had to meet the owner of the publishing house... and his heart was pounding... Reaching the office, he looked around... A clerk was sitting right by the door, busy with work... He stepped towards him.

"Peace be upon you, sir!" he said in a soft voice.

"And peace be upon you too! What is it, brother?" The clerk glared at him.

"I need to meet Mr. Ethan... I have a Story manuscript."

"Okay... Go straight ahead... He is in his office."

"Thank you, sir." He said and moved forward...

He saw a peon sitting on a chair outside the office...

"Peace be upon you, sir! I need to meet Mr. Ethan, I have a Story manuscript."

The peon made a sour face and gestured for him to go inside...

With a pounding heart, he entered inside... Inside, a heavy-set and dignified man was sitting; the hair on his head was gone but his eyes had a sparkle.

"Peace be upon you, sir! Are you Mr. Ethan?"

"Yes... Please, tell me." His warm, soft voice gave him courage. "Sir, I have a Story manuscript."

"Oh ho, brother, you are still too young to write Story's."

"Sir, over a hundred of my stories have been published... Nearly sixteen stories have been published in your magazine 'Daniel as well, and each story has set records for popularity."

"Good... What is your name?.. Because if so many of your stories have been published, I must know your name. I review all the magazines published in the country." Mr. Ethan said in a measured voice.

"My name is Ryan Andrews."

"And yes, really... You have quite a name... Okay, give me the manuscript... and please, have a seat."

He was happy... The goal felt near... He immediately placed the manuscript in front of him and sat on the chair... Meanwhile, Mr. Ethan was flipping through the manuscript, finally he said:

"You come to me in two days... I will have read it by then. Then we'll talk."

"Thank you very much, sir." He said immediately and stood up.

He came home and told his mother about this first success. His mother smiled. Two days later, he entered Mr. Ethan's office again and said:

"Peace be upon you, sir."

Mr. Ethan looked at him, startled, then said... "Who are you?... How can I help you?"

"You didn't recognize me, sir? I am Ryan Andrews."

"Oh! You're the one who came to me the other day with a Story manuscript? You took the manuscript and told me to come back in two days."

"What nonsense are you talking? You must have misunderstood." Mr. Ethan said.

"Wh-What do you mean?" He was stunned.

"I am seeing you for the first time in my life." He made a sour face.

"Wha-What did you say?... You are seeing me for the first time today?" He was stunned, the color drained from his face, he seemed to lose his senses.

"No, absolutely not, you never came to my office two days ago."

"Oh my God! What are you saying... Your peon is a witness to this, sir... In fact, the clerk sitting at the counter outside is also a witness... You must have forgotten, and why would you start denying it now?... At most, it could be that you didn't like the Story... In that case, you can just return my manuscript to me, I'll show it to some other publisher..."

"Astounding... If you never came here, how can I give you a manuscript?"

"I told you, the peon and clerk are my witnesses here."

"One minute! You won't be satisfied like this." Saying this, Mr. Ethan rang a bell. Immediately the peon entered:

"Yes, sir."

"Have you ever seen this gentleman sitting here in front of me before today?"

"No, not at all. I'm seeing him for the first time today."

"What are you saying?... I came here two days ago. You were outside the room, I told you... 'Please get me a meeting with Mr. Ethan, I have a Story manuscript.' Hearing this, you made a sour face and gestured for me to go inside... How can you forget this?"

"Why would I lie, brother, but if you never came, how can I say you did?"

"Did you hear that, sir?... Now let's call your other witness." He said in a worried tone and rang another bell... Soon the clerk entered:

"Do you recognize them?" He says, "They came to my office here two days ago. They had a manuscript which I took from them..."

"I don't know them. I'm seeing them for the first time today."

"What is happening here?"

"Nothing is happening here. You must be some lunatic, please leave immediately, otherwise I will have to force you out."

He felt dizzy, the world seemed to spin... He had written the Story working day and night. He had worked very hard on it... Then he had spent a month polishing it. And he was sure that his Story would create a sensation in the country. It had a very unique idea... But here the situation was completely reversed. He felt the world changing, then he got up in a grief-stricken manner and said:

"Okay, Mr. Ethan... I am leaving. I will never forget your 'kindness' in my life."

Mr. Ethan made a sour face.

And he came out of the room. His steps were faltering.

Somehow he reached home. When his mother opened the door, she saw his condition and started crying anxiously.

"What happened, my child?"

"Mom, what can I say?" He cried.

"Don't be sad... So what if they didn't like the Story. You can show it to someone else, these things happen..."

"That's not the point, Mom." He said in a pained tone.

"Then what is it?"

"They say I never gave them any manuscript... that I never came to their office two days ago?"

"What was the need to say that? If they didn't like the story, they could have just returned it."

"This doesn't make sense. When I went two days ago, I first met the clerk. After asking him, I went to Mr. Ethan's room, the peon was at the door... I talked to him too, but today both of them are also saying that I never came before."

"How can this be... Maybe you yourself forgot, son... Maybe you went to some other publisher and went to the wrong one today."

"What are you saying, Mom?... My stories are published in their monthly magazine... It's a sort of introduction for me, which is why I could take the Story manuscript to them first. If they didn't take it or didn't like the story, that would be another matter. Then I would think about giving it to someone else. From the start, only their name was on my mind." He said quickly.

"Then why did they do this... why did they say that?"

"My mind is still numb, and I can't understand anything."

Mom said:

"My child... There is only one cure for this."

"And what is that, Mom?"

"Oh yes... In the Holy Quran, Allah says, 'Allah is with those who are patient.' So be calm, focus on your education, and trust in Allah."

"Yes, Mom... I will do that."

He said in an emotional voice. When he was overwhelmed with emotion, he called his mother 'Mom' instead of 'Dear Mother'... It was his peculiar way...

And then quite a few months passed after that incident... One day, a month later, he was standing at a bookstall looking at the newly arrived magazines to see if any of his stories were published when suddenly he received a tremendous shock... A shock so powerful it felt like an electric current had passed through him.
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