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    For all those who wander, long, and search for a meaning.

This story is for you.
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Chapter One: Where the Sand Waits for Rain
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It had been a year since the feeling arrived—quietly, like a shadow slipping under the door. She had turned sixteen, and something inside her had shifted. Not loudly, not all at once. Just a slow unraveling. A soft ache that settled in her chest and refused to leave.

Since then, joy had become a stranger.

Even Eid, once a festival of laughter and henna-stained palms, felt hollow. The embroidered clothes, the sweet scent of sheer khurma, the clinking of bangles—it all passed through her like wind through a sieve. She smiled when expected, hugged when asked, but inside, she was untouched. Eid came and went, and Gulab remained unchanged. Her heart, like the desert around her, longed for rain.

She lived in a village stitched into the edge of the Cholistan Desert, where the land cracked open like old pottery and the wind carried the scent of longing. The homes were made of mud and memory, their walls painted with faded flowers and prayers. Goats wandered freely, and the air buzzed with the rhythm of handlooms and the rustle of ajrak drying on clotheslines.

But Gulab did not belong to the rhythm.

She belonged to the hush between verses. Her eyes were dark and distant, her voice soft as sand. She moved through the days like a question no one wanted to answer. Her sisters laughed easily, their bangles chiming like monsoon rain. Gulab watched them from the doorway, her fingers tracing invisible patterns on the wall.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
GULAB’S
LONGING

ATALE@RDESERT
AMNA WASEEM





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





