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About the Author

Shahab Siddiqui is a seasoned author and accomplished professional with over 20 years of experience in the retail industry, having worked with several leading brands and businesses. His vast expertise and leadership in managing large-scale operations have shaped his understanding of people, ambition, and perseverance, which are reflected in his writing.

Shahab’s journey as an author is driven by his passion for storytelling and a desire to inspire. His notable works include:

"Whispers of Mira Road" – A chilling horror tale that masterfully blends suspense with emotional depth.

"The Indian Bride" – A touching narrative that explores themes of tradition, empowerment, and family bonds.

"Successfully Unsuccessful" – A motivational story that celebrates perseverance, resilience, and the relentless pursuit of success.

Inspired by real-life challenges, personal reflections, and the stories of ordinary people, Shahab writes with authenticity and emotional resonance. His works strike a chord with readers by exploring universal themes of hope, determination, and the power of human connections.

In his latest book, "Promises Beyond the Grave," Shahab delivers a heartfelt story about loss, dreams, and legacy. Through the protagonist’s journey, he inspires readers to honor promises, overcome struggles, and create a meaningful life.

When not writing, Shahab enjoys reading, introspection, and sharing life lessons to motivate others on their journeys.

—-

[image: ]


"Promises Beyond the Grave"

Summary:

Rohan’s journey is a story of dreams, perseverance, and love. After the loss of his father, he was thrust into financial hardship and forced to put his childhood aspirations on hold. Despite the struggles, Rohan followed his dream of becoming a doctor, driven by a promise he made to his father—to help others and make his family proud.

Through rigorous training, countless challenges, and moments of doubt, Rohan navigates the demanding path of medical residency. Each success, every patient saved, and every lesson learned brings him closer to fulfilling the promise he made as a child.

In every step, Rohan feels his father’s presence—guiding him, encouraging him. His journey is not just about becoming a doctor but about honoring his father’s memory, finding hope, and proving that even in the face of loss, dreams can come true.

"Promises Beyond the Grave" is a heartfelt story of family, ambition, resilience, and the enduring bond between a father and son, a bond that transcends time and distance.
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Chapter 1: A Father’s Promise
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The warm glow of the setting sun filtered through the small window of the modest Sinha home, casting long shadows on the walls. The scent of dal and chapati lingered in the air, and the sound of laughter came from the living room, where Ashok Sinha, a simple yet strong man with a warm smile and a sharp wit, sat with his son, Rohan.

Rohan was just twelve years old, his hair neatly combed and his schoolbooks open in front of him. His father would often spend time with him during the evenings, helping him with his homework and asking about his dreams. It was one of their cherished routines.

“What will you become when you grow up, son?” Ashok asked, his voice steady but filled with warmth. His eyes sparkled with love as he looked at his young son.

Rohan looked up from his books, his eyes full of ambition and dreams. “I want to become a doctor, Papa. I want to help people and make the world better.”

Ashok’s face broke into a smile. “That’s my brave boy. You’ll make a difference in the world, I promise you.”

His words carried a kind of magic, one that Rohan would remember for years. His father had always believed in him, and that belief fueled his passion for his studies and his dreams.

—-
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A Simple Life of Hope and Promise

The Sinha family’s life wasn’t grand, but it was full of happiness. Ashok worked at a small government office in the city, and his mother, Sadhna, managed the household with grace and strength. They lived in a small, modest home, the walls painted a faded shade of green, with just enough space to fit their needs.

Despite their modest circumstances, Ashok would always remind Rohan of the strength of dreams. “Dreams take hard work, Rohan. They are worth every effort.”

Rohan took his father’s words to heart, his mind always focused on the dream of one day becoming a doctor. Every evening, as his father would pour over the newspaper and his mother prepared dinner, Rohan would find moments to sit by himself, imagining what it would feel like to wear a white coat, to step into a hospital, to save lives.

His heart swelled with hope.

But nothing in life stays the same for long.

—-
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The Day That Changed Everything

It was a regular Thursday morning when the knock came at the door. The sound of the sharp knock, so sudden and unfamiliar, startled the entire house. Ashok had already left for work that morning, and Sadhna was preparing breakfast when the sound came again—louder this time.

“Who is it?” Sadhna asked aloud, as she hurried to put the last touches on the chapati.

Rohan felt his chest tighten. His father had just left, and a strange unease tugged at him.

When Sadhna opened the door, her face fell.

There, standing in the cold morning air, were two strangers—policemen. Their expressions were grave, their voices low and steady.

“We’re so sorry, Smt. Sadhna Sinha,” one of the officers began.

Before they could finish, Sadhna knew. She could feel it in her bones.

“What is it?” she whispered, fear creeping into her voice.

The officers exchanged glances before speaking again. “Your husband... there was an accident on the way to work. We’re so sorry to have to tell you this, but... Ashok Sinha has passed.”

The words hit like a bolt of lightning.

Sadhna swayed on her feet, clutching the door frame for balance. The words felt unreal, impossible.

“No,” she whispered, shaking her head. “No... this can’t be.”

Rohan appeared in the hallway just behind his mother. He could sense that something was wrong—his heart raced, and his hands felt clammy.

He could hear his mother crying, her voice breaking as the news finally sank into her. His father had always seemed so strong, so invincible. How could the world just take him away?

Rohan stood frozen, unable to process the words. His father... gone?

Everything that had once felt safe and warm and full of promise crumbled in that instant.

—-
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The Days That Followed

The funeral was a blur of gray skies, silent prayers, and tears. The neighborhood had gathered to mourn Ashok Sinha, and the simple wooden coffin was lowered into the earth on a hill just outside the city. Rohan stood by his mother, clutching her hand tightly as they whispered their final goodbyes.

He couldn’t believe it. His father, who had always been strong and hopeful, was now gone. Rohan could still hear his voice, the sound of his laughter, and his promise: “You’ll make a difference in the world, I promise you.”

But now that promise felt like a cruel joke.

The days turned into weeks, and the house grew cold. Ashok’s absence was like a shadow that could never be escaped.

They didn’t have much left. With Ashok’s death, the weight of debt and financial burdens took over their small family. Rohan watched helplessly as his mother struggled to keep the house afloat.

One evening, as the wind whistled through the cracks in the windowpane, Rohan picked up his father’s reading glasses from the table by the window. They looked fragile, worn, and familiar. His fingers brushed against them.

I can’t lose you too, Papa, he thought.

He carefully placed the glasses into his school bag. They would stay with him. A piece of his father, close by, even if he would never see his father’s smile again.

He knew life was about to change forever.

—-
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Chapter 2: The Weight of Responsibility
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The days after Ashok’s funeral felt like walking through a fog. Everything in Rohan’s world had grown quiet—too quiet. The house seemed larger without his father’s laughter and presence, and every sound in the early morning felt too sharp, too lonely.

Rohan would wake up and stare at the ceiling for hours, his father’s voice replaying in his mind. His dreams of becoming a doctor felt like they belonged to another life, a life that no longer existed. He could no longer afford to think about becoming a doctor; survival felt like the only priority now.

His mother, Sadhna, was visibly exhausted. After Ashok’s passing, she had to face the crushing reality of financial problems. She would rise every day, prepare food, do the household chores, and yet the stress was etched into her features.

One evening, as Rohan sat at the kitchen table eating a simple bowl of rice and vegetables, his mother’s voice broke through his thoughts.

“Rohan,” she said, her voice trembling. “We’re in trouble.”

Rohan looked up at her, his spoon halfway to his mouth. “What do you mean, Mama?”

She let out a heavy sigh, placing her spoon down. “Your father’s savings are almost gone. With him gone, I don’t know how we’ll make ends meet.”

Rohan froze, his stomach sinking.

The numbers, the debts, the costs of keeping a small home and surviving daily life were piling up. He could see the worry in his mother’s eyes.

“We’ll find a way, Mama,” he said, trying to reassure her, though he wasn’t sure how.

But the next few weeks brought no relief. Sadhna would return home from market trips with little in her hand, her face drawn with exhaustion. The weight of responsibility hung heavily on her shoulders, and Rohan knew that their lives were in a constant state of struggle.
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