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Dear Future Self,

As I write this dedication, I am filled with hope and excitement for the incredible person that you are becoming. I am confident that you have worked tirelessly towards your goals and have achieved great things. You have learned from your mistakes and have grown into a wiser, kinder, and more compassionate human being. 

I want to remind you of your resilience, your strength, and your unwavering determination. Despite the challenges you have faced, you have persevered and have come out stronger on the other side. Remember to always believe in yourself and your abilities, and to never give up on your passions and dreams.

May you continue to find joy and fulfilment in all that you do. May you always stay curious and open-minded, and never stop learning and growing. And most importantly, may you always be true to who you are, and live your life with intention, purpose, and an unshakeable sense of self-worth.

With love and admiration,
Azhar Haque Sario




Azhar: Journey of Love 






Love and Heartbreak


The vast farmland was bathed in the rosy hues of the rising sun. The birds sang merrily, welcoming the arrival of a new day. Peeking over the horizon, the sun cast its light on the fields, making the crops gleam with vitality. Beyond, the countryside lay in a tranquil harmony, enhancing the peaceful existence of the early morning.


As the sun peered over the horizon, their warmth rushed the chill out of the air. The farmers, dressed in hardworking clothes, began their daily tasks, silently exchanging greetings. They got in the line on the tractor, picking up their hoes, pitchforks, and shovels.


As the sky turned from pink to blue, the gently blowing breeze caressed everything, spreading freshness in the air. You could smell fresh soil, ripe grass, and the fragrance of flowers. The earth was alive.


The rustling sounds of the fields as the farmers worked harmoniously were intermingled with the chirping of birds and the hum of bees. The symphony of nature played in the background, a gentle lullaby of peace and calm.


As the sun continued to rise higher, the workers became more robust. Amidst the green fields and vast farmland, they toiled and plowed, busy in their daily duties. And in this harmony of earth and sky, of human effort and nature's goodness, the work of farming commenced.


What a beautiful world and a way of life it was in this little corner of the world, a place sustained by the people who tended it and protected it with love, where the bounty of the farmer's hard work brought nourishment and fulfillment to all. And for those few hours at sunrise, while the world was still calm and quiet, everything felt perfect.


As I walked through the vast fields of the farm, the brilliant sun and the fresh air brushed my face, filling my lungs with new life. I strolled along, taking in the countryside's sights and sounds, enjoying the peace and tranquillity of nature.


The farms around me glistened in a magical haze, a green and gold gemstone that caught the sun and shone brilliantly. Fields of wheat and hay, peas and beans, all danced in the gentle breeze, whispering their secrets to the wind. The trees, fluffy and green, framed the fields, just like a painter's brushstrokes.


With each step, I left my worries behind, and all that mattered was the beauty of the world around me. The singing of the birds, the rustling of the leaves, and the buzzing of the insects made me feel alive. The morning breeze blew through my hair, comforting my soul, and filling me with joy.


As I meandered across the fields, my mind's chaos slowly melted away. The painful memories, past hurts, and tragedies dissipated into the surrounding landscape, bringing with it a feeling of serenity that had eluded me for too long.


The beauty of nature enveloped me in its warm embrace, and I was at peace, free to feel the healing energy of the world around me. With the fresh air and the scent of the countryside in my nostrils, I walked more freely, more confidently, and more inspired.


In that radiant moment, the world seemed perfect, like a beautiful dream world where everything was just as it should be. And with every step I took, I felt more able to handle whatever life might bring my way.


My tears fell like an endless waterfall as I walked through the soft grass, my feet aching with every step. The shoes I was wearing made me uneasy, and the stones on the grass were causing discomfort, but I had to keep moving.


I needed to be alone, away from the crowd, so I could think, so I could process the tragic twist that had come into my life. The chaos of the world around me had become overwhelming, and I needed to escape to a place where I could find peace and clarity.


As I wandered in search of solitude, I thought back to all the events that had led up to this moment, to all the things I had done, and to the things that had been done to me. I recalled those who had left me when I most needed them, when my heart was shattered into a million tiny pieces.


I walked through the fields, the sun's fading warmth comforting me as I thought back. I knew that to move on, I needed to acknowledge the pain that had caused the tears, to confront it, to come to terms with it. I had to learn to let go of the sorrow of a past tragedy, and find a path towards peace.


So, I kept walking, steadily, until I found a quiet spot. I sat down, my heart heavy, and closed my eyes. And slowly, ever so slowly, the pain began to recede. The tears subsided, and the questions that had been preying on my mind began to move to the back burner.


In this moment of peace and quiet, surrounded by the natural beauty of the landscape, I began to find my way back to a more hopeful place. I remembered that life was a journey, and that the pain and tragedy we faced were just as much a part of that journey as the moments of happiness, joy, and fulfilment.


It wasn't easy to let go of the past and all those painful memories, but with each passing moment, it became a little less heavy, until finally, I was able to stand up, and move on.


As I stood there, gazing into the horizon, my thoughts lost in the beauty of nature, a tiny figure caught my attention. A little boy was sprinting towards me, his small legs moving frantically like he was chasing something. I couldn't discern his face, but the sound of his sweet voice calling my name, Azhar, was unmistakable.


He ran with great speed, as if his life depended on it. His tiny breathless voice grew louder with each step until he was right in front of me. His face was beaming with excitement, as he gasped for breath. He looked up at me and said, "Everyone's been waiting for you, Azhar. You need to come home for breakfast right away."


I knew that there was something urgent, something significant that they wanted to tell me. With a heart full of curiosity, I followed the little boy as we ran back home. The morning mist slowly lifted from the trees as the sun pierced through the trees, casting a golden glow all around us.


As we reached our humble little abode, I saw my family waiting anxiously at the door with wide grins adorning their faces. The aroma of freshly cooked food filled the air, and my stomach grumbled in response. I couldn't help but smile at the sight of my loved ones, who were the center of my world.


The whole family sat together in the dining room, and my mother served us with her love-infused delicacies. The warm sun rays filtered through the window, bringing a warmth and a sense of peace to our household. As we talked and laughed, I couldn't help but feel abundantly blessed for my family, who had always given me so much love and support.


In that moment, I realized that sometimes the most important message can be as simple as "come home for breakfast." And as we finished our meal, with the sun shining and our hearts full, I knew that this small moment will always remain etched in my heart - a gentle reminder of the magic that love and family can bring.


As I sat at the breakfast table, listening to my father talk about our farm, my heart was heavy with a sense of foreboding. I knew what I had to tell my father, but the words wouldn't come out. But then, as the conversation turned to family matters, I found the courage to speak.


I told my father about my love for Rose, how she was receiving marriage proposals, and how her father was considering getting her married off. I pleaded with my father to speak to her father and make things right. But, to my utter disappointment, my father refused to intervene in the matter.


He argued about the differences in social status between our family and that of Rose's. He reminded me that our family was just small agriculture land owners while Rose's family were feudal lords. My father didn't want to get involved in a matter that he considered beyond his status.


As I listened to my father's words, my heart sank with the realization that my hopes of being united with Rose were all but lost. The thought of never being able to call Rose my own made me feel empty and shattered.


The breakfast table, which was once filled with warmth and love, was now a gloomy, silent space filled with sorrow and pain. I couldn't even look at my father or my siblings, as the ache in my heart was too much to bear.


As I stepped out of the house, I felt the cool breeze on my face. The world around me was a blur, as my thoughts were lost in my love for Rose. As I wandered aimlessly, thoughts of Rose consumed me. And as I looked up at the sky, the only thing that was able to lift my spirits was the thought of being with her forever.


But, to do that, I knew that I needed a miracle.




Rising from Defeat: Azhar's Journey to self-satisfaction


The weight of the world was crushing Azhar's heart, and he couldn't bear it anymore. He felt like he had lost everything, like the entire universe was against him. His mind was in turmoil, and he couldn't shake off the feeling of defeat.
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