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  The First Cry


  

  








The rain started before dawn — a slow, trembling drizzle that carried the scent of wet soil and something unspoken.


Inside the small maternity ward of Sahiwal General Hospital, the air was thick with urgency, but softer than usual.


The corridor lights flickered in tired rhythms, nurses whispering like ghosts afraid to wake the storm outside.


Imran sat on a metal bench, his fingers clasped around a worn tasbeeh. Each bead clicked like the second hand of a clock — every prayer a plea:


“Just let her live… Ya Allah, please let her live.”


Behind the half-open door, his wife, Hania, struggled for breath. Her cries were not loud, but deep — the kind that seemed to rise from somewhere ancient and infinite. The midwife wiped her forehead, murmuring words of comfort, though even she could feel the air changing — heavy, like the moment before thunder.


Outside, the storm grew.


The rain slid down the windows like tears, blurring the world into gray water.


When the baby’s first cry finally broke the silence, it sounded nothing like joy.


It was sharp, echoing through the sterile room and into the hallway — a cry that felt like it was carrying two lives at once.


The nurse smiled faintly. “A boy,” she whispered, wrapping him in a soft, white cloth.


But Imran’s heart stumbled when he saw the doctor’s face — pale, uncertain, apologetic.


“Your son is healthy,” the doctor said carefully. “But… we lost her.”


The words fell like stones.


For a moment, Imran didn’t move.


He looked through the window where rain danced against the glass and whispered,


“Ya Allah… You took her when You gave him.”


He stepped into the room. Hania lay still, her hand frozen mid-reach, as if she had tried to touch her son one last time. Imran placed the baby beside her, whispering through trembling lips,


“Look… he’s here. You did it.”


The rain grew heavier.


Nurses drew the curtains, but the sound of water filled every space — tapping, whispering, mourning.


Imran kissed her forehead, warm for a moment, and then gone.


When he finally picked up the baby, he noticed something strange.


The boy had stopped crying. His wide, dark eyes stared toward the window — toward the rain — as if he already understood something his father didn’t.


Imran held him tighter.


“You’ll be my strength now,” he murmured. “Even if I have to break for you.”


And outside, thunder rolled like a heart learning how to beat again.


That was the night the rain entered their lives — and never truly left.
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  The Man Who Forgot to Smile


  

  








The boy was named Abdul Rafay, after his grandfather — a name that meant “one who elevates.”


But in the small home at the edge of Sahiwal, elevation was a forgotten thing.


The walls were old, the fan creaked with every spin, and the house smelled faintly of milk, medicine, and rain.


Imran tried to smile for his son. He really did.


He would lift Rafay into the air, whispering little prayers into his tiny ears —


“May you never feel alone like I do.”


But his voice always broke at the last word.


Neighbors would visit sometimes, bringing sweets and murmured condolences.


“Be strong, bhai,” they’d say. “For the boy.”


And Imran would nod politely, hiding the shadows under his eyes.


At night, when the house grew quiet, he’d sit by Hania’s framed photo, the one where her smile looked half real, half eternal.


He’d whisper into the silence,


“I’m trying, Hania. I’m really trying.”


But the truth was, the house had lost its heartbeat.


The only sound that kept it alive was the baby’s soft breathing and the rain that came more often than before — as if the sky had taken it upon itself to grieve with them.


As months passed, Rafay began to crawl, to babble, to laugh — a sound that should have been sunshine.


But even laughter can sound lonely when there’s no one left to share it.


Imran’s health began to wane.


His once bright eyes dimmed, his back hunched slightly, his beard grew untended. He stopped going out, stopped talking much, stopped smiling altogether.


Every morning, he’d hold Rafay close and whisper a single dua:


“Ya Allah, keep him safe. Keep him happy… even if I cannot be.”


One evening, the muezzin’s call echoed through the wet streets.


The rain had returned again — soft, rhythmic, endless.


Imran sat on the verandah, Rafay asleep in his lap. The child’s hand clutched his father’s finger tightly, as if his tiny soul feared letting go.


Imran looked up at the darkening clouds.


There was no sound except the rain and the distant hum of life carrying on — life that no longer waited for him.


He whispered, half to himself, half to the sky:


“Hania… he has your eyes.”


For the first time in months, a faint smile appeared — fragile, trembling, uncertain.


But when lightning flashed, Rafay stirred, and the smile faded once more.


The man who had once filled rooms with laughter had forgotten how to smile without her.


The next morning, the neighborhood woke to a stillness they couldn’t name.


The door of Imran’s house remained closed.


Inside, Rafay’s cries echoed — desperate, piercing, calling for someone who would never answer again.


By the time the neighbors broke in, the rain had begun once more.
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