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Chapter 1

When he looked at his son, Amir often mused at the 

strange twists of fate and fortune that had brought them 

here. Things that he had once loved, took utmost pride in, 

had come to haunt him. The bruises on his son’s body and 

his own reminded him of that fateful night. Pangs of guilt 

almost choked him.

They had threatened to kill him if he didn’t pick up the 

knife. “Do it, you little flea!” they had screamed. He had 

looked at the knife and looked at his son’s face. He had 

turned to them and said, “This is for my son.”

His hands had trembled, and he had felt his mouth go 

dry. He had never even slapped anyone, let alone used a 
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weapon. The figure, crouched in the corner, had been 

still. “Just this once,” he had mumbled to himself as he 

mustered the courage to do what he would never have 

envisaged. The striking of a matchstick cast a yellow 

flicker in the room and he had quickly stolen a glimpse of 

his son’s face.

“I’ve nothing more to lose,” he had said to himself and 

lunged forward.

“Stop now,” a stern voice echoed out of the shadows sud-

denly. “Forgotten your promise?” He had turned around 

and frozen. A quick movement of his knife and he knew it 

would have been over but he found it hard to focus in the 

semi-lit room. A spectral figure took shape in the corner, 

a bluish glow filled the room. Had the divine intervened?

He felt a sharp, shooting pain through his shoulder and 

knew he had been hit. More than the hurt, the fear para-

lysed him. Indecisive, he swayed on his feet. Things hap-

pened in quick succession. The figure materialised as if 

by magic a round of gunfire and then — silence. Blessed 

silence. He had fainted.
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would have been over but he found it hard to focus in the 

semi-lit room. A spectral figure took shape in the corner, 

a bluish glow filled the room. Had the divine intervened?

He felt a sharp, shooting pain through his shoulder and 

knew he had been hit. More than the hurt, the fear para-

lysed him. Indecisive, he swayed on his feet. Things hap-

pened in quick succession. The figure materialised as if 

by magic a round of gunfire and then — silence. Blessed 

silence. He had fainted.

After what seemed like an eternity, he stirred slowly to 

find his shirt gently being tugged by a small boy. He got 

up and it all came rushing back to him. Clutching at the 

boy, he asked, “My son? Where is my son?” The boy 

smiled. Amir was taken aback by the villainy in the smile 

of a boy so young. Grasping his arm with his child-like 

fingers, the little boy determinedly pulled Amir towards 

the barn outside. Amir’s shoulder was burning, his body 

protesting at the way it was being manhandled, and by a 

preteen no less! The bright sun was blinding his eyes. 

The boy was too strong for his age, for he pulled Amir so 

fiercely.

“Where do you think you’re taking me?” Amir groaned. 

“You’ll see,” came the high-pitched sing-song reply. The 

boy pulled Amir along with him towards a barn in a grip 

so firm that Amir rejected the idea of resisting.

And then, Amir remembered, a high-pitched wail had 

pierced the silence. It was unearthly. His hair stood on 

end. Amir shivered to think what could have happened — 

every second was turning out to be a bizarre nightmare. 
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He had not even caught the source of the scream when an 

aching whimper filled the barren barn. Amir instinctively 

clutched his heart — the whimper came in broken notes, 

accentuated only by the agonising silence that pervaded 

the air. With an addled mind and a body nearly broken, 

he cast his eyes like a wild animal, scanning every nook 

and crevice.

His eyes stopped near a haystack. A foot could be seen 

from under one end. Had he located the source of the 

noise?

Trembling, he tried to crawl towards the haystack. 

“Please,” he desperately prayed. “Let it not be him.”

But the boy wouldn’t let him move. “No,” he said in the 

same sing-song voice. “But... My son! Is that my son?” 

He flashed a wide, sinister smile and Amir’s jaw 

dropped. Three upper corner teeth were missing — just 

like his son’s.

Sweat was now running down his body in streams. This 

was not a dream, but very, very real. Was it his son?
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Chapter 2

He staggered and slumped to his knees. On level with the 

little boy, he couldn’t help but think the unthinkable.

“Zain? Is that you?” he stuttered and stopped, shaking as 

the child took a gun out and held the muzzle against his 

temple.

The cold metal of the muzzle had seemed to burn the 

blood that was oozing from the wounded skin of his 

temple.

He smelled the blood raw and acrid. It invaded his nos-

trils and brought him to his senses. He blinked again. His 

hand reflexively stroked over the damp crevice on his 

temple. The pain was soothing, numbing his fears and 

bringing him back to his senses. “It’s just a boy. Only a 
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boy,” he thought. “I’m being fanciful.” He began to 

struggle in earnest. The boy tightened his grip painfully, 

but after all, he really was just a boy. 

“He cannot be Zain. He cannot be.” He kept repeating 

the sentence as if to convince himself of the truth of the 

fact. The foot seemed to move a little, as if coming back 

to life. A movement! He hoped the blurring line between 

truth and illusion would end. But the boy stood in 

between like a rock. He flexed his ankle and, wincing in 

pain, stood up over the boy he sincerely hoped was not 

his. Amir gritted his teeth and like the last sliver of life in 

a dying man, felt a strength rising steadily in him. He 

mustered every ounce of energy left in him, and all the 

courage he could gather, to free himself from the boy’s 

clutches. When man realises he has a last chance at life, 

he crosses all limits of strength and surprises even him-

self. Something similar had happened that night. Amir 

got up, the boy could not prevent him anymore. There 

was a brief struggle for the gun — the boy held on to it 

with superhuman strength — a shot rang out — and then 
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but after all, he really was just a boy. 

“He cannot be Zain. He cannot be.” He kept repeating 

the sentence as if to convince himself of the truth of the 

fact. The foot seemed to move a little, as if coming back 

to life. A movement! He hoped the blurring line between 
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his. Amir gritted his teeth and like the last sliver of life in 
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mustered every ounce of energy left in him, and all the 

courage he could gather, to free himself from the boy’s 

clutches. When man realises he has a last chance at life, 
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self. Something similar had happened that night. Amir 

got up, the boy could not prevent him anymore. There 

was a brief struggle for the gun — the boy held on to it 

with superhuman strength — a shot rang out — and then 

silence. Amir took a deep breath and shuddered. The boy 

lay still. A pool of blood was forming under the small, 

prone body.

Amir stared at the boy. He looked so innocent, so 

defenceless in death. Time ticked on. With daybreak  

came a ray of hope. It was time to put the jigsaw into 

place. Slowly, yet steadily, Amir mustered all the 

strength he could and took firm steps towards the hay-

stack. He felt scared to death. Then let out a low chuckle 

at his morbid thoughts. His steps quickened. Finally, he 

reached the haystack. In haste, he pushed aside the hay 

and found... the boy he had just killed. Even as he sank to 

the ground, incredulous, he felt a cold breath, along with 

the soft breeze, on his tired neck. He turned to find that 

same spectral figure at some a distance. Was it real? The 

figure moved closer. Amir blinked once and the figure 

solidified. Not a spectre, then. Amir narrowed his eyes. 

He knew then who it was. Dear God, he knew. That cold 

clammy breath, that chilling voice, that utter disregard 

for human emotions. 
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“Hello, brother. What have we here?” Amir’s voice died 

in his throat. He couldn’t reply.

The figure smiled grimly. “Cat got your tongue, brother? 

Shocked to see your baby sister all grown up? You did it 

anyway, didn’t you? I tried to stop you before. But you 

went ahead and killed.” 

“I had no choice!” hissed Amir. “What is this sorcery? 

How are there two bodies with the same face?” His voice 

broke into a loud, helpless plea, “Zara, please tell me my 

son is okay, please, for God’s sake!” 

Zara smirked. “No, you’re mistaken, brother. It’s not 

sorcery, it’s a labyrinth. You are my pawn.” Amir 

clutched at her and pleaded, “Just tell me if he is alive! 

Please! I promise I won’t say another word.” 

“He might be. Might not be.” Zara said, in an unsympa-

thetic voice. “Not so easily, Amir.” 

Amir had never felt so weak in his 45 years. For his only 

son, he was ready to bow before anyone. Zara smirked, 

“You were never good at keeping a promise” and freed 

herself with a violent jolt. 
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thetic voice. “Not so easily, Amir.” 

Amir had never felt so weak in his 45 years. For his only 

son, he was ready to bow before anyone. Zara smirked, 

“You were never good at keeping a promise” and freed 

herself with a violent jolt. 

“Let's get this straight. What do you want, Zara? Name 

your price, and you shall have it,” Amir begged again. 

“There. That is the difference between you and me. 

There is no price that will suffice. No man has ever 

gotten rich enough to buy time, my dear brother,” she 

said, her words loaded with sarcasm.

“Speaking of time, have you ever respected time? You 

ride high on a misplaced sense of power,” Amir 

lambasted her. 

“Because someone has to pay for someone else’s sins. Oh, 

it’s an old warfare tactic! Didn’t you know?” she said, 

heavy on the sarcarm. 

“What else do you need?” Amir hissed back at her. 

“Fealty from you.” Zara’s smile was venomous. He was 

not going to give in so meekly. He decided to hit where it 

hurt. No one knew Zara better than him and the trait he 

had admired in her as a child, was now sending chills 

down his spine. She never could condone a conscious mis-

take. Never.
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He reached for his pocket and pulled out a jagged piece of 

broken china and breathed heavily in anticipation. This 

was his last attempt. The anxiety was taking over him 

and Zara’s coldness was adding to it. He was aware he 

was taking a huge risk but the highest stakes demand the 

steepest audacities. He was ready.

He slowly spread his palm open and revealed the piece of 

china which glistened under the sun despite its ancient 

age.

He stood up, looked into her eyes, and said, “Zara, he is 

alive. I know where he is. Jamal.”

Zara froze. Her body tightened and she smoothed the few 

wrinkles on her forehead with her hand — a dead givea-

way of her turmoil.

“He cannot still be owning this! No! Not after so many 

years!” The thought pierced her. Her towering stance 

seemed to hunch a little. 

“You give me Zain and you’ll get Jamal. And we never 

see each other’s faces again in our lives,” Amir offered. 

Zara was silent — she looked away. Amir tried to hunt 
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wrinkles on her forehead with her hand — a dead givea-

way of her turmoil.

“He cannot still be owning this! No! Not after so many 

years!” The thought pierced her. Her towering stance 

seemed to hunch a little. 

“You give me Zain and you’ll get Jamal. And we never 

see each other’s faces again in our lives,” Amir offered. 

Zara was silent — she looked away. Amir tried to hunt 

for a change in her facial expression. There was none. 

She seemed to come to a decision and straightened her 

shoulders, almost bracing herself for her own answer.

“Amir, if you expect me to trust you even after all these 

years, you are gravely mistaken. I haven’t changed a bit.” 

“But I have,” Amir whispered. “And I’ll do anything for 

my son.” 

“I don’t believe you, Amir,” spat Zara. “Flesh and blood 

never meant much to you.” 

“Nor to you!!” His voice rose. “You’re barely even human 

anymore!”

“And who’s fault is that?” her chilly facade cracked and 

her face contorted with an ancient pain.

Amir’s phone started to ring. ‘Jamal’ flashed on it.
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Chapter 3

Zara’s frozen face was the last thing he remembered 

before blacking out. When he came to, he was trussed up 

tighter than an animal for slaughter. His bone-deep 

exhaustion warred with the gamut of emotions in his 

heart.  

He tried to keep his eyes open, but his eyelids got heavier 

every unbearable, torturing second that passed. He tried, 

with what seemed to him a heroic effort, to open his 

eyelids. Resisting and then giving in, they slid open. And 

through a thick film of haze, he spotted the silhouette of 

two heads. He blinked with urgency. And then something 

cold, yet gentle, like dew drops hit his face, his eyes. His 
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Zara’s frozen face was the last thing he remembered 

before blacking out. When he came to, he was trussed up 

tighter than an animal for slaughter. His bone-deep 

exhaustion warred with the gamut of emotions in his 

heart.  

He tried to keep his eyes open, but his eyelids got heavier 

every unbearable, torturing second that passed. He tried, 

with what seemed to him a heroic effort, to open his 

eyelids. Resisting and then giving in, they slid open. And 

through a thick film of haze, he spotted the silhouette of 

two heads. He blinked with urgency. And then something 

cold, yet gentle, like dew drops hit his face, his eyes. His 

eyes flickered to see the source and his eyes focussed on 

Zain, gently wiping his brow and ministering his wounds.

Amir blinked in bewildered surprise. 

“Zain,” he throatily croaked. Something shifted in his 

vision and the other silhouette came into focus. Zara. Of 

course, he thought bitterly. Her spectre had always 

loomed large over his life. Amir longed for some respite. 

It had been an ordeal for him so far. He was exhausted 

mentally. A sense of relief dawned on him to see his son 

alive, and for a few seconds he could not feel his own 

pain. There was a sudden splash of ice-cold water on his 

face and a chilling pain cut through him. 

“I decided to be kind. I brought you what you wanted. 

Now give me what I have always wanted. Give me 

Jamal.” 

“I cannot bring him here. There are things you don’t 

understand, secrets that —” 

She slapped him. He was stunned. He sputtered, “You 

never did have the patience to hear the full story.” 

“Go on, tell me. Tell me another fabricated story, like you 



14 Lit for Life #TweetAStory

did years ago. You never get tired of it, do you?” Zara 

dared Amir, a challenge in her eyes. Her heart was racing 

in anticipation of what would he say. She was nervous 

and it was clear on her face. 

Amir took a deep breath. “Do you remember when 

Jamal, you and Rishab went to Europe on a holiday?” 

Amir asked, looking into Zara’s eyes. Zara remembered 

only too well. But she wondered what Amir was getting at. 

“Of course I do,” she spat back.

“You had lost Jamal then itself. You just never realised 

it,” Amir’s voice faltered. And as if years of bottled up 

words had finally found an outlet, Amir went on even as 

Zara stood blank, muted.

“You just couldn’t admit it... admit your loss,” Amir 

repeated. 

Zara raised her eyebrows and listened. Inwardly, she 

wondered if something had gone wrong with her mental-

ly. She knew Jamal hated Rishab, but never figured out 

why. Would she get an answer now? She held her breath. 

“Jamal went through something that no child should ever 
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Jamal, you and Rishab went to Europe on a holiday?” 
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“You had lost Jamal then itself. You just never realised 

it,” Amir’s voice faltered. And as if years of bottled up 

words had finally found an outlet, Amir went on even as 

Zara stood blank, muted.

“You just couldn’t admit it... admit your loss,” Amir 

repeated. 

Zara raised her eyebrows and listened. Inwardly, she 

wondered if something had gone wrong with her mental-

ly. She knew Jamal hated Rishab, but never figured out 

why. Would she get an answer now? She held her breath. 

“Jamal went through something that no child should ever 

have to go through. He was 17, Zara. He reached out to 

you... If only you had taken the effort to see beyond the 

veil that Rishab had covered your eyes with...”

The honking of a car interrupted the charged environ-

ment. Amir turned around. His face lit up. As both of 

them held their breath, the door of the car opened and a 

figure emerged.

“Jamal!” exclaimed Zara. Jamal did not look at Zara, just 

walked towards Amir. Zara could barely believe her eyes. 

Even as she felt her world tilt, she stood firm, resolute, 

not crumbling.

Amir’s tense body relaxed. He looked upwards. The sky 

was heavily overcast. A light drizzle began.

“Come. We must leave. NOW!” Jamal said. He released 

Amir from his bonds and helped him up firmly. “Zain has 

been here for too long. We need to be home.” 

Zain, who was playing with a mica chip, deflecting the 

weak sun’s rays, blissfully unaware of the events around 

him, looked up. 

“Did you miss me?” Jamal asked in an affable tone. 
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“No,” came the reply. “I was making your’s and abba’s 

picture.”

And he pointed towards a crooked image drawn on the 

sand. Jamal smiled and patted Zain’s back in encourage-

ment. “Alright big fella, off we go now!” and he scooped 

little Zain in his arms in one gentle move.

“J...Jamal?” Zara stammered.

Jamal’s demeanour turned hard as he twisted to face her. 

“You have no right to call me,” he spat.

Signalling Amir to follow him, Jamal started for the car. 

Amir, in helplessness, shuffled his feet and reluctantly 

walked towards Jamal and Zain. 

“Jamal! We cannot leave her behind,” said Amir. 

“Leave whom behind?” asked Jamal in a confused tone. 

“We can’t leave ‘her’ behind,” Zain pointed to the droop-

ing figure that was Zara.

With clinical detachment, Jamal murmured, “No, she 

isn’t Zara. She says nothing but half-truths and lies, I 

don’t believe she is who she says she is,” said Jamal.

Amir looked at Jamal aghast. Zain stood blank-faced.
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“Leave whom behind?” asked Jamal in a confused tone. 

“We can’t leave ‘her’ behind,” Zain pointed to the droop-

ing figure that was Zara.

With clinical detachment, Jamal murmured, “No, she 

isn’t Zara. She says nothing but half-truths and lies, I 

don’t believe she is who she says she is,” said Jamal.

Amir looked at Jamal aghast. Zain stood blank-faced.

“What are you saying, Jamal?”

“I’m only repeating what you have been telling me all 

these years,” Jamal replied coolly. 

Amir’s face turned ashen. Zara blinked hard and there 

was a strangulating silence in the air. Then, Amir cleared 

his throat and said, “Lets go.”

“Amir, have you been filling hatred for me in my son’s 

mind all along? Why?” Zara demanded. 

“I'll tell you,” a small voice piped up. 

“Zain, shhh,” said Amir pleadingly. 

“No, I want to tell her — Abba hates you,” said Zain 

simply, looking at Zara. “He thinks you ruined his life.”

Zara narrowed her eyes. “Oh, really?” she said, focussing 

on Zain now. “And what else does your father say?” Amir 

gulped nervously.

“He says that you are also...”

“Zain! Shut up!” Amir closed Zain’s mouth with his 

hand.
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Chapter 4

But Zain was unstoppable. He bit Amir’s hand, jumped 

away from him and nestled close to Zara. Jamal was 

shocked.

Zara looked at Jamal and said, “Son, I don’t know if you 

will believe me, but today, I will tell you everything.”

Amir was aghast. Zara gave him a death glare.

“If you can teach my son to hate me, I can teach your son 

to love me.

“Now. Let’s have a cozy little family chat, shall we? Yes, 

I was the one who ruined you financially, brother. I got 

you and Zain abducted. I wanted you to undergo the same 

pain I was going through, all thanks to you, Amir… 
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But Zain was unstoppable. He bit Amir’s hand, jumped 

away from him and nestled close to Zara. Jamal was 

shocked.

Zara looked at Jamal and said, “Son, I don’t know if you 

will believe me, but today, I will tell you everything.”

Amir was aghast. Zara gave him a death glare.

“If you can teach my son to hate me, I can teach your son 

to love me.

“Now. Let’s have a cozy little family chat, shall we? Yes, 

I was the one who ruined you financially, brother. I got 

you and Zain abducted. I wanted you to undergo the same 

pain I was going through, all thanks to you, Amir… 

I always knew you had a hand in Jamal’s disappearance 

from my life,” she hissed at Amir.

“But a game can be played fair only if the opponent plays 

fair. After Rishab, who was left for me to trust?”

Jamal was watching both of them silently, wondering 

whom to trust. Amir began to crumble.

“I couldn't trust anybody. Death seemed like the only 

plausible option at this point. I had no one with me. No 

one to support. Not a single rupee. And that’s when I 

thought about you and Zain.”

“Your very downfall was trusting Rishab, Zara. It is high 

time we wrap this story, don’t you think?” Amir said.

Just what I had in mind, dear brother. I am all ears to 

what you have to say.”

But Jamal intervened . In an almost-resigned tone, he 

said, “I don’t know whom to believe and whom to not. 

Neither do I need to know now.”

Zain and I have already paid the price big for your cat 

and mouse game. It’s time we put the past in the past, 

where it belongs.”
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Amir and Zara stood rock-still as Jamal’s words hit 

them. They were too overcome by emotion to say anything. 

Wrapping his little fingers around Jamal’s index finger, 

Zain stood up. He paused, just before he turned around. 

His eyes welled up and he held Jamal tightly. Then, with-

out hesitation, allowed himself to be led away by his cousin.

Zara stood there motionless for what seemed like eterni-

ty. “What was I thinking? That I would get lucky?,” she 

said bitterly.

“You were my only family. My big brother. But you stole 

my son away, leaving me all alone in this big, bad world,” 

Zara said mockingly. “And to ensure that I never find 

him, you filled him up with venom against me. Clap! 

Clap!” 

Zara wiped her tears from the side of her sleeves, and in 

a composed tone, said, “So I got you and Zain kidnapped. 

Brought you here to vent out the weight I have been bear-

ing on my heart.”

Zara looked at Jamal and said, “Son, it is only you who 

matters. You must know the truth. I have no expectaions. 
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him, you filled him up with venom against me. Clap! 

Clap!” 

Zara wiped her tears from the side of her sleeves, and in 

a composed tone, said, “So I got you and Zain kidnapped. 

Brought you here to vent out the weight I have been bear-

ing on my heart.”

Zara looked at Jamal and said, “Son, it is only you who 

matters. You must know the truth. I have no expectaions. 

Amir stole you away from me 10 years ago, your step 

father died a painful death within a year. All these years. 

God knows what Amir has told you about me that you 

didn’t even care enough to find out if your mother was 

dead or alive. I kept searching for you everywhere I could 

until I discovered that my own brother had ruined my life.”

She looked at Amir with disgust.

“Jamal, it was not easy to break him, so I had to plot the 

whole drama I wanted him to experience exactly the 

same agony that I went through. So I took away Zain. I 

forced him to do that he would never have dared to do so 

that he feels the extent of love a parent has for a child.”

“I have my reasons for keeping away Jamal from you, 

Zara. Just let me explain,” Amir’s voice cracked as he 

spoke.

“There can’t be any excuses for separating a mother from 

her child, Amir. There just can’t.”

“ARE YOU BOTH BACK TO SQUARE ONE?” Jamal 

burst out. He was clearly tired now. “Cease your bicker-

ing and for heaven’s sake, let’s have some explanation,” 
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he yelled. 

“Fine,” conceded Amir. “Rishab abused Jamal,” he 

stated baldly. “When you didn’t believe him, he came to 

me. I decided to take him away, but he refused to leave 

you,” Amir continued bitterly.

“Is that why you didn’t let Jamal even speak to me? 

Answer me, Amir. And for once, speak the truth.”

“You were too enamoured with Rishab to even consider 

him anything but pure so I was forced to poison Jamal 

against you. It was the only way I could keep him safe,” 

Amir’s voice broke. “There’s no more truth, Zara. Ask 

him for yourself. He’d say the same.”

Zara stood silently, tears streaming down her face. 

Jamal was silent for a minute, then he nodded to Amir. 

“I understand why you did it,” was all he said. He turned 

to Zara. 

“Your turn to talk,” he said tonelessly. 

“I was foolish. Foolish to not see beyond the veil Rishab 

had thrown over me. Foolish to not believe anyone,” Zara 

took a deep breath and continued. 
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him for yourself. He’d say the same.”

Zara stood silently, tears streaming down her face. 

Jamal was silent for a minute, then he nodded to Amir. 

“I understand why you did it,” was all he said. He turned 

to Zara. 

“Your turn to talk,” he said tonelessly. 

“I was foolish. Foolish to not see beyond the veil Rishab 

had thrown over me. Foolish to not believe anyone,” Zara 

took a deep breath and continued. 

“I had figured Amir had you. So once I took control of all 

his assets, I arranged for his creditors to blackmail him 

into a blind kill. I also thought of scaring him by arrang-

ing a pair of twins who looked like Zain. They’re both 

alive, by the way; the gun was loaded with blanks. I 

wanted him to be an emotional mess so he would be ready 

to capitulate to my demands. Men’s vice is considered 

wise. A woman’s cleverness is condemnable,” Zara said 

without a trace of shiver. 

“I did it all to make you realise, not to pay. You haven’t 

lost a thing Amir and Zara stood rock still as Jamal’s 

words hit them — house, money and even your son, are 

all intact. I would have understood. You didn’t try speak-

ing to me at all, Amir!”

Zara was tired but her voice had the strength of a warrior 

who had given it all. She looked at Zain.

“Sadly, realisation stands miles away from you. This is 

pointless. You carry on. Leave me alone.” 

Zara turned her back to them and made as if to walk 

away. But a hand held her wrist and tried to halt her. She 
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neither had the hope nor the stamina to look around.

It was the voice that stopped her. 

“I’m sorry, mother.” 

With a heart beating a thousand beats in that one soli-

tary second, she turned around and found herself 

engulfed in the arms of her son. There was something 

else within his grip. Jamal slowly opened his palm to 

reveal the broken piece of china.

And Zara finally broke down. 

“You kept it after all these years?” 

“Of course, mother. Hunting for treasure on the beach 

with you has been one of my best memories. You remem-

ber how I was convinced this was part of a king’s 

crown?” 

“I do,” smiled Zara. And held out her hand.

The train jolted and a whistle blew. Amir awoke with a 

start. He hadn’t realised he had fallen asleep with the 

memories of that fateful night.
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