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About the Author

Abdullah Jumaa Al-Mudhahika is a Qatari writer and
researcher with a profound intellectual vision drawn
from his personal experiences between the East and
the West. Having lived through the differences in
customs, traditions, and religions, he has been able
to offer a deep perspective on cultural interaction
and human understanding.

Al-Mudhahika received his education in the United
Kingdom, where he attended the Royal Military
College of St. Helier, and later continued his studies
in the United States, specializing in occupational
health and safety sciences. Additionally, he pursued
the study of comparative religions, a field that
allowed him to delve into understanding the
differences and intersections between religions and
cultures from an intellectual and human perspective.
He served as the Executive Director of Health and
Safety at Qatar Foundation for Education, Science,
and  Community  Development, contributing
significantly to the development of Education City
through coordination with American universities,
helping to build a multicultural educational
environment that reflects the spirit of openness and
academic collaboration.

Al-Mudhahika has made numerous intellectual and
literary contributions that reflect his balanced vision
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on issues of coexistence and dialogue between
cultures. Among his most prominent works are:

e “I' Will Meet You at the Crossroads”

e “The Awakening”

e “What You Don’t Know”
Through his writings, Abdullah Jumaa Al-Mudhahika
seeks to establish a culture of dialogue and
understanding between civilizations, believing that
true knowledge and a deep understanding of the
other are the foundation for peaceful coexistence in
a rapidly changing world where cultures are
intertwined.



Synopsis of the Novel: “When East
Meets West”

The novel explores the themes of identity, love, and
belonging through the story of Omar, a young Gulf
Arab raised in a traditional environment but never
fully feeling like he belongs. After losing his father at
a young age, he finds himself trapped in a whirlwind
of responsibilities and societal pressures, pushing him
to search for a deeper meaning in his life.

The story takes a pivotal turn when Omar falls in love
with Josephine, an English woman from a world
entirely different from his own. In an era before
technology made cross-cultural relationships easier,
they embark on a journey of love, facing traditions
and customs that stand in their way. Omar travels to
Britain, where he engages with priests and discusses
religious and cultural issues that challenge and
reshape his perspectives. He then returns home,
grappling with new challenges—both in his
relationship with Josephine and in the deepening
ideological conflicts within himself.

This novel is more than just a love story; it is a
profound intellectual and psychological journey that
delves into questions of identity, faith, and society.
Omar struggles to reconcile his cultural heritage with
his personal vision of life. Through diverse characters
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and compelling events, the novel explores the
concept of love and freedom within the constraints
of social and religious traditions, raising the question
of whether cultural differences can truly be bridged
to find common understanding.

“When East Meets West” is not just about a romance
between a Gulf Arab man and an English woman—it
is a story about the challenges individuals face in
their quest to discover themselves in a world full of
restrictions and contradictions.



“When East Meets West” — Main
Characters

1- Omar — The protagonist, a young Gulf Arab who
lost his father at an early age. He struggles with
the conflict between traditions, love, and
belonging. His journey takes him across
different places, exposing him to complex life
experiences.

2- Josephine — An English woman raised in a
completely different environment from Omar.
She shares a deep love story with him, but
their relationship faces numerous challenges
due to cultural and social differences.

3- Omar’'s Mother — A strong woman carrying
scars from her past. Her harsh childhood
shaped the way she interacts with her children
and husband.

4- Omar’s Father — A wise and calm man who
played a significant role in Omar’s life but
passed away early, leaving a profound impact
on his son.

5- Omar’s Uncle — A key figure in the family’s
move to Bahrain, influencing his mother’s
decisions.
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Mohammed - Omar’s friend, who shares
important life experiences with him and
provides support at crucial moments.

Rashid — Another friend Omar meets in his
village. Their conversations revolve around
identity and belonging.

Secondary Characters
Omar’s Cousins
Some support Omar and his family after his
father’s death, with one even offering them a
small house.
Others view him differently due to his
openness to other tribes, creating a social
conflict.
The Old Woman (who poisoned Omar’s dog)
Represents the fear of change and difference,
as she kills “Hiyalo” out of fear of the dog.
Symbolizes prejudice and fear of the unfamiliar
in traditional societies.
Teachers and Schoolmates
Some are supportive of Omar, while others see
him as different due to his background and life
experiences.

10



e One particular teacher plays the role of a
mentor, encouraging Omar to pursue his
education despite hardships

Introduction

Love knows no boundaries, yet sometimes, it collides
with invisible walls stronger than any geographical
distance. This is not just a love story between a young
Gulf man and an English woman—it is a journey
between two distant worlds, where traditions and
customs clash with the call of the heart, and where
love becomes a test of patience, sacrifice, and fate.
Omar, a boy who lost his father at an early age, grew
up in a home where warmth was a distant memory.
He wasn’t just searching for love—he was searching
for a home in someone’s heart, for a sense of
belonging that fate had denied him. On the other
side, Josephine was raised in a world without
restrictions, her dreams unconfined by cultural
expectations. Yet, despite everything, she felt a void
within her, as if she were searching for something
she had never known—until she met Omar.

Their encounter was anything but ordinary. In a time
when technology had not yet bridged all distances,
love was tested by patience, and separation felt
insurmountable. Letters took days to arrive, and
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phone calls were a rare luxury. Yet, against all odds,
their love burned brightly—passionate,
overwhelming, but fraught with risks.

He saw in her the freedom he had never known.

She saw in him the depth she had never
encountered.

But is love ever enough? Can two souls from opposite
cultures forge a common path stronger than the
weight of history? Or will their differences, no matter
how small they seem, widen into an unbridgeable
chasm?

Through secret meetings, longing letters, and stolen
moments in faraway places, they lived a love that
defied distance—yet not even love is immune to the
harshness of reality. When family, society, religion,
and tradition draw their lines, they find themselves
confronting the inevitable question:

Can the heart withstand everything, or does fate
always have the final word?

When East Meets West is not just a love story; it is a
journey through identity, culture, and choice. A story
where love battles tradition, dreams intertwine with
reality, and memories stand as witnesses to the
decisions that shape our destinies.

Here’s a refined version of The Calm Before the
Storm, enhancing its emotional depth, flow, and
engagement while keeping the essence intact:
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Part One: Roots and the First Departure

The Calm Before the Storm
Before the storm began, life seemed peaceful—or at
least, that’s what | thought.
We lived in a modest home, small in size but full of
life. It was never silent—the voices of my siblings
intertwined with the laughter of neighbors in the
narrow alleyways, while the aroma of my mother’s
cooking drifted through every corner. We were seven
children—four girls and three boys—and I, Omar, was
the eldest of the sons. At six years old, my world felt
vast, even though | had barely stepped beyond the
threshold of our home.
My father was a quiet, steady man, his voice carrying
a wisdom | was too young to fully grasp. | would sit
beside him, listening to his stories—not always
understanding them, but finding comfort in their
rhythm. My mother, on the other hand, ran the
household with relentless discipline. She moved like a
machine that never stopped—organizing, directing,
ensuring everything functioned—but she rarely
showed tenderness.
In our home, love was never spoken aloud. It existed
in silence, hidden beneath responsibility and routine.
| often wondered why warmth came so easily in my
friends’ houses—why their mothers would place a
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gentle hand on their heads, why their fathers played
with them before bedtime. Was love something
meant to be said, or only felt?

| didn’t know then that these quiet days, with all their
cold serenity, were merely the calm before the
storm. | didn’t realize that a single decision—one |
had no say in—would change everything.

My father worked for an oil company in Qatar, a rare
opportunity at the time. His fluency in English made
him invaluable, allowing him to communicate with
foreign managers and secure a stable career. As the
company grew, many of his colleagues who stayed
became wealthy, rising through the ranks. But my
father never chased riches; he sought only security
for his family.

My mother, however, had a different vision. She saw
Bahrain as the ideal place for us—a place where she
could shape our lives according to her own plans. In
secret, she sent money to her brother, who began
building a house for us without my father’s
knowledge. By the time he discovered it, the house
was nearly finished. He had little choice but to move
with us, even though he knew this decision would
alter our lives forever.

When he learned of my mother’s plan, he didn’t react
with anger. Instead, | saw something far worse—
disappointment. He wasn’t a man who raised his
voice or fought over fate, but neither was he
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someone who easily accepted what was forced upon
him. In his eyes, | saw a quiet sorrow, a sense of
betrayal, as if a part of his life had been rewritten
without his consent.

For days, he withdrew into silence, processing the
reality that had been decided for him. But my father
was not a man who ran from responsibility. Once he
accepted the inevitable, he gathered himself and
chose to move forward—perhaps hoping that in
Bahrain, he would find what he had lost.

But what he didn’t know was that Bahrain would not
be the refuge he had imagined.

It would be the beginning of changes none of us were
prepared for.

Here’s a refined version of Roots of Pain and
Resilience, enhancing its emotional depth, clarity,
and engagement.

Roots of Pain and Resilience

My mother’s childhood was not just a passing
phase—it was a trial by fire, one that shaped her into
the woman she became.

She grew up in a home where poverty was more than
just a lack of money—it was an absence of love, of
warmth, of security. The youngest of five siblings, she
was never cherished, never protected. Instead, she
was forced to grow up too soon, navigating a world
that showed her little kindness.
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Losing her mother at a young age was painful, but
what followed was far worse. Her father, uncertain
how to raise an orphaned daughter, remarried
quickly. His new wife was different in every way—
blind in sight, yet cruelly perceptive in her judgment.
To her, my mother was nothing but an unwanted
burden, a problem to be dealt with rather than a
child to be nurtured.

Their home was not just cold—it was a prison
without bars. There were no gentle hands to comfort
her, no words of reassurance. Instead, she was
subjected to endless demands, expected to clean,
cook, and obey without question. Play was a luxury
she was never allowed. Over time, she learned that
silence was her only refuge, though even that did not
shield her from the emotional drought that
consumed her.

Her only solace was her eldest sister, who had
married young and built a life of her own. Despite
having a family to care for, she became the closest
thing to a mother my mother had ever known.
Whenever she could, my mother would run to her
sister’'s home, seeking temporary escape. There, for
fleeting moments, she experienced the warmth of a
real family. But no matter how comforting those
visits were, she always had to return—sneaking back
under the cover of night to avoid her father’s wrath.
Her stepmother left a mark on everyone’s life—not
just through her cruelty, but in the way her own story
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ended. When her son, born to my mother’s father,
grew up, he showed her no more mercy than she had
shown others. When he took charge of the
household, he cast her aside, shutting her away in a
small room without air conditioning, as if she were a
relic of a past he wanted to erase. She died alone,
abandoned by the very family she had sought to
control. It was as if fate had returned to her a fraction
of the suffering she had inflicted.

But for my mother, this was not justice—just another
lesson in life’s relentless cruelty.

She carried her wounds in silence, never forgetting
the hardships of her past. She had survived, but
survival came at a cost. She had learned to be strong,
but also to be guarded, to build walls around herself
so that no one could hurt her again.

And when she became a mother herself, she stood at
a crossroads. She longed to be different from those
who had raised her, yet feared she might
unknowingly repeat their mistakes.

Thus, our story began—with a woman who had
emerged from the ashes of a harsh childhood, trying
to build a life she wasn’t sure would ever truly be
different.

Here’s a refined version of My Mother’s Marriage to
My Father: The Beginning of Another Journey,
enhancing its emotional depth, clarity, and
engagement.
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My Mother’s Marriage to My Father

The Beginning of Another Journey
My mother’s marriage to my father was not just a
transition from one home to another—it was the
beginning of a new chapter, one that held the
promise of escape from her painful past. But life had
a way of writing its own script, one far different from
the stories we tell ourselves.
My father was a man of ambition, his mind filled with
dreams that stretched beyond the walls of home and
family. He was deeply immersed in nationalist ideals,
passionately discussing the future of the nation,
politics, and progress. To him, work was more than a
means of survival—it was a mission, a path toward
something greater.
My mother, on the other hand, was searching for
something far simpler. After a childhood defined by
neglect and hardship, she longed for stability, for
warmth, for a home where love was not just a
fleeting concept but a lived reality. She wanted a life
where emotional security came before ambition,
where presence mattered more than promises of a
better future.
At first, their marriage seemed to take a natural
course. There was love—or at least, there was hope
that love would grow. My mother believed that this
union would bring her the safety and belonging she
had never known. My father, in turn, saw in her a
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partner who would stand by him as he pursued his
aspirations.

But life quickly revealed its contradictions.

My father’s work demanded frequent travel, pulling
him from one city to another, often leaving my
mother to manage the household alone. She bore the
weight of daily life—raising children who arrived one
after another, handling responsibilities both big and
small, making decisions that shaped the family’s
existence. Yet, she did so in solitude, longing for the
companionship she had imagined marriage would
bring.

To my father, providing financially was the ultimate
expression of love and duty. He worked tirelessly,
believing that his absence was a necessary sacrifice
for a better future. He never realized that absence
could wound more deeply than poverty, that a house
could be full yet still feel empty when the warmth of
togetherness was missing.

My mother tried to adapt, convincing herself that this
was simply the nature of life. That being a wife and
mother meant enduring sacrifice. But in the quiet
moments—when the children were asleep, when the
chaos of the day had faded—she felt the weight of
loneliness pressing against her. She did not crave
wealth or luxury. She only wanted presence. A simple
conversation about her day. A sign that she was seen,
that her efforts mattered.
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There was love between them, but it was a love
constantly tested. There were moments of joy, stolen
laughter in the midst of life’s demands. But there
were also long silences, unanswered questions. Could
boundless ambition coexist with the need for
stability? Could a man who was always absent still
hold a place in the heart of the one waiting for him?
As the years passed, my mother learned that love
alone was not enough. That balance was essential—
between ambition and belonging, between duty and
affection. She struggled to find that balance, but life
never seemed to offer her enough chances.

Their story was not just a struggle between two
people—it was a clash between two opposing visions
of life.

And as my mother tried to hold onto the home she
had built, my father continued moving forward,
believing that everything was as it should be.

Yet deep down, my mother always wondered:

Was this truly the life she had fought so hard to
create?

And could a woman ever find happiness in the
shadow of a presence that never truly stayed?

Moving to Bahrain — The Deception of a Lifetime
We lived a quiet life in Qatar, surrounded by family
and friends, while my father worked tirelessly to
provide us with a decent living. He was not a wealthy
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man, but he was ambitious. His fluency in multiple
languages, including English and Hindi, made him
invaluable in his company, where most of the
management were foreign, particularly British. At a
time when few Qataris spoke English fluently, he
became a vital bridge between cultures. His work
gave him purpose, a sense of identity beyond just
providing for his family.

But while my father saw Qatar as his future, my
mother saw it as nothing more than a temporary
stop.

- e .

Omar visits the local market in Qatar with his father
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What he didn’t know—what none of us knew—was
that she had been planning our departure long
before he ever suspected.

In secret, she had been setting aside a portion of his
salary, sending it to her brother in Bahrain. With that
money, he built a house for us, brick by brick,
decision by decision—all without my father’s
knowledge. He believed that every riyal he earned
was going toward our life in Qatar, toward our
collective well-being. He never imagined that part of
his hard work was funding a future he had not agreed
to.

When the house in Bahrain was finally completed, my
mother was ready for the next step. She no longer
saw Qatar as home. To her, Bahrain was a fresh start,
a place where she could carve out a life on her own
terms—away from family expectations, away from
the limitations she had always felt. But she knew she
couldn’t leave on her own. She had to find a way to
convince my father to abandon everything he had
built and follow us there.

She began pressing him to leave his job and move. It
wasn’t an easy decision for him—he had worked too
hard to establish himself, and he knew that job
opportunities in Qatar were far better than what
awaited him elsewhere. He resisted at first, but in the
end, he gave in—perhaps out of love, perhaps out of
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exhaustion, or maybe because he felt he had no
other choice.

When we arrived in Bahrain, we carried with us new
dreams—or at least, that’s what | thought.

For me, it felt like an adventure, a chance to explore
a new world. But for my father, it was something
entirely different. It didn’t take long for him to realize
the truth. The house we had moved into was not an
unexpected opportunity but the result of years of
planning—planning he had never been a part of.

He understood then that my mother had never
intended for Qatar to be our permanent home. That
she had made decisions for all of us without him.

And for the first time, | saw something break inside
him.

The tension between them grew. It was no longer
just a passing argument; it was a deep fracture
widening by the day. My father, who had once
believed Bahrain would be a fresh start, now saw it as
a cage he had walked into unknowingly. My mother,
on the other hand, believed she had done what was
best for us, even if it meant disregarding his wishes.
But Bahrain was not the new beginning she had
envisioned. It was not the refuge she had hoped for.
Instead, it was the beginning of a struggle none of us
were prepared for.
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The Tragedy of Bahrain and Forced Return
At first, Bahrain felt like a new beginning. We settled
into the house my mother had built with the help of
her brother, near the sea and close to my paternal
grandfather’s home. It should have been a place of
stability, a fresh start. But soon, we discovered that
stability was not about walls or a new location—it
was a feeling, and it was something we did not have.
My father, once a respected employee in Qatar,
struggled to find work in Bahrain. The opportunities
he had left behind did not exist here. In the end, he
was forced to take a job as a taxi driver at the
airport—a far cry from the position of influence he
once held. He left home early in the morning and
returned late at night, his exhaustion visible in every
step, though he never complained. He tried to hide
his disappointment behind a calm smile, but | saw it.
We all did.
During this time, | started school in Bahrain, entering
the first grade. | made new friends, and in many
ways, | was in a phase of discovery—getting to know
a new place, new people, a new rhythm of life. My
grandfather, thrilled that we had returned, took me
under his wing, sharing stories of the past, eager to
pass down his wisdom.
One evening, he took me to the beach, where the
vast sea stretched endlessly before us. We sat on the

24



sand as he pointed toward the horizon, his voice
filled with nostalgia.

“These wooden boats,” he said, gesturing toward the
fishing dhows bobbing in the water, “were our lifeline
before the oil boom. We would take them to sea,
sometimes for weeks, sometimes months, diving for
pearls in the depths”.

| listened, intrigued. “But how did they survive for so
long out there”?
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He smiled, his gaze distant. “It was not easy. The sea
was cruel at times. The heat was unbearable, the
storms unpredictable. But they endured. They knew
that hardship was temporary and that patience
would lead to reward. More than anything, they had
each other. That’s what kept them going”.

| let his words sink in, picturing men braving the
waves, their survival depending not just on skill but
on unity. “Did they ever feel lonely out there?” |
asked.

My grandfather’s expression softened. “No one is
truly alone when they are part of something bigger
than themselves. At sea, they were brothers. They
looked out for each other, shared their burdens. That
is what gave them strength”.

| watched the waves rolling in, carrying with them the
echoes of those past journeys. In that moment, |
understood that the sea was more than water—it
was a teacher, a test, and a reminder of resilience.
But even as | listened to my grandfather’s stories,
something heavy hung over our family. | was too
young to understand it fully, but | could feel it. A
tension, an unease, a sense that something was
slipping away.

Then, the storm we never saw coming arrived.

One night, during a gathering of taxi drivers, a fight
broke out. My father was caught in the chaos, pushed
to the ground, his head striking hard against the
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pavement. There was no blood, no visible wound,
just unconsciousness. The men, fearing police
involvement, carried him home under the cover of
darkness and laid him in bed.

My mother, uneducated and unfamiliar with the
signs of head trauma, mistook his state for simple
exhaustion. She didn’t call for help. She didn’t know
she needed to. Instead, she turned to me—just seven
years old at the time—shaking me awake in the dead
of night.

| followed her into my father’s room, the air thick
with silence. His breathing was shallow, his groans
faint but unsettling. She knelt beside him, whispering
his name, her hands trembling as she tried to wake
him.

| hesitated before stepping closer. Slowly, | reached
out, my small fingers brushing against his forehead.
And then | felt it.

A deep fracture beneath my touch, something that
should not have been there.

| pulled my hand away, my breath catching. | didn’t
have the words to describe what | had just felt, but |
knew—instinctively—that something was terribly
wrong.

The next morning, my uncle arrived and rushed my
father to the hospital. | refused to go with them. |
didn’t know why, but | felt that going meant
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goodbye, that hospitals were places where people
went and never returned.

Five days later, my worst fear became reality.

They came back without him.

No one needed to say the words—I saw it in my
mother’s eyes, in the quiet mourning that filled the
house. | didn’t ask questions. | didn’t cry. | simply sat
in the corner of the room, hugging my knees to my
chest, trying to grasp the fact that my father was
never coming back.

But in some ways, he never truly left.

In the nights that followed, | dreamed of him. | saw
him walk through the door, smiling, opening his
arms. But just as | would run to him, just before |
could reach him— | would wake up.

The dream came again and again, night after night,
year after year. It was as if my mind refused to let go,
as if a part of me believed he would return.

Then, the second loss came.

A week after my father’s passing, | found my dog,
Hialo, lying on the ground, his body trembling, his
eyes searching for me in silent plea. That dog had
been a gift from my father, my companion, my only
remaining link to him. But now, he was dying before
my eyes. | could do nothing.

My father had once saved Hialo from poisoning,
pouring a bottle of 7UP down his throat to make him
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vomit the toxins. But now, my father was gone. And
this time, there was no one left to save him.

| watched as Hialo took his last breath.

It was as if | was reliving my father’s death all over
again—except this time, | was truly alone.

After that, | withdrew. At school, | wasn’t like the
other children. | didn’t laugh as much, didn’t play
with the same carefree innocence. | watched them
from a distance, sometimes smiling, but never truly
part of their world. They lived in the moment, while |
was trapped in a cycle of loss.

| asked myself over and over: What if | had gone to
the hospital with my father? Would he still be alive?
What if | had known how to save Hialo? Would things
have been different? There were no answers. Only
silence.

My mother, drowning in her own grief, had little
comfort to offer. She was consumed by survival, by
the weight of providing for seven children alone. She
had no time to hold me when | woke up terrified
from my dreams. No one reassured me when fear
creptin.

But something else began to grow inside me.

| didn’t recognize it then, but later, | would
understand. It was resilience.

Life had shown me, at a young age, that it would not
wait for me to catch my breath. That sorrow does not
ask permission to stay. That grief is not something

29



you move past—it is something you carry, something
that shapes you.

| learned to hide my pain. To face things alone. To
smile, even when my heart was heavy. But | didn’t
yet realize that my past, with all its weight, would
shape every step | took in the future—especially
when the day came that | would meet someone who
would change my life forever. Someone | never
expected. Someone | had been waiting for all along.

Childhood... A Search for Belonging
From the outside, my childhood appeared ordinary. |
was surrounded by family, laughter echoed through
our home, and life moved forward as it always did.
But beneath the surface, there was an emptiness |
could never quite explain.
| was not unloved—my mother cared for me in her
own way—but love in our house was never spoken
aloud, never expressed in the tender gestures | saw
in other families. It was something silent, something
distant. | lived among my siblings, yet | often felt like
an outsider, watching rather than belonging.
| longed for a sense of warmth, a place where | truly
felt seen. | searched for it in my father’'s quiet
strength, in my mother’s unwavering discipline, in
the chaotic joy of a house filled with voices. But no
matter how hard | tried, something was always
missing.

30



And then, a second loss.

A week after my father’s passing, | found my dog,
Hialo, lying motionless, his body trembling, his eyes
searching for me as if pleading for help. My father
had once saved him from poisoning, forcing a bottle
of 7UP down his throat to make him vomit the toxins.
But now, my father was gone. And this time, no one
could save him.

| watched as he took his final breath.

It was as if | was reliving my father’s death all over
again—except this time, | was truly alone.

After that, something inside me shifted. At school, |
was not like the other children. | didn’t laugh as
much. | didn’t play the way they did. | watched them
from a distance, sometimes smiling, but never truly
part of their world. They lived in the present, while |
was trapped in memories, haunted by questions that
had no answers.

What if | had gone with my father to the hospital?
Would he still be alive?

What if | had found Hialo sooner? Could | have saved
him?

What if?...

But life does not give answers. It only moves forward,
indifferent to the wounds we carry.

My mother tried to move on, drowning herself in the
struggle to provide for us. She had no time for grief,
no space for emotion. She was always in motion,
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always fighting to keep us afloat. She could not offer
me comfort when | woke up in the middle of the
night, terrified by dreams of my father. She could not
reassure me when fear crept into my heart.

So, | learned to carry it alone.

| learned that love is not always spoken. That warmth
is not guaranteed. That grief is something you live
with, not something you escape from.

And | learned that some of us spend our entire lives
searching for a place to belong.

Something inside me shattered. It was not just grief—
it was helplessness, the overwhelming realization
that | had no power to stop the things | loved from
being taken away. First my father. Now Hialo. It felt
as though the world was slowly erasing everything
that made me feel safe.

After that, the house felt emptier. The streets felt
lonelier. School became a blur.

| withdrew into myself. | no longer ran through the
alleys with the same careless energy. | no longer
waited for the sound of paws trailing behind me. | no
longer felt like | belonged to the life | was living.

At school, the other children laughed and played,
their world untouched by the kind of loss | carried. |
watched them from a distance, sometimes smiling,
but | knew | was not one of them.

| had crossed a threshold they had yet to reach.
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Life did not stop for grief. The world did not pause to
acknowledge my loss. It simply moved forward,
indifferent to the pain left behind.

And so, | learned. | learned that loss does not come
with warnings. That grief is silent and unrelenting.
That love does not guarantee permanence.

And, above all, | learned that some wounds never
truly heal.

They simply become a part of who we are.

Omar’s Memories with His Father

Some memories fade with time. Others remain,
etched into the soul, untouched by the years.

My father was a man of few words, but his presence
was steady, like the foundation of a home. He was
not the kind to shower us with affection, yet his love
was woven into the fabric of our daily lives—in the
way he spoke, in the quiet strength he carried, in the
sacrifices he made without ever speaking of them.
One of my most cherished memories was of our
stormy nights together, when the wind howled
through the streets, rattling windows, shaking
rooftops. On one such night, as the rain pounded
against the walls of our home, | realized that Hialo—
our loyal German Shepherd—was still tied up on the
rooftop.

Fear twisted inside me. | knew Hialo must have been
terrified. | turned to my father, expecting him to tell
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me to stay inside, to remind me that it was too
dangerous to go out in such a storm.

Instead, he looked at me with calm eyes and simply
said, “If you truly love him, you won’t leave him out
there”.

That was all he needed to say.

Without hesitation, | ran upstairs, my heart pounding
as | fought against the wind and rain. Hialo was
cowering in the corner, his body drenched, his eyes
filled with fear. The moment | untied him, he leaped
toward me, pressing against my side as if he
understood that | had come for him.

The next morning, something unexpected happened.
An elderly woman from the neighborhood was
crossing the street when Hialo, full of his usual
energy, ran toward her, barking—not out of
aggression, but curiosity. She screamed in fear. That
night, she poisoned his food.

When | came home and found him convulsing, panic
gripped me. | ran to my father, my voice shaking, my
mind racing.

He did not hesitate. He grabbed a bottle of 7UP,
pried open Hialo’s mouth, and poured the fizzy liquid
down his throat. Moments later, the dog vomited,
expelling the poison. He survived.

| never forgot that day. Not just because my father
saved Hialo, but because of what he taught me
afterward.
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When | asked him about the woman who had
poisoned my dog, expecting anger, expecting
resentment, he simply said:

“Sometimes, people do bad things because they are
afraid, not because they are evil”.

At the time, | didn’t fully understand the weight of
those words. But as | grew older, | carried them with
me. They shaped the way | saw people, the way |
approached conflict.

For years, | believed that my father would always be
there. That no matter what happened, | could count
on him—his strength, his wisdom, his quiet
reassurances.

But life had other plans.

The accident happened. And just like that, he was
gone.

At first, | refused to believe it. | would wake up in the
middle of the night, listening for his voice, expecting
to see his figure in the doorway. But the house
remained silent.

In those early days, the house was filled with
people—relatives, neighbors, friends—all offering
condolences, sharing stories of the man he had been.
But as the days passed, life moved on for everyone
else.

For me, time froze.

Even Hialo, who had once been my source of
comfort, was not spared from the cruelty of life. The
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same woman poisoned him again. This time, there
was no one left to save him.

| watched him take his last breath. And in that
moment, | realized something | had been too young
to understand before.

Life does not wait. It does not offer second chances.
It does not care for the things you love.

But through it all, one thought kept me moving
forward.

| did not want to disappoint my father.

| wanted to become the man he believed | could be.
And that thought alone, despite the pain, was
enough to keep me going.
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Part Two: Struggles and Responsibility

The Journey Between Bahrain and Qatar: A New
Beginning and Shattered Dreams

After my father’s passing, life became a relentless
storm, pushing us from one place to another, forcing
us to adapt, to survive. Bahrain, which was supposed
to be our fresh start, had instead become a place of
loss—a reminder of everything we had hoped for but
never found.

Returning to Qatar was not just a change in
geography; it was a journey into the unknown. We
arrived with nothing but the weight of our grief and
the hope that somehow, life would be kinder to us
here.

We settled in a small village inhabited by our
relatives and members of our tribe. Unlike Bahrain,
where we had felt like outsiders, here, we were
surrounded by people who shared our name, our
history. And they did not hesitate to help. One of my
relatives, out of generosity and a sense of duty,
donated a small house for us. It was not much, but it
was shelter. It was something to hold onto.

For my mother, it was a chance to rebuild. But for
me, it felt like just another place where | did not truly
belong.

37



A Bond Beyond Blood
One of the defining moments of my life came when
my sister married a respected elder in the village. He
was a man of dignity and wisdom, admired by many.
He had been married before and had five daughters,
but no sons.
When | entered his life, he saw in me the son he had
never had. And in him, | found something | had lost—
the presence of a father figure.
He never tried to replace my father, nor did | expect
him to. But in the quiet moments, in the way he
guided me, advised me, and treated me with respect,
| felt something unfamiliar—stability.
Our bond was not one of blood, but of
understanding. And sometimes, that was enough.

A Conversation That Changed Everything

Despite the newfound sense of community, | still felt
a lingering emptiness. Belonging was more than just
being surrounded by familiar faces—it was
something deeper, something | had yet to find.
One day, as | sat beneath a large tree in the center of
the village, lost in thought, my friend Rashid
approached. He was from a rival tribe—someone |
had been taught to see as different, as separate from
us. But over time, we had formed an unlikely
friendship, one that defied the expectations of our
families.
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He sat beside me, tossing a small stone between his

hands before speaking.
“Honestly, Omar, | never thought we’d be
friends. You’re from the other tribe... If you
had told me a year ago, | would have laughed”.

| smirked, gazing at the horizon.
“And if | had told you a year ago that we’d be
playing football together, winning matches as
one team, would you have believed me”?

He chuckled.
“Not a chance. All we knew was that we were
supposed to be enemies. But looking back
now, | can’t even explain why”.

| picked up a pebble, rolling it between my fingers.
“That’s what I've been trying to understand.
Why do we fight each other when we are
stronger together? The other villages, the
other tribes—they are not better than us. But
they are united, and we have wasted years in
pointless rivalries”.

Rashid sighed, nodding.
“True... | remember the first time you came to
our side. My cousins called you a spy, said you
were here to divide us even more”.

| laughed softly.
“It was the same on my side. They called me a
traitor. But | never saw it as betrayal—I saw it
as an opportunity”.
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He glanced at me curiously.
- “An opportunity for what”?
| met his gaze, my voice steady.
“An opportunity to build something new. Our
football field—it’s not just a place to play. It’s
proof that we don’t have to be divided. Look at
us now. We don’t just play together; we win
together. We celebrate together. We dream
together”.

Rashid kicked a pebble away, a thoughtful smile on

his face.

- “Who would’ve thought a simple game could
do what the elders couldn’t”?

- | grinned. “Because football doesn’t care about
tribes. It only cares about teamwork, about fair
play, about shared victories. And maybe, just
maybe, one day, our tribes will see what we
see—that we are stronger as one”.

He extended his hand toward me, and | grasped it
firmly.

- “That’s a dream worth fighting for,” he said.
And in that moment, for the first time in a long time, |
felt that maybe, just maybe, | was starting to find my
place.

Stepping Into Responsibility
But dreams did not change reality. And reality
demanded that | grow up faster than | should have.

40



By the time | turned sixteen, | knew that | could not
simply stand by while my family struggled. My
mother carried the weight of our survival alone, and |
refused to let her bear it entirely.

| took a job at Qatar Television, working night shifts
while balancing my studies. The exhaustion was
relentless. Some nights, | would return home
drained, only to wake up a few hours later to attend
school. But | never allowed myself to stop.

Because in those long hours, in the quiet moments
between work and study, | held onto one thought—
giving up was not an option.

| remembered my father’s words, his quiet strength. |
remembered the lessons he had unknowingly passed
down to me.

And | told myself that no matter how difficult life
became, | would not let my struggles define me .|
would define them.

Meeting Mohammed... Friendship Amid Chaos
One of the rare blessings in my life was finding a
friend who truly understood me—not just in words,
but in the struggles we both carried.
| met Mohammed while working at the television
station. At first glance, he was like any other young
man trying to build his future, but beneath his quiet
strength, there was a story not unlike my own.
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Mohammed was the son of a wealthy gold merchant,
a man who owned a thriving business and lived in
luxury. But wealth did not equate to warmth. His
father had long abandoned him and his brother,
stripping them of the life they should have had. After
divorcing their mother, he remarried and built a new
family, leaving Mohammed and his brother with
nothing—not even recognition.

His brother had left for Egypt to pursue his studies,
while Mohammed stayed behind, juggling work and
school to survive. His father’s fortune could have
secured him a life of ease, yet he was forced to
struggle for every step he took. It was not just about
money—it was about the pain of being discarded, of
knowing that the man who should have been his
protector had chosen to erase him instead.

| saw in him a reflection of my own battles. Like me,
he had lost the presence of a father—not to death,
but to abandonment, which in some ways felt even
crueler.

Despite everything, Mohammed carried himself with
resilience. He was not bitter, nor did he let his
circumstances define him. He had a quiet
determination, an ability to smile even when life gave
him no reason to.Over time, our conversations
became my refuge.

One night, after a long shift at the station, we sat
outside, exhausted but unwilling to go home just yet.
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The city lights flickered in the distance, and for a
moment, there was only silence between us.
Then, Mohammed spoke, his voice calm but heavy.
- “You know, sometimes | wonder what it’s like
to have a father who actually sees you”.
- | exhaled slowly. “I wonder what it’s like to
have a father at all”.
He turned to me, his expression unreadable.
- “Maybe that’s why we understand each
other”.
| nodded.
- “Because in the end, we’re in the same boat ”.
And we were.
Two young men, carrying wounds that the world
could not see, learning to navigate a life that had not
been kind to us.
From that night on, Mohammed was more than just a
friend. He was my brother in struggle, my companion
in the chaos.
And in a world that often felt unforgiving, that meant
everything.

A New Realization... and a Journey Without End
Life had never given me the luxury of certainty. It had
always been a winding road, filled with unexpected
turns, with struggles that shaped me more than |
realized.
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For the longest time, | saw my hardships as
burdens—unfair obstacles placed in my path,
designed to break me. But as | grew older, | began to
understand something | had never grasped before:
struggle was not a curse. It was a teacher.
Mohammed and | often spoke about this, about the
weight we carried, about the fathers we lost—one to
death, the other to abandonment. We understood
each other in a way that didn’t require long
explanations. We knew what it meant to feel
unwanted, to fight for a place in a world that had
already tried to push us aside.
One evening, as we sat by the water, watching the
waves roll in and out, Mohammed broke the silence.
“You ever wonder if all of this—the struggle,
the pain—actually means something”?
| skipped a small stone across the surface.
“l used to think it was pointless. That life was
just one hardship after another. But now, |
think... maybe it’s shaping us into something
stronger”.
He smirked.
“So suffering is a gift”?
| let out a dry chuckle.
- “Not a gift. But maybe it’s the only way we
grow”.
For years, | had felt like | was running—running from
the grief of losing my father, from the feeling of
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never truly belonging, from the weight of
responsibilities too heavy for my age. But what if |
had been running toward something all along?

| started to see my struggles not as chains holding me
back, but as stepping stones leading me forward.
Success was not a destination. It was a journey—one
built on patience, on endurance, on the refusal to
surrender .And that realization in itself was a new
beginning.

The path ahead remained unclear, filled with
uncertainty, but for the first time, | wasn’t afraid of it.
Because | knew now that | had been preparing for it
all along.

The Struggle for Survival: From Poverty to
Responsibility

Survival was never a choice—it was a necessity.
After my father’s death, childhood became a luxury |
could no longer afford. Responsibility came knocking
too soon, forcing me to step into a world where
innocence had no place. My mother, now the sole
provider for seven children, carried the weight of our
survival on her shoulders. But no matter how hard
she worked, it was never enough .1 had to help.
At sixteen, while other boys my age were worrying
about school and friends, | was balancing two lives—
one in the classroom and one in the working world. |
took a job at Qatar Television, working night shifts,
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returning home exhausted, only to wake up a few
hours later to attend school. Sleep became a
privilege, and exhaustion became my constant
companion .But | never allowed myself to stop.

The money | earned was not mine to spend—it
belonged to my family. It went toward food, school
supplies for my younger siblings, and easing the
burden on my mother, who had already given more
than she should have ever been asked to.

Lessons in the Shadows of Hardship
Poverty was a cruel teacher, but it taught me things
no classroom ever could.
It taught me resilience—the ability to keep moving
forward even when everything inside me begged to
stop.
It taught me sacrifice—understanding that my own
desires came second to the needs of those who
depended on me.
And most of all, it taught me gratitude—for every
small blessing, for every meal on the table, for every
moment of rest.
| watched as others my age lived without worry, free
from the pressures that weighed on me daily. | could
have envied them. | could have resented them. But
instead, | reminded myself: hardship shapes a man in
ways comfort never could.
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| was not just fighting to survive. | was learning to
build a future—one where my family would never
have to endure the same struggles again.

And that thought alone made every sacrifice worth it.

Over Time, a New Understanding
Time has a way of reshaping pain, of turning wounds
into lessons and struggles into wisdom.
For years, | saw my hardships as an unfair weight
placed upon me, a burden | had no choice but to
carry. | resented the sleepless nights, the constant
worry, the way life had forced me to grow up too
soon. But as time passed, a new understanding began
to take root.
Every sacrifice, every moment of exhaustion, every
instance where | put my family’s needs before my
own—it had all shaped me. It had given me a
strength that comfort could never provide.
| no longer saw responsibility as something that had
been forced upon me. | saw it as a purpose.
Through struggle, | had learned resilience. Through
loss, | had learned gratitude. Through hardship, | had
discovered what truly mattered.
Many people spend their lives searching for meaning,
for a reason to keep going. Mine had been clear from
the start—to build something better, not just for
myself, but for those who depended on me.
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| had once believed that survival was the goal. But
now, | realized: it was only the beginning .The real
journey was just starting.

Gaining Recognition and Building a Future
Hard work has a way of demanding recognition, even
when you least expect it.
For years, | had moved through life as if walking
against the wind—pushing forward, struggling to stay
upright, carrying responsibilities that felt far too
heavy for my age. But as time passed, something
changed.
People began to notice.
At Qatar Television, where | had once been just
another young worker trying to earn a living, | started
gaining recognition. My dedication, my willingness to
take on challenges, and my refusal to back down in
the face of hardship did not go unnoticed. My
supervisors saw it. My colleagues respected it. And
slowly, doors that once seemed shut began to open.
With every opportunity, | pushed myself further. |
was no longer just working to survive—I was building
something. A future. A name. A path that | could call
my own.

A Future No Longer Defined by the Past

For so long, | had believed that my circumstances
defined me—that | would always be the boy who lost
his father, the son who had to grow up too soon, the
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young man who carried more than his fair share of
burdens.
But now, | understood something else: hardship was
not my identity. It was only part of my story.
e | was more than my struggles.
e | was the perseverance that kept me moving
forward.
e | was the resilience that turned obstacles into
stepping stones.
e | was the determination that refused to let the
past dictate my future.
With every step | took, | was proving—to myself, to
my family, to the world—that where you start does
not have to determine where you end up .l was no
longer just fighting to survive .| was learning to thrive.
And for the first time, | could see the future not as a
distant hope—but as something | was actively
creating.

Summer at My Aunt’s House
A Temporary Escape and the Adventures of Youth

Every summer, when the weight of responsibility
grew too heavy, | found a brief escape—a temporary
refuge at my aunt’s house.

Her home was different from mine. It was a place
where laughter was abundant, where life moved at a
slower, more carefree pace. There, | wasn’t just a boy
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burdened with responsibilities—I was simply a child,
allowed to live in the moment.

The long summer days stretched endlessly before us,
filled with adventure, mischief, and the kind of
youthful freedom that | rarely experienced
elsewhere. My cousins and | would roam the
neighborhood, our bare feet kicking up dust as we
chased each other through narrow alleys, playing
games until the sun dipped below the horizon.

At night, we would gather on the rooftop, staring up
at the vast expanse of stars, exchanging stories—
some true, some exaggerated, and some purely the
creations of our restless imaginations. It was during
those moments that | felt something rare: lightness.
For a short while, | could forget the struggles waiting
for me back home. | could pretend, just for a little
while, that life was simple.

Lessons Hidden in the Laughter

But even in those carefree summers, lessons found
their way to me.

My aunt, a woman of quiet strength and sharp
wisdom, had a way of slipping guidance into casual
conversation. She never lectured, never imposed.
Instead, she planted ideas, allowing them to take
root in their own time.

One evening, as | sat beside her on the porch,
watching the younger children play, she spoke
without looking at me.
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- “Happiness isn’t about escaping your
problems, Omar. It’s about learning how to
carry them without letting them weigh down
your spirit”.

| didn’t respond right away. | let her words settle,
their meaning unfolding slowly in my mind.

Maybe that was why these summers meant so much
to me. Not because they erased my struggles—but
because they reminded me that joy could exist
alongside them.

That even in the hardest of times, there was always
room to breathe, to laugh, to live .And when the
summer came to an end, when | packed my bags and
returned to reality, | carried that understanding with
me.

Life would not get easier. The burdens would not
suddenly disappear. But | had learned something
valuable—even in the midst of struggle, moments of
lightness could still be found .And sometimes, that
was enough to keep going.

A New Opportunity from Ghanim: The Beginning of
the Journey

Life has a way of introducing people at just the right
time—people who, without realizing it, become
turning points in our stories .For me, that person was
Ghanim.

He was older, more experienced, and carried himself
with the quiet confidence of someone who had seen
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the world and understood how it worked. He had an
eye for potential, for spotting those who were willing
to work hard and seize opportunities. And for
reasons | didn’t fully understand at the time, he saw
something in me.

At a time when | was juggling work and school,
struggling to balance responsibility with ambition,
Ghanim extended a hand. He introduced me to a new
opportunity—one that could change the course of
my life.

A Door Opens
It wasn’t just a job. It was a step into something
bigger. A chance to prove myself, to learn, to grow
beyond the small world | had known.
Ghanim believed in me before | had fully learned to
believe in myself. He saw past the struggles, past the
weight of my responsibilities, and recognized the
hunger | had—the hunger to build something better,
to rise above my circumstances.
| accepted his offer without hesitation. Not because |
thought it would be easy, but because | knew this
was the kind of chance that didn’t come often.

The Beginning of the Journey
From that moment on, my life shifted. The work was
demanding, the expectations high, but | thrived in the
challenge. | was no longer just surviving—| was
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moving forward, carving out a place for myself in a
world that had once felt out of reach.

Looking back, | realize that Ghanim’s opportunity
wasn’t just about work. It was about opening my eyes
to what was possible.

It was the moment | stopped seeing my struggles as
limitations and started seeing them as fuel.

It was the beginning of a journey that would take me
further than | ever imagined.

My Journey in Work and Study — An Unforgettable
Friendship

Balancing work and study was never easy. The long
nights, the exhaustion, the constant feeling that | was
being pulled in too many directions—it was a struggle
| had come to accept. But amidst the hardships, life
had a way of giving me small gifts, and one of the
greatest gifts was an unexpected friendship.

In the midst of my relentless schedule, | met
someone who would become more than just a
colleague—he would become a brother in this
journey.

A Friendship Forged in Struggle
We were both young, both chasing something bigger
than ourselves, both carrying responsibilities far
beyond our years. He, like me, was no stranger to
hardship. He understood the weight of expectation,
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the pressure to succeed, the need to prove ourselves
in a world that often felt indifferent to our struggles.
Late nights at work turned into deep conversations.
Shared exhaustion turned into mutual understanding.
We pushed each other forward, reminding one
another that quitting was never an option.
He was the kind of friend who didn’t need to say
much to be understood. In moments of doubt, he
would simply look at me and say,

- “We didn’t come this far to stop now ”.And

that was enough.

Lessons Beyond the Classroom
While my education taught me about books and
theories, it was this friendship that taught me
something far more valuable—the power of
resilience, the importance of having someone who
believes in you, and the understanding that success is
never a solo journey.
We weren’t just working toward our futures; we
were carrying each other through the storms that
tried to break us.
And as the years passed, no matter where life took
us, that friendship remained—a reminder that in the
midst of struggle, the right people can make all the
difference.
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Part Three: Torn Between Heart and
Mind

Years passed, and with each day came new
challenges, greater responsibilities, and a deeper
understanding of what it meant to navigate life on
my own.

The journey was never easy, but | had learned to
stand firm—to carry burdens without breaking, to
balance dreams with reality. Seeking stability was
never just a desire; it was a necessity, a demand life
had placed upon me from an early age.

Every night, | found myself reflecting on the road |
had traveled—the choices | had made, the sacrifices |
had endured, and the lessons that had shaped me. |
knew my journey was far from over, but | was no
longer the lost boy searching for himself.

Now, | was a man—one who carried not only his own
weight but also the weight of those who depended
on him. | had learned to embrace the uncertainty
ahead, knowing that whatever awaited me, | would
face it with the strength | had built over the years.
And so, one chapter of my life came to a close,
making way for another—one filled with new
challenges, new dreams, and new battles waiting to
be fought.
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A Meeting That Changed Everything
By the time | turned seventeen, | had finally begun to
feel a sense of independence. After years of working
and studying, | had saved enough money to buy my
first car. It wasn’t the most luxurious, but it was
mine, and with it came a newfound freedom—a
feeling that, for once, | had control over something in
my life.
One night, as | was driving home through our quiet
neighborhood, the unexpected happened. A large
dog suddenly leaped in front of my car. Instinct took
over—I| slammed on the brakes, the sharp screech of
tires shattering the stillness of the night. For a
moment, everything froze.
Then, the door of a nearby house swung open.
A girl with long blonde hair rushed out, her
expression filled with panic. She looked about fifteen,
her eyes scanning the darkness until they locked onto
mine. In that brief exchange, | could sense her fear—
not of me, but of what might have happened.
| stepped out of the car cautiously, my heart still
pounding. The dog lay still for a moment before
lifting its head, dazed but unharmed. | knelt beside it,
running my hands gently along its fur, checking for
any injuries.
From the corner of my eye, | saw her watching me.
Her anxious expression softened into astonishment,
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as if she hadn’t expected such calmness from me in a
moment like this.
Moments later, another girl, slightly older, stepped
outside, followed by two younger sisters and a little
boy. It was clear they were siblings—the resemblance
was unmistakable despite the age differences.
The first girl, whom | later learned was named
Josephine, hesitated before speaking. Her voice was
soft, laced with both relief and curiosity.

- “Is he okay? He’s not hurt, is he”?
| offered her a reassuring smile.

“Don’t worry, he’s perfectly fine”.

Her gaze lingered on me, a mixture of gratitude and
quiet curiosity, as if she was trying to understand
something about me from this simple encounter. |
noticed how her family, initially tense, seemed to
relax when they saw the way | handled the dog.
For them, it might have been just a small moment,
but for me, it stirred something deeper. Memories of
my own dog, Hialo—the one | had lost years ago—
flooded my mind, bringing with them an old, familiar
ache.
As | stood to leave, Josephine looked up at me,
hesitating for only a second before speaking.

- “Will you pass by tomorrow? Maybe we could

talk a little... about dogs, of course”.

Her words were simple, but | felt something different
beneath them. It wasn’t love—not yet—but the
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beginning of something undefined. An unfamiliar
ease, a quiet intrigue .That first meeting became a
turning point in my life.

| had never felt anything quite like it before—the way
time seemed to momentarily slow when she looked
at me. My life had always been consumed by
responsibilities and survival, leaving no space for love
or even the thought of anything beyond making it
through each day .But in that moment, something
shifted.

Later, | learned that she was an English girl, new to
Qatar because her father worked for the Qatari Air
Force. We came from entirely different worlds—
different cultures, different upbringings—yet, despite
all of that, something was pulling us toward each
other in a way | couldn’t explain.

She was curious about me, as if she wanted to
uncover every part of my life. And I, without fully
understanding why, found myself drawn to her just
the same.

Our conversations started with simple things—dogs,
daily life—but beneath those words, something
deeper was unfolding. Every exchange felt like it
carried unspoken thoughts, hidden emotions .And
though | didn’t yet understand what it all meant, |
knew one thing for certain.This was only the
beginning.
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An Unexpected Encounter in London
A month after my first meeting with Josephine, |
traveled with my mother and little sister to London.
The trip was not for leisure—my sister needed
medical treatment, and the weight of worry
overshadowed everything.
London was a different world. The streets were alive
with movement, the air crisp with a sense of endless
possibilities. But for me, the city was merely a
backdrop to long hospital visits, restless nights, and
quiet walks as | searched for moments of peace
amidst the tension.
Then, one night, the unexpected happened.
My phone rang. It was Jane, Josephine’s older sister .
At first, | was surprised—why was she calling me? But
she didn’t leave me time to wonder.
- “You'’re in London, aren’t you”?
- | hesitated. “Yes... how did you know”?

She laughed lightly.

“A friend of mine is staying at your hotel. She

saw you and mentioned it”.
And just like that, fate was weaving our paths
together once again.
| hadn’t told Josephine | was in London—not because
| didn’t want to, but because my mind had been
consumed with family matters. Yet, the thought that
she knew—that she wanted to see me—sparked a
strange excitement within me.
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Before | could process it, Jane continued.

- “Josie wants to see you. She’s coming to the

hotel tomorrow”.

| hesitated. | was happy, but at the same time,
uncertain. What did this meeting mean? There was
nothing clearly defined between us yet—just a
friendship laced with hidden admiration, an
unspoken connection. But London was different.
Here, we weren’t just two young people from the
same neighborhood. We were in a new city, standing
at the edge of something undefined.

A Meeting That Felt Like Fate

The next day, | waited in the hotel lobby, my
thoughts racing. And then, she walked in .She wore a
light summer dress, her hair falling over her
shoulders, her eyes scanning the room for me. The
moment our gazes met, time seemed to pause, as if
the entire city had faded into the background.

She smiled.

- “You're really here.” Her voice held a mix of
excitement and disbelief, as if she was still
convincing herself this was real.

| smiled back.

- “And you’re back to studying”.

She looked different. More mature. More confident.
And yet, still the same Josie.
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We sat at a nearby café, letting the afternoon pass in
easy conversation. She told me about her new life in
London, how she missed home, but also how this city
had given her a newfound sense of freedom.

Omar and Josie in a café

- “ndon is a great city,” she said, watching the
people passing by through the café’s glass
window. “But sometimes, it feels lonely”.

There was something in her voice—something
unspoken. | could sense that this meeting wasn’t just
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a coincidence, nor was it mere curiosity about seeing
me again. Our conversation wasn’t explicitly
romantic, but it was different... more honest, more
open.
As if, in this place far from home, we could be more
ourselves.
Before she left, she turned to me and said,

- “You know I'll be staying here for a long time,

right”?

- I nodded. “l know”.
And as | watched her walk away, | couldn’t help but
wonder—was this meeting the beginning of
something serious ?Or had fate simply given us a
fleeting moment in a foreign city, never meant to
last?

An Unspoken Connection
“Seems I’'m more attached to this city than |
thought,” Josie said, her voice carrying a trace
of realization.
Nearby, an elderly woman sat on a bench, tossing
crumbs to the pigeons. An idea crossed my mind, and
| couldn’t resist teasing Josie. Leaning in, | whispered
with a smirk,
“I'm going to tell that old lady that her
daughter is crazy—coming to London, leaving,
and then coming back again for no reason”!
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Josie burst into laughter, her amusement so
contagious that the elderly woman turned toward us
in curiosity. | took my chance and addressed her with
a serious tone, though my eyes gleamed with
mischief.
- “Don’t you think your daughter is a little
crazy”?
The woman glanced between us, studying Josie first,
then me. After a pause, she chuckled.
“Perhaps... but aren’t we all crazy in our own
way”?
We laughed together, sharing a simple, fleeting
moment in a world that often felt too busy for such

joys.

A Day of Lightheartedness
After that amusing encounter, Josie and | decided to
make the most of the day, wandering through Hyde
Park. She tried teaching me the names of birds in
English, while | deliberately mispronounced them,
turning the lesson into a game.
- “That’s a pigeon,” she said, pointing to a gray
bird nearby.
| frowned playfully.
- “Pigeon? A pirate”?
“No! Pigeon, a bird, not a pirate!” she
corrected, her laughter ringing through the air.
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| kept messing up the words on purpose, just to hear
her laugh again. And in that moment, nothing else
mattered. The park was crowded, but to me, the only
sound that existed was Josie’s laughter—light,
carefree, and unburdened.

It was rare for me to feel this way. To be so present,
so unguarded. But even as | reveled in the ease of the
moment, something lingered beneath the surface.

The Questions | Couldn’t Escape
As Josie spoke passionately about horse training, |
found myself distracted—not by her words, but by
the questions circling in my mind.
Where is this going ?Could there ever be a future for
us ?l liked Josie. That much was undeniable. But love
was never just about feelings—it was about reality,
about the expectations | carried, about the family
waiting for me back home. Would they ever accept
this? Could | ?Was | brave enough to let love win?
- “Omar? Are you listening”?

| blinked, snapping back to the present. Her curious
eyes studied me, sensing that my thoughts had
drifted elsewhere. | forced a smile.

“Of course,” | said smoothly. was just

thinking... you still haven’t taught London’s

birds to speak Arabic yet”.

lII
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She laughed, but | knew she wasn’t fooled. She
sensed there was something | wasn’t saying—
something | wasn’t ready to admit... not yet.

Omar and Josie chat on a park bench
A Deeper Understanding
The next day, | found myself returning to the same

place, without even thinking. Josie was already
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waiting for me by the gate, her excitement more
evident than | had expected. We sat in the park
again, and our conversation flowed effortlessly. She
spoke about her family, her four siblings, and her
childhood dream of becoming a professional
equestrian—a dream she had been forced to
abandon when they moved to the Gulf. As she talked,
her voice carried a quiet nostalgia, as if she were
holding onto a part of herself that time was slowly
pulling away.

For the first time, | listened to her with an
attentiveness that surprised even me. It wasn’t just
curiosity—it was something deeper. A quiet
appreciation for the way she expressed herself, for
the way she balanced her desire for rebellion with
her sense of responsibility toward her family.

| hadn’t fallen in love.

No, this was something different. Something
undefined. Something that made me want to
understand her more, without fully knowing why.

Something That Couldn’t Be Named
As the days passed, we grew closer. What we had
wasn’t just friendship, but it hadn’t turned into love
either. It was something in between—something that
didn’t need a name just yet.
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| found myself looking for excuses to see her, and
she, too, asked questions that made me think about
things | had never considered before.

Our meeting wasn’t just a coincidence, but it wasn’t a
clearly written fate either.

It was the beginning of something. Something whose
path | couldn’t yet see.

But one thing was certain—it was not just a fleeting
moment in my life.

Confusion in London
After our first meeting in London, Josie started
visiting me more often.
At first, | insisted on taking her back home, even
though it was nearly two hours outside the city. But
each time, she kept coming back. | wasn’t sure what
she was looking for—was she trying to stay close to
me? Or was she running away from something in her
own life?
The third time, it got very late. Public transport had
nearly stopped, and there was no way for her to get
home. | was torn—I didn’t want to let her leave
alone, yet there was no other option but to let her
stay.

A Long Conversation in the Hotel Lobby
Neither of us wanted to go up to the room right
away, so we sat in the hotel lobby, lingering over
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warm drinks. There was an unfamiliar energy
between us—something we couldn’t quite define but
felt deeply.
Conversation didn’t always come easily. My English
wasn’t perfect, and | often struggled to find the right
words. But Josie never seemed frustrated. She waited
patiently, as if she could hear what | was trying to
say, even when my words failed me.
| hesitated before speaking.

- “I... | always feel like I'm searching for

something, but | don’t know what it is”.

She studied me for a moment, then smiled gently.

- “And do you think you’ve found it”?

- I chuckled, deflecting. “I don’t know... maybe”.
That night, for the first time, | told her about my
childhood in Qatar—about losing my father, about
the friends who had drifted away, about the weight
of responsibility that had shaped my life. | had never
spoken this openly before, but with her, | felt no
need to hide anything.

She listened—not just to my words, but to everything
| wasn’t saying. Then, she spoke, and | found myself
listening with more than just my ears. She told me
about her childhood in London, about her parents,
who were completely different in character. About
her love for horses and how, for fleeting moments,
she felt like she owned the world when she rode
them across the fields. Her voice carried passion, her
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hands moved expressively, and her eyes glowed with
a light | had never seen before. For a brief moment,
our eyes met. And suddenly, words were no longer
necessary.

The emotions between us were new—strange, yet
familiar. Language wasn’t a barrier, nor were our
differences intimidating.

We were simply there, understanding each other
without knowing how—as if we were reading
something written for us long ago.

Silent Gazes Through the Night... and a Difficult
Decision

When the night deepened, we finally went upstairs.
The silence between us had shifted—no longer
awkward, but heavy with something unspoken.
| lay on one bed while she sat on the other. The
physical distance between us was small, yet the
feeling of separation felt greater than the space itself.
| thought she would sleep. But when | turned my
head, | found her still watching me. She didn’t say
anything. She just sat there, silent, studying me as if
she were trying to memorize my face before we
parted.
At first, | tried to ignore her gaze, but the longer she
stared, the heavier the silence became.
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Questions crept into my mind. What am | doing with
Josephine? Is this just a passing encounter? Or is
there something bigger pulling us together?
| knew that returning home would be a completely
different reality. Relationships like ours would be
complicated—more than she could ever understand.
Yet, something inside me refused to let her go.
Trying to break the tension, | finally said,

- “You can sleep here. I'll find you a comfortable

spot”.
She shook her head lightly.
“It’s okay. I'll stay here”.

| set up a place for her on the bed and sat in the chair
beside her for a while. But exhaustion eventually
won, and | lay back down, trying to sleep.
Still, every time | opened my eyes, she was sitting in
the same position, staring into the void. There was
something unreadable in her gaze—worry, nostalgia,
or perhaps something even deeper that | couldn’t
name.
| shifted slightly.

- “Josie, why aren’t you sleeping”?
She hesitated before whispering,
“I don’t know... | don’t want morning to
come”.
| froze for a moment.
Her words carried a weight | wasn’t prepared for.
Was she afraid this would be our last meeting? Did
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she think | would leave soon? | closed my eyes, trying
to force sleep, but | couldn’t shake the feeling that
something irreversible was happening between us.
Once again, | opened my eyes to find her still awake,
lost in thought.

- | sighed. “Josie, sleep”.
She didn’t respond. She simply took a deep breath, as
if trying to hold onto the moment for as long as she
could.
| exhaled, surrendering.

“Fine... do whatever you like”.

And with that, we remained there, caught in a
moment that neither of us could explain. A moment
neither of us wanted to end.

A Delayed Goodbye... and Uncertain Promises

As the soft light of dawn painted the sky, my mind
was a battlefield of questions.

Should | leave now before things get more
complicated? Or should | hold onto this moment,
despite the obstacles between us?

Sitting on the edge of the bed in the hotel lobby, | felt
my heart pounding with mixed emotions as | watched
Josephine beside me. Her eyes mirrored the same
confusion and hope that swirled within me, as if they
held a story yet to be written. And with every glance,
the faint scent of jasmine in her hair stirred
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something deep—memories of misty nights filled
with longing.
Despite my struggle with English, | tried to be as
honest as | could. | spoke about my childhood in
Qatar, the pain of losing my father, and the
friendships that had faded over time, leaving behind
an emptiness | had never been able to fill. Every word
felt like a piece of my soul, a truth | had never shared
before.
And Josephine listened—not just with her ears, but
with a soul that sought to understand the meaning
between my words.
Then, breaking the silence with a quiet, sincere voice,
she said,

“I feel like this night holds something more

than just a goodbye”.
Her words were like a breeze at dawn, stirring new
guestions.
Are we truly ready to face the unknown together, no
matter the storms?
Neither of us was ready to part just yet. So we
decided to extend our time together a little longer.

Tea, Nostalgia, and Unspoken Promises
We drove toward her home in Gloucestershire and
stopped at a small roadside café along the way. The
air was crisp, carrying the scent of fresh bread and
warm tea. We sat at an old wooden table, where
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nostalgia blended with comfort, where words
seemed both heavy and light.

Even the driver, a kind old man with a knowing smile,
couldn’t help but comment,

“Tea in moments like these is like a promise of
dawn—no matter how long the night lasts”.

His words settled between us, bridging the silence,
reminding us that in every farewell, there lies the
seed of a future meeting.

Between sips of tea and a biscuit that seemed to
linger on the edge of memory, Josephine whispered,
her voice laced with both sorrow and hope,

- “Do you think every meeting has an ending”?
Time seemed to pause before | answered, my voice
barely steady.

“I don’t know... but my heart hopes for another
meeting”.
Her eyes held mine, shining with an unspoken
promise. It was as if she were saying, We won’t let
this goodbye be the end of our story.

A Farewell That Wasn’t an Ending
When we finally reached her home, the weight of
every passing minute hung between us. She turned
to me slowly, as if trying to imprint this moment in
her memory. Then, in a whisper that carried both
warmth and sadness, she said, “Take care of yourself,
Omar”.
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She hesitated, then added with quiet honesty,

- “I feel like I will miss you more than | should”.
| wanted to say something, anything, but words failed
me.
All | could manage was a soft, “Me too... but”—
Before | could finish, she placed her hand on mine,
sealing the moment with a silent promise.
As she disappeared into the morning mist, her final
gaze asked a quiet question:

“Will we meet again”?

And | answered, my voice caught between hope and
uncertainty—

- “ldon’t know... but | hope so”.

And with that, a farewell became something more—a
waiting promise, carrying within it the hope of a new
dawn.

Conclusion of Part Three: A Struggle Between Heart
and Mind

| stood by the window, watching the city lights flicker
against the darkness, each glow a reflection of the
conflict within me. | had lived through moments of
contradiction—where joy intertwined with confusion,
hope battled fear, and attachment wavered between
longing and hesitation.
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Choosing between the heart and the mind was never
simple. There was no clear answer, no easy path. My
feelings, no matter how much | tried to suppress or
rationalize them, always seemed to defy logic. And
yet, | knew that life could not be built on emotions
alone—it required clarity, purpose, and the steady
steps of time.

As | stood there, my breathing slowly steadied, and a
quiet realization settled within me. | was stepping
into a new phase—one that demanded honesty, not
only with myself but with those | cared about. | stood
at a crossroads, uncertain of where it would lead, but
| knew one thing: | had to move forward, even if it
meant leaving a part of myself behind.

A Lingering Presence

The next day, as | prepared to return home with my
mother and sister after my sister’s treatment,
memories of Josie clung to me like a shadow that
refused to fade. Every moment we had shared
replayed in my mind—the long conversations, the
silent gazes, the unspoken emotions. Every time |
thought of our last meeting, | could see her standing
there, eyes filled with a quiet question | had no
answer for. And every time | walked into the hotel
lobby, | half-expected to find her waiting for me.
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Part Four: The Challenges and Struggles
of Love

The Beginning of Challenges... A Reality We Hadn’t
Considered

Josie had an extraordinary presence—there was
something in her eyes, a kind of freedom | had yet to
learn. In her smile, | caught glimpses of her life in
London, a world so vastly different from mine. And
yet, | was drawn to that difference, captivated by it.
Every meeting with her felt like a new discovery, not
just about her but about myself.
She spoke of London as if it were a place filled with
endless possibilities—a city where the horizon was
always open, where dreams were not confined by
tradition or expectation. I, on the other hand, came
from a world of responsibility, of unspoken rules and
silent sacrifices. But in her presence, | felt something
shift. She made me see life differently, made me
realize that it wasn’t just a series of obligations but
also a chance to explore, to feel, to live.

Love wasn’t something | had been searching for, yet
it kept finding me in every moment | spent with Josie.
There was a lightness in her presence, a comfort that
made the weight | carried feel less suffocating. But at
the same time, | knew this feeling came with
consequences.
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Our moments together were fleeting, yet they
carried a depth that neither of us could ignore. Every
conversation, every glance, every shared silence
strengthened the invisible bond between us. She
wasn’t just a friend anymore. She had become
something more—someone whose presence lingered
in my mind long after she was gone.

At first, | convinced myself that | was simply looking
for companionship, a confidante in whom | could
share my worries. But little by little, my feelings for
her began evolving into something | didn’t know how
to define. My heart raced at the sight of her, and |
found myself overwhelmed by emotions | had no
words for.

Josie transported me into a world without
limitations. With her, | wasn’t just Omar, the
responsible son, nor was | weighed down by
expectations. In her presence, | felt like | was
becoming, as if | had started living in a way | never
had before.

She had a way of speaking that turned even the
simplest of words into new discoveries. Through her,
| saw things differently, learned to embrace joy in the
smallest of moments. And though | was still bound by
my responsibilities, our conversations gave me a rare
kind of peace—an escape from the constant pressure
of the life | had always known.
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| often returned home lost in thought, questioning
the emotions that had begun to take root within me.
Did she feel the same? Or was | merely fooling
myself? | didn’t have the answers, but | knew one
thing for certain—she had found a place in my heart
that no one else had ever occupied.
There was something between us, something beyond
words. An invisible thread that kept pulling us back
together.
One day, after a long conversation about the future,
Josie smiled and said, “

- You're different, Omar. | think you understand

life in a way that others don’t”.

Her words stayed with me. It was as if she had voiced
something | had always felt but had never been able
to articulate. In that moment, | realized that she saw
a part of me that even | was only beginning to
understand.
Yet, despite the emotions between us, questions
loomed in the background.
Could love survive when our worlds were so
different? Could two entirely separate lives truly
merge into one?
But | wasn’t ready to face those questions—not yet.
In those moments, all | wanted was to feel. To live in
the present without worrying about the future. And
so, | let myself get lost in her gaze, as if she was all
that mattered in that instant.
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With each passing day, | knew | was getting closer to
discovering whether this love could last. But more
than that, this wasn’t just about love—it was a
journey of self-discovery, of challenging everything |
thought | knew about life.

A Lingering Memory... And an Unshakable Decision
When | returned from London, | thought | had left
Josie behind. But she hadn’t left me. For days, |
couldn’t sleep. Every time | closed my eyes, | saw her.
Not just the memory of our moments together, but
her gaze—that unwavering stare from that night in
the hotel, the way she had looked at me in silence, as
if trying to tell me something she couldn’t put into
words.

Her eyes haunted me, filled with emotions | couldn’t
decipher but couldn’t ignore.

For a week, | wrestled with questions | had no
answers to. Was she waiting for me to return? Had |
made a mistake by leaving without saying more?
| had never been a man to act impulsively, but
something deep within me told me that this wasn’t a
feeling | could ignore.

And so, before | even fully understood why, | made a
decision— | had to see her mother. | needed to know
if this had the slightest chance of becoming real.

Because if it did...
| wasn’t ready to let her go.
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A Bold Request... One Josie’s Mother Never
Expected

Josie had decided to stay in London to continue her
studies, while her mother remained in Qatar with her
father. | had no way of contacting Josie, no idea if she
still thought of me as much as | thought of her.
All 1 knew was that | couldn’t forget the night we
spent together—the silence between us, the weight
of her lingering gaze, the way she had watched me as
if trying to memorize every detail of my face. That
moment haunted me, refusing to fade.
After returning to Qatar, her image never left my
thoughts. | saw her exactly as she had been that
night—awake, staring at me with an expression | still
couldn’t decipher. | couldn’t sleep, couldn’t push
aside the feeling that settled heavily in my chest.
By morning, after hours of restless contemplation, |
made my decision.
| couldn’t sit idly by. | had to do something. | needed
to know if what we shared meant as much to her as it
did to me. Summoning my courage, | made my way
to her mother’s house.

A Request That Took Everyone by Surprise
Standing at the door, anxiety gripped me. My mind
raced with doubts, but there was no turning back
now. | knocked, my heart pounding.
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The door opened, and | found myself face-to-face

with Josie’s mother.

For a moment, | hesitated, struggling to find the right

words in my broken English. Then, before | could stop

myself, | blurted out directly:

- “Please, | want to see Josie... Can you bring her

back to Qatar”?

Her mother’s expression shifted from surprise to

something unreadable. It was clear she had never

expected a Qatari young man—barely fluent in

English—to show up at her doorstep asking her to

bring her daughter back from London.

She studied me carefully, as if trying to decide

whether | was being reckless or sincere. Then, after a

pause, she gave a faint smile and said in a calm voice:
“I didn’t expect to hear this from you. Josie is
at an important stage in her life, and | don’t
think she’ll be coming back here now”.

Her words hit me harder than | expected. | felt

embarrassed—maybe even foolish—but | couldn’t

back down now. This wasn’t just a passing thought; it

was something that had consumed me for days.

| gathered my courage and said,
“I’'m serious. | want to see her. | need to know
if there’s something between us worth holding
onto”.

Her mother didn’t respond immediately. Instead, she

studied me again, this time with an expression |
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couldn’t quite read. Then, in a measured tone, she
finally said:
“You’re a good young man, but this isn’t a
simple decision. Josie is in a different phase of
her life now, and she may be focused on other
things”.
| had anticipated this response, but that didn’t make
it any easier to hear. Still, deep down, | knew | had to
fight for Josie—no matter how uncertain the road
ahead seemed.
Her words left me suspended between hope and
doubt. Nothing was impossible yet, and | was willing
to wait as long as it took.
Just as | was about to leave, she spoke again, her
voice firm yet not unkind.
“If you’re serious, you have to prove it—not
with words, but with actions”.
| stepped away from her house, my mind a storm of
emotions.
Was this the beginning of something bigger? Or was |
chasing a dream that would never become reality?
| didn’t have the answers.
But | was ready to find out.

An Unexpected Agreement... But at a High Price
Days passed, each one stretching longer than the last,
weighed down by uncertainty. The question
consumed me: Had Josie’s mother told her about my
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visit? Was she considering coming back? My thoughts
circled endlessly, caught between hope and fear.
Then, one night, as | sat in the living room lost in
thought, the phone rang in the hallway.

Something in the air shifted. This call felt different.

| rose slowly, my pulse quickening, and picked up the
receiver. The voice on the other end was calm yet
firm—Josie’s mother.

- “If you’re still serious... come to our house
tomorrow at six in the evening. Someone
wants to talk to you”.

She ended the call before | could ask anything more.
She didn’t need to. | knew exactly what this meant .|
was about to meet Josie’s father.

A shiver ran through me. Was this my chance? Or was
it the hardest test yet?

A Meeting | Wasn’t Prepared For

The following day crawled by, every hour stretching
painfully. An hour before the meeting, | stood in front
of the mirror, adjusting my collar, but my mind was
elsewhere. | thought about Josie’s mother’s reaction
the first time | knocked on their door, the skepticism
in her eyes when | told her | wanted to see Josie.

And now, | was about to face her father.

When | arrived, silence filled the house, thick with
unspoken questions. | sat in the living room, trying to
steady my breath, while all eyes rested on me—her
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mother, her sisters Julia and Janet, her little brother
Philip, and, finally, her father.
No one said it aloud, but | could feel the question
hanging in the air:
How dare this young Arab man come here with such
a request?
Then, breaking the tension, Roger—Josie’s father—
suddenly smiled and asked,

- “Would you like a cup of tea”?
It was a simple question, but it carried so much more.
| looked at him and found warmth in his eyes—
something | hadn’t expected. In that moment, |
realized | wasn’t being treated as an outsider, but as
a man who had come to ask for his daughter’s heart.
The suffocating weight in my chest eased slightly, as
if the wall of anxiety had begun to crack.
But before | could answer, the phone rang, cutting
through the fragile calm.
Roger turned toward me, extended the receiver, and
said firmly,

- “Omar... it’s Josie. Pick up”.

A Conversation That Changed Everything
My heartbeat thundered in my ears.
| hesitated for a brief second before taking the
receiver. The moment | heard her voice, it was as if
time had frozen.

“Josie”...

84



| wanted to say so much, but the words felt heavy,
tangled in my throat.

Her response came, filled with emotion, as if she,
too, was struggling to process her own feelings.

- “l want to come back”.

| held my breath. Had | heard her correctly?

- “What”?

- “I'm coming back to Qatar. Today... on the
earliest flight | can find. | don’t want to stay
here. | don’t want to live away from you
anymore”.

Her voice carried a mix of excitement and hesitation,
as if she couldn’t believe what she was saying. A
storm surged within me—not of fear, but of
certainty.
“Josie, are you”?...
| didn’t finish my sentence. | just heard her soft
laughter, laced with unspoken tears.
“Omar, | was angry at you, but | never hated
you. And now, hearing your voice, hearing that
you want me to return... it felt like something
inside me woke up again”.
| closed my eyes and took a deep breath.
This was the feeling | had been searching for all these
years.

- “So..” | said, my voice barely steady, a slow

smile spreading across my face.
“So... I'll be waiting for you”.
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A Decision That Changed Everything
After the call, | stood frozen for a few moments,
staring at the phone, unable to fully grasp what had
just happened .The surprise wasn’t in talking to Josie,
but in her decision .She told me, with a steady yet
emotional voice, that her family had agreed for her to
return to Qatar—for me. | had braced myself for
resistance, for her mother to try to persuade her to
stay in London. But none of that happened.
Instead, | found myself facing a reality | hadn’t
prepared for: Josie was willing to give up
everything—to be with me. The realization hit me like
a wave.
Happiness, yes. But beneath it, a quiet weight settled
in my chest.
This wasn’t just an ordinary step. This was a
sacrifice—her sacrifice. She was leaving behind the
dream she had carried since childhood. The dream of
becoming a professional equestrian, of living among
horses, racing against time, soaring over barriers. A
dream she had nurtured her entire life. And she was
giving it up... for an uncertain future with me. That
night, | lay awake, staring at the ceiling, questioning
everything. Was | selfish for accepting her decision?
| hadn’t asked her to do this. | had never once told
her to choose me over her dreams. And yet, she had.
| felt gratitude—but it was gratitude tangled with
guilt.
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What if things didn’t go as we imagined? What if she
looked back one day and regretted it?

But amidst all the questions, there was one truth |
couldn’t deny:

We needed each other.

Maybe | didn’t fully understand it at the time, but
deep down, | had been searching for something—
something | had missed all my life.

A sense of home. A feeling of warmth, of belonging.
After my father’s death and my mother’s growing
distance, home had stopped feeling like a place of
security. | needed someone who made me feel like |
wasn’t alone. And Josie was that person. This was the
true beginning for us.

We didn’t know what awaited us, but we were ready
to embark on this adventure together.

Without hesitation. Without fear.

We were young. We were in love.

And for now, that was all that mattered.

A Love That Blossomed With Time... and
Unforgettable Memories

When Josie returned to Qatar, it felt as if life had
given me a second chance—a new chapter in a story
whose ending | couldn’t predict.

We were young, living love in its purest form,
untouched by calculations or fears. We weren’t
burdened by what lay ahead; instead, we embraced
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the present, finding happiness in the smallest details.
Every day after school, we met, spent hours together,
and let time slip through our fingers as if it belonged
only to us.

One evening, | looked up to find her standing at the
door. She wore a simple dress, yet there was
something different in her eyes—something | hadn’t
seen before.

Was it wonder? Happiness? Or a quiet hesitation
about the future?

| wasn’t sure. But | knew one thing—I was willing to
do anything for her.

Moments That Became Memories

Our days weren’t just quiet meetings; they were a
collection of adventures that shaped our love.

One day, we decided to escape to the beach. The air
was crisp, the waves hummed their endless melody,
and the sky stretched wide above us, painted in hues
of gold and blue. As we sat by the shore, watching
the migrating flamingos land gracefully near the
water, their pink and white feathers glowing under
the sunlight, the moment felt almost surreal—Ilike
something out of a dream.
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Omar and Josie at the beach

Josie gazed at them for a long time, her expression
soft, as if she saw something beyond what was in
front of her.
Then, she turned to me and smiled dreamily.
“These birds know where to find beauty... just
like | found my place here”.
And in that moment, | knew—her words weren’t just
about Qatar.
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They were about us.
| looked at her, and deep inside, | felt something
beyond love—something deeper, as if she were a
part of my soul, a missing piece | had never known |
was searching for.
But love wasn’t just quiet, poetic moments; it was
laughter, energy, and endless fun.
We played bowling, where Josie’s competitive spirit
turned every date into a playful challenge. And
whenever | won, she would cross her arms, feign
frustration, and say:

“Alright, I'll let you win this time... but just wait

for the next round”!
Then she’d laugh, pick up the ball, and throw it
carelessly—pretending she didn’t care, though | knew
she was secretly giving it her best shot.
Yet, beneath all this joy, a quiet question lingered in
my mind:
Could these moments last forever?
| didn’t know the answer.
But in that moment, with her, | was the happiest |
had ever been.

The Beginning of Challenges... A Reality We Hadn’t
Considered
The challenges crept in quietly, like shadows
stretching across the edges of our happiness. At first,
we ignored them, believing our love was stronger
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than any obstacle. But little by little, the questions
we had avoided began demanding answers.
Could our love withstand our differences? What
about my family? My community? And what about
Josephine’s dream—the one she had left behind for
me?
The Question That Changed Everything
One evening, we sat by the beach, the vast sea
stretching before us, the breeze playing with her hair.
She held my hand, but | could sense that her mind
was elsewhere. Her eyes, always filled with
excitement, now held something different—
something that looked like worry... or perhaps doubt.
In a quiet yet heavy voice, she asked,
“Omar... do you think we have a future”?
Her words struck me hard—not because she asked,
but because | had no ready answer.
| wanted to tell her, Yes, of course, we have a future.
But the truth was far more complicated. | didn’t want
to lie to her... or to myself.
| exhaled slowly, then admitted,
“I don’t know, Josie... | don’t want to promise
something | can’t guarantee. We love each
other, and that’s undeniable, but... is love
alone enough”?
A sad smile formed on her lips as she whispered,
gazing at the horizon,
“That’s what scares me... I've bet everything on
our love, but what if it’s not enough”?
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A dull ache settled in my chest.
| never wanted her to feel regret. | never wanted her
to believe—even for a second—that she had
sacrificed too much for me without getting anything
in return.
| squeezed her hand firmly, as if to reassure her, as if
to silently say, I’'m here. | won’t let go. With quiet
determination, | said,
“Josie, | don’t want you to regret this... | don’t
want to be the reason you gave up your
dreams”.
She turned to me, her gaze unwavering.
“You didn’t force me into anything, Omar... |
chose this path. But sometimes, | feel scared. |
want to be with you, but | also want to live my
life, to achieve something for myself”.
Her words touched a part of me | had been avoiding.
Because deep down, | had been thinking the same
thing.
| loved her more than anything, but | knew that love
alone wasn’t enough. The world would not be kind to
us just because we loved each other.
| reached out and gently touched her face, feeling a
slight tremor beneath my fingers—as if she were
holding onto this moment, trying to silence the
doubts pressing in from all sides.
With conviction, | whispered,
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“We’ll find a way, Josie. | don’t know how, but
| believe we will. We didn’t come this far just
to give up”.
She looked at me, her eyes a mixture of hope and
fear. Then, in a voice barely above a whisper, she
said,
“Promise me you won’t leave me alone in
this”.
| smiled softly, running my fingers through her hair.
- “l promise... even if the whole world stands
against us”.
| meant every word.
But as we sat in silence, watching the waves crash
and retreat, | felt the weight of the unknown pressing
down on us.
Love wasn’t our only battle—there was an entire
world standing between us.
| was ready to fight for her. But the question |
couldn’t shake was...
Would Josephine be willing to fight until the end?

Fighting for Love... But at What Cost?
A year after Josie returned, when | finished high
school, | began thinking more seriously about my
future. | knew that joining the military could be my
gateway to the world, offering me a chance to study
abroad. The idea struck me—what if that scholarship
took me to Josie’s country?
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There, away from family pressures, we could
rediscover each other in a space where we could
finally see things clearly, free from the constraints
imposed upon us. It wasn’t just about education—it
was about finding a path back to her.

| searched relentlessly for an opportunity to get to
the UK. Then, the chance came through the Qatari
Navy. With the help of my cousin, | contacted a naval
officer who assured me that after completing basic
training, | would be sent to the UK for further studies.
This was it—my chance to be with Josie again. | held
onto it with all my strength.

But, as always, fate had other plans.

A Future Stolen
Before the training course in the UK began, | received
devastating news. Only two spots were available for
Qatari cadets. And just like that, the officer who had
once given me hope chose to give those spots to his
brother and brother-in-law instead.
My dream—our dream—was taken from me in an
instant.
It felt like the air had been ripped from my lungs.
This wasn’t just a lost opportunity. This was my
future, my love, my hope—snatched away by
favoritism and corruption.
That night, | sat by the sea, watching the waves crash
in the darkness, mirroring the turmoil inside me. How
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was | supposed to accept this? How could | return to
my life as if nothing had happened?

Josie was waiting for me.

And | had no way to reach her.

A Conversation of Hope

After losing my chance to study in the UK, | felt lost.
But | wasn’t alone in that feeling. | met Josie, and we
sat down to talk about where we stood. Despite her
own uncertainty, her words were filled with wisdom.

“Let’s not make rash decisions,” she said, her

voice calm but firm.

- “Opportunities will come at the right time”.
We both believed that the sincerity of our love would
endure, that it would be the force that carried us
through the struggles ahead.
After everything we had faced, it was clear—our
relationship was no longer just a love story. It was a
battle. A battle we never chose. A battle against
traditions, against  society, against family
expectations.
There was no easy path. But there was only one way
forward—holding onto each other. One night, as we
sat in the backyard of her home in Qatar, beneath a
sky full of silent stars, | turned to her and said,
- “ldon’t want to lose you”.

She looked at me, her hazel eyes filled with a mixture
of fear and determination. Then, in a whisper, she
asked,
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“Neither do I... but what are we going to do,
Omar? How can we stay together”?

A Choice That Would Change Everything
Time passed, and things only became more
complicated.
We weighed our options, going back and forth
between possibilities. Every conversation was laced
with hesitation and worry, knowing that any decision
we made would change the course of our lives
forever.
Then, one evening, she spoke the words | had been
afraid to admit to myself.
“What if this isn’t the right time”? A heavy silence
followed.
But then, we both realized something—waiting
wasn’t the answer.
We exchanged glances, searching for certainty in
each other’s eyes.

- “The timing may not be perfect,” | told her, my
voice steady, “but we’ll never know if it’s right
unless we take the leap”.

She stared at me for a long moment, and then... she
smiled. A smile that held both hope and fear.
Because we both knew—once we made this decision,
there was no turning back.
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A Bold Plan

| took a deep breath and said,

“What if we go to London? Relive our
memories there, and get married in the very
place where our story began? That way, we’ll
force everyone to face the reality of our love”.

She gazed at me, absorbing the weight of my words.

For a brief moment, | saw her heart battling

conflicting emotions.

Then, finally, with a quiet but resolute smile, she said,
“Let’s go to London. Let’s rebuild what we
started there. Let’s take control of our lives—
away from all the pressure”.

She saw in my eyes exactly what she needed to see—

certainty, love, and the willingness to face anything

for her.

She didn’t say another word. She just smiled.

And with that smile, | knew... She had said yes.

Our Journey to London... and the Beginning of a

Difficult Path

Traveling to London wasn’t just a trip; it was a

passage into an entirely new life.

From the moment we boarded the plane, | knew this

step would change everything. | kept glancing at

Josie, wondering if we were making the right

decision. But every time she held my hand, she gave

me a quiet reassurance—as if to say, “We’re in this

together”.
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We arrived in London on a cold evening. The city
glowed at night with its endless lights, but nothing
shone brighter than her eyes as she looked at me, her
smile carrying both excitement and fear.

We rented a small room in a modest hotel in the
heart of the city, unaware that these fleeting days
would one day become some of our most cherished
memories.

A Proposal Under the London Rain

The next evening, as the sun dipped below the
horizon, casting a golden hue across the city, | knew it
was time.
We walked near the hotel where we had first met,
the familiar streets bustling with life, as a light drizzle
began to fall. | had been carrying this moment inside
me for days, waiting for the right time, but now |
realized—there was no perfect moment. Only now.
| stopped suddenly, turning to Josie. She looked at
me, confused, as | took her hands in mine.
Then, without hesitation, | stepped back and dropped
to one knee.
The world around us blurred—voices, footsteps, the
rush of city life—all of it faded into the background.

“Josie, | want to marry you”.
Her breath hitched. Her hazel eyes widened, filled
with surprise, uncertainty, and something else—
something unspoken.
| could see the questions forming in her mind.
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“Are you sure?” she asked hesitantly, her voice
barely above a whisper.
| met her gaze, steady and full of conviction.
- “Yes, I’'m sure. Will you marry me”?
For a moment, she didn’t speak. The rain fell softly
between us, cool against my skin, as | waited—
waited for her to decide if she would take this leap
with me.
Then, her lips curved into a shy smile, her cheeks
flushed, and she whispered,
“I' love you. | love you so much”.
She took the ring from my hand, her fingers
trembling slightly, and slid it onto her finger. Our eyes
met beneath the falling rain, and in that moment, the
world around us disappeared. It was just us.

No past. No future. Only now.

| stepped closer, my voice barely audible over the
rain.

“I'm not afraid of the world, Josie. The only

thing | fear... is losing you”.
She smiled—a smile that carried both joy and the
weight of everything we had been through.
And with that, our love was sealed, not just with
words, but with a silent promise—one we both knew
would come at a cost.

Searching for the Right Path
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In the days that followed, we searched tirelessly for a
way to get married.
It wasn’t easy. Mosques in London were hesitant to
approve the marriage of an Arab man to a non-
Muslim woman. Some were unwilling to get involved,
while others required extensive documentation and
bureaucratic procedures that could take weeks,
maybe even months.
After three days of searching, we finally found a small
mosque tucked away in an old London neighborhood.
The imam was an elderly man, his eyes filled with the
weight of experience. He listened to our story in
silence, his expression unreadable. Then, after a long
pause, he spoke, his voice steady but firm.
- “Marriage is a responsibility, not just a signed
paper. Do you both understand what you're
about to do”?
Without hesitation, | replied,

“I understand completely, and I’'m ready”.
The imam then turned to Josephine, his gaze kind yet
searching.

“And you? Are you ready to change your life

for this man”?
She looked at me, her eyes filled with certainty, and
smiled.

“I'm ready”.
The imam nodded in approval.

- “Very well, we can proceed”.
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For the first time in days, | felt hope stirring inside
me.

But | never expected the shock to come from
Josephine herself.

Hesitation... and a Difficult Decision

As we walked back to the hotel, the city lights
flickering around us, Josie suddenly stopped. | turned
to her, confused. Her blue eyes locked onto mine,
filled with hesitation. Then, in a trembling voice, she
whispered,

“Omar... | can’t do this... not like this”.
The ground beneath me seemed to shift. Was she...
backing out?
Before | could speak, she quickly reached for my
hand, gripping it tightly.

- “Don’t get me wrong—I want you. | want us.
But | don’t want our marriage to be just an act
of defiance against our families. | want it to be
real, built on something stronger than just
running away”.

Her words cut through the whirlwind of emotions
inside me.

She wasn’t just a rebellious girl escaping her past—
she wanted something deeper, something built on
solid ground.

| stood there, silent for a moment, then—despite the
ache in my chest—I smiled.

She was right.
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“Okay... so, how do you see the right way”?
She exhaled, her voice steadier now.

“Together. We face them together. We don’t

run”.
Her words were simple, yet they carried the weight
of everything we had been avoiding. But there was
one problem—time wasn’t on our side.

The Storm of Our Families... and an Unexpected
Departure
A few days later, everything unraveled. Josephine’s
family had found out where we were.

B
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We didn’t know how, but we suspected one of her
friends had told them she had traveled with me. Her
mother was furious, and her father took drastic
measures—he contacted the police, claiming that |
had taken her without their consent. He used the fact
that she hadn’t turned eighteen yet against me.
In an instant, our dream turned into a nightmare. We
had no choice but to leave the UK immediately.
At the airport, Josie sat beside me, gripping my hand
tightly, as if afraid | would disappear the moment she
let go.
Her voice was barely above a whisper.

- “Will we make it”?
| looked at her—into the eyes of the woman | was
willing to fight the world for—and with a small,
unwavering smile, | replied:

- “We will... because we’re together”.
| believed those words with all my heart.
But | didn’t realize... this was only the beginning.

Meeting Josephine’s Father... A Confrontation That
Changed Everything

After returning from London, | knew there was no
avoiding what came next.

| had to face Josephine’s family. Her mother was the
greatest obstacle, but her father... he was different. A
strict military man, yet something told me he
respected men who took responsibility. If anyone in
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her family would listen to me, it would be him. That
evening, | picked up the phone and called him.
| expected an explosion of anger, maybe even
outright dismissal.
Instead, his voice was calm.
- “Omar? | wasn’t expecting this call”.
| took a deep breath.
“Sir, | know you’re angry. And | know there’s a
lot you need to say. But | want to talk to you
face-to-face”.
He was silent for a long moment before replying, his
tone cold but controlled.
- “l don’t see what there is to discuss. You took
my daughter without permission and left us in

chaos”.
- “I'm sorry if | caused any pain to your family;
that was never my intention. But | love

Josephine, and that will never change”.
| heard his heavy breath on the other end of the line.
Then, after a pause, he finally said:
- “Fine. Come see me tomorrow afternoon. But |
promise you nothing”.

The Critical Meeting... A True Test
The next day, | arrived at his house on time. He
opened the door, standing tall, radiating the
commanding presence of a man who had spent his
life in control. His blue eyes studied me carefully,
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assessing me—not just as a man, but as someone
who dared to stand before him. We sat in his office,
surrounded by bookshelves, photographs of the
planes he had piloted in his youth, and the lingering
scent of cigars. He wasn’t welcoming. But he wasn’t
dismissive either.

That, at least, was something. He leaned forward, his
gaze sharp.

- “So, Omar, tell me... what exactly do you
want”?

| didn’t hesitate.
“I want to marry Josephine. | want to build a
life with her. | want to prove to you that | can
protect her and make her happy”.

He let out a short, sharp laugh.

- “Protect her? From what? The world? Or from
yourselves? You young people think love is
enough to overcome everything. But life is
more complicated than that”.

| met his gaze, unshaken.

- “I' know love alone isn’t enough. That’s why I'm
asking you to trust me. | know | have to earn
your respect, and I’'m ready for that. All | ask
for is a chance”.

Silence filled the room.
Then, after what felt like an eternity, he exhaled. His
tone was quieter, but still firm.
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- “Josephine loves you. That much is clear. And |
don’t want to lose my daughter. If you are both
truly committed to this path... | won’t stand in
your way. But you must prove to me that you
are worthy of her”.

For the first time in months, | felt like | could breathe
again.
A weight lifted from my chest as | answered,

- “I'will. | promise”.

He extended his hand, shaking mine with a firm grip.
“We'll see, Omar... we'll see”.

Beyond the Confrontation... The Road Wasn’t Easy
Her father wasn’t entirely welcoming, but he was no
longer hostile. That alone was a victory—a small one,
but significant.
| had gained a foothold, an opening, but | knew the
real battle had yet to begin.

Josephine’s mother would not be so easily convinced.
It wasn’t enough to prove my love for their
daughter—I had to prove that | could be part of their
world. This wasn’t a fight | could win with words
alone. It required patience, respect, and persistence.
But even as | fought for acceptance, one question
remained:

Would our love be strong enough to withstand all
these storms?
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The Days That Followed... Slowly Building Trust
It  wasn’t  easy. There  were tensions,
misunderstandings, and days when | felt like | was
fighting a losing battle.
But | didn’t give up. | visited their home regularly,
finding small ways to help Josephine’s father,
engaging in casual conversations, making an effort to
be present—not just as a man asking for their
daughter, but as someone willing to be part of their
lives.
As for Josephine, she remained by my side, despite
the immense pressure from her family, despite the
whispers of doubt that surrounded us.
Then, one day, something happened that | never
expected.

An Unexpected Conversation... A Door Begins to
Open

| was sitting in their garden, the air thick with the
scent of damp earth after the morning rain.
Josephine’s mother walked toward me. She sat down
across from me, her movements composed, her face
unreadable.
For a long moment, she just studied me, as if
searching for something in my eyes.
Then, in a quiet but serious voice, she finally spoke.
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- ‘I still believe your marriage will be difficult...
but | don’t want to lose my daughter because
of my stubbornness”.

| held my breath. This wasn’t approval. But it wasn’t
rejection either.

It was the closest thing to acceptance | had ever
dreamed of.

Had We Won the Battle? Or Was the War Far from

Over?

It was a step forward, but it didn’t mean the fight was

over.

There were still battles ahead—against traditions,

against religion, against the expectations of society,

and even against the doubts that sometimes crept

into our own hearts. We were ready. Or at least,

that’s what we thought.

Would Josephine continue to stand strong? Could |

protect her from everything?

Would our love survive all that was yet to come?

This was only the beginning.

And we had to find out for ourselves where the road

would lead.

The Shocking Decision: Exile to Pakistan!
| returned to Qatar determined to fight for my future.
| had no choice but to file a formal complaint against
the navy commander—the man who had abused his
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power to send his brother and his sister’s husband to
the UK instead of me. | thought justice would prevail.
| thought they would correct the mistake. Instead,
they tried to get rid of me entirely. The decision came
swiftly, without warning.

“You are being sent on a training course in Pakistan”.
It felt like a death sentence.

| had fought to go to the UK—to be close to
Josephine—but instead, they were sending me in the
opposite direction.

| was trying to build a future for us, yet they were
tearing it apart, piece by piece.

And deep down, a terrifying thought took root: Was
this the beginning of the end?

Fighting a Battle | Couldn’t Win

| resisted.

| fought with everything | had. | challenged the
decision in every possible way.

But in the end, | was just a soldier.

And soldiers obey orders.

So, with no other choice, | boarded a plane to
Pakistan, my heart heavy with frustration and loss.
But | refused to surrender.

Josephine was waiting for me.

The only question was... for how long?
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A Love Tested by Distance

There were no mobile phones. No internet. The only
way to stay connected was through handwritten
letters—each one a lifeline, a fragile thread holding
our love together across the distance. She wrote to
me, pouring her heart into ink and paper.

“I trust you,” she said. “I'll wait... no matter

how long it takes”.
Her words gave me strength. No matter how harsh
the conditions were, no matter how alone | felt,
knowing that she still believed in us kept me going.
But | soon realized...
Sending me away wasn’t enough. They didn’t just
want to exile me. They wanted to break me.

Arriving in Pakistan: An Unexpected Beginning
When my plane touched down in Pakistan, | felt as if |
had stepped into an entirely different world.

It wasn’t just the change in climate or language—it
was the overwhelming sense of unfamiliarity, a sharp
reminder that | was far from everything | knew.

| wasn’t alone. A group of cadets had been sent
alongside me for military college training. But
whatever illusions | had about what lay ahead quickly
faded.

The discipline was brutal. Strict schedules. Grueling
exercises. Training sessions that pushed my body and
mind to the edge.
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Mornings began before dawn, the sharp blast of
whistles dragging us from sleep into punishing drills.
Theoretical lessons followed, then hours of relentless
field training, leaving barely a moment to breathe.
But | pushed through.

Not just to prove myself to others—but to prove
something to myself.

The Morgue Incident: A Test of Fear and the
Unknown
One day, the academy was tense with unease. Two
cadets had vanished without a trace. Days passed
with no word. No clues. No explanations. Then, the
unthinkable happened. | was summoned to the office
of a senior officer.
There were no lengthy explanations, no
reassurances—just a sharp command.
“You need to come with us to the morgue”.

| didn’t understand at first.
But when we arrived, | realized why.
Two bodies had been found—drowned near a
remote island.
And they wanted me to identify them.
My steps felt heavier with every movement, dread
curling in my stomach like a fist tightening around my
insides. My heart pounded as | followed the officers,
my mind fighting against the possibility that | might
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soon be looking into the faces of my lost comrades—
lifeless and cold on a steel table.

The covers were lifted. | forced myself to look. For a
breathless moment, fear gripped me. Then—relief. It
wasn’t them.

| exhaled sharply, whispering a silent thank God.

But that relief was tainted.

The air in the room was still heavy, the cold metal of
the morgue pressing into my bones. Because in that
moment, | truly understood—Ilife was fragile.

And responsibility carried a weight | hadn’t fully
grasped... until now.

Returning Home... and an Unexpected Opportunity
In Pakistan, the days passed painfully slow. The small
hotel where | stayed felt more like a prison, trapping
me in solitude. Everything around me reminded me
of what | had lost—the dreams, the fight, the love |
was clinging to.
| was isolated, cut off from everything. But in the
heart of that loneliness, one thing kept me going—
Josephine.

Yet, despite my determination, the road ahead felt
like it was closing in on me.

Communication was nearly impossible. Each passing
day made it seem as if fate itself was pulling us apart,
unraveling the future | had envisioned.

Doubt crept in...
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Would | ever make it back to her? Was this the end of
everything we had fought for? Then, in my darkest
moment, an unexpected opportunity arose.

A Fateful Encounter
One evening, as | sat in the dimly lit lobby of my
modest hotel, a high-ranking Qatari military officer
walked in. | didn’t know him personally. But fate had
brought him to me. He noticed me, his gaze sharp
with curiosity, and after a brief exchange, he asked to
speak with me.
For a moment, | hesitated. Then, | decided—I
couldn’t let this chance slip away.
| told him everything. How | had been wrongfully sent
away. How the navy commander had sabotaged my
future. How my entire life was now hanging in the
balance.
He listened intently, his expression unreadable. Then,
after a long pause, he spoke—his tone calm yet firm.
“I will send a telegram to Qatar immediately
and work on setting things right”.

A Life-Changing Shift
The next day, the response arrived.l could hardly
believe it. | was being transferred from the navy... to
intelligence. This wasn’t just a career shift. It was a
turning point in my life. Within days, my stay in
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Pakistan was covered, and arrangements were made
for my return. | was finally going home.

And for the first time in a long time, | felt something |
had lost along the way—control over my own
destiny.

The Decision to Study in the UK

Back in Qatar, a new opportunity presented itself—
one that could change everything.
| was given two options:

e A government scholarship to study in the

United States.
e A placement at the Royal Military Academy
Sandhurst in the UK.

The choice was clear. The UK wasn’t just about my
career—it was about Josephine.
| met with the military official again, and when he
asked if | was sure, | didn’t hesitate.
“Yes. The UK is my dream, and it’s time to make it
happen”.
Days later, the acceptance telegram arrived. | was
officially a cadet at Sandhurst.
And in that moment, standing on the edge of a new
beginning, | realized—
Despite all the obstacles... | was finally on the path to
achieving my dream.
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The Struggle with Josephine’s Mother: Love’s
Obstacles
From the moment Josephine’s mother discovered her
daughter’s relationship with me, her stance was firm:
- “This love will not last”.

Her rejection wasn’t personal—it was about what |
represented.
To her, religion was an insurmountable barrier. The
differences in faith, culture, and upbringing were
simply too vast. In her eyes, it was impossible for her
daughter to build a stable life with a Muslim man.
One day, she told Josephine in a cold, unwavering
tone:

“He may be a good man, but you cannot marry

someone who does not share your faith. Love

alone is not enough, my daughter”.
But Josephine saw things differently. To her, | wasn’t
just a man she loved—I| was the one who truly
understood her, the one who made her feel safe in a
way no one else ever had.
Her love for me wasn’t something that could be
measured in theological debates or cultural norms. It
was real. It was profound.
Whenever she tried to convince her mother that love
could overcome anything, she was always met with
the same cold, unwavering gaze—a reminder that
reality was not measured by dreams.
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The Girl Who Never Found Love

Decades ago, in a cold orphanage on the outskirts of
an English city, there was a little girl named
Margaret. But she didn’t like her name. No one ever
called her by it except the supervisors when giving
orders. There was no warm voice calling her by a
loving nickname, and no one held her hand when she
was scared at night by the sounds echoing through
the long, dark hallways.

Margaret grew up carrying a void in her heart that
could never be filled. She would watch other children
being adopted, one after another, while she
remained behind—waiting. She never knew why, but
she always felt unwanted, as if the world had already
decided she wouldn’t belong to any real family.

Adoption Without Belonging

At the age of ten, she received the news she had
waited for her entire life: a family had decided to
adopt her. But this fleeting joy soon turned into
another disappointment. The family wasn’t what she
had imagined—there were no warm hugs or
goodnight kisses on the forehead, only strict rules,
daily prayers, and endless talks about sin and
salvation.

Her new mother was a deeply religious woman, to
the point of fanaticism. She believed that God had
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saved her from infertility so she could become the
mother of this lost child. But she never saw Margaret
as a real daughter—more like a religious duty, a soul
to be “fixed” and brought onto the right path.

Every time Margaret tried to express herself, she was
met with rebukes and reminders that she should be
grateful for the “blessing” she had received. But she
never once felt loved—only that she was being
tested, always afraid of failing and being abandoned
again.

Fleeing Into Control
As Margaret grew into a woman, she carried with her
a deep fear of reliving that same experience—of
being left, losing control, and feeling that she didn’t
belong.

So when she became a mother, she decided to create
her own world, a world that no one could threaten.
She had to be the leader, the only voice heard, the
one in control of everything.

Motherhood, to her, wasn’t just about love and
giving—it was a chance to compensate for her old
loss. But not with warmth... with power.

An Earthquake Named Omar
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When Omar entered Josephine’s life, he wasn’t just a
Muslim man coming to take her daughter away. He
was a direct threat to everything Margaret had built.
She saw in him a strength she had never been able to
face in her own childhood—someone who wouldn’t
bend to her authority, who wasn’t afraid of her
beliefs. It wasn’t just a love story between her
daughter and a man from a different culture—it was
an earthquake that shook the order she had imposed
on her family for years.

Margaret was afraid—not with the fear of a typical
mother worried about her daughter’s uncertain
future—but with the fear of someone watching her
power crumble. Someone threatening the small
empire she had spent a lifetime building.

So she began to fight Omar—not just because he was
“different,” but because he exposed a truth she had
long tried to deny:

That control is not love. And true strength doesn’t
come from imposing authority—but from having the
courage to let go of it.

But was she ready to admit that truth? Of course not.
So she had to do everything in her power to keep her
world intact—even if it meant losing her daughter.

Earthquake in Josie’s Home: When Power Shook
From the moment Omar entered Josephine’s life, the
house was never the same. This wasn’t just a love
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story between a boy and a girl from two different
worlds—it was a seismic shift that shook the
foundation of the entire family. Omar wasn’t just
someone Josephine loved—he was the first real
challenge to her mother’s authority, the power no
one had dared question before.

At first, Josephine’s mother tried to manage things
the way she always did—by ignoring, then firmly
rejecting, and finally launching a direct attack. But
nothing went according to her plan.

The Grandfather... A Man Who Refused to Be Led
The grandfather was different from the rest of the
family. Despite his age, his spirit remained alive. A
man who had lived through wars, who understood
loss and victory, and who did not accept absolute
judgments easily. From his first meeting with Omar,
he saw something in him.

“Tell me, Omar, why do you insist on this
relationship? Haven’t you thought about how
difficult it’ll be”?

- “I'm not looking for easy, sir. I'm looking for

truth... and the truth is, | love Josephine—and |
respect her enough to fight for her”.
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He stared at Omar for a long moment, then burst out
laughing—a laugh the family hadn’t heard in years.
He was impressed. Impressed by a young man who
stood firm in the face of the storm, unafraid of
confrontation. From that day on, he grew closer to
Omar—and more distant from his own daughter’s
influence.

Josephine... Thinking Outside Her Mother’s Box
All her life, Josie had lived under her mother’s
shadow, trying to please her, trying not to be the girl
who disappointed her. But with Omar, she began to
see the world beyond the strict boundaries her
mother had drawn.

She started asking questions she had never dared ask
before:

* Why does her mother believe everything

outside her faith is evil?

* Why is difference considered a threat?

*  Why must love feel like a battle?

As her bond with Omar deepened, she realized her
mother hadn’t been protecting her, but imprisoning
her in a cage of fear.

The Mother... and the Fall of the Mask

But Josephine’s mother wasn’t a woman who gave up
easily. She felt danger creeping in—a fear she hadn’t
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known before. Omar wasn’t just a stranger—he was a
new idea, one that threatened the entire system she
had built.

She saw her daughter drifting away. Her father
turning against her. And for the first time, her
authority no longer felt absolute.

That’s when her real war began—a psychological
one. A war using religion, and doubt.
She began planting seeds in Josephine’s mind:

- “He loves you now, but what about five years
from now? Ten? Will you still matter to him?
Or are you just a phase”?

- “Have you thought about what happens when
he returns to Qatar? Surrounded by his family
and traditions? Will he still see you the same
way”?

Doubt began creeping into Josie’s heart—despite all
the love she felt. She knew Omar. She trusted him.
But she had also lived her whole life in her mother’s
shadow... and she knew how skillfully her mother
could manipulate minds.

The House That Was Never the Same
Before Omar, Josie’s home seemed stable—or so it
appeared to everyone. No one questioned the
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mother. No one asked difficult questions. No one
dared dream beyond the boundaries she had drawn.
But now?

* The grandfather was rebelling for the first time.

* Josephine began realizing she wasn’t living her
life—but one that had been imposed on her.

* Omar was there—like a storm that couldn’t be
stopped. Not because he wanted to destroy—
but because he simply wanted to be true to
himself.

Josephine’s mother hadn’t lost the war yet—but she
felt the ground trembling beneath her feet. And if
there was one thing she feared most—it was losing
control.

Thus, this wasn’t just a love story anymore—it
became a battle over power, freedom, and identity.
Omar didn’t know it yet—but he wasn’t just facing
Josephine’s mother. He was facing an ideology. A
legacy. A system built on fear and control. And he
wasn’t ready to back down.

Unexpected Warmth... Omar’s Bond With the
Grandparents

In the midst of the storm his presence brought into
Josephine’s life, Omar found an unexpected
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warmth—the grandfather and grandmother, or as
Josie lovingly called them, “Grandpa” and “Nanny”.

The Grandfather... A Man Who Saw His Lost Youth in
Omar

The grandfather was a tough man. He didn’t believe
in empty words or hollow promises. His long life in
the navy had taught him that men are defined by
their actions—not by their intentions. From the
beginning, he wasn’t excited about the idea of his
granddaughter being involved with an Arab Muslim—
but he didn’t show the hostility Josephine’s mother
did. He observed Omar, studied him with the eyes of
a man who had seen much of the world—until he
began to see something different... something that
reminded him of his younger self, his courage, his
relentless search for truth.

Their relationship started slowly but deepened with
time. During each visit, the grandfather would invite
Omar to sit with him in the backyard, where he drank
his evening tea and watched the ancient trees he had
planted decades ago. There, their conversations took
on a different tone—a dialogue between
generations, between two minds seeking to
understand the world in their own ways.
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- “You think too much, Omar. Men who think
too much either make history—or get crushed
by it”.

- “And which one do you think I'll be, Grandpa”?

- Time will tell... but | see something rare in you.
And that makes me believe you won’t be like
the rest”.

The Grandmother... A Heart That Saw Omar As the
Son She Never Had

As for the grandmother—Nanny—she was nothing

like the grandfather. She didn’t care for deep analysis

or logical arguments. She saw the world through her

simple, kind lens. And in Omar, she saw something

undeniable: the love that bound him to Josephine.
“You make her happy, dear... and that alone is

a blessing beyond price”.

- “But she’s not happy now, Nanny. Her mother
is doing everything to tear us apart”.

- “Her mother is afraid... some women confuse
love with control, and faith with domination”.

Nanny knew her daughter better than anyone else.
She saw that her rejection of Omar wasn’t purely
religious—but rooted in fear of losing her grip on
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Josephine, fear of watching her daughter live a life
beyond her control.
With time, Nanny became a refuge for Omar. She
listened when he felt lost, encouraged him when he
hesitated, and comforted him when the world
seemed against him.

A Shelter in the Storm
Amid the psychological war waged by Josephine’s
mother, Omar found safety in the presence of the
grandparents. They weren’t just members of
Josephine’s family—they became part of his journey.
The grandfather who saw in him a spark of his own
soul, and the grandmother who embraced him like
the son she never bore.
He knew the battle was far from over—but he also
knew there were people who believed in him, who
supported him, who saw in him more than society
ever could. And that alone gave him the strength to
keep going.

A Special Bond with Josephine’s Father

Unlike her mother, Josephine’s father saw something
different in me.

We shared a love for the sea, for adventure. He
admired my discipline and passion for military life,
qualities that reflected his own .Over time, we found
common ground—not through words of persuasion,
but through shared experiences.
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We spent hours discussing ships, maritime

operations, and military strategy. And, to my

surprise, we both had a deep love for squash, a sport

he had excelled in for years.

One evening, after an intense match, he wiped the

sweat from his forehead, looked at me, and smiled:
“You have the spirit of a fighter, Omar. That’s
something not many possess”.

Josephine watched moments like these with quiet

hope, wishing her father could convince her mother

that | wasn’t the man she feared me to be.

Yet, despite his growing respect for me, he was

caught in a silent war within himself.

He saw me as more than just his daughter’s love—I

had become something of a spiritual son to him .But

at the same time, he had his own battles to fight.

He was torn—between the deep admiration he had

for me and the unrelenting resistance of his wife.

He didn’t want to lose either of us —The wife who

had been his source of stability for years.Or the

daughter he loved more than anything .But deep

down, he knew one truth he couldn’t deny —His

daughter’s love for me was real.

And no amount of resistance could change that.
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art Five: Love in the Face of Reality: Do
Dreams Ever Come True®

When | told Josephine that | was being sent to the UK
for my studies, | could feel her joy before she even
spoke .For a moment, there was nothing but silence
on the other end of the line.Then suddenly—her
voice burst forth, filled with awe, disbelief, and
overwhelming happiness.
“I can’t believe it! Is this real”!?
Her voice trembled, as if she feared this was just a
dream she would wake up from.
| laughed softly, but deep inside, | felt the same sense
of wonder.
“Yes, it’s real, Josie... I'll be there, in the same
country. We won’t just be words on paper
anymore”.
| could hear her breath quicken, as if she was trying
to grasp the reality of it .Then suddenly—she let out
a laugh.
A pure, unrestrained, joyful laugh, followed by the
soft sound of tears.
- “You did it, Omar... we did it”!
That moment was more than just good news.
It was a victory .A triumph for us .For our love .For
every moment we had endured.
For every door that had been shut in our faces.
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It felt like fate itself had spoken—whispering to us
that our struggle had not been in vain.

But beneath all this joy, something else stirred inside
me .A quiet, unshakable feeling—a sense of unease .|
had learned one thing in life—nothing comes without
a price .And as much as | wanted to believe that the
hardest part was behind us...

| knew better .Yes, | was going to the UK.

But would things be as easy as we imagined?

Would life finally give us what we had fought so hard
for?

Or was the greatest challenge still ahead of us?

A Love Without Overstepping Boundaries... Mutual
Respect

Despite our closeness, | never crossed the limits | had

set for myself.

With Josephine, it was never about fleeting desires or

reckless impulses. What we had was something much

deeper .We spent our time on the beach, walking

through gardens, cherishing every moment together.

Yet, | never once thought of breaking the sacred

barrier between us .Why ?

Because she wasn’t just a girl | loved—she was the

closest person to my soul.

She made me feel seen, important—more than just a

boy who had lost his father, more than someone who

had grown up in a fragmented home.
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| wanted our moments to remain untouched, pure,
untainted by anything that might steal their meaning.
More Than Just Love... A True Companion
Josephine was more than just a lover .She was my
confidante, my companion—the one with whom |
could be my true self without fear of judgment or
rejection.
Every word she spoke, every glance, every quiet smile
brought me a sense of inner peace, as if | had finally
found a place where | truly belonged.
We never felt the need to rush or break the
boundaries we had set for ourselves.
Because what we had was growing naturally—
stronger with time, deepening in ways that had
nothing to do with urgency or expectation .Our love
wasn’t about having everything at once .It was about
trust. Respect. Understanding.
And that was the only way | could ever imagine our
future—with her, in a bond built on patience and
faith, not pressure or fleeting passion.

The Art of Waiting... and a Love That Endures
In every meeting, Josephine reminded me of what
truly mattered:
To live the moment. To let life take its course.
She understood that true love isn’t about
possession—it’s about growth, patience, and the
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quiet certainty that we belonged to each other, no
matter what.

Even in the hardest times, | saw it in her eyes—a
promise, unspoken but unwavering .No matter what
came our way, we would face it together.

We didn’t need to chase something far beyond our
reach.

Because in our own little world, built from shared
moments and silent understanding, love was the only
language that mattered.

Arriving in London
When | arrived in London, the city pulsed with
energy, yet everything felt slightly unfamiliar—as if |
had returned to a place | knew, but in a different
lifetime.
Then | saw her.The moment | reunited with
Josephine was indescribable.
It was Christmas time, and for five magical days, we
lived in a world of our own—one filled with laughter,
quiet conversations, and small adventures that made
me realize how simple and full of love life could be.
London shimmered under the glow of the holiday
season.
Lights adorned the streets, music and laughter drifted
through the air, and fireworks painted the horizon
with vibrant colors. The River Thames reflected the
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brilliance above, while soft snowflakes fell, adding to
the enchantment.

That night, as the world prepared to welcome a new
year, we stood together on Tower Bridge—hand in
hand, lost in a moment that felt outside of time.

A Love Rekindled Under London’s Lights
| turned to her, my fingers tightening around hers.

- “Canyou believe we’re here again, Josephine?”
My voice was quiet, carried by the winter
breeze. “It's as if fate decided to give us
another chance—to dream, to love, to rewrite
our story”.

She smiled, her gaze warm, filled with something
unspoken.
“I've always told you this city has a special kind
of magic,” she murmured. “But now... now it’s
even more beautiful—because you’re here
with me”.
The golden glow of the streetlights illuminated her
face.
| moved slightly closer, studying the way the light
danced in her eyes.
“And I've never felt this warmth before,” |
admitted, my breath visible in the cold air.
“Despite the chill, despite the night... your
presence makes everything shine”.
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She laughed softly, a sound that melted into the hum
of the city.
Then, she whispered,
“Because this time, we see it through the eyes
of love”.
Her words settled between us, lingering like an
unspoken promise.

A New Beginning

The countdown began.
“Five... Four... Three”...
We stepped closer, our fingers intertwining, our
hearts beating in unison.
“Two... One”...
The sky erupted with fireworks, a symphony of color
and sound exploding above the Thames. And in that
brief moment—between light and silence, between
the past and the future—our eyes met. As if, for one
night, all of London was celebrating us alone.

A New Beginning at the Academy
After those beautiful days with Josephine, the time
came to say goodbye.
On the morning of January 1st, London felt frozen in
time—as if those days had been nothing more than a
fleeting dream.
| woke up, pulled the curtains open, and stared in
disbelief. A blanket of pure white covered the city.
The streets, the rooftops, even the bridges—all
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draped in pristine snow. It was a sight so surreal, it

didn’t seem real.
“Have you seen this?” | turned to my
Malaysian friend, who was staying with me at
the hotel.

He grinned as he gazed outside.

- “This is the first time I've seen snow falling so

heavily”!

We stood there for a moment, watching the soft

flakes descend in silent wonder.

Then, reality called. It was time to leave.

The Challenge of Sandhurst

Later that day, we arrived at the Royal Military
Academy Sandhurst—a place unlike any other. Here,
students from all over the world trained at the
highest military standards, learning discipline,
leadership, and resilience. It was a world of strict
schedules, grueling training, and relentless
challenges. Days began before dawn, filled with field
exercises, combat simulations, and strategic lessons
that left little room for rest. But | embraced every
moment. Because despite the hardships, | knew this
place was the key to my future.

Though my heart remained with Josephine
elsewhere, Sandhurst would help me become the
man | was meant to be.
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A First Glimpse of the Academy
As | stood at the academy’s gate, | took in the grand
sight before me. The historic building rose under the
grey winter sky, its large windows and towering
columns standing as symbols of discipline and
strength. Statues of legendary generals lined the vast
courtyards, as if watching over us—the next
generation of officers.
To one side, muddy training tracks stretched into the
distance.
To the other, shooting ranges and combat simulation
zones waited, ready to forge us into warriors.
Everything here was precise, ordered, and
unwaveringly military.
| had imagined the academy countless times before
arriving.
But standing here now, | realized... it was more
imposing than | had ever dreamed.
| watched as cadets moved across the grounds with
perfect discipline, their faces marked with
determination and purpose.
For a moment, | was lost in it all—until a hand patted
my shoulder. | turned to find Basit, my friend from
Malaysia, grinning confidently.
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A Conversation Between Omar and Basit

Basit (teasing, amused at Omar’s awe):

“You look like you’re experiencing some
culture shock, my friend! Are you alright”?

Omar (smiling, shaking his head, still absorbed in the

scene before him):

“I never imagined the place would be this
imposing... Everything here reflects strength
and discipline. Look at the cadets—they seem
like they were born to be leaders”!

Basit (playfully nudging Omar’s arm):

- “And so are we, Omar! Don’t forget, we're
here to become leaders too”.

Omar (watching a group of cadets sprint across the

training field as an instructor barks orders):

“I know... but this feels like a real challenge. |
saw the training schedule—it’s insane”.

Basit (laughing, placing his hands behind his head):
“Oh yes, say goodbye to relaxation! But think
about it—when we finish here, we won’t just
be ordinary officers; we’ll be part of an elite
force”.

Omar (clenching his fist with determination):

“You’re right... This isn’t just training; it’s a test
of our character, our strength, our future. |
won’t let anything stop me”.

Basit (smiling, gesturing toward the academy’s

entrance):
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- “Then let’s begin our journey—and prove to
ourselves and the world that we were born to
lead”.

Stepping Into the Future
Side by side, we walked through the grand gates.
Around us, the sharp echoes of military commands
filled the air as new cadets marched toward their
destinies.
And in that moment, | no longer felt fear. | felt
passion. Passion for the challenge.
Passion for the unknown. Passion to carve my name
into history. Because this was only the beginning.

The Silent Thoughts of Love
Despite the rigid military routine, thoughts of
Josephine never left my mind.
She was always there—a quiet presence lingering in
my thoughts, a warmth in the coldest of days.
Whenever | faced a difficult moment, | would recall
our conversations about the future, about the life we
dreamed of building together.
And whenever | missed her, | would send her a
message—short, stolen moments of connection
across the distance.
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A Love That Endured Distance
One day, as | stood on the training ground,
something strange happened.
The wind howled through the trees, the air was
bitterly cold—yet, | felt nothing.
| thought of Josephine. | thought of the love that
bound us, and how with each passing day, our future
seemed to drift further away. My body was here,
training with all my strength. But my heart was
elsewhere.
Still, 1 knew | had to push forward—this experience
would shape me, mold me into the man | needed to
become, both for myself and for her.

Forged by Fire
Life at the academy was relentless. The discipline was
ruthless, the training grueling. Yet, amidst the
exhaustion, | felt something changing within me.
| was beginning to find my place among this elite
military corps. But the challenges weren’t just
physical or mental. Some were far more personal.

A Moment That Tested Me
One day during training, | noticed something that
made my blood boil.
Our platoon leader, a young Englishman of African
descent, was treating one of our black colleagues
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with blatant condescension. It wasn’t just his
words—it was in the way he looked at him, as if he
were lesser, as if he didn’t belong.
| clenched my fists.
This was not something | could ignore. | stepped
forward, my voice calm but firm.

“Don’t treat our fellow cadets this way”.
He turned to me, clearly surprised, before letting out
a mocking laugh.

“And what’s it to you”?
| didn’t hesitate. | repeated my words, this time
stronger, unshaken. He wasn’'t used to being
confronted. His arrogance turned to hostility, and
before | could anticipate it, he lashed out, reaching to
strike me. | didn’t think—I reacted.
We clashed briefly, tension snapping into action
before our fellow cadets rushed to separate us. But
the real shock came later.

The Investigation... And an Unexpected Truth
Standing before the officials, | braced myself for
consequences. | had acted on instinct, but | was
ready to face whatever came next. Then, something
happened that | never expected. Several English
cadets, the very ones | assumed would side with their
fellow countryman, spoke up.
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- “Omar acted with honor. What he did wasn’t
reckless—it was a noble and courageous
stance”.

Their words hit me deeply. At that moment, | realized
something that would stay with me forever—
Principles have no nationality. No color. No borders.
Being a man means standing where you must—
without fear, without hesitation.

Between Two Defining Experiences: What Changed?
Between the morgue incident in Pakistan and the
confrontation at Sandhurst, | realized something
profound— | was no longer the same young man who
had entered the military academy seeking to prove
himself.

| was changing. | was maturing. And more than
anything, | was beginning to understand that
responsibility isn’t just a word—it’s action.

In Pakistan, | learned how fragile life is—how one
moment can change everything.

In Sandhurst, | learned that standing up for others
isn’t a choice—it’s a duty.

But in both experiences, | discovered something
deeper— Leadership isn’t about rank. It's about
character. It’s about stance. None of these lessons
were written in any training manual. But they were

engraved in my heart and mind—to stay with me for
life.
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Journeys of Love: Moments of Magic and Serenity
During my time at Sandhurst, traveling became my
only refuge.

It was an escape from the pressures of military life, a
doorway to a different world—one where Josephine
and | could exist freely, away from expectations,
away from duty. Each journey wasn’t just about
discovering new places.

It was about discovering ourselves.

America: A Dream That Felt Infinite
Between the bustling streets of New York and its fast-
paced rhythm, | found a freedom | had never known
before. Sitting in a small café in San Francisco, feeling
the world slow down around me...

Or gazing at the horizon from the Golden Gate
Bridge, with Josephine’s hand in mine—it felt like we
were living a dream we never wanted to end.

The Netherlands: A World That Moved at Our Pace
In the quiet streets of Amsterdam, between the
sunlit canals, it was as if time itself had decided to
pause—ijust for us. Here, we weren’t bound by the
world’s rules.

Here, we existed in another dimension—where our
love could flourish without limits.
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Egypt: Walking Through Time
A journey through the pages of history.
Standing beneath the towering pyramids, | felt the
weight of the centuries pressing around me. Sailing
the Nile, | imagined the stories it had carried through
time—whispers of kings, warriors, and lovers who
had come before us.

As we wandered the old markets, something stirred
inside me—a feeling that a part of me belonged here.
Tunisia: A Moment of Pure Freedom

Of all our travels, Tunisia held the most magic.

Riding horses along the beach at sunset, the wind
playing with our hair, the golden sands stretching
endlessly before us—it felt like we had stepped into a
painting.

In that moment, amidst the silence of nature, | found
something | had never experienced before— Peace.
A stillness deep inside me.

A tranquility that | didn’t even know | had been
searching for.

A Love That Felt Like a Dream... But Could It Last?
Each journey was more than just a destination.
It was a window into a different life—a life where
love wasn’t a battle, where we didn’t have to fight to
be together. But no matter how far we traveled...
Reality always followed us. And the question that
haunted us both was the same—
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“Can this dream last? Or will reality one day demand
its price”?

A Friendship to Remember — My Journey in

Work and Study
Deepening Bonds
As time passed, my connection with Josephine and
her family grew deeper.
They began to see the world through my eyes, just as
| was beginning to understand theirs. | shared stories
about my homeland—its traditions, its warmth, its
struggles—and Josephine, despite her different
background, was always eager to learn more about
my life. Then came an opportunity | hadn’t expected.
| was invited to Egypt for a study program—a journey
that would leave a profound impact on me. But what
made it even more meaningful?
Josephine, along with her grandmother and
grandfather, decided to visit me.
With them there, the experience became richer,
more colorful, and full of unexpected moments.
An Unforgettable Moment with Josephine’s
Grandfather
and the Egyptian Doorman
One morning, as we prepared to leave my apartment
in Cairo for a trip to Alexandria, | found myself
struggling with a minor setback.
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| had recently injured my leg in a football match with
university friends. My cast made every step a
challenge, and | had to rely on a crutch to move
around.
As | carefully descended the stairs, | suddenly lost my
balance and stumbled.
It wasn’t serious—just a small slip—but before | could
react...
Josephine’s grandfather burst into loud laughter!
For a brief moment, | was shocked. Then, from across
the courtyard, the Egyptian doorman, who had been
silently watching, suddenly shouted in frustration:

- “Instead of helping him, you’re laughing”?!
The grandfather froze, his face full of confusion.
He didn’t understand a single word of Arabic, yet he
clearly sensed that he was being scolded! Meanwhile,
Josephine, her grandmother, and | couldn’t stop
laughing. The whole situation was so absurd—the
slip, the doorman’s outrage, the grandfather’s
bewildered expression, as if he had just landed on
another planet where the rules made no sense. We
laughed until tears welled in our eyes, while the poor
grandfather stood there, looking between us and the
doorman, still trying to make sense of what had just
happened.
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A Journey to Alexandria... and a Gift That Became an
Eternal Memory
When we arrived in Alexandria, the city greeted us
with perfect weather.
The sea stretched endlessly before us, its waves
shimmering under the golden sunlight. After a brief
rest at the hotel, we headed to a beautiful seaside
restaurant for dinner. But while the food was
exquisite, something else captured Josephine’s
grandmother’s attention—The plates.
They weren’t just ordinary dishes; they were
decorated with intricate Egyptian carvings, each one
telling a silent story from the past. Her fingers traced
the engravings as she murmured,
“These are stunning... I've never seen anything
like them before”!
| exchanged a knowing glance with Josephine.
Then, an idea struck me. | quietly approached the
restaurant manager and asked if | could buy a few of
those plates. After a bit of friendly negotiation, he
finally agreed. Later that night, as we sat together
watching the waves, | handed her the carefully
wrapped package. She opened it, and for a moment,
she simply stared in disbelief. Then, with a joyful
gasp, she pulled me into a heartfelt hug.
- “l will carry a piece of Egypt with me forever!”
she whispered.
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When she returned to Britain, she didn’t just store
the plates away in a cupboard.

Instead, she framed one in an elegant display and
hung it in her living room, turning it into a
centerpiece of conversation.

From that day on, every guest who visited her house
heard the story of ‘The Magic Egyptian Plate’—a
story she told with so much passion, as if reliving
every moment of her journey to the land of the
Pharaobhs.

Anxiety and Determination

Josie rushed toward him, her face pale with worry.
“Oh my God, Omar! Are you okay”?
Pain radiated through his body, but he forced a weak
smile.

- “l guess I’'m not as much of an ‘Arab warrior’ as

| thought...” he groaned.

She ignored his attempt at humor and immediately
called for an ambulance, despite his protests. When
they arrived, the paramedics assessed his injuries.
Nothing was broken—just bruises and swelling—but
his vision in one eye was blurred. Something about
the injury felt different, but he pushed the thought
aside. For now, he had other battles to fight.
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A Sleepless Night and a Decision
Omar didn’t sleep a wink that night.
He lay in bed, staring at the dark ceiling, his mind
churning with relentless thoughts. How did this
happen? How had he lost control so easily? But worst
of all... What did Josephine think of him now?
He tried to convince himself that it was just a minor
incident, a simple fall—nothing more. But something
inside him refused to accept that idea.
His fall wasn’t just physical—it was a fall in front of
Josie. And he couldn’t shake the fear that her gaze
had changed. That where there was once admiration,
there was now pity—or worse, disappointment. It
wasn’t just about falling off a horse.
It was about shattering an image.
He had always thought that to Josephine, he
represented something strong—the desert man, the
horseman, the unshakable warrior.
But instead of being the daring knight, he had ended
up on the ground, helpless, struggling to stand. The
thought was unbearable.
Restless, he turned in bed, exhaled sharply, then sat
up on the edge, running his hands over his face. He
couldn’t bear to look at her again in this state of
weakness.
He had to fix what was broken, to prove—to her, and
perhaps even more to himself—that this was nothing
more than a fleeting moment that did not define him.
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He lay awake, counting the minutes until sunrise,
waiting for the moment he could return to the horse.
This time, he wouldn’t let fear control him.

He wouldn’t allow himself to be a subject of pity or
ridicule.

He had to face it. He had to ride.

Facing Fear Again
The next day, when Josephine arrived, she found him
sitting in the garden, deep in thought. She placed her
hands on her hips.
“How are you feeling”?
Omar looked up.
“Better... but | need your help with
something”.
- She raised an eyebrow. “What is it”?
- “l want to ride the horse again”.
For a moment, she just stared at him. Then,
suddenly, she burst into laughter.
“Have you lost your mind? You barely survived
the first time”!
Omar smiled but remained firm.
“Exactly. That’s why | need to try again. | don’t
want to be a prisoner of my fear”.
Josephine studied him for a moment, then her
expression softened into something else—
admiration.
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- “Alright, Arabian knight,” she said with a smirk.
“Let’s see what you can do this time”.
The Real Test

Despite the aching pain in his body, Omar refused to
back down.
When they arrived at the ranch, Josephine was
already there, waiting for him beside the horse,
Storm. The same horse that had thrown him off. The
animal seemed calmer this time, but Omar knew—
the hardest moment wasn’t the ride. It was the
moment before. The moment when doubt whispers
in your mind.
The moment when fear tests your resolve. He took a
deep breath and stepped forward.

“I’'m ready this time”.
Josephine watched in silence as he approached the
horse.
He reached out, his hand brushing against Storm’s
mane. Then, slowly, he pulled himself onto the
saddle. His heart pounded. The horse began to move
slowly, then picked up pace. This time, Omar was
different. He didn’t panic.
His hands remained steady on the reins, his body
moving in sync with the horse’s rhythm. And in that
moment, as the wind rushed against his face, he
whispered to himself—

“This is it. This is what | was looking for”.
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It wasn’t just about riding a horse. It was about
confronting himself.

A New Kind of Strength

As they rode together across the open fields,
Josephine saw something new in Omar. It wasn’t just
that he had overcome his fear.
It was that he had refused to let it define him. She
felt a new kind of pride in him, her eyes shining as
she rode beside him.

“You did it!” she said, her voice filled with

excitement.
Omar smiled, but this time, there was something
different in his expression.
Something stronger. Something unshakable.

“Yes,” he said. “But there are still many more

adventures ahead”.
And with that, his journey wasn’t just about horses
anymore.
It was about the battles yet to come—not just
physical ones, but intellectual and spiritual ones.
Because this wasn’t just about riding. It was about
learning that no fall is ever final. And that sometimes,
the only way forward—
Is to get back on the horse.

Graduation Day at Sandhurst
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The morning of graduation was unlike any other at
the Royal Military Academy Sandhurst. The golden
sun rose softly over the academy grounds, its rays
glinting off the crisp military uniforms of the cadets
standing in perfect formation.

This was the moment they had all been waiting for.
The air was filled with the majestic sound of military
music, the rhythmic beat of drums echoing across the
parade ground. In the stands, families and friends sat
brimming with pride and anticipation, their eyes
scanning the sea of cadets, eager to catch a glimpse
of their loved ones. But this was no ordinary
graduation.

This parade was historic. Her Majesty Queen
Elizabeth 1l herself was in attendance—a rare
occasion that only happened once every ten years.
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Her presence elevated the ceremony, adding an extra
layer of significance to an already momentous day.
For Omar, this wasn’t just a ceremonial march.
It was the culmination of years of sacrifice, discipline,
and relentless determination.

A Moment of Pride... and a Painful Absence
As he stood tall among his fellow graduates, his heart
pounded with a mixture of pride and longing. His
eyes swept across the crowd of spectators, searching
for the faces he loved. And then, he found them .His
mother, his siblings... and Josie.
She was smiling at him, her expression glowing with
admiration and pride .But even in this perfect
moment, there was an ache in his heart .There was
one face he would never find in the crowd...His
father.
How he wished his father could have been there— To
witness this moment.
To place a reassuring hand on his shoulder. To tell
him, in that quiet but powerful way of his, “I’'m proud
of you, son”. But now, his father was only a
memory—one etched deep in Omar’s soul. Every
success, every achievement, every milestone... In
some way, they were all dedicated to him.
As if, in the silence of his heart, Omar was saying —I
did it, Dad”.
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A Graduation Unlike Any Other
As the ceremony began, the cadets stood at
attention, their uniforms immaculate, their
movements precise. Then came the inspection .The
moment the Queen stepped onto the parade ground,
an electric energy swept through the air Her
presence was both awe-inspiring and humbling .As
she passed down the line, personally inspecting the
graduates, Omar felt the weight of history pressing
upon him. This was more than just a personal
victory— It was a moment that would be etched in
time forever .And as the final commands were given
and the newly commissioned officers tossed their
hats into the sky, Omar looked up— Knowing that
this was just the beginning. The beginning of a new
journey, filled with even greater challenges and
responsibilities. But whatever lay ahead, he knew
one thing for certain— He was ready.
The Military Parade

The moment had finally arrived .The military parade
began, and the graduates marched in unison, their
steps precise, their breaths synchronized with the
long-standing history of Sandhurst .Each movement
carried the weight of discipline, sacrifice, and honor .
Omar raised his head with unshakable confidence,
channeling all the years of training, hardship, and
perseverance into this defining moment .And then—
His turn came.
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The Graduation Insignia
With steady steps, Omar stepped forward. His
commanding officer awaited him, standing tall, the
embodiment of leadership and respect.
As he pinned the graduation insignia onto Omar’s
chest, his voice was solemn yet firm—

- Commander: “Today, you have become one of
the leaders. Make us proud, Officer Omar”.

Omar snapped a sharp salute, his heart swelling with
pride and emotion, yet his voice remained steady—

- Omar: “l will, sir”!

He held back the wave of emotions threatening to
surface, keeping his focus locked onto the moment.
He had earned this. He had fought for this.

A Mother’s Pride, A Father’s Absence
As the ceremony ended, Omar turned toward his
family .They stood waiting—tears glistening in their
eyes, pride radiating from their faces .His mother was
the first to reach him, embracing him tightly, as if
making up for the absence of the man who should
have been standing there .Her voice trembled with
tears—

- Mother: “I wish your father were here to see
you... But he is, Omar. He sees how wonderful
you’ve become”.

A lump formed in Omar’s throat, but he forced a
warm smile and pressed a soft kiss to his mother’s
forehead.
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- Omar: (softly) “I was thinking of him the whole
time, Mom... This is for him. And for all of you”.

A Love That Stood the Test of Time
Then, he turned to Josephine. She stood beside him,
her eyes shining with pride, a radiant smile curving
her lips. She gently placed her hand on his arm, her
voice filled with admiration—

- Josephine: (softly) “You are the most
handsome man | have ever seen today... and
the bravest”.

Omar couldn’t resist a playful smirk.

- Omar: (grinning) “Oh? So | wasn’t handsome
before”?

She let out a soft laugh, shaking her head.

- Josephine: (teasing) “l never said that... but a
uniform adds something special”.

He chuckled, letting the moment ease the
overwhelming emotions threatening to consume
him.

The Unexpected Respect
As they spoke, Josephine’s parents approached. Her
father, the man who had once viewed Omar with
doubt, looked at him differently today—with genuine
respect. For the first time, there was no tension. No
hesitation. Just acknowledgment.
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He extended his hand, his grip firm, his voice
steady—

- Josephine’s Father: “Today, you proved
yourself to be a man worthy of all respect,
Omar. | never thought I'd say this, but | am
proud of you”.

Omar met his gaze, understanding the weight of
those words.

Then, Josephine’s mother spoke, her smile warm, her
eyes kind—

- Josephine’s Mother: “And Josephine is lucky to
have you by her side”.

A strange warmth filled Omar’s heart .For years, he
had longed for his father’s presence, his approval, his
guidance.

But now, standing here, surrounded by family—his
family—he felt something he had never expected. He
had lost a father.. but in a way, he had gained
another family who truly saw him for who he was.

A Whisper to the Sky

He stood with them all, taking in the scene, letting
the moment etch itself into his soul. Then, his eyes
drifted upward, toward the clear blue sky.
A whisper escaped his lips—

“I hope you're proud of me, Dad”.
And as a gentle breeze passed by, brushing against
his skin, he felt it—
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A presence. An invisible hand resting on his shoulder.
Like his father was there.

Watching. Smiling..Not seen, but deeply felt in the
depths of his heart.

The Graduation Celebration Night
After a day filled with pride and emotion, the evening
was set for a grand celebration—one worthy of the
milestone Omar had just achieved.
The venue, a majestic hall reserved by Josephine’s
grandfather, radiated elegance.
Golden chandeliers cast a warm glow from the
ceiling, their light reflecting off tables adorned with
small flags and garlands of white and blue roses—
symbols of both military honor and achievement. In
one corner of the hall, a group of British military
veterans sat, their faces etched with the weight of
wars fought and battles won. Yet, tonight, they
weren’t just remembering the past; they were
witnessing the future—a new generation of officers
rising to carry the torch.

Josephine’s Grandfather’s Opening Speech
The room quieted as Josephine’s grandfather
stepped onto the stage. Despite his age, his presence
commanded respect—a former military officer, his
chest adorned with medals reflecting a lifetime of
service.
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He raised his glass, his sharp yet warm eyes sweeping
across the audience before he spoke in a solemn yet
heartfelt voice—

Josephine’s Grandfather:

- “Ladies and gentlemen, we gather today to
celebrate the achievements of a young man
who has proven that determination and
discipline are the keys to success”.

- “Omar, you have endured two vyears of
rigorous training at one of the most prestigious
military academies in the world. Today, you
stand before us—not just as a graduate, but as
an officer, a leader, and a man worthy of all
respect”.

He paused, his gaze shifting toward the veterans

seated in the corner.

Gesturing toward them, he continued—
“You are the ones who paved the way for this
generation. You are the ones who made
history”.

- “And today, in Omar, we see an honorable
example of the future. Let this celebration not
just be a recognition of individual success but a
tribute to all who have served with honor—
and to all who will continue the journey”.

Then, he turned to Omar, his voice steady and
full of pride—
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- “Omar, we are proud of you... May this be just
the beginning of a great journey”.
A Night of Celebration
The hall erupted in applause. Omar smiled proudly,
his chest swelling with both gratitude and humility.
He looked at Josephine’s grandfather and bowed his
head in deep respect. His mother wiped away tears
of joy, her heart overflowing with emotion. And then,
there was Josephine— She gazed at him with more
than admiration. She was truly proud of him.
The formal speeches ended, and the atmosphere
shifted into a warm and lively celebration. The soft
hum of music filled the air, laughter echoed across
the hall, and the night transformed into an evening of
joy, connection, and unforgettable memories.
A Dance to Remember
As the evening unfolded, Josephine suddenly
approached Omar, her eyes twinkling with mischief.
She extended her hand, a playful smile curving her
lips—
- Josephine: (softly) “Will you let a Sandhurst
graduate escape a simple dance”?
Omar raised an eyebrow, smiling shyly—
- Omar: “I'm an officer, Josie, not a professional
dancer”.
She laughed, gently pulling him toward the dance
floor—
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- Josephine: “Then let me be your instructor
tonight”.

The music shifted. And suddenly, a soft Arabic song
began to play.

The singer’s voice was melodious, carrying words of
love and longing, the tune flowing gently through the
air. Omar froze for a moment, his expression touched
with surprise. He hadn’t expected to hear an Arabic
song here—in the midst of this British military
gathering. His gaze shifted to Josephine, who swayed
gracefully with him, her eyes shining with emotion.

- Omar: (softly, surprised) “lI didn’t expect to
hear an Arabic song here... How did you plan
this”?

She leaned in, her voice barely above a whisper—

- Josephine: (smiling, whispering) “lI wanted to
make this night special for you... to make you
feel that this celebration isn’t just about your
achievement, but also about your roots—
everything that makes you who you are”.

For a moment, he forgot the crowd, the hall, and
even the ceremony itself.

There was only her... and the music... and the warmth
in her eyes. Tonight wasn’t just about his graduation.
It was about belonging. It was about love. And it was
about the journey that still lay ahead.
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A Dance of Love and Memories

A warmth spread through Omar’s chest. This woman
didn’t just love him—she understood him. She saw
his past, his struggles, his triumphs, and respected
every part of him. Without a word, he gently took her
hand, leading her into the rhythm of the music. Their
movements were unhurried, effortless, as if the
melody itself had woven them into its harmony. For a
moment, the world around them faded.
There were no uniforms, no expectations, no
burdens. Just her... and him... on this special night. As
they danced, Josephine leaned in, whispering
playfully—

- Josephine: “Do you still think you’re not a good

dancer”?

Omar chuckled softly, twirling her gracefully before
pulling her closer.
Looking deep into her ocean-blue eyes, he
murmured—

- Omar: “As long as you’re with me, | can learn

anything”.

Josephine smiled, her gaze full of something gentler
than admiration—something deeper. And so, the
celebration continued—an unforgettable night, filled
with pride, love, and fleeting moments that would
remain etched in memory forever.
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A Father’s Presence, Even in Absence
As the music played on, Josephine noticed a shift in
Omar’s expression.
His smile faltered slightly, his eyes distant, lost in
thought. She squeezed his hand gently before
asking—

- Josephine: “What are you thinking about right
now”?

Omar took a deep, slow breath, as if trying to gather
his words.
Then, in a voice tinged with nostalgia, he said—

- Omar: “My father”...

A moment of silence stretched between them before
he continued, his tone warmer, steadier—

- Omar: “I was young when he left... | don’t have
many memories with him, but what remains is
stronger than any picture or video”.

His eyes softened, as if he were watching old
memories flicker before him.
Omar:

- “l remember his laughter, the way he lifted me
high above his head as if | weighed nothing at
all. I remember his hand resting on my head at
night, a silent reassurance before sleep... and
the way he called my name—his voice carried a
tone I've never heard from anyone else”.

He paused, his gaze fixed on something unseen,
before closing his eyes for a moment—
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- Omar: “There’s one night I'll never forget...
when my mother woke me up, her hand
shaking me gently. Out of all my siblings, she
had chosen to wake only me”.

His voice dipped lower, touched with something
unspoken yet heavy.

- Omar: “She didn’t say much, but there was
something in her eyes... a silent worry, as if,
despite my young age, she needed me to be a
witness to that moment”.

Josephine listened intently, her expression soft, full
of empathy.
Then, with a knowing smile, she whispered—

- Josephine: “It seems he believed in you... even
before you understood the meaning of
strength”.

Omar let out a soft chuckle, but his smile held a trace
of sadness.

- Omar: “Yes... but he wasn’t here to see what
I’'ve become. That’s what hurts me the most”.

His voice wavered slightly, but he pushed forward—

- Omar: “l wished he had been there at my
Sandhurst graduation—to clap for me, to see
his son standing among the officers, to see the
pride in his eyes”.

He exhaled deeply, as if releasing a weight he had
carried for too long.

162



- Omar: “But deep inside... | feel he was with me.
In every step, in every challenge, in every
moment | felt like falling—yet somehow found
the strength to keep going”.

A tender silence settled between them.
Then, Josephine reached out, gently stroking his hand
as she whispered—

- Josephine: “If there’s one thing I'm sure of, it’s
that your father is proud of you. Even if he isn’t
here in body... his spirit has always been with
you”.

Omar turned to her, his eyes filled with something
unspoken—gratitude, maybe even peace. For the
first time in a long time, the memory of his father
didn’t feel as painful. Instead, it felt comforting... like
a quiet presence that had never truly left him. He
finally smiled—a real, heartfelt smile. And in
Josephine’s eyes, he saw something that told him...
She understood. She always had.

Refined Version: A New Beginning Amidst
Unexpected Challenges
As the plane touched down at Hamad International
Airport, Omar felt a wave of emotions rush through
him. He was home—Dbut this time, he wasn’t alone.
Beside him, Josephine clutched his hand, her eyes
scanning the vast, gleaming airport in awe.
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Arrival in Qatar: A Moment of Anticipation

Omar: (Turning to her with a warm smile)

“Welcome to Qatar... my home”.
Josephine: (Her fingers tightening around his, eyes
filled with excitement)

“It's even more beautiful than | imagined... |

feel like this beginning will be different”.
But Omar knew that their journey was far from easy .
Marrying a foreign woman in a deeply rooted society
came with its own set of challenges. There would be
curious glances, whispered comments, and perhaps
even silent disapproval from some. Yet, he had made
his choice, and he was ready to stand by it.

First Meeting with the Family: Unspoken Barriers
When they arrived at his family’s home, they were
met with warm smiles—but also hesitant glances,
particularly from the elders. His mother embraced
him tightly, yet as she turned to Josephine, her
expression softened into a mixture of welcome and
concern.

Omar’s Mother: (Gently, but cautiously)
“We are happy to have you with us... but are
you ready for a different life here? The
customs may be new to you”.

Josephine: (Smiling sincerely, her voice steady)
“I understand that completely, and I'm ready
to learn and respect everything about Omar’s
culture and family”.
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Omar felt relieved. Her response was perfect—
graceful, respectful, and full of genuine intent. But
deep inside, he knew... this was only the beginning.

A Silent Struggle: Navigating a New World
The challenges were subtle at first—glances in public
places, offhand remarks from colleagues, and
eventually, the direct questions began:
e “Why didn’t you marry a girl from here”?
e “Do you think she will adapt to our way of
life”?
e “Will she speak Arabic? Will she wear the
abaya”?
Omar had expected these questions .What he hadn’t
expected was how quickly they would begin to affect
Josephine.

Doubt Creeps In: A Late-Night Confession
One night, as they sat on the balcony of their new
home, Josephine’s voice came quiet, uncertain—
- Josephine: (Gazing at the city lights, her tone
laced with doubt)
“Omar... | feel like a stranger here”.
Omar turned to her, his heart tightening.
Josephine: (Taking a deep breath, voice hesitant)
“I’'m trying to adapt, to learn... but | can see it
in people’s eyes. | don’t belong”.
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For a moment, he said nothing. Then, he reached for

her hand, his grip firm yet comforting. Omar:

(Looking at her, eyes full of love and reassurance)
“Change isn’t easy, Josie. But you are strong,
and I’'m here beside you. It will take time... but
people will see how amazing you are”.

She sighed, her fingers tightening around his—as if

holding onto him was holding onto hope itself.

A Step Toward Acceptance
Josephine didn’t retreat. Instead, she fought through
the discomfort—determined to bridge the gap
between her world and Omar’s.
She started learning Arabic, joined family gatherings,
attempted to cook traditional dishes, and immersed
herself in the local customs—all without losing her
essence. And then, one day, something changed.
When one of Omar’s older relatives visited their
home, she was taken aback to hear Josephine
speaking Arabic.
Josephine: (In broken but enthusiastic Arabic, her
smile bright)
“I' love Qatar... and | love Omar’s family
There was a moment of silence—and then, to Omar’s
surprise, his relative laughed warmly.
Turning to his mother, she said with a hint of
approval—

III
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“It looks like she’s really making an effort... Maybe it

wasn’t such a bad idea after all”! Omar smiled

quietly, watching Josephine beam with pride. It

wasn’t full acceptance—not yet. But it was a start.
Love vs. Tradition: The Ultimate Question

Their journey was far from easy. But with every step,

they proved that love was more than just a fleeting

emotion—it was a commitment, a willingness to

understand, to adapt, to fight. Still, one final question

loomed over them...

Would love be enough? Or would tradition,

expectations, and cultural barriers prove too much to

bear?

Would Josephine truly find her place in Omar’s

world?

Would their love stand the test of time... or crumble

under the weight of reality?

Doubt, Distance, and the Ultimate Betrayal
As soon as Omar returned to Qatar, Josephine’s
mother wasted no time planting seeds of doubt in
her daughter’s mind.
“You know he’ll never come back for you,” she
told Josephine one evening, her voice calm but
laced with certainty.
- “He belongs to his traditions. His family will
never allow him to marry you. Sooner or later,
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they’ll pressure him into marrying someone
from his own world”.
Josephine tried to resist the creeping fear, reminding
herself of everything she and Omar had built
together. During his two years in England, they had
created something real—something solid. The house
in Malvern View was proof of that. It wasn’t just a
house; it was their sanctuary.
Nestled in the rolling countryside, the house sat on a
small farm, complete with a stable and wide-open
fields. It was here that Omar had fallen in love with
horses, where he had discovered a deep appreciation
for animals and the peaceful rhythm of rural life.
Together, they had worked tirelessly to refurbish the
place, making it exactly as they wanted—something
truly theirs.
“If he was going to leave you, why would he
buy this house?” Josephine argued, gripping
the phone as she spoke to her mother.
But her mother was relentless.

- “Because he wanted to believe in a dream. But
dreams don’t last, Josephine. He’s not coming
back. You need to wake up before it’s too
late”.

The doubt grew, festering inside her like an
unshakable shadow. Days turned into weeks, and
Omar’s calls became less frequent—not because he
had forgotten her, but because life in Qatar was not
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as simple as he had hoped. His family’s expectations
weighed on him, and the transition back to his old
world was more difficult than he had imagined.
Then came the moment that shattered everything.
One morning, unable to bear the uncertainty any
longer, Josephine sold the house. She told herself it
was the practical thing to do—that she couldn’t keep
waiting for someone who might never return. Her
mother was right, wasn’t she? Omar’s reality was
different now. But when Omar found out, the news
struck him like a blade to the chest.
“You sold our house?” His voice was barely a
whisper, the weight of the words suffocating
him.
Josephine looked down, unable to meet his eyes.
“I thought you weren’t coming back... | thought
you had moved on”.
Omar couldn’t believe what he was hearing.
Everything they had built, everything they had fought
for—gone. And for what? Because of a whisper in her
ear? Because of fear?
For the first time, he began to truly see Josephine’s
mother for who she was. This wasn’t just about
concern for her daughter. This was something
deeper—something rooted in her beliefs.
Josephine’s mother had always been a devoted “Born
Again” Christian, but Omar never fully understood
the extent of her convictions. The more he thought
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about it, the more he realized—she had never
wanted him in Josephine’s life, not because he was
different, but because of what he represented.

Her faith, her worldview, her understanding of life
demanded separation. She saw him not just as an
outsider, but as a threat. A Muslim. A man who didn’t
belong.

And that was when Omar knew. This wasn’t just
about him and Josephine. This was about something
much bigger. A battle not just between two lovers,
but between two realities—two opposing forces that
had been at war for centuries.

And Omar? He was now caught in the middle of it.

170



Final Part: When Love Faces the Test of
Reality

A Love Caught Between Two Worlds
Omar and Josephine’s love was like a beautiful but
fragile dream—a connection that defied distance,
culture, and expectations. It was as if fate had
conspired to bring together two souls from opposite
ends of the world, despite the many challenges that
lay ahead.
Yet, as time passed, they began to realize a harsh
truth: love alone is not always enough.
Omar, raised in a conservative Arab family, wrestled
with a growing internal conflict. His heart was drawn
to Josephine, yet the weight of tradition pressed
against him. How could he reconcile his love for a
Western woman while honoring his family’s
expectations? Would society ever truly accept their
union?
Josephine, raised in a traditional English household,
had always known love as a bond built on respect
and personal freedom. But being with Omar
challenged everything she knew. Could she find a
place in his world without losing hers? Would she
have to sacrifice parts of herself to belong?
Their love story was passionate, exhilarating, yet
riddled with contradictions. Every moment of
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happiness was clouded by uncertainty, every step
forward shadowed by questions about the future.
They lived in a world of their own, where love dared
to exist beyond boundaries, yet reality kept pulling
them back.

Love in a Time Without Technology
In the 1980s, love was not instant or effortless. There
were no text messages, video calls, or social media to
keep them connected. Instead, their relationship was
built on handwritten letters, long waits, and the
agony of separation.
Every letter was more than just words on paper—it
was a piece of their hearts, carrying emotions that
technology today could never replicate. Phone calls
were rare and expensive, turning every moment of
hearing each other’s voices into something precious
and fleeting.
Unlike modern relationships, where communication
is instant, Omar and Josephine lived with the painful
anticipation of waiting for news, for a letter to arrive,
for the chance to reconnect. Their love demanded
patience, endurance, and unwavering commitment.
Yet, there was a beauty in that distance. Every
meeting was a treasure, every embrace etched into
memory. The lack of constant communication made
them value each second together, making their love
feel deeper, more profound, and more real.
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The Final Question: Can Love Survive Reality?
As time passed, one question remained—could their
love withstand the weight of reality? Would they find
a way to bridge their cultural differences, or would
the gulf between their worlds prove impossible to
cross?
Some love stories burn bright but fade too soon.
Others survive against all odds.
For Omar and Josephine, the answer was yet to be
written...

Love Wasn’t the Problem, But the World Around
Them Was

Challenges crept in quietly, like whispers of reality
reminding them that nothing beautiful comes
without a price. At first, it was just skeptical glances
and lingering questions—“What will people say?”
“Can we truly build a future together?” But soon, the
weight of tradition, expectations, and personal
sacrifices began to take a toll. Josephine had given up
more than just her home—she had abandoned a
lifelong dream. Show jumping had once been her
passion, her identity. Moving to Qatar meant saying
goodbye to that dream, and though she tried to hide
it, Omar could see it in her eyes. Every time she
spoke of horses, there was a sadness beneath the
surface, a silent longing for the life she left behind.

173



Omar, in turn, felt the growing burden of
responsibility. Love was all he had to offer—but was
that enough? Josephine needed more than love; she
needed purpose, fulfillment, and a future where she
wouldn’t have to suppress parts of herself to fit into
his world. Then came the doubts.

What if love alone wasn’t enough? What if, despite
their best efforts, they were trying to force two
worlds together that simply weren’t meant to
merge?

The external pressures only intensified. In Omar’s
society, marrying a foreign woman was rare,
especially under unconventional circumstances. The
silent judgments, the unspoken disapproval, and the
whispered concerns from extended family added to
his growing internal conflict. He belonged to
Josephine with all his heart—but he also belonged to
a culture that didn’t easily accept their love.
Josephine, too, felt the strain from her own family.
Though they had supported her choice at first, their
concerns grew over time. Had she given up too
much? Had she sacrificed her dreams for a love that
might not withstand the test of time? She adored
Omar, but she couldn’t ignore the gnawing fear that
perhaps they were chasing something fleeting—a
love that was never meant to last forever. The
differences between them, once charming and
exciting, now stood like immovable walls. Though
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emotionally connected, their upbringings had shaped
them in fundamentally different ways. Omar, even
with his open-mindedness, was still bound by the
deep-rooted traditions of his Arab world, while
Josephine had been raised in an entirely different
European reality. The gap between them widened,
not from lack of love, but from the undeniable weight
of cultural expectations.

Five years of marriage were enough to reveal a
painful truth: love alone wasn’t enough. They fought
for it. They clung to every moment of joy, every
memory that reminded them why they had chosen
each other. But love—no matter how deep—could
not erase the struggles of identity, belonging, and the
sacrifices neither of them could undo. And so,
standing at the edge of their journey together, they
faced the one truth they had both feared:
sometimes, love isn’t the problem... but the world
around it makes it impossible to survive.

A Confrontation with Josephine’s Mother...
and the Beginning of a Quest for Truth
When Josephine’s  mother  discovered our
relationship, her reaction wasn’t just anger—it was
something deeper. Something that felt like fear. Or
perhaps, an unshakable conviction that | was walking
the wrong path.
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| remember that evening well. Josephine seemed
nervous when she told me:
- “My mother wants to meet you”.

At first, | thought it would be a simple meeting—a
concerned mother wanting to know more about the
man her daughter loved. | wasn’t prepared for what |
was about to face. When | entered their home, |
immediately sensed something different. A large
cross hung on the wall, shelves were filled with
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religious books, and the soft sound of Christian
hymns played in the background. Seated quietly in
the room was an elderly priest, observing the
situation as if waiting for the right moment to
intervene.

| sat across from Josephine’s mother. She wasted no
time with pleasantries. Her sharp eyes locked onto
mine, and in a firm voice, she asked:

- “Do you accept Jesus as your Lord and Savior”?
The question caught me off guard, but | kept my
composure.

“I believe in Jesus as a prophet and messenger
of God, but not in the way you do”.
She shook her head in disappointment and gestured
toward the priest beside her.
- “Pastor James is here to help you see the light,
Omar. He has saved many from being lost”.

It was then that | realized this wasn’t just a casual
discussion. It was an organized attempt to convert
me.

At eighteen, | had little knowledge of theology. |
lacked the depth to argue, yet something about their
words didn’t sit right with me. | didn’t engage in
much debate, but when | left their house that
evening, my mind was flooded with questions: Why
this hostility between religions? Why the desperate
need to dominate belief? And why did it seem like
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the ‘Born Again’ Christians had such a deep
connection to Jewish teachings?

Diving into the World of Religions... and Seeing the
Bigger Picture

That night marked the beginning of a journey. | didn’t
just want to defend my beliefs—I wanted to
understand.

| started studying the three major Abrahamic
religions, not from a place of blind faith, but with the
curiosity of someone seeking to uncover hidden
truths.

One thing stood out immediately: The Born Again
Christians, the sect Josephine’s mother belonged to,
didn’t base their faith solely on the teachings of
Jesus. Instead, they placed an unusual emphasis on
the Old Testament—a text that predates Christ by
centuries and serves as the foundation of Judaism.

At first, | didn’t understand why. Why would
Christians—who believe in Jesus as their savior—rely
so heavily on Jewish scripture? But the deeper | dug,
the clearer the picture became.

Judaism is not just a religion. It is a system of
influence, a philosophy built on survival through
division. | began to see how it had subtly shaped
certain Christian sects, ensuring that its ideological
dominance remained intact. By keeping Christians
tethered to the Old Testament, they maintained a
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foothold in Christian thought—a quiet form of
control.

History was littered with examples of religious
manipulation. The wars, the sectarian conflicts, the
endless divisions—all of them seemed to follow a
pattern. A pattern that pointed to a hidden hand
guiding these rifts, ensuring that humanity remained
divided, distracted, and easy to control.

This was no longer just about my personal beliefs. It
was about understanding how faith had been
weaponized, how religion had been corrupted into a
tool for mind control, rather than a source of
enlightenment.

The Decision... Becoming a Man with a Mission
During those long nights of study, | reflected on
everything that had shaped me:

e The loss of my father, which left me searching

for meaning.

e The loss of my childhood dog, which taught me

that love is fleeting.

e The challenges | had faced growing up, which

forced me to question everything.

e And now, this confrontation with a reality | had

never been prepared for.
| realized | was no longer just a young man caught in
a love story. | was becoming something else—a man
with a mission.
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My goal was no longer just about proving my love for
Josephine. It was about exposing the deception—
revealing how religions had been twisted, how faith
had been hijacked to control the minds of the
masses, and how powerful forces had used
spirituality as a means of division, rather than unity.
| knew this path wouldn’t be easy. | knew | would
face resistance—from religious institutions, from
political systems, and even from those closest to me.
But | was no longer afraid.
As the German philosopher Nietzsche once said:

e “He who has a why to live can bear almost any

how”.

And | had found my why.
| wouldn’t fight against religion itself, but against the
corruption of faith. Against the lies that turned
believers into slaves. Against the deceptions that
fueled hatred and war in the name of God.
What started as a love story between East and West
had transformed into something much greater...
It had become my true journey—the journey that
would shape me into the man | was destined to
become.

The Clash with Truth... and the Ultimate Decision
As the days passed, | felt like | was living in two
parallel worlds. In one, | was the young man in love,
who had found meaning in Josephine—love,
harmony, and belonging. In the other, | was a seeker
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of knowledge, uncovering truths that shattered my
old perceptions of the world. It felt like walking on
the edge of a blade, torn between the warmth of love
and the cold, harsh reality that was revealing itself to
me.
| knew | had to tell Josephine what | had discovered.
This was no longer just a personal journey; it had
become a battle for awareness.
One evening, we sat by the beach, the waves
crashing gently, reflecting the moonlight on their
surface. These were the places where we felt like we
were alone in the world, where everything became
clearer.
“Josephine, there’s something you need to
know about me”.

- “l know, Omar. You're changing... You're not

the same person | met before”.
| looked at her in surprise, as if she had read my
mind.

- “Im not sure if you’ll understand, but | believe
something much bigger is happening in this
world... something controlling everything from
behind the scenes. I've started seeing how
religions are being used—not just for worship,
but as tools for controlling minds”.

She listened intently, trying to grasp my words.
“What do you mean”?
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mean that there are hidden forces
manipulating the way we think, shaping how
we see the world, and pushing us to hate one
another. Us as Muslims, you as Christians, the
Jews—everyone is being played”.

Josephine hesitated but didn’t interrupt me.

“ Do you remember when your mother tried to
convince me to become a Christian? Back then,
| was young—I didn’t understand much. But
now, | realize there’s a bigger game being
played. Your sect, the ‘Born Again’ Christians,
rely more on the Old Testament than the New
Testament. Why? Because the Old Testament
isn’t theirs—it belongs to the Jews. You've
been influenced without even realizing it”.

She paused for a moment, then spoke cautiously.

“You're talking as if there’s a conspiracy”.

“It’s not a conspiracy, Josephine—it's the
truth. I've studied Judaism—not just the Torah,
but all their other books, from the Talmud to
the Zohar. Everything is about control—control
over minds, over economies, over
governments, and even over religion itself”.

| saw a mix of shock and concern in her eyes. | knew
that what | was saying might sound unbelievable, but
she knew me well enough to understand that | didn’t
speak without reason.
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- “So, what are you going to do?” she asked
softly, though she already knew the answer.

- “I'm going to fight for the truth. | won’t let
these lies continue destroying humanity. My
entire life—since my father’s death, since
losing my dog, since witnessing how cruel
humans can be to one another—everything
has led me to this moment. This isn’t just a
discovery for me, Josephine. This is my mission
in life”.

The Point of No Return... and the Final Choice
But love, no matter how great, cannot escape reality.
Josephine loved me, but | could see the fear in her
eyes. She wasn’t ready to dive into the world that
was unfolding before me. She wasn’t ready to face
the truth that | now saw so clearly.

In the following days, the distance between us
grew—not physically, but intellectually. | was
becoming someone else, someone who no longer
saw the world in the simple way we once had. | knew
| was on a path of no return, and this journey might
cost me everything—even the love of my life.
One day, as we sat in the café where we always met,
she held my hand and said with sadness in her voice:
“Omar, you’re changing too fast.. and I'm
afraid | won’t be able to keep up”.
“Why do you say that”?
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- “Because | love you, but | can’t live in a world
filled with conspiracies and fear... | don’t want
to believe that everything around me is fake. |
just want to live my life”.

| looked at her in silence. | had known this day would
come, but | hadn’t expected it to be this soon.
“So, is this goodbye”?
“1 don’t know... but | don’t want to hold you
back from becoming the person you believe
you need to be”.
She slowly stood up, and before leaving, she looked
at me one last time, her voice carrying a mix of love
and sorrow.

- “1 wish the world was as simple as we once

thought, Omar”.

The Birth of a Man with a Mission
| remained seated, staring at the empty chair across
from me, feeling the weight of the choice | had made.
| could have lived a normal life. | could have let go of
my search for truth, returned to the dreams of love
and stability... but | was no longer that person.
| had stepped onto a path that | could never turn
back from.
| had lost Josephine, but | had gained something
greater—the truth.
And from that moment on, | knew | would never
stop.
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| was a man with a mission, and this mission was
greater than anything else in my life. Omar stood on
the shore, the desert winds playing with the sand
behind him, while the horizon stretched endlessly
before him. He had returned to where it all began...
but he was no longer the young man searching for
love. He was now a man who knew exactly why he
was here and what he had to do.

His journey had not been just about an impossible
love story or a clash of cultures—it was a quest for
truth in a world built on centuries of deception. He
had seen firsthand how people were manipulated,
how religions were used to divide them, and how
conflicts were fueled to keep the old system in
power.

But the real question was never: “How did we get
here?” It was: “How do we break free from this
illusion”? There was no turning back. He had seen, he
had learned, and he had realized that his mission
would not be easy. The world thrives on lies—it
survives on them. And those who dare to expose the
truth become a threat that must be silenced. He
thought of Josephine—every moment they had
shared, every glance, every promise, every battle
they had fought together. She had been a part of his
journey, but she was not its conclusion. She had
taught him love, but he now understood that love
alone was not enough.

Between Love and Truth
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The Final Goodbye
Omar and Josephine stood in the place where they
had always met, where time once seemed to pause
just for them. But this time, time wasn’t standing
still—it was pushing them toward different paths.
Her eyes searched his face, looking for traces of the
young man she had fallen in love with, but she saw
someone else. Someone stronger, yet farther away
than ever before.
“You’re not the same, Omar,” she said softly,
her voice carrying disbelief.
He answered calmly, trying to ease the weight of his
words,
- “And neither are you, Josephine. We grow...
we change”.
He could have lied, could have told her that
everything would remain as it was, but he couldn’t.
He knew now that truth wasn’t just something
spoken—it was a road that had to be walked, even if
it cost him everything.
She stepped closer, as if trying to hold onto one last
moment.
“Wasn’t our love enough? Wasn’t it worth
fighting for”?
He looked at her for a long time, remembering every
moment, every letter, every dream they had built
together. Then, in a quiet but resolute voice, he said,
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“I loved you more than | can ever describe...
but love alone is not enough, Josephine. The
world around us won’t let us stay the same”.
She fell silent, her eyes filling with unshed tears.
Then, with a sad smile, she whispered,
- “l wish the world were different”.
He didn’t answer. There were no words that could
change reality.
Before turning to leave, she raised her hand slightly,
as if trying to capture his face in her memory one last
time. Then, she walked away, leaving everything
behind—except for a memory that time would never
erase.
He stood still, watching her until she disappeared
into the city’s endless crowd.

Years Later... A Fleeting Encounter

Years passed, and Omar grew into the man he had
chosen to become. His journey in search of truth had
taken him to places he never imagined, introduced
him to countless faces, but one face never left his
mind.

In the middle of a busy London street, amid the noise
and hurried footsteps, a familiar figure caught his
eye. Josephine.

She walked with confident steps, her hair slightly
longer, her features more mature, but her eyes were
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the same. For a fleeting moment, she turned—as if
she had sensed something—until their eyes met.
There was no need for words. Those few seconds
were enough to say everything that had been left
unsaid.
She smiled—a soft, knowing smile filled with
unspoken emotions: nostalgia, farewell, and perhaps
a lingering trace of love.
He smiled back, a subtle nod carrying a thousand
meanings.
And then, just as they had once entered each other’s
lives, they disappeared again—this time with no
promises, no letters, only the understanding that
some things, even when they end, remain forever.
And so, love was never the problem... but the world
around them was too vast to let them stay together.
Omar continued on his path—not as a boy searching
for love, but as a man who had found his truth.
Yet, deep inside, he would always remember... that
there was once a love that never fully bloomed, but
never truly died either.
He turned, gazing at the horizon one last time, then
whispered with quiet determination:

“This is not the end.. this is just the

beginning”.
Then, he took a step forward, leaving behind
everything he once was, walking toward everything
he was meant to be.
A man with a mission was born.
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