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Babil was only two years old when his mother died in a car crash. Since then, he had lived with his father and his grandmother—whom he loved more than anything in the world. They had a small house on the outskirts of the city, far from the hustle and bustle of city life. Their quiet neighborhood had few houses and plenty of trees. The air often smelled faintly of jasmine and old rainwater. There was the school where Babil studied, a local department store they occasionally visited, a peaceful park, and a gardening club where his grandmother held a membership.

Each morning, he woke early, finished his homework before dinner, and helped Grandma in the kitchen. Babil wanted to become a chef when he grew up. This was top secret and only Grandma knew about it. He also liked gardening, and he and Grandma had grown many plants together, including jade plants, roses, daisies, and sunflowers. Babil didn’t have any friends; he was a boy who preferred cartoons, fairy tales, cooking, and watering plants with Grandma.

Babil’s father was a pianist with a local band. Every Sunday, their living room turned into a concert hall. Sunlight peeked through lace curtains as Babil climbed onto the piano bench beside his father. With careful fingers, Babil pressed the ivory keys, following his father’s gentle melodies. Then they sang together, their voices mingling in the warm afternoon light. Meanwhile, Grandma made fresh rotis, mixed vegetable curry, and hot Kashmiri chai that filled the house with cozy scents.
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It was the 20th of August when Babil turned ten. Rain tapped against the windows all morning, turning the garden into a field of silver droplets. At dinner, his father surprised him with a glossy chocolate cake, its frosting gleaming under the glow of candlelight. Grandma gave him a tight hug and handed him a bright yellow journal with blank pages. “Maybe this will help you share those things that you don’t tell anyone,” she said with a sparkle of hope in her eyes.
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