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Hi! I am Vinayak. I am seventeen and a half years old today, and in six months, I will be Eighteen years! An adult! I will be initiated into a new world away from my 'comfort zone where I have been nurtured for so long. Its like bidding farewell to a chunk of me and it is then that I decided to write my autobiography.

No, I am not a famous personality, whose autobiography one may feel inclined to read. Even though ordinary and mundane as a normal kid around the corner, my life events have been quite extraordinary. Before I move on in life and wipe the slate clean, so to speak, I needed to recall and relive every aspect of my life that had been hidden in cryptic corners of my mind all through. They are what that had shaped me as I am today, and will also act as my guiding principles in the upcoming future.

Some pages of my life are marred with the most unusual experiences and sharing all that with my readers is not at all an easy task. I feel like I am turning myself inside out. I was no ideal kid who had made mistakes and had been the victim of bizarre family dynamics, some were circumstantial, while some were self-inflicted. I have confessions to make and I am about to disclose the nuances of my family which are completely personal. Apart from taking direct permission from my parents to use their names, I have used abbreviations in most cases, lest the persons concerned feel disturbed.

As I relived the moments that are now memories, I underwent great agitation sometimes, and sometimes happy smiles flitted across my face. But I made it a point to take a deep breath and continue the odyssey bypassing sabotaging thoughts, like what people might think of me.

This is not only a venture into writing another book, which I have been doing for the last four years.  This was catharsis, a process of healing from the core. I am sure everybody has lots of shades in their lives, some white, some black, and some grey. Societal norms make us mask and move around clad in an ‘acceptable’ persona. That is why many write diaries. I never did. I never wanted to give away my feelings of fears and fantasies.  So now, maybe, I am scribbling my autobiography, turning page after page from my mental diary and chronicling it. 

I have spoken about my friends, teachers, relatives and family and have tried to repaint every mood they had generated in me. In the end, it felt like everybody, and everything had a purpose to serve. Hands that came to inflict pain had made me stronger, failures made me adamant to prove otherwise, every criticism and bitterness were positive challenges in disguise that came to uplift me, and every gesture of love acted like a glue that stopped me from disintegrating.

I needed them all and I extend my heartfelt gratitude to all of them for making my eighteen years of life so poignantly meaningful, and purposeful.

With Love,

Vinayak/Joshua
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JUST A DREAM IN MY MOTHER’S MIND

“Against All Odds”

In the heart of a sprawling city, where dreams often take shape in the most unexpected corners, mine began in the fertile imagination of my mother, Dr. Uma Dhar Singh. I am Vinayak Singh Oberoi, also know as  Vinayak Singh. My father, Rajiv Singh, my dearest ‘papa’, was the rock upon which my mother leaned during the turbulent times of my conception and birth.

My lineage traces back to the illustrious Dewan of the Mayurbhanj estate in Orissa, Mohini Mohan Dhar. My mother held this legacy as something precious, a testament to the strength and resilience that ran in our blood. Long before the world knew me as Vinayak, I existed as a dream in my mother's heart. She had envisioned me with the pet name "Joshua" and the formal name "Vinayak." These names found their way into her diary in 2001, shortly after her marriage to my father.

The choice of "Vinayak" was deeply symbolic. Named after Lord Ganesha, the son of Goddess Parvati, I was to be a cherished creation, embodying the divine qualities of wisdom and prosperity. As I delved into my mother's old green velvet diary, I could sense the anticipation and love with which she awaited my arrival. Each page was a testament to her hope, her dreams, and her unwavering faith that one day, she would hold me in her arms.

Before my father entered her life, my mother found herself navigating a world filled with loneliness and loss. The absence of her parents and family left a void that only a child could fill. She had already named this dream child "Joshua," drawing inspiration from Robert Cabot's novel, The Joshua Tree. To her, Joshua symbolized strength and beauty emerging from adversity, mirroring her own life's journey.

When destiny finally brought my parents together, it was like a reunion of two childhood friends who had been separated by fate. Their love story was tinged with nostalgia, as they reminisced about shared memories and the innocent days of their childhood. The story of their childhood separation intrigued me, a tale that I promise to unfold in the chapters that follow.

My birth was fraught with challenges right from the outset. Due to gynecological issues and a heartbreaking previous experience of losing a baby girl, Zoya Singh Oberoi, my parents approached my birth with extreme caution. My mother's health was fragile, and doctors advised her to remain bedridden for nearly five months. Throughout this period, she monitored my heartbeat with a fetal stethoscope, each thump a reassurance that I was still fighting.

When I arrived prematurely, the struggle for my survival intensified. Drawing my first breath was a battle in itself. I was born into a world that seemed too vast and intimidating for my fragile existence. Weighing a mere 1.8 kg, I was a tiny, still figure that struggled for life from the moment I entered this world.

My father wasted no time rushing me to Peerless Neonatal Care, where I was immediately admitted to the neonatal ICU. Wires connected me to machines, and a tank of oxygen aided my feeble lungs. I was confined to a ventilator, a tiny, anemic infant struggling to make sense of the world around me. Weeks turned into a blur as I remained immobile, trapped inside a little glass box, my world reduced to the soft glow of monitors and the rhythmic beeping of machines.

As I lay there, cocooned in the sterile confines of the ICU, I was oblivious to the emotions that swirled around me. My parents' prayers, anxiety, hopes, and fears, were a constant presence, a silent backdrop to my struggle. Their love and determination became my anchor, guiding me through the darkest days of my infancy.

And so, my journey began - not with the joyful celebrations and tender embrace that mark most births, but with a fierce battle for survival. It was a fight against the odds, a testament to the fragility and resilience of life itself.

From the moment I took my first fragile breath, it was clear that I was born to be a fighter. Despite the daunting challenges that lay ahead, my spirit refused to be subdued. My father, Rajiv Singh, MBF, became my steadfast ally in this battle for life. Night after night, he stayed by my side in the neonatal ICU, his presence a constant source of strength and comfort. The infusion of my father’s blood had breathed new life into me, rejuvenating my frail body and giving me the strength to fight.

In the mornings, he would visit my mother, who was recuperating at Eveland Nursing Home in Southern Avenue. Her condition remained critical, adding another layer of anxiety to our already precarious situation. Despite the distance and exhaustion, my father found solace and strength in his daily visits to ‘Sasthi Tala’ in Kalighat Temple. There, amidst the fragrant incense and the soft glow of oil lamps, he prayed for our well-being, seeking divine intervention to guide us through the darkest days of our lives.

My early days were anything but ordinary. Instead of the warmth of a mother's embrace, I was surrounded by the clinical sterility of the NICU. Wires and tubes tethered me to machines that monitored my every heartbeat, my every breath. The world outside seemed distant and unreachable, a place I could only imagine but not yet experienced.

The days that followed were a whirlwind of uncertainty and fear. Each moment was a testament to my fragile existence, every breath a hard-fought victory. My small frame was ravaged by anemia and illness, each posing a threat to my survival. But with each passing day, my determination only grew stronger. I was tiny, yes, but I was also resilient, refusing to yield to the looming specter of mortality that shadowed my early life.

As weeks turned into months, I remained confined to my little glass box, a silent observer of the world outside. My movements were limited, my voice silenced by the tubes that filled my lungs with oxygen. But within me, a quiet revolution was taking place. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, I began to gain strength. My once frail body started to grow stronger, and my breaths more steady and robust.

It was a gradual process, marked by small victories and setbacks alike. There were moments of despair when the weight of my challenges seemed too much to bear. But each time, I found the strength to persevere, drawing inspiration from the love and determination that surrounded me. My parents' unwavering faith in my ability to overcome the odds became my guiding light, a beacon of hope that guided me through the darkest days of my infancy.

Even amid adversity, there was a glimmer of hope that refused to be extinguished. A flicker of resilience that burned brightly, fueled by the tireless efforts of medical professionals who had cared for me with unwavering dedication. The doctors and nurses who had watched over me had become an integral part of my journey, their expertise and compassion guiding me through the darkest days of my infancy. Among them were two surgeons whose names are etched in my memory: Dr. Rathin Ghosh and Dr. Nikhilesh Khawash. Their skillful hands and compassionate care played a pivotal role in guiding me through those tumultuous early days.

Dr. Rathin Ghosh and Dr. Nikhilesh Khawash were more than just doctors to me; they were guardians, mentors, and champions of my well-being. Their expertise and commitment to excellence were evident in every interaction, their kindness and compassion a source of comfort and reassurance for my anxious parents.

One particular day marked a significant milestone in my recovery journey. It was the day I drank 2ml of fluid and passed a tiny pellet, a simple act that brought immense joy to my parents. Their faces lit up with delight and relief, their eyes shining with tears of gratitude and awe. It was a small but significant step towards normalcy, a testament to the miracle of life and the resilience of the human spirit.

And then, after what felt like an eternity of struggle and uncertainty, the moment arrived. I emerged victorious, a living testament to the indomitable spirit of the human soul. The darkness that had threatened to engulf me was vanquished, replaced by the warm embrace of light and life. Each heartbeat, each breath was a reminder of the resilience that had carried me through the most challenging days of my infancy.

The weight of my struggles was lifted, replaced by a newfound sense of purpose and resilience. I had not only survived but thrived, defying the odds and emerging stronger than ever. The battles I had fought in those early days had shaped me, molding me into a fighter capable of overcoming even the most formidable challenges.

Soon after, I had the chance to meet my mother for the first time since my birth. She arrived at Eveland Nursing Home in a wheelchair, in her the nursing home’s ambulance. Her eyes widened in awe and gratitude as she gazed at me, her little bundle of miracle, Nature’s creation. Though she couldn’t hold me just yet, her presence filled the room with warmth and love, a tangible reminder of the bond that had sustained us through the most challenging days of our lives.

Each step of my journey, from the moment of my conception in my mother’s dreams to my miraculous recovery in the neonatal unit, has been a testament to the extraordinary power of the human spirit. It is a story of courage, determination, and unwavering faith, a story that continues to inspire me as I navigate the challenges and opportunities that life presents.

Meanwhile, my treatment extended beyond the confines of Eveland Hospital to Quadra Clinic in Kolkata. There extensive radiodiagnosis were done on me to ensure proper growth and development of my brain and nervous system. It was there that I underwent the meticulous care and monitoring necessary for my fragile condition. Every gram of weight gained, every stable heartbeat, was a triumph, a small victory in the larger battle for survival. The doctors and nurses at Quadra Clinic worked tirelessly to ensure that I received the best possible care, their expertise and dedication a testament to the resilience and tenacity of the human spirit.

As I embrace the next chapter of my journey, I do so with courage, grace, and gratitude, eager to explore the opportunities and adventures that await. For I know that the challenges I have faced have prepared me for the road ahead, shaping me into the person I am destined to become.

⊶⊶
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THE BEGINNING OF A JOURNEY INTO SELF-AWARENESS

“Connections:  Spiritual and Mortal”

As I emerged from the confines of Eveland Hospital, my early childhood was a delicate dance between fragility and resilience. Born into a world where the odds seemed stacked against me, I embarked on a journey that was fraught with challenges and uncertainty. Each day was a testament to the indomitable spirit of the human soul, as I navigated the complexities of life with a determination that belied my tender years.

My earliest memories are deeply rooted in the sterile corridors of the hospital, where the steady beep of machines and the hushed whispers of medical professionals became the soundtrack of my existence. It was a world defined by tubes and wires, where each breath I took was a victory and each moment a testament to the resilience that had carried me through the most challenging days of my infancy.

But amidst the clinical confines of the hospital, there were also moments of tender connection with my family. Despite the chaos and uncertainty that surrounded us, the love and support of my parents and extended family served as a beacon of hope, illuminating the darkest days and giving me the strength to persevere.

My journey through early childhood was marked by a series of milestones, each one a testament to my growing strength and resilience. From learning to walk and talk to forming bonds with family and friends, each new experience was a step towards independence and self-discovery.

As I reflect on those early years, I am filled with gratitude for the love and support that surrounded me. My parents,  were my constant pillars of strength, guiding me with love, patience, and unwavering faith. My first ‘pillow’ was a special one made of mustard seeds made lovingly by my mother so that the shape of my head is normalized; it was like a rajma bean, she laughed.

As I emerged from the hospital and into the warmth of home, I found myself enveloped in the embrace of a grand house in Jodhpur Park. It was a house with a history as old and mysterious as the shadows that danced within its walls—a history that would both intrigue and terrify me in the years to come.

Within those hallowed halls, I began to forge memories that would shape the trajectory of my life. From the echoes of my footsteps on polished marble floors to the creak of ancient wooden staircases, every corner of that house held secrets waiting to be unearthed. The rooms were filled with whispers of the past, each one a testament to the lives that had come before me.

As I explored the nooks and crannies of the house, I felt a deep connection to its history. The walls seemed to breathe with stories, the air tinged with the scent of memories long forgotten. It was a place of wonder and mystery, a sanctuary where I could escape the challenges of the outside world and lose myself in the magic of my imagination.

As I navigated the labyrinthine corridors of my childhood home, I was filled with a sense of wonder and curiosity. Each room held its own story, each staircase its secrets waiting to be revealed. The house was a treasure trove of memories and mysteries, a place where I could lose myself in exploration and discovery. And as I grew, so too did my understanding of the world around me, shaped by the experiences of those early years.

From my childhood, I have been hearing stories of how I was brought to life by the Divine. During the critical sickness that threatened my young life, my mother realizing the powerlessness of us ordinary mortals,   gave up all her possessive rights over me as a ‘mother’ and entrusted me to the custody of the Divine Mother Kali. From that moment on, I have been raised with the understanding that while my mother may be my earthly caregiver, my real and eternal mother is the Divine Mother Kali. I was bequeathed to the Divine  Mother.
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