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​Dedicated to my wife: Devika
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For Devika

My strength in silence,

My shelter in storms,

My partner in every unseen sacrifice.

This is our journey - told in my voice, built on your quiet courage.

To Devika, the epitome of Silent Sacrifice

In the hush between my victories,

Where no lights gleamed nor trumpets sang,

You stood - a quiet lighthouse,

Guiding me through each storm’s fang.

No pedestal, no claim to fame,

Just footsteps in the background known,

Yet every battle I survived

Was one you quietly made your own.

You bore the weight I could not name,

Raised hearts and hopes with steady hands,

While I faced podiums and crowds,

You wove our dreams with wedding bands.

What they applaud, what they admire,

Is built on nights you spent alone.

While I chased purpose through the fire,

You kept our hearth, our humble home.

Devika - love wrapped in silence,

Your sacrifice, the verse unwritten,

This journey bears your fingerprints

On every page that I have written.

Let this work be a mirror of truth and tribute:

To the unseen labours of those who choose love over applause,

And to the legacy of quiet courage that built the road I walk.
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A Poem To Devika; The Quiet Flame
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You were not the voice in the spotlight,

But the silence that steadied mine.

You were not the hand that signed the letter,

But the one that held the pen steady through the storm.

While I was building, you were bearing.

While I was bleeding, you were binding.

Not with grand speeches or grander gestures,

But with the quiet defiance of love that never bends.

You walked beside me, When I had no path.

You stood behind me, When the world turned its back.

You gave up dreams, So I could chase mine.

They saw only the public face,You lived the private wars.

And when the walls fell around me,You became my shelter.

This book bears my name, But its heartbeat is yours.

For every moment you endured in silence,

For every tear you buried with grace,

For every step you took in the shadows

So I could stand in the light

This is your story, too

You were the strength I wore like skin,

Not loud, not seen; but etched within.

In rooms where silence bruised my name,

You stood, unshaken, just the same.

No spotlight knew the nights you cried,

Or how your dreams stepped aside.

You bore the weight I could not share,

And turned each wound into a prayer.

When dignity was torn apart,

You stitched resolve into my heart.

You spoke through silence, fought through grace,

And held my soul in your embrace.

They’ll read my name in printed lines,

But your resolve threads through the spine.

For every chapter that I claim,

Your spirit walks beside my name.

So take this book; not as a gift,

But proof of how you made me lift.

Not every hero stands out loud; 

Some wear their strength without a crowd.
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Preface
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This is not the book I ever intended to write.

For more than two decades, I carried a conviction - not merely in my heart but in my every action - that service, sacrifice, and silence were the cornerstones of loyalty.

That if you worked hard enough, served long enough, and kept your principles intact, recognition would follow.

That merit, when coupled with dedication, would one day speak for itself.

But what happens when silence is mistaken for weakness?

When sacrifice is met not with gratitude but with betrayal?

When the very house you helped build chooses to exile you behind walls of arrogance?

This book was born in that silence.

It is a story of resilience - not only mine, but of every citizen who has ever felt erased, overlooked, and unseen by the very structures they helped strengthen.

It is a testimony to the power of belief, the strength of quiet resistance, and the unshaken will to rise even when every door has been closed.

As I penned these pages, I revisited every step that shaped me:

from the sugarcane fields where my mother fetched fodder before sunrise, to the political corridors where I was once welcomed - then discarded.

I traced the pain of betrayal, the warmth of solidarity, the ache of exclusion, and the ultimate clarity that emerged when dignity became non - negotiable.

This is not a tale of revenge.

It is the anatomy of a silent movement:

a movement that refused to be caged by parties, patronage, or power games;

a movement built from the ground up by people who had nothing to sell but their integrity - and nothing to lose but their chains.

If you are looking for political gossip, you won’t find it here.

But if you are searching for truth - raw and unfiltered, told without embellishment and without fear - then walk with me.

Walk through the betrayals, the humiliations, the sleepless nights, and the long silences.

But also walk through moments of courage, of clarity, and of the collective breath that gave birth to a new dawn.

The road was not easy.

It was never meant to be.

But it was worth every step 


-  Dave Kissoondoyal
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​​Foreword
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In the life of a nation, there are stories that unfold quietly - away from spotlights, away from the corridors of power - yet rooted in the everyday lives of its people.

These stories often go untold, not because they lack value, but because they lack volume in a system that rewards noise over substance.

This book is one such story.

It traces the journey of Dave Kissoondoyal: a man whose path was shaped not by privilege, but by perseverance.

It is not a dramatic tale of instant success, but a sincere and measured reflection on what it means to serve with conviction, to endure in silence, and to remain true to one’s principles even when recognition never arrives.

In a time when politics has too often become performance, Unshaken: The Road of Resolve is a reminder that quiet resilience still matters.

Dave’s story is one of endurance rather than acclaim - the story of a citizen who continued to believe in fairness, even when fairness was denied to him.

This book does not seek to glorify.

It seeks to bear witness.

From the fields of Mare D’Albert to international platforms of governance, from forgotten acts of service to bold acts of dissent, Dave’s path is marked by sincerity, sacrifice, and a deep - rooted sense of responsibility.

It is a path many can relate to: those who have worked in silence, contributed without applause, and stood firm in their values when it would have been easier to conform.

As you read these pages, you may recognize pieces of your own journey: the early mornings, the closed doors, the words unspoken.

You may remember times when you chose to carry on - not for reward, but because something within told you it was right.

This book is for those who continue to carry that voice within them.

In telling this story, Dave invites us not into spectacle but into conversation - about integrity, exclusion, and the long, often unseen work of building something meaningful.

It is not about seeking blame; it is about seeking better.

In that spirit, I invite you to walk this road with him - not to the past, but toward a more honest understanding of what it truly means to lead, to serve, and to stand....Ram Ramjheetun – Dave’s  friend
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No journey of this magnitude is walked alone.

Though this book bears my name, its spirit is composed of many hearts, voices, sacrifices, and silent acts of strength that deserve equal recognition.

To Devika, my wife, my confidante, and the unwavering soul beside me in the darkest hours: this book exists because you never let me break.

You carried burdens no one saw and still, you smiled.

Every page of this work is laced with your silent courage, your quiet rebellion against injustice, and your belief that dignity is non - negotiable.

To my children, who have known sacrifice without ever calling it so: thank you for your patience during missed moments, your love in times of absence, and your pride even when my path seemed invisible to others.

You are my legacy, beyond all politics or public life.

To my mother, whose hands tilled the soil of Mare D’Albert with quiet defiance and who taught me that honour cannot be inherited; it must be earned.

To those in Regional No. 11 of the MMM, who stood by me not because I held a title but because we shared a truth: you reminded me that representation is not a slogan; it is a sacred responsibility.

To the many unsung supporters who carried flyers in the rain, opened their homes for late - night meetings, or simply whispered “Don’t give up” when the world turned away: your small acts were thunder to my soul.

To those who excluded, mocked, and sidelined me: you were unintended mentors.

You revealed the architecture of injustice so clearly that I could no longer ignore its design.

Without you, the fire may never have turned to resolve.

To my spiritual and cultural anchors - from the first Bhagavad Gita class I attended, to every temple prayer, every Bhojpuri word, every moment of surrender to a higher cause: this journey would have been hollow without that depth.

And finally, to the people of Mauritius - especially the forgotten, the overlooked, the labelled, and the silenced: you are the pulse behind every word of this book.

This is your story as much as mine.

I bow; not in surrender, but in gratitude.

Namaste.

Special thanks and profound gratitude to all those who supported me during the hunger strike:

My wife Devika,

My daughter Yakshini with her husband Keshwin,

My daughter Pooja,

My daughter Rhea with her husband Ravi,

My daughter Richa,

My son Aryan,

My sister Hewantee with her husband Raj,

My brother Vijay with his wife Priscilla,

My brother Satyam,

My brother Sanjay and his wife Vimla,

My other relatives, friends, supporters, militants,

The medical staff who cared for me,

And countless others - known and unknown - whose presence, prayers, and solidarity gave me the strength to endure.

Your faith sustained me.

Chapter 1 
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The First Cry - From Poudre d’Or Hospital to L’Esperance Piton
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I entered the world not in the embrace of my village, but in the cold sterility of Poudre d’Or Hospital - a place far from home, yet the only option for my mother to bring new life into a world already brimming with hardship. There were no cameras. No waiting relatives. Just pain, grit, and the cry of a newborn who had yet to understand the weight he was born to carry.

Shortly after, I was brought home to L’esperance Piton, a sun - scorched village etched into the margins of economic neglect. Our house, if it could be called that, was stitched together by necessity: thin walls, bare floors, a rusting tin roof that whispered secrets with every passing wind. We stayed there only a few years, but its imprint would mark me forever. The village held no glamour, no promises, no scaffolding for dreams - only fields, sweat, and silence.

My father was a man of few words but a mountain of responsibility. When he secured a job at the Civil Aviation Department, everything changed. We left L’esperance Piton behind and moved from village to village, eventually arriving at Mare D’Albert - a village that would not just host my upbringing but shape every storm I would come to face.

In Mare D’Albert, I began school. I was still a boy, but life had already taught me to carry the weight of a man. My school clothes were worn. My books, borrowed. My lunchbox, modest if it came at all. Yet I walked the dusty roads of Mare D’Albert not as a victim, but as an observer. Every glance, every silence, every subtle gesture - I absorbed it all. I was learning not just history and mathematics, but how power behaves in silence, how dignity is denied in quiet, familiar ways.

And yet, in those early days, no one called me anything.

Not yet.

Not the boy with an accent.

Not the boy with a label.

Not the shoemaker’s son.

That cruel branding would come later - unexpected, unprovoked, unforgettable. But even before that moment arrived, something within me was already bracing for it. Even as a child, I sensed that I would not be permitted to pass quietly. That I would have to earn space. Speak louder. Stand firmer.

Mare D’Albert gave me my first education - but not just through books. It taught me about human nature, about the machinery of exclusion, about the quiet rituals of inequality. And instead of folding beneath that weight, I began resisting in silence.

Because even before the insults came...

Before the labels...

Before the betrayal...

I had already begun building a shield.

Not one made of steel,

But one forged in silence,

And bound by resolve.

Chapter 2 
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The Roots of Mare D’Albert
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My earliest memories were painted in brown and green - mud - streaked fields and the swaying tops of sugarcane, whispering the quiet secrets of survival. Our home, built not of permanence but of borrowed space and borrowed time, held five children. I was the eldest son. My sister, older than me, had already begun to learn the rhythm of household sacrifice before I could even spell the word. Three younger brothers came after me, and the youngest would often cry himself to sleep, his sobs competing with the scratching rats in the thatched ceiling. But through it all, we were held together by a force so unbreakable that even the wind dared not scatter us apart: our parents.

My father, a messenger at the Civil Aviation Department, rode his bicycle to work each day like a soldier without a uniform but with unwavering discipline. He was poor by society’s measure but rich in the currency of respect. In Mare D’Albert, people whispered about him with quiet admiration:

"Sa misie - la pena kass, me li donn so zanfan ledikasyon."

(“That man has no money, but he gives his children an education.”)

That line stayed with me like a prophecy. On weekends, I followed him to the fields. My small hands trembled as I dug into the hardened earth, but there was pride in that pain. During school holidays, I joined my mother in the vast sugarcane fields, working as a casual labourer. She wasn’t a permanent worker; those positions were reserved for the “connectés.” But she never complained.

My mother had never been to school. She signed official documents with her thumbprint. She spoke only Bhojpuri - even when mocked. To me, her Bhojpuri was not broken; it was the anthem of truth. She reared cows, sold milk to the milkman, and woke before the sun to fetch fodder. I often accompanied her barefoot, cutting sugarcane leaves for cattle.

I remember one morning during cane-cutting season when a planter muttered to another:

"Garçon ene cordonnier."

(“Son of a shoemaker.”)

The words didn’t make sense. My father was not a shoemaker. He was a government employee who carried files with dignity. But the insult wasn’t about truth - it was about caste, hierarchy, power.

I returned home heavy - hearted. When I told my mother, she said quietly:

"Chinta mat kara, beta. Garibi ke logan ke log hamesha nich samjhe hai."

(“Don’t worry, son. People always look down on the poor.”)

We lived simply but with honour. Our village was a haven of barefoot laughter. My friend Sanjay’s family owned their house, had more meals and newer clothes - but we played as equals. When fields flooded, we saw joy, not disaster.

Before sunrise, I fetched fodder, helped my mother milk cows, carried buckets for delivery, rushed to school. My school clothes had patches. My shoes were secondhand. But I never missed a day - not one. The thirst to rise was not ambition - it was survival.

Creole was the language of the classroom. At home, everything was Bhojpuri. Schoolboys mocked my accent, called it backward - but I wore it as a badge of authenticity. I mastered Creole, then French, then English, but I never let go of Bhojpuri.

Some evenings without electricity meant kerosene lanterns fashioned by my father. His stories transformed nearby villages into faraway wonders. Sometimes, there was only food for five. He and my mother pretended they weren’t hungry.

I overheard villagers saying:

"Toulezour li pe laguer pou so zanfan alle lékol. Kouma li fer?"

(“Every day he fights to send his children to school. How does he manage?”)

That was his legacy - not land or wealth, but determination.

Long before anyone knew my name, there was the dark earth of Mare D’Albert: cracked lanes, overgrown bushes, generations of barefoot footsteps etched into land and soul.

Every morning, my alarm was not a clock, but my mother’s voice:

"Uth ja, beta. Ghaas leke aai ke baa."

(Wake up, son. Time to fetch fodder.)

I pedalled through the sleeping village, gathering fodder beneath moonlight and judgment. The insult of “shoemaker’s son” rang even in the fields. But I kept working.

At school, there were glances, smirks, muted laughter. Boys with imported pens and polished shoes nudged each other when I spoke up. Their indifference was worse than hatred.

Yet when teachers read my essays aloud, disbelief silenced them.

How could someone so invisible be so articulate?

I never explained. I didn’t need to.

Because in the margins of my notebooks, I was writing resistance.

After school, I worked a patch of land near Plaisance Airport - allowed to cultivate vegetables after my father’s death in April 1984. That land became sacred - a place for dignity, defiance, memory.

Evenings were brief: simple food, quiet stories.

At night, books under flickering candlelight: mathematics, languages, scriptures.

Neighbours muttered:

"Who does this boy think he is? Always reading. Always writing. Still poor."

I heard them.

I never answered.

Inside, something greater than pain stirred - not anger, but quiet rebellion:

Focus. Discipline. Defiance.

I would not study merely to escape poverty.

I would study to dismantle it - not just for myself, but for my mother, my siblings, every Bhojpuri-speaking woman rising before dawn, every barefoot child judged for poverty.

The dark earth of Mare D’Albert had broken me and built me, steeled my spine and taught me that some dreams are not shouted - they are endured.

And this was only the beginning.

Chapter 3 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Weight of Hope
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By the time I was old enough to understand difference, I was already living it.

My father, already carrying the weight of a growing family, had found work at the Civil Aviation Department - not from ambition, but necessity. Before that, he was a voluntary social worker, building mandirs with bare hands, offering comfort where none existed, stitching together the dignity of a community fraying at its seams. When a chance came - vacancies at Plaisance Airport - he accepted. He knew that dreams couldn’t be built on goodwill alone.

So we moved: from L’Espérance Piton in the north to New Grove, village after village, and finally to Mare D’Albert.

Mare D’Albert wasn’t a village anyone put on postcards. Its homes leaned like tired elders and the wind carried secrets in Bhojpuri whispers. Our rented wooden house, perched precariously on stilts, shook during every storm, but inside it stood something stronger than beams: sacrifice.

Whenever the wind howled and the corrugated iron sheets threatened to take flight, we did what families like ours learned to do - vanish into the belly of the house, into a ground - level space that served as bunker, storage, and shelter. In the darkness, we huddled together. Silence, not fear, kept us alive.

My mother never went to school. Her thumbprint was her signature. Her Bhojpuri was her anthem. Each morning before dawn, her voice was the household’s first sound:

"Jaa jaldi, ghas kat ke le aa."

(Go quickly. Bring the grass.)

And so I rose with the sun, a sickle in one hand, a sack over my shoulder, walking into fields that belonged to others. The sugarcane leaves I gathered fed our cows and, by extension, fed us.

We were five children - four boys and one girl. As the eldest son, I inherited the burdens early: schooldays followed by firewood collection, weekends spent tilling the small plot my father cultivated after work, school holidays spent in sugarcane fields. My mother sold milk to the local milkman, always underpaid and never complaining.

In our home, Bhojpuri was honored even when mocked elsewhere. At school, it was ridiculed - French was prestigious, English necessary, Creole dominant. Bhojpuri was dismissed as vulgar. But I refused to let it go.

We didn’t own shoes. I played barefoot with my friend Sanjay, who lived in a concrete house - a step above ours - but who never made me feel less. When the rains came and flooded the fields, we dove into the muddy water as if it were a swimming pool.

But time changes everything. And so do people.

One day, while delivering leaves to the cows, I overheard it again:

"Cordonnier."

It followed me like a curse stitched into the soles of my sandals.

I wasn’t angry - just confused.

My father wasn’t a shoemaker. He was a man of quiet dignity who cycled every day to the airport, delivering proof that character has no caste and poverty has no shame.

It was only much later that I would understand: the fight was not simply to escape poverty, but to preserve self-worth in a world that measured dignity by surname, accent, connection, and land.

At home, I watched my mother - illiterate but noble - whisper prayers in Bhojpuri.

I watched my father - cycling through rainstorms, carrying bread wrapped in newspaper, waving at neighbors who chose not to see him.

And I, pen in hand, sat in a classroom writing a future no one else could imagine for me.

That was Mare D’Albert:

Where the house shook during cyclones but not our spirit.

Where our feet were bare but not our dreams.

We were poor, yes.

But each morning, the sun rose for us too.

And that was enough - to carry the weight of hope.

Chapter 4
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The House That Swallowed the Storm
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The skies over Mare D’Albert were never just blue. They carried the memory of thunder, the scent of cow dung mixed with rain, and the low drone of cyclones that sent shutters clattering like bones. For most people, storms were passing episodes. For us, they were personal visitors - unwelcome, unforgiving.

Our house, perched on stilts like a hesitant survivor, belonged to the Bhageerutty family. It was warped with age, peeling paint, glass panes that rattled at the first whisper of wind. The corrugated iron sheets above served as both roof and percussion during heavy rains. And yet, within that fragile frame, five children grew like vines in a storm - stubborn, stretching toward something more.

I was the eldest boy among four sons and one older sister who carried the early burden of being everyone’s second mother. We were poor, yes - but never unloved.

My mother, a woman of spine and spirit, spoke only in Bhojpuri:

"Humaar ghar mein Bhojpuri ke ijjat ba."

(In our home, Bhojpuri is honored.)

Her thumbprint was her signature, but her hands knew everything - kneading, sweeping, comforting. She never learned to write, but she taught us what dignity looked like.

My father was a quiet idealist, known for his voluntary work. He never raised his voice, but the village respected him:

"Li pov, mais li pe donn so zenfan l’edukasyon."

(He is poor, but he gives his children an education.)

The house had two levels - not by design, but by desperation. The main floor stood on stilts and below was what villagers called “store”: a ground - level shelter for cyclones, goats, or the occasional dream that had nowhere else to go.

During storms, we would gather underneath, clutching each other in the dim candlelight, while the rain beat like war drums above and fear crept into our socks. I still remember one storm in particular: the wind howled like a beast, iron sheets flying as if trying to escape. We crouched below while my mother whispered Bhojpuri prayers that seemed to make the storm pause and listen.

And yet - we were a house of hope.

Every morning, before even the roosters dared crow, I was up. My role wasn’t symbolic. It was raw and physical. I fetched fodder for the cows. Sugarcane leaves, sharp and heavy, were my companions at dawn. It was cane - cutting season. The planters’ fields were lined with workers, blades, banter.

While crossing the fields, I overheard it again:

"Garson ene cordonnier."

(The boy is a shoemaker’s son.)

These words hit harder than the sack of cane I dragged.

Let them label me.

Let them try to box me.

Let them define worth by caste, money, accent.

I would unmake their definitions.

That house, fragile, leaking, barely standing, would not be the place where my dreams drowned. It became the furnace where resolve was forged.

We were five children - five futures stacked like hope against rotting timber. I carried more than a schoolbag. I carried expectation.

Every weekend, I worked beside my father in the small plot he had been allowed to cultivate. During school holidays, I joined the sugarcane fields. My hands turned to blisters, my back to muscle - but my mind soared.

School wasn’t just a duty. It was rebellion. I spoke Creole at school, Bhojpuri at home, silence when no one listened.

We had no luxuries but we had stories. Laughter. Barefoot cricket. Heavy - rain swimming. My friend Sanjay’s family was better off - but between us, it never mattered. We played like brothers, raced through puddles, dove into flooded fields as if freedom came with each drop of rain.

And in that house - that fragile ark that swallowed storms and secrets - I made a promise.

Not just to escape.

But to rise.

Not to forget my roots.

But to deepen them, so no storm could rip them from the soil.

That night, as another cyclone approached and the shutters rattled again, I stood barefoot outside, the sky turning gray above me.

And I whispered - not to the sky, but to myself:

"I’m ready."

Chapter 5
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The Roots That Bled
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Our wooden house on stilts, rented from the Bhageerutty family in Mare D’Albert, was more than shelter - it was witness. When storms came, we huddled below it, clutching each other in a dim space that felt both fragile and protective.

By then, our family had finally settled after years of movement: from L’Esperance Piton to villages, to New Grove, and finally here, to the deep south. My father had started as a voluntary social worker, helping build the Arya Mandir with bare hands and unshakable faith. When someone mentioned job openings at Plaisance Airport, he applied - and that changed our family’s trajectory.

We were poor, but there was no poverty of dreams.

People in the village spoke of him with a strange mixture of admiration and pity:

"Pauvre, mais li pe faire tou pou donne so zenfan l’éducation."

(Poor, but he’s doing everything to educate his children.)

He cycled to work every morning through coastal winds, returning home to tend a small plot of land for cultivation. I worked beside him on weekends. During school holidays, I laboured in sugarcane fields. There was no room for idleness.

My mother was a pillar of quiet endurance. Her thumbprint was her signature; her wisdom needed no ink. She reared cows and sold milk to the milkman - not at the market, because we lacked transport, but to the one who came knocking. Every morning before school, I fetched fodder from the fields, careful not to slice my fingers on sharp sugarcane leaves.

Our rented home stood on land we did not own - a scar we carried invisibly. Some children like my friend Sanjay had homes of their own. But when we played, that distinction disappeared. We kicked footballs barefoot, splashed through flooded fields, and chased marbles without hierarchy. For those few hours, we weren’t poor or marginalized. We were just children chasing the sky.

My mother’s Bhojpuri rang through our home like a sacred rhythm. Commands, lullabies, and stories came wrapped in that earthy language. Through her, I learned to feel the weight of words. Her Bhojpuri wasn’t backward - it was culture, defiance, identity.

School was a different universe. Creole ruled. I adapted quickly, mastering vocabulary and pronunciation - not from privilege, but from a fury to prove I belonged. My shoulders often ached from carrying firewood, but pain became a companion that whispered:

"No one’s coming to save you. Get stronger."

And so I did.

During school holidays, I worked the cane fields, my hands blistered, my back hardened. I watched men endure with rum and women bend over muddy fields. These were the real heroes - the invisible ones.

Our community was poor but woven tight. During Holi and Cavadee, we shared food. During funerals, we wept together. Doors were left unlocked. Trust was our only currency.

But even within that closeness, I could feel the line between respect and disdain. Some villagers looked at us kindly; others looked through us.

Still, I kept walking, barefoot if needed, toward a future I refused to believe was closed.

The seeds of resolve were sown in those unnoticed moments:

The sugarcane leaves that cut my hands.

The creak of the wooden floor during storms.

The smile of my mother pouring milk into a container.

The sight of my father cycling through the rain so we could learn, so we could rise.

The Bhojpuri in our home, the love in our struggle, the dignity in our pain - none of it seemed to matter beyond our doorstep.

But it mattered to me.

And it mattered to the man I was becoming.

Because those seeds... were watered not with comfort, but with struggle.

And they were growing - silently, deeply, stubbornly.

Chapter 6
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Beneath the Wooden Floor - Life in the Cyclone’s Path
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The creak of the old wooden planks beneath my bare feet was a rhythm I knew by heart. Our home was no fortress: glass - paneled windows rattled with every breeze, iron sheets lifted like paper during cyclones. Yet it was in that house, and especially in the dim crawlspace beneath its floorboards where we took refuge, that I learned what it meant to be vulnerable yet unshaken.

When cyclone alarms shrieked through the radio, my mother’s voice would rise above them in Bhojpuri:

"Sabke neeche awa sa!"

(Everyone, get down below!)

We crawled under the wooden floor - a dusty crawlspace with uneven earth and stored bags of rice. As the wind howled and snatched pieces of roof away, we huddled together, held not just by fear but by resilience.

Outside cyclone season, life was shaped by ritual and necessity.

I rose before the sun and birds, to fetch fodder for our cows. My sickle cut through sharp sugarcane leaves. The smells of wet earth and sweat stayed with me even after I rushed home to wash and dash to school in my patched uniform.

On weekends, I worked alongside my father on his small plot - a space granted for cultivation. We tilled, watered, and harvested in silence that spoke volumes.

During school holidays, I labored in the sugarcane fields as a casual worker. My mother too worked at Mon Désert Mon Trésor Sugar Estate during the cutting season - never on a permanent contract, always in the shadows of privilege. But she never complained.

We cooked over firewood, often fetched on my aching shoulders. But despite scarcity, joy found us. In the evenings we played barefoot football on dusty fields; our shoes were our soles, our ball a cloth wrapped in twine.

My closest friend, Sanjay, lived in his family’s owned house - a subtle symbol of status. Yet there was no envy between us. When the heavy rains came and the fields flooded, we turned disaster into play, laughing until we shivered.

Poverty sharpened both sorrow and joy. Small things carried disproportionate weight - a gifted pencil, a compliment from a teacher, a warm roti from the tawa.

My father made sure despair never took root. After dinner, he spoke quietly about education and dignity:

"To pena kass, me to kapav amenn limier."

(You may not have money, but you can carry light.)

Each morning, I carried that invisible torch into classrooms where my shoes were imaginary but my dreams were not. I didn’t have the luxury to fail.

Even then, I was already learning to lead:

Helping younger children study.

Questioning teachers respectfully.

Organizing games fairly.

Mare D’Albert was not just where I lived - it was where I began.

Where struggle met discipline.

Where cyclones shook the walls but not the will.

And beneath the wooden floor of that trembling house, a fire was kindled...

...that storms could never extinguish.

Chapter 7
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A House, A Homeland
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Mare d’Albert was never just a place on a map. It was fragments stitched together with sweat and the stubborn will to endure. Our rented house stood like a fragile skeleton on stilts, its aging wooden frame rattling at every southern breeze. The roof, dulled corrugated iron sheets, threatened to lift during every storm.

It wasn’t just a house.

It was a battleground - and it was home.

We were five children - four boys and one girl. As the eldest son, the unspoken burden of the family’s future rested on my shoulders from a young age. That old wooden house knew every fear I carried, every whisper I dared not voice.

My father, though modest in income as a messenger at the Civil Aviation Department, was deeply respected in the village:

"Malgre li pas riche, li pe donn so zanfan l’edukasyon."

(Though he is not rich, he gives his children an education.)

The move south had not been easy. He had left behind L’Espérance Piton after hearing of the airport job while volunteering to build the Arya Mandir. But necessity seldom grants the luxury of choice.

We first rented at New Grove, village after village, then finally settled in Mare d’Albert. The house, vulnerable during cyclones, became our bunker. When winds howled and rain battered the thin walls, my mother gathered us all beneath the floorboards - a crawlspace transformed into a sanctuary of resilience.

My mother, illiterate but wise, spoke only Bhojpuri, and filled our home with its sacred rhythm:

"Uth ja beta, school ke der ho jaai."

(Wake up, son, or you’ll be late for school.)

Before school, I fetched fodder for the cows, often soaked with morning dew before the first lesson began. On weekends, I worked beside my father on a small plot he cultivated with devotion. During school holidays, I labored in the sugarcane fields as a casual worker, indistinguishable from the sun - hardened adults who swung sickles beside me.

We cooked over firewood that I fetched from the woods, soot caking my arms. Hunger was familiar, but so was joy. My closest friend Sanjay’s family owned their home - a subtle privilege - but we played as equals. Barefoot football, dusty paths, muddy fields turned swimming pools during rains. We knew freedom in simplicity.

There were no toys, no vacations, but we had stories. Temple bells each morning. The scent of incense. Bhojpuri lullabies at night. We were raised on whispered dreams and inherited resilience.
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