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Reunited by the Sunrise
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It was the year 2000, and the world outside Krishna’s small town seemed to be spinning a little slower than the rest of the world. He was just five years old, running barefoot in the sun, chasing butterflies in his front yard, the air warm with the scent of freshly cut grass. Krishna’s world was simple and carefree—school, play, and the love of his doting parents. Every day, as the sun began to set, he would sit on the front porch of his house and watch the sky turn shades of pink and orange, feeling like the whole world belonged to him.

That particular afternoon, as Krishna was playing with his toy cars near the driveway, he noticed something unusual—a moving truck parked across the street. His eyes widened in curiosity. People were moving in! The street had always been quiet, with the same familiar faces, but today, there was something different in the air.

“Who could it be?” Krishna wondered, his little feet darting across the yard to the fence. He stood on tiptoe, peering over to get a better look. And then, he saw them.

A family was unloading boxes from the truck. A man in his thirties, tall and broad-shouldered, was lifting a large box and smiling at the younger woman beside him. She was short, with dark, curly hair, a gentle smile on her face, and the sparkle of kindness in her eyes. And then, there was a little girl, maybe around his age, with a mischievous grin, her pigtails bouncing as she skipped across the lawn. Krishna blinked. She was pretty. And she looked like she might just be his new best friend.

Krishna’s mother, who had been tending to the garden, looked up at the new neighbors. She smiled and wiped her hands on her apron before walking across the street to introduce herself. Krishna followed her eagerly, his heart racing with excitement. He didn’t know why, but he just knew that this family, especially the little girl, was going to be important in his life.

“Hello!” Krishna’s mother greeted the woman with the warmest smile. “We live just across the street. My name is Meera. Welcome to the neighborhood!”

The woman turned around, her smile widening as she extended her hand. “Thank you, Meera. I’m Salma, and this is my husband, Imran. And this,” she gestured to the little girl skipping around the yard, “is Naziya.”

Krishna’s mother chuckled softly. “It looks like you’ve got a little one running around too. How old is she?”

“She’s five,” Salma said, beaming. “Just like your son, I believe?”

Krishna’s mother turned to him, her eyes twinkling. “Krishna, why don’t you go over and introduce yourself to Naziya?”

Krishna’s heart skipped a beat. He had always been a little shy around new people, but there was something about this girl that made him want to run over and make a friend. He walked up hesitantly, his hands tucked into the pockets of his little jeans.

Naziya, with her pigtails bouncing in the breeze, noticed him right away. Her face broke into an infectious grin. “Hi! I’m Naziya. Do you want to play with me?”

Krishna smiled back, feeling a warmth spread through him. “I’m Krishna,” he said softly. “What are you playing?”

Naziya’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “I’m pretending that I’m a queen and these are my royal horses,” she said, holding up a couple of toy horses she had been playing with. “Do you want to be my knight and protect my kingdom?”
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