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“Where rivers run deep and time forgets,

the truth waits between the trees."
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Prologue

Tezu is a census town and headquarters of Lohit district in the Indian state of Arunachal Pradesh. It is situated on the bank of river Lohit. Arunachal Pradesh, land of the Dawn-lit-mountains. It is also known as the paradise of Botanists. Topography rapidly rises to 7000m.at it’s highest peak. Kangte, Nyegi, Kangsang, the main Gorichen peak and the Eastern Gorichen peak are some of the highest peaks in this region of the Himalayas. Numerous river valleys dissect the precipitous terrain of Arunachal. The rivers are fed by immense abundance of forest cover. There are many saw mills.

Roshanlal has inherited saw mills. A sawmill’s basic  operation is a log enters on one end and dimensional lumber exits on the other end. Finished lumber were exported to many countries. Besides lumber, all the by products including sawdust, bark, woodchips and wood pellets, creating a diverse offering of forest products is used for many purposes such as firewood or wood fuel. Structural members for the construction works. In the form of wood pulp, used in the production of paper.

Roshanlal, his wife Arunika and son Ishan were happy in their small world in Tezu. Roshanlal’s business flourished in few years. When Ishan grew up he joined father’s business. He was responsible to manage export. Ishan had to go abroad very often. Kalindi, Arunika’s friend’s daughter who was very beautiful and humble. Arunika suggested Ishan to marry her.  Ishan agreed and they  got married happily.

During the Sino-Indian war, Roshanlal and his family migrated to Wellington in New Zealand.  Roshanlal and his son Ishan started their business from the scratch. They set up pulp mill and paper mill. They worked through round the clock. In very short period they established their business. They earned fame and fortune.

When Ishan’s son Anshul was born, Roshanlal was very happy on becoming grandpa. Though Anshul’s childhood was very Luxurious, Arunika and Roshanlal had taken care to develop virtues like discipline, sincerity, respect, compassion, loyalty, honesty, gratitude etc. Anshul was very brilliant. He went to France for further education. He mastered in philosophy.

Philosophy literally means “love of wisdom” is the study of general and fundamental problems concerning matters such as existence, knowledge, values, reason, mind and language.

Anshul had learnt many stories about ancient Indian sages, and spiritual gurus, from his grandparents. He learnt Hindu 

scriptures as well. He wrote a book ' Streams of light’. Book was loved by many philosophers and researchers.

Streams of Light — A Philosophical Reflection

Light does not argue. It moves. Effortless, silent, and absolute. A stream of light travels without hesitation, without fear of obstacles. It simply goes — until something meets it, bends it, scatters it, or swallows it.

But even then, light leaves its mark.

Philosophers have always loved metaphors of light — for truth, for reason, for consciousness itself. Maybe that's because light exposes. It makes things visible, whether we like them or not. To stand in light is to stand seen. To hide from it is to choose shadow.

But streams of light are not only about vision. They're about direction. They move in lines — purposeful, straight, or refracted, but always going somewhere. That motion is pure clarity. No second-guessing. No turning back.

Yet what makes light powerful is not its force — it has almost none. It's fragile. A wall stops it. A curtain softens it. A closed eye shuts it out. But in openness — in spaces unguarded — it floods.

We could live like that.

Not forcing. Not pushing. But moving forward anyway. A stream of clarity, willing to travel as far as the space will allow.

Light doesn't possess. It reveals. It doesn't conquer. It illuminates.
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The lesson of streams of light is simple: move honestly. Move openly. Go where you can go. Reach who you can reach. And if you're blocked — scatter, bend, or wait.

But always be ready to move again.

Because light, like truth, like love, like thought — always looks for a way through.

Agni, A traveller

Agni had always dreamed of the Himalayas.

Not the tourist towns. Not the busy markets. He wanted the real mountains — the lonely trails, the quiet villages, the wild air.

One summer, he packed a small bag, left his noisy city behind, and set off alone.

The first few days were hard. The paths were steep. The air was thin. His legs ached. His breath was short. But every time he stopped, every time he looked up, the sight of snow-covered peaks gave him strength.

Villages were rare. Sometimes just five or six houses huddled together against the cold. The people there lived simply. 

They grew their own food. They lit fires at night. They spoke softly, but their kindness was loud.

One night, high up in a tiny mountain hut, Agni couldn’t sleep. The wind howled outside. Stars shone like sharp needles in the dark sky. He stepped out, wrapped in his thin jacket.

That’s when it hit him.

Silence.

Real silence. No cars. No voices. No phone. Just the sound of his own heart.

The mountains stood around him — ancient, silent, watching.

Agni, smiled to himself.
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The morning air in the hills was cold and sharp. The narrow trail wound between pine trees and giant rocks. Every step upwards felt like walking into another world.

As he passed a shepherd leading his sheep, Agni paused.

“Is it always this steep?” Agni asked, half-joking.

The shepherd grinned, showing missing teeth.

“Mountains test everyone. But if you respect them, they guide you.”

As Agni climbed higher on the narrow path, an old shepherd called out to him.

“Traveller!” the man said, leaning on his stick. “Mountains are not always friendly.”

Agni smiled. “It’s sunny. The sky is clear.”

The shepherd gave a short laugh. “Himalayan sky can turn faster than your heartbeat.”

Agni waved and walked on, shaking his head.

But the words stayed in his mind longer than he expected.

Simple words. But they stayed with Agni.

After hours of walking uphill, Agni, reached a small village — hardly

five houses clinging to the slope. He was tired, cold, and hungry.
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An old woman sat outside her home, knitting.

“Namaste,” Agni, greeted her, breathless.

She looked up, smiling kindly. “Traveller?” she asked.

“Yes,” Agni, nodded. “Long way from the city.”

She chuckled softly. “City people always walk fast but tire quickly.”

Agni laughed too. “True. My legs feel like stone.”

She stood slowly. “Come,” she said. “You need soup, not speed.”

Inside her small kitchen, the smell of hot soup filled the air. Agni, sat near the fire, warming his frozen hands.
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“What brings you this far, alone?” she asked, stirring the pot.

“I wanted silence,” Agni replied. “And to see the real mountains.”

She nodded. “Mountains teach silence. And patience.”

She placed a bowl of steaming soup in front of him.

“No charge,” she added firmly, seeing him reach for his wallet. “Here, we feed strangers like family.”

Agni  looked at her, touched. “Thank you, Ma.”

“Eat,” she smiled. “Then go sit under the stars. That’s where the real lessons are.”

Later, Agni sat outside the hut, staring at the stars. No street lights. No sound. Just the wind and his own thoughts.

The old woman joined him quietly.

“You know what this sky teaches?” she asked.

“What?” he whispered.
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“That we are small. And that’s not a bad thing.”

Agni smiled. She was right.

That night, Agni stepped out of the small hut. The wind was sharp. The

sky was endless.

He looked up at the giant, sleeping mountains.

For the first time in a long time, he felt calm.

No noise. No rush. No phone buzzing.

Just him and the quiet heart of the Himalayas.

The first sound was the wind.

Soft at first. Then like a scream through the valley.

Then — snow.

Not gentle flakes — but hard, stinging ice hitting the window like pebbles.

Agni sat up, heart racing.

A sudden loud knock at his door.

It was Tenzing — the young village boy, out of breath.
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“Uncle’s yak is missing! We have to find it before it freezes or falls!”

Agni hesitated. The wind sounded terrifying.

But something inside him pushed him forward.

“Let’s go.”

Outside was like stepping into another planet.

––––––––
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Snow everywhere. Blinding. The path disappeared.

They tied long ropes around their waists so they wouldn’t lose each other.
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Tenzing shouted over the wind, “If we don’t find Tashi now, he’ll die!”

Agni couldn’t even feel his hands anymore. The cold was sharp, cutting through his jacket.

“Tashi! Tashi!” they both yelled again and again.

Minutes passed.

Nothing.

Then — a faint sound. A low cry.

“There!” Tenzing pointed.
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Through the blowing snow, Agni saw it — the yak stuck near the edge of a steep cliff, its legs tangled in a bush, shivering badly.

The ground was slippery with ice.

Every step Agni took, the wind pushed him sideways.

“Careful!” Tenzing shouted.

If he slipped — it was straight down into darkness.

He reached the yak, heart pounding like a drum.

“Easy, boy,” Agni whispered, hands shaking from cold.

Together, they looped the rope around the yak's neck. The animal struggled weakly.

“Pull!” Tenzing screamed.
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Step by step.

Foot by foot.

Agni felt his boots sliding, the rope burning his hands, the wind roaring like a wild beast.

“Almost there!” Tenzing yelled.

With one final pull — the yak stumbled onto safer ground.

Agni collapsed beside it, exhausted.

Alive.

When the storm cleared, the village was covered in shining snow.

Ama placed a warm cup of butter tea in front of Agni.

“You went out in that storm for a yak,” she said, almost impressed.

Agni smiled faintly. “Felt like saving a friend.”

Tenzing grinned at him. “City man fought the mountain. And won.”

Agni shook his head slowly.

“No one wins against the mountain,” he said. “We just survive because it allows us to.”

Ama looked at him closely for the first time.

“Good,” she said. “Now you understand.”

The morning sun lit up the Himalayas like gold.

Fresh snow sparkled on every rooftop. Smoke rose gently from chimneys. It was peaceful again — as if the storm had never happened.
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But Agni knew better.

That storm had changed something inside him.

He packed his small bag slowly. Every item felt heavier — not because of weight, but because leaving felt harder than he expected.

Outside, Tenzing was waiting.

“You really have to go?” the boy asked, kicking the snow with his boot.

Agni smiled. “Yes. But I’ll never forget this place.”

Ama came out too, holding a small cloth pouch.

“For you,” she said simply.
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