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Chapter 1 - The First Breath
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“Grief is the price we pay for love.” — Queen Elizabeth II

Born from Prayers

My story begins in the quiet, gentle village of Kottur, in the district of Thiruvarur. It was a place where time seemed to move more slowly, in rhythm with nature’s heartbeat. Every morning, the golden sun rose over endless paddy fields, casting a soft glow across the green earth. Coconut trees swayed in the breeze as though they were greeting the new day. The air was always fresh, carrying the smell of wet soil after the rains, and the sweet sound of birds became the alarm clock for every household. 

Children filled the village with laughter. After school, they would run barefoot toward the ponds, splashing water, chasing dragonflies, and forgetting the world. In those moments, innocence was their only wealth. That was the Kottur I was born into—a simple world, yet a world that carried a thousand unspoken joys. Life in our village was not rich in money, but it was rich in love and togetherness. Families leaned on each other, neighbors treated one another like blood relatives, and no festival was celebrated alone. Pongal, especially, turned our village into a painting of joy. 

Women drew colorful kolams in front of their homes, sugarcane leaned proudly at the doorsteps, and laughter echoed through every street. Clay pots bubbled with sweet Pongal, the smell of ghee and jaggery filling the air. The beats of drums, the cries of the nadaswaram, and the deep voice of temple bells rose above the fields, carrying prayers of gratitude to the skies. It was into this world that my life story began.

Shadows of Sorrow

I was born into a loving home. My father, Balaji, was a welder. His job was not easy. Every day he worked with fire and iron, bending and shaping metal with hands that grew rough and calloused. His sweat was the price he paid to give his family comfort, and his dreams for us were bigger than the sparks that flew from his work. My mother, Arulselvi, was the heart of our home. She was a housewife, but her strength was quiet and endless. She cooked, cleaned, cared for us, and carried a thousand silent burdens, yet her smile never faded. 

Her love was like a lamp—it did not shout, but it burned steadily, guiding our family through dark days. But before I came into this world, my parents had already faced a pain that cut them deeply. Their first child, a little boy, lived only ten days. For those ten days, he was their whole universe. Each tiny breath of his was a blessing, each cry a music that filled their hearts. Yet destiny was cruel. 

One cold morning, his small breaths stopped. My parents’ arms were left empty, their home suddenly quiet. My father carried silence in his heart; my mother held an empty cradle. The grief was unbearable. I was not there to witness it, but I grew up hearing the sorrow in their voices whenever they spoke of him. Even the walls of our small house must have remembered their tears.

Hope in Heaven

After that heartbreaking loss, my parent’s world became quiet in a way no festival song or temple bell could break. The laughter in their home had faded. My father still went to work, bending iron with his hands, but his heart was heavy, every spark reminding him of the light that had gone out of their lives. My mother carried silence like a shadow, holding onto memories of the child she could not cradle for long.

In that silence, they turned fully to God. Every morning, before the sun touched the fields, my mother lit the lamp in front of the small shrine at home. Her lips trembled with prayers as tears rolled down her cheeks. My father, tired from work, would sit beside her at night, folding his rough hands in devotion. Their prayers were not gentle requests—they were cries that came from wounds too deep to hide.
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