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We Lost Our Light
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The Beginning of Our Story
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I was born in a small village nestled in the hills of Uttarakhand (Almora) — a place where the clouds almost touched the rooftops, and life moved slowly, like the rivers that passed through our land, carrying secrets no one ever spoke of.

My family was neither rich nor poor — just ordinary. Middle-class. The kind of family that survives without complaining, dreams without demanding, and smiles without ever knowing if the future will smile back.

My father came from a family of soldiers. Both of my grandfathers had worn the Indian Army uniform with quiet pride — men of courage and discipline. But by the time I was born, my father’s father had already passed away, and my mother’s father followed soon after. All I remember is the silence their absence left behind.

When I was just two years old, my grandmother, my father's mother, passed away. And with her, the last softness in that house disappeared.

He was the younger of two brothers. But age doesn’t always come with love. While my father believed in kindness, his elder brother believed in control. That house, once built for a family, slowly turned into a place ruled by silence, ego, and power.

He made my father work endlessly, dragging him away from books and pushing him into chores. Still, my father fought to study. He made it through Class 10 — a quiet rebellion — until even that was taken away. His dreams were buried, not by fate, but by family.

Then came my mother, the woman who would carry the weight of two lives. They married, and like every couple holding onto hope, they moved forward.

My father left the village to find work. He landed in Ghaziabad and got a private job in Noida — good enough to breathe, save a little, and maybe dream again. But my mother stayed behind for a while, trapped in a home that didn't want her. She was made to fetch water from a well 500 metres downhill. Sent deep into the forests, 5 to 7 kilometres away, to collect firewood. And she returned, not with tears, but with silence.

When I was two and a half, my father brought me to Ghaziabad. He had seen enough to know what love should protect. In Ghaziabad, we began again. The city wasn't kind, but it was new — and sometimes that's enough.

I started school and made my first friend, Pankaj. We were both sons of the hills and now lost in the noise of the plains, searching for a place to belong.

Our fathers worked tirelessly, and our mothers exchanged recipes and whispered worries in the evenings. Among us

children, there was always a quiet competition — who would score higher, who would run faster — just like every other childhood. We shared pencils, games, and laughter so pure it could break through any sadness.

Both our families lived in rented houses, so every time we moved, we had to start over — new friends, new school, new streets. After a while, the room we lived in became too small for all of us. We found a new place to rent, close but not close enough to where Pankaj lived.

It wasn’t far in distance, but far enough to lose the simple joys we once shared. The laughter, the games, the easy companionship — all of it felt just out of reach. We had no choice but to move, leaving behind pieces of happiness with every step.

We moved houses eventually — from one rented room to another. But every new wall brought new memories, some bitter, some sweet and all part of a life slowly being rewritten.
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Our Little World Complete
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Pratap Vihar, where we stayed next, is also a part of Ghaziabad. In Pratap Vihar, we stayed in a flat where the landlord lived just across the corridor. They had two children who were kind and full of energy — their laughter and warmth made that unfamiliar place feel a little more like home.

That same year, something even more beautiful happened

— my younger brother was born. A tiny soul, wrapped in soft blankets and hope. I still remember the day he came into this world... the way my mother’s tired eyes lit up with quiet joy, the way my father held him like he was holding a piece of his own heart.

The walls of that small flat, once silent, now echoed with the soft cries of a newborn and the cautious laughter of a family trying to hold itself together. For a while, despite everything, life felt fuller. Like we had been given a reason to smile again.

I loved my little brother more than words could ever hold. When he slept, I would lie beside him, watching his tiny face in silence. His soft breaths, his peaceful eyes — they felt like the calm my heart had been searching for. In those moments, nothing else mattered. Just him, and the quiet love I had for him. Now, happiness was everywhere. In our new place, I had made new friends, and every single moment felt alive, filled with laughter, joy, and the kind of carefree fun that only childhood can bring.

It felt like the whole world’s happiness had somehow found its way to us. Like after all the struggles, life had finally smiled at us, wide and warm. The air felt lighter, the days brighter. For the first time in a long time, our little world felt complete. So whenever I came home from school, our TV felt like my best friend waiting for me. I would sit in front of it and lose myself in the worlds of Mickey Mouse, Noddy, Pokémon and sometimes, even the Discovery Channel. I loved watching animals — there was something about nature that made me feel calm,

connected. Even at that age, I had a quiet love for the wild, the trees and the birds, all of it....

But the story of how that TV came into our lives is something I’ll never forget. So when we lived in our first rented room, we didn’t have a TV, so I used to go to other people’s homes to watch theirs. Everyone loved watching “Shaktimaan” back then — including me, maybe that’s why one day, Papa finally brought home a small TV.

I was happy... but I had gotten used to watching big TVs at others' homes. So I looked at Papa and said, half-joking, “This TV is so small... looks like it might fly away with the wind!”

He laughed, but I think a part of him wondered if I might break it.

The very next day... he surprised me with a bigger TV. He didn’t say much, but that gesture... it meant everything. He saw my heart, without me having to say a

word. And he gave me more than just a TV — he gave me joy.

After that, I would sit beside my baby brother, who would sleep peacefully while I watched my favourite cartoons. The room would be filled with laughter — mine, the characters’, and maybe somewhere, quietly, Papa’s too.

It wasn’t just about watching shows. It was about feeling like we finally had something of our own... something big, something special, something made of love.

******
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The Day I Felt Enough
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I still remember the school function that year — I was in UKG, just a small child with big dreams and innocent eyes.

The event was simple, nothing grand. Each child had to set up a small stall, selling whatever they could. Some brought homemade sweets, others painted tiny cards or crafted paper flowers.

Me? I had a small box of crackers — just a handful. But in my little heart, they were treasures, and my father gave me 2 rupees — not much, but enough to light a child's eyes.

I set up a small corner at Rahul's stall (he was our landlord's son), who was selling jaljeera, and I placed them neatly, treating each one like gold. My little, tiny dynamites of happiness, I sold them piece by piece, six for a rupee. On the other hand, some kids sold Diyas, others

had hand-painted cards, but I had my little sparks like Chakris, Murga-chhap and a few other tiny joys....

By the end of the day, I had made ten rupees. In that moment, I wasn’t just a kid. I was a shopkeeper, an earner, a son trying to make his father proud.

With my tiny earnings clutched in my sweaty little fist, I ran like I had just conquered the world.

I bought a glass of jaljeera from Rahul — cold, tangy, fizzing with excitement — and sipped it slowly, like a reward I had truly earned. Then I bought a few more crackers... not for selling this time, but just to hold on to that little spark of happiness a bit longer. When we

reached home, Rahul couldn’t hold it in — he told my story, word by word, like it was some grand achievement and with the last two rupees, I walked quietly to my father. I didn’t say anything — just opened my hand and placed the coins gently in his palm.  He looked at me for a moment... and smiled. A soft, tired smile — the kind that says more than words ever could.

A smile that still finds me in the quiet corners of my dreams. That day, I wasn’t just a kid with a stall.

I was a son, standing tall, hoping to make my father proud.

And what stayed with me wasn’t the jaljeera, or the coins, or even the fireworks.

It was the feeling... Of being enough.

Even if just for a moment. Even if just in his eyes.

******
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The Price of Hope
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I think that was the last time happiness truly lived with us. After that day, the skies began to change. Dark clouds moved in slowly — not the kind that bring rain, but the kind that bring silence, distance, and pain.

My parents, like so many others, were hopeful and grounded. They dreamed quietly but deeply of buying a small plot of land, a peaceful corner where they could build a home filled with love and safety. They had worked hard and saved ₹1 lakh, every rupee earned with sacrifice and dreams. But no matter how much they saved, it was never quite enough to turn that dream into reality.

So they decided to borrow some money from a few relatives, believing they would return it over time. Land prices were rising every day, and they feared that if they waited any longer, even that small dream would slip out of reach. It wasn’t just a piece of land — it was hope, it was

security, it was a promise to their children that one day, we’d have a place we could truly call our own.

So, my father turned to a relative in Delhi — someone we lovingly called “Mausi.” Not his sister, not even my mother’s sister, but the daughter of my mother’s elder sister. Still, in our hearts, she was close family.

She and her husband had another idea. They convinced my father not to buy land. Instead, they painted a picture of better earnings, greater returns and quicker results. “Buy an auto”, they’re in demand, rent it out. Within a few months, it will start earning, and soon you’ll have multiple sources of income, and then buying a house will be much easier.

Back then, phones weren’t in every hand. We didn’t even own one, so when my father made a sudden change in plans, my mother never got to know.

She kept waiting, heart full of dreams — imagining the house they’d build together. A little kitchen. A small garden. A home of their own.

But when my father returned, she saw nothing but shock. The auto stood where a dream should have been.

She was heartbroken, but my father, as always, tried to explain. Tried to comfort her with his reasoning. The company he worked for made old-style tube televisions, and with the arrival of flat screens, he knew his job wouldn’t last much longer.
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