
THE DAY I LOST 

CHAPTER-1 

Winter had settled over the city like a quiet whisper, its crisp air urging stillness 

rather than movement. I woke with an inexplicable heaviness, a reluctance to 

embrace the day. Even the simplest routines felt burdensome—my delayed gym 

session, my trainer’s indifference, my own restless mind caught in a fog of unease. 

There was no clear reason for my discontent, only a quiet turbulence simmering 

beneath the surface. Sensing the futility of forcing normalcy, I surrendered to it. A 

day off. A moment to breathe. 

But fate had other plans. 

By noon, my phone rang, slicing through the silence like an urgent plea. The name 

on the screen sent a familiar jolt through me—a friend, a police officer. His tone 

was grave, his words weighted with unspoken tension. “I need you. It’s a puzzling 

case.” 

Something stirred in me then—a familiar pull of responsibility, curiosity, and 

something deeper. As a psychologist and research scientist, my mind thrived on 

solving the incomprehensible, on navigating the hidden corridors of the human 

psyche. And yet, this wasn’t just another intellectual pursuit—this was something 

urgent, something real. 

I hurried to the station, the cold outside doing little to steady the heat of my 

growing concern. As I approached, the sight unsettled me—a crowd of parents, 

anxious and Entering the officer's cabin, I sensed tension. What had happened? 

My heart quickened, not just with anticipation but with the quiet knowing that this 

day—this seemingly ordinary winter morning—was about to change everything. 



My friend silently motioned towards a smaller room where a young girl with 

ethereal beauty sat in tears. Her vulnerable appearance tugged at my heart, adding 

urgency to the mystery I was about to uncover. 

I sat beside her, my voice gentle, measured, carrying the warmth of reassurance 

she so desperately needed. “What happened, dear?” I asked, my words a quiet 

refuge amid the storm of her sorrow. 

Her tear-filled eyes met mine, searching—perhaps for answers, perhaps for 

comfort. In that gaze, I saw a flicker of hope struggling against the weight of 

despair. Trembling, she confided in me, her voice fragile, every syllable laced with 

confusion. She continued frantically that her gynecologist had confirmed her 

pregnancy and parents were summoned in the police station. 

Shock coursed through her as she spoke. “I don’t understand… I have never been 

close to a boy. I would never…” Her words trailed off into silence, swallowed by 

disbelief. 

She was just fourteen—an innocent village girl looks like an angel, untouched by 

the harsh realities of the world. A child, now forced to bear the consequences of 

something beyond her comprehension. 

Her words struck me like a bolt of lightning. Shocked, I turned instinctively to the 

police officer, searching his face for answers. Without a word, he gestured for me 

to step aside. His expression was unreadable, his demeanor tense. 

In hushed tones, he revealed the unsettling truth. Week ago, the girl's mother had 

noticed something unusual—her daughter's menstrual cycle had abruptly stopped. 

Alarmed, she wasted no time and took her to a gynecologist. 



The doctor, ever cautious, conducted a pregnancy test—secretly, without 

informing the mother. The results were startling. Positive. 

Disbelief clouded the doctor's judgment. To be certain, he performed a second 

test—urine confirmation. Again, the result was undeniable. 

Shaken, yet bound by duty, the doctor advised the mother to reveal the truth to the 

father.  

The weight of the officer’s words hung heavily in the air, the pieces of the story 

still unfolding before me. 

A storm of desperation clouded the mother's judgment as she clung to the doctor’s 

hands, her voice trembling with an urgency born of fear. “Please,” she begged, 

“don’t let this ruin her future. Keep this between us. I will bear the consequences 

whatever they may be. Just protect my child.” 

Her plea was raw, laced with an almost reckless resolve. She was willing to risk 

everything—her reputation, her peace, even her own fate—if only it meant 

shielding her daughter from a truth too cruel to bear. 

But the doctor, though moved by her anguish, could not ignore the weight of her 

lawful responsibility. The girl was a minor, and the implications were too severe to 

silence. The oath he had taken bound her—not just to medicine, but to justice. 

With a heavy heart, the doctor made the decision. Despite the mother’s desperate 

appeals, despite the tears that threatened to shatter whatever resolve remained, she 

took the case to the police. 

And that single choice—one act of conscience over concealment—set off an 

irreversible chain of events. A decision that had unraveled secrets, summoned 



authorities, and ultimately led to this very moment, standing at the threshold of a 

truth no one was ready to face. 

The officer sat in silent frustration, his fingers drumming against the table, his 

thoughts tangled in contradictions. A child claims she is untouched. The science 

declares otherwise. 

It was a puzzle unlike any he had ever encountered—an enigma wrapped in 

undeniable evidence. The girl’s upbringing was impeccable, her parents educated, 

her home a haven of discipline and care. No signs of neglect, no fractures in their 

world that might hint at deception. 

Yet, the truth lingered like a shadow he couldn’t chase away. 

His preliminary inquiries had led him nowhere. Teachers spoke of her brilliance, 

friends praised her kindness, coaches admired her dedication. She was the ideal 

student—a topper in academics, a champion in sports, a girl untouched by 

distractions, let alone relationships. 

No signs of secrecy. No history of companionship with the opposite sex. 

And still, the test results stood unshaken. 

The officer exhaled, staring at the file before him, the evidence mocking his every 

attempt to rationalize the impossible. Was something being hidden from him? Or 

was there an unseen force at play—something beyond the realm of understanding? 

For the first time in his years of investigation, he found himself staring into 

absolute darkness, without a thread to follow. 

How could this be? 

                                                    Tobe continued…. Chapter-2 



CHAPTER-2 

When I turned to the girl sitting quietly in the cabin, her innocent eyes were filled 

with tears. She seemed lost, overwhelmed by the chaos of the police station. I 

gently asked, "Dear, Can you brief me why all these?" 

She crumbled under the weight of her own words, her breath shallow, her body 

trembling with disbelief. “That stupid gynecologist told me I’m pregnant,” she gasped, 

her voice a fractured whisper, teetering between rage and despair. 

Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her eyes wide with an anguish too great to contain. 

“But I haven’t even… I haven’t even removed my clothes in my room not even in the 

bathroom! I’m only fourteen!” 

Her words tumbled out in a desperate plea, as if saying them aloud might shatter 

the horrifying reality that had been forced upon her. “I don’t have a boyfriend. I’m 

untouched. I’m a virgin. What’s happening to me?” 

A deafening silence followed—one too heavy, too cruel, too unnatural for someone 

so young. 

Her voice cracked as she continued, "The police have summoned my friends and their 

parents for questioning. I feel scattered, sir. Please, help me." 

I looked at the girl, her face streaked with tears, and gently wiped them away. "My 

dear," I said softly, "I’m here for you. I’ll stand by you. Don’t worry. Now, tell me—what 

exactly happened?" 

She hesitated, her voice trembling as she began to explain. Her words mirrored 

what the police officer had already told me, but hearing it from her made the 

weight of her confusion and fear even more palpable. 

I asked her gently, "When did you last notice your menstrual cycle?" 



She paused, thinking, and then replied, "It was about two months ago, approximately. 

But... my mamma mentioned something. She said she noticed some spotting on my white frock 

two months back. She told me that young girls sometimes have their periods like that. That 

was the day I felt my last period." 

As I listened to her trembling voice and wiped away her tears, my mind lingered 

on the mention of spotting. Rising from my seat, I decided to speak with her 

parents to clarify the incident further. 

I turned to her mother, but the weight of her devastation was unbearable. The grief 

in her eyes—raw, unfiltered—held me captive, rendering me unable to meet her 

gaze. I looked away, unable to face her suffering, and turned instead to her 

husband.   

His body trembled as he sat there, his face buried in his hands, his shoulders 

shaking with silent sobs. I asked, carefully, hesitantly, “When did you first notice the 

spotting?”   

He lifted his face slightly, his lips parted as if to speak, but no words came. He 

turned to his wife instead, his expression pleading, helpless.   

She swallowed hard, fighting to steady herself, though the weight of sorrow 

pressed down upon her. Slowly, she nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes… it 

was the day she attended her friend’s birthday party.”   

She paused, her mind drifting back to a moment now tainted by an unbearable 

truth. “They’re classmates… The party was at her friend’s house. The parents were there the 

whole time.”   

Her husband let out a low, broken sigh—a sound that carried more pain than words 

ever could.   



Her voice faltered as she continued. “My husband bought her a beautiful white frock for 

the occasion… It was her favorite. She loved it so much. She said she felt like an angel in it.”   

Her breath hitched, and she lowered her gaze as if the memory itself was too 

painful to hold. The image of her daughter—innocent, joyful, untouched by the 

cruelty of fate—clashed violently with the nightmare that now consumed them.   

Her mother continued, "She loved that dress so much. She felt confident and happy in it. 

Later, I noticed when she came back, some blood spots on the frock, but I thought it was just 

the natural spotting that sometimes happens with young girls. I told her it might be related to 

her menstrual cycle, and she confirmed it was likely the day of her last period." 

I pressed further, asking about the nature of the spotting and whether the frock was 

still at home. Her mother confirmed its availability and reiterated her certainty that 

the bleeding was minor and seemed to be spotting. However, doubt crept into my 

mind. If the blood had reached the frock, wouldn't it have stained her 

undergarments as well? Something about the judgment felt incomplete.                                                                               

Turning back to the police officer, I said firmly, "Please summon the entire family who 

hosted the birthday party, including all the participants. We need to reconstruct the events of 

that day in detail to ensure nothing has been overlooked." 

As part of the inquiry, I reached out to the host of the birthday party—the father of 

the girl’s friend—to piece together the events of that evening. His account was 

methodical, but there was a hint of unease in his voice. He stated that during the 

celebration, he remained downstairs, occasionally observing the party from afar. 

From his vantage point, everything appeared normal—laughter, music, the glow of 

festivity filling the space. 

The gathering was small—just seven children, including the girl in question. 

Among them was his nephew, an engineering student who had been entrusted with 



overseeing the preparations. He had handled everything—the cake, the ice creams, 

the playlist, the decorations—all meticulously arranged to ensure a smooth event. 

Yet beneath this seemingly ordinary celebration lay unanswered questions. Was 

there a moment—just a fraction of time—where someone’s actions had gone 

unnoticed? Did the meticulous nature of the arrangements conceal something more 

unsettling? The details, though clear, left gaps that demanded further scrutiny. 

To be continued …..Chapter-3 

CHAPTER-3 

When I looked at the host in tough and asked him to describe the incident 

completely, he has informed that the gathering was intimate, confined to the upper 

floor of the house—a space that included two bedrooms and a lounge. The lounge, 

carefully arranged for the celebration, became the focal point of the evening, where 

decorations, music, and lively chatter filled the air. He was assuring that he himself 

and his wife was present during the cake-cutting, ensuring that every attendee 

participated in the joyous occasion. 

As the conversation deepened, the host added another detail that piqued my 

attention—the girl had arrived later than expected, well into the celebration. By 

then, the dance portion of the party had already begun. Her entrance was striking 

dressed in a radiant white frock, she moved gracefully toward the lounge, blending 

into the festivities. Yet, was there a moment—an unnoticed instant—where 

something happened that no one had registered? 

The host Parent continues that the party stretched for approximately an hour before 

the guests began to depart. Everything seemed routine—until the girl stepped 

outside. Her demeanor had shifted—her movements sluggish, her posture 



unsteady. She complained of dizziness and a severe, splitting migraine. Her 

discomfort was apparent, though no one seemed to understand its cause. Before 

anyone could intervene, she hurriedly arranged for an auto-rickshaw and left—

alone, visibly unwell, and in distress. 

The details formed a sequence, yet gaps remained. What had happened in the time 

between her arrival and her departure? Had there been a moment—an interaction, 

an influence—that explained her sudden change in condition? The investigation 

was far from over. 

To be continued …..Chapter-4 

CHAPTER-4 

The celebration had unfolded seamlessly—laughter, music, the hum of festivity 

weaving through the air. Yet beneath the cheerful exterior, something felt off. A 

subtle unease pressed against my instincts, urging me to act swiftly. Without 

hesitation, I instructed the police officer to take the young man into custody. 

He was a relative of the host parents, a student at a professional college, and had 

been involved in the party’s preparations. His presence had seemed ordinary—

almost unnoticed amidst the revelry. But there was something about him that 

unsettled me. 

The officers hesitated, their eyes filled with confusion at my sudden demand. “Are 

you sure?” one of them asked, glancing at the unsuspecting young man. I gave a 

firm nod. “ Yes..sir…Bring him to me.” 

Minutes later, he was standing in my room, his posture stiff, his breathing uneven. 

As I began questioning him about his interactions with the girl that evening, his 



mask of composure began to crack. His fingers twitched, his breath hitched, his 

voice wavered. His hesitance wasn’t just discomfort—it was fear. 

The more I probed, the more his evasion deepened. He stumbled over his words, 

attempting to dodge the weight of my questions. What was he hiding? 

I leaned forward, my tone was polite but firm yet measured. “Understand this—if you 

refuse to tell the truth, the consequences won’t just fall upon you. Your entire family will 

suffer.” 

Something shifted in his expression—a flicker of realization, followed by 

desperation. His eyes darted to my attire, scanning me with sudden reverence. 

And then, in a trembling voice, he pleaded, “Please… help me sir. I thought you were a 

spiritual leader. Can you save me?” 

The room fell eerily silent. A confession was coming—one that would unravel 

everything. The air in the room was suffocating, thick with tension. He sat across 

from me, shoulders hunched, his fingers twitching against the table’s surface. His 

breathing was uneven—shallow, erratic—the unmistakable signs of a mind 

unraveling under pressure.   

I leaned forward, my voice measured yet unwavering. “You need to start talking. Every 

moment of silence only makes this worse.”   

He swallowed hard, his gaze darting to the walls as if searching for an escape. “I… 

I didn’t mean for things to happen this way, Please don’t destroy my life ” he murmured.   

I was calm and motivated him to speak “My boy, life is precious for everyone. here, a girl 

lost her decency, identity and the entire life… Now it is your turn to tell me how it has 

happened.”  



He hesitated—a moment too long. His silence was an admission in itself. I waited, 

letting the weight of expectation press down on him. Finally, his voice emerged, 

shaking, barely above a whisper.  “It was the birthday party of my cousin. I wasn’t 

planning anything… I was just helping with the arrangements.”   

I nodded, allowing him to continue. The confession was coming—I could feel it.   

“A friend… he gave me something. Said it was harmless, just something to mix with the ice 

cream to make the party more fun. No one would even notice.”   

I exhaled slowly, fighting the impulse to react too quickly. “What was it?”  

His fingers tightened into fists. “Something… like opium. I don’t know exactly.”   

I studied him. “So you drugged them. All of them?”   

His head shook violently. “No! No, not all of them. Just… just when she arrived. I don’t 

know why, but I…”   

His voice cracked. His hands ran through his hair in agitation. The room felt 

smaller, the silence more suffocating but I pushed him to speak “what did you do?”   

He resumed...“I added more to her drink,” he admitted, the words barely leaving his 

lips.“She seemed fine at first… Then she started feeling dizzy. Said she had a headache.”  

The pieces were falling into place.  “She stepped away. Went into the other room.”   

His breathing hitched, his pupils shrinking as if reliving the moment.   

“And then?”   

To be continued …..Chapter-5 



CHAPTER-5 

He clenched his jaw, eyes darting away. “She was unconscious. I… I didn’t think she’d 

remember anything…”   

The confession had landed like a crack of thunder—sharp, undeniable, irreversible. 

His guilt hung in the air like smoke, suffocating, inescapable.   

And now, the law would take its course.   

The boy’s confession set the wheels of justice in motion, compelling the law to 

follow its prescribed course under the Penal Code, broadening the scope of the 

sections addressing grave crimes. As the investigation unfolded, the parents and 

friends present at the party were booked under the Indian Penal Code (IPC). The 

police, adhering to due process, arrested all the minors—including the host 

parents—and presented them before the court. 

Though, I am not the authority to request to the judiciary, I stood before the 

judiciary like a father… my voice resolute, my heart burdened with the gravity of 

what had transpired. “Your Honor, I have uncovered the truth and helped the officer to 

uncover the psychological aspects of the incident. The crime has been laid bare, and the guilty 

must face justice. But the others—the innocent—they must not suffer for what they did not 

do.” My plea was firm, urgent, yet met only with the cold constraints of the law.   

Bound by rigid mandates, the judiciary remained helpless. The offense was non-

bailable, the law unyielding. Each name on the charge sheet carried a fate that 

could not be undone—not by reason, nor by mercy. I watched as the weight of 

injustice pressed upon those who had done nothing but stand too close to tragedy. 

And still, the court could do nothing.   



But my concern was not just for the accused—it was for her. The girl whose world 

had crumbled beneath the force of something she never asked for, never 

understood. I could not—would not—let her suffer further. So, I implored once 

more. “Grant her relief, Your Honor. Allow the court’s discretion to intervene—to let her 

choose to free herself from this unbearable burden.”   

Silence. Cold, suffocating silence. Then the ruling came, sharp and irreversible.  

Denied. The reason that pregnancy had surpassed the legal threshold. The court's 

hands were tied. No exceptions, no escape, no mercy.   

The words struck me like a physical blow. My knees weakened, though I refused 

to let them falter. She was trapped. A victim twice over—first by the crime, then 

by the law meant to protect her. My mind reeled, drowning in the injustice, 

searching frantically for a solution where none existed.   

The weight of grief bore down on me, relentless and unforgiving. I had fought 

fiercely, exhausted every means within my reach—but still, I had failed her. The 

law, a supposed pillar of justice, had taken its course. Yet, standing in its shadow, I 

questioned its purpose. Was justice only about punishment? Could it truly protect 

the vulnerable before tragedy struck? 

The accused would face consequences, but what about the victim? Who would 

safeguard her from the scars left behind? Who would shield others like her before 

they too became prey? The stark realization gripped me—justice delayed is justice 

denied, and protection after the harm is no consolation. 

My mind swirled with questions, each one heavier than the last, yet none yielding 

an answer. The day slipped away, lost in the weight of uncertainties that justice 

itself had failed to resolve. 



Above all, I found myself unable to face the parents of the young girl—her father 

utterly devastated, his world fractured beyond measure. 

With a heart weighed down by anguish and uncertainty, I left the scene, feeling 

utterly helpless. The girl’s eyes met mine—filled with silent hope, yet clouded by 

confusion. She remained oblivious to the reality unfolding around her, convinced 

of her innocence. To her, she was untouched, unscarred. The relentless machinery 

of the law, however, had terrified her into a state of frantic silence. 

To be continued …..Chapter-6 

CHAPTER-6 

Urgent travel took me to Delhi for several weeks, but the echoes of that night 

haunted me. Her fragile face, her broken family, the suffocating burden of 

injustice—all remained vivid in my mind.  

Weeks had passed, but the weight of her memory had never lifted. As the sunrise 

bathed the world in golden hues, I stepped off the flight, carrying a burden I could 

no longer ignore. Her face haunted me, her sorrow clung to my thoughts like an 

ache I couldn’t shake. Despite the pain, despite the dread, I knew I had to see her.   

Something deep within me—perhaps guilt, perhaps duty refused to let me turn 

away. The urgency pushed me forward, driving me to her home with a desperation 

I couldn’t suppress. Yet, as I arrived, unease tightened its grip around my chest.   

The door of her house stood ajar, but the house bore a deafening silence. No 

footsteps, no voices, only the hollow emptiness of a place abandoned by time. 

There was no one to ask, no sign of life stirring within. Had I come too late?  



Hesitation gnawed at me, yet an invisible force urged me forward. I rang the 

doorbell. Once. Twice. A third time.   

Finally, the door creaked open. Her father stood before me—a shadow of the man 

he once was. His frame was weak, his posture hunched under an unbearable 

weight. His eyes, hollow and distant, met mine with neither recognition nor 

surprise.   

Without speaking, he raised a trembling hand—a silent plea for quiet.  “She’s 

sleeping,” he murmured, though the words felt heavier than their meaning.  

Wordlessly, he turned and retreated inside. I followed, stepping into a world that 

felt suffocated by grief.   

The air was thick, stale—the scent of abandonment lingering in every corner. The 

home that had once been filled with warmth and purpose now felt stripped of 

everything it once was. Time had stopped here, and so had life.   

I watched him move ahead, his gait unsteady, his hair disheveled, his expression 

carrying the exhaustion of a man who had lost everything. There were no words 

exchanged, only the unspoken truth that hung between us.   

These were educated people—a man who had served as a government officer, a 

woman who had once nurtured minds as a teacher. And yet, in this moment, they 

were merely survivors—enduring, but never truly living. All that remained was 

ruin.   

The depth of their suffering weighed heavily on me. Two souls who had defied 

tradition for love, only to be cast into the shadows of exile, stripped of family, 

belonging, and home. They had fought to build a life in quiet obscurity, weaving 



existence into the fabric of a city that had never truly embraced them. Yet, fate—

merciless and unrelenting—had found its way to them again.   

Now, as I stood within the ruins of their world, I felt the echoes of their silent grief. 

How cruel must life be to first take away their families, then their dignity, and 

now, their very reason to survive?   

Her father barely spoke—his mind, once sharp, now lost in the abyss of sorrow. 

The man who had once stood tall against the brutality of caste, against the violence 

of tradition, now sat crumpled in his chair, his spirit fractured beyond repair. His 

only battle now was keeping his daughter within reach, as if his presence alone 

could shield her from the cruel grip of destiny.  And then, there was her.   

She lay motionless, her body weighed down not just by the trauma of what had 

happened. Her silent tears spoke of wounds too deep for words, her existence 

reduced to an echo of a life she once had.   

I stepped forward, but something in me hesitated. How do you console a child who 

has lost everything? How do you give hope to someone who no longer believes in 

it? But I refused to walk away.   

I knelt beside her, lowering myself to a place where words might hold meaning. 

She didn't flinch, didn't react. Only stared blankly at the ceiling, as if searching for 

something beyond the world we stood in.  

Softly, I whispered, “You are not alone. I will not let you be alone.”   

She blinked once, and for the first time since I had arrived, her eyes moved—

searching, questioning, afraid to believe.   



This was my moment. If I could hold her here—just for a little while—I could 

keep her from slipping away forever.  

Her father sat in silence, watching, waiting—perhaps hoping, though he no longer 

had the strength to ask for miracles. But I had decided. I would not let her fate 

mirror her mother’s. She deserved more.   

And so, in that quiet, suffocating room, surrounded by the remnants of what once 

was, I made the one promise that would redefine everything—I would fight for her, 

because she was betrayed by the system…. merciless and cold-hearted society.   

I stood in stunned silence, struggling to grasp the weight of what lay before me. 

There she was, lying motionless on the bed, her body frail, burdened by the trauma 

of her pregnancy. In mere moments, her world had collapsed, leaving nothing but 

wreckage in its wake. The cruel hand of fate had dismantled an innocent life, 

tearing through the fabric of a once-whole family. 

She stirred, slowly rising. Her father sat nearby, unmoving, his eyes locked onto 

her, refusing to let her drift beyond his reach. It wasn’t protectiveness—it was 

desperation, the fear of losing what little remained. His erratic behavior, his vacant 

stare—it was as if time had stripped him of reason, leaving him hollow. 

Her tearful gaze met mine, and in it, I saw a silent plea—one that words could 

never convey. She put an invisible mirror before me to reflect myself in that. A 

young girl lost her life within few moments…. Her innocence made my tears flow 

out.. I stepped forward and embraced her gently, feeling the tremble in her frame. 

“I’m so sorry, dear… for the cruel fate that has been forced upon you. I apologize before my 

God.” My voice was barely a whisper, drowned in the sorrow that bound us both. 



“Don’t curse this world entirely,” I urged, “or your suffering will cast a shadow on all of 

mankind.” 

Her sobs grew louder, unrestrained, until she lifted a trembling finger, pointing 

toward the wall. My gaze followed, and as I saw the framed photograph, a sharp 

chill ran through me. It was her mother. "What happened…?" I murmured, afraid of 

the answer. 

Her voice, fragile yet laced with unbearable grief, cut through the silence. “Mamma 

couldn’t bear my fate… The day after it happened, she took her own life.” The words were 

like daggers, piercing the stillness between us. “Since that moment, Pappa lost his 

mind. He never lets me out of his sight. I can’t even go to the toilet alone—he won’t allow it.” 

I turned to look at her father—disheveled, weak, his eyes devoid of life. The house 

carried the scent of abandonment, despair woven into every corner. “There is no one 

left to help us,” she continued, her voice breaking under the weight of exhaustion. 

“We have nothing to eat… I can’t ask the neighbors or even face them. The interrogations, 

the investigators, the media—I am drained. Please… help us, sir.” 

Grief consumed me, pressing down like an unbearable weight. I could no longer 

contain my tears. Holding her tightly, I leaned in and whispered, “I am here for you. 

I will never leave you… You are my daughter.” 

Determined to restore some semblance of stability to her shattered life, I admitted 

her father to a mental hospital, hoping treatment would ease his suffering. At the 

same time, I ensured she had a safe place to stay, enrolling her in a hostel run by 

the social welfare department. But fate had its own course—during his treatment, 

her father suffered a massive cardiac arrest and passed away. 



She was now an orphan, yet I refused to let her stand alone. I became her father, 

her mother, her anchor in a world that had betrayed her. When she gave birth, she 

made one final, heartbreaking decision—she could not accept the child as hers. 

The pain was too deep, the trauma too consuming. Together, we admitted the baby 

to an orphanage, sparing her from reliving the anguish that had consumed her. 

I vowed that she would never again carry the weight of her past. I gave her 

everything she needed—not just shelter, but the strength to rebuild her life. I took 

her far away, to a distant part of the country, where no shadows from her past 

could reach her. I guided her through school, supported her education, and stood 

beside her through every challenge. Years of determination and resilience led her 

to Singapore, where she finally found independence, built a future, and reclaimed 

her identity. 

Through it all, I never allowed her to dwell on the dark days of her past. I became 

her unwavering presence, her silent guardian, ensuring that she never felt alone. 

Now, she stands tall, free, serving herself and the world around her. 

Because to be a father is not just about blood. It is about the heart, about kindness, 

about the willingness to carry another’s pain until they can walk on their own. This 

case study is a reminder—how a single moment can shatter a life, but also how 

compassion can rebuild it. 

Years passed like pages turning in a book, each chapter marked by struggle, 

endurance, and quiet victories. She had fought her way through shadows that once 

consumed her, and I had walked beside her, ensuring she never lost sight of the 

light ahead. 



Standing at the airport in Singapore, watching her walk toward a life she had built 

with sheer determination, I felt a deep ache—one of pride, love, and bittersweet 

farewell. She turned back for a moment, her eyes searching for mine, and in that 

fleeting glance, I saw the unspoken gratitude, the silent promise that she would 

never forget. 

She had transformed from a broken soul into a woman who could stand tall, carve 

her own path, and reclaim the life that had once been stolen from her. And though 

she carried wounds that time alone could never erase, she had chosen not to live in 

their shadow. 

I watched her disappear into the crowd, feeling a quiet peace settle within me. 

Some ties are not forged by blood but by the unwavering strength of love, 

kindness, and shared burdens. She was never truly alone, nor was I—because in 

the depths of tragedy, we had found a bond that neither distance nor time could 

break. 

A father not by birth, but by choice. A love not bound by obligation, but by the 

simple truth that no soul should ever walk through life without a hand to hold. 

And as she stepped forward into her future, I whispered under my breath, "Fly, my 

dear daughter. The world is yours now." 

----------------------------------------- 


