
Echoes of a Vanished Revolution 

 

 

It was a rain-lashed October evening in the year 2000, the kind that turned Calcutta—now Kolkata, 

though in my heart it would forever remain the chaotic, resilient city of my youth—into a trembling 

watercolor of greys and ochres, blurred at the edges by veils of soft, unending drizzle that fell not in 

drops but in sheets of grey regret. The air hung heavy with the mingled scent of wet earth, diesel 

fumes from sputtering buses, and the musty odor of damp jute sacks drying on balconies, evoking 

memories of the old mills where my father had toiled. From my modest Salt Lake flat—far removed 

from the shadowy underbelly of my past, yet still echoing with its ghosts—I watched puddles bloom 

like bruises across the cracked road, the streetlights shimmering in their oily reflections, casting 

fleeting sparks like distant stars or the dying embers of a revolution long extinguished. A tram 

groaned in the distance, its wheels grinding against the rails with a metallic whine, overhead wires 

crackling with electric bursts that pierced the gloom. 

 

I sat by the window, clutching a chipped cup of over-steeped chai, the steam long dissipated, leaving 

behind only a lingering bitterness that mirrored the regrets steeping in my soul. My hands, knotted 

and veined with the passage of eighty years, trembled faintly as I traced the rim, the porcelain cool 

against my weathered skin. At this age, the mind becomes its own haunted house, every creak a 

memory resurfacing unbidden, every shadow a specter of what was lost. The world around me felt 

both familiar and foreign—the air inside my flat thick with the scent of damp books and dust, my 

shelves sagging under the weight of old pamphlets, Lenin's “State and Revolution” pressed 

spine-to-spine against half-read engineering texts from my Yale years, their pages yellowed like 

forgotten promises. 

 

Down below, young professionals hurried through the drizzle, their umbrellas bobbing like dark 

mushrooms in a monsoon forest, the glow of mobile phones illuminating their faces—faces 

untouched by the hunger, fear, and unyielding faith that had once forged ours in the fires of struggle. 

Capitalism had triumphed unequivocally; the internet was its new mandir, a digital temple where the 

masses worshipped algorithms and markets instead of Marx. The Soviet Union—the radiant sun 

around which our youthful orbits had revolved, our compass guiding us through the storms of 

ideology—had been gone more than couple of  decades, its collapse feeling less like a geopolitical 

cataclysm and more like the slow, agonizing extinction of a sacred faith, leaving behind only dust in 

history’s vast, indifferent archives. 

 

I’d walked away from the cause in the 1970s, when my father’s voice—gruff as the coal dust that 

clung to his clothes—cut through my convictions like a blade. “Ideals rot in the gut, babu,” he’d 

growled, his palms thick with calluses from years as a mill supervisor in Shyambazar, his dreams as 

narrow as the crowded lanes he trudged each dawn. “Forge steel instead.” He was a man of sweat 

and pragmatism, his world bounded by the clatter of looms and the weight of survival, no patience 

for the manifestos I clutched like sacred texts. When he packed me off to Yale, his hard-earned 

savings a silent command to abandon my folly, I traded my red flag for blueprints, my revolutionary 



zeal for the cold precision of cement and calculus. In America, I learnt to build dams that tamed wild 

rivers, bridges that spanned chasms, structures that stood firm where my convictions had wavered. I 

crafted a life of stability—a wife, children, a home, after returning back to India after completion of 

my education & getting a civil engineer job in the West Bengal’s PWD Department —yet it felt like a 

betrayal of the fire that once burned in my chest. 

 

But on nights like this, when the rain whispered insistently against the glass like accusing fingers and 

the past pressed close, enveloping me in its clammy embrace, I could still hear the echo of 

chants—“Workers of the world, unite!”—rising through the fog of memory, their cadence as 

rhythmic and relentless as the downpour outside.  

 

I was dragged back through the decades. Back to 1948, to the raw, pulsating heart of Calcutta’s 

underbelly—Sonagachi’s narrow gullies, slick with monsoon filth, where the air reeked of fish guts, 

kerosene, and the faint, cloying sweetness of cheap attar. Those were the days when the wounds of 

Partition still bled, when Bengal’s soul was torn by the Radcliffe Line, and we communists—branded 

as traitors—hid in the shadows to keep our dream of equality alive. 

 

 

And always, woven inextricably among those echoes, was her—Lakshmi, the woman whose quiet 

strength had been our refuge in the darkness, her story a poignant thread in the tapestry of loss that 

bound us all. 

 

 

The Partition had cleaved Bengal a year earlier, yet its wounds still bled through Calcutta’s heart like 

an untreated gash. Even now, in my old age, when the rain falls in Kolkata, I can close my eyes and 

smell that city — sweat, dust, jute, and sorrow mingled in the same breath. 

The Radcliffe Line had not drawn a boundary; it had torn through the flesh of humanity. The city 

swelled with refugees who poured in from East Bengal in endless waves — men with sunken cheeks, 

women clutching half-fed infants, children dragging bundles that held all they had left of home. 

Sealdah station was a sea of despair; the platforms teemed with the dispossessed. They slept in lines 

beneath tarpaulins, eyes staring blankly at the ceiling as if waiting for someone to tell them what to 

do next. The stench of unwashed bodies and boiled rice hung in the air. Even the crows grew fat that 

year, feeding on what humanity left behind. 

Calcutta, once proud and poised, now reeked of fatigue. Tram bells clanged through the drizzle; 

rickshaw wheels hissed through puddles. At street corners, men shouted politics — Congress, Muslim 

League, Marxists, anarchists — their words colliding like iron in the fog. “Gandhi’s gone,” one would 

say. “Nehru talks peace, but what peace?” another would shout. “And Jinnah? He’s laughing in 

Karachi!” 

But for us, the communists, the laughter had turned into a growl. We had become the new outcasts, 

the “dangerous elements.” Party offices were shuttered, the presses smashed, our comrades dragged 

from safehouses under cover of curfew. I can still smell the pyres on College Street — not of bodies, 



but of our pamphlets. They burned The Communist Manifesto, People’s Voice, Ganashakti, their 

flames licking the night like dying tongues of revolution. The smoke smelled of ink and oil, and hope. 

To whisper the word “Marx” in public was to invite a policeman’s boot to your ribs. 

So we vanished into the underbelly. There were three of us then — Gopal, Radha, and me. 

Gopal was built like the mines he’d once worked in — broad, dark, and silent, his hands scarred from 

pickaxes and protest. When he spoke, his voice rumbled like a train on distant tracks. Radha, on the 

other hand, was fire — a Burdwan schoolteacher turned rebel, sharp-tongued and fearless, her eyes 

bright with belief. And I — I was only nineteen, full of trembling faith and foolish courage, the smell 

of fresh ink still clinging to my fingers from the last leaflet I’d printed. 

We walked all night through the maze of northern Calcutta until the city thinned into shadows and 

filth — until we reached Sonagachi. 

Nothing prepared me for that place. 

The air itself felt alive — thick, humid, and heavy with odors that clung to your skin. It smelled of 

sweat, burning oil, raw fish, and cheap perfume. The rain had been falling since afternoon, turning 

the narrow lanes into glistening veins of mud and refuse. Each step made the ground squelch 

beneath our feet; our slippers stuck and sucked free again with wet, obscene sounds. 

Dim gaslights flickered weakly from balconies. The yellow glow caught the silhouettes of women 

leaning over railings, their saris clinging damply to their bodies. Their laughter floated down like 

weary music — high-pitched, brittle, and tinged with irony. One of them called out, her voice slurred 

but soft, “Asho dada, ek cup cha khabi?” Come, brother, will you have a cup of tea? We didn’t 

answer. 

A gramophone played somewhere deep inside the warren, a half-scratched record of K. C. Dey 

singing about love and loss, the notes warbling through the rain. 

Cats slunk between piles of refuse, their eyes glowing phosphorescent in the lamplight. A beggar 

coughed in a corner, his ribs protruding like the frame of a broken umbrella. The gully seemed to 

breathe — to inhale misery and exhale resignation. 

“This,” Radha muttered, pulling her shawl close, “is what capitalism does — devours its own 

children.” 

Gopal gave a dark chuckle. “Here, even hunger sells itself.” He gestured toward a woman crouched 

under a tin awning, lighting a beedi. “But it’s safer than a jail cell.” 

I said nothing. My stomach churned with the smell of rot and the quiet terror of being hunted. I 

could still hear, in my mind, the shouts of the constables who’d raided our old safehouse two nights 

ago — the pounding on the door, the breaking glass, the scramble of feet through the rain. 

We pressed deeper into Sonagachi’s labyrinth until the alley grew narrower, darker, more suffocating. 

Our clothes clung to our bodies, drenched and cold. The rain beat down harder, a constant drum on 

the corrugated roofs above. 

“Where now?” I asked, breath misting in the humid air. 



Gopal stopped beneath a flickering lamp, wiping rain from his brow. “There’s a woman here,” he said. 

“A certain Lakshmi. Refugee from Noakhali, they say. Rents rooms. Keeps her mouth shut. The police 

don’t trouble her.” 

Radha snorted. “A brothel-keeper? That’s your idea of a comrade?” 

Gopal shrugged, his eyes glinting. “When the world turns its back, you take help where it’s offered, 

comrade. Morality won’t feed us.” 

We turned another corner, and that’s when I first saw her. 

She was standing in the doorway of a two-storey house squeezed between a toddy shop and a 

pawn-broker’s den. The signboard above her, half-eaten by rust and rain, still read Saraswati Lodge. 

The lantern in her hand flickered as the wind shifted, casting her face in brief, golden flashes — 

strong, tired, and quietly beautiful. Her sari was a faded red, its hem dark with rainwater. Her hair, 

streaked with silver, clung to her temples. 

Her eyes met ours — unflinching, appraising, neither curious nor afraid. 

“What do you want?” she asked, her voice hoarse but steady, rising above the hiss of rain. “Rooms? 

Drink? Women?” 

“Shelter,” Gopal answered, his voice rough with exhaustion. “Just shelter. We can pay.” 

She looked us over — three drenched strangers, mud up to our ankles, desperation in our faces — 

and then her expression softened. “Pay?” she echoed, almost amused. “Here, babu, no one pays for 

shelter. You pay for silence.” 

Radha took a cautious step forward. “We’re… political people. We need a place for a few days. 

Quietly.” 

The woman raised an eyebrow. “Political? Congress?” 

“No,” Gopal said simply. “Worse.” 

Something flickered in her eyes then — recognition, perhaps. Or memory. 

Without another word, she turned and gestured toward the narrow staircase behind her. “Upstairs. 

Last room. Keep the lamp low.” 

We hesitated for a moment. Rainwater pooled at our feet; thunder grumbled somewhere far off over 

the Hooghly. 

“Go,” she said again, more softly this time. “Before someone sees.” 

And so we followed her into the dim interior of Saraswati Lodge, the door creaking shut behind us 

like a sigh. 

The hallway smelled of incense and old wood. Shadows clung to the corners. As we climbed the 

narrow stairs, I remember hearing her voice behind us — low, almost to herself. 

“Fools,” she murmured, not unkindly. “Still fighting for dreams in a city that’s forgotten how to 

dream.” 

 

 



Lakshmi’s house stood like a weary sentinel at the bend of the lane — half submerged in shadow, half 

surrendered to decay. In the sickly glow of the streetlamp, its walls glistened with rain, streaked black 

where moss and soot had married over the years. The signboard above the door — Saraswati Lodge 

— hung askew, its red paint peeling like a shed skin, the goddess’s name almost swallowed by rust. 

Only the faint outline of a veena could still be seen, carved by some hopeful carpenter long ago, 

when the place might once have been respectable. 

The doorway was narrow, guarded by a half-torn bamboo curtain that fluttered like a wounded flag 

in the monsoon wind. When we stepped inside, the smell hit us — a layered, living scent that 

seemed to hold the whole of Sonagachi within it. Incense struggling against sweat, kerosene, cheap 

perfume, and old wood soaked with humidity. It was not pleasant, but it was honest. It smelled of life 

scraped raw. 

The hallway was dim, lit by a single oil lamp that flickered against walls the color of old turmeric. 

Shadows clung to the corners like secrets. On one side stood a wooden bench with legs gnawed by 

termites, above it a small shrine: a chipped idol of Saraswati smeared with vermilion, garlanded with 

wilting marigolds. The goddess’s serene smile seemed almost ironic amid the moans and whispers 

that filtered down from the rooms above. 

To the left stretched a corridor of small doors, each one half-open, revealing a sliver of another life — 

a flash of red sari, the clink of glass bangles, a man’s hushed voice bargaining in Bengali, English, 

Urdu. Somewhere deeper in the house, a harmonium droned lazily, a tune repeating itself like a 

memory that refused to die. 

The wooden stairs to the upper floor rose steeply from the back, their banister polished smooth by 

years of use and the occasional fall of a drunken guest. Each step groaned under our feet as if 

complaining about our intrusion. The rain outside beat on the tin roof above, the sound echoing 

through the narrow stairwell like an old heart still keeping rhythm. 

Upstairs was worse — or better, depending on one’s need for poetry. The corridor ran the length of 

the house, lined with three doors, each marked by faint chalk numbers. The air was heavier there, 

thick with the mingled perfume of jasmine oil and damp plaster. A narrow window at the far end let 

in a trickle of light and rain, and through it came the hum of the street below — women laughing, 

glass breaking, the endless murmur of the city that never truly slept. 

Lakshmi led us to the last room.​
“This one’s empty,” she said, her voice quiet but not unkind. “It leaks when it rains, but it’s safe. The 

others are taken.” 

The door opened with a sigh, revealing a space no larger than a storeroom. The ceiling slanted low, 

patched with tin sheets; the walls bore stains that told their own history — years of smoke, damp, 

and silence. A single cot stood against the wall, its rope webbing sagging in the middle. Beside it, a 

cracked mirror leaned drunkenly on a small table, reflecting the flicker of the lantern in her hand. 

Rainwater dripped steadily from one corner of the ceiling into a rusted tin bowl on the floor, each 

drop sounding like a second hand ticking away time. The air was cool, and the smell of wet wood 

mingled with the faint sweetness of attar — Lakshmi’s scent, lingering in the room like memory. 

From below came the muffled rhythms of the house’s double life — laughter, footsteps, a door 

slamming, a man’s voice calling someone by a name that wasn’t hers. Yet, somehow, inside that small 

room, there was peace. It was the kind of peace born not of comfort, but of exhaustion — a quiet 

space between two storms. 



I remember standing there, dripping rainwater onto the floor, staring at the little shrine someone had 

painted crudely in the corner — a red triangle, a smear of sindoor, and a burnt stick of incense.​
Lakshmi set the lantern on the table and looked at us.​
“Keep the window half open,” she said. “Otherwise, the smoke from the lamp will choke you.” 

Her tone was matter-of-fact, almost domestic, as though we were lodgers and she a landlady fussing 

over guests. Then she paused, studying our faces in the trembling light.​
“You’re young,” she said softly. “Too young to be hiding from the police. The world hasn’t yet done its 

worst to you.” 

None of us replied. The words hung between us like the damp in the air. 

Finally, she nodded toward the bed. “Rest. Tomorrow, we’ll see what you’re really running from.” 

And with that, she left us — her footsteps receding down the hallway, the sound of her anklets faint 

but steady. The door closed gently behind her, and for the first time in weeks, we were not running. 

That night, as I lay listening to the dripping roof and the distant hum of the city, I realized that 

Saraswati Lodge was more than a house. It was a living thing — a weary, breathing creature, stitched 

together with the sighs of its inhabitants, its heart beating somewhere deep in its damp walls. And 

Lakshmi — she was its soul, its keeper, its weary goddess of survival. 

 

That night, lying on the thin mattress in the flickering lamplight, listening to the rain whisper through 

the cracks in the window, I also thought about that voice.​
I didn’t know then that Lakshmi would change us all — or that her kindness would become the last 

thing about that city I could never forget. 

 

The next day morning we found shelter in Lakshmi’s house, a sagging two-story hovel leaning against 

a pawnshop glittering with pilfered trinkets and a toddy den belching the sour reek of fermented 

palm. The faded sign above her door—once Saraswati Lodge—was a cruel irony, its peeling letters 

mocking any notion of grace. Downstairs was her domain: dim rooms lit by guttering oil lamps, the 

air heavy with the cloying sweetness of incense battling the musk of sweat and hurried intimacy, the 

creak of cots a grim rhythm I tried to block out. My stomach churned with pity and rage for her 

plight. Upstairs, three tiny rooms exhaled neglect: the front one, overlooking the gully’s clamor, 

housed two Bihari dacoits—hulking men with betel-stained teeth and voices like grinding stones, 

boasting of a murdered constable in Patna. They paid Lakshmi a fortune to watch for police, but 

treated her like filth, barking, “Oi, randi! Fetch us rice!” their coins clattering coldly, their hands rough 

and groping. My blood boiled, Gopal’s fists clenched with a leathery creak, Radha’s eyes blazed—but 

we swallowed our fury, the bitter taste of restraint like ash on my tongue. 

The middle room, bare save for a sagging cot and a cracked mirror reflecting Lakshmi’s weary face, 

was her refuge between clients, smelling faintly of jasmine and exhaustion. Our room at the back 

faced a reeking alley where rats scuttled over garbage, the stench of decay mingling with the 

Hooghly’s brackish breath. We made it our fortress: straw mattresses prickling through thin sheets, a 

wobbly table sticky with spilled chai, a loose floorboard hiding our treasures—dog-eared Communist 

Manifestos, Soviet papers brittle with age, leaflets shouting “Land to the Tillers!” in bold, defiant ink. 

We’d huddle by a single candle’s flicker, its wax dripping like tears, plotting revolution while the 

monsoon roared outside. 



Lakshmi was about forty, her frame stooped from burdens no one should bear, her raven hair 

streaked silver like moonlight on a troubled sea. Her sari, a faded red, clung to her like a memory of 

better days, its hem frayed from dragging through Sonagachi’s mud. Her eyes—monsoon-dark, 

brimming with unspoken storms—held a pathos that pierced my heart. She charged those dacoits 

dearly, but from us? Not a paisa. At first, I braced for betrayal, my pulse racing with suspicion, but her 

story, shared one thunderous night, unraveled my defenses. We sat cross-legged on the floor, the 

candle’s flame dancing in the draft, rain hammering the shutters with a relentless plink into a tin 

basin. 

 

It was on the third night at Saraswati Lodge that she spoke to me.​
The rain had softened by then, falling in fine threads that stitched the city to its sorrow. The others 

had long since fallen asleep — Radha’s breathing slow and even, Gopal snoring softly, one arm flung 

over his chest like a soldier resting after a long march. But I could not sleep. The sound of the 

dripping tin bowl by the bed had become a metronome for my thoughts, each drop marking the slow 

passage of guilt and gratitude. 

Then came the soft tap on the door. 

“Babu,” a voice whispered. “Are you awake?” 

It was Lakshmi. 

I opened the door to find her standing there with a small brass lamp cupped in one hand. Its light 

brushed across her face — tired, lined, but still possessing that strange, unyielding dignity that 

neither age nor circumstance could strip away. She gestured for me to follow her. 

Downstairs, the house had fallen silent. Only the occasional murmur of a restless dreamer broke the 

stillness. We sat by the small shrine near the stairs — Saraswati’s cracked face glowing faintly in the 

lamplight. Lakshmi poured tea from a dented kettle, its warmth fogging the glass between us. 

“You remind me of my brother,” she said quietly. “Same eyes. Same fire. He’d be your age now, if he 

had lived.” 

I didn’t know what to say. So I stayed silent, letting the moment breathe. 

She smiled faintly. “You want to know why I help people like you — fugitives, rebels, dreamers? You 

think I am foolish, perhaps.” 

“No,” I said. “I think you are brave.” 

Her laughter was low, without mirth. “Brave? No, babu. When you lose everything, bravery is what 

you call what’s left.” 

She set her cup down and leaned back, her eyes fixed somewhere far beyond the damp walls of the 

lodge.​
“I came from Noakhali,” she began. Her voice did not tremble; it was steady, almost too steady. 

Her voice, soft with Noakhali’s lilting cadence, trembled like a sitar string. “Lakshmi Begum,” she said, 

a faint smile flickering. “Hindu father, Muslim mother. Both dirt-poor. No one cared.” She was born in 

1908 in a fishing village where the sea’s salt crusted every surface, her father hauling nets that 

smelled of brine, her mother weaving mats with fingers bleeding from sharp reeds. The Partition 

riots of 1947 tore her world apart like a cyclone. “They dragged Baba from our hut,” she whispered, 



her hands shaking as she poured watery chai, its steam curling like ghosts. “Called him a traitor for 

feeding Hindu comrades. I heard the machete’s wet thud before I saw his blood.” Her brothers, kisan 

sabha fighters, fell shouting slogans, their bodies left in ditches. She fled with her sister, only to lose 

her to floodwaters’ icy grip, burying her with hands raw from digging in mud. The memory choked 

her, tears tracing rivulets down her cheeks, their salt sharp in the air. 

She’d washed up in Calcutta, a refugee among thousands, the city’s chaos—its honking rickshaws, its 

rancid drains—a cruel new home. With no skills and a woman’s body as her only currency, 

prostitution claimed her. The first time, she told us, her hands shook so violently she dropped the 

coins, their cold clink a brand on her soul. Yet she sheltered us, slipping out at dawn when the police 

patrols waned, her sari hem trailing in the muck, bringing us crusty parathas, dal thick with cumin’s 

warmth, ink bottles clinking in her basket. “You fight for samata,” she’d say, her voice a weary 

melody. “Equality. No rich, no poor. I fight to live. Same, no?” While the dacoits degraded her, their 

slaps leaving red marks I saw in nightmares, we called her “Didi,” our sister, sharing whispered 

evenings where her Baul songs—haunting, soul-deep—wove through the rain’s drone. She’d clutch a 

mangalsutra, its beads worn smooth, and murmur, “It’s for love lost... but I can still love.” Her hope, 

fragile as a lotus in a storm, broke my heart anew. “When your revolution comes,” she’d sob, her 

breath hitching, “no more this shame, this pain.” I’d hold her hand, her calluses rough against my 

youth, and vow, “It will, Didi. We’ll burn this world down and build one where you’re free.” 

Those months were a fever of senses: the monsoon’s roar, the sour tang of fear in my mouth during 

police sweeps, the warm comfort of Lakshmi’s stolen meals. She hid our couriers, her whispers 

urgent as she warned of patrols, her jasmine scent a fleeting balm. By 1949, the winds shifted .By 

1949, the tide turned— Telangana flared red; the new Indian republic began courting its left wing 

cautiously. Telangana’s uprising emboldened us, India’s government softening toward the left. We 

prepared to move south, to organize openly, to reorganize legally. Our underground days were 

ending. 

 

Lakshmi wept as we packed. Lakshmi’s farewell tore at me: her embrace fierce, her tears hot on my 

cheek.  

. “You go now, bhai-bon,” she said, holding my hand. “Make the world fair. Don’t forget the people 

like me.” she whispered, pressing a chipped clay Ganesha into my palm, its serene eyes mocking my 

doubts. I gave her my red enamel pin, the one I’d worn since joining the movement. 

 its sharp edge a promise. “Wear this when we win,” I said, my voice breaking. Her smile was a ghost: 

“Change, babu? In Sonagachi, change is just less rain.” 

 

She pressed a small clay Ganesha into my palm, its paint chipped, its eyes serene. 

“For luck,” she whispered. 

I never saw her again. 

 

I had abandoned the cause decades ago. My father’s pragmatic voice still echoed: “Ideals rot in the 

gut, babu. Forge steel instead.” In the 1960s, I left Calcutta’s fading revolution for Yale’s polished 



halls, trading manifestos for blueprints, protests for dams and bridges. The Cold War’s chill tightened, 

but Yale’s call in the ’70s drowned my fire in blueprints and prosperity. 

 I built a life, returned back to Calcutta as a graduate civil engineer, raised a family, and watched the 

Berlin Wall crumble from afar.  Yet on nights like this, when the wind sighed through banyan trees 

and rain drummed like memory, I was pulled back to 1948—to the acrid smoke of riots, the damp 

reek of Sonagachi’s gullies, and to her: Lakshmi, the Bengali woman who sheltered us when the 

world bared its teeth. 

Did Lakshmi survive Calcutta’s grind? Find peace in a free Bengal? The questions are knives, her 

absence a wound that weeps still. In my flat, as the rain softens to a sigh and my chai cup clatters to 

the table, her memory—her songs, her tears, her unbreakable spirit—floods me with a pathos that 

chokes. The revolution we dreamed of died, but Lakshmi’s quiet mercy, sheltering us in the dark, 

remains my heart’s truest rebellion. 

 

Even now, seventy years later, when the rain beats on my Kolkata window, I can still see that 

lantern-lit hallway — the yellow light trembling over cracked plaster, the faint scent of jasmine, the 

murmur of unseen lives — and I think of how strange it was that in that house of sin, I found the only 

sanctuary I ever truly knew. 

 


