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Note from the Author
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Nurturing Lights was born from a deep longing—to tell stories not of grand heroes, but of quiet strength. Of ordinary people who choose love again and again, even when it’s hard.

This is a story inspired by true fragments of life: from children abandoned by the world yet brave enough to hope, to caretakers who give without asking anything in return.

While the characters and events are fictionalised, their emotions are real.

I wrote this story not just to entertain, but to remind us all: that even the smallest acts of kindness—holding a child’s hand, warming a bowl of porridge, sitting beside someone in silence—can change lives.

If you’ve ever felt like your light was fading, I hope this book reminds you that it only takes one spark to start again.

Thank you for reading.

Dayat27
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Chapter 1: A Place to Kindle the Light
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That morning, the sky was grey, as if it too felt the weight of the times. The year 1998 wasn’t even halfway through, yet the country was already scarred and weary. On the screen of an old television placed in the corner of the living room, the news anchor’s voice sounded rigid and grave.

“The economic crisis continues to hit hard. The rupiah has plummeted past twelve thousand to the dollar. Basic necessities are soaring in price. Student demonstrations are spreading wider...”

Mr Hadi sat cross-legged on a worn rattan mat. His posture was upright, but his weary eyes revealed a fatigue that went beyond the physical. Beside him, Mrs Nani held a cup of coffee that was no longer warm. Her gaze was fixed on the screen, but her thoughts wandered far away.

“We’ve been through hardship before, Mas,” Mrs Nani murmured softly. “But this time... it feels like everything is crumbling.”

(“Mas” is a Javanese/Indonesian term of endearment and respect, used to address a close or older male.)

Mr Hadi nodded slowly.

“This is more than just about the economy. It’s... about hope being eroded.”

For a moment, the room fell silent, save for the sound of the TV and the occasional chirps of children in the orphanage beginning to wake. Outside, the wind carried the scent of damp earth, remnants of last night’s rain. Mornings were supposed to bring new hope. But today, even the air felt heavy.

Then came the sound of knocking. Three times. Not loud, but firm enough.

Mr Hadi and Mrs Nani exchanged glances.

“Who could it be this early?” Mrs Nani muttered.

Mr Hadi rose to his feet and walked to the front door. The creak of the old hinges accompanied him as he opened the wooden door.

On the doorstep, there was no one. Only a faded blue cloth bundle lay on the porch floor. Something inside it stirred faintly.

Mr Hadi crouched down and slowly opened the bundle.

Inside lay a tiny baby, clutching a plastic milk bottle. The baby's skin was reddish, eyes closed, and breath soft but weak. Tucked beside the cloth was a crumpled piece of paper, its ink beginning to fade.

He froze. His breath caught. Then slowly, a faint smile appeared on his lips.

With gentle hands, he lifted the baby into his arms. The small infant stirred, slowly opening their eyes, and let out a soft whimper—as if realising this embrace was not the one they had known.

“Welcome, my child...” the man whispered, his voice almost a prayer.

“A new light has joined this place.”

He stepped inside. The door closed softly behind him.

Mr Hadi was not just the owner of the orphanage. He was a guiding light amidst the fog, someone who believed that love must never be defeated by circumstance. His background as a teacher—who had chosen to resign when education policies began to lose their way—shaped a strong principle within him: that education and the protection of children are foundations of the future, and must never be traded for bribes and statistical figures.

He was not a wealthy man. His only asset was a 700-square-metre plot of inherited land and an old house that he had turned into a refuge for children unwanted by the world. But to Mr Hadi, the meaning of life was not about how much one could accumulate, but how deeply love could be planted.

In his youth, he was active in social and educational movements. He rarely raised his voice, but when he spoke with firmness, everyone listened. He taught not only with words, but through action—instilling the values of hard work, responsibility, and belief in goodness, even in dark times like the crisis of 1998.

Taking in the baby that morning wasn’t an easy decision. But to Mr Hadi, it was one that simply had to be made. Because that little spark—though small, new, and fragile—could become a light for many... if cared for with love.

Mrs Nani—Mr Hadi’s wife, the mother of many children she never gave birth to, yet she called each of them “my child” with full sincerity.

Of average height and slightly rounded figure, her steps were always brisk, as if every second was precious for tending to one thing after another. Yet anyone meeting her for the first time would more likely remember her gentle smile—a calming smile, as if it could ease the storm in any broken heart.

Mrs Nani’s hands seemed to hold magic of their own. From dawn before sunrise to late at night, those hands never stopped working. Sometimes they chopped onions, spoon-fed a feverish child, folded clothes, stirred porridge, wiped tears, or gently rubbed a trembling back after a nightmare.

In her younger years, Mrs Nani was nobody in the eyes of the world. She had been a school canteen worker and occasionally took in sewing from her neighbours. But it was in that canteen she learned to listen to children’s stories and recognize the look of hunger—not just for food, but for love. And through sewing, she understood that the only way to make something last was to bring it together patiently and carefully—just as she and Mr Hadi had built their orphanage.

Though most of her time now was dedicated to the orphanage, Mrs Nani still sewed. The money she earned was never for herself. Often, the payment from a single dress or blouse would go straight into a small jar labelled “For Next Week’s Groceries” or “Children’s Medicine.”

The children called her “Bu”—Mother—without any hesitation, because she truly deserved to be one. If a child had a fever, she would sit by their side all night, gently patting their back. If someone refused to study, she would scold them firmly, then slip them a warm piece of bread afterward. And when fights broke out among the kids, she always knew who needed a hug first and who needed to be gently advised later.

Mrs Nani was more expressive than Mr Hadi. While he chose to counsel with a calm voice and piercing gaze, she would speak loudly, sometimes even tapping the kitchen table. But the children knew—there was never a word that came out of her mouth without love behind it.

At night, the children would gather in the main room. Mrs Nani would sit on a worn-out rattan mat, open a storybook, and begin telling tales of the sky, the stars, and hope. Her voice was soft, almost like the rhythm of a warm blanket soothing the heart. Sometimes, before bedtime, she would go around checking every child’s blanket, making sure each one was truly asleep—and not quietly crying into their pillow.

To the girls, Mrs Nani taught how to cook, steam rice, embroider, sew on buttons, and tend to minor wounds. To the boys, she had no qualms teaching them how to iron a shirt, fold a sarong, clean the floor, and water the plants. To her, caring was not about gender—it was about the heart.

One day, a child asked, “Mrs Nani, don’t you ever get tired?”

She just smiled. “Tired? Of course. But it’s even more tiring to think that one day you’ll grow up without ever knowing what it feels like to be loved.”
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Chapter 2: Flashback, Outskirts of the City, 1993
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Five years ago... 

A thin morning mist still clung to the trees in the backyard. In the small kitchen, warm with the aroma of tea and steamed sweet potatoes, Mr Hadi sat in silence. His work uniform hung neatly on a nail near the door, but he hadn’t put it on that morning.

Mrs Nani placed a cup of tea in front of him. “The principal called earlier. He said there’s a staff meeting today.”

Mr Hadi nodded slowly. “I won’t be going.”

Mrs Nani sat across from him without saying a word, waiting patiently. She knew her husband was wrestling with something deeper than just skipping a day of work.

Mr Hadi rubbed his face. “These past three months, I’ve barely been able to sleep. Not just because of the small salary or the dried-up cooperative fund... but because every time I stand in front of the class, I feel like I’m teaching children to fight for a place in a world that has no space for them.”

He paused. His breath was heavy.

“Just imagine, Bu... Anto—the sixth grader who used to be so eager to learn—he sleeps more often in class now. I asked him why. He said he helps his mother sell fried snacks at the market at night. His father’s gone—no one knows where. And Dina... she cried last week because she had to drop out. Her mother couldn’t afford the school fees anymore. And
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