
[image: ]

Copyright © Ved Patel 2026

Registration No. : RZ96952
ISBN: 979-8-2355-1172-9

For my Guru, His Holiness Param Pujya Pramukh Swami Maharaj 

whose touch began my healing.

For my parents, whose love was the ground beneath every step I took.

And for everyone who showed up not with answers, but with presence.

That was enough. That was everything.
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"Life is like a bicycle. To keep your balance, you must keep moving."

— Albert Einstein

Many people have heard those words. I have lived them.

This book began as something private notes I made for myself during the quieter stretches of recovery, when I needed to remember where I had been to understand where I was going. Over time, as the notes accumulated and the distance between me and the worst of the experience grew, I began to think they might be worth sharing. Not because my story is exceptional in the way that dramatic stories usually are, but because it is true, and because truth honestly told has a way of reaching people that fiction cannot.

I was nine years old when a car struck me on a Nairobi street. I was unconscious for weeks. I woke to find that the right side of my body my hand, my leg had been affected by the brain trauma in ways that nobody could fully predict or promise to reverse. What followed was years of physiotherapy, surgery, speech therapy, travel, and the slow, unglamorous work of relearning things that most people never have to think about: how to hold a pen, how to walk across a room without looking at the floor, how to say a sentence without the words arriving thickened and slow.

The medical journey is part of this story. But it is not the whole of it. The whole of it includes a father who forgave the man responsible for the accident, without condition and without expectation of anything in return. It includes a Guru who called every day during the worst of the early weeks, not to offer answers, but simply to be present across the distance. It includes physiotherapists who treated me as a whole person, friends who welcomed me back to school without pity, and a university gym trainer who offered his time freely because that is the kind of man he is.

I am aware that stories of recovery and faith can be told in ways that are too smooth too triumphant, too certain that everything was always going to be fine. I have tried not to write that story. There were days when the progress froze and the frustration was real and I did not manage to handle it with grace. There were sessions that ended in silence because I had run out of patience. There were moments when the road ahead felt longer than I had the strength to walk.

I include those moments too, because they are part of what made the good moments possible. You cannot understand the value of walking freely unless you remember what it cost to learn.

This book is not a medical guide. It is not a self-help manual. It is simply an account of one person's journey through something very hard, and of all the hands seen and unseen that helped him through it.

I offer it with gratitude and with hope that somewhere, in someone's life, it lands at the right moment.
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Before the accident, I was an ordinary nine-year-old boy in Nairobi. I played football. I liked cricket. I spent Sunday mornings at the Mandir, rehearsing for cultural events with my brother, and I moved through the world with the physical confidence that children have before anything has happened to them to take it away.

I tell you this because I want you to understand what was lost, and therefore what it meant to recover it. Recovery is not an abstract process. It is the return of specific things: the ability to grip a pen, to walk without counting each step, to say a sentence and have it arrived clearly at the other end. Each of those specific things has a specific weight when it is gone.

The accident happened on September 25, 2011. I was in a coma for weeks. When I came back to consciousness, the world was still there my family was there, the Mandir was there, Nairobi was there but my body was different, and different in ways that would take years to understand and address.

The years between that morning and the day I walked into university in January 2024 are the subject of this book. They span two continents, multiple surgeries, dozens of therapists, hundreds of physiotherapy sessions, one Functional Electrical Stimulation device, and more moments of ordinary human kindness than I could ever fully catalogue.

I have organized the story chronologically, because that is how it was lived one thing after another, sometimes overlapping, sometimes stalling, always moving in some direction even when it was hard to see which one. The chapters follow the geography of my treatment: Nairobi, Mumbai, Baroda, Ahmedabad, Anand, and then back to Nairobi again, and finally to university.

I have tried to be honest about the difficulty. I have also tried to be honest about the grace and there was a great deal of grace. The two do not cancel each other out. They existed alongside each other throughout, which is, I think, one of the truest things I can say about how recovery actually feels.

We can bear the hardship of today if we believe tomorrow will be better. I believed it not always easily, not always naturally, but consistently enough to keep going. This is the story of what that looked like.

Chapter One
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How It All Started
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The morning of September 25, 2011, was a Sunday, and Sunday mornings in our neighborhood had a particular quality quieter than weekdays, warmer somehow, the light coming in at an angle that made everything look more settled than it was. My elder brother and I woke early. We had a rehearsal at the BAPS Swaminarayan Mandir on Forest Road, for a dance performance that we had been preparing for with the kind of focus that children bring to things that genuinely excite them. I was nine years old and I was looking forward to the rehearsal with the uncomplicated enthusiasm that belongs to that age.

We set out together, walking down Forest Road in the morning air. I remember the feeling of my brother's presence beside me the comfort of an older sibling, something between a companion and a guardian. I remember the Mandir coming into view ahead of us, the familiar lines of it against the early sky. And I remember the feeling that rose in my chest as we got close: a rush of excitement, of urgency, of wanting to be there. It was that feeling that entirely ordinary childhood impatience that made me step off the curb without looking.

I did not look both ways. There is nothing more to say about that part. I was nine, and I was excited, and for one unguarded moment the thought of the rehearsal was larger than everything else, including the cars on the road.

A vehicle came out of the wrong lane. I had no time to react. The impact was total and immediate and then there was nothing. The last thing I experienced on that pavement was the feeling of my fingers slipping through my brother's grip. He was right there, inches away, reaching for me. He could not reach me. That is one of the details that has stayed with me across all the years since, not as a source of anguish but as a reminder of how close things are, always how little distance separates the ordinary moment from the one that changes everything.
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My brother stood on that pavement with his younger sibling gone from beside him and his world altered in an instant. He was not much older than I was. But what he did in the minutes that followed was not the behavior of a child.

He was steady. He held whatever was happening inside him in a place where it could not interfere with what needed to be done. He found a way to reach our father through the hospital's line, after the driver had taken me to Aga Khan Hospital and his voice, by all accounts, was calm. 'There has been an accident. Please come to Aga Khan Hospital.' He said what needed to be said, and he did not fall apart.

I have thought about that moment many times. There is a kind of courage that operates not in the presence of certainty but in its absence when you do not know how serious things are, when you cannot see how they will resolve, and you must act anyway. My brother was eleven or twelve years old and he exercised that kind of courage without fuss, without drama, without anyone noticing quite what it cost him. I noticed, eventually. I notice it still.

The driver, for his part, did not flee. He stopped. He understood immediately the gravity of what had occurred, and he made the choice whatever it cost him, whatever fear was operating in him to act. He lifted me into his car with as much care as he could manage, and he drove directly to Aga Khan Hospital, setting aside whatever else had been pressing on his morning. That choice mattered. It was the first link in a chain of human decency that would extend across years and continents.

It was a Sunday, and finding a specialist on a Sunday is a particular kind of challenge. I arrived unconscious, with no visible injuries no bleeding, no broken limbs, no obvious sign of what had happened. The absence of visible damage, in some ways, made things harder. There was no clear wound to treat. There was only a small boy who was not waking up, and the uncertain weight of that.

My father was miles away when the call came. He has described that moment the phone, his brother's voice on the other end, the sudden rearrangement of the entire world around a single piece of information in terms
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