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Prologue

Bhup, you did it!

A voice of ‘Congratulations!’ followed me at the finish line of the Antarctica marathon in March 2025. I turned back, smiled, my eyes brimmed with tears of joy, then stepped forward to receive the medal and capture the moment with my iPhone.

In that instant, I felt profound sense of release from a burden shame I had carried for over 50 years after being sexually abused as a child near the front-yard of my own home by a trusted neighbor in a shady afternoon.

While growing up in a remote village of Nepal, my parents were kind-hearted and simple; they trusted everyone they met. Despite poverty and the shadows of discrimination, I was showered with family love and infinite sacrifices of my illiterate parents to support my dream of higher education. My parents’ trust, faith in my abilities, determination, and discipline became my strength and hope.

Yet, despite its constant presence, I now recognize that it was never mine to carry, and in reclaiming my voice, I am finally learning to let it go.

The “guilt of shame” followed me every moment through my teenage years, adulthood, and fatherhood. It was with me when I survived a deadly bus accident in the hills of Nepal; it stayed with me during my wedding night (“Suhag Raat”) and even through family separation. It was present in both the lowest and the most joyful moments of my life moments of “wow” and celebration: achieving an American visa, graduating from UMass, conducting research at Harvard, securing my first job and home in America, earning American citizenship, and experiencing the triumph of the forty-second marathon, a Guinness World Record and six-star marathon medals.

‘Shame’ had became my inseparable twin from that afternoon, just before my 10th birthday. But I never stopped dreaming big; instead I continued pursuing my dreams without worrying much about outcomes, and I never gave up!





Chapter 1 Nepal to Antarctica

Antarctica is nicknamed the ‘white continent’. I was only ever familiar with this nickname through books and documentaries. In middle school, I was taught that the seventh continent is the home of only ice. There was nothing else; no villages full of human lives, like on the other six continents. This was the home of birds, mainly penguins, seagulls, and other sea birds.

Only recently did I become aware that Antarctica belonged to the world, not to any single superpower or administration. Runs on this continent were guided by a signed treaty among all nations. Even as recently as 2022, I was not planning on running a marathon there. I was skeptical, mainly because I feared the health consequences and expenses. In fact, it wasn’t until 2015 that I learned that a formal marathon event had been held there.

When I became mentally interested and started researching in the spring of 2022, I was pleased to learn that there had been at least three full-marathon events held there every year. When I got to know this, I thought cool! As a dreamer, I started dreaming of running there one day. But I was still very cautious about the health risks, and concerned about money management.

My family and friends kept questioning me, ‘Do you really need to run a marathon there?’ At some point during Christmas of 2021, I became damn serious about it. I reached out to the Marathon Tours and Travels (M.T.T.) company, paid $200 for their Seven Continents Club membership, and had been on their wait list since 2022. I was eventually notified that I could run their 2024 event, but I did not join that primarily for logistic readiness, and because I had already ran the Tokyo Marathon in 2024. So, I opted for the 2025 Voyage 2 instead.

I was at the climax of marathons, since I had already run 15 marathons between 2022 to March 2025. Due to this, I was naturally training everyday regardless of the weather. During the winter of 2024-2025, I was planning long runs of more than 14 miles on the hills of Fitchburg or Heartbreak Hill, even when it was snowing, raining, or windy. I was focusing on this training, assuming that the weather in Antarctica would be unpredictable, and I must be mentally and physically prepared for all kinds of weather.

Running in Antarctica would be the adventure of a lifetime, which would include a 14-day trip from Buenos Aires, Argentina to George King Island, Antarctica, by cruising through the Beagle Channel and Drake Passage. The Drake Passage, known for extremely rough currents with high winds and waves, is a 500-mile-wide body of water, connecting the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans between the southern tip of South America (Cape Horn) and the Antarctic Peninsula.

Oh man, it felt like this same vibe while I was cruising through it, rolling up and down all night because of the waves, and feeling anxious and frightened, which was truly something I had never experienced before in my life.

The Beagle Channel, located along the border between Argentina and Chile, is a body at the southern tip of South America in the Tierra del Fuego archipelago, which connects the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans. Cruising through Beagle Channel was comparatively calm and peaceful, since it was surrounded by scenic glaciers. The channel was named after the H.M.S. Beagle, the ship that carried Charles Darwin.

Our journey started on Tuesday, 18 March, where I was traveling from Boston Logan Airport to J.F.K. Airport in New York, and finally to Buenos Aires Ministro Pistarini International Airport (E.Z.E.). We were about 160 people total, including participants from 20 countries (98 full-marathoners, 38 half-marathoners, volunteers, family members, and cruise crew members). There were 20 of us chasing the Seven Continents medal, and we all got together at a 5-star hotel lobby after being picked up from E.Z.E. on 19 March. We attended a reception dinner that had been planned by M.T.T.

My first encounter with a fellow runner was at J.F.K. She was from NYC, and by coincidence, I sat next to her and we realized we were both heading to run a marathon in Antarctica. About 30 minutes later, her friend and another runner joined us on the flight to E.Z.E. Seeing fellow runners at the airport while waiting for the shuttle bus reserved by M.T.T., and then at the reception, created a feeling of a special bond between all of us.

I was sharing a room with a fellow runner from Poland, who had hiked to the Mt. Everest base camp, and so, was familiar with my birth country, Nepal. When we shook hands, we talked about the streets of Kathmandu, which created a feeling of ease, since we would be roommates for the next two weeks. Chit-chatting at the reception allowed me to meet some great runners, both younger and older. They were highly accomplished, including a retired judge, an elected member of a state senate, and a team of three father-son physicians from the same family.

A fellow runner was traveling from France with his young daughter, who was aiming to run full-marathons, starting with each English alphabet from A to Z. My roommate was chasing the Two-Poles medal, while I was chasing the Seven Continents medal. A couple from India was trying to create a record of being the first couple in India who had run all seven continents. A short conversation with them revealed that it was their second attempt at the Antarctica Marathon after failing the first one due to COVID-19.

A fellow runner from Atlanta named the group ‘Crazy’s United’, since everyone was so optimistic and excited for their lifetime journey to the continent that had only been visited by roughly 200,000 people total. This number included only around 1,200 marathoners, who had completed the Seven Continents races.

To start the trip, M.T.T. had planned a city tour for everyone on the 20th, which stopped at all the major attractions, including the Mayo Station City Center, Recoleta, La Recoleta Cemetery, La Boca, Palermo Soho, Caminito, and other places in Buenos Aires. There was a free day on the 21st, during which, I enjoyed the swimming pool, sauna, and walked around the city center. This was followed by lunch and a few beers with my roommate at the canal close to the hotel.

Since it was my second trip to Buenos Aires, I already felt familiar with the city. On the morning of 22 March, the whole group gathered for a delicious breakfast, which included fresh fruits and local unfiltered honey. We then flew to Ushuaia via a chartered flight, which took about three hours. Ushuaua is a city in Argentina, located on the island of Tierra del Fuego, and is known as the ‘End of the World’ due its southernmost location in South America.

Surprisingly, when our flight landed at the Malvinas Argentinas International Airport, it was a sunny day with a little chill wind, but warm enough (7° Celsius). Members of the crew and M.T.T. team told us that this weather was rare for Ushuaia, since it happened for only a few days or weeks of the year. They said that sometimes, there was no sun there for months.

On the Chilean side of the mountains, there was fresh snow, which everyone was happy to see, since it was such a beautiful and magnificent landscape. We all took many pictures of the view. We were transported from the airport to the Albatross Expeditions cruise ship via a shuttle bus, which was only a few minutes ride. We were told that there would be an opportunity to walk around Ushuaia on our return journey.

During that moment, I was mainly just looking forward to a run in Antarctica, keeping my eyes focused on the Seven Continents medal. So, I was just overwhelmingly happy and excited to continue the journey rather than just walking around the city. On the cruise, we were welcomed by crew members with drinks and snacks, a gift of a warm blue jacket printed with ‘Albatross Expeditions’, and there was a bar where we could buy a drink as well.


On the Beagle Channel

From Ushuaia, our journey would continue all night on the Beagle Channel toward the Drake Passage. After we checked in and stored our passports until the end of the trip, we were assigned our cabins. After about two hours, around 6:00 p.m., our ship headed into the Beagle Channel. I had the same Polish roommate in my cabin. However, after only a few hours of cruising, the cruise captain announced that the ship had to anchor due to tsunami-like weather along the Drake Passage.

We were at the Picton Island on the Argentinian ship holding site, which was a bit north of the entry point to the Drake Passage. The announcement indicated that it was not certain when we would start cruising. In fact, the ships that had been ahead of us were returning toward us to keep their passengers out of danger. And as we all know, there could not be a control over natural weather pattern, so we all bowed down to it, and not surprisingly, wait extended until the next 40 plus hours. There was internet available for purchase. It was very expensive ($45 per hour), but I still purchased it to update my daughters and friends, who were in the USA.

During the first day of that layover, I got the chance to interact with almost all of the race participants. I got to talk to them during breakfast, lunch, afternoon tea, and dinner. It was fascinating to know that this group included a retired judge, a soccer player, runners who had run more than 100 marathons, those who were trying to complete second round of Seven Continents medal, three doctors from the same family, an elected public servant, people as young as in their late 20s and as old as in their 80s, who represented 20 countries, including the USA, Canada, Mexico, India, China, Australia, Germany, France, Moldova, and more.

The cruise team organized documentary talks, planned visits to the captain’s cabin, and made announcements when there were whale sightings in the ocean nearby. We were eating, sleeping, taking a sauna bath, and running on the treadmill and around the top of the cruise. At night, we hung out at the bar, drinking, singing and dancing. Some of us would go to the top of the cruise to watch other anchored ships, the ocean, and its beauty in the dark.

The smell of the sea water, the breeze of the cold air, and the sound of the sea animals were mesmerizing. That was my first night ever at sea, so it was a special one. Since the Beagle Channel is calm with fewer waves, we were able to sleep through the night without any sea sickness.

By the evening of the second day, frustration started growing and negative thoughts were arising in our minds. Most of us were anxious and wondering if we would actually reach the real land of Antarctica or not. Would there even be a race event in Antarctica? The cruise crew was working hard to keep us busy and entertained by scheduling talks and documentaries on various topics.

I particularly got worried when I learned that there had been a marathon in the past, where they did not reach Antarctica and race events were run on the top deck of the ship anchored at ocean. We could not have control over weather for sure, so there was nothing I could do, except focus on remaining as positive, calm, and cool as possible.

I tried to reduce my stress by doing deep breathing, reading books, taking naps, participating in short meditation sessions, and chatting with fellow runners to learn from them. I also tried to control consuming alcohol, coffee, and sugar intake, because there were many tempting varieties of coffee, sweets, and cakes available for free. If I did not control that, then there was a chance of sleep deprivation, which would make my situation worse.

Thankfully, we finally heard something through a careful afternoon announcement that the weather would get better and our ship would move onward. The weather over Drake Passage had been improving gradually and our ship could start its journey after dinner. Everyone got very excited and started celebrating. The day we would run the marathon was also rescheduled; we would now be running on 28 March rather than 25 March, as was originally scheduled.

Due to that three-day delay, the returning itinerary also changed, so we would be miss a few scenic routes. Even still, there was a look of happiness on all of our faces, since we regained our hope of touching and running on Antarctic land.



Cruising Through the Drake Passage

When our journey finally started after dinner, I had no idea how the cruise experience would be for the next few days. That was the first cruise trip of my life, so I had never been sea sick before. It was around midnight when I heard the crashing of a suitcase against the cabin walls and the sound of my water bottle dropping on the floor. I could feel my bed swinging and hear the sound of water hitting the ship walls.

I was truly scared and wondered if the sea walls would break through the ship and if water would enter our cabin. Was I going be washed away by the sea? I looked over and saw my roommate sleeping quietly. When I asked him about that in the morning, he said he had been on various family cruise trips in the past, so was used to being at sea.

I realized that I had no way to experience a sea journey because Nepal is a land-locked country. Even after living in the USA for more than 20 years, I had traveled widely on land and in the sky, but never in the sea, until that trip to Antarctica. I remember that my younger daughter had reminded me to prepare for seasickness, but I flatly dismissed her curiosity, since I had wrongfully assumed I would be immunized against it because I am a runner. That was unwise, since I was acting too overconfident.

Seasickness and high-altitude sickness can only be learned through real life experiences. Even to this day, I have no experience of high-altitude sickness, so I am curious how this would feel. I tried to sleep, but my eyeglasses, books, and water bottle had fallen out of the nightstand by my bed. Suitcases, bags, and shoes that were not kept within the closet were rolling around the room from one corner to another. There was a banging noise of water against the wall of the cabin. When I looked at my cell phone, it was still only midnight. To be honest, that kind of scary noise felt life-threatening to me, since I was not mentally prepared for it.

By the early morning, I had experienced the classic symptoms of seasickness: dizziness, stomach uneasiness, and an emerging feeling of vomiting. When my roommate woke up, I told him about my symptoms, and he told me it was seasickness. He gave me the medicine that he had brought with him, but I waited to take it until I really started vomiting. I was falling around the hallway when I walked to the kitchen upstairs and barely could control myself.

I eventually made it to the kitchen, drank some water, and finally some coffee. After a few minutes, I felt the immediate need to vomit. I hardly made it to the cabin and I threw up at the sink, but thankfully, my roommate was not there. After cleaning the vomit, I took the medicine that my roommate had given to me and tried to sleep some more. That had a positive effect, and I felt better after an hour or so. It took around 48 hours of cruising through the Drake Passage to reach the closest anchoring point at King George Island to finally access Antarctica.



Running with Penguins

Antarctica was a dream, an excitement, a journey of lifetime for all of us. However, running 42 kilometers on that land took a toll in many ways, such as years of training, mental preparedness, and financial challenges. On the morning of the marathon, we were given a color-based zodiac group identification, and we had to be ready in the boot and dressing room at the specified time. My roommate and I were assigned to red color zodiac, and our turn would be after 7:15 a.m.

We woke up at 5:30 a.m., then had coffee and breakfast, which opened at 6:00 a.m. As planned, all of us red zodiac runners were in the prep room just before 7:15 a.m. The crew and volunteers helped us put on our boots, waterproof pants, and blue jackets. Most importantly, they made sure that we properly wore our life vests for safety reasons. We then lined up to get on a boat to the land closest to the King George Island, where the race was being held.

When our boat moved forward, there was cold air, a rising sun in the distance, and mild ocean waves. We were all very careful to make sure we didn’t get wet from the ocean waves, though we did have waterproof protection, like boots, gloves, and hats. Some runners were busy recording the moment on their cameras, while others were just meditating to achieve a cool and calm attitude. I was mainly focused on my strategy of pacing at the race, which would start in the next 30 minutes.

Our zodiac group was assigned a spot to put our belongings, and a separate water station, where we could place our water bottles. Those bottles were marked with our bib numbers, so that no runner would be confused about which one was their own. All of us at the race start line had one common thread: Running a marathon in Antarctica was a lifetime dream. This dream was only a few hours away from coming true.

There were some other common threads among us, such as being dreamers, belonging to a group of the craziest humans, and all being high-risk takers. That was why the group was nicknamed the ‘Crazy’s United’! The most surprising thing to me was that for a few of my fellow runners, that was only their first or second marathon event. That was real bravery. I do admire their courage to race in Antarctica with such a little experience for a long distance running.

For me, it was my 36th full-marathon, and I had been running for more than 12 years. This would be a new milestone for me, since I would achieve the Seven Continents Marathon medal. However, I must admit that I was a bit nervous, but not anxious. On that morning, I remembered an experience I previously had when I was about to run the New York City Marathon. I was waiting at an uptown 1 subway stop to ride to the marathon start line, and met a fellow runner, who was also heading there. He told me that would be his 36th New York City Marathon, and I exclaimed, “O.M.G.! Can I get a photo with you?”

He took the photo with his camera, but never sent it to me. He was the first runner I ever met who had finished that many marathons, and now, there I was—about to run my 36th marathon only eight years later. It reminds me that the phrase ‘resilience, perseverance, and never give up’ can be a source of inspiration at every moment. That runner inspired me to run more and hope I will inspire others with my own story.

After taking a few photos at the start line, I positioned myself in the middle of the crowd a few rows behind the front. I was getting ready for the start by staying focused, committed, and 100% determined. I felt joyful, and was smiling and excited for my dream to finally come true. The M.T.T. president announced, “Ready, set, go!” and then, we started.

We all jumped onto the route enthusiastically one after another, settling into our own paces. Temperatures were unexpectedly warmer than expected—closer to 35-40° F and winds averaged 16 knots, but varied at different corners of the route. Due to previous rain and snow, there were heavy mud, slippery conditions, and rain puddles on the way, with snow accumulated on the banks. There were two portable bathrooms close to the start line. We were to run 6 loops of an approximately 4-mile route for a total of 26.2 miles. Volunteers were there at 2-3 locations, and there was a water station at 6-mile point, where we could deposit our labeled water bottles for refill.

There were a few vehicles driving along the route to provide immediate assistance for anyone who was injured. I deposited and used 2 bottles at the start of loop and 1 bottle at the 6-mile point. I was able to use 2 bottles at the end of the race. I started with an average pace of 11-12 minutes per mile. I was very careful not to start too fast in the first 8-10 miles of the race so that I would not be overly tired and exhausted at the second half of the race. That was always a challenge for me.

I was determined to cross the half-marathon point and the fifth-round cut-off time before specified cut-offs, so that I would not be disqualified for a medal due to my official time. I was also determined to cheer up any fellow runners whom I encountered on the race loop. I knew that a smile could help a fellow runner, who was in pain due to the hard route and poor weather conditions.

Luckily, the temperatures were not too bad, but we all were struggling running on the hills due to hard conditions, like muddy rain puddles, ground filled with small broken stone pieces used to gravel the road, and harsh winds at some corners in a particular direction. When we were running on the hills, it was like we were being dragged back rather than moving forward. There was a chance of slipping away while running downhill if we lost control of our legs, and if many fellow runners lose control due to a lack of balance.

Clearly, the route conditions were rough and very hard compared to a regular road marathon held on a nice sunny morning. I had been anticipating that difficulty throughout my training. Since I had been training in harsh weather conditions, I felt prepared to run that race. It was my first ever trail race. The route was partially graveled, and there were signs saying ‘Beware: Penguins Crossing!’. Unfortunately, I did not see any penguins crossing while I was running. A small thin river was running under the bridge at some parts of the route. There were research laboratories located along the route, and some scientists and researchers from Chile, Uruguay, Russia, China ran with us as well.

No one wanted to be disqualified from the race, but ultimately, only 55 out of 98 who registered for the full-marathon, earned a finsiher medal with official time and 26 earned a finsiher medal without an offical time because they couldn’t touch the finish line within the cut-off time. Some runners were disqualified during race because they couldn’t cross the specified miles within specified cut-off times, and some had trasnferred to a haf-marathon event during the middle of the race. A few participants qualified for the Seven Continents medal, even if they didn’t finish that marathon within a cut-off time. Only 16 out of 20, who originally planned to achieve the Seven Continents medal, were able to do so.

My dream came true on 28 March 2025, when I crossed the finish line just within the time limit of 6 hours 30 minutes—barely by less than 1-minute margin, with official time of 6 hours 29 minutes 2 seconds, becoming the 53rd finisher. It turned out that only 56% of the registered marathoners were able to finish within the specified time limit. Later, a fellow runner commented during our team celebration, “Bhup, it was your smile that helped me to touch the finish line,” and others shared that they felt that I was the only one who was still enjoying the race even after finishing, while every other runner was mainly struggling to reach the finish line.

When I told them that I finished just within the time limit, they smiled and asked me, “How did you manage to pace so perfectly?” When my official time was released – indeed was a moment of triumph, I took a deep breath, touched the earth, and thanked my parents for their blessings from heaven, and thanked my family and friends for their unconditional love and encouragement! A louder voice echoed – Bhup, you did it…






Chapter 2 The Far-Western Village Ringa


The Bengul Baaza

My birth hometown, Ringa, is surrounded by mid-size hills, making it a small ring-shaped valley. In the map of Nepal, it is situated in the far-western region in Baitadi District on the border of India. Our parents owned one bedroom in a 2-story long structured duplex home, which could be noticeable as far as 3 km. away from Gothalapani—the center of district headquarters.

In the second-story bedroom, almost in the middle of the home, on a sunny Friday in the late morning on the second week of June, family members and neighbors got excited, and their faces brightened, cheerful with happiness, when they witnessed the birth of a male heir of Subedarsap’s family. Within a few minutes of birth, the good news was circulated from one ear to another in neighboring villages.

Instantly, Damai Thulba, who belonged to an untouchable caste and used to live just a few houses from us, showed up with his flute-like instrument called Bengul, and played it as loudly as possible in the middle of the day, indicating the sign of good news. It was a tradition in Chattriya caste to let villagers know the good news of a boy birth had just happened (but not for a female birth!) by playing Bengul Baaza. The neighbors started to gather in our home to meet and greet my parents, keeping a distance and not touching Mother for the next nine days, and sharing their congratulations and wishes.

In Hindu families, noticing the correct time of birth is associated with the correctness of the destiny plotting. Father did not own a hand watch, and hence, there was a traditional—paani ghadi—which was set up a few hours before the birth, once Mother showed symptoms of the labor. According to the document called chino (Kundli), prepared by our family priest, my birthday was six days before it has been documented in the school records. When I asked Father why there was a discrepancy, he told me that he could only remember the month and year but not the exact date, so the middle of the month was chosen for school records at the time of my enrollment.

On the sixth day of birth, there was ‘Chath’ ceremony, celebrating the happiness that children and mother both are healthy after the first week of birth, followed by a name-giving ceremony called ‘Nwaran’, on the eleventh day of the birth. According to chino, my rashi was ‘Dhanu’, and so, my name must start with ‘Bhu’, and so, the chino name, ‘Bhuwan’, was given.

In our family, the birth celebrations were limited and kept low key. However, there was a mini celebration with the cooking of sel roti, laun and kheer after the pooja. As a ritual, I was taken out of the room to be exposed to the sun, but my mother told me that there were clouds and mild rain all day, and I was only able to see the sun in the next morning.

After the ‘Nwaran’ ceremony, family members and others could touch Mother, and she could go to the kitchen and start cooking for herself, but no other adult family members would eat the food cooked by her until the 30th day of my birth. Mother told me that it was good for her, because that was only the period she could keep herself away from household work and could rest a bit taking care of herself.

My parents would call me ‘Puppy’, and the rest of the family members, villagers, and relatives would know me as ‘Pappu’. I was told that the nickname Pappu was chosen by Uncle Ram. In talking among us, Mother would recall that her Puppy would lift his feet up when they would try to put him on the ground. Her Puppy would stand at door with his favorite bronze glass in hands while she would be milking buffalo early in the morning. She would give him a full glass of fresh milk, and he would finish the whole glass in one shot while she was still looking at him, and he would proudly show the empty glass to her. In return, she would say, “Syabash—great job!”, with a full smile on her face.

I grew up in an extended family with my grandparents, uncles, aunts, and cousins, and a big black dog, named, Bhote Kukur. Our family would be considered one of the big families in the village. My elder grandfather, Thulo Bubu, was a retired Indian Army Jamadar, who had fought in both world wars, and was a widely respected personality. My elder grandmother, Thuli Aama, would always wear ghangaro, a traditional gown made for women. The home was full of love. It had a good size front yard, enough space to play outside.

Even though Ringa was located in a valley, we could feel the sunrise from east in the early morning, but sun would go down a little earlier because of the presence of a hill called Taak Hill on the west side of the town. I believe that the name Ringa was given to our town because it is a landscape that looks like a ring. In that ring-shaped area, there was a small uncovered public spot, where all kids and adults would gather in the early mornings and evenings during winter to take a sun bath.

During winter days after sunset, we would make fire by burning the leftover wood and sit around it, gossiping on various topics, including teenagers’ romantic fantasies. Not far from our home, there still is an old, giant pipal tree, shading us in the summer humid days, where we kids would gather in afternoons to play while parents/grandparents were busy working on the farm or doing house chores, and more often, a fight would emerge among us, and a parent would need to interrupt to settle the disputes.

The chiura tree that gives fruits in the summer that belonged to a neighbor is just a few minutes away from our home, and it used to be the tree where all of us kids would hang out to eat fruit and enjoy the shade of this large tree to escape humid afternoons. The tree was huge and tall, and my mother would not allow me to climb it, but some kids could go up into the branches of that big tree. Despite Mother’s restrictions, I had tried a couple of times to go up in the tree and jump from one branch to another.

There was no plumbing in the town, because the safe drinking water was not distributed beyond the district headquarters then. The permanent source of drinking water for all villagers was a well-filled with underground water called ‘saindwa noulo’ or ‘noulo’, which was situated about ten minutes walking distance, mostly uphill while walking back.

The noulo was the only source of water for the people living in nearby surrounding villages, because it would not become completely dry, even on the fullest summer days or in dry seasons, when other sources of water would dry out. Mother would do at least two trips to noulo in both the morning and evening, putting a large cylindrical-round shaped pot called ‘foulo’ full of water on the top of her head.

All Rawals worship in Navaratri at Kailpalbaba temple in the northeast corner of the village. The famous Tripurasundarimata (also known as Ransaini Bhagawati) temple is located about 20 minutes walking distance on the west of the village. The path in and out of the village was hardly 2 feet wide, and it used to be muddy during the rainy season, making walking difficult for kids, the elderly and sick people.

Hinduism is still the only religion people follow in the village. Hinduism has divided people in four major castes: Brahimin, Chetriya, Vaishya, and Shudra (untouchable). The caste demographics was mixed with Chetriya (last names: Rawal, Chand), Brahimn (last name: Bhatta), and Shudra (last names: Tanmata, Damai), with a population of about 100 people, including children.

In geographical boarders, the nearest neighboring villages closest to Ringa are Mounigaun, Riyanshi, Aathabishi, Pujaragaun, Kumali, Siladhi, and Baskot, situated within a 10-30 minutes’ gentle walk. Chamuna Gaad, Kumali Gaad, Gaipani Gaad, and Dhobat Gaad are small streams closest to Ringa, where we used to learn swimming during summer school break, our mothers and sisters used to wash their clothes on 4th and 5th day of their monthly period, cattle would go for their water needs.

Neel Gaad, a bigger stream, is about one-hour walking distance, where teenagers and adults used to swim in the deep lakes. There is a hill named Taak ko Dado in the west of Ringa, which blocks the sunset. Another downward rolling hill named Lamdada is situated in the northeast of the village. It is a public land, and we used to take our goats, cows, buffalo, and bulls there to feed them.

When winter came, looking at the snowfall with sunrise on the hills of Princess Gwallekdhura used to be a mesmerizing moment. And once snow would appear there, our hands, ears, and nose would feel the chilling of the cold air as well, indicating that next few days would be colder. The beauty of Princess Gwalkedhura under the decoration of snowy trees could be felt from my bedroom window, but eyes would feel its beauty with full satisfaction when I would stand in the open space just behind our home, where all of us kids would gather to feel the warmth of sunrise on chilly mornings of January and February.



Izya and Baba

We used to call our mother Izya, and our father, Baba. They were hardworking, soft-spoken, and honest to the moon. They were living a harder life than they should have lived. They worked hard to provide us the best food possible, the best clothes that they could afford. They were the perfect humans who were way beyond the luxury and sins of this world. They did not let our sister continue school after the birth of brother. Her education would end at first grade; only we brothers were allowed to continue school.

My grandmother passed away before my birth, my grandfather was a local farmer, and Baba was a retired honorary subedar of the Indian Army, and so, he was nicknamed as Subedarsap. My Izya was nicknamed as Subdarni, because my father was a subedar. She was a housewife, who was the main planner of family matters, and so, was heavily involved in family farming matters. She was born as the oldest of five siblings in a respectful and comparatively wealthier family in Dehimandu—a town situated two and a half hours of walking distance from our home. Our auntie, only sibling of Baba was married to an uncle of Izya. So, I would meet her while I visited to Izya’s birth-home.

Izya married my father when she was 13 years old—before her period started and after my father became widowed—with an age difference of 13 years between them. In Mother’s growing era, there was a strong, conservative Hindu concept that parents would get a place in heaven if they could perform marriage rituals of their daughter before her first period, and so, our grandparents did the same for our mother. Her upbringing was comfortable compared to our father’s, because her father was a young businessman in the village.

She got an opportunity to be literate, which was rare for a woman of her age, and also nutritious food to eat and seasonal clothes to wear. I believe that she learned all wonderful manners from her father and mother, and was trained well to be a wonderful person full of resilience, perseverance, and confidence. She was a light to our family—an incomparable mother and wife. Our parents were an example of true love.

My grandparents on Mother’s side were soft-spoken, gentle personalities, and genuinely respected in the village. Grandfather served as the head of the local government, elected unanimously for a long tenure, who was admired and respected in the whole district as an honest and transparent politician—free of corruption—a fair businessman, a religious Hindu, and most importantly, a human with empathy for all around him. Grandmother on Mother’s side was a housewife, who maintained strict discipline and social values for all her life and among family.

When I would visit them usually once or twice a year during the local festival called Mallidey Jaat, she would become extremely happy and excited, would cook the kheer (rice pudding): the best kheer that I have had in my life, and could not forget it’s delicious taste after 50 years. She would like to sit with me, touch my chin, cheeks, and circle her hand around my face and hair. She would ask me to sit in front of her and eat as much kheer as she wanted for me (It wasn’t me who wanted it!) Sometimes, it would be too much, but I would try to finish all to please her.

My three uncles (Mother’s three younger brothers) and one aunt would love to see me there, and they would expect my visit every year until my sophomore year in high school, when I had to go to India to continue further study. I still remember playing and eating sweets during Jaat with our cousin sister, who was only a few years older than me, and with whom, I am still in touch today. Our family on both Mother’s and Father’s sides were conservative Hindus.

Baba and Izya were both conservative and religious, and used to believe in previous and next lives as other Hindus do. My parents would fast on all major religious days according to Hindu religion, and would cook all meals themselves, and both were heavy bidi tobacco smokers, but I never witnessed them drinking alcohol. They would keep their days busy farming, along with raising at least one buffalo, bulls, and some goats, but there was not a cow among our cattle. Only the time parents had a helping hand was for about 2-years, when an uncle brought a teenage boy from Bajura to our home. We used to call him Dai; he was so sweet to us; and I did not remember that he was paid a cash but only given a place to sleep, food to eat, and clothes in compensation of his help: that’s what I believe he was in a must need at that stage of his life. One day his uncle showed up to bring him back to his home and we were sad and Izya was crying. Baba did not have cash handy and he asked his uncle to send him back in a month so that he could give him some cash money, but he never showed up. Baba was always repenting on his inability to give him money!

Mother was the only literate woman of her age in the whole village. She could read
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A Shady Afternoon




















Father’s Tea-Shop
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Kerosene Lamp: A Partner of My Dreams














Pride of the Valedictorian












Father’s Pride and Mother’s Resilience
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