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Dedication

			To my dear parents, now in eternity, 
whose love still lights my path.
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Foreword

			It is an immense privilege to pen a few words for this remarkable collection of stories by my dear friend Saly. To say I have known Saly for over two decades is to admit that I have been a grateful witness to a truly extraordinary life, one that finds the profound in the seemingly simple.

			Saly’s experiences, as laid out in these pages, are not about grand theological arguments or earth-shattering miracles—though, as you will soon discover, her life has had its share of literal, ground-shaking moments (I mean, who else can make a train derailment sound like a slightly inconvenient, albeit wet, anecdote, especially when already encased in a plaster cast? It takes a special kind of faith, or maybe just a stubborn refusal to panic)! What makes this book so utterly captivating is its gentle, honest portrayal of a deep and enduring trust in Jesus and God. Saly doesn’t just believe in goodness—she expects it, and she recognizes it in every corner of her life.

			This book is a beautiful, lucid reminder of the magic of faith. The sheer unshakeable confidence that God is near. It is a quiet call to open our eyes and truly see the miracles woven into our mundane existence. Prepare to have your own faith gently nudged and your belief in human goodness affirmed. Saly has simply opened her scrapbook of life and invites you to find your own place in the grand story of grace.

			Captain (IN) Harish Pillai (retd.)

			 

			It’s with tremendous joy that I jot down this foreword for Saly, as she ventures through her first book publication. Her rich life experiences, like a bouquet of lilies, leave the reader with just one choice: to contemplate the profound aspects of our humanity. In every story, she has revealed her own insecurities, fears and doubts, as well as her graceful emergence in the face of a storm.

			Saly is a great storyteller, grounded to earth and multi-talented. I thank her for sharing her life with such openness, which inspires, challenges, seeks reform of and transforms anyone willing to introspect.

			Dr Manju George, cardiologist

			The stories in this book are born from the lived experiences of Saly Luckose, whose life has been shaped by service, love and quiet strength. As a military nurse, she stood in places where courage and vulnerability met side by side. She offered healing not only through skilled hands but through compassion that reached the hearts of countless soldiers. Yet beyond her military life, Saly carried the profound tenderness of a mother whose love anchored her family.

			Each story in this collection reflects a chapter of her journey, filled with resilience, humour and deep humanity. Through her words, we see how hardship can shape empathy and how love can give meaning even in difficult times. Her writing reminds us that ordinary moments often hold extraordinary lessons. In these pages, you will meet not just a nurse, but a woman who has lived with courage, compassion and open-hearted kindness. It is a privilege to witness her world through these stories. May her reflections inspire gratitude for the quiet heroes among us.

			Fr. Alexander Philip, IMS

			 

			It has been an honour to know Saly for nearly twenty years. She is one of the most remarkable people I’ve met. Born in a Kerala Christian family, she served as a nursing officer for thirty-three years in various military hospitals across the country. She stands firm on her principles and serves with genuine love and compassion. Despite her busy schedule, she was always present for her children, filling their lives with joy and laughter. Her trust in God is inspiring, and I’ve seen the Lord beautifully turn her life around.

			Dr. Mona Sahu, PhD (mechanical engineering)

			My acquaintance with Saly is an invitation, an opening to a door into a world of thoughts, questions and her life experiences. The pages that follow are no exception. They reflect a journey marked by curiosity, deep faith in humanity, courage of conviction and a desire to understand life more deeply.

			This work does more than share ideas; it offers perspective. It challenges the reader to pause, to reflect and to see familiar things through a new lens. With each chapter, the author encourages us not merely to observe but to participate in the unfolding conversation—one that bridges personal insight with universal truth. This collection reminds us why stories, reflections and thoughtfully crafted words continue to matter. They help us slow down in a noisy world, reconnect with what is essential and rediscover the quiet strength of the human experience.

			As you begin this journey, may you find inspiration, clarity and perhaps even a spark of transformation. The chapters ahead hold something meaningful for every reader willing to engage with openness and heart.

			As an observer and family friend closely associated with her military life, I can say that these short chapters tell us of her commitment to the service and care as a nursing officer and as a devoted mom who raised two children who now excel in their chosen fields of life.

			Lt. Col. Xavier M Thomas

			 

			



	

Preface

			The path I walked was far from ordinary. It was a journey full of highs and lows, moments of darkness, confusion and struggle, mixed with small glimpses of hope that kept me moving forward. Life felt rough and uneven, but every step, even the painful ones, led me closer to the greener side I once thought I would never see.

			This path is not something everyone can claim or share. It is uniquely mine, shaped by the valleys through which I walked and entered into the light. And when I finally stepped into the light, I realised that my journey could offer encouragement, hope and faith to someone else who might be facing their own difficult path.

			This book is my way of saying thank you to God, for holding my hand, for lifting me when I had no strength left and for reminding me that it is never by our own power, confidence or ability that we survive the storms of life. It is His presence, His grace and His unfailing love that carry us through.

			If you are walking through a hard season, if the road ahead feels uncertain or if your heart is weary, I pray that this book will remind you of one simple truth: you are not walking alone.

			There is a God who sees you, who loves you and who can lead you into a brighter, better tomorrow, one step of faith at a time.
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			“Now, don’t get down again,” the old couple almost ordered me. “We have been watching you since the time you got into the train, so restless and getting off at every station it stops at. What is bothering you so much?” The lady was scolding me but the man was trying to make it sound light. “You know, child, with the tension you carry, what if you slip while getting down in a hurry? We saw you getting off at Agra, Jhansi, Gwalior but now no more,” the lady said. I was shy but, I also felt cared for. . . .

			I was travelling from Delhi toward the south on an urgent trip. I had to leave my children back home with a servant, alone. From the time I got onto the train, I started feeling fear and worry. What if the servant is careless? What if my two-year-old child walks out while the servant isn’t paying attention? What if someone offers my five-year-old son a toffee and kidnaps him? Oh, God, no!

			Only negative thoughts ran through my mind. But in between this dark cloud of negative thoughts was a comforting silver line that said, “Don’t worry. God is in control.” Though I got out of the train at every station to make calls, I failed to make them. Either I did not get a turn, or the line did not connect, or the green light turned on or, even when it did connect, all I could say was hello until the train whistled, and I had to rush back.

			I told the couple what bothered me and why I was getting out at each station. I told them it was to call my neighbours to request that they watch my children and servant. There was only one public land line phone in that whole building in 1996.

			“Don’t worry so much about the children. We also brought up four children and now are grandparents of five children. So much pain and effort were taken to bring them up, along with our tight work schedules,” they told me. By then I had realised that they were two senior doctors going to Coimbatore to attend some conference. “Children have grown up now and are on their own. They do not worry much about us now; instead, they only demand more from us. Don’t break your head, just enjoy the journey. Finally, you should take care of yourself so you’re there to get back home to see your children, no? So, relax.” They shared some more of their displeasures with their children’s attitudes.

			I tried controlling my restlessness, only fearing the couple. The very thought of my children going missing or falling sick in my absence made my extremities grow cold and clammy. I wanted to scream. Each time I wanted to scream, I bit against a towel. The light noise of my sobs couldn’t be heard due to the noise of the running train.

			After having dinner, I sat with my Bible. I started pouring out all my fear and worries to God. I found myself demanding and even threatening God. If something untoward happens to my children . . .

			Oh, God, what am I saying? I reduced my voice and returned to my tone. I apologised then and begged Him to keep them safe. I asked Him to remain in the house until I got back, that He should be the mother until I got back.

			I pictured it in my mind, the Lord Jesus seated in the drawing room of my house, keeping everything and everyone under his loving control, children very disciplined while they made no fuss to eat. They enjoyed playing quietly, the servant very loving and caring. Yes, God was in control.

			I sat at the feet of Jesus and said, “Lord, why can’t there be a common telephone kept in the running train? Instead of getting out and running to a telephone booth, we could make the call from the running train?” I started imagining a connected wire that went on unfolding as the train ran from Delhi to Thiruvananthapuram. What if the wire breaks in between? I thought. No, not a very brilliant idea.

			Couldn’t there be a cordless phone? No, it could only carry the sound within a limited space from the land line. But Lord, you are God, You can do many miracles, You can guide human beings to make phones that can be carried anywhere and speak from any place and any time. Suddenly, I thought of radio and felt so good, sitting at His feet. I suddenly suggested to God something like a small radio, which ran on a small battery and from anywhere. You could tune in to listen to a programme.

			After suggesting ideas and talking to God, I fell asleep. I slept very peacefully and got up very late. When I came down from upstairs, the old couple had already had breakfast and were sitting down. I said, “Good morning,” and they smiled.

			“We bought a pack for you. Get freshened up and have your breakfast,” they said. I thanked them. “You must have not slept well,” they said.

			I smiled and said, “No, no, I could sleep well.”

			“How?” They looked at me with confusion.

			“I hoped for a radio-type phone in the running train in the near future. . . . A walkie-talkie.”

			The couple laughed and said, “Yeah, time is advancing. Many things can happen in the future.”

			The rest of the journey was good and I was in the company of that old couple until they got off at Coimbatore.

			A week later, after my work was finished, I went back to Delhi. My heart started beating faster when I rang the doorbell, and I heard the children making noise. Oh, I was so relieved. I closed my eyes and thanked God. I embraced both my children and sobbed. They kissed me and asked, “Why are you crying, Mama?” I had no words. I couldn’t tell them about all my fears and anxieties. I said to myself, “I will never leave you and go anywhere, I will only go if I can take you also.”

			Years passed and there was a day when I was standing on a road near a railway station at New Delhi when I saw a man, well dressed, leaning against a posh car, talking, and holding onto a black box. What is that? I wondered. I kept looking at him. Is he mad? Holding a box and talking and laughing to himself. At times, his tone became serious. Or is it real that such a walkie-talkie radio has come into existence?

			With all the doubt rolling through my head, I got back home and discussed what I’d seen with one of my friends, who was married to a rich husband. She said, “There are mobile phones available now. They are very costly, and each call is costly. Big businessmen possess them now. My husband is also planning for one. They’re presently only available in metro cities, I think.”

			Hope started flowing into my mind. My spirit rejoiced at the realisation of this new arrival of mobile phones. God had made it possible. One day, I could also have one and contact my children from wherever I was.

			Gradually, I started seeing this black box in the hands of many. I wanted to hold one and feel it. One day, toward the end of 2000, God gave me also one.

			I held it, I felt it, I enjoyed talking and listening through it. I thank the Lord for revealing this secret technology and bless the men who have taken all the pain to make this possible.

			Thank you so much for wonderfully answering my prayer.
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