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My parents worked on their farm in Bhaisakori. I grew up with a younger brother and sister and until fifth grade I went to school regularly. I had good grades in school and my parents were proud of me. My father had gone to India to earn money in order to feed the family. When my father was gone for about two years our mother had left us alone. So there was nobody left to take care of the children. Nobody motivated me to go to school anymore.
I started to live with my grandmother and my circle of friends changed and instead of staying home at night I went to hang out with my friends. Some of them were already 15 years old, smoking ganja and drinking.
My first I tried cigarette because my friends at the time told me, if I didn’t smoke it I wouldn’t be their friend anymore. Of course I didn’t enjoy it and when I got home my grandmother smelled the smoke on me and was very disappointed.
I was unhappy living with my grandmother and early in the morning I left for Naryanghat, there I spent day on the bazaar where a tempo driver approached me and offered me a job, to help with his tempo in return he would give me food and some money. Since I didn’t have a place to stay I ended up sleeping in the streets.
When I was around ten years old, friends of mine told me about glue and how they enjoyed a different world when they used it. So I wanted to find out for myself. This was the start of a downwards spiral. The moment I had some money I spent it on glue. When I couldn’t find glue I would use sleeping pills and ganja as a substitution.
My mind and my ability to focus started to suffer, I got very forgetful. Eventually my family found me again and wanted to re-school me yet I was uninterested. My family didn’t accept me anymore because I didn’t want to follow their advice and I didn’t want to live with them,
Through the help of an institution which cares about street children I got in contact with SNC when I was fourteen years old. The counseling here changed me. Bandhu Dai treated me like a son and I found a something like a new family that could understand me. When they first asked me about school I didn’t want to go at first but after more counseling I changed my opinion and started school again and later went on to collage to start my Bachelor’s Degree.
For now I want to finish my Degree and once I am finished I would like to help other street children who have the same problems that I had. So they won’t have to go through the same pain as I did.
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