HRP-Anecdotes
An Au9u5+ of wai+in9

[+ loegan with noH)ing unusua/—Jus+ a //’95)7‘ Augumt rain and conversations about
the next 0/0;3. By morning, the rain had turned relentless. Thunder shook the hills,
e/ec*ricify went out, and soon even our Inhones went silent. The world shrank

quic/e/y when there was no power, no network, and no way 1o tell our families we

were 8017(6.

Somewhere beyona/ our darkened rooms, news channels were running nonsvtolu
relnomts of the Ravi River overf/owing, flash floods fearing fhrough va//eys, and
cloudbursts *riggering landslides across the region. Qur families watched all of it
unfold on their screens, fearing the worst, while we remained cut off, unaware of

what H;ey were seeing or fee/ing.

Days b/urrec/ imto each 07%6". Phone baHeries o//ea’, IDOW@I’ ban/es 7[0//0(/(/60/, OIHOI

communication became a /uxury measured in minutes. 0nce, the network returned
Jusvl /ong enough fo hear worried voices from home as/eing if we were a/righf

Before we could exlo/ain angﬂwing, the signa/ alisa/alneareal again

With nowhere 1o go, we invented small distractions. We drew on each other's

hands, lD/OI_LjeC/ with c/ay, solved Inuzz/es, and walked outside on/y fo be sfoppeo/ by
fresh landslides.
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At nigH, thunder roared without pause. News s/ow/_cj reached us that Ineop/e had
died in a near[oy vi//age, buried under mud and stone. Fear settled cluie*/y among us.

Food ran low. Milk slooi/ec/, vege*ab/es vanished, and survival meant /eHing go of
lvreferences. We ate by cana’/e/igh*, grmtefu/ for the new LP( connection we had
once taken for gmm‘ea’. One afternoon, a rainbow alulneared after a/ays of grey,
and for a moment, holpe felt Ipossib/e. When e/ec*rici*y returned brief/_tj, we learned
the roads had been washed away. We rationed meals, s/eilnpeo/ breakfasts, and
waited. Once, we rescued a Figeon from a flooded drain—an unex/aec*ea/ reminder

that life, fragi/e as it was, still needed care.

When we fina//y s*eplpea/ out for su/plp/ies, we narrow/y escalaea/ two landslides. We
returned with little, but enough. And when the sun fina//y came out c/ays later,
power restored and silence broken, survival itself felt like a @uid vic*ory—one we

WOU/GI carry WI'HI us /ong aﬁer 7%)6 rain haa’ S7L0/leeal.
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