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The Enchanted Glasses: An Autobiography
(Translated in English by Subham Kundu, AIF; please scroll below)
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Fourteen years ago, in a quiet town in Italy, | was born to a loving father and
mother. With great care and tenderness, they shaped every part of me, ensuring |
was perfect in every way. They nurtured me, polished me, and infused me with a
purpose—to bring clarity to someone’s life. Their love made me feel special, but |
knew one day, | would have to leave them to fulfill my destiny.

That day came sooner than | had expected. | was sent far away to India, first to
the bustling city of Kolkata. The thought of being so far from my parents filled me
with fear and sadness. But they assured me, with tears in their eyes and a brave
smile, that it was time for me to discover my true purpose. Their parting words
stayed with me: “Your life will carry our love and devotion. Serve well.”

After a brief stay in Kolkata, | arrived in a small town called Uluberia, where | met
Roson. He was a young boy with dreams in his heart but a blurry view of the
world. His father brought him to me, and from the moment Roson put me on, his
eyes sparkled with life. | became his constant companion, helping him see the
world clearly for the first time. Roson treated me with such care that | often felt
like | was still in the safe hands of my parents. Each day, he would clean me
gently, ensuring | stayed as clear and polished as the day we met. His kindness
reminded me of my father’s steady hands and my mother’s soft touch. For years,
we shared an unbreakable bond. | witnessed Roson’s laughter, tears, and quiet
moments of determination. He relied on me, and | found my purpose in being
there for him.

But life, as my parents had once told me, is unpredictable. One day, during a
family celebration, a small child grabbed me. Before | knew it, | slipped from his
tiny hands and crashed onto the floor. My frame cracked, and my lenses shattered.
Roson rushed to me, his face pale with guilt and sorrow. He cradled me gently,
tears streaming down his cheeks. | was taken for repair, but those weeks felt like
an eternity. | worried: would Roson still accept me when | returned, changed and
imperfect? When | was finally restored, | looked different. But Roson’s reaction
erased all my fears. He held me close and said, “/ have missed you so much.” In
that moment, | understood that his love for me was not about my appearance but
about the bond we shared. From then on, | served Roson with even greater
devotion. | knew our time together was temporary. One day, a permanent solution
like surgery might replace me. But until that day came, | vowed to remain by his
side, giving him the gift of clear sight.

Through my journey with Roson, | realized a truth my parents had always known:
life is not about how long we exist, but how well we serve. Like Gandhiji said, “My
life is my message.” In my small way, | had lived that message, carrying love and
clarity to someone who needed me. | may just be a pair of glasses, but my story is
one of love, sacrifice and purpose. My parents’ hopes, Roson’s faith and my own
journey have made my life meaningful.
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