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A year passed and Jamal became
camouflaged in the wretched penury of
the city. Just another being stripped of all

hope, selling balloons to kids his own age.

One chilly afternoon, while filling
balloons with helium, Jamal suddenly
thought of his father. Life had been so
different since his demise—it seemed
like along with his Baba, all the magic
too had packed its bags in the wee hours
of the morning and left Jamal without
even leaving a note. But now he did what
his father had once ambitiously taught
him. He whispered something into a red
balloon before inflating it—a wish to go

to an amusement park. He attached the
balloon with a string and tied it around a
separate figure, adamant to hold on to it,
to feel the weight of his dreams pulling at
his little hands.

The day did not see any profit. The
demand for balloons in the area, it
seemed, was wavering. Not having earned
enough to return home to his uncle,
Jamal thought of spending the night
on a bench and was packing his things,
when a shiny black car stopped in front
of him. A man in his late thirties rolled
down the window and asked for the
shiny red balloon in which was safely
tucked Jamal's little wish of going to a
carnival. Stomach growling from hunger,
Jamal reluctantly sold it off, relieved at
least at the thought of making it home for
some food.

The man, on the other hand, was
having a splendid night. He had gotten
a much-awaited promotion and was on
his way to celebrate with his family. He
bought the balloon for his little girl and
beamed at the idea of taking her to one
of the grandest amusement parks in the
world. A few weeks later, he entered the
grand gates of the park, erupting with
innocent screams and laughter, holding
his daughter’s hand while she licked a
cone of ice-cream. In a different time
zone, back in Dhaka, Jamal stood in front
of a local park under a scorching sun,
inviting people to buy his balloons and
looking at families entering with kids. It
made him think of his old man’s words.

A man in his late
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relieved at least at the
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home for some food.
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To commemorate his Baba's faith in
the magic of the universe, Jamal started
whispering his wishes into balloons
quite often. They would range from
buying toy cars, getting new clothes to
scrounging up three meals a day. He felt
closer to his father whispering into the
balloon, as if Baba were watching him
from somewhere, chuckling with delight.
He felt he was secretly doing the world a
favour by selling his dreams. And he felt
content. Little did he know that all his
wishes, by some mystical power of the
universe, were being granted to whoever
received his balloons—that the world
which bore witness to the playful frolics
of an old man and his innocent son
actually incorporated their ideas into its
grand scheme. Unknowingly, Jamal had
become a seller of dreams.

One day, Jamal witnessed something
he had never experienced before. A boy of
his age tripped and scraped his knee near
Jamal’s balloon stand. His parents came
rushing, scooped him up and planted
kisses on his face. Their love-stricken,
worried faces reminded Jamal of his
Baba. A tear trickled down his cheek.
When he picked the first balloon to be
inflated that day, he whispered into it
something he had never asked for before,
“I wish I was loved.” But he failed to sell
a single balloon that day. It was an off
day, and he had not made enough even
to afford some lunch or snacks. On top
of that, with the night drawing near and
no new customers in sight, he would
have to worry about storing the helium-
heavy cluster of balloons with him,
an added responsibility for an already
weakening little body deprived of food,
rest, and hope.

He looked up at the sky that had a
moment ago looked orange. Now they
were closer to a shade of one of his
balloons—not quite blue, but not quite
green either. The canopy looked warm
and velvety and enveloping, and yet it
allowed for the trees beneath it to glow as
if with a light of their own. How did they
do that?

A woman tapped his shoulder from
behind before Jamal could complete
the thought. She had picked up the
remaining bouquet of balloons from his
stand, and she paid him the amount that
would cover the cost for the bunch. Jamal
pocketed the money, all thought of skies
and trees and magic momentarily wiped
from his mind. He looked up to find the
woman still standing there. She held out
the balloons to him.

“Here, these are for you.”
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