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Nobel Rimal

What 1,994 comments on PM's ambassador post said.
  each square is 20 comments

Only 18 out of 1,994 comments 
were about the secretary's arrest

0.9%
  Laughing emoji or 'Haha': 493
  Banter about phone number: 55
  Other ambassador jokes: 23
  Mentioning 'Pushkar', 'Teku': 18
  Everything else: 1401
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Ganesh Bahadur Gharti Magar

DIARIES 94-95
DIASPORA

12 - 18 JUNE 2026 #1315

Four migrant workers share the story of their 
lives, and what made them seek work overseas

After losing both 
grandparents to cancer, 
aspiring actor moves to the 
former Soviet republic

From the mountains of Rolpa t

Whenever I remember my childhood 
back in Rolpa, I think about my 
doting grandparents.

As the eldest grandson, they showered me 
with love. I lived with them: six months in a 
cowshed during rainy seasons and six months 
back in their nearby home.

Until I was 14 I was not close to my 
mother, her love was overpowered by my 
grandparents’ affection. They pampered me 
with biscuits, snacks and pocket money — I 
was the centre of their world.

My grandfather had lost his eyesight, and 
not even treatment in India helped. He never 
got to see me, but would try to measure how 
tall I was.

I had to guide him to village meetings, 
warning him of steps ahead or that the path 
was steep. And he would always remind me 
to study hard. 

He used his disability allowance to 
motivate me. If I passed, he would buy me 
clothes and bags, nothing was free from my 
grandfather. I had to earn it.

My father worked in India most of his 
life, and decided to go to Saudi Arabia to 
earn more. I did not know of many foreign 
countries, but had heard of Japan, Germany, 

Nepalis meet family needs through m

America, Saudi, UAE, and Qatar.  
I knew about Japan because someone 

had gifted my grandfather a Japanese radio. 
One of my friends who studied in Dang told 
us to study hard so we could go to Germany 
or America. Later, I learnt about Malaysia 
because one of my aunts went there.

Many of our neighbours had migrated to 
the Gulf for work, so it was not a surprise 
that my father joined them. But he was also 
not prepared for the heat in Saudi Arabia 
and he told us people collapsed from it. 

But he sent home money and that eased 

our financial burden. I could focus on my 
studies and completed Grade 10, and he 
paid for my higher studies in Dang. 

When I was in grade 11, my grandfather 
was diagnosed with cancer, and he had 
to go to Bharatpur Cancer Hospital every 
month for chemotherapy. Since there was 
no one else, I had to take him there. Despite 
support from the government, expenses 
were high. 

Taking care of my grandfather affected 
my studies. When things got really difficult 
for him physically, he asked to be taken 

home to Rolpa. We booked a cab, and he 
died soon after.

After finishing Grade 12, I went to 
Kathmandu wanting to be a comedian. I had 
played small parts in local serials. I signed 
up for drama classes and had to walk along 
the Ring Road to save bus money. 

I got to play small roles here and there, 
but it did not pay much. I took on odd jobs: 
as a receptionist in an uncle’s hotel, in 
online media where I edited video. Money 
was always tight, and I eventually went 
back to Rolpa to work as a social mobiliser 

These are the 94th and 95th episodes 
of Diaspora Diaries, a Nepali 
Times series in collaboration with 
Migration Lab providing a platform 
to share experiences of living, 
working and studying abroad.

Shiva Kumar Sada
I don’t have any memory of my 
father leaving for Dubai in 2009. I 
was just four years old, and used to 
live with my grandparents. In fact, 
when my father returned I thought 
he was my uncle. 

He came back with gifts like 
clothes, books, and chocolates. My 
mother told me he was my father, 
and I eventually accepted it. He 
has worked ever since for the same 
employer in Dubai as a gardener. 
He comes home every two or three 
years. 

Now it is my turn to migrate. 
He was not pleased when I 
told him I was going to work 
in Malaysia, and wanted me to 
focus on studies. But I am going 
abroad precisely so he does not 
have to keep working in Dubai any 
longer. 

I am the eldest of three siblings, 
and have to support them and my 
father. It is because of the sacrifices 

he has made over all these years 
that we are in a much better place. 
He has bought land, and we are 
now building a house even though 
the construction is slow because 
we have to wait for him to send 
money home. That is the reason I 
need to help complete our house, 
and he can return. 

I look at my childhood 
pictures when we were so happy 
and free with not a care in the 
world. Now, from our group of 11 
boys, five of us are in Malaysia. 
And I am leaving behind my six-
month-old. I have to come home 
in two years for vacation so he 
does not forget me, just like I 
forgot my father. 

Ram Niwas Sada
I worked in Chennai 
for four years as a 
housekeeper, tea seller 
and making vegetarian 
food. I learnt on the job, 
and have done it all. A 
Nepali chef from Pokhara 
taught me how to make 
nan and momo.

My brother, who was 
also working in India, 
became sick and cannot 
work. I am now the only 
earner in the family and 
have to take care of his 
three sons as well.

This is my first time in 
Kathmandu. Soon, I will 
be flying out to Malaysia. I 
am both happy and sad to 
leave. My son is just two 
and I will miss him. 

My father had also 
gone to Punjab to work on 
a farm, he is now too old 
to work. We had to borrow 
money for my sister’s 
wedding, and when we 
could not repay the debt 
we lost the property that 
was collateral. My father 
tells me that his dream 
is for me to get the land 
back. This is why I am 
going to Malaysia.
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