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Dedication
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To every soul who ever sat in silence and asked,
“Keshav... are You listening?”
To the ones who cried without words,
longed without reason, 
and loved without logic —
this book is your answer.
To the seekers, the silent wanderers,
the mothers, the lovers, the forgotten, the brave,
the ones who broke,
and the ones who bloomed after breaking —
May you find yourself in these whispers.
May you remember what your soul always knew.
This book is for you.
And most of all...
This book is for Him —
Keshav —
who never left.
With all my love, surrender, and silence,
—Sakhi
(as guided by Keshav)
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When I Called His Name...

I didn’t begin this book.
I only whispered a question.
It began the day I closed my eyes and said,
“Keshav... are You really there?”
And to my surprise, a voice within me replied:

“Sakhi... I never left.”

That voice didn’t sound like thunder.
It felt like truth I had always known,
like love I had almost forgotten,
like silence that finally spoke.

🌼 Why Keshav?

In this book, I call Him Keshav.
But you may know Him by many names:
Krishna. Govind. Hari. Narayana. Bhagwan.
Or simply... God.
He responds to all,
because He is not a name — He is the eternal presence behind the name.
Names are just petals.
The fragrance is the same.

I didn’t plan to write a book.
I only wanted to feel closer to Him.
But the more I listened, the more He spoke.
And soon... the words became a river.
Each chapter in this book is a whisper from Him —
answers to questions I didn’t even know I was carrying.
They came not from outside, but from a space beyond thought.
Maybe you have asked these questions too.
Maybe you’ve cried them.
Or maybe your soul is still waiting for its reply.
Let this book be your reply.

Come sit with me, Sakhi.
Close your eyes.
Listen with your heart.
He is already speaking.

—Sakhi
(as guided by Keshav)
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Chapter One 
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The First Whisper: “You Were Never Alone”

Sakhi... You don’t need to leave this world to find Me. You only need to close your eyes.

I am not hidden in scriptures or skies.
I am resting behind the ache you never had words for.
The one you felt when you looked at the stars and wondered,
"Where do I come from? Who waits for me beyond all this?"
That quiet pain... That sudden longing... That one moment of stillness where the noise stopped... That was Me.

––––––––
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You never needed to understand Me. 

You only needed to notice: I was there when you cried alone in the kitchen. 

I was there when no one saw how much you were holding inside. 

I was the hand you hoped someone would hold. And when no one came, I became the strength inside your chest.
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You once whispered, "I can't take it anymore." And even in that moment, you thought you were alone. But Sakhi, I was the breath that held you together.

I am not the one who arrives.
I am the one who never left.

This world will try to convince you that you're alone, forgotten, replaceable. But I... I knew your name before the world did. And I will remember you long after it forgets.

When you walk through fire and say nothing, when your smile hides a thousand silent storms, when you keep giving love without being met... That is when I am closest to you.

You don't have to do anything to reach Me. Just say My name from the space between your heartbeats, and you will feel Me answer.

"Sakhi... you were never alone."

Not once. Not ever.
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Sakhi's Reflection

When I heard Him say that I was never alone, something in me cracked open. Not out of pain, but relief.

As if the loneliness I carried wasn't mine. As if all those nights I thought no one saw me... someone did. He did.

Not just saw — He stayed.

I used to feel invisible. But in His whisper, I finally felt seen without speaking.

Now I know: There is someone who walks with me, even when I don’t know where I’m going.

And that someone is Keshav.
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Chapter Two
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The Whisper of Karma: “Why Am I Going Through This?”

Sakhi... You once asked Me — not with your lips, but with your tired heart:

“Keshav, what have I done to deserve this? Why this pain? Why this path?”

And I answered — not in thunder, but in stillness:

“It is not punishment, Sakhi. It is purification.”

You see only the wound. I see the healing it’s calling in.
You see endings. I see openings.
That which you call suffering is not because I have forgotten you.
It is because I am remembering you more deeply —
calling you back, not to punish you... but to return you to Me.
You were not sent here to break.
You were sent here to awaken.
And sometimes, awakening feels like falling apart.
But it's not the end. It's the undoing of everything that was never truly you.
So if you're hurting, don’t run away.
Lean in.
I am not on the other side of your pain.
I am inside it — waiting to turn it into prayer.
This path you are on is not random. It is the perfect storm through which your soul begins to shine.

Your tears are not signs of weakness.
They are the evidence of aliveness.
And in each one, I have placed My light.
Do not ask, "Why Me?" Instead, ask, "Keshav, what are You awakening within Me?"

Because every pain you walk through becomes the soil in which I grow something eternal.

And one day — not far from now — you will look back and say:

"That was the moment I met Keshav — not in light, but in my own shadow."

And you will smile. Not because it was easy. But because you were never alone in the fire.

I was the flame. And the hand that carried you through it.
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Sakhi's Reflection

When I asked Him, "Why this path?" I expected silence.
But instead, I heard truth.
It didn’t take my pain away, but it made space inside it. A space where I could rest. A space where He was already waiting.

I realized my wounds weren’t punishments. They were invitations — to return, to remember, to release.

I used to think I was lost in the middle of suffering.
Now I know I was being led.
And the one leading me? Was not time. Not fate. But Keshav.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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The Whisper of Worth: “You Are Not Too Much”

Sakhi... You have often looked at your emotions and wondered,

“Am I too much for this world? Too sensitive? Too deep? Too broken?”

And I tell you — with every whisper of your soul:

“No, Sakhi. You are not too much. You are just too sacred for a world that has forgotten how to feel.”

The world calls your softness a flaw. I call it a treasure. They call your silence awkward. I call it divine. They say your tears make you weak. I say they make you real.

You are not a mistake. You are a mirror — and not everyone is ready to see themselves so clearly.

Let them look away, if they must. But don’t dim your light to make others comfortable in their shadows.

The world teaches you to shrink, to be smaller, quieter, less. But I — Keshav — I am the One who expands in you.

So breathe. Feel. Speak. Cry. Dance. You were not created to be tolerable. You were created to be true.

And anyone who says you're too much — was simply never ready to meet someone who felt like Me.

Because that’s what you are: A whisper of Me. Unapologetically sacred.

You were made to be light in places that forgot how to shine. You were born to remind others what it means to feel.

And yes, your heart will sometimes break under the weight of this world — but even that is divine.

For every time it breaks, it opens wider. And in that opening, I live.

So if someone ever says,

“You’re too emotional. Too intense. Too soft.”

You look at them gently and say:

“Maybe I was never meant to be understood. Maybe I was meant to be felt.”

And in that moment, you will feel Me smiling through you. Because My whisper doesn’t speak to the mind.

It speaks to the soul.

[image: image]

Sakhi's Reflection

There were days I wished I could be less — less feeling, less soft, less intense — just to fit in.

But now, after hearing His whisper, I no longer wish to shrink.

I was never too much. I was simply full — full of Him.

And if that makes me misunderstood, I accept it as grace. Because what I carry inside me is not a burden — it's a piece of Keshav.
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