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Preface
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Every person has some dreams in life that give them the strength to move forward. Some dreams come true, some remain incomplete, and some take us on a journey where we learn many things about ourselves, our family, and the true meaning of life. This is the greatest beauty of life. This novel is also the story of an extraordinary journey of an ordinary family, filled with struggle, love, hope, mistakes, regret, and finally, the victory of truth.

The purpose of writing this novel is not only to tell an entertaining story. Its biggest purpose is to show that a person's greatest identity is not wealth, position, or outer shine, but values, character, and honesty. In today's world, when people often look for shortcuts to achieve success quickly, this story gently reminds us that true success always comes through hard work, patience, and truth.

Every character in this novel is like someone we see around us. Vidyanand Bhardwaj is not just a teacher. He represents millions of teachers who spend their entire lives shaping the future of their students despite having limited resources. Amrita is not only a mother. She is the image of every Indian mother who happily puts aside her own dreams for the happiness of her family. Pari and Riya tell the story of daughters who become the strength of their family without any complaints. Golu represents every young person who wants to see his family happy but sometimes gets confused between right and wrong in the desire for quick success. Kavya is a beautiful example of the fact that true love never depends on wealth, position, or show, but on a good heart and kind behavior.

This story begins in the holy streets of Mathura. The banks of the Yamuna River, the sound of temple bells, an old blue Luna moped, the home of a simple teacher, and the small joys of family life take the reader into a world where love is greater than money. Slowly, the story moves ahead. The family grows. Dreams change. The thinking of society appears before us. Then begins a journey of education, struggle, friendship, life in a big city, love, greed, lies, and finally self-acceptance, a journey that keeps the reader connected throughout.

This novel does not contain only events, but also the feelings hidden behind every event. Somewhere there is the silent love of a father, somewhere the worries of a mother, somewhere the selfless affection of sisters, somewhere the playful nature of a friend, somewhere the confusion of a young heart, and somewhere the pain of regretting one's own actions. These emotions make this story much more than a simple love story and turn it into a novel about family, values, and the lessons of life.

There is no need to hurry while reading this book. Read each chapter slowly. Listen to what the characters say. Think about their decisions. Also think about what you would have done if you were in their place. In many places, you may see a reflection of your own life. Somewhere you may remember your parents, somewhere your teachers, somewhere your friends, and somewhere the days of your childhood. That will be the greatest success of this story.

This book is useful for children, teenagers, young people, parents, and teachers alike. Children can learn to speak the truth, work hard, and respect their family. Young people can understand that shortcuts are not always the right path. Parents will feel that good values are far more precious than wealth and riches. Teachers will feel proud that even their small lessons can completely change the life of a student.

This novel also shows that sons and daughters are equal. Both are the strength of a family. The story also gently carries the message that no child should face discrimination. A family becomes truly beautiful only when it is filled with equality, respect, and love.

Many times in the story, the characters make wrong decisions. But this is the truth of life. No human being is always right. A truly great person is not someone who never makes mistakes, but someone who has the courage to accept and correct those mistakes. This is the most important message of this novel.

If, after reading this book, a child starts respecting his or her parents more, a young person chooses the path of honesty, a family stops treating sons and daughters differently, a student understands the importance of teachers, or a reader feels that love and trust are much greater than money, then the purpose of this book will be completely fulfilled.

It is hoped that this story will not only entertain you for a few hours but will remain alive in your heart for a long time. Whenever life asks you to choose between the right path and the easy path, perhaps some character, some dialogue, or some small scene from this story will inspire you to make the right decision. That will be the greatest achievement of this novel.

—Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

A Silent Wish Remains
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As soon as the first rays of the sun touched the calm waters of the Yamuna, the whole city of Mathura seemed to be covered with a soft layer of gold. The mist floating above the river slowly began to disappear, and the temple spires rising behind it looked as if Lord Krishna himself was waking his city from sleep.

The ghats became lively from four o'clock in the morning. Somewhere an old man would be turning his tulsi beads and softly chanting, "Radhe-Radhe." Elsewhere, priests dressed in white dhotis could be seen preparing for worship. The sound of conch shells from afar, the ringing of temple bells, and the sweet tunes of devotional songs mixed in the air and created such an atmosphere that it felt as if even time moved ahead only after taking God's name.

The lanes near the Yamuna had an identity of their own.

They were not wide, but they were so full of warmth that anyone visiting for the first time would begin to feel at home within a couple of days. Early in the morning, milkmen would ride out on their bicycles with large brass containers hanging from them. An old flower seller, carrying a basket on her head, would call out in front of every house:

"Buy red roses... buy fresh flowers for Thakurji..."

At the same time, the smell of hot kachoris spread through the whole neighborhood. At the tea shops, debates started on everything from politics to cricket.

One person would say,

"Nothing can improve in this country."

Another would immediately reply,

"Oh, forget the country for now. First pay back the money you borrowed."

And the whole shop would burst into laughter.

This was the special thing about Mathura. People here knew how to smile even in difficult times.

In these very lanes stood a small house.

Walls coated with lime.

A roof of red tiles.

A tiny courtyard in front.

A raised platform for the holy tulsi plant in one corner.

And beside it, an old iron cot.

This was the home of Vidyanand Bhardwaj.

The house was not big, but the hearts of the people living in it were very large.

If anyone in the neighborhood asked, "Where does Master Sahib live?" someone would immediately show the way.

Vidyanand was not only a teacher; he was also the advisor of the whole neighborhood.

If a child needed admission to a school.

If someone needed help filling out a government form.

If an elderly person's pension got delayed.

Or if a poor student's school fees had to be paid—

everyone's first knock was at his door.

His principle was simple:

"Knowledge is meaningful only when it helps someone."

He had been teaching in a government school for more than twenty-five years.

The students he had taught were now working in important positions across different parts of the country.

Some had become doctors.

Some engineers.

Some police officers.

And some were in administrative services.

Many times, an old student would suddenly arrive at his house carrying a box of sweets.

"Guruji... can you recognize me?"

At first, Vidyanand would scratch his forehead.

Then suddenly he would smile.

"Oh... Ramesh! You?"

"Yes, Guruji."

"When did you become so fat?"

The whole house would fill with laughter.

The student would touch his feet with emotion and say,

"Whatever I am today is because of you."

At such moments, a deep satisfaction appeared in Vidyanand's eyes.

But that satisfaction could not change the financial condition of the house.

He had a government job.

He earned through honesty.

Every month, his salary arrived.

And by the end of the month, almost all of it was gone.

Groceries.

Electricity bills.

School notebooks.

Household expenses.

Medicines.

Sometimes helping a relative.

Sometimes paying a poor student's fees.

Sometimes helping a troubled neighbor.

Vidyanand's money was often spent on the needs of others.

Many times, Amrita would smile and say,

"How do people come to know that you have received your salary the moment it reaches your pocket?"

Vidyanand would laugh.

"Maybe the notes themselves go and tell everyone."

Amrita would pretend to be angry.

"One day even the money will say, 'Please don't send us to this man.'"

Both of them would laugh.

These little moments of laughter were the greatest wealth of their lives.

Amrita's nature was completely different.

She spoke very little, but every corner of the house told the story of her hard work.

The kitchen was small, but it was always clean.

She would wash old curtains and make them look new.

She would stitch pillow covers from old sarees.

She would repair broken toys and make them look new again for the children.

The women of the neighborhood often said,

"Amrita Bahu, there is magic in your hands."

She would laugh and reply,

"It is not magic, sister. It is helplessness."

But deep inside, she was proud of her husband.

Many people would advise her,

"Master Sahib is too simple. If he bends the rules a little, your whole life will change."

Amrita would immediately reply,

"The walls of our house may be small, but our values are very high."

After hearing this, people usually became silent.

Outside the house stood an old blue Luna moped.

Its sound was so unique that the children of the neighborhood could recognize it immediately.

"Look... Master Sahib has come."

Anyone could laugh after seeing the condition of the Luna.

The paint had peeled off in many places.

Some wires could be seen hanging out.

Even the silencer made strange sounds whenever it wished.

But for Vidyanand, it was no less than an expensive car.

Every Sunday he would wash it lovingly.

He would polish it with an old cloth.

Fill air in the tires.

And then proudly say,

"Look, Amrita... it looks brand new."

Amrita would laugh.

"Brand new?"

"Yes."

"From which year?"

Both of them would burst into laughter.

But the most special thing about that Luna was its decoration.

It had so many pictures of gods and goddesses that perhaps even a small temple would not have so many.

Hanuman in the front.

Lord Krishna above the headlight.

Radha Rani on both sides.

Lord Shiva at the back.

Lord Ganesha near the handle.

There was even a small picture of Goddess Lakshmi inside the storage box.

One day their neighbor Ramdayal joked,

"Master Sahib, does your Luna run more on petrol or on gods?"

Vidyanand immediately replied,

"Petrol gets finished, Ramdayal ji. God never does."

Everyone standing nearby laughed.

Ramdayal again said,

"You carry so many gods with you. Has the traffic police never stopped you?"

Vidyanand smiled.

"When God is with you, even the police let you go with blessings."

A loud laugh echoed through the whole square.

But behind that laughter was an emptiness that only Amrita knew.

Every night, when the whole world went to sleep, Vidyanand quietly sat in the courtyard.

He looked up at the sky.

Then, without realizing it, his eyes would turn toward the neighboring house, where a little boy walked holding his father's finger.

At that moment, a pain would rise deep inside him.

"If only... a little Kanha also played in my courtyard..."
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Chapter 2

A New Hope Arrives
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Whenever Vidyanand saw the children in the neighborhood going to school while holding their fathers' fingers, a smile would appear on his face, but somewhere deep in his heart, a small pain would also rise. He would try to explain to himself:

"Whatever God has given is the best."

But the heart does not always listen to reason.

Sometimes it creates a world of its own.

And Vidyanand's heart had also started living in such a world, where a little boy would run and hug him when he returned from school in the evening, insist on sitting on his Luna, and fill the whole courtyard with his naughty acts.

Many times, he would laugh at himself.

"Oh, Vidyanand, what strange things you keep thinking about!"

But the same imagination would return again the very next moment.

That evening, Amrita was making rotis in the kitchen.

The smell of fresh rotis on the griddle was spreading through the house.

Vidyanand was sitting in the courtyard, looking through his old diary.

The diary contained the records of many past years.

How much money had been spent each month.

Where some savings had been made.

Where money had been lent.

Which student's fees had been paid.

Everything.

Amrita came outside.

"What are you looking for?"

"Nothing... just looking at the old accounts."

"Will the money increase by looking at the accounts?"

Vidyanand smiled.

"No... but it helps us see our mistakes."

Amrita sat beside him.

"What do you think is the biggest lack in your life?"

Vidyanand remained silent for a few moments.

Then he said,

"Lack?"

"Yes."

He took a deep breath.

"There has always been a shortage of money... but I have become used to it."

"Then?"

"Just..."

He stopped.

Amrita looked into his eyes.

"Tell me."

Vidyanand softly said,

"Sometimes I feel... if we also had a son..."

Before he could finish, Amrita held his hand.

"And what if God gives only daughters?"

"Then?"

"Will their love become any less?"

Vidyanand immediately replied,

"No... never."

"Then?"

"Just..."

He again became silent.

After a while, he said,

"Perhaps this is less my wish and more the effect of society."

Amrita smiled.

"Tomorrow society may say that even the moon is too small. Will you go out to make it bigger too?"

Vidyanand burst into laughter.

"Sometimes you say such big things so easily that all my education begins to feel small."

Amrita laughed happily.

"Fine, now stop this philosophy and eat your dinner."

The days passed.

The school remained as lively as ever with the noise and laughter of children.

One day, while studying, a boy from Class Five suddenly asked,

"Guruji..."

"Yes, son?"

"How many children do you have?"

The whole class looked at him.

Vidyanand smiled.

"I do not have any yet."

Another child said,

"When you have them, will you scold them too?"

The whole class burst into laughter.

Vidyanand also laughed.

"No, I will love them the most."

Just then, a naughty boy sitting at the back asked,

"Guruji, if you have a boy, will you love him more, or if you have a girl?"

As soon as the question was asked, the whole class became silent.

Vidyanand thought for a few moments.

Then he smiled and answered,

"The day God gives me a child, He will also decide how much love that child should receive."

The children laughed.

But this question remained in his mind throughout the day.

The world of the neighborhood was no different.

Every other day, someone would come with some advice.

One evening, while drinking tea, their neighbor Ramdayal said,

"Master Sahib, may I say something?"

"Please do."

"Do not mind it."

"At least tell me first."

Ramdayal slowly moved his chair closer.

"It has been many years since your marriage."

"Hmm."

"There should be at least one son in the house."

Vidyanand remained silent.

Ramdayal continued,

"Look, I know I have old-fashioned thinking. I accept that. But after all, a son is a son."

Just then, Amrita came outside carrying tea.

Smiling, she asked,

"Brother Ramdayal, is there enough sugar in the tea?"

Ramdayal replied,

"Yes, yes, it is perfect."

Amrita smiled.

"Then the sweetness in our home is also perfectly fine."

Ramdayal understood what she meant.

He quickly changed the topic.

That night, while having dinner, Vidyanand asked,

"You did not feel bad, did you?"

Amrita replied while breaking a piece of roti,

"People only say what they have heard for years."

"But does it not make you sad?"

"It would make me sad if you also thought the same way."

Vidyanand immediately said,

"I can never think like that."

Amrita smiled.

"Then I do not care about what anyone says."

A few weeks later, one morning, Amrita looked unusually quiet.

She made tea.

She served breakfast.

But today there was a different shine in her eyes.

Vidyanand asked,

"What is the matter? You are very quiet today."

Amrita said with a gentle smile,

"Can I tell you something?"

"Why are you making such a long introduction?"

She lowered her head shyly.

Then softly said,

"It seems... a new guest is going to come into our home."

For a few moments, it felt as if everything around them had stopped.

Vidyanand simply kept looking at her.

"Really?"

Amrita slowly nodded her head.

The very next moment, Vidyanand jumped with joy like a child who had received his favorite toy.

"Oh! Why did you not tell me earlier?"

"Even I became fully sure only today."

Vidyanand happily began walking around the house.

Sometimes he folded his hands before the picture of God.

Sometimes he looked at Amrita.

Sometimes he smiled.

Sometimes he suddenly became serious.

Amrita laughed while watching him.

"You were not this happy even when you got your job."

Vidyanand replied,

"God gave me the job later..."

"And this?"

"This... perhaps God himself is coming to our home."

Both of them laughed.

That day, even at school, his heart was more interested in sharing happiness than in teaching.

After school, he went straight to the temple.

The priest asked,

"Master Sahib, you look very happy today."

While offering sweets to God, Vidyanand said,

"Pandit ji, I have just come to make a small prayer."

"What did you ask for?"

He closed his eyes.

"Whoever comes into my home should come healthy... and if possible..."

He stopped.

The priest smiled.

"I understand."

Vidyanand smiled too.

But inside his heart, the lamp of hope was now shining brighter than ever before.

He had no idea that the coming nine months were going to become the longest, most restless, and most emotional months of his life.
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Chapter 3

The Birth of Little Lakshmi

[image: ]


The news of Amrita's pregnancy spread through the whole neighborhood like the wind. In the lane through which Vidyanand went to school every day, every second person now stopped him and asked the same question:

"Master Sahib, we heard the good news... when is the little guest coming?"

Every time, Vidyanand would smile and say,

"Whenever God wishes."

But seeing the smile on his face, people could understand that this time there was not only happiness in his heart, but also a very big hope.

Meanwhile, Amrita's days were no longer as easy as before. Even with morning sickness, weakness, tiredness, and the changes in her body, she never left any household work unfinished. Many times, Vidyanand would stop her.

"Don't work so much. You should take some rest too."

Amrita would smile.

"If I rest, then who will take care of the kitchen?"

"I will cook."

Amrita burst into laughter.

"You?"

"Yes, why? Can't I cook?"

"You can, but after that the whole neighborhood will end up in the hospital."

Both of them laughed happily.

Vidyanand pretended to be angry.

"Just wait. One day I will cook such delicious food that you will keep licking your fingers."

Amrita immediately replied,

"First learn how to put the right amount of sugar in tea, and then go out to conquer the world."

Slowly, time moved on.

Now Vidyanand's daily routine had completely changed.

Monday at the Shiva temple.

Tuesday at the Hanuman temple.

Thursday at the Sai temple.

Saturday at the
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