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A tragic love story that burns forever in the heart.


"Sometimes love isn't about holding on; It’s about knowing when to let go.

And sometimes, the heart has to break to let the soul heal."


By Anup Dahal
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About the Author

Anup Dahal, a passionate storyteller and poet, hails from the scenic town of Ilam in Nepal. At the age of 22, he embarked on his journey as an author with his debut book The Unspoken Words, which garnered worldwide recognition for its emotional depth and raw expression of human struggles. Known for his profound poetry, Anup has a unique ability to capture the complexities of life, love, and loss in words that resonate with readers from all walks of life. His writing explores themes of heartbreak, emotional turmoil, and the strength of the human spirit.

Through his work, Anup aims to touch hearts, evoke tears, and remind readers of the power of vulnerability in a world that often shies away from it. Why The Eternal Flame: A Fate Unwritten (First Part)

This story, The Eternal Flame: A Fate Unwritten, is a poignant exploration of love, loss, and destiny. It delves deep into the life of Raghav, a man whose world is turned upside down by the death of the woman he loved deeply— Aarya. Their love story, filled with promise and passion, is shaped and then tragically cut short by fate. However, the story doesn't end with her death. It shows how destiny continues to intertwine their lives, even beyond the grave. Raghav’s struggle to cope with his grief, his journey to honor Aarya's memory, and his eventual rise as a famous painter are all marked by an underlying sense that fate is guiding him toward something greater, something beyond his understanding. This first part captures the emotional weight of love lost and the heart-wrenching toll that time and grief take on a person’s soul. It draws readers into a world where love, memory, and destiny cannot be separated, and where even in the deepest sorrow, a flicker of hope remains.
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Chapter 1: The Lonely Roots
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Raghav stood at the edge of the field, his gaze fixed on the silhouette of the banyan tree. The evening sun bathed its sprawling roots and branches in hues of orange and gold, casting long, dramatic shadows across the dry, cracked earth. To everyone in the village, it was just a tree—an old, gnarled relic that had outlived generations. But to Raghav, it was a companion, a silent witness to the chapters of his life that he couldn’t share with anyone else.

The village of Khari Dada was a place where whispers traveled faster than the wind. People knew everything about each other, or at least they thought they did. But no one knew Raghav. They saw him as the boy with the rough voice, the one who kept to himself, the one who rarely smiled.

Life had never been kind to Raghav. His father, a stern man hardened by years of farming, saw him as a burden rather than a son. "A man’s worth is in his hands, not his words," his father would say, dismissing Raghav’s love for sketching.

Raghav’s hands weren’t calloused from labor; they were stained with charcoal, the marks of his only solace.

At school, he was the odd one out. His classmates mocked his coarse voice, calling him names that echoed in his mind long after the laughter had faded. "Why don’t you sing us a song, Raghav? Or are you afraid you’ll scare the crows?" they’d jeer. Each word cut deeper than the last, but he never let them see him break.

The banyan tree became his refuge. After school, he would run there, his sketchbook clutched tightly to his chest. Sitting under its vast canopy, he felt safe, hidden from the world. He would sketch for hours—birds perched on its branches, the way the roots twisted like veins, the sunlight filtering through the leaves.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Raghav sat under the tree, sketching its silhouette against the fading light. He was lost in his work when he felt the first drop of rain. It was a gentle drizzle at first, but it soon turned into a downpour. Raghav didn’t move. He let the rain wash over him, mixing with the tears he didn’t even realize he was shedding.

That night, he returned home soaked to the bone. His father didn’t ask where he had been or why he looked so defeated. He simply grunted and went back to his work. Raghav climbed into bed, clutching his sketchbook like a lifeline.

The next morning, he found a note on his desk. It wasn’t from his father—his father didn’t write notes. It was from his mother, a quiet woman who had always been his only source of warmth. "Keep sketching, Raghav," it read. "One day, the world will see what I see in you."

Her words became his anchor. Even when the world felt unbearably cruel, he held onto that note. He carried it with him everywhere, folded neatly in the pocket of his sketchbook. It was the only proof he had that someone believed in him.

The banyan tree stood tall and unwavering, its roots digging deep into the earth. It became a symbol of resilience for Raghav. No matter how harsh the storm, it stood firm. And so, he promised himself that he would do the same.
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Chapter 2: A Glimpse of Sunshine
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The banyan tree stood steadfast as ever, but the day felt different. It was a crisp spring morning, and the air was filled with the sweet scent of blooming flowers. Raghav sat beneath the tree, sketchbook open, his pencil moving rhythmically across the page. The sketch was coming to life—a detailed portrait of the banyan tree as it swayed gently in the morning breeze.

Lost in his work, Raghav didn’t notice the soft crunch of footsteps approaching. It wasn’t until a shadow fell across his sketchbook that he looked up, startled. “Wow, that’s beautiful,” came a voice, clear and musical, breaking the silence like the first note of a forgotten melody.

Raghav blinked, momentarily dazed. Standing before him was a girl about his age, her hair cascading in waves that caught the sunlight, making them shimmer like threads of gold. Her eyes sparkled with curiosity, and her lips curved into a smile so warm it seemed to chase away the chill in the air.

“I’m sorry if I scared you,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Raghav shook his head quickly, his voice caught somewhere between his throat and his heart. He wasn’t used to people talking to him, let alone someone who looked like she had stepped out of one of his sketches.

“You’re very talented,” she continued, nodding toward the sketch. “Do you draw often?”

“Yes,” he managed to say, his voice rough but steady. He cleared his throat, embarrassed by how coarse it sounded compared to hers. “Every day.”

“That’s amazing,” she said, sitting down on the grass beside him without waiting for an invitation. “I’m Aarya, by the way. My family just moved here.”

Raghav glanced at her, unsure of what to say. She seemed so at ease, as if they had known each other forever. He couldn’t help but notice the contrast between them—her bright, vibrant presence against his quiet, solitary world.

“What’s your name?” she asked, breaking the silence. “Raghav,” he said softly, looking back down at his sketchbook. “Raghav,” she repeated, as if trying it out. “It suits you.”

He looked up at her, surprised. No one had ever said anything like that to him before. Most people barely noticed him, let alone complimented him.

Aarya leaned back on her hands, gazing up at the banyan tree. “This tree is incredible. It feels...alive, you know? Like it’s seen so much, heard so many stories.”

Raghav nodded. “It’s my favorite place. It’s quiet here.”

“I can see why,” she said, her voice softening. “But don’t you ever get lonely?”

The question caught him off guard. He had never thought about it that way. Loneliness was just...part of life for him.

Before he could answer, Aarya turned to him with a determined look. “Well, you don’t have to be lonely anymore. From now on, we’re friends.”

Raghav stared at her, his heart pounding. Friends. It was a word he hadn’t heard in a long time, and hearing it from her felt like a lifeline being thrown into his endless sea of solitude.

She reached out her hand, waiting for him to shake it. Hesitantly, he placed his hand in hers. Her grip was warm and firm, a stark contrast to the cold indifference he was used to.

“Deal?” she said, her eyes shining with sincerity. “Deal,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

For the first time in years, Raghav felt a flicker of something he couldn’t quite name. It was small, fragile, but it was there—a glimmer of hope, a glimpse of sunshine breaking through the clouds.
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