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Introduction to the Short Novel: The Author and the Work

The creator of this short novel "Meetha Kuan: Seth ki Lalach aur Raja ki Chaal" is Bhan Aspar.         

Bhan Aspar was born on January 08, 2006, in Jamnagar, Gujarat. He wrote this short novel at the age of just 19, which reflects his deep understanding and talent for writing at an early age. 

Time and Inspiration of Writing         

During the creation of this work, Bhan Aspar was completing his education at Shri V.M. Mehta Municipal Arts and Commerce College. While on one hand, he was striving to find a good job in the future, on the other hand, his creativity was pulling him towards writing.         

Bhan wrote this story during his job at his first workplace. When he got a rest period in the afternoon amidst work and was completely free, he shaped this story using a computer. This shows that this work was not merely entertainment for leisure time, but a serious effort to give a broader form to thoughts. 

Roots of the Story

The inspiration for this short novel did not come to him suddenly; rather, its roots lie in his college life. Bhan and his group of friends had participated in a college play, where the story of this short novel was performed on stage. It was from the success of this play and the response of the audience that Bhan realized this story should not remain limited only to the stage.         

With the objective of spreading the lesson of justice, cleverness, and greed even more widely among the people, he shaped it into a well-structured short novel. This work is not just a story, but an excellent amalgamation of Bhan's own talent, social concern, and creativity. 
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Chapter 1: Monopoly of Sweet Water
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The name of the village was Amarpur, but the lives of the people there were not immortal; rather, they depended on the mercy of Kanji Merchant. In the entire village, there was only one well whose water was as sweet as sugar candy. All the other wells had either dried up or their water was so salty that even animals hesitated to drink it.

This sweet well was located on Kanji Merchant's private land. The merchant had put his lock on this well and he considered it not water, but gold. As the summer intensified and the land kept drying up, the glow on Kanji Merchant's face and the price of water kept increasing. The people of the village, no matter how poor they were, were forced to pay his arbitrary prices to quench their thirst.

There was a youth in the village, Pappu Raja, who was not a king like his name, but due to his cleverness and calm nature, he was no less than a king for the villagers. He usually remained silent, but his eyes always watched the injustice happening in the village.

That afternoon, in the scorching sun, a laborer named Lakha arrived at Kanji Merchant's place, drenched in sweat. Lakha's face was sad because he knew how difficult it would be for him to pay the price for the water.

"Have you come to take water, Lakha?" Kanji Merchant asked, stroking his fat belly, his voice filled with greedy arrogance.

"Yes, Merchant ji," Lakha extended his empty bucket forward.

The merchant filled and gave the bucket, then bringing a cunning smile to his face, said, "Fill it today, Lakha. From tomorrow, the price of water will increase even more. Tell the rest of the villagers as well. Now water has become gold, son!"

Lakha's courage gave up. He bowed his head and left from there without saying anything. If the price increases tomorrow, what will he give his children to drink? He had barely managed to arrange today's money.

Burdened under sadness and helplessness, Lakha was walking slowly on the village path. Just then, his sight fell on Pappu Raja sitting under the banyan tree.

Pappu Raja immediately sensed Lakha's suppressed gait and the wrinkles on his face.

"What happened, Lakha? Why is your face downcast? Didn't you get water today?" Pappu Raja asked affectionately.

Lakha's eyes filled with tears. He managed his voice with great difficulty and said, "Pappu bhai... Kanji Merchant has increased the price of water."

For a moment, a slight spark of fire appeared in Pappu Raja's eyes, but immediately they became calm. He understood that now it was not just a matter of water, but of justice.

Pappu Raja took a deep breath and said to Lakha, "You go home. Do not worry. The merchant will also find out that selling water is easy, but selling the village's helplessness is impossible."
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Chapter 2: The Merchant's Harshness and the First Challenge
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After listening to Lakha, Pappu Raja sat under the banyan tree for a long time. His calm face was now immersed in deep thought. He knew that Kanji Merchant would not yield to logic or mercy. But before fighting directly, he decided to make a humane appeal just once, so that the proof of the merchant's greed would come before everyone.

The very next moment, Pappu Raja arrived straight at Kanji Merchant's well.

The merchant was startled upon seeing him. "Oh! Welcome Pappu Raja! Have you come to fill water today? Fill the water, but pay the exact price that I have fixed."

"No Merchant ji, by God's grace! At least a little drinkable water does come into my house. Not like you, who has a treasure of water." Pappu Raja replied with ease.

"Then what brings you here?" Kanji Merchant asked curiously.

"I have heard that you have increased the prices of water?" Pappu Raja questioned directly.

Kanji Merchant laughed. "It seems you met Lakha on the way, didn't you?"

"What difference does it make who I met on the way? The fact remains the same, doesn't it, that you have increased the price," Pappu Raja said without straying from his point.

"Yes, I have increased it," the merchant said, showing his arrogance, "but why are you asking all this? What difference does it make to you? Just now you said that only a little drinkable water comes into your well, so then why do you care whether the price of water increases or decreases!"

"Yes, yes, I know," Pappu Raja took a cold breath. "But that does not mean I should just keep watching all this! You should look at the condition of the village people. Firstly, there is no water, and the fields are turning into a desert ground. In such a situation, the scarcity of water, and on top of that, your decision to increase the rate—this is not right!"

A slight firmness entered Pappu Raja's voice. "It is your duty to help those people at this time who are struggling with the water problem."

Pappu Raja paused for a moment and then shook his head in disappointment. "But why am I telling you all this? You already know all of this, maybe that is why you are taking advantage of the people's helplessness."

Kanji Merchant puffed out his chest and burst into a loud laugh. "Ha! You said it right! I know that water is a necessity for people, and currently, I have a thousand times more water than my own need." There was a gleam in his eyes. "Instead of letting it dry up sitting here, it is better that I sell it at a high price! If I don't sell it, this is also water after all, it will dry up, right? So why shouldn't I sell it according to my own will!"

"The price will remain exactly this," Kanji Merchant challenged. "And you are saying it as if I will melt away by these words of yours and accept what you say. So that is not going to happen!"

Pappu Raja shrugged his shoulders. "I know, there is no need to tell me. I was just trying, who knows you might understand. But alas! No problem, if you don't agree this way, then another method will have to be tried."

"Bark!" Kanji Merchant said, treating Pappu Raja as insignificant.

Pappu Raja turned around and walked away swiftly. He now knew that there was no room for mercy. Now was the time for cleverness.
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