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I dedicate this book to the seekers of truth, the servers of humanity, and the dreamers who dare to create. May you always walk with courage toward your purpose.
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Dear Reader,

Writing the Promise to Purpose book has been a journey of the heart—one that began with a simple question: what does it truly mean to live a purposeful life? Like many, I have often stood at the crossroads of uncertainty, questioning whether my path is aligned with something greater than myself.

This story is for anyone who has ever felt the weight of that question. It’s for those who have wrestled with doubt, faced loss, or struggled to find meaning in a world that demands so much from us. Through the lives of Arjun, Yash, and Veera, I sought to explore the beauty of human connections and the transformative power of promises—not only the ones we make to others but the ones we must keep for ourselves.

While the characters and events are born from imagination, the emotions are deeply real. They reflect the courage it takes to embrace change, the resilience to navigate grief, and the boundless joy of discovering our true purpose. This novel is a reminder that purpose is not always found in grand gestures but in the quiet moments of giving, loving, and simply showing up.

To those who have lost their way, may this story be a light. To those who have found their purpose, may it remind you of why you began. And to everyone in between, may it offer hope—that no matter where you are, the path ahead is always waiting to be walked.

Hugs,

Anju Sharma
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​Part 1: The Discovery of the Promise
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​Chapter 1: The Wisdom of a Patient
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The hospital ward smelled of disinfectant and something stale. Armchairs were manned by patients receiving their infusions. Their faces showed the quiet resilience of those who had come to accept the fight ahead.

Yash Gupta sat in one of them, his head tilted back, his arm hooked to an IV drip that was delivering a slow stream of chemotherapy into his veins. His once-athletic frame had slightly thinned, his skin paler than I remembered. But the sharp glint in his eyes—the one that had always made Yash the life of the party—remained intact.

I sat beside him, elbows on my knees, fingers laced together as if anchoring myself steady in a reality that was slipping away. The IV drip was a cruel irony—fighting for his life, one drop at a time, while I could do nothing but watch. 

“Samosas, mango lassi and at least one Bollywood song. That’s what this place is missing,” I then scanned the bleak hospital walls. “Seriously, how do they expect you to sit here for hours?”

Yash smirked, his voice hoarse but still carrying that playful defiance. "You are planning to make chemo fun, Mr. Arjun Verma? Next, you'll be demanding a live concert in the waiting room.”

I rolled my eyes, exhaling a snort. “Wouldn’t be the worst idea. That would make my time here worthwhile!”

His chuckle was soft, but it was there—proof that even now, even in the face of something as cruel as cancer, Yash was still Yash. And I wasn’t ready for a world where he wouldn’t be in it.

Yash shrugged, shifting slightly as the needle in his arm tugged. “You know that you don’t have to suffer through this session with me.”

I leaned back in my chair, crossing my arms. “Silly. You shouldn’t have to go through this alone.”

Yash studied me for a long moment before responding. “I know. That is why you are here.”

A nurse approached, checking Yash’s vitals. “Good morning. How are we feeling today, Mr. Gupta?”

“Like a king,” Yash declared, flashing his signature grin. “A very tired, slightly nauseous king.”

The nurse chuckled. “Well, Your Majesty, let’s make sure your hydration stays up. You will feel better after some fluids.”

I watched as she adjusted the IV bag, her movements efficient and practiced. I hated this—hated the sight of my best friend tethered to a machine, fighting a war his body was gradually losing. But Yash refused to let it dim his spirit. That was just who he was.

When the nurse left, Yash sighed with a neutral tone. “Hey, remember when we used to sit around planning our epic retirement? A villa in Bali, endless massages, no responsibilities?”

I scoffed. “Yeah. And you were supposed to be the old man still playing soccer on the beach, showing off to girls half your age.”

“Still might,” Yash winked. “Might need a cane, but style points still count.”

A lump formed in my throat. The future we had always joked about—the one where we were wrinkled and covered with gray hair, still laughing at life—felt more like a fading mirage. I swallowed hard and forced myself to keep the conversation light. “I would pay to see that.”

Yash smirked, and then his gaze turned serious. “Arjun... you need to listen to me—a high school teacher filled with wisdom. You need to stop wearing that tie.”

I touched my tie. “Word from the wise one! Yeah, I know.”

Yash shifted on the armchair. “You always say that, but you never do. Maybe that is the problem.”

I glanced at my phone, a flurry of unread emails from my team flashing on the screen. Meetings. Deadlines. But none of it mattered to me. Right now, I just wanted to be here with my best friend.

Yash studied my expression. “You need to leave.”

“I am not leaving you alone.”

“I don't mean the hospital, yaar (friend).” Yash grinned weakly. “I mean this whole... routine. The job. The empty meetings. The constant chasing after things that don't matter. When are you going to start living?”

I had no answer. And that terrified me more than anything.
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​Chapter 2: A Corporate Cage
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The conference room’s lights casted a dark glow on the faces gathered around the main table. I stared at the list of reported bugs, which was a graveyard of disasters. My stomach tightened as I scanned the errors, each one a reminder of the soulless career I was trapped in. A never-ending pursuit of tasks that had no meaningful purpose in my life.

I began my interrogation with my voice containing suppressed annoyance. "So, can someone explain to me why there are so many bugs in this app when we need to deliver it to our high-profile client in 10 days?”

An uncomfortable silence filled the room. I swept my stare across my team, each one carefully avoiding my eyes. There were Isabella Lopez and Luka Hebsaker, the engineer and tester, who seemed more interested in the intricate patterns on the ceiling tiles. Next to them sat Charlie Suzuki, the senior product manager, fiddling nervously with his phone. 

I pressed. "Charlie, do you want to elaborate about these bugs?”

Charlie cleared his throat, a bead of sweat forming on his forehead. "Yes, Arjun. We ran into some unexpected complications with the Android version, causing these bugs," he fumbled for words. “It seems that there was a release of the Android platform by Google with new security and privacy features recently that we were unaware of.”

"Unaware?" My voice rose an octave. "You all need to be on top of all these releases so that we won’t be in this type of situation last minute.” 

I took a deep breath, trying to control my frustration. I knew losing my cool would not solve anything, but I was still disappointed with my team... and in myself.

"Look, I understand that these things can happen, as I have been in this tech industry for many years. But you need to communicate with me about these bugs as soon as you know them so that I can help you in resolving them quickly." I said, forcing myself not to erupt with emotions in front of everyone.

I then looked around the room, my gaze lingering on each team member. I could see that passion and purpose were missing in us all. “I need to know that I can rely on you. I need to know that you are all committed to the success of this project. I need you to understand the importance of what we are building. Charlie, I want the team’s plan on how we are going to fix these reported bugs by the end of tomorrow, ok?”

After he mumbled some sort of assurance, I dismissed the meeting with the weight of the delayed project heavy on my shoulders. As I walked back to my desk, the sense of disillusionment that had been gnawing at me for months now washed over me like a tidal wave. Was this it? Was this what my life had come to—endless meetings, missed deadlines, and a team that seemed more uninterested rather than to build something meaningful?

I sank into my chair while staring out the window at the bustling London city below. The sight of the towering skyscrapers along the River Thames, the intricate network of roads with double-decker buses—it was a view that should have felt like a success. Instead, it felt like a cage, where everything seemed so pointless, so devoid of purpose.

Something inside me told me I did not belong in a typical corporate environment. I always felt so mentally drained from this job, even though society told me that I had a noble job. What was the point of spending an average of 10 hours of my day at a job that I don't enjoy? I longed for something more, something that would ignite my passion, something that would give me a sense of fulfillment. But, how do I find and pursue it? 

As I loosened my tie, my thoughts drifted to the conversation I had with Yash earlier this morning. His words echoed in my mind, a quiet but persistent reminder of the emptiness I felt.


“When are you going to start living?”



He was right. I had always admired his wisdom, but now, his words felt like a challenge—a call to action I was not sure I was ready to answer.

​
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​Chapter 3: A Lost Moment
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The rain tapped insistently against the windows of our modern townhouse. In the kitchen, Rani Nanda—my beloved Nani (maternal grandmother)—moved with graceful ease, humming an old Hindi tune she used to sing with her siblings as a child. Dressed in a soft baby blue kurti Indian shirt), her silver-streaked hair twisted into a loose bun, she was a vision of calm and comfort.

As I slid onto the stool by the breakfast counter, she placed a steaming bowl of idli (rice cakes) and sambar (stew) in front of me with a triumphant smile. 

“Good morning Arjun Jaanu! It looks like you had a long day at the office yesterday. I thought you’d be starving this morning, so I made your favourite. I know the way to your heart is through my cooking!”  

I grinned, lifting a spoonful. “Nani, you are the best. You always know how to win me over.” 

Nani had always been more than a grandmother. She was my pillar. Even after the tragedy that took her husband—and my parents—in a car accident years ago, she never lost her light. Her laughter, her warmth, her strength. It was the kind of presence that made people want to stay longer just to be near her. Even my friends adored her. 

“We had a long day at the office yesterday,” I said, between bites. “The client project we’re working on has been pretty demanding.”

She gave me a knowing look. “Work hard, yes. But don’t forget to live. Money won’t keep you warm at night. Maybe there’s someone special out there worth cuddling, hmm?” she winked.

I chuckled, knowing she was hinting at my hopeless romantic life. “Nani, can we not turn this into a rom-com over breakfast?”

She leaned in, teasing. “I’m just saying... you deserve love in your life too!”

She then switched gears. “So, what happened at the office?” 

I slumped back, letting out a sigh. “The team handed me a list of issues in the insurance app we’re about to launch. The deadline is soon, and honestly, I don’t know if we’ll fix it all in time.”

“And?” she pressed.

I continued. “And... I don’t think my team cares anymore. They’re just going through the motions. I don’t know how to fix that.” 

Nani tilted her head, her gaze soft but piercing. “Is this really about your team, or is it something deeper, Arjun?” 

I met her eyes—almond-shaped and still so sharp behind those round glasses. She saw straight through me. Her empathy was effortless. 

“Nani... I’ve been feeling uncertain lately,” I admitted. “My role at the consulting firm pays well, but I’m burnt out. Every project feels the same—like I’m jumping from one empty task to another. There’s no fulfillment in it. No... meaning.”

Nani thought for a moment about my statement before responding. “I can understand this. I just want to say that some people find joy in working hard for corporations. But maybe your soul is craving something deeper. Perhaps these projects aren’t aligned with your true purpose. We all have one, you know. A calling that makes our soul sing.”

I was surprised she knew exactly how I was feeling recently. I stared into my bowl for a moment, trying to articulate the ache inside. “Sometimes, I feel like a lost bird. Like I’m stuck in a cage. Do you think I’m not really living? And how do I even begin to figure out what my purpose is?”

She replied. “A purpose isn’t a job title or a fancy degree. It’s the quiet way you leave a mark on the world. The lives you touch. The good you plant. Only then, you will be truly living. It’s something you must discover for yourself by taking some time to reflect on what your true purpose is.”

She paused, letting her words settle. “Arjun,” she said, voice gentle but firm. “You work so hard, but tell me honestly—when was the last time you woke up excited for your day?”

I glanced up at her, caught off guard. “I don't remember, Nani.”

She clicked her tongue, shaking her head. “That’s not the boy I raised. You used to leap out of bed with ideas bursting out of you—always building, always solving. But now? I see you come home with tired eyes and a heavy heart. This... this isn’t my Arjun.”

I ran a hand through my hair. “I know. Even my health is starting to take a hit. The only good thing about this job is the salary and... the security.”

“Security is good,” she said, then leaned forward. “But remember this—you can be safe in a cage, too.”

Her words hit harder than I wanted to admit.

She softened her voice. “Maybe what you need is a break. Not just from work, but from this whole cycle. Take some time away. Step out of the noise. Reflect. Find out what you’re truly meant to do.”

“That actually sounds like a good idea,” I said slowly. “Maybe I need a vacation... some time to breathe and reset. Nani, will you come with me?” My grin was so broad that my face was hurting.

She cupped my cheek, smiling with a twinkle in her eye. “Oh no, my dear. I’m turning seventy-five next week—and I’ve got a very important knitting project to finish!”

We both burst into laughter.

“Are you excited for your birthday party next week?” I asked. “It’s going to be amazing!”

She beamed. “I’m more excited about seeing you come alive again, Arjun.”

As I looked at her—still so full of spirit, even at this age—I closed my eyes for a moment and sent a silent prayer. 

“May she always be blessed with joy, health and anything else she deserves.”

​
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​Chapter 4: The Travel Stories
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Our townhouse pulsed with electric energy. Strings of twinkling lights and party balloons crisscrossed the ceiling, illuminating our living room. The rhythmic beat of Indian music blended with the laughter and animated chatter of our guests. The scent of jalebis, mingled with scented candles, gave the space a festive warmth that could only mean one thing—Nani’s birthday.

I stood near the doorway, a glass of mango lassi in hand, soaking it all in. I’d always loved her parties—colourful, heartfelt gatherings that made you forget the grind of daily life. But tonight felt different. Beneath the celebration, I carried a restlessness I couldn’t shake. A quiet ache, like something inside me was waiting to wake up.

Then a high-pitched voice pulled me out of my thoughts. “Happy 75th birthday Nani! You don’t look a day over twenty-one! What’s your secret to eternal youth?” One of the aunties from the temple asked Nani as she entered the room. 

Nani, ever the graceful queen of the evening, touched the beadwork on her sari with pride. “My secret? You’ll never know. But you can borrow my clothes from the Forever 21 store anytime!” The room burst into laughter.

Just then, Yash entered—charismatic as always, dressed sharply in grey trousers and a tailored shirt, carrying a large box of samosas and pakoras.

“Were you in the kitchen all morning making these appetizers for my birthday party, Yash?” Nani asked with one raised eyebrow. 

“I wish! You know I’m useless in the kitchen,” he replied, handing over the box. “But I am smart enough to order from our favourite restaurant, Masala Memories. Only the best for your birthday. Happy birthday, Nani!”

She kissed his cheek, laughing. “You’re too much, Yash beta. But thank you. You’ve always been my favourite.”

Yash turned to me with a dramatic wink. “Did you catch that, Arjun? Her favourite.”

I rolled my eyes, but I could not help smiling. Yash’s presence was a welcome distraction from the thoughts swirling in my mind.

Yash and I had been inseparable since university. Neither of us had siblings or surviving parents. His grandparents raised him in Mumbai, and we had first crossed paths at King’s London College—bonding over soccer, late-night debates, and our shared sense of adventure through travelling the world. Thirteen years of friendship had made us brothers in every way beyond blood. 

“So,” Yash grinned, “how many aunties tried to pitch you a wedding proposal tonight?”

I laughed as he gave me a high-five. “At least three. It’s starting to feel like an ambush.”

My gaze drifted to his shaved head. I assumed the thinning of his hair from the chemo treatments forced him to shave it. “New look?” I asked gently. “How was your doctor’s appointment?” 

He ran a hand over his scalp, his playful tone faltering for just a second. “Oh, you know... rocking the ‘bald-is-beautiful’ vibe for my gorgeous oncologist. You’ve got to meet her—maybe she’ll fall for your quicky charm.”

Yash did not spare a moment when it came to my dating life as he knew that I was very shy around ladies. “Yash...”

He grinned again. “Come on. Let’s find the girls. I’m playing cupid tonight.”

“Fine. But let's grab some food first. I am starving.” I rubbed my hand on my abdomen.

Balancing a plate full of food in one hand and drinks in the other hand, we both made our way to the patio where a small group was swapping travel stories. 

Vanita Kumar, the daughter of Nani's temple friend, was regaling everyone with tales of her travels. “Yeah, I visited 8 European countries in 30 days on a Gap Adventures tour right after grad school. It was incredible—the yummy Greek food, the vibrant Portuguese culture, and most importantly, the handsome Italian stallions! I even learned a little Spanish. Want to hear? Me llamo Vanita. Te gusta!” 

We erupted in laughter. Yash leaned in with a theatrical accent. “Oh là là, ma chérie! Je m’appelle Yash. Voulez-vous aller au cinéma avec mon ami Arjun?” Yash asked her if she would like to go to the movies with me. 

Vanita blinked awkwardly and looked away. I groaned, wiping sweat from my brow. “Yash...”

“Don’t worry,” he chuckled, patting my back. “I’ll have you fluent in French and flirting in no time.”

A bespectacled guy named Jay Walsh chimed in. “I can also speak French! I once did a summer internship in France. Unforgettable! All those French kisses under the Eiffel Tower—after wine and macarons, of course!” We chuckled again, and Yash made exaggerated kissing sounds for effect.

Jay turned to the group as he took a bite of the paneer tikka. “Any other travel stories?”

Zaara Devi, another of Nani’s young friends, raised her hand with bright eyes. “I’m heading to Nepal to volunteer as an English teacher for an NGO. I’ll be working with women in remote villages—helping them build confidence through languages. It’s something I’ve always wanted to do. Education changes everything. Don’t you think so?” 

Her passion lit something inside me. There was a conviction in her voice that struck a chord. I found myself wondering—was this what I was looking for? A chance to serve? To rediscover meaning in my life? For the first time in weeks, I felt like I was on the verge of something important.

Before I could dwell on it further, Nani appeared at the patio door. “Do you young fellows think it’s time for me to cut the cake?” 

Yash beamed, slipping his arm around her shoulders. “Yes, birthday girl! Time to blow out your twenty-one candles.”

We followed her inside. Nani stood at the center of the room, surrounded by love. As everyone sang ‘happy birthday’, she laughed, glowing from within. She closed her eyes and blew out the candles.

“What did you wish for?” an uncle asked Nani.

Nani smiled. “I already have everything I need,” she said, her gaze sweeping around the room. “My family, my friends, and my health. What more could I wish for?”

I felt a lump in my throat. Nani’s gratitude was a reminder of what truly mattered—health, community, and love.

Later that night, after the guests had gone, I found Nani sitting on the couch, watching the flickering of a single scented candle.

“Tired already?” I teased, sliding beside her.

“Not at all,” she said. “Just watching.” She pointed to the flame. “Do you know what fire teaches us, Arjun?”

“That we should keep the house well-ventilated?” I joked.

She smacked my hand gently. “No, Jaanu. The fire never stays still. It dances. It sways with the air, even when it flickers. A soul without purpose,” she added, her voice softening, “is like a flame trapped under glass. It slowly dies.”

I shifted, uneasy. “You make it sound like I’m a dying flame, Nani.”

She touched my cheek with a smile. “Not yet. But if you don’t start moving with the winds of your own destiny... one day, you might be.”

I tried to laugh it off, but her words stayed with me. Long after the candles had burned low, they echoed through the corridors of my mind, igniting something I hadn’t felt in a long time. Hope.
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