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Author’s Note
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What you hold in your hands began as a simple weekly ritual.

These stories were originally born as posts on my Facebook page, shared every weekend under the series titled “Saturday Stories.” What started as a personal commitment to write soon became a journey we walked together, week after week, story after story.

I hope you enjoy reading them as much as I enjoyed living and writing them. My wish is that this little collection finds a quiet corner in your library, something you can return to whenever you need a moment of pause.

I want to be clear: I did not set out to teach anyone knowledge or wisdom. I do not claim to be a guru or a guide. These pages are simply a collection of my observations and experiences, fragments of life that I watched, felt, and tried to understand.

After all, that is how life teaches us, isn’t it? Not through textbooks, but through the moments we live, the people we meet, and the quiet truths we discover along the way.

With love and gratitude,

Deepali Bakshi
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Synopsis
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In a world that shouts, wisdom often whispers. It hides in the silence between words, in the shadow of a smile, and in the quiet resilience of a single day. Saturday Sparks is a curation of these whispers, a collection of twenty-five soul-stirring narratives that began as a weekly ritual of observation and reflection.

Originally shared as the beloved “Saturday Stories” series on social media, this book transforms fleeting posts into a timeless anthology. Written in the spirit of a “Modern Panchatantra,” each chapter takes a profound philosophical truth and weaves it into a relatable human story. These are not lectures; they are mirrors.

Through the lives of characters who feel like friends, neighbors, and sometimes, reflections of ourselves, the book navigates the complex landscape of modern life. Saturday Sparks covers the spectrum of human emotion. It challenges the “hustle culture” with permission to rest and redefines resilience not as a sprint, but as a gentle turn toward the light.

The journey culminates in the twenty-fifth story, The Unfinished Statue, a powerful finale that breaks the fourth wall. It reminds the reader that while the book ends, their own story is just beginning. The author hands the chisel back to the reader, empowering them to carve their own truth from the raw marble of their days.
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Blurb
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Life doesn’t shout its lessons; it whispers them.

Saturday Sparks is a collection of those whispers, curated from the beloved “Saturday Stories” series.

In this modern anthology, Deepali Bakshi invites you to walk alongside twenty-five characters who mirror our own triumphs and struggles, from the man polishing his ego to the stranger opening a quiet window of kindness. These are stories about the space between words, the difference between self-love and self-comfort, and the courage to simply stay.

This is not a textbook of wisdom. It is a collection of mirrors. Look inside, and you might just find the piece of yourself you’ve been looking for.

Read the story. Live the lesson.
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Story I: Acceptance - The Last Trip Together

Story II: Transcendence - The Unspoken Farewell

Story III: Ego - Succeed in Life, Failed in Love?

Story IV: Timing - Perfect Person, Wrong Time

Story V: The Burden - Yogakshemam Vahamyaham

Story VI: Real SoulFlame - The Awakening

Story VII: The Shadow Child - Healing Childhood Trauma

Story VIII: Brain Vs Heart - The Eternal Struggle of Love - The Scientist and The Poet

Story IX: STRANGERS - The Wealth of Isolation

Story X: X-traordinary- The Equation of the Heart

Story XI: The Capacity to Love Beyond Reason - The Mirror of the Soul

Story XII: Before I Say “I DO” - The Sacred Container

Story XIII: Past Halloween - The Ghost in the Mirror

Story XIV: Beneath the Shadows- The Art of Seeing

Story XV: The Godly Goggles - The Lens of Truth

Story XVI: What Does Self-Love Really Mean? - The Aesthetic of Emptiness

Story XVII: The Art of Staying- Gratitude Through Survival

Story XVIII: When 25 Meets 26 - The Graceful Exchange

Story XIX: The Healer - Emotional Oxygen

Story XX: Little Christmas- The Season That Teaches Softness

Story XXI: The Kind Window - The Silence of Generosity

Story XXII: Tonight, I Choose to Be Human - The Armor of Atlas

Story XXIII: The Space Between Us - The Language of Silence

Story XXIV: The Turn Toward Light - The One Degree Shift

Story XXV: The Unfinished Statue - The Masterpiece of You
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Story I: Acceptance

The Last Trip Together

[image: ]




The sleek black limousine, sent by the Resort, glided silently over the bridge to Al Marjan Island. Inside, Sarang loosened his tie. He watched the scenery change from the aggressive skyscrapers of Dubai to the calm, open waters of Ras Al Khaimah.

As the car pulled up to the grand entrance, the hotel staff was already waiting. “Welcome, sir,” the concierge said, rushing to open the door. They knew who he was. Sarang was a CEO, a man whose signature moved markets. But right now, he just wanted to be a man whose phone didn't ring.

“Take me straight to the Chalet, skip those welcome formalities” he instructed, bypassing them. He had booked the private Beachfront Chalet with its own pool and high walls. He wanted isolation.

The concierge signaled for a buggy to whisk him away. As the electric vehicle hummed quietly along the winding resort paths, Sarang looked around. It was a different world here. The path to the chalet was lined with lush, vibrant greenery, manicured lawns, and flowering hedges that defied the desert heat. It was a pocket of well-maintained luxury, perfect and silent.

.....

Unbeknownst to him, the peace he was looking for was already there, residing in a Sea View Island Room.

Maya had checked in two days ago. She was here because life had a habit of pulling her into a mundane routine, and she needed to heal. A past heartbreak had broken her from the inside, and now she was standing still, trying to learn how to move on. She had specifically asked for the sea-facing room, not for the luxury, but for the light. She needed to wake up before the world did meditate.

While Sarang was being driven through the lush gardens to his private villa, Maya was sitting cross-legged on her balcony, watching the same ocean. Her eyes were closed, her mind already miles away from the chaos he was trying to escape.
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Their worlds finally collided on the second night of Sarang’s stay. The resort had organized a “Desert & Sea” bonfire on the private beach.

Sarang stood near the bar setup, nursing a drink he didn't want. The air buzzed with forced laughter. A man in a linen suit recognized him. “Aren't you...?” the man started, ready to talk about stocks and mergers. Sarang nodded stiffly, feeling the familiar walls coming up.

Then he saw her.

Maya was sitting on a cushion near the edge of the firelight. The flames danced in her eyes. She looked uncomfortable. A couple next to her were arguing about which expensive car they should buy next. Maya didn’t belong here. She was simple, untouched by the status games everyone else was playing.

Sarang excused himself from the businessman and walked over. “Too loud?” he asked.

Maya looked up, startled. “Too... crowded,” she corrected gently. “Even with all this ocean in front of us, it feels crowded.”

They tried to mingle with the others, but they were islands in a sea of noise. Without a word, they walked away from the fire, down the shoreline of Al Marjan, where the only sound was the waves hitting the rocks. In the silence of the night, they finally exhaled.
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The next morning, the sun began to rise over the Hajar Mountains. Maya was already up, finishing her meditation on the beach sand. She found Sarang pacing near the water. He looked exhausted, his leg bouncing as he checked his phone.

“You're not here,” she said, her voice calm.

“I am,” Sarang lied.

“You're running,” she smiled. “Your body is in the Chalet, but your mind is back at work.” She shifted her position to the sand. “Sit with me. Close your eyes. You have all that privacy in your villa, Sarang, but you don't have peace.”

Sarang hesitated. “Okay. Now what?”

“Now, don't try to stop the thoughts,” Maya guided him. “Imagine your emotions are like the waves out there. They come, they crash, they recede. But you are not the water. You are the shore watching it happen.”

Sarang took a deep breath. The knot in his chest loosened. He looked at Maya. She had been hurt before, yet here she was, teaching him how to be whole.
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They spent the rest of the trip in a rhythm, walking along the quiet resort paths, laughing at the way the light hit the water, having drinks or dinner together, talking for hours, finding joy in the little things. They never asked about each other’s work or anything personal.

But they knew the truth. Sarang’s world, the world of limousines and private chalets, would judge her simplicity; Maya’s world would be swallowed by his fame.

.....

After a week, Sarang’s private pickup was waiting. The driver stood by the open door, but Sarang didn't move toward it. He stood on the pavement, his hand resting on the handle of his luggage, looking at Maya.

“I have a few minutes,” Sarang said, checking a watch he hadn't looked at all week. He gestured toward the small restaurant adjacent to the hotel entrance. “One last coffee?”

Maya nodded. “I’d like that.”

They chose a quiet corner. When the cups arrived, steam curled into the air between them. Neither did they reach for the sugar. They just sat, letting the warmth seep into their hands, delaying the inevitable.

Sarang took a breath. He looked up, meeting her eyes with an intensity that made Maya’s heart skip a beat. “I won't ask for your number, don’t worry,” he said, his voice tight.

Maya didn't flinch. She knew this was coming.

“We both know we fell for each other,” he continued, admitting the truth out loud for the first time. “But I don't want to lead you on. At present, my goals are different. My focus... it has to be elsewhere. I can't commit to a relationship I can't sustain.” He paused, his gaze softening. “But I want you to know that I loved you, somewhere in all this.”

Maya offered a smile, not one of heartbreak, but of understanding. She took a sip of her coffee, grounding herself.

“That’s okay, Sarang,” she said gently. “Actually, I was hurt very badly in the past. I was scared of how I would handle it if you proposed to me. To be honest, I am not yet ready for a new relationship. So, even if you had asked, I would have said no.”

She looked down at the table, tracing the rim of her saucer. “However, I also felt a deep calm with you. It felt like a homecoming. It was peace I haven't felt in a long time.”
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