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	Journey of life is nothing but it is sharing and experiencing of love, warmth and dedication until the last beat of heart.

	Life’s greatest meaning lies in the love we experience and the moments we hold together.

	Life’s deepest joy is found in walking hand in hand, through every moment, with one who truly cares in life journey.

	When we leave this world, our true inheritance is the love we gave and the memories we left in the hearts of those we touched.



-Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt

––––––––
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INTRODUCTION



About the Author 

Dr. P. H. Brahmbhatt

Background and Inspiration


Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt is a distinguished scholar and writer who has dedicated his life to exploring the depths of human experience through his writing. With a background in literature and a passion for depicting the nuanced realities of everyday life. Being a versatile writer with multidimensional skills his story is always motivational for youth.  His mission is to make awake readers, helping them find guidance and inspiration in their own lives. Through his multidimensional writing, his aim is to offer timeless wisdom for future generations. Inspiration for this story is borne during visit of old age home and listening feelings of living life lonely retired persons. 

His work often delves into themes of hope, resilience, and the choices that define our lives. His writing philosophy is driven by a desire to inspire and educate. Author believes in the transformative power of pen. Through the writing, he aims to shed light on societal issues, foster empathy, and encourage positive actions. His notes are not just narratives but reflections on life's complexities, urging readers to pause, reflect, and make conscious decisions. The information given here is “motivational” type to motivate the youth and readers of all ages. Aman & Madhu in this story is the main characters living life with love, dedication and joy with sharing and experiencing love warmth, care, support and life assurance. This story is fictional and literature types there is no relation with any reality. It is only imaginary type story. “Success life journey is only the extremity of experiencing and sharing of love, warmth, dedication and giving assurance of life to each other”. Author has tried to narrate the “feelings and fears” of life journey. In this story author has narrated the reality of life and pointed hidden fear in life. In life actual fear started in old age where loneliness is waiting for you to memorise the facts what you shared and experienced with life partner. It may be regrets or satisfaction. At this stage we have no chance to correct the mistakes and apologize or excuse. This story will entertain, motivate and educate the youth as well as all age readers and also helpful to the person making movie, TV serial etc. 
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Youth and Dreams

A Twist of Fate
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T

he year was 1965. In a quiet corner of Vienna, two travellers wandered through the city’s historic streets, each lost in thoughts, dreams, and the weight of unasked questions about their futures.

Madhu Singh had come from India, the child of a modest family, her upbringing deeply rooted in values of humility and perseverance. She held her parents' wisdom close, valuing every lesson on respect, kindness, and ambition. But at twenty-three, Madhu was restless, seeking something elusive—a purpose that she couldn’t quite define. She spent her days in Vienna admiring art, drinking in the beauty of Europe with wide, questioning eyes.

Aman Malhotra was born in Kenya to an Indian family, his lineage rich with stories of perseverance and migration. At twenty-seven, Aman was a quiet observer of life, more interested in understanding the world than conquering it. He travelled not to escape but to find a sense of belonging. He had come to Vienna for work, drawn by the city's blend of tradition and modernity, as if he could bridge two worlds within himself.

They met one evening at a small café, where fate seemed to have set the scene. Madhu was absorbed in her notebook, scribbling a journal entry about the day’s adventures when she felt someone’s gaze. She looked up and saw Aman seated across the room, watching her with an expression of curious intrigue.

Their eyes met, and an inexplicable recognition passed between them—a sense that they had known each other in some distant memory.

The First Conversation

When Aman finally approached, he did so with a polite hesitation. “Are you...writing something special?” he asked, his voice soft yet confident.

Madhu smiled, placing her pen down. “Just thoughts—nothing special,” she replied, closing her notebook. “It’s how I make sense of new places. And you? Are you a local, or another wandering soul?”

“I’m neither,” he replied, laughing quietly. “I suppose I’m here to discover what it is I’m meant to do with my life.”

This candid admission took Madhu by surprise. Most people she met were hesitant to admit such vulnerability.

"Isn’t that all of us, in some way?” she asked, her eyes drifting to the café’s worn, wooden tables. “We travel, we explore, we gather fragments of beauty...but what does it mean in the end?”

Aman nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. “Perhaps it’s in the journey itself. But sometimes, I wonder if it’s a matter of finding someone to walk that journey with."

There was a pause. Both seemed caught in the weight of his words, as if they had brushed against something sacred.

Shared Values and Dreams

They spent the next hours in animated conversation, finding in each other a kindred spirit. Madhu spoke of her parents’ influence on her life and the lessons of resilience she carried from them.

“My father used to say, ‘Life is like a river. It keeps flowing, no matter the obstacles,’” she shared, her voice tinged with nostalgia. “He taught me to trust in that flow, to respect it...even if I don’t always understand it.”

Aman listened intently, nodding. “I’ve always believed we carry our families with us wherever we go. My grandparents migrated across continents. Their journey taught me that there’s beauty in holding onto roots but also in growing beyond them.”

Madhu’s gaze softened. “So, what do you dream of building?”

Aman hesitated, as if weighing his words. “Something meaningful,” he finally said, his voice quiet. “A legacy, perhaps. I want to create something lasting, something that adds to the world.”

Their dreams converged on the same path—of building, of leaving a legacy. In each other, they found someone who valued the same ideals, someone whose heart beat with the same questions and yearnings.

The Philosophy of Love and Destiny

As the evening grew darker, Madhu turned to Aman, her expression contemplative. “Do you believe in destiny?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

He paused, considering her question. “I believe...that some things are meant to be,” he said slowly. “There are meetings, like ours, that feel...fated. As if they’re written into our lives long before we come to them.”

Madhu smiled. “And what would you say about love? Isn’t it strange that we spend our lives searching for it, hoping to find one soul among billions?”

Aman looked at her, his eyes warm. “Perhaps love is less about searching and more about recognizing. Maybe we recognize parts of ourselves in another person, parts we didn’t know we were missing. In that way, it’s like coming home.”

They sat in silence for a moment, each lost in thought. The night air was thick with an unspoken understanding, a sense of something both profound and fragile.

Parting for the Night

As the café began to close, Madhu glanced at her watch, startled to see how quickly time had flown. “I should go,” she murmured, reluctant to break the spell.

Aman looked at her, his expression unreadable. “Then, let’s meet again. Tomorrow, same time?”

She nodded, feeling a flutter of excitement she hadn’t felt in years. “Yes...tomorrow.”

They left the café that night with a sense that this was only the beginning of something much greater. For the first time in a long while, they felt that they had found someone who truly understood them—a companion for the journey.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


2

Building a Life Together
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M

adhu and Aman’s wedding was a quiet, intimate affair held in a sunlit garden, with only their closest family and friends gathered to witness their union. The ceremony was simple, reflecting their shared values of authenticity over grandeur. They spoke their vows not as an exchange of promises but as a mutual commitment to a life filled with meaning, together.

The First Home

Their first apartment was modest—a small, one-bedroom flat on the edge of the city. It was far from luxurious; the walls were thin, the floors creaked, and the kitchen barely had room for the two of them. But to Madhu and Aman, it was home. They painted the walls together, splashed with colours that reflected their personalities. The living room was bright yellow, cheerful and full of light, while the bedroom was a deep, calming blue, like the vast sky they often lay under, sharing dreams.

As they arranged their furniture, setting up their lives piece by piece, they laughed over silly disagreements and shared quiet moments of contentment. It was here, in this humble space, that the foundation of their marriage began to take shape.

One evening, after spending hours piecing together a dining table they’d bought second-hand, Madhu collapsed onto the floor, laughing.

“Aman, I think we spent more time figuring out how to build this than we did planning the wedding.”

He laughed, joining her on the floor, exhausted but happy. “Building a life together is bound to be messier than planning a wedding,” he said, a playful glint in his eye. “This is the real adventure, don’t you think?”

Madhu smiled, catching his hand in hers. “I suppose it is. And I wouldn’t want anyone else to do it with.”

In the quiet that followed, they felt a sense of closeness that was almost sacred. It wasn’t the thrill of their first meeting, nor the romance of a new love—it was something deeper, a growing awareness of the life they were building together, and the strength that lay in partnership.

The Pressures of Work and Financial Realities

As the months rolled by, the initial excitement of married life began to settle into routine, and reality set in. Aman had a steady job in a corporate office, his days marked by deadlines and performance reviews. Madhu, with a background in the arts, was working freelance, taking on short-term projects while trying to build her own network.

They quickly realized that balancing two careers, financial obligations, and personal dreams required a level of coordination and compromise they hadn’t anticipated. Bills arrived at their doorstep every month, and with them, the weight of financial responsibility settled heavily on their shoulders.

One evening, after a particularly exhausting day, Aman returned home, his face lined with fatigue. Madhu had prepared dinner—a modest meal of lentil soup and bread, their usual on days when time was tight.

“I’m starting to wonder,” Aman said between bites, “if all this work and pressure is worth it. I don’t remember ever dreaming of being tied to a desk all day, working for someone else’s goals.”

Madhu nodded, understanding his frustration. “We all start with dreams, but somewhere along the way, we have to make choices. Compromises.”

He looked at her, his eyes full of questions. “Do you ever feel like you’re sacrificing too much for...well, stability?”

She hesitated, thinking carefully. “Sometimes, yes. But isn’t stability part of what we’re building together? A foundation to stand on, so we can keep our dreams alive?”

They sat in silence for a moment, contemplating the balance they were trying to find between stability and freedom, between dreams and responsibility.

Redefining Happiness and Success

On weekends, they’d take long walks together through the city, finding solace in nature and quiet moments. It was on one such walk that they began a conversation that would stay with them for years.

“I used to think happiness was something you could plan,” Madhu said, as they strolled under the canopy of trees in the city park. “You know, like reaching certain milestones. But now, I’m not so sure.”

Aman looked at her, his brow furrowed thoughtfully. “What do you mean?”

She shrugged. “Well, I always thought happiness would come when I achieved something big, something definitive. But now...now it feels like happiness is found in small, unexpected moments. Like right now, walking with you.”

Aman squeezed her hand, a smile spreading across his face. “So you’re saying that happiness isn’t some grand achievement but rather...little moments?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
CMe.and Y~ ou..

A Success [/ﬁ (]o.aﬂre,

Dr. PH Brokmbhatt





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





