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The sun had barely risen over the misty hills when Savitri rushed to finish her chores. Her long, thick braid swung behind her as she moved, her hands deftly working on the house tasks before heading off to help her mother, Agalya. Life in the village was simple, though poverty clung to their small household like an unwelcome guest.

"Savitri, you always rush through these things," Gawri remarked, her voice soft but tinged with an air of superiority. Gawri sat by the window, brushing her shiny, luscious hair, her reflection glowing in the tiny mirror. "You know, you should take care of yourself more. Look at me. If you don't, you'll lose whatever little charm you have."

Savitri glanced over at her sister and smiled. "Charm isn't everything, Gawri. Besides, there are more important things to take care of."

Gawri smirked and flipped her hair. "If you say so, sister. But you’ll see one day, beauty can open doors even hard work can’t."

Their mother, Agalya, walked in, her face lined with exhaustion, yet there was a softness in her eyes. "Girls, enough now," she said gently. "Savitri, we must hurry to the fields. The sun won’t wait, and the crops won’t harvest themselves."

"Coming, Mom," Savitri said, wiping her hands on her skirt and hurrying after her mother. As she walked past Gawri, she noticed her sister’s gaze had returned to her book, a romantic novel she had been poring over for days.

"You’re not coming?" Savitri asked.

Gawri barely lifted her head. "I'll come later... after I'm done reading this chapter."

Agalya sighed as they left the house, walking down the dirt path towards the fields. "Your sister... she’s still young. One day she’ll understand the value of hard work."

Savitri nodded, adjusting the scarf that covered her head from the sun. "I hope so, Mom."

Their father, Nadan, lay in the small bed in the corner of their modest home, weak and bedridden after the terrible fall from a coconut tree. His once-strong hands were now frail, barely able to lift a spoon. Agalya, with her worn-out hands from years of labor, fed him every morning before heading out to work. Life was harsh, but Savitri carried a certain resilience in her heart.

As they reached the fields, the fresh morning air filled their lungs, and the quiet hum of the village started to come alive. Other villagers, equally poor but content, greeted them with smiles and waves. Though not wealthy, there was a sense of community and peace in this simple life.

"Mom, I can do the heavier lifting today," Savitri offered, always eager to lighten her mother’s load.

"No, no, dear. You’ve schoolwork to think about. I’ll manage," Agalya replied, but her voice betrayed her fatigue.

"School can wait. Helping you is more important."

They worked in harmony, side by side, Savitri taking on as much as she could, watching her mother with a worried eye. She knew Agalya carried the weight of the family on her shoulders. Gawri, on the other hand, rarely joined them willingly.

Back at the house, Gawri lazily flipped through the pages of her book. She admired her reflection in the small mirror beside her bed, her thoughts drifting to the future. "I’ll marry a rich man," she whispered to herself. "I deserve more than this poor life."

As the morning stretched on, Gawri’s conscience tugged at her. She knew she should help, but the thought of getting her hands dirty made her hesitate. Still, after much internal debate, she finally threw on a shawl and headed out to the fields, albeit reluctantly.

When she arrived, Savitri wiped the sweat from her brow, surprised to see her sister. "I didn’t think you’d come."

"Well, I thought I’d give a hand... since you always complain about me not helping," Gawri replied with a slight smirk.

Savitri smiled. "Better late than never, right?"

Gawri joined in, though her reluctance showed in every half-hearted gesture. She wasn’t built for this kind of work, or so she believed.

As they toiled under the hot sun, Agalya looked at her two daughters and whispered a prayer. One daughter full of humility and hard work, the other with beauty and pride. She only hoped they would grow to understand the true value of family and sacrifice.
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The Busy Life of Devi
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The small town grocery boutique bustled with activity as villagers came and went, purchasing their daily essentials. The boutique, a modest but well-kept store, had earned a reputation for being the best in the surrounding villages. Devi, the heart of the business, stood behind the counter, her sturdy frame moving with the efficiency of someone who had mastered multitasking. Though she was on the heavier side, her energy was unmatched.

"Govinda, can you help me with these orders?" Devi called out as she handed a customer a packet of rice.

Govinda, tall and handsome, with an air of quiet intelligence, approached the counter with a stack of ledgers. He had been going over the accounts, making sure everything was in order. "Yes, Mom. I’ve already calculated this week’s earnings. We’re doing well."

"Good, my son," Devi said, pride lighting up her eyes. "You’re the one I can always count on to take this family forward. Your education will bring us prosperity."

Govinda smiled, though his mind was already drifting back to his studies. His serious demeanor made it clear that he wasn’t one for small talk. He nodded and turned to walk back to the small office in the corner of the shop.

Just then, a loud noise echoed from outside, followed by the sound of laughter. Aritha, their second son, burst through the door, his face flushed from running around with his friends.

"Mom! You should’ve seen it!" Aritha exclaimed, still catching his breath. "We were playing in the field, and I made the best throw! It went so high, I thought it would hit the sky!"

Devi shook her head, trying to suppress a smile. "Aritha, you spend too much time playing. What about your studies? Your brother’s always working hard, and here you are, wasting time."

Aritha shrugged, his playful grin never fading. "Govinda’s got the brains, Mom. Let me be the one with the charm!" He gave his mother a wink and started grabbing a handful of snacks from behind the counter.

"You may charm yourself into trouble if you don’t start taking life seriously," Devi scolded lightly. "There’s more to life than playing with friends and wandering around town."

Aritha laughed. "You worry too much, Mom. Life’s meant to be enjoyed!"
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