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			Dedication

			
		
    This book is a heartfelt collection of real-life inspired stories that blend emotions, struggles, and reflections. Each story captures ordinary human experiences—moments of misunderstanding, sacrifice, love, loss, and hope—while connecting them with deeper meanings.

From a missed phone call that changes a life forever, to the sacrifices made for dreams, to unexpected acts of kindness, every story is rooted in the small but powerful realities of daily life. The book shows how even simple incidents—like saving puppies, helping strangers, or facing academic failures—carry profound lessons about humanity, resilience, and compassion.

Some stories also take a unique turn by intertwining themes of computer science and technology with human emotions, creating a bridge between the logical world of machines and the tender world of the heart.

Ultimately, Dil Ki Baat Dil Se is about listening to the unspoken emotions that guide us, reminding us that the most meaningful lessons of life often come from the simplest and most personal experiences.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Love is the only code that never crashes, and kindness the only algorithm that always returns true.
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We dedicate this book, Dil Ki Baat Dil Se,

to our parents, whose sacrifices taught us the true meaning of love,

to our family, who stood by us through every struggle,

and to all those unspoken emotions

that connect hearts beyond words.

This book has taken shape in the little moments of life

after our day’s work was done,

after our wife completed her household chores,

and after our son came home from school.

It is a piece of our journey, our feelings, and our truth

shared from our heart, to you
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Every book has a story. But Dil Ki Baat Dil Se is not just a storybook—it is

a reflection of life. These pages hold emotions that often remain unspoken,

hidden deep within our hearts.

This book began as scattered thoughts—real incidents, quiet reflections,

and feelings born in late nights after long days of work. Slowly, they became

a journey of struggles, small joys, love, loss, and above all, hope.

It belongs to every dreamer who still believes, every parent or child who

has felt sacrifice, every friend who has missed a chance, and every heart that

still carries kindness.

As Computer Science teachers and lifelong learners, we have re-imagined

these stories in two forms: one through emotions, the other through

algorithms, systems, and codes. Just as in life, in computers too, every bug

has a reason, every crash has a lesson, and every restart offers new hope.

We hope that in these pages, you won’t just read our words—you’ll hear

your own heartbeat echoing back.

With warmth,

Dharmpal Singh, Alka Singh & Anukalp Singh
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Dil Ki Baat Dil Se was not born from the idea of writing a book, but from life itself. Each story in these pages comes from real experiences—moments we lived, emotions we felt, and lessons that shaped us. Some brought tears, some silence, and some strength. Over time, we realized these were not just our stories, but reflections of what many quietly go through in their own lives.

This collection is presented in two forms. The first is the emotional version,

where stories flow directly from the heart—of family, love, struggle, and sacrifice. The second is the computer version, where the same emotions are reimagined through the lens of Computer Science. Algorithms mirror decisions, networks resemble relationships, bugs reflect human errors, and system reboots symbolize life’s second chances.

The purpose of this book is to remind us that life is a balance between

heart and mind—sometimes we need compassion, sometimes logic, often both together.

Written in the quiet hours after work, chores, and school, these stories carry

sincerity. We hope you find yourself in them—in a missed call, a sacrificed dream, a kind gesture, or a child’s courage.

If even one heart is touched, our purpose is fulfilled. With gratitude,

Dharmpal Singh, Alka Singh & Anukalp Singh
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With folded hands and a grateful heart, we bow to the Almighty for blessing

us with the strength, patience, and inspiration to bring Dil Ki Baat Dil Se into

existence.

We express our heartfelt gratitude to our family, who stood by us as our

pillar of support. This book was born in the in-between hours of life—after

work, after household chores, and after school. Without their quiet sacrifices

and encouragement, these stories would have remained only unspoken

thoughts.

We thank our friends, students, and well-wishers, whose words of motiva-

tion reminded us that emotions, when shared, become light for others. Their

faith gave us the courage to transform reflections into words.

Our sincere thanks also go to our teachers, mentors, and colleagues in the

field of education and computer science, who inspired us to see life through

both emotional and logical perspectives. From them, we learned that the

heart and mind can work in harmony.

Finally, we thank every reader who turns these pages. May these stories

touch your heart and remind you that life is best lived when we listen closely—

to others and to our own inner voice.

With gratitude,

Dharmpal Singh, Alka Singh & Anukalp Singh
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Chapter 1 :The Morning of Redemption
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values were passed down like heirlooms. His father, a government clerk, V ikas was born into a modest home nestled in the heart of a bustling Indian town. His family was neither wealthy nor poor — they lived in the quiet middle, where dignity mattered more than display, and was a man of discipline and routine. His mother, gentle and devout, ran the household with grace and frugality.

As the eldest son, Vikas was the torchbearer. Relatives whispered praises about him during family gatherings. Teachers expected excellence. His siblings looked up to him with wide-eyed admiration. He was supposed to be the one who would rise above, carry the family name forward, and protect the legacy of simplicity and honor.

But Vikas was not made for quiet obedience.

By the time he reached his twenties, Vikas had begun to unravel. The pressure of expectations felt suffocating. He rebelled — not with loud declarations, but with choices that chipped away at the foundation his parents had built. He drank. He fought. He cursed. He came home late, sometimes not at all.

His words were venomous. His temper, unpredictable. His siblings learned
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to tiptoe around him. His mother cried silently in the kitchen. His father, once stern and commanding, grew weary. They tried everything — advice, threats, even prayers. But Vikas was a storm that refused to be calmed.

In his early thirties, Vikas married Meena — a soft-spoken woman from a respectable family. She was educated, cultured, and carried herself with quiet dignity. She entered the household with hope, believing that love could soften even the hardest hearts.

But Vikas had built a fortress around himself — made of ego, anger, and denial. Meena’s kindness was met with indifference. Her attempts at conversation ended in arguments. Her silence became her shield.

The house turned into a battlefield. The walls absorbed the echoes of shouting matches. The children — a son and a daughter — grew up in the shadows of conflict. They learned to read moods like weather forecasts. They learned to disappear when the storm brewed.

By the time they were teenagers, both children had made a decision. They would leave. They would not carry the trauma forward. One left for college in another city, barely calling home. The other married young, choosing distance over reconciliation.

Vikas barely noticed. Or perhaps he did, but pride kept him from admitting it. Meena, meanwhile, grew quieter. Her smiles became rare. Her health began to falter.

Vikas’s mother passed away first. There was no grand farewell. Just a quiet departure, like a candle flickering out. Her heart, perhaps, had broken long before her body gave up.

His father followed two years later. The man who once stood tall with principles and pride now lay silent in his final days, his eyes vacant, his voice gone.

The house, once filled with life, now echoed with emptiness. Only Vikas and Meena remained.

One morning, Meena collapsed in the kitchen. Vikas found her lying on the floor, her face pale, her breath shallow. Panic surged through him — a feeling he hadn’t felt in years.

Doctors diagnosed her with type-2 diabetes. Her sugar levels were
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dangerously high. Her body was weak. She needed insulin, regular meals, strict diets, and constant care.

She could no longer run the house. She could no longer care for herself.

And something in Vikas cracked.

No one told him what to do. No one expected him to change. But the next morning, Vikas woke up at 4:30 a.m.

He stood in the kitchen, staring at the stove like it was a foreign object. He fumbled through recipes, burned the first few meals, spilled water, and cut his finger. But he kept going.

He learned how to cook simple food — dal, rice, vegetables. He washed the dishes. He cleaned the floors. He gave Meena her medicines. He accompanied her to doctor visits. He learned how to monitor blood sugar.

Every day, silently, consistently, he did what once would’ve seemed impossible.

There were no social media posts. No applause. No one even knew.

But every morning, with the smell of dal simmering and the sound of the mop moving across the floor, Vikas quietly rewrote his story.

Days turned into weeks. Weeks into months. Vikas’s routine became sacred. He no longer drank. His anger faded. His voice softened.

Meena, though still weak, began to smile again. Her eyes, tired but thankful, watched Vikas with a mix of disbelief and quiet gratitude.

He didn’t ask for forgiveness. He didn’t expect his children to return. He knew some wounds don’t heal. But he kept going.

He planted flowers in the garden. He fixed the broken window. He started reading again — books on health, on spirituality, even poetry.

He began writing letters to his children. Not to ask them to return, but to tell them about their mother’s health, about the meals he cooked, about the quiet mornings.

Sometimes they replied. Sometimes they didn’t. But Vikas kept writing.

One winter afternoon, his daughter returned. She stood at the gate, hesitant. Vikas opened the door, surprised but calm.

They sat in silence for a while. Then she spoke — about her childhood, about the pain, about the fear. Vikas listened. He didn’t defend himself. He
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didn’t interrupt.

He simply said, “I was wrong.”

She cried. He didn’t.

Later, she walked into the kitchen and saw the neatly arranged medicines, the warm food on the stove, the clean floor. She saw Meena resting, her face peaceful.

She stayed for two days. Then left. But this time, she promised to visit again.

Vikas continued his routine. His son visited once a year. Meena’s health stabilized. The house, though still quiet, felt warmer.

Vikas never returned to his old ways. He never drank again. He never raised his voice.

He aged gracefully — not with pride, but with humility.

And every morning, as he stirred the dal, he remembered the man he used to be. And the man he chose to become.

Redemption doesn’t always arrive with applause or recognition. Sometimes, it comes quietly — in the form of a warm meal, a gentle gesture, or a silent act of care.

Vikas didn’t erase his past. He didn’t seek forgiveness with words. But through consistent, humble action, he found a way to honor the life he still had — and the person he could still become.

 

The moral of the story is this: It’s never too late to change. Even the most broken chapters can be rewritten — not with grand declarations, but with quiet, persistent love.
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System Reboot
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In the architecture of PariwarOS — a family operating system — every

member had a defined role, a thread in a multithreaded environment.

• MotherThread managed emotional processing and thread synchroniza-

tion.

• FatherThread ensured resource allocation — income, values, and moral

constants.

• BigBrotherProcess (PID 101) was the main user-mode process, expected

to manage younger threads and maintain system integrity.

• WifeProcess (PID 102) handled parallel I/O: food, care, cultural stability.

• ChildProcess_1 and ChildProcess_2 were new child threads — learning,

evolving, adapting.

 

I nitially, the system ran with minor bugs — latency in communication, occasional emotional packet loss — but nothing unmanageable. The kernel held. Then BigBrotherProcess began abusing CPU cycles. He monopolized
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interrupts (emotions), denied shared resources like respect and stability, and refused to yield.

He kept activating:

• AngerDaemon.exe

• AlcoholService.dll

• BlameSubroutine.class

These scripts ran recursively, flooding the system logs with errors. Stack overflow of resentment. Memory leaks of trust.

Other processes began to fail. MotherThread kept retrying sync_emotions() but returned null. WifeProcess entered Low Priority Wait State. ChildPro-cesses began signaling exit(0) — preparing for migration.

The system entered deadlock — a classic case:

Multiple processes holding resources, waiting for others in a circular chain. No one could proceed. No resource could be freed.

Then came critical system failure.

MotherThread terminated — a permanent shutdown. FatherThread followed, his life force exhausted. ChildProcesses self-migrated to remote virtual environments — new jobs, new homes, new networks.

Now the system was degraded, running only two threads:

• BigBrotherProcess — buggy, ego-inflated, resource-heavy.

• WifeProcess — health-degraded due to SugarModule.dll fault, requiring

continuous care input.

Recovery Phase: The Trigger

One day, WifeProcess triggered a Critical Alert via HealthMonitor() — glucose levels crashed. Emergency protocol initiated.

The system’s AI prompted:
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“Would you like to enter Safe Mode and initiate Deadlock Recovery?”

Unexpectedly, BigBrotherProcess accepted.

Recovery Protocol Execution

• Preemptive Scheduling: Lowered priority from foreground to back-

ground. Released AngerDaemon and AlcoholService from memory.

• Garbage Collection Enabled: Deleted years of junk memory — grudges,

blame files, emotional cache.

• Manual Task Scheduling: Initialized new cron jobs:

• WakeUp(04:30)

• RunTask(Cleaning)

• RunTask(Cooking)

• RunTask(Care(WifeProcess))

• CheckVitals(BloodSugar)

• No Logging Required: All tasks silent. No logs. No GUI. Just raw

terminal execution — like a script designed to run endlessly.

System Status: Stabilized

Over time, PariwarOS stabilized. No new deadlocks. No crashes. No resource starvation.

ChildProcesses still operated in separate networks, but occasionally sent pings — short messages, nostalgic signals.

The past log files remain. The system doesn’t delete history. But they are archived, not active.

Takeaway (Lesson from Engineering)

Deadlocks don’t resolve on their own. Someone must break the cycle, free the resource, or reboot the system.

And sometimes, even a corrupted process — if it chooses to release control — can lead the entire OS back to a stable state.

Moral of the Story

Even in systems riddled with faults, redemption is possible. Not through flashy updates or external patches — but through internal rewrites, silent
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routines, and consistent execution.

Healing begins when one process chooses humility over dominance, care over control, and action over apology.
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Chapter 2 : The Forgotten Birthday
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O nce upon a time, in a small town nestled between dusty roads and mango trees, lived a boy named Chintu. He was seven years old, with a mop of messy hair, a pair of oversized slippers that slapped against his heels when he ran, and a smile that seemed permanently stitched onto his face. Chintu was carefree — not in the usual way children are, but in a way that made time irrelevant. He never knew what day it was, never remembered school holidays, and certainly never kept track of birthdays — not even his own.

He lived in a modest two-room house with his parents, four elder brothers, and one sister. His father worked at the central government workshop, often returning home with grease-stained hands and tired eyes. All five of Chintu’s siblings were studying — his brothers in college or vocational training, and his sister in school. The house was always buzzing with books, exam schedules, and whispered dreams of a better future.

Chintu, on the other hand, lived fully in the moment. He woke up when the sun tickled his eyelids, ate only when reminded, and spent the rest of his day chasing cricket balls, climbing trees, and inventing games with his gang of dusty-footed friends. He was the kind of child who could turn a broken slipper into a racing car and a stick into a sword. His world was simple, joyful, and untouched by the weight of adult worries.
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