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	“True Loyalty doesn’t end with Life,  



...It Endures beyond Death”



	“A True bond is unshaken by Time,



Unbroken by Trials....

And Loyal beyond the Reason”



	“Loyalty is the silent Strength...



That speaks Louder than Words”






-Dr. P.H. Brahmbhatt

Loyal Beyond Death...


-The Unbroken Bond...
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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 was born in his innovative and philosophical mind during personal experience of life. 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 “inspirational” type to motivate the youth and readers of all ages. Loyal Beyond Death (L.B.D)-The Unbroken Bond - in this story author has described the emotions of a dedicated man and his loyal dog, living life with love, dedication and joy with sharing and experiencing love warmth, care, support and life assurance for each other. Author described the true loyalty that endured beyond death and true dedication up to the last breath of life. Author pointed the importance of emotions and commitment that play role in the life. This story is fictional and literature types there is no relation with any reality. The story described a life reality of loyal and dedicated security guard of Central Bombay. This story will give heart touching feelings to the readers of all age-“Loyalty and Dedication Never End”. Author has tried to narrate the “emotions and love”. In this story author has narrated the reality of life and pointed hidden fear, dedication, thrill in life. 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, drama on stage etc.. 
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The Life of Bhikhu
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A

t the bustling construction site in the heart of Bombay Central, Workers toil under the hot sun, carrying bricks, mixing mortar, and building the skeleton of a large apartment building. Among them is a young man in his early twenties—Bhikhu. He stands out from the others, not because of his appearance, but because of his quiet dedication. Unlike the others who rest frequently or chat during breaks, Bhikhu remains focused on his work.

“Bhikhu was born an orphan, alone in the world from the moment he took his first breath. He had no family, no history to claim. For most, this would be a cause for bitterness, but not for Bhikhu. He accepted his fate with quiet grace, working as a mason from his teenage years, building homes he could never hope to live in.”

Bhikhu wipes the sweat from his brow but doesn’t slow down. He expertly lays a brick, ensuring it is perfectly aligned before applying the next layer of mortar. Other workers glance at him, muttering about his tireless nature.

One worker said other (Grumbling to another worker) “That Bhikhu, he’s like a machine. Never stops, never takes a break.”

Second worker replied (Shrugging) “He has no one waiting for him. What else is he going to do but work?”

As the months pass, the skeleton of the building becomes more complete. Bhikhu is still working, always among the last to leave as the sun begins to set. The Builder, a middle-aged man with sharp eyes and a commanding presence, watches from a distance, noticing Bhikhu’s unrelenting work ethic.

Builder said to the Foreman “That boy... Bhikhu, isn’t it? He works harder than any man here.”

Foreman replied (Nods) “Yes, sir. Never late, never complains. Honest as the day is long.”

Builder (Thoughtful) “Hmm... Let’s see how he holds up when the building is done. A man like that, loyal and steady, might be useful beyond laying bricks.”

“Bhikhu was known for his punctuality, his honesty, and his unyielding dedication to the craft. Where others might grumble about the long hours and the hard labour, Bhikhu simply worked. Brick by brick, wall by wall, he built not just the building, but a reputation for himself.”

Bhikhu finishes his section of the wall, stands up, and looks out over the construction site. His face shows no signs of pride or self-satisfaction—only a quiet focus, a sense of duty fulfilled.

The rain had begun falling in slow, deliberate drops, creating small ripples in the puddles that formed on the cracked pavement of Bombay Central. Bhikhu pulled his thin cotton shawl tighter around his shoulders as he hurried past the rows of shops that lined the street. His steps were heavy, yet determined, as they always were—much like the man himself. He had grown used to the long, exhausting days that filled his quiet, solitary life.

Bhikhu had worked on this very building years ago, back when it was nothing but a skeleton of steel and concrete. He had been a mason then, working alongside other labourers, his hands calloused from handling bricks and mortar. But Bhikhu was different. While the others often grumbled about the hard work or slacked off whenever the foreman wasn’t looking, Bhikhu remained focused. His dedication never wavered, even when his muscles ached and the sun burned overhead.

The Builder had noticed this about Bhikhu —his honesty, his punctuality. At the time, Bhikhu was an orphan, alone in the world with no family or home to return to at night. He didn’t complain about it, though. In fact, he never complained about anything. God had given him life, and Bhikhu saw no reason to begrudge his fate. He knew only the things that ‘God is my judge, so my life is his decision’.

The building is now complete, standing tall against the backdrop of the city. The workers are beginning to disperse as their contracts end. Bhikhu, now slightly older but just as focused, is clearing away his tools, preparing to move on to the next construction site. As he does, he is approached by the Builder.

One day, after another long shift, the Builder called Bhikhu aside. 

Builder (Calling out as he walks towards Bhikh ) “Bhikhu ! A moment, please.”

Bhikhu straightens, turning to face the Builder. He nods respectfully, unsure why the Builder has approached him.

Bhikhu (Quietly) “Yes, sir?”

Builder (Grins) “You’ve been working on this building since the first brick was laid. I’ve watched you—you never once slacked off. Not many men like you left in this city.”

Bhikhu says nothing, his head slightly bowed, waiting for the Builder to continue.

Builder (Leaning in slightly) “This building... it’s going to be home to a lot of people soon. People who will need someone to watch over them, to make sure everything runs smoothly, and to keep things safe. I’m offering you a job, Bhikhu. I want you to be the night security guard for this building. You’ve earned it.”

Bhikhu’s eyes widen slightly in surprise, though his face remains composed. It’s an unexpected offer—one he never thought he would receive.

Bhikhu (Hesitant, but grateful) “A job... as a guard? But I’ve only known how to build, sir. I’ve never done that kind of work.”

Builder (Chuckling) “Building or guarding—it’s all the same to a man with dedication. You’re not afraid of hard work, and I can trust you. That’s what matters. The rest, you’ll learn as you go.”

Bhikhu hesitates for a moment, then slowly nods. He is an orphan, with no family to take care of him, no future beyond moving from one job to the next. This offer—steady work, a place to call home—it is more than he could have hoped for.

Bhikhu (Bowing his head, voice filled with quiet gratitude) “Thank you, sir. I will do my best.”

Builder (Smiling, patting Bhikhu’s shoulder) “I know you will, Bhikhu. You’ve already proven yourself.”

His voice was gruff but warm, “Bhikhu, you’ve done good work here. Honest work. I’ve seen it. I need someone I can trust to watch over the building once it’s finished. How would you feel about being a security guard?”

Bhikhu had stood there, silent for a moment, caught off guard by the offer. It was more than he had ever expected—a steady job, a place to call home, and the Builder’s trust. He didn’t need to think long.

“I will do it, sir,” Bhikhu said, bowing his head in gratitude. “Thank you.”

And so, when the final brick was laid, Bhikhu traded his mason’s tools for a uniform and a cap, becoming the building’s night watchman. He patrolled the halls, checked the locks, and greeted the residents with a quiet smile. He took pride in his new role, just as he had in the old one.

Now the building is complted, lights shining from various windows as residents move in. At the front entrance, Bhikhu  stands in his new security guard uniform. He looks up at the building, the place he had once helped construct, now his responsibility to protect.

“For Bhikhu, the building became more than just a place he worked—it became his home, his purpose. He had no family, no close friends, but that didn’t matter. The routine of guarding the building, ensuring its safety, gave him contentment. He didn’t need more. Or so he thought.”

Bhikhu  does his nightly rounds, walking the quiet halls of the building, his footsteps echoing softly. He checks the doors, the windows, every corner, just as he used to check the bricks and mortar when he was a mason. His movements are careful, precise, just like his work had been.

Security Room And Night

Later, after doing his watchman ship, Bhikhu returns to the small security office, sitting down at the desk. There are no photos, no decorations—just a simple chair, a desk lamp, and a few essentials. Bhikhu  doesn’t seem to mind the sparseness of his new life. In fact, he seems almost content, his face calm, if a little tired.

“Though his life was solitary, Bhikhu  never complained. He accepted his fate without bitterness, finding peace in the small duties of life. In his heart, there was no grievance with God, only gratitude for the work he had been given.”

Bhikhu  leans back in his chair, humming an old Bollywood tune softly to himself as the night deepens around him. Though the building is full of people, Bhikhu remains alone, a quiet sentinel in the shadows.

But even with this job, Bhikhu’s life remained solitary. The residents of the building came and went, exchanging pleasantries with him as they passed, but none of them truly knew him. Bhikhu  didn’t mind. He had grown accustomed to the silence and to the rhythm of his solitary life. The building had become his world—a place where he could serve without complaint, where his simple routines provided a sense of belonging. He knew each corner of the building, every creak of the floorboards during the quiet hours of the night.

However, it was on one fateful evening, during a particularly harsh downpour, that Bhikhu’s life took a sudden and unexpected turn.
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Night - Heavy Rain
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O

n a rainy night, Bombay Central transforms into a dramatic and romantic scene, where the city’s relentless energy softens under the rhythmic patter of raindrops. From the vantage point of Bhikhu’s building, the view is breath-taking—layered with reflections, shimmering lights, and the soothing soundscape of rain.

The night sky above Bombay Central is cloaked in thick clouds, dark and heavy with rain. Lightning occasionally cracks through the darkness, illuminating the city for fleeting moments in dazzling flashes of silver. The raindrops glisten as they fall under the faint glow of streetlights, creating a shimmering curtain that blurs the edges of the cityscape. The moon, hidden behind layers of storm clouds, peeks through sporadically, casting an eerie glow over the city before disappearing again. The clouds rumble with distant thunder, their deep, resonant growl echoing through the urban labyrinth.

The streets of Bombay Central, usually bustling with activity, are quieter on a rainy night but far from empty. They are transformed into glistening rivers of light. The rainwater collects in pools and streams, reflecting the neon signs, traffic lights, and streetlamps. Red, green, and amber hues ripple across the wet asphalt, creating an ever-changing, vibrant mosaic. Auto-rickshaws and taxis splash through puddles, their headlights casting beams that cut through the haze of falling rain. The vendors, undeterred by the downpour, huddle under plastic sheets and umbrellas, selling steaming cups of chai and roasted corn to passers-by seeking warmth. The station’s entrance is a hub of activity, with people rushing to escape the rain. Their umbrellas create a colourful canopy, moving like a kaleidoscope of colours against the grey backdrop.

Bombay Central Railway Station, always alive, takes on an almost cinematic quality during the rain. The platforms glisten under the station’s fluorescent lights, the puddles on the ground reflecting the chaotic movements of rushing commuters. Trains arrive and depart, their steel bodies slick with rain, their windows fogged from the warmth inside. The rhythmic clatter of wheels on tracks mixes with the pitter-patter of raindrops, creating a unique symphony. The tracks shimmer like molten silver, stretching endlessly into the distance, their surfaces catching the occasional flash of lightning. The rain makes the metallic creak of the overhead wires sharper, more electric, as they spark with bursts of light when trains pass beneath.

The city’s iconic skyline, visible from Bhikhu’s rooftop, becomes a blurred masterpiece under the rain. The high-rise buildings, with their illuminated windows, appear like glowing towers rising from a sea of mist. Neon signs advertising everything from cinemas to local eateries pulse faintly in the rain, their colors bleeding into the damp air, creating an ethereal glow. The far-off Arabian Sea is invisible in the darkness, but its presence is felt through the salty breeze that carries the scent of rain and the faint crashing of waves.

From Bhikhu’s building, the soundscape of Bombay Central in the rain is rich and layered, providing a soothing rhythm to the city’s perpetual motion. The steady drumbeat of raindrops on rooftops, pavements, and umbrellas creates a calming backdrop. The occasional whoosh of passing vehicles splashing through puddles punctuates the night with energy. Distant honks, the chatter of street vendors, and the clink of tea glasses blend into a soft urban melody. The wind whistles through the alleys and around the buildings, carrying the earthy smell of wet soil and the metallic tang of rain on concrete. The occasional shout of a commuter trying to catch the last train or the laughter of children playing in the rain rises above the ambient noise. Somewhere in the distance, a faint melody of Bollywood music plays, blending seamlessly with the rain, giving the city’s soundtrack a nostalgic undertone.

The rooftop of Bhikhu’s building, slick with rain and shimmering with reflections of the city lights, offers a place of quiet observation amidst the chaos below. The rain collects in shallow puddles, mirroring the glow of the streetlights and the distant flicker of lightning. Bhikhu would often stand here during the rain, letting the cool droplets wash over him as he watched the city that he had protected for so many years. The rooftop became a sanctuary—a place where he could still feel connected to city, watching the city as he has some past relation with the city.

From this vantage point, Bombay Central feels both immense and intimate. The rain blurs the hard edges of the city, softening its usual harshness and giving it a dreamlike quality. The building’s windows reflect the night sky, mingling with the lights of passing trains and distant vehicles. Each drop of rain seems to carry with it a memory, a story, as it merges with the puddles below—reminders of the countless lives moving through the city. The rain obscures the horizon, creating the illusion that the city stretches infinitely, a glowing labyrinth in the mist.
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