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Introduction

Life is a wonderful amalgamation of struggle and dreams. Every human being wants to build a better future with his hard work and dedication, but sometimes circumstances take him on such paths where hope and despair, success and failure stand face to face. This novel “From Debt Trap To Success” is the story of an ordinary youth’s extraordinary journey. This is not just the story of one person, but a reflection of those countless youths who try to realize their dreams in their journey from village to city. While on one hand there is struggle, disillusionment and burden of debt in the story, on the other hand there is also the power of love, family and self-confidence. Through this story, the reader will feel how a person finds a ray of hope even amidst difficulties and moves towards success without losing courage.  My endeavour is that this novel not only entertains the readers but also makes them believe that there is a new dawn after every darkness.
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Chapter 1 : Sonpura, My Village

This village of Chhattisgarh is very beautiful and gives peace to the mind. It falls in Kasdol tehsil of Raipur district. It is located at a distance of about 124 kilometers from Raipur and about 40 kilometers from Kasdol. This village is famous for paddy cultivation. The houses here are tiled houses with roofs made of raw bricks.

Morning Village

Sonpura... This is the village where my childhood breathed. As the sun rises on the horizon, the whole village is bathed in golden rays. Thin lines of smoke rise from the walls of the mud houses, and the tinkling of the ox bells mixes in the air and makes the morning of the village musical. The sweet smell of soil spreads in every street.

The shrieks of children, and the rhythm of women grinding flour on the flour mill—this is the real clock of our village.

––––––––
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Banyan Tree

There is a huge banyan tree in the middle of the village. Its roots kiss the ground and its shade gives a cool feeling even in the scorching sun.

This is the village meeting place. The old people sit there and tell stories and we children play there. Many times I take my book and sit on its roots. Sometimes I memorize the lesson, sometimes I get lost in the world of dreams.

Story of the fields

The fields spread all around are the real identity of our village. When the paddy ears sway with the wind, it seems as if Mother Earth is patting her child and putting him to sleep.

These fields shine like gold in the rainy season and in summers these fields teach us the truth of hard work and sweat.

Sandhya Yadav – The smile of the neighbourhood

Sandhya Yadav's house is right next to ours. She is five years younger than me.

When I am lost in school books, she plays with dolls made of clay in the courtyard. Her laughter is very unique - as if some sweet tune of a flute enters the ears.

Dialogue – Innocent friendship

One day I was reading a book, when Sandhya came running. Sandhya (excited): “Arun Bhaiya, come on! Let’s go to pluck mangoes today. See, how many ripe mangoes are hanging on the tree.”

I closed the book and said smilingly— Arun: “Okay Sandhya, but come back soon, else mother will scold you.”

Both of us ran towards the pond. Dust kept flying on the way, but our laughter was louder than that.

Bank of the pond

Neem and Peepal trees on the banks of the pond hid us in their shade.

We would throw stones and make circles in the water and eat mangoes.

Sandhya (laughing): “Look Bhaiya! How big a circle my stone is making.”

I laughed— Arun: “Yes, but the circle of my dreams is bigger than yours.”

Soul of the village

Sonpura is not just the name of houses and fields, it is the definition of belongingness.  There is poverty here, but there is richness in hearts. If someone's stove is not lit here, the whole village lights his stove. This is my village-Sonpura, the first page of my life, the first land of my dreams.

***************
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​Chapter 2 : The Lanes Of Childhood
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The lanes of the village... those narrow mud paths, on which our laughter and jokes echoed while running barefoot. No matter how hot the day was, we did not feel the heat or tiredness while playing in those lanes.

Game of kites and marbles

We children would gather under the shade of the banyan tree. Some would hold a small wooden gilli, some would take out a bag of marbles. Arun's eyes were always filled with the sparkle of victory.

Arun (smiling): "See, today I will win all the marbles."

Sandhya said laughingly - "Bhaiya, you have magic in your hands, but today my luck will also shine."

Then what happened - both of them would bend down on the ground and play marbles. Sometimes fountains of laughter would burst, sometimes both would get angry as if they were fighting.  But as soon as Arun became silent and started to pick up the book, Sandhya would slowly come near him and say, "Brother, let's go! Your game is incomplete without me.”

Visit to fields and fairs

While walking on the ridges of the fields surrounding the village, Arun and Sandhya never ended their conversations. The paddy stalks touched their feet as if blessing them.

The annual village fair was no less than a festival for both of them.

Sandhya (excited): “Bhaiya, look! Look! The swings look so high.”

Arun (seriously): “Yes, but I will first eat Gulab Jamun, then sit on the swing.”

Both of them would get lost in the fair laughing and laughing. The fragrance of jaggery, the tune of the flute and the shine of the colourful bangles would enter their childhood eyes.

Hide and seek and the pond’s edge

In the evening, hide and seek would be played on the pond’s edge of the village.

Sandhya would close her eyes and count—“One... two... three... ten... twenty... I am coming now...!”

Arun would hide behind the tree and suppress his laughter.

Sandhya's innocent call—"Bhaiya, I will find you."

The entire shore of the pond seemed to fill with the sounds of childhood.

The magic of childhood

The same lanes of the village, the same games, the same giggles—these were the most precious games of Arun and Sandhya's life. Running in the dust of those lanes, both of them did not know that life would test them on what big tests in the future. But at that time... for them the world was as big as the flight of a kite, as deep as the waves of the pond and as sweet as Sandhya's laughter.
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