DON'T HATE YOUR LIFE

Linawas alittle girl who lived in a small, broken house. She
had no father. He died when she was a baby. Her mother
worked very hard, but they were always poor.
Sometimes, they had no food.



Lina wanted to go to school, but they had no money. She
watched other children with books and bags, laughing and
running. But she could not join them. Instead, she helped her
mother wash clothes for rich people. Her small hands were
always cold in winter and tired in summer.

One day, Lina saw a beautiful dress in a shop. It was blue like
the sky. "Mother, | wish | could wear a dress like that," she said.

Her mother smiled sadly. "One day, my dear," she said. But Lina
knew it was not possible.

At night, Linalooked at the stars."Whyis my life so hard?" she
asked. But the stars did not answer. She cried softly, hiding
her tears from her mother.

One day, while washing clothes, she found a smallbook in a
pocket. It was an old storybook. She could not read well, but

she tried. She loved the pictures. She wanted to read more.

"Mother, |lwant tolearn toread," she said.



Her mother held her close. "Life is difficult, my child. But never
hate it. If youlearn, life will change."

Lina did not understand, but she kept the book safe. She read
alittle everynight.

Days passed. Life was still hard. But somethinginside Lina had
changed. She had a smalllight in her heart—hope.

Lina kept the old book close to her heart. Everynight, she sat
near the smalllamp and tried to read. Some words were
difficult, but she did not give up.

One evening, an old man saw Lina sitting outside her house
with the book. He was a teacher who lived nearby. He stopped

and asked, "Little girl, what are you reading?"

Lina looked up with big, curious eyes."lam trying toread, but |
do not know manywords," she said.

The teacher smiled. "Would you like me to teach you?"



Lina’s eyes filled with tears of joy."Really? But |have no money
to payyou."

The teacher patted her head. "A big heart is worth more than
money. Come to my house every evening. | will teach you."

Linaran home and told her mother. Her mother hugged her.
"You see,mydear? Lifeis hard, but never hate it. Sometimes,
it gives us small miracles."

From that day, Linawent to the teacher’s house. She learned
new words every day. She worked hard. She read books and
wrote letters. She felt like she had wings.

But life was still difficult. Some days, there was no food. Some
days, her mother was sick. Lina cried at night but never
stopped learning. She knew that only knowledge could

change her life.

One day, the teacher gave Lina a test. She passed with flying
colors. He smiled and said, "You are very smart, Lina. You must
studyinareal school."



Lina’s heart raced. "But | have no money for school.”

The teacher held her hands. "Do not worry. |l will help you. You
just promise me one thing—never give up."

Lina wiped her tears. "l promise!"

Her journey had just begun. She had a smalllight inside her—
now, it was growing stronger.

With the teacher’s help, Lina got admission to a school. It was
not easy. She had to wake up early, help her mother with work,
and then go to school. Some days, she had no lunch. But she
never complained.

She studied hard. She loved books. She wanted tolearn
everything. Her teachers saw her dedication. They helped her
with extrabooks and school supplies.

One day, there was a big exam. The best student would get a
scholarship to abetter school. Lina worked day and night. She
remembered her promise—never give up.



The result day came. Lina’s hands were shaking when she took
her report card. She had won the scholarship!

She ran home, crying. "Mother!l did it!"

Her mother hugged her tightly, tearsin her eyes. "l always
knew, mydear.Lifeis hard, butitis also beautiful."

Years passed. Lina finished her studies and became a teacher.
She never forgot her journey. She helped poor childrenlike
her, giving them books and hope.

One day, she visited her old teacher, now veryweak. She held
his hands and said, "Because of you, lam here today."



The old teacher smiled. "No, my child. Because you never hated
life, you never gave up."

Linalooked at the sky, just like she did as a little girl. But now,
she had her answer. Life was hard, but it was also full of small
miracles.

Life is not always fair. It gives pain, struggles, and tears. But if
you keep hope in your heart and never give up, one day, life
will give you happiness. Never hate your life—because evenin

the darkest night, the stars still shine.



THE POWER OF
POSITIVE THINKING
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Hello everyone!



Today, | want to share a storyabout the power of positive
thinking.

There was once a young man named James who dreamed of
becoming a great painter.He loved art, but his paintings were
not very good. People laughed at his work and said he would
never succeed. James felt sad but refused to give up.

One day, he met an old artist who told him, "If you want to
succeed, youmust believe in yourself and think positively.
Everygreat artist started somewhere. Keep practicing and
imagine yourself becoming better every day.”

James took those words to heart. Instead of focusing on his
failures, he started telling himself, “l can do this. | will
improve.” Everymorning, he spent hours practicing and
learning from his mistakes. Slowly but surely, his paintings
became better.

Years later, James held his first art exhibition. The same
people who laughed at him now praised his work.



When someone asked him how he succeeded, he smiled and
said, “The secret is simple: | believed in myself and never
stopped thinking positively.”

This story reminds us that positive thinking can change our
lives. When we believe in ourselves and focus on what we can
achieve, we unlock a power that pushes us forward, evenin
tough times.

So, nomatter what you're facing, remember James’s story.
Stay positive, believe in yourself, and keep going. Great
things are waiting for you.

Thank you!



BUDDHA'S SECRETTO
TRUE HAPPINESS

3

Along time ago, in a peaceful village, a young man named
Ravi felt lost. He had everything—money, a home, and
friends—but he was not happy. His heart felt emptuy.



One day, Ravi heard about a wise man wholived in the
mountains. People said he knew the secret to true happiness.
This man was none other than Gautama Buddha.

Ravi decided to find him. He walked for days, crossing rivers
and forests. Finally, he reached a quiet monasterywhere

Buddha was teaching his followers.

Ravibowed and asked, “Master, | have everything, yet | feel
unhappy. Please tellme the secret to happiness.”

Buddha smiled and said, “Happiness is not foundin things. It is
found within you.”

Ravi was confused. “But how can | find happiness inside me?”
Buddhareplied, “Let me tellyouastory.”
Once, there was aman who was afraid of his own shadow. He

thought it was chasing him. He ran and ran, but the shadow
never left him.



He ran faster, but the shadow stayed with him. He climbed
trees, but the shadow climbed too. He jumpedinto water, but
the shadow followed.

Finally, exhausted, he sat under a tree. Andin that moment, he
realized something: When he stopped running, his shadow
stopped too.

Buddhalooked at Raviand said, “Your sufferingis like that
man’s fear. You are chasing happiness in the wrong places. If
you stop running and look within, you will find peace.”

The Four Truths of Happiness

Ravilistened carefully. He wanted to understand more.
Buddha then shared his great wisdom:

First, Life is full of ups and downs. There will always be pain,
loss, and change.

Second, Suffering comes from wanting too much. People
suffer because they cling to things, people, and desires.



Third, Letting go leads to happiness. When you stop holding
onto things, youfeelfree.

Fourth, Happiness is foundin the present moment. True joy
comes when you stop worrying about the past or future.

Ravi sat in silence. He thought about his life. He had spent
years chasing happiness, but he had never looked inside
himself.

The Secret to Happiness
Buddha then gave Ravi a simple task. “Sit under this tree for
one hour everyday. Breathe. Do nothing. Just be present.”

Ravi followed Buddha's advice. At first, his mind was restless.
But slowly, he started feeling light. His worries faded. He
found peacein silence.



Days turnedinto weeks. Ravino longer looked for happiness
outside. He found joyin simple things—a cool breeze, a bird’s
song, the warmth of the sun.

One day, he returned to Buddha and bowed deeply. “Master, |
understand now. Happiness is not a place. It is not a thing. It is
astate of mind.”

Buddha smiled. “Yes, my child. Happiness is always within you.
You just need toseeit.”

From that day on, Ravilived a simple, peaceful life. He stopped
chasing things. He learned to enjoy the present. And for the
first time, he was truly happuv.

“Happinessis like a butterfly. If you chase it, it flies away. But if
youssit stilland be at peace, it gently comes and rests on your
shoulder.”



A BOY WHO NEVER
GIVE UP

In a small, quiet village surrounded by rolling green fields
and endless blue skies, a young boy named Arun lived with
his mother and younger sister, Meera. Their father had
passed away when Arun was only six



leaving the family to struggle with poverty. Despite their
hardships, their mother, Asha, taught them the values of
kindness, hard work, and resilience. She worked tirelessly as a
seamstress, stitching clothes for the villagers just to put
food on the table. Arun, even as a child, understood the
weight of their struggles and vowed to change their fate.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon, Arun found
his mother sitting by the flickering oil lamp, her hands
trembling with exhaustion. He held her hands gently and
promised, "One day, | will take care of you and Meera. | will
make sure you never have to worryagain."

Life was not easy. Arun studied under alarge banyan tree
near the village school, borrowing books from a kind old
teacher, Mr.Ravi.He would read late into the night under the
dim glow of a candle, determined to educate himself. But
when a severe drought struck the village, work became
scarce, and hunger became their daily companion. His mother
fellill, too weak to work, and Arun knew it was time for him to
step up.



At the age of ten, he started working in the village market,
carrying heavy sacks for shopkeepers. He polished shoes,
delivered newspapers, and did anything that would earn him a
few coins. It was exhausting, but Arun never complained. He
would return home, help his sister with her studies, and then
study himself.Meeralooked up to her brother, admiring his
strength andlove for their family.

One day, an old man named Mr. Thomas, who often saw Arun
working tirelessly, stopped him."You have a fire in your eyes,
boy. What do you dream of?" he asked.

“lwant tolearn, sir.l want to do something that will change my
family's life," Arun replied with determination.

Mr. Thomas, moved by the boy's spirit, offered him a job at his
small bookstore. There, Arun was surrounded by books, his
true treasure.He read every chance he got, teaching himself
English and mathematics. Mr. Thomas, seeing his potential,
encouraged him to take an entrance exam for a scholarship
program in the city.



The exam was difficult, but Arun gave it his all. Weeks later, a
letter arrived—he had won the scholarship. His mother wept tears
of joy,and Meera hugged him tightly. With a heavy heart, Arun
left for the city, promising toreturn abetter man.

Citylife was a new challenge. He faced discrimination for his
village accent, struggled to fit in, and had to juggle studies with
part-time jobs.But he never let despair win. He met a friend, Riya,
who had also come from a poor background. They encouraged
each other, sharing dreams of success and a better life.

Years of relentless hard work paid off when Arun graduated with
top honors. He secured a prestigious job in a multinational
company, earning a salary he never imagined. His first paycheck
went straight to his mother, along with aletter: "Ma, you never
have to work again."

He did not stop there. Arun returned to his village, built a school
for underprivileged children, and created a fund to support
young minds like himself. Mr. Thomas, now old and frail, smiled

with pride."You have become the man | always knew you would
be," he said.



Standing under the same banyan tree where he once studied,
Arun told the village children, "Never stop dreaming. Never
stop working.No matter how hardlife gets, keep going.
Because one day, your struggles will turninto your greatest
strength."

His story became a beacon of hope, proving that nomatter
how deep the darkness, perseverance and kindness would
always lead to the light. Arun had not only changed his own life
but had also given others the chance todream, torise,and to
never give up.



THE POWER OF
SILENCE
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In a quiet little town nestled between rolling hills and a
windingriver, there lived aboynamed Ethan. He was the
only child of Tom and Linda, hardworking owners of a
small farm. Their days were spent under the golden sun



, tending to their crops and caring for their animals, hoping
for agood harvest that would sustain them through the year.

Unlike the other kids in town who spent their days riding
bikes, playing ball, and laughing loudly in the park, Ethan was
different. He preferred solitude. While others raced down

the streets, climbed trees, or chatted endlessly, Ethan would
sit quietly, observing the world around him.

He watched how the wind danced through the wheat fields,
listened to the birds singing on the telephone wires, and paid
close attention to the stories shared by the town'’s elders at

the local diner.

His silence made people curious.
"Why doesn’t he talk much?" the townsfolk whispered."A child
should be playful and outgoing,” they said.

But Ethan’s father, Tom, believed otherwise.



One evening, as they sat on the porch watching the sunset,
Tom gently asked, “Son, why don’t you talk as much as the
other kids?”

Ethan smiled and replied, “Dad, listening is more important
than speaking. When we listen, we learn. When we speak, we
only repeat what we already know.”

Tom looked at his son, impressed by his wisdom at such a
young age. “That’s true,” he said, “but sometimes, silenceis
misunderstood. People might think you're shy or unsure.”

Ethan thought for amoment andreplied, “True strengthisn’t
in talking, Dad. It’s in understanding. | will speak whenit's

necessary.”

Tom nodded, realizing his son had a wisdom beyond his years.



In that same town, there was aman named Jake. Jake loved to
talk. He had an opinion on everything and made sure everyone
around him heardit. Whether it was town politics, the latest
football game, or farming techniques, Jake spoke as if he were
the ultimate expert.

One day, he saw Ethan sitting quietly on a bbench, watching the
clouds.

He laughed and said, “Ethan, you're always so quiet! If you
don’t speak up, no one will ever notice you. Life rewards those
who are bold and loud!”

But Ethan just smiled and continued his quiet contemplation.

Jake, however, wasn’t satisfied. He started teasing Ethan
everychance he got.



"Look, it’s the silent kid again! Maybe he’s afraid to speak!" he’d
say. Others laughed, but Ethan remained unfazed. He knew
that not every comment deservedareaction.

One day, a heated argument broke out between two local
farmers. Each claimed ownership over a piece of land where
their fences overlapped. Their voices grew louder as they
accused each other of stealingland.

The townspeople gathered, trying to calm them down, but no
one could.

Then, to everyone’s surprise, Ethan stepped forward.

He didn’t shout. He didn’t argue. He simply said, “If you both
agree, | can suggest a solution.”



The crowd fell silent.

One of the farmers scoffed. “What can this quiet kid possibly
say?”

But the other, curious, nodded. “Let’s hear him out.”
Ethan spokein a calm, steady voice. “If you keep fighting,
neither of you will win. But if you find a way to share the land

wisely, both of you can prosper.”

He then proposed a fair way to divide the land, allowing them
towork together instead of against each other.

The farmers listened carefully. Slowly, their anger faded.



After thinking for amoment, theyagreed toEthan’s
suggestion.

The townspeople were amazed.

"The boywho never speaks just solved a problem that even
the mayor couldn’t fix!" they whispered.

From that day on, people saw Ethan'’s silence in a new light.

"He only speaks when necessary," they said, "but when he
does, his words carry wisdom."

A few days later, a successful businessman namedMr. Carter
visited the town. He was looking for someone wise and
thoughtful to help manage his growing companuy.

“Ineed a partner whois smart, observant, and knows when to
speak," he announced.



Excited, many townsfolk—including Jake—ushed to meet him.
Jake was the first to speak.
"Sir, I'm the best choice," he declared confidently. "l know
everything about business, and | can talk my way through any

situation!"

He spoke endlessly, listing his skills, trying hard toimpress Mr.
Carter.

Thenit was Ethan’s turn.

Mr. Carter asked, “If you faced a difficult situationin business,
what would you do?”

Ethan paused for amoment, thinking carefully. Then he
replied,

“First, lwould observe and fully understand the situation.
Only after deep thought would |l decide the best course of
action."



Mr. Carter smiled.
Ethan hadn’t said much—but he didn’t need to.

A few days later, Mr. Carter made an announcement.
"lhave chosen my business partner.lneed someone who
thinks before he speaks, who listens before he acts. That

personis Ethan."
The townspeople were shocked.

Jake, who had always teased Ethan for his silence, was
speechless. But deep inside, he understood why Ethan had
been chosen.

Ethan moved to the cityand worked under Mr. Carter’s
mentorship. He learned business strategies, decision-making,

and leadership. Over time, he became highly successful.

But despite his achievements, he never forgot his hometown.



Years later, Ethan returned—ot as the quiet boy people once
misunderstood, but as arespected leader who had helped his
community grow.

He funded schools, built alocal hospital, and created jobs for
the peoplein town.

Sitting once again on his family’s old porch, surrounded by
people eager to hear his wisdom, Ethan smiled and said,

"True strengthisn’t about how much you speak—it’s about
how well you understand.”

"Silence isn’t emptiness.It’s the space where wisdom grows."
Even Jake, now humbled, approached him.

“lwas wrong," he admitted. "Your silence taught me that
wisdom is more valuable than endless words."



When we listen deeply, think carefully, and speak
thoughtfully, we make better decisions and earn greater
respect.

Let us embrace the power of silence—and use it to build alife
filled with wisdom, success, and kindness.

If this storyinspired you, share it with someone who needs
this lesson todauy.

Together, let’s make the world abetter place—one
thoughtful action at a time.



THE CLEVERLAZY BOY

Hello, everyone! Today, we have aninspiring story about a
boy who was known for his laziness but ended up
surprising everyone with his clever thinking. By the end
of this story, we'lllearn how even the laziest person can
find a smart way to succeed.



But that’s not all' As we listen, we’ll also discover new words
andlearn how to use themin sentences, making our English
practice both fun and easy. So stay with us till the end!

Once upon a time, in a quiet little village, there lived aboy
named Ethan. He was known for avoiding hard work whenever
he could. His parents often worried about him. "What will he
dowhen he grows up?" they wondered.

Ethan’'s father was a farmer, and every day, Ethan was given
the simple task of keeping crows away from the crops.
Instead of chasing them like everyone else, he tied some old
clothes to sticks and placed them around the field to scare
the birds away—just like a scarecrow! That way, he could sit
under a tree and take a nap while the scarecrows did all the
work.

His father often shook his head and sighed. "Ethan, life is not
always this easy. One day, you will have towork hard." But
Ethan just smiled and said, "Why work hard when you can work
smart?"



Then, one summer, everything changed. A terrible drought
hit the village. The crops needed water every day, but Ethan’s
father fellilland couldn’t work.Now, Ethan had to take care of

the farm alone.

He tried his best, but it was exhausting. The days were long,
and the sun was scorching hot. The plants started wilting, and
nomatter how hard he tried, he couldn’t save them alone.
Sitting outside one night, he looked up at the sky and sighed,
“If onlylhad worked harder before, maybe | would know what
todonow."

The next morning, the village square was buzzing with
excitement. A royalmessenger had arrived, announcing a
grand competition at the king’s palace. The winner would

receive a chest full of gold!

Ethan’s eyes widened. "This could save our farm!" Without
hesitation, he signed up. The villagers laughed. "Ethan?
Competing? He won't last a day!" But Ethan didn't care.



With only three days to reach the palace, he packed his things
and set of f. His parents weren’t sure if he could win, but they
hoped this experience would change him.

Finally, the competition day arrived. The first challenge was to
cross amassiveriver. The strongest contestants immediately
jumpedin and started swimming. But Ethan stood on the
shore, watching.

“lcan’t win by just swimming," he thought. Then, anidea
struck him.He raninto the nearby forest, found some large
logs, and quickly tied them together with vines. He made a
simple raft and used alarge branch as a paddle.

While the others struggled and got tired, Ethan glided across
the river with ease. He wasn’t the fastest, but he saved his
energy.In the end, he finished third—just enough to move to
the next round!



The final challenge was even harder. Each contestant had to
push a giant wooden block for one kilometer. Behind them was
a selection of tools, but they could only pick one.

The first contestant grabbed a strongrope and started
dragging the block. The second contestant used a wooden
pole as alever to push it forward. Ethan, however, didn’t rush.

He stared at the tools and then at the heavyblock."If | can’t
pushit...maybe |l don’t have to," he thought. Then, he picked
up a sharp knife.

The crowd gasped. "What is he doing?" Instead of pushing the
block, Ethan started carvingit. Slowly, he shapeditintoa
perfect cylinder. After an hour, he stood up, wiped his brow,
and gave the block a push. It rolled forward easily!



While the other contestants struggled, Ethan’s "block" rolled
smoothly down the path. Step by step, he caught up to them—
then passed them! With one final push, he reached the finish
line first!

The crowd eruptedin cheers.No one had expected Ethan—
the lazy boy—to win!

This story teaches us that being lazy doesn’t mean being
useless. Sometimes, thinking differently can lead to success.
However, to truly achieve something great, youneeda
strong reason—just like Ethan, who wanted to save his family.

So, if you ever feellazy, find a big reason to push yourself
forward. Whether it's for your dreams, your loved ones, or
proving others wrong—having a goal can turnlazinessinto

motivation!



Today, we also learned new words and sentences through this
story. Remember, learning English is fun when you make it
part of your daily routine! So keep practicing, keep
improving, and keep believing in yourself.

And don’t forget to subscribe for more exciting stories!
Thank you for watching, andl'll see youin the next one!



THE PERFECT TIME IS

Sometimes we think we have all the timein the world. We
work hard, save money, and plan for a future that feels so
far away. But what if the future never comes?



What if all we have is today? | never asked myself these
questions—until the night everything changed.

For years, my life was the same. Wake up early, go towork,
come home tired, sleep, and repeat.|worked hard, always
telling myself that one day, | would finally enjoylife. But not
yet. Not until | had enough moneu.

| wore the same old clothes because buying new ones felt like
awaste.ldrove an old car that rattled when | hit a bump.
Vacations? | skipped them. Eating out? Too expensive.

| watched my friends go on trips, buy nice things, and enjoy
their lives. | told myself they were being foolish. They weren’t
thinking about the future. Securitywas more important than
fun.



| had a plan. Work hard now, live later. It made sense. Until one
rainy night, when my whole life nearly ended.

The road was wet, and the streetlights reflected of f the
pavement. | was driving home late from work, exhausted as
usual. My mind was on my savings account, my plans, my
future.

Then, in aninstant—bright headlights, ablaring horn, a crash.

Everything went black.

Whenlwoke up, the world was quiet. My body ached. A dull
beeping sound filled the room. | was in a hospital.



A doctor stood beside me. His face was calm, but his words hit
me like a storm.

“You're lucky to be alive.”
Lucky.

My heart pounded. What if | had died? What would have
happened to all the moneyl saved? What was | waiting for?

Tears filled my eyes. Mywhole life, | had been saving for a
future that almost never came. | had been waiting tolive. But
for what?



Lying in that hospital bed, everything felt different. The plain
hospital soup tasted better than anymeallever had. The
sunset outside my window looked more beautiful than | had
ever noticed before.

For the first time in years, | was awake. Truly awake.

| made a promise to myself. No more waiting. Nomore
“someday.” Life was happening now. | had almost lost it, and |
wasn’t going to waste another moment.

When | finally left the hospital, the air felt fresher. The world
looked brighter.

| walked into my house, looked around, and felt nothing. The
same old routine, the same old walls, the same old life.l didn’t
want it anymore.



| opened my laptop and did something I never thought | would.
|booked a trip. A place | had always dreamed of but never
allowed muyself to visit. A beach town where the ocean
stretched for miles, where the sun kissed the waves, where
people laughed and lived.

For the first time in mylife, | packed a bag for something
other than work.

At the airport, my hands shook. My heart raced. | had never
been on aplane before.But as it took off, lifting me into the
sky, I felt lighter than ever.

The first step onto the warm sand, the first deep breath of
salty air, the first sunset over the ocean—it was like lhad been
blind my whole life and was finally seeing.

| tasted fresh seafood, let the waves touch my feet, laughed
with strangers. | felt somethingl had never felt before.
Freedom.



Sitting by the ocean, watching the waves crash against the
shore, | whispered to myself:

“lwaited toolong. But lwon’t wait anymore.”

Because the perfect timeisn’tlater.It’s now.



THE LOST SISTER

It was a cold night. The wind was strong. The street was
empty. A poor boy sat alone on abroken bench. His
clothes were old. His feet had no shoes. His eyes were full
of tears.



He looked at the dark sky and whispered, "Mother, where are
you?"

His mother had died last year. She was sick, but they had no
money for medicine. She died in his arms. That night, he cried
so much that he could not sleep.

But there was another painin his heart. His little sister, Asha,

was missing. She disappeared one night. Nobody knew where

she went. Some people said she ran away. Some said someone
took her.But he knew one thing—he had to find her.

He touched the smalllocket around his neck. It was the only
thing left of his mother. She gave it to him before she died and
said, "Take care of your sister.Never leave her alone."



He failed his mother. He lost Asha.

That night, he made a promise. "l will find Asha. No matter
what."

The boy had no home. He had no money. But he had hope. He
walked through the streets, asking people.

"Have you seen my sister?" he asked an old man.
“No, boy. Go home," the man said.
He asked a shopkeeper. "Please, sir. Have you seen alittle girl?"
The shopkeeper shook his head. "Go away. | have no time."

Days passed. Nights passed. He was hungry. He was tired. But
he did not stop.



One night, he sat near a small tea shop. He heard two men
talking.

"lheard about a house," one man said. "Strange things happen
there. Children disappear."

The boy's heart jumped. "Could Asha be there?" he thought.

He followed the men. They walked through a dark alley. The
boy hid behind a wall and listened.

"The old house near the forest. That placeis cursed," the
second man said.

A chillran through the boy's body. He had heard about that
house before. People said ghosts lived there. People said
children who went inside never came back.



But he was not afraid.

That night, he went to the house. It was big and broken. The
windows were dark. The door was open, but there was no
sound.

He steppedinside. The wooden floor made a creaking sound.
Creak.

He stopped. His heart was beating fast.

Drip. Drip.

Water fell from the ceiling. A strange smell filled the air. It
smelled like old clothes and dust.

Suddenly, he heard a whisper.

"Go away..."



The boy froze. His hands shook. But he closed his eyes and
thought of Asha."l cannot leave.l must find her."

He walked deeper into the house. The walls had scratches. The
air was cold.

Then he heard something.
A cry.
It was soft. A child's cry.

He ran towards the sound. It came from the basement. He saw
adoor.lt was locked.

"Asha! Are you there?" he shouted.

The crying stopped. Then a small voice said, "Brother?"



Tears filled his eyes. It was Ashal!
He pushed the door. It did not open. He kicked it. It did not
move. He looked around and found a heavy stick. With all his

strength, he hit the lock.

Thelock broke. He pulled the door open. Inside, he saw Asha.
Her face was pale. Her eyes were red from crying.

“Brother!" she raninto his arms.
He held her tight. "l found you. | promised | would."
Suddenly, they heard footsteps. Someone was coming.

"Who's there?" a deep voice said.



The boy grabbed Asha’s hand. "Run!" he whispered.
Theyran up the stairs. The footsteps followed them.

Theyreached the door.But a shadow stoodin front of them. It
was a tall man. His face was covered.

"Where do you think you’'re going?" the man growled.
The boy’s heart pounded. He had no strength to fight.
Then Asha whispered, "Brother, the locket!"

He remembered their mother’s locket. He held it tight and
prayed.

The wind inside the house became strong. The candles blew
out. A loud sound filled the air.



The man screamed. "No! Go away!"

The boyand Asha ran out. The house shook. The door slammed
behind them.

The boy held Asha’s hand and ran. They did not stop until they
reached the city.

Theywere safe.

The sun was rising. The sky was pink and orange. Asha looked
at her brother."You found me," she whispered.

He smiled. "l promised."

They had no home. They had no moneuy. But they had each
other.

The boylooked at the sky and whispered, "Mother, lkept my
promise."



Asha held his hand. They walked forward, together.

“Family is not about where welive. It is about being together.
Aslong as we have love, we are never truly poor."



ONE STEP AT ATIME

David was a simple man. He worked in a small shopin a
quiet town. Everyday, he woke up early, went to work,
and came home tired. He did the same thing again and
again. His life never changed.



But deep inside, David had a dream. He wanted to start his own
bakery. He loved baking. He imagined alittle shop with the
smell of fresh bread and warm cakes. He wanted to see happy
people enjoying his food.

But he was afraid.

“ldon’t have enough money,” he thought. "What if | fail? What
if no one comes to my shop?"

So, he waited. He waited for the right time. He waited for the
fear to go away. But days passed. Months passed. Years
passed. And nothing changed.



One day, while walking home, David saw a little boy trying to
ride a bicycle. The boy fell again and again. But he did not stop.
He got up, wiped his tears, and tried again.

David smiled.
"If that little boy can keep going, why can’t I?" he thought.

That night, David made a decision. He would not wait anymore.
He would take the first step.

David started small. He woke up earlier and baked bread
before work.He sold a few loaves to his neighbors. The next
day, he did it again.

People loved his bread. They told their friends. More people
came.



David saved every extra dollar he earned. Slowly, he bought
better ingredients. He learned new recipes.

It was not easy. Some days, he was too tired. Some days, no
one bought his bread. Some days, he wanted to quit.

But he remembered thelittle boy."One step at a time," he told
himself.

After one year, David had enough money to rent a small shop.
He painted the walls, put up a sign, and opened his bakery.

The first day, only a few people came. The second day, a few
more.

Little bylittle, his dream became real.
Years later, David stood in his big, beautiful bakery. He

watched happy customers enjoy his bread. He saw children
laugh as they ate his cakes.



He remembered the days of doubt, the days of waiting. He
smiled.

David learned something important:

"Youdon’t have tobe ready. You just have tostart.”



