


Mental Peace – The Story Waiting to Be Heard
Imagine a girl sitting by her window late at night. The world is asleep, but her mind isn’t. It’s racing with thoughts she can’t explain—memories, regrets, dreams she’s too scared to chase, and the weight of expectations she never asked for.
She’s not alone in this feeling.
Somewhere, a boy scrolls through social media, watching success stories fly past him like shooting stars. He wonders why he still feels stuck, like he’s running in place. He doesn’t tell anyone how tired he is—not physically, but emotionally. He doesn’t have the words for it.
And then there’s someone else—a woman who once dreamed of starting over, but life kept pulling her back. She keeps showing up, keeps trying. Yet deep inside, she just wants a moment to breathe—without judgment, without noise, without the sting of other people’s opinions.
This is where the story begins.
Because mental peace is not just a phrase.
It’s the silent wish behind every “I’m fine.”
It’s the craving behind every deep sigh.
It’s the invisible weight that so many carry, but few talk about.
And so people look for ways to cope.
They write.
They draw.
They travel.
They talk to the moon, or walk aimlessly through the trees.
Not because it’s a trend, but because it’s the only way they know how to feel alive again.
But the world doesn’t always understand this. Society prefers polished victories. It claps for those on the podium, but forgets the ones still crawling from rock bottom.
It doesn’t see the girl who cried herself to sleep after failing again.
It overlooks the boy who fights anxiety every morning just to show up.
It misjudges the single mother, the jobless graduate, the broken artist—as lazy, unmotivated, or not enough.
But maybe, just maybe, if we told these stories out loud...
People would realize that healing isn’t linear.
That peace isn’t found in applause, but in silence.
In a deep breath.
In starting over.
In forgiving yourself.
This could be their story.
Or yours.
Or someone you love.
Because at the heart of it, mental peace isn’t a luxury.
It’s a lifeline.
A quiet revolution.
A moment that says:
“You’re still here. You’re still trying. And that’s enough.”

You know, I’ve heard this so many times—*“People will only know you once you succeed.”* I’m pretty sure you’ve heard the same from different people too.

When you were chasing your dreams, trying to figure out life, and holding on to big hopes, I’m sure many asked you, *“What’s your plan? What will you do?”* I’ve been through the same thing, and honestly, I know how it feels.

But today, I just want to tell you something real, as a friend. In our society, every struggling person carries a story—sometimes it’s full of pain, sometimes it’s full of hope. Some stories don’t end well, but some reach beautiful achievements after years of struggle.

So let’s not rush. Let’s sit with these stories, understand them, and take them in—calmly, quietly, and honestly.
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To tell the truth, this is my friends story today. I am telling you Which he shared to me in those tears which i never saw in his eyes in his life ever . I always thought he is so lucky n the most happiest person ever i saw but that day well i saw or can say listen the most important and bitter truth he faced 

There were two  a brother and sister  in the family the  family was rich from Money but poor from heart from its old traditions and thoughts full of what society believes and thinks and many other . His family was rich, but their wealth felt empty. His property was vast, his name carried weight, yet true richness always seemed out of reach.
Alongside him was his sister. The two of them stood together, fighting against family expectations and society’s judgments, chasing after their dreams. They moved forward with courage.
But in such journeys, someone always pays the price. Someone has to lose themselves.
This is the long story of those two siblings—the brother and the sister—who dared to live differently.
You know, I’ve heard this so many times— *“People will only know you once you succeed.”*

I’m sure you’ve heard the same from different people too.

When you were chasing your dreams, trying to figure out life, and holding on to big hopes, I know many must have asked you, *“What’s your plan? What will you do?”* I’ve been through the same, and honestly, I know how it feels.

But today, I want to share something real—with honesty, as a friend. In our society, every struggling person carries a story. Some stories are heavy with pain, some shine with hope. Some never get the ending they deserve, while others, after years of hardship, finally bloom into beautiful success.

So let’s not rush. Let’s sit with these stories. Let’s listen to them—calmly, quietly, and with an open heart.

This is one such story. The story of my friend.

He once shared it with me, through tears I had never seen in his eyes before. All my life, I thought he was the luckiest, happiest person I knew. But that day, I discovered the truth—the raw, bitter truth that lived inside him.

It was the story of two souls—Nabin and Maya.

A brother and sister, born into a family rich in money but poor in love. A family bound by old traditions and the weight of society’s judgments. Yes, they had wealth, yes, they had a name. But the true richness—the richness of love, freedom, and understanding—was missing.

And yet, within that house, Nabin and Maya had each other. They were more than siblings—they were each other’s world. Where one went, the other followed. They spoke less, but understood more. In silence, they found comfort. In togetherness, they found strength. Without ever saying it, they had promised each other: *“You’ll never stand alone, not as long as I’m here.”*

But the walls of home carried heavy expectations.

Nabin, the only son, bore the unspoken burden of his parents’ dreams. To them, he wasn’t just a child—he was their pride, their hope, the vessel of every unfulfilled desire. They never asked him what *he* wanted. They never asked Maya either. In their eyes, their children’s futures were already written—by their will, not by choice.

Their father, a soldier who once wore his uniform with honor, wanted nothing more than to see Nabin in that same uniform. He dreamed of his son standing tall, carrying his legacy, serving the nation the only way he knew how.

But Nabin’s heart whispered a different calling. He did not see himself holding a gun—he saw himself holding the law. He wanted to fight battles, yes, but battles for truth, justice, and the voiceless. In his heart, he saw courtrooms, not warzones. He wanted to serve his nation, but through words, not weapons.

Maya, on the other hand, carried a dream that beat in rhythm with her father’s. She longed for the uniform, for the pride, for the chance to protect her land just as her father once had. Her dream aligned perfectly with what their father wanted.

And so, under one roof, three dreams quietly lived—and quietly collided.

A father’s dream. A son’s dream. A daughter’s dream. None of them wrong, none of them small. But all of them heavy—so heavy—on the hearts that carried them.






मानसिक शान्ति – सुनिन बाँकी कथा
कल्पना गर्नुहोस्, एक युवती ढोकामा बसेर ढिलो रातमा बाहिर हेर्दै छिन्। संसार सुतिरहेको छ, तर उसको मन छैन। उसको सोचहरू दौडिरहेका छन्— सम्झनाहरू, पछुताहरू, ती सपनाहरू जसलाई पूरा गर्न ऊ डराउँछे, र कहिल्यै नगरेको अपेक्षाहरूको भारले उसलाई थिचिरहेको छ।
यो अनुभूति ऊ मात्रको होइन।
कहीं, एक युवक सामाजिक सञ्जाल स्क्रोल गर्दैछ, सफलता कथाहरू उसकै अगाडि तारामण्डलजस्तै चम्किँदै जान्छन्। ऊ सोच्दछ, "किन म अझै फसेको छु? किन म ठाउँमै दौडिरहेको छु?" ऊ कसैलाई भन्दैन कि ऊ कति थकित छ— शारीरिक रूपमा मात्र होइन, भावनात्मक रूपमा पनि। उसको त्यो बताउने शब्द नै छैन।
र अनि अरु पनि छन्— एक महिला जसले कहिले काँही फेरि नयाँ जीवन सुरु गर्ने सपना देखिन्, तर जीवनले बारम्बार उसलाई पछाडि तानेको छ। ऊ बारम्बार आइपुग्छे, प्रयास गर्छे। तर उसको मन गहिराइमा भने, ऊ केवल एक क्षणको सास चाहन्छे—
न्याय बिना, आवाज बिना, अरूको विचारको चोट बिना।
यहींबाट कथा सुरु हुन्छ।
किनकि मानसिक शान्ति केवल एउटा वाक्य मात्र होइन।
यो प्रत्येक “म ठिक छु” को पछाडि लुकेको निस्वार्थ चाह हो।
यो हरेक गहिरो सासको पछाडिको तृष्णा हो।
यो अदृश्य भार हो, जुन धेरैले बोक्छन्, तर थोरैले मात्र यसको बारेमा कुरा गर्छन्।
त्यसैले मानिसहरूले विभिन्न उपाय खोज्छन्।
तिनीहरू लेख्छन्।
चित्र कोर्छन्।
यात्रा गर्छन्।
चन्द्रसँग कुरा गर्छन्, वा रूखहरूबीच aimlessly हिँड्छन्।
यो ट्रेन्ड भएकै कारण होइन, बरु यो मात्र एक तरीका हो जसले उनीहरूलाई फेरि जिउँदो महसुस गराउँछ।
तर संसारले सधैं यसलाई बुझ्दैन। समाजलाई चम्किला विजय मन पर्छ। पोडियममा उभिएका व्यक्तिलाई ताली दिन्छ, तर अझै तलबाट लड्दै उठिरहेका मानिसलाई बिर्सन्छ।
यसले त्यो युवतीलाई देख्दैन जसले असफल भएपछि रुँदै निदायो।
यसले त्यो युवकलाई नदेख्छ जसले प्रत्येक बिहान चिन्तासँग लडेर मात्र दिन सुरु गर्छ।
यसले त्यो एकल आमालाई, बेरोजगार स्नातकलाई, भाँचिएका कलाकारलाई— आलसी, अनुत्साहित, वा पर्याप्त नभएको भनेर गलत ठान्छ।
तर सायद, यदि हामी यी कथाहरू खुला रुपमा सुनायौँ भने…
मानिसहरूले बुझ्थे कि उपचार सीधा रेखा जस्तो हुँदैन।
शान्ति तालीमा होइन, मौनमा भेटिन्छ।
गहिरो सासमा।
नयाँ सुरुवातमा।
आफैलाई माफ गर्नमा।
यो उनीहरूको कथा हुन सक्छ।
वा तपाईंको।
वा तपाईंको माया गर्ने कसैको।
किनकि अन्ततः, मानसिक शान्ति कुनै विलासी कुरा होइन।
यो जीवनरेखा हो।
एक शान्त क्रान्ति हो।
एउटा क्षण जसले भन्छ—
“तपाईं अझै यहाँ हुनुहुन्छ। तपाईं अझै प्रयास गरिरहनु भएको छ। र त्यो नै पर्याप्त हो।”





Starting 

“मान्छेले तिमीलाई सफल भएपछि मात्र चिन्छन्” भन्ने कुरा मैले धेरैपटक सुनेको छु। मलाई पक्का छ, तपाईंले पनि विभिन्न मानिसहरूबाट यस्तै सुन्नुभएको छ होला।

जब तपाईं आफ्नो सपना पछ्याउँदै हुनुहुन्थ्यो, जीवन बुझ्ने प्रयास गर्दै हुनुहुन्थ्यो, ठूलो आशामा अडिग हुनुहुन्थ्यो—त्यसबेला धेरैले सोध्थे, *“अब तिमी के गर्ने? के योजना छ?”*
म पनि यही अवस्थाबाट गुज्रिएको छु, र म राम्रोसँग बुझ्छु—यो कस्तो लाग्छ भनेर।

तर आज म तपाईंलाई साथी भएर एक वास्तविक कुरा भन्न चाहन्छु। हाम्रो समाजमा संघर्ष गर्ने प्रत्येक व्यक्तिसँग एउटा कथा हुन्छ—कसैको कथा पीडाले भरिएको हुन्छ, कसैको कथा आशाले। कतिपय कथा अधुरै रहन्छन्, तर केही कथाहरू वर्षौंको संघर्षपछि सुन्दर उपलब्धिमा पुग्छन्।

त्यसैले हतार नगरौं। यी कथाहरूसँग बसौं, चुपचाप र शान्तसँग बुझौं, महसुस गरौं।

साँचो कुरा के हो भने, यो मेरो साथीको कथा हो।
उसले आँसुसहित मलाई सुनाएको कुरा म तपाईंलाई बाँड्दै छु—ती आँसुहरू, जुन मैले उसको आँखामा पहिले कहिल्यै देखेको थिइनँ।
म सधैं सोच्थेँ, ऊ नै सबैभन्दा भाग्यमानी, सबैभन्दा खुसी मानिस हो। तर त्यो दिन मैले देखेँ—होइन, मैले *सुनेँ*—उसले भोगेको सबैभन्दा ठूलो र तीतो सत्य।

दुई जना थिए—एउटा दाजु र एउटी दिदी।
धन-दौलतमा धनी तर माया–स्नेहमा गरिब परिवारमा जन्मिएका।
परिवार पुराना परम्परा र समाजले के भन्छ भन्ने बन्धनमा बाँधिएको थियो।
धन थियो, ठूलो नाम थियो, तर साँचो सम्पत्ति—माया, स्वतन्त्रता र बुझाइ—त्यहाँ थिएन।
तर दाजु–बहिनीले एकअर्कालाई साथ दिए।
परिवारका अपेक्षा र समाजका कठोर दृष्टिकोणसँग लड्दै, आफ्ना सपना पछ्याउने साहस देखाए।
तर यस्ता यात्रामा सधैं एउटा मूल्य चुकाउनु पर्छ।
र कहिलेकाहीँ—कसैले आफ्नो एक अंश गुमाउनै पर्छ।









