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			     There I stood, frozen to the spot, unsure of what I should do. I was taking such a big risk, no words could describe how silly I was being. 
     “What could I even do? I was nothing more than a beggar girl. And, to make matters worse, my death would not be a loss, instead, it would be an achievement to rid the world of beggars,” I thought bitterly to myself. 
     As each second passed, I became more and more uncertain about my decision. I could feel my palms shining with sweat and my mind filled with grief and fear. And then, I heard the noise of a heavy, metal boot scraping the stony floor, its sound echoing through the silent corridor. I could feel my heart beating out of my chest and so I ran.  

Chapter 1

The Moment Came
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			on special occasions when it rains. The purpose is so my hair—my oily, full of dandruff hair—does not get wet as we can not afford a shower. 
     I live in Darbanga, the place where I have been raised in. To me, it is one of the most beautiful places in the world as it is the only place I have seen. Green, bushy trees and bright blue ponds lined up around the streets. People bustling in and out from each corner. The aroma of freshly baked goods wafts through the air, making the mouths of each being drool, especially me. 
     As a beggar, I’ve had to learn the difficulties in my life—how to get food, water, clothes. It is all very hard. My mom and dad- I owe them everything. My family used to own a mansion. My mom was a software engineer and my dad was a hardware engineer. Both were very good in what they did. We had everything until a heatwave struck the kingdom. This impact in climate destroyed everything for my family. Soon, we found ourselves on the streets begging for food, water, and comfort. 
   

Chapter 2

     My name is Anika Jani—a name which many have told means a brave queen. I disagree strongly as queens are supposed to be beautiful. 
     I, on the other hand, am an extremely thin girl with long, skinny legs and short, stubby arms. My skin color is a mixture of tan and a dark shade of burnt sienna. My face is filled with so many scabs and scrapes, it is as if a blood red ripped scarf is covering my whole face from
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The Girl Beggar

forehead to chin. The clothes I am given are a white, long bedsheet, and a multicolor, dirty pillowcase. I wear the bedsheet first- covering my body from neck below to knees. The pillowcase is given to me only
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			     Life is not so bad—for one thing I became immune to most diseases by living on the streets.       
     My dad still takes time to explain me math problems he hears on the streets. 
     “Quadratic equations”, he said on one occasion. I cannot express the happiness I get when solving a math problem, especially a hard one. 
     My mom cooks the delicious food she learned to make in her childhood. 
     “I carried you for nine months, this is absolutely nothing”, she used to snap. Whenever she used to cook, a heavenly smell filled my nose. White rice with yellow daal and ripe, red tomatoes, green curry with paneer and homemade roti, and small, white, hot idles with healthy sambar made my mouth water each time. 
     The reason I am alive is all because of my parents.

Chapter 3

     I was born in a time when the kingdom was prospering. It was a time when you would never see a frown on one of the 5000 people there used to be. The king and queen were respected highly and were happy that things were going smoothly. 
The queen, a fit woman with a slender waist was easily the prettiest woman in the entire kingdom. Her skin color, a light tan and her hair, flowing and black as night. Her eyes, a hazel brown and her lips- as red as a rose. The queen wore a turquoise blue sari with white, shiny gems lined up in each column and row. They sparkled like stars in the night sky. 

The Bright Times
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			     She smiled often, though it looked like it had been plastered on—stuck on with duct tape. The truth was that the queen had never really smiled since hearing the news of her son disappearing. 
     The king, a large, burly man, the color of his skin, a dark tan, had a long mustache- long enough to be about 1 foot. The king wore thick leather pants, a black fur vest, and a white canvas undershirt. Though his light pink lips were in the form of a smile, his eyes drooped sadly below his bushy, brown eyebrows. 
     As I have heard, the king and queen had two sons, Raj and Rama. Both sons were praised for their intelligence and courage—the villagers were very proud to see their future kings grow up.     
     “Bravo”, they used to say to the princes everyday. 
     However, late one night, one of the sons, Raj, disappeared. 
    Rumors spread that the king had been muttering some offensive things in his sleep. People made their own assumptions- correct or incorrect on how Raj disappeared. 
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    As for me, I do not know what happened that night, neither do I trust the gossip spreading, all I know is that Prince Raj  may not come back soon.
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    As for me, I do not know what happened that night, neither do I trust the gossip spreading, all I know is that Prince Raj  may not come back soon.


			

		

	
		
			Chapter 4

     It was another pleasant day. Prince Rama travelled through the streets, smiling at each face he saw. Prince Rama was a handsome young man with black, wavy hair. His skin was a dark tan and he had strong, muscular arms. He wore a red leather vest with green slick pants. He had a strong

     Large, gray clouds blocked the sun, like a blanket of gray cotton candy. As the clouds started to the sky, the made villagers wear glum expressions upon their faces throughout the day. 
     As a beggar, I moved around the streets, not only trying to get food, but also trying to catch some rumors spreading. 
     As I have heard, the king and queen were sitting on theI thrones, waiting for their evening snacks to arrive, when the clock struck 5:37 exact. All of a sudden, the king and queen started to hear voices through their bedroom door. 
     “Should we start now?”, whispered one voice. 
     “No, not yet”, snapped a deeper voice. 
     “Should we have warned them about the attack?”, asked another voice. 
     “What, are you crazy?”, exclaimed the deep voice. 
     The argument continued until the clock struck 5:45 p.m. Soon, the king and queen started hearing loud knocks and bangs on their door like the sounds of a bong hitting a drum. 
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The Big Shock Arrived

chin and his eyes were a bright shade of blue. He smiled, although worry lines creased his forehead like a paper lunch bag crumpling. It had been exactly 13 years to this very day since he had seen his brother last. 
     But, today, I observed that something was wrong.
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			     They hid behind their furniture for protection and waited for help to come. But, the loud bangs did not stop, instead they were continuous, one beat after another. 
     The king and queen then came to the conclusion that whatever was behind the door could not open it after all. So, the queen, being the brave one, gathered up her wits and opened the door. 
     Creak! The door went wide open. Soon, the queen was able to see a face. A face with a strong chin and bright blue eyes. The queen let out a great gasp. 
     It was her son—it was the face of Raj.

Chapter 5

      Soon, the news spread all across Darbanga: Raj, Prince Raj, had finally come. The news reporters stated that Raj looked alright; he was healthy, surprisingly clean, and had not come alone. 
     Instead, he had come with men, men wearing white uniforms with a giant bright red cross imprinted on them. It was the British army. Raj had not come to see his family. He had come for revenge. He had come for war. 
     The war started on November 15, 1576. Us villagers were unprepared and we did not know what to do. Bodies piled up each day and more people started to flee from the kingdom. Raj’s plan was working.

The Nightmare Come True
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			     After, 4 years passed, I realized that I needed to do something. And so I did. 
     I ran to Raj, I ran to the palace which he had gotten ahold of. I was shivering head to foot. What could I even do? Raj had forgotten every single thing about India—the flavor, diversity, completely everything! 
     So I decided to give him a golgappa- an Indian snack that is unique and special. The tiny, golden, crispy ball is soaked in flavorful water. The filling can be made of anything: bright yellow Lima beans, warm white rice, crispy chips, or a type of sticky sauce—spicy, sweet, or sour. 
     At evening, 7:00 p.m, I went with the golgappa, under the noses of the guards at the palace. It was scary and spine-chilling, like a nightmare that came true. Finally, I reached the tall, golden door of the palace, and went through it. I saw Raj, his eyes with an evil glint in it, and begged for him to have the golgappa. 
     He did eventually, suspecting nothing, ate it. The moment the golgappa touched his mouth, he fell in a daze. He was remembering his childhood, all the happy memories in his life. He gobbled it up very quickly, and looked up at me.

[image: ]
     “You changed the world,” he whispered. 
     Did I succeed? I do not know how to answer that. The next moment, I found myself being tightly hugged and applauded at. All I will say is that I changed the country—I, a little, beggar girl changed the country.
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			 Chapter 6

     After this incident, I realized that you do not need to fight fire with fire. You do not need to get revenge on small things. Sometimes, you must find a way to keep everyone happy—a way to bring peace and prosperity to everyone without anyone getting hurt. A beggar girl accomplished something the strongest of men could not achieve. It does not matter where you come from, or what you are born, but what you grow to be or become. 
     My name is Anika Jani, a name which means a brave queen. I, Anika Jani changed and saved the country.

It Started With A Beggar
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This e-book was written by Shanaya G, who grew up in California with her two parents, one brother, and one dog. Shanaya enjoys spending time with her family, reading, doing math, coding, robotics, drawing, and writing. Her inspiration for this book was based on a true incident she experienced in India, while visiting her relatives. The main character, Anika Jani is inspired by a poor girl she saw on the streets, begging for food. She wanted this book to convince those poor ones that they can change the shape of their future. Shanaya hopes her book will empowers people around the world, encouraging them that they are special and unique. No two people are the same, each person has their own capabilities and strengths.
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