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 The Life of Jivan by K S Sandhu  

 

It was a very hot summer day in 1957. Gurmeeto, a young mother, gave birth to 
a baby boy. The boy was big and strong. He weighed five kilograms. He had two 
older sisters: Mano and Rano.  

The family sat together. They talked about names. "What shall we call him?" they 
asked. After some time, they chose the name Jivan. This name was from his 
great-grandfather. The old man was born in 1877. Nobody knew the exact date, 
but he lived a long life.  

Jivan grew up in a small village in India. He went to the local school every day. He 
studied hard and passed his matriculation exams. He was happy and proud.  

When Jivan was twenty years old, he came to England. Life was new and 
different. He found a job in a big factory. He worked Monday to Saturday.  

In the factory canteen, he met Julie. She was an English girl. Julie worked in the 
kitchen. She made tea, sandwiches, and hot meals. Jivan liked her smile. They 
talked every day. Soon they fell in love.  

One year later, Jivan and Julie got married. It was a small, happy wedding. Family 
and friends came. Everyone smiled and ate cake.  

For their honeymoon, they went to Italy. They saw the sea, ate pizza, and walked 
in beautiful towns. They were very happy.  

But on the way back to England, something terrible happened. Their car had a 
bad accident. Jivan was hurt, but he survived. Julie was very badly hurt. She died 
in hospital because of internal bleeding. Jivan was very sad. Now he was 
widowed. His wife was gone.  

Jivan lived alone for some years. He worked, ate, and slept, but his heart was 
empty.  

Then one day, he met Sofina. She was from Pakistan and lived in the same town. 
Sofina was kind and gentle. They talked a lot. They laughed together. After some 
time, they decided to get married.  

The wedding was big and colourful. There was music, food, and dancing. Jivan 
felt happy again.  

Later, Sofina and Jivan had two children. First came a boy. They called him Kabir. 
Two years later, a girl was born. Her name was Amrit.  

 

 

 



Jivan looked at his family: Sofina, Kabir, and Amrit. He thought about his life – 
birth in India, marriage to Julie, her death, and now a new family. Life has happy 
days and sad days, he said to himself. But love comes again. 

Now Jivan is older. He tells his children stories about Gurmeeto, Julie, and the old 
great-grandfather. The children listen with big eyes. 

Life goes on: people are born, people get married, and one day people die. But 
family and love stay forever. 
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