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ROBINSON SAMUEL
THE MEMORIAL FOR

rest in peace a pious soul

It was only a month before
when my grandmother went.
Little did I know 
Another storm awaited

My Nana left me too
Had I known, that grandparents
Were precious. Only to 
Realise that, after they were all gone.

Nana, a true Christian was.
With a beautiful soul and
Equally wonderful heart.
Giving was all he did throughout his life.

Never had I seen him worried,
Nor ever troubled, his voice I Heard
Always in prayers and hymns.
His hands always joined together.

With a family of 14, he grew.
From his father, he learned and inherited.
Passed it on to his children 4.
A legacy he created, with all that he had.

A soldier in prayer and a true lover of God
My Nana was a man virtuous of all.
Praising and worshiping was his favorite 
deed.
Taught it all to whoever he would meet.

United he is with his brothers in heaven
A wondrous place to be in after all.
Although, a lose huge it is.

But with that hope, we will meet him again

When its all done, the works of the world
When its our time to also go.
When Christ will come marching On
My Nana would be smiling walking along.

What a beautiful promise God made
For us to meet all of those we lost again.
Such a wonderful love never had seen
If you met my Nana you would feel.

Suffered a lot throughout
But always thanked the Lord.
Never complained about his pain
Only he took it all in, still wearing his beau-
tiful smile. 

Privileged I feel to be his granddaughter
Because no one was, as my Nana.
We all will miss him dearly.
After all, a great father, a good Dada, an 
awesome Nana, a wonderful friend and 
companion he was to many. 

Revelation 14:13, And I heard a voice from 
heaven saying unto me, Write, Blessed are 
the dead which die in the Lord from hence-
forth: Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may 
rest from their labours; and their works do 
follow them

by  AAKSA KARUNA SHAH
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Each one of us is a traveler with a thousand of stories 

buried in our hearts. Ink Drift is an attempt 

to bring those stories out, 

in the form of literature. The word inside this magazines are 

treasures which are made available by various writers to all of the 

readers. We would like to extend our heartfelt thanks to all the 

contributors. 
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BIPUL BANERJEE
DARK PASSIONS

Melting emotions, 
Brewing passions.  

Sizzling desires, 
Heating sensations  

When the gold of ‘dusk’ transforms to greys 
of night 

Fantasies peak up and take a flight 
  

Bruised by a hard monotonous day, 
Killed by wear & tears of prey 

  
All pains of routine when need an alchemy, 
Intoxicating passions take over in a flurry  

  
Union of two physicals moaning in pleasure 

Tired souls gaining a treasure 
  

Dark feelings take the exit door 
The WE in US takes the floor.
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MAGY PENEVA

Once upon a time there was an ordnary 
family 
which won 1 million dollars in  the lottary.
They couldn’t believe their eyes at first
but a month later a check was received .
This fact made them full of vanity 
and hopeful of bringing end to the poverty.
The first thing they decided to do 
was to make a two-months round the 
world jourmey
a long-standing dream they have gone 
through.
Everyone helped with packeging  few suit-
cases
and eagerly headed for the four-seater car
wearing happy , smiling faces.
Paris, was destination number one on their 
route
 the navigation estimated 1450 km length
which made the driver scoot 
so he accelerated the speed by tenth.
Soon after he got tired of driving 
and stopped for a short  10-minute break.
On their half-way to Paris 
a  feeling of sickness  
due to the quickness
fell upon the  millionairess.
Two adolescents went wild by the music 
played by their MP3 players
at the rear of the vehicle.
Few kilometres  before they got their final 
destination
they reached a T-shape roundabout where
they drove over the permitted speed of 100 

Another driver tried to take advantage of 
them
so the driver lost full control over his car.
It  started to swirl on one wheel
and exploded in a flash.
This tragic  accident happened during  time 
when all the family members 
were fortunate , happy and abundant.
 Unfortunately , only the wife survived 
but her sorrow is quite disconsolate
that no million could ever replace 
the absence of the loved ones . 

A MILLION DOLLAR DREAM
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RAUNAK NAYAK

Sitting down my eyes closed tight, 
Wondering whether I’ll write tonight, 

Another poem for you to see, 
My pen and paper are close to me. 

My words along the paper white, 
My pen poised in my hand right, 

Thinking of words to write in verse, 
And with my friends in rhyme converse. 

For Poets in countries worldwide 
Often have thoughts they often hide, 

Until a trigger releases the words, 
To compose in poems with rhymes and 

verse. 

Twelve lines I’ve written now tonight, 
But I need eight more to make it right, 
My usual poems are twenty lines long, 

With Rhymes and Scans, and like a song. 

I say aloud the words I write, 
If it sounds O.K., I know it’s right, 

That it will read well, and make some sense, 
And my Poem’ll be done, yet again.

20 LINES
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JAIDEEP KHANDUJA

A poem depicting three exhalations of life
She felt a tight grip on her hand
Could feel an animal in his eyes
And could read the dirt on his face
She wanted to resist and set her free
To run away as far as possible
But in a vain, she surrendered
Because
She was too young to resist
His hand on her mouth was too strong
To let her throw him away
And shout in the air
She surrendered with tears in her eyes
And thus came the first exhalation in her 
life.

She was not able to forget that face
Even after so many years
Of a man that was double of her age
And was so strong to play a mockery of her 
weakness
A weakness that took away so much within 
few moments
But the same weakness grew as strength 
over the years
She wanted to attack him
The same way he did to her
And cut him into pieces
But she couldn’t
Thus came the second exhalation in her life

He is standing in front of her
Again after a gap of many years
His hair grown gray
But eyes as shrewd as ever
She could read all the shades in his eyes
She is stronger than him now
Because he has grown weak with age
He wanted to touch her feet and say Sorry
But couldn’t because she tied him with a 
rope
She was about to kill him
But realized
If she does it to him

It will be the same story of
Strong against the weak
Thus, she set him free
Thus came the third exhalation in her life.

THREE EXHALATIONS
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KUMAR ADITYA
I know of an old man, 
A recluse of seventy; 
Lives all by himself on the thirteenth floor. 
He’s rich and eccentric—I was told, 
When I first took residence on the twelfth-
floor. 

It’s nice up here 
The city far down below; 
Crowded, choked and bustling with a thou-
sand sounds, a million voices 
And turning into a necklace of mirages at 
night 
Calling out to you 
Telling you to fall into its glitzy trap. 
I can see all this from my balcony 
And it was out there, one night 
That I heard the old man singing, 
In a voice raspy, out-of-tune, 
Crooning a song out-of-time. 
Now I’ve come to learn the song by heart, 
For I hear it every day; 
Just as I hear him laughing, talking to him-
self 
In the dead of the night. 

Before I came to live here 
In my roomy-flat on the twelfth-floor 
I was told, it was someone else’s home 
Of a happy family of four; 
A Mister & a Missus 
And two kids aged two and six. 
They lived there for three long years, 
Then one day disappeared 
Never to be seen anymore. 
They left everything behind, they tell me. 
(I found a photograph with the four of 
them 
While cleaning a room, the other day) 

The police looked everywhere 
They floated photos on the Internet 
But nothing was found-- 
No dead-body, no clothes; 
As if they decided to leave one day 
And turned their backs on the world. 
This knowledge didn’t bother me then 
But it does bother me now, 
Like the cold sweat of fear dripping down 
my chin. 

My best friend disappeared two nights ago. 
She’d come to visit me, you see 
She left at ten that day, I remember 
Leaving me to watch my favorite show; 
It was a Saturday—time for Netflix and chill. 
The next day her parents called. 
The police knocked the door at noon. 
They searched my house, turned it up-
side-down 
But I knew she wouldn’t be found, 
For I had seen her leave. 
It was funny and queer when I was told 
That she’d never left: 
Her car was still downstairs in the base-
ment lot. 

The last thing I remember 
Is the dark basement; 
I had returned from the police station 
With a heavy heart. 
Then came the pain 
Like the world had come crashing upon my 
head; 
And a sea of an unconscious dark where I 
swam for hours. 
Only to wake up in this room, 
On the thirteenth floor. 
It’s a large hall lit by dimly-lit bulbs, 

THE MAN WHO LIVES ON THE THIRTEENTH FLOOR: A TALE
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Revealing a row of glass fish tanks on the 
wall; 
Only there’s no fish 
But human heads—and there’s a dog! 
Where the fishes should’ve been… 
By my count, there are ten such tanks, 
Brimming with water and decapitated 
heads, 
Full of eyes spread wide in horror and sur-
prise 
And lips frozen in pain. 
I recognize the ones in the last two cases-- 
It’s the family of four 
And my missing friend. 

I now know what happened. 
I know what went wrong; 
And what the old man on the balcony 
above 
Meant by that eerie retro-song, 
That reminds you life is fleeting—and so it 
is. 
You can never tell when it might end. 
I can hear the old man humming the tune, 
In the other room; 
I can hear the shrill grating of his hatchet 
Against the whetstone. 
I’m groggy and bound, 
High on some drug. 
I can do nothing but wait. 
The old man told me there will be no pain 
Just a tickle 
Then my head will adorn his walls 
In my own separate case, 
Right beside my friend’s beautiful face 
That I’d always wanted to kiss. 

I should’ve kissed her 
Life’s short, you see. 

Who knows it better than me-- 
And the old man living on the thirteenth 
floor? 
He’s rich and eccentric, I was told. 
But I know better—he’s crazy. 
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MATTHEW HARRISON
Encouraged by Martha, Brad dreams of 
proving himself as an eight. But the corpo-
rate numbers game proves too much for 
him. 
“They’re jealous, Brad,” Martha said con-
solingly. She was standing beside the hiss-
ing coffee machine. “You’re an eight, and 
they’re just sevens.” 
“Really?” Brad, waiting his turn, was in-
trigued. “I thought I five-d it.” 
“Not at all. That final slide was a nine.” Mar-
tha smiled warmly. 
Brad was chuffed, but his feet remained 
firmly on the ground. “Thanks, but it’s not 
going to change anyone’s mind.” 
Martha nodded, and took her coffee. They 
both knew that with Integer Inc’s Offsite 
coming up, top management had zero tol-
erance for dissent on the group’s new plan. 
Still, Martha felt it was important to make 
a point. “That’s what I mean by being an 
eight, Brad – sticking your neck out, trying 
to make a difference.” 
“Aww!” Brad, finger on the espresso button, 
was genuinely touched. “You really think 
I’m an eight, Martha?” 
Martha screwed up her eyes. “Maybe eight-
and-a-half, in a good light…” 
Brad laughed. “You’re my ten, Martha!” 
“I’m the one who five-s it,” she said as she 
walked out, balancing her coffee in one 
manicured hand. 
Sipping his espresso back in his room, Brad 
mulled over this exchange. A VP in Integer’s 
Corporate Services department, he had 
always thought of himself as a seven, but 
he respected Martha. When he recalled his 
final slide, on key logistical factors zeroed 
from the plan, he wondered – could he re-
ally be an eight? And as the caffeine kicked 
in, eight-and-half didn’t seem too much of a 
stretch. Even in a not-so-favourable light. 
# 
“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” was Dave’s 
advice, imparted over spaghetti bolognese 

in Integer’s canteen. The cautious financial 
controller was Brad’s best friend in the 
company. 
Brad reluctantly agreed. He did respect 
Martha’s judgment, though. 
“Her judgment?” Dave snorted. “She’s just 
ten-ing you, she wants to go through the 
numbers with you…” 
“Zero that!” Brad said delightedly. 
“But seriously,” his friend went on, “your 
number decreases with age. On average 
you drop a digit a decade, so if you were a 
seven, sorry, an eight, at twenty, you’d be 
– how old are you? well, no need to ask – a 
five by now. It won’t be long before you’re 
barely countable.” 
This seemed preposterous to Brad. How 
could he be a VP if he were just a five? 
Corporate inertia, the Peter Principle, the 
biggest chunks float to the top... Dave had 
plenty of explanations. It was just the luck 
of the numbers. 
Brad dismissed this impatiently. But could 
Martha really be ten-ing him? It seemed too 
ten to be true. 
# 
That afternoon it was the Management 
Meeting, for the rating of the new plan. 
Although not a formal member, Brad had 
been invited along to make up numbers. It 
was his big chance to establish himself as 
an eight. But his stomach was dropping to 
zero. He took a nervous mouthful of water 
and thought of Martha. If he did this, he 
told himself, he wouldn’t just be an eight, 
he’d be a nine, at least. 
The CE’s presentation ground on. The sce-
narios in the plan were all high. Fives magi-
cally became sevens; sevens became eights 
– even within the same slide; numerical 
reality was totally disregarded. “We have 
to move on, have to move forward!” the CE 
exhorted them. “Behind us it’s all ones and 
twos, ahead it’s sevens, eights, nines…” His 
voice cracked with enthusiasm. “I’m asking 

YOU’RE AN EIGHT
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you to step forward with me. We can be 
ten, we will be ten, I want us all to be ten! 
ten! ten!” 
There was a short pause, then everyone 
clapped. Brad clapped too – strictly for the 
performance, he told himself. 
The CE invited comments. 
“To me, it’s a nine,” came the sonorous 
voice of Dave’s boss, the CFO. 
“It’s a ten from me!” squeaked Legal, always 
ready to one-up. 
That left the business division heads, the 
voices that counted. Brad waited for the 
real figures – the fours, even threes, that 
would signal that the plan’s number was 
up. But one by one, huskily, with lowered 
eyes, the heads came out with nines. 
The CE’s baleful glance swept around the 
table. “It seems that we have a consensus. 
Any more from anyone?” 
Brad, his stomach sinking into negative 
numbers, put up a hand. 
The CE looked at him with surprise. “Ah, 
Brad! You’re seem a little three-ish today” 
(to laughter) “what can we do for you?” 
“I’d just like to s–say,” Brad stuttered. Then 
he stopped. Thoughts flashed through his 
mind – the five-ing of his own presentation, 
the massed nines of the others, who after 
all knew the company better than him, his 
zero stomach, the fact that he needed his 
job. 
The CE’ eyebrows rose, whispers began. 
Everyone was waiting. 
Brad found his voice. “I’d just like to say 
that to me, it’s a perfect ten.” 
# 
Back in his office, alone and trembling, 
Brad cursed his weakness. He wasn’t an 
eight, he thought bitterly. Dave was right, 
he was just, what was it? a five. 
Later that morning, Dave himself put his 
head around the door. “I heard what hap-
pened in the meeting,” he said sympatheti-
cally. “Don’t zero yourself.” 
Brad shook his head. “I thought I could do 
it. But I couldn’t. Dave, I really am a five.” 
“Don’t take me literally,” Dave said. “It’s just 
that we can’t all be tens. Or even eights.” 
Brad thanked him. “Guess you were right 
about Martha too. ‘Eight-and-a-half’– what a 

lot of bloody nonsense!” 
Dave shrugged. 
That afternoon, Brad was about to enter 
the pantry when he saw Martha inside. He 
was going to walk past. But no, he had to 
face the numbers. 
“I’m not an eight, Martha,” he said firmly as 
he went in. “I’m a five.” 
Martha turned to him with a disarmingly 
tender look. “You’re honest, Brad, I like 
that.” 
And as she walked out, she turned to him 
and said softly, “If you’re a five, it’s a ten-ish 
five.” 
Brad, finger on the espresso button, real-
ized that he would never know his inner 
integer. 
–End– 
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PREETY CHOUDHARY
 I am watching you, I have always been. I hope you know. I know you do.Elena’s journey 
of self-discovering through love, loss and everything in between.
Pitch-Black, Dread silence! 
 For a moment she thought it’s him, but how can she be this lucky, Elena shook the 
thought and opened her eyes in tears, nobody was around… she mechanically got out of the 
bed and lit a candle, as the blizzard had its consequences. She put on her favorite song and 
sat facing the mirror. 
Slowly music started to play in the backdrop: 
I hurt myself today 
To see if I still feel 
I focus on the pain 
The only thing that’s real 
The needle tears a hole 
The old familiar sting 
Try to kill it all away 
But I remember everything… 

ONE SATURDAY NIGHT AT 3:00AM [II]
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She got carried away, humming along. Ian was etched in her soul… 

Elena… she heard it again, a soft voice but crisp clear, much like hers, was approaching. Turn-
ing to her right, she saw a shadow gliding towards her, she wasn’t afraid. Elena has lost the 
fear of death since the day she lost Ian. Shadow descended closer. 
To her dismay, it had a face much congruent to hers. She wasn’t alarmed, Elena somehow 
knew this would happen someday. 
No, it wasn’t her twin, she was her shadow self… 

Elena wanted to say hello, but words refused to fall out. Hello! The shadow reverted anyway. 
They exchanged a deep meaningful glance and smiled simultaneously. 

“So you think you are dead and I am your ghost?” 
Elena gasped. 
“I know you can’t speak, as I am your voice and here I am, speaking to you, look what a beau-
tiful ruin you have become, but it’s obvious you are not dead and I am not what you think I 
am. 
And what is a ghost anyway, nothing but what we create for ourselves, everyone has a past, 
what goes around, ghosts around. It’s just a shadow that defines our sunny days. So no, I am 
not a ghost, I am your soul and you are my home Elena, I reside in you. You are that pair of 
dauntless eyes that reflect my deepest desires, without me you are nothing but a manne-
quin.” 
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[Song continued: What have I become, My sweetest friend…] 

“Now that you know who I am and since we are sharing the same space, I know you might 
want to pester me with some questions, but it’s a relief that you can’t speak right now,” Shad-
ow smiled teasingly. 

“Don’t you for once think that I don’t know what you want to ask, you think I don’t know my-
self?” 

“Let’s start, Shall we? First things first, You must be wondering what am I doing here?”
 Elena nodded. 
“Remember that wish you made at 11:11? I know you wished to see Ian one more time, one 
last time… So here I am.” 
Elena’s perplexed expression made her explain further… 
“Well, Ian is gone, it’s me who is keeping him alive in your memories… am I not?” 
“It’s I who makes you keep remembering everything and it’s I who can erase the entire exis-
tence of anything, It’s up to me, it’s up to us.
But I will give this to you… I know you don’t know, how to live otherwise.” 

She continued, “I know you as I know myself… we have had an infinite number of conversa-
tions till date and when I say, I know ‘us’ to bits, take my word for that. I have been there for 
you, for a very long time now, since the day we gained consciousness maybe. I have been 
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there watching you, walking with you, stumbling, falling, shakily getting back on feet and dar-
ing to walk on, again. 
I have been there with you in your uncontrolled laughter, your stupid giggles… snorting and 
irritating, in those rose-tinted blushes on your cheeks, your tears which were well kept hid-
den from the world, pouring late at night or when no one was around except me to hold you 
up. I have burned in your fiery rage and drowned in the love you contain. I have been there 
in everything you craved and every promise you made. I have screamed in your silence and 
stayed silent in your words. 
Recall the nights, when I read bedtime stories to you, I fought those devils underneath your 
bed and tried to make you sleep by killing demons inside your head. 
I wrote and read your scribbles, saw what you drew, heard you singing and I grooved with 
you. 
I played your favorite sport, holding that racket running across the court, why did you bury 
that dream and decided to just live in the fort, how could I not know. 
I have been there in your every decision and every regret that followed, guilt that ate you and 
the pain that you swallowed. I saw you commit mistakes and helped you turn it into a blun-
der, what the hell in the world was I thinking sometimes I wonder. I am sorry, I really am. 

When I overheard him uttering sweet nothings, I knew you are gonna put on yourself a label, 
wish you listened to me for once and not always be this vulnerable. 
Oh, didn’t I stop you from falling in love and then romanticizing a heartbreak, you were not 
wrong all along, still I warned you from the first take. 
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I watched you pray fervently for him, I knew you believed in magic, I witnessed almighty cast 
a spell around but that ended up tragic. 
Not your fault, it was meant to be. 
 I saw you looking for mum & dad every time, every day and I know what they mean to 
you even if you don’t say. If not for anything else, conquer your fears for them, time will slip 
like the sand and soon nothing of this would remain the same. 
 You see, how I have been there for you in every bit of your existence. So trust me, all of 
us carry our unique baggage of thrones and flowers, so do you and it’s okay. Calm down, it’s 
been ages and it’s not the time to regret. You think you can’t survive, but here you are living, 
breathing, existing… 

And believe it or not, it’s been more than a year now, Ian is dead Elena… let him go!” 
Elena flinched, but couldn’t speak, tear rolled down her pale cheeks and she could only feel 
the burn. 
 “I am not asking you to forget a person or a thing, if you can’t get something out of 
your head then maybe they are supposed to be there, but don’t cling to its physical existence, 
don’t let it inflict the pain. Ian is gone and no matter how much you ache, he is not coming 
back, you are allowed to revisit memories but don’t stay there for too long.”

[ Everyone I know goes away 
In the end 
And you could have it all 
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My empire of dirt 
I will let you down 
I will make you hurt… ] 

“I detest conversation in the past tense but there is no pretty way to make you understand 
this. Time is an illusion, Elena. Death is certain, time is not. He had to go… this way or the oth-
er, unfortunate but truth, it’s not your fault, stop running in a circle, sometimes the universe 
is having a good laugh at the plans we author ourselves, stop punishing yourself for what’s 
already written in the destiny. 
Let it go… cause if you don’t you will witness a slow death creeping towards you every day, 
few inches at a time.” 
Elena was charmed and mesmerized by the danger and darkness of emotional tides. 

[ Full of broken thoughts 
I cannot repair 
Beneath the stains of time 
The feelings disappear 
You are someone else 
I am still right here… ] 
 Remember my lady, “Acceptance and Denial” are the two sides of the same coin, one 
needs to keep flipping it time to time, but you haven’t from a very long span, I think it’s high 
time you change the course. 
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Anyway, at the end of the day, you will have to be your own savior, cause at 03:00 AM, you 
will be surrounded by your ‘so called inner demons’, your own thoughts that will rot your 
roots and the world would never know what you are up against, because the truth is, there 
is no angel or demon residing in any of us or out there, there is no black and white, just the 
shade of grey that makes us human. Accept it, gracefully. 
 I watched us grow up every day and I will watch us grow old, our secret is buried deep, 
our story shall remain untold. You made it through everything, I am proud of what you have 
become, it’s new to you, give it some time let it sink in but stay afloat. Remember the things 
that once mattered to you and is going to matter even after years, do whatever it takes and 
earn it, become a name an identity you are destined to be, you know Ian would have wanted 
you to. 
Don’t let the hurricane ruffle your feathers, your wings are meant for soaring heights and I 
am the wind beneath your wings. Fly. 
 For someone who’s been in dark for so long, I know stars are such a blessing, so hold 
on to it, keep the count and please show some gratitude. Everything is going to make sense, I 
promise. 
She gave Elena time to grasp the reality, as it comes. It took long heavy breaths and good odd 
minutes for Elena to finally reflect upon what has happened. 
Elena this hasn’t happened before and I know you are marveling at how serendipity some-
times lets go of its randomness and works a little stronger for you when it’s love you’re fight-
ing for… Well, you got to admit, miracles do happen. And if you are thinking whether you will 
ever get to talk to me again, well we are going to continue our never ending story through-
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out our life, from this day to our last day. Don’t ever forget, I am watching you, I have always 
been. I hope you know, I know you do. 

Life goes on… because last time I checked, broken hearts were mended with time. So accept 
it and move on, I say. 
And you know Ian would never rest in peace, watching you suffer. With this, off she disap-
peared like a puff of smoke. 
Elena came back to her senses… she turned around and looked at her in the mirror, they ex-
changed a deep meaningful glance and smiled simultaneously. 

The night was calm now, blizzard subsided inside her and around. Stars started to fade, dawn 
drew the first ray of silver lining… A new beginning was unfolding in a galaxy far, far away… 

Music floated in the silence: 

If I could start again 
A million miles away 
I would keep myself 
I would find a way… 

Lines of her favorite song reached her heart, finally and in her ideal world, she felt his arms 
around her, one last time.
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Ajay Kumar, 55, the famous TV star is being interviewed on a popular TV channel. He 
confesses about his first love...

 And you loved your teacher when you were just seven, gave her a rose too.”
Ranjit Sharma’s question to the famous star Ajay Kumar, and the audience burst into 
laughter. The interview was on, on that famous channel. 
“My first love - one sided.” he replied. And added, “And I’m sure, your first love would 
also be to your teacher only.” 
 Ranjit Sharma smiled broadly, positively. His eyes, through the specs saying, 
“Yes, of course.” 
 Somewhere a 70 year old, retired bank manager, fond of Ajay’s style, smile, 
laugh, action dialogues, got up from in front of the TV, went into her bedroom, opened 
an old trunk. Her late husband on top, she kissed the photo and digging under, 
brought out another, a group photo. She concentrated on one tiny face, kissed it.
“ Ajay, though I was a teacher then - my first job, you were also my first love- a 
motherly love, tender but everlasting! So don’t bother, don’t feel guilty, 
it was mutual.” She was speaking to herself hugging the 
photo to her bosom. 

AMBALAL CHAUHAN
FIRST LOVE
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RAJA RAMAN
A SECOND CHANCE

Do people deserve a second chance?
 “Ever since I started my sweet shop, I have treated all my employees like my family. 
Yet, someone managed to steal from the galla petti (Money box).” thought Murugan, the 
owner of the sweet shop. Someone had stolen Rs. 4000/- from the money box. 
“This is the first time that we are using the CCTV footage to find out who took it.” Murugan 
thought to himself. 
Watching the footage at 4:15 PM, 
“Dei, play it forward to 4:50. Because I was there till 4:50” said Murugan to Dhaya, who was 
operating the remote. 
 There were 6 people in the room. Everyone was a bit tensed. Reason being, it was not 
a healthy environment to see things like this in a work environment. And if someone breaks 
the trust, it is the entire team that comes under scrutiny from the next time onwards. 
“Who would have taken it? Maybe one of the new guys? Maybe Anbu? or Logu? Those are the 
two new guys.” he thought to himself. As he knew for sure that the old employees wouldn’t 
have done this.                                           
“Oh shit! I never thought there was going to be a camera in such a small shop” thought Logu 
thinking what was about to come next. He became tensed. But who wasn’t
“I don’t know what they will do to me. I shouldn’t have done this. What if they hand me over 
me to the police? How will I send money to my mother? What will my mother think if she 
came to know that I was a thief? She won’t even talk to me. She once told me, in any situa-
tion, be honest. I am betraying her. I have betrayed the owner’s trust. I shouldn’t have done 
this.” he thought to himself as the CCTV footage moved forward to 4.50 PM. 
As the thought of who would have done it disturbed Murugan’s mind, he watched the ex-
pression of each of his employees to identify who it was. 
“Oh my God. Please do something. I will get caught at 5.00 PM.” 
“I remember the time of the theft, as one of the programs on the TV (Nalaya Iyakkunar) was 
starting. I could hear the sound track at that time.” 
“God, please save me somehow” pleaded Logu. 
As Murugan observed the expression and body language of each and every employee, he 
found something strange about Logu’s mannerisms. 
“Why this guy is unusually tense? He is one of the best employees here. Even though he 
joined just 2 months back, I have left the galla petti open a couple of times and left home a 
few times. He is trustworthy.” 
“But why is he tensed? Did he do it? No. It can’t be. He is very talented. Why does he need to 
steal?” conflicting thoughts fighting for their space in his mind. 
“Dei, I was back by 5.05, so it should have happened between 4.50 and 5.05, so watch care-
fully.” instructed Murugan as he kept a close eye on Logu’s facial expressions. 
“Cha. Why did I steal it? I could have asked for an advance. Maybe he would have given. Can I 
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ask for forgiveness? Should I run away? But what if I get caught by police. I think I should ask 
for forgiveness.” Thoughts raced in Logu’s mind, now extremely jittery. 
“But now? In front of everyone. I am close to getting caught. Even if I ask for forgiveness, no 
one will agree. They will hand me over me to the police. Better I should run.” Thought Logu. 
 By now, Murugan had identified that Logu was the culprit. He couldn’t believe it. He 
was trustworthy till now. But he broke the trust. He felt very bad. He knew that he was going 
to get caught in the coming moments. The hour hand had almost touched 5, minute hand 12 
and the seconds hand inching towards 12. Logu knew his good time was about to end. It was 
just seconds away. 
 He was prepared to run. His position changed. He had now made up his mind. He 
noticed that everyone is seeing the TV and by the time he saw the owner, he had turned his 
face towards the TV. He now thought that no one is seeing him and he prepared for the es-
cape as the seconds hand was at 11. 5 seconds to go. 
Then, BOOM. 
TV went blank suddenly. The fans and the lights stopped working. The power went off. 
“Oh. What happened suddenly?” Asked one of the employees shocked that it almost went off 
at the wrong moment. 
“Power cut machan” said another employee. 
“Oh that’s bad.” remarked Murugan. 
After a pause, “It’s ok. Now get back to business. We will see this after power comes back.” 
Meanwhile Logu was relieved, “Oh my God. Thank God. You saved me this time.” Murmured 
to himself. 
“God saved me this time. But I have to do something before power comes back. I should 
silently escape saying that I am going for a loo break.” 
Everyone went back to kitchen to resume their work. Except Logu. He was trying to go out-
side. He opened the glass door. 
“Logu, where are you going?” Asked Murugan. 
Logu got shocked. He thought the owner suspected him and that’s why he stopped him. 
He stammered a bit while replying “Anna, piss anna” said Logu. One could easily make out 
that he was the most nervous in the room. 
“Piss or going to run away?” Asked Murugan, calm and composed. 
Logu got shocked. He now knew that Murugan knew that he stole it. 
“Please forgive me anna. I stole it. I wanted to give some extra money for my mother’s 
treatment. I got tempted and stole it. Really really sorry anna. Please don’t handover me to 
the police. I will give back your money and quit job right now. I won’t come this side at all.” 
begged Logu, almost crying. 
“Boys” called Murugan. Everyone came from the kitchen and assembled. 
“Oh no. Why did he call everyone? Does he want to insult me in front of everyone? Shit. What 
to do?” 
“Maybe I have to go through this. I did this. Now I should face the consequences also.” he 
thought to himself. 
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“Extremely sorry boys. Actually I took the money and had kept it in my bag. But I did that 
while I was on a call. I just now happened to see the money. Very sorry for disturbing you all. 
Please don’t misunderstand that I suspected one of you. Please go and see your work.” Said 
Muruga. Logu was totally perplexed by the situation and his owner’s words. He did not know 
how to react. Tears rolled down his eyes. He was so surprised that he wanted to fall at Muru-
gan’s feet and cry. 
“Oh wow. Great anna. Good that money is there. It’s ok anna. We will not misunderstand you. 
It’s your right to know about your money.” Said one of the employees. Everyone was finally 
relieved and they left to resume work. 
 Logu stayed back. He was stunned by the happenings around him. That was when 
Murugan went and switched on the main power supply lever from the electric board. 
Logu now knew that his forgiving owner had himself switched off the power. To save him 
from the insult. His heart almost ached after the happenings. 
He started crying. He fell on Murugan’s legs and told him “Anna, you are God anna. You are 
God. Please forgive me Anna.” 
“Dei, don’t make me God and all. I just didn’t want everyone to know about this. That’s all. I 
thought it will be humiliating to you.” Said Murugan and lifted Logu up. 
 After a pause, Murugan looked straight at Logu’s eyes and said “Logu, Remember one 
thing in life. It takes a lifetime to build trust and one moment to break it. You are not just 
breaking the trust a person has on you, but also the person who trusted you. You are break-
ing their heart too. After their trust is broken, they will find it very hard to trust anyone again. 
You are punishing them for no mistake of theirs. So please don’t betray anyone’s trust. Hope 
you will not repeat this again in your life.” Said Murugan 
“Never Anna. Extremely sorry anna. I will never do it again” apologized Logu with tears in his 
eyes. 
“Ok, now do one thing. Take that 4000 and help your mother’s treatment. You can pay in 
monthly installments of Rs. 500.” 
“Thank you very much anna. Seriously you are God anna. God anna.” said Logu still weeping. 
“Dei, enough enough da. I will better be a good human, that’s enough for me. Now go and fill 
the pakodas. Customers will start coming any time.” Said Murugan. 
“Sure anna” said Logu, wiping his tears, now a changed man went to resume his work. 
Murugan was satisfied. He felt at peace. He now knew that Logu’s life would be changed for 
good. He now knew that he would end up being a good man in his life. After all, people de-
serve a second chance. 

Sitting proudly at the owner’s chair, he thought to himself “Life always doesn’t give you a sec-
ond chance. But sometimes people give you a second chance. It’s up to you to make the best 
use of it. Not everyone makes use of the chance. But it’s still a risk worth taking. If it doesn’t 
pay off, you end up having a lesson in your life. But if it pays off, you end up creating a good 
human being. In my early career, I tried to steal a jewel from a jewel shop. My owner did the 
exact same thing that I did today. He didn’t insult me in front of everyone, but spoke to me 
individually and advised me. He gave me a Second Chance”
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Our whole life - from the time 
we are born till the time we 
die - revolves around numbers. 
Even before our names are an-
nounced after we are born, the 
time of birth, say 15:07 is noted 
down. All our lives the standard 
question that people ask us after 
asking our names is our age. Our 
birthdays are celebrated because 
we complete a certain number 
of years on earth. When we 
come of age, we are enrolled in a 
school. We are identified by roll 
numbers - 1, 2, 3... 35. We are 
taught the alphabets and numer-
ic. At that time, we don’t realize 
how important these ten digits 
- 0, 1, 2... 9, are going to be in our 
lives. We don’t realize that these 
digits are going to govern our 

ANSHIA DUTTA
NUMBERS RUN OUR LIVES

lives. Then sets in adolescence 
and we change for the better. It 
is in this age group - 10 to 19 - 
that we develop our personality. 
Marks become an integral part of 
life. Our intelligence is judged on 
the basis of the marks we score. 
Getting 80% and above makes 
us brilliant, 60% to 80% makes 
us an average student and below 
60% is equivalent to being unsuc-
cessful in life. That is when par-
ents teach us that there exists a 
positive relation between marks 
and success in life. We set am-
bitions - ambitions which would 
give us a hefty paycheck, more 
the number of zeroes at the end, 
the better.
After completing our graduation 
and post-graduation, we start 

After 
completing 

our 
studies we 

start 
looking for 
a job that 

would satisfy 
our material-
istic needs.
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looking for a job that would 
satisfy our materialistic needs. 
We start filling out job appli-
cations which initially includes 
personal details and after that 
comes the important segment 
- the section which asks the 
percentage secured; in high 
school - 85%, in college - 75% 
and in post-graduation - 87%. 
It is then we realize that these 
numbers are actually instru-
mental in shaping our future. 
These mere numbers would 
decide whether we’d get that 
hefty paycheck that we’ve al-
ways dreamt of. Once we get 
a job, we make a budget to 
allocate the finance. All the ba-
sic operations of mathematics 
that we had learnt in primary 
classes come into play. Grad-
ually we buy a lavish house 
which is identified by the 
unique house number, say, 
17A. Years pass and we buy 
a vehicle. This vehicle is dis-
tinguished from other similar 
models by the number plate 
- DL8C XX36. Then we get 

married and start a family. 
Eventually we turn old and it 
becomes important for us to 
make our will. We calculate 
our wealth and allocate it to 
our loved ones.
The realization that through-
out our lives these numbers 
that we learnt back in kinder-
garten have been influenc-
ing all our decisions dawns 
upon us. The numbers which 
were so simple once upon 
a time and then comprised 
of such complex numerical 
that we started abhorring 
them. These numbers were 
our identity whenever we 
went to apply for a driving 
license, an aadhar card or a 
PAN card. We weren’t called 
out by our names when we 
went to submit the required 
documents; we were called 
out by the form number. 
Our names were secondary 
to strangers. They called us 
didi, bhaiya, aunty or uncle 
by estimating our age from 

the way we looked. All our 
lives we have been defined 
by these ten digits - 0, 1, 2, 3, 
4, 5, 6, 7, 8 and 9. Even after 
our death, we’d be remem-
bered on a particular date 
every year- the date when 
we die, say, 16/03/XXXX. This 
date would be a different 
day every year but the date 
would remain the same - the 
numbers won’t ever change. 
These numbers would be 
the key to our remembrance 
post death. Thus, even after 
governing all our lives, these 
ten digits would continue 
affecting us after our death.

Ten Digits
governing 
all our life
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A sneak peek into the many 
shades of humanity

I get startled by the many shades 
of humanity, 

A few closer to insanity, 
While a few trapped in mundan-

ity, 
Oh, my dear, how do I explain it 

to you radically? 
All I can say is that 

I get startled by the many shades 
of humanity... 

Some shades darker than others, 
Some shades of blood ties and 

cultures, 
While some I tell you are no less 

than vultures, 
Though the shades are away 

from normality, 

MANALI BALSARA
TH E MANY SHADES OF HUMANITY

All I can say is that 
I get startled by the many shades 

of humanity... 
A few shades of borders and 

wars, 
A few others of the gifted stars, 
All of them somehow co-exist 

fearlessly, 
All I can say is that 

I get startled by the many shades 
of humanity. 

“Some
shades 

 darker than 
others”
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ABHYUDAYA SHRIVASTAVA
ONE KULCHAWALA AND ONE SHOPKEEPER

After two years of sitting at 
home and watching endless 
hours of daily soaps, Rafiq 
got bored and decided he 
wanted to study further. His 
father patiently listened to 
him and then rented a shop 
for him. A shop so that he 
had somewhere to go. They 
came from an influential fam-
ily so money was no problem 
for them. ‘For whom is all 
this money?’ his father used 
to answer to everyone who 
complained about his lazi-
ness. His father’s indifference 
had felt like a free ticket to 
snuggle up to the sofa cush-
ions and munch on fistfuls of 
potato chips. But then when 
his father asked him to start 
working, he felt betrayed. For 
years, he had spent after-
noons napping and now sud-
denly he was supposed to go 
sit in a shop in Lajpat Nagar 
and watch listlessly as his 
employees showed sarees to 
unnecessarily excited ladies. 

‘Zari, Chiffon, Silk… who 
cares?’ he would think to 
himself as customers lined 
up and asked for varieties in 
colours and patterns. One 
afternoon, an elderly aunty 
felt the fabric and asked for 
the final price for the thir-
tieth time. ‘I cannot do this 

anymore,’ he mumbled. 
He asked Ravi, his help, to 
take care of the shop and 
stepped out. There was a 
plump middle-aged man 
shouting animatedly at a 
rickshaw puller. Suddenly 
there was a lull once the 
rickshaw puller replied in a 
tone that ill-suited his frame 
and stature; and what fol-
lowed was violence. The 
fat man literally pulled no 
punches. The rickshaw puller 
fell down on the ground and 
many people came running 
to help. To help the man 
beat up the insubordinate 
rickshaw guy, of course. The 
poor had to be taught a les-
son to never raise their head 
– that was the general idea. 
But the man assured them 
that he needed no help 
and would let them know if 
their kicks and punches are 
required. It was apparently 
the matter that the rickshaw 
was parked outside his shop. 
Rafiq wondered how peo-
ple could be so passionate 
about a mere shop. ‘Weren’t 
there better things in the 
world? Like food?’ 

He walked up to a Kulcha-
wala under a Banyan tree 
and asked him to prepare 
a plate. The kulchawala did 

not seem like someone the 
fat man could have beaten 
up. He seemed to take great 
pride in his work. The be-
spectacled man seemed to 
be educated. Not because of 
the glasses but because of 
the way he talked. His help 
also seemed to respect him 
way too much for a street 
cart vendor. The boy would 
quickly warm the kulcha 
bread on the pan and place it 
on the plate as if careful not 
to disturb the rhythm of the 
kulchawala. Yes, there was a 
rhythm on the cart. The man 
whipped out plates from 
under the cart and the kid 
would chop onions and pour 
chutney over them. The man 
would place dollops of chunt-
ney-onion mix on the plates. 
Meanwhile the kid would 
warm the kulchas. The man 
would pour the ladle of cha-
na masala on the plates hand 
them to the customers. The 
kid would throw the kulchas 
over the plates just then and 
the rhythm was maintained. 
The kulchawala took a ladle 
and gave the curry a quick 
stir before pouring it out on a 
paper plate. Rafiq was hand-
ed the plate and then after a 
second, warm kulchas were 
slapped on the plate. Plop! 
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Rafiq observed this well-oiled 
machinery and wondered 
why the man was so passion-
ate about kulchas. They were 
just kulchas. But then as he 
tasted the food, he realized 
that although the passion did 
not improve the taste yet, 
there was an importance in 
the mere act of eating it. He 
felt like it was a life lesson 
being doled out on his plate. 
‘Take pride in what you do,’ 
read the imaginary slip inside 
his fortune kulcha. He looked 
around. A bicycle leaned 
against the wall behind the 
cart. It perhaps belonged to 
the kid. A paan-vendor sat 
near the cart with a shop of 
his own. In that moment he 
saw how everyone belonged 
to the place they had taken 
in the market and the jobs 
they did. He decided to pay 
more attention in his shop. 
The spiritual connection he 
had with the kulchawala was 
mostly one-sided but he kept 
going to the cart each after-
noon. The kulchawala would 
smile on seeing him and get 
the plate ready in a jiffy. 

One day, he went to the cor-
ner near the tree. There was 
no bicycle leaning against 
the community park wall 
and the paan shop also had 
fewer customers. He asked a 
rickshaw puller if he had any 
idea about the kulchawala. 

‘He didn’t come today, sahib,’ 
said the rickshaw puller. ‘Any 
idea what happened?’ he 
asked. ‘Who cares about a 
kulchawala, sahib,’ the man 
replied. Rafiq observed the 
man’s face. It was the face 
of repression and years 
of hardening. He turned 
around and went back to 
his shop. Ravi had brought 
some samosas from the 
nearby shop. He ate them 
and thought about the kul-
chas. 

The next day he went back 
to the same corner near the 
tree. There was no kulcha 
cart. He asked the paan 
wala. And the paan wala 
shrugged. ‘Do we have a 
way to find out where he 
is?’ Rafiq asked. ‘Who cares 
about these street vendors, 
sahib,’ the paan wala said. 
‘They are one day here and 
gone the next.’ 

Rafiq came back and ate 
nothing that day. The next 
day he again found that the 
kulcha cart was missing. So 
he went asking around. He 
asked the fruit seller and 
the cobbler and the mobile 
cover seller. The man who 
stood with handkerchiefs 
and socks in the markets, 
selling them as if he were 
selling national secrets, said 
in his hushed voice,’I think I 

saw his wife the other day. 
She was purchasing medi-
cines from that shop around 
the corner.’ 

Rafiq went up to the drug 
store and asked if someone 
had an idea about the kul-
chawala. He felt it was turn-
ing into an unnecessary in-
vestigation but he wanted to 
know if the kulchawala was 
OK. In his mind, the kulcha-
wala was much more than 
a street food vendor. ‘You 
are a great soul sir,’ said the 
shop owner. ‘Otherwise who 
worries about these people 
in a city like Delhi. They are a 
dime a dozen.’ 

A small man with a round 
nose suddenly appeared 
from behind a shelf. ‘Sir, I 
know that woman. She works 
in a shop in Nehru Nagar. 
She had come here to buy 
medicines for her husband. I 
knew her from my previous 
job so she told me about her 
husband’s pneumonia.’ Rafiq 
had finally caught the trail. 
He noted down the address 
the small man gave him and 
took an auto to the Nehru 
Nagar shop in the hope of 
finding her there. The small 
man said to his boss that it 
was wonderful to see a man 
like that otherwise who cares 
a damn about… 
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In a cafeteria in Nehru Nagar, 
a weary-eyed woman sat 
mopping her brow. Her job 
was to clear the food trays 
and clean the table after the 
customers had eaten, littered 
and left. She sat with an eagle 
-like gaze fixed on the crowd. 
‘I wanted to ask about the 
woman whose husband sells 
kulchas,’ Rafiq said polite-
ly. She sprang up from the 
stool she was anyway not 
supposed to be sitting on. 
‘My husband sells kulchas sir. 
Why? What happened?’ 

Rafiq took her address and 
then asked if the husband 
was in the house or a hospi-
tal. He then learned that they 
did not have enough money 
to admit him to a hospital so, 
they were taking care of him 
in the house itself. He said 
that he would be more than 
happy to bear the expenses 
and the woman felt the hair 
on her arms stand up. She 
wondered if an angel had 
visited her. She then request-
ed for a break from work and 
they took an auto to their 
house. As Rafiq entered the 
locality, a stench filled his 
lungs. The uncovered sewage 
line made him feel sick. He 
took care not to make a face. 

As they entered the house, 
they saw a man lying on the 
bed and two little kids sitting 

near the bed on two sepa-
rate makeshift stools. As the 
bulb was switched on, Rafiq 
saw the face of the man. 
It was not the man he was 
looking for. They offered him 
a chair and he sat down with 
a thunk. After sitting there 
for a while and saying noth-
ing, he stood up and called 
for an auto. They reached 
a nearby private hospital. 
He then dug in his wallet 
and took out five thousand 
rupees. He placed it in the 
hands of the woman. ‘This 
should take care of the 
medicines and a day or two’s 
stay,’ he said as the woman 
stood with folded hands. ‘Let 
me know if you need more.’ 

After he had left, one of the 
kids came to the woman 
and asked her who the man 
was. ‘Must have been an 
angel, beta. Otherwise here 
in Delhi, who cares about a 
kulchawala?’
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Q THEWRITER
TWO FRIENDS

I have the fortune of having 
two friends who were born 
long before my parents 
were born

People are used to hear-
ing grandma’s tales. To me 
however it was grandpa’s 
tales. My grandmothers, 
both were so intent on 
pleasing me with the tast-
iest dishes on the planet 
and the tales I heard from 
my grandfathers were the 
first proper bedtime tales. 

I start with the maternal 
grandpa. I still remember 
his ‘Vaathapi jeernaapi’ 
story among many others 
(Something from the like of 
Agastiya) as though it hap-
pened yesterday. His life 
has not been a bed of roses 
but he has always found 
time for me. Right from the 
time in my childhood when 
he brought me snacks in 
a small packet during his 
weekend visits, to the time 
when he settled a feud 
with his brother just be-
cause I said so, he has seen 
me as an equal. I admire 
that. In an era where elders 
see squat in the opinion of 
youngsters, he has always 
valued my words. I write 
today, poems and stories 

in English and Tamil. If it 
were due to genes then 
I guess that I got it from 
him. I can never write the 
way he does with such skill 
and expertise but I can try 
hard to be at least half as 
good. He has always been 
the first one to avoid argu-
ments and one of the first 
in his generation to treat a 
son and a daughter equal-
ly. He has been a good and 
a really patient father and 
a really encouraging and 
motivating grandfather. 

My paternal grandpa is 
still a child by heart. I 
remember the time when 
we used to play cricket 
and he used to bowl to 
me with high energy and 
a wide smile. His stories 
more often were line by 
line quotes from memo-
ry of famous yesteryear 
films but they too were 
a joy to hear. I heard the 
story of Sivaji Ganesan’s 
all-time classic ‘manohara’ 
from him and trust me, 
he narrated it as good as 
the original. He does a 
puja sincerely everyday 
(come hell or high water) 
and that is something to 
admire. He walks as fast 
as I jog and never tires 

of it. We share the fear 
of syringes and trust me, 
syringes are scary. My dad 
always says that his father 
was a damn good one and 
he has played the role of 
a grandfather in the same 
damn good way. Some-
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JON MORAY
ODD MAN OUT
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“Going to the mall again for 
lunch, Jack?” asked the receptionist,
 as he was leaving through the
lobby entrance. 
“Yep, I got a 20% off coupon 
at the sandwich shop in the 
food court,” answered Jack, 
knowing she knew he wasn’t 
telling the truth. 
“You’re going to spy on the mystery 
man at the mall aren’t you?” 
“I am not spying. I am observing him. 
I still can’t believe he leaves all his 
belongings at the food court for at least fifteen 
minutes while he goes to do whatever he does.” 
The receptionist rendered a careless shrug that 
Jack took it as his cue to catch the elevator to his 
destination. 
Jack Scolari was an eccentric person who pos-
sessed plenty of quirks. People intrigued him 
and the man at the mall piqued his curiosity to 
its highest level. He was an engineer by trade, 
battling many deadlines under an unforgiving 
supervisor. Polo shirts, slacks, and comfortable 
shoes were his daily uniform and he did plenty 
of walking during his lunch hour. Most of the 
time he could recruit a colleague to join him but 
today he was on his own. The mall was within 
walking distance and a five minute walk and es-
calator up through the upscale department store 
would get him to the food court. 
He made a beeline to the sandwich shop but 
not without glancing over to where the mystery 
man usually sat. The man was there and ap-
peared deep in his work. Jack guessed he was 
an accountant and entertained the thought of 
finally approaching him. While on line to order, 
he convinced himself he would take the leap and 
introduce himself to the man. The deli worker 
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prepared his ham and cheese, lettuce and tomatoes with mayo on an Italian sub. Minutes 
later he paid the bill and headed toward the mystery man. 
As he approached, the man was working a calculator, with intermittent scratches to his fore-
head. Jack sat at the next table across and overlooking the lower concourse. Suddenly the 
man put the calculator in his leather bag, got up and headed bare-handed toward the escala-
tor down to the lower level. Jack intently watched as the man reached the lower level and out 
of sight. 
Jack took this opportunity to study every item left on the table including the bag resting on 
the seat. Reading glasses, the Wall Street Journal, a fancy pen and a fold-up clock littered the 
table. Between bites, he stared in disbelief about how a man can leave his personal belong-
ings behind for at least a ten to fifteen minute stretch. This was the man’s ritual every day 
or at least every time Jack was at the mall. Approximately fifteen minutes later the man re-
turned. Jack surmised he was probably using the restroom but couldn’t understand why he 
went to the lower level when there was one by the food court. The man sat, put on his read-
ing glasses and began fiddling with the clock when curiosity got the best of Jack. 
“Excuse me sir, do you mind if I ask you a question?” asked Jack, with an anticipated negative 
reaction. 
“You just asked me a question,” the man said deadpanned, without looking up. 
“I am sorry to bother you but this question has been gnawing at me for as long as I have seen 
you here.” 
The man looked up, slid his glasses down his nose and then said, “Ask your question.” 
“Sir, every time I have seen you here, which is during my lunch break, you go off somewhere 
for at least ten to fifteen minutes, but what is really puzzling to me is how you just leave your 
belongings behind at the table.” 
“So.” 
“So? Aren’t you afraid that when you return to the table your stuff is gone?” 
“No.” 
“No? You have stuff that is worth taking and you leave it behind like if it is a soiled napkin.” 
“My belongings are always here when I return,” The man said, flatly. 
“Always? You mean you have never had anything stolen from you?” 
“Not at this mall. Never. And it never will.” 
“How do you know this? How can you be so nonchalant about your stuff?” 
“I know that if I play my numbers right, nothing bad will happen to me or my belongings.” 
That answer left Jack spying the tiled floor, the acoustical ceiling, and the man‘s stone veneer 
in search of sanity. 
“Forget about the numbers comment, let’s just say I know,” the man answered, hoping that 
would be enough to satisfy Jack’s curiosity, but it only made him more determined. 
“What’s the story with the numbers? Some kind of superstition or something?” 
“No. Forget about it. You asked your question. Enjoy your lunch,” the man said, pushing his 
glasses back up to work the clock again. 
Jack decided to let it go for now or until he finished his sandwich. Taking the last bite he now 
saw the man writing in a spiral notebook. He rose up out of his chair, discarded his garbage 
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and began his descent back to the office. He was about halfway to the department store 
when he stopped, turned back and headed towards the man. He wanted answers and wasn’t 
nearly satisfied with the lack of info the man had already offered. 
“What’s with the numbers?” Jack asked, almost demanding. 
The man’s attention went from the notebook to the clock. An uneasy silence followed as if the 
man was waiting for an alarm to go off. Suddenly, he spoke, “I can tell you are not going to 
leave me alone. I live my life by numbers. The doctors label me OCD but my life hasn’t gone 
wrong since I went to my numbers system.” 
Jack took a seat opposite him with childlike anticipation. 
The man continued, “my life depends on even numbers. I first addressed your question when 
the minutes hit an even number, hence the long pause.” 
“By the way, my name is Jack Scolari. I work for an engineering firm across the street.” 
“Robert Gentry. Private Accountant.” 
The man studied Jack’s face as if he was trying to find clues in a crystal ball. A glance at his 
clock, a slight pause and an answer followed, “I am not really a sharing person, but I guess it 
is therapeutic to discuss my condition with someone. Ever since my uncle won a lottery with 
all even numbers I have experimented living my life around even numbers.” 
Robert went on to explain his even number strategy with wild eyes, from waking up at 6:10 
every morning to leaving the house on an even minute. He leaned forward and explained 
how his fetish escalated to rising out of a chair, using the bathroom, and beginning speech on 
an even minute. He then nodded affirmation for the reason he frequented this mall is be-
cause the temperature is always a comfortable seventy-two degrees. 
“I have followed this system for eight years. Nothing bad has happened to me since I paid 
attention to the numbers. Since playing the lottery, horses, and sporting events with even 
numbers, I have won over sixty thousand dollars in the past eight years. I am working on the 
Lotto game and I feel I am close to making that payday,” Robert boasted, as he leaned back 
stretching his arms up before resting them on the back of his head. 
Jack sat frozen for a moment not knowing what to ask next. Suddenly, he blurted out, “well, 
what about days that land on an odd number, like tomorrow the seventh?”
“I don’t play any numbers on odd days or months for that matter. I use the odd days and 
months to research other ways to make my system work. I figure if I stay mindful of the even 
numbers on those days, having my cruise control on sixty, I can compensate for the odd days 
and months.” 
Robert further added with a satisfied smile that all of his winnings in the last eight years came 
on only even number months. 
“By the way, I am gone for fourteen minutes at a time, not fifteen.” 
Jack shook his head at his new friend’s quirk. He checked his watch which read 12:33. “Well, 
it’s been nice chatting with you, but it’s time to get back to work.” 
He got up to leave when the man grabbed his arm while watching his clock. A few seconds 
later, the man released his grip. “Have a nice day, Jack.” Jack looked at his watch, which now 
read 12:34. Jack smiled and walked away. 
He descended back to the office and was walking through the parking lot when he saw a ten 
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dollar bill up against a concrete parking bumper. He picked it up, folded it, and put hit in his 
back pocket. He turned back towards the mall and shuddered at the coincidence. When he 
returned to the office he mentally debated whether he would divulge the secret of the mys-
tery man to his co-workers but decided against it. Besides, no one asked him anyway. 
The next day Jack decided to meet with Robert again to discuss his newfound fortune. After 
buying his lunch, he headed for the table occupied by Robert. 
“Hi Robert,” he called out, but the man remained silent. Jack knocked on the table but Robert 
didn’t budge from his attention to his clock. Finally he spoke, “good afternoon, Jack. It is now 
11:50, I can talk.” 
“You’ll never believe what happened to me on the way back to the office yesterday.” 
“You found ten bucks?” 
“Now, how did you know that?” Jack demanded, as if he had just seen an impossible magic 
trick and wanted the secrets to it. 
“It’s all in the numbers and the laws of probability. You left on an even minute, on an even day 
on an even month on an even year. You wore a beaded bracelet with ten beads. You wore 
two rings on your right hand. I bet the change from your lunch was in even denominations.” 
Jack checked his receipt from the day before and from the ten dollar bill he paid, he got back 
$2.46. Robert smiled as Jack’s face was glossed with mouth opening amazement. 
“Couple that with the fact that at the time of your exit yesterday, there were twenty six pa-
trons seated in the food court, eight of which wore hats, fourteen were female, twelve were 
male, eight of which ordered from the same sandwich shop as you and the laws of probability 
now work in your favor. The ten bucks was just a wild guess with the LOP, as I call it, in my 
favor. By the way, when I do excuse myself for fourteen minutes, I always leave when there 
is an even number of patrons seated at this food court, which happens to be on the second 
floor. You can call it coincidence but I call it playing the percentages. I’m a numbers guy by 
profession, you know.” 
Jack lips pursed with less enthusiasm and more skepticism. “Give me some time, I will debunk 
your numbers system.” 
“Look, Jack, I don’t see any harm of you joining me for lunch on occasion. It wouldn’t mess 
with my system and I would enjoy the challenge of proving your theories of coincidence 
wrong.” 
“Then it’s a deal. As a test, tomorrow I am going to deliberately wake on an odd minute and 
start everything I can on an odd minute. I will wear one ring and take a bead off the bracelet. 
What do you think of that?” 
“Oh, I wouldn’t tempt the numbers, Jack. I highly advise against it.” 
“This is just the beginning of me proving you are wasting your time engrossed in the num-
bers.” 
“Please, don’t do that.” 
“I already have my heart set on it,” Jack said, between chomps of a halfway eaten sandwich. 
The numbers conversation continued as Jack washed down his meal with a soft drink. Jack 
looked at his watch, 12:33. He got up quickly and bid adieu before Robert had a chance to 
detain him. 
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The next morning Jack woke up purposely at 5:57 AM. He ate one egg, made three cups of 
coffee instead of his usual two and left his apartment at 7:01 AM; five minutes after the time 
he normally leaves. He set the cruise control on his sedan to fifty-seven while enjoying light 
traffic on the Interstate. When he got to work, all e-mails he sent or read were at odd times. 
He tried to answer questions on the odd minute but was bombarded with rushed queries 
from several colleagues. At 11:31 AM, Jack left the office for the mall. He entered the depart-
ment store at 11:37 and stalled his progress so he could take the escalator up at 11:39. Half-
way up, his anticipation bubbled over as he began to run up the steps. He almost reached the 
top when he miscalculated the landing and fell backwards. He stumbled down the escalator 
only to be pushed back up by its movements. He suffered minor scrapes on his arms and 
face, and also suffered a twisted ankle, but otherwise he was okay. He limped over to the 
food court without stopping to buy lunch. 
Robert was at his table working his calculator, writing in his notebook, and checking his fold 
open clock. “Good afternoon, Robert,” Jack stammered. 
Robert checked the clock, peered up at Jack and snickered, “I’m doing better than you.” He 
surveyed Jack from head to toe and deliberately tried to make eye contact but Jack turned his 
head and took a seat across from him. Robert leaned back in his chair, folded his arms and 
smiled expecting to be entertained by whatever spewed out of Jack’s mouth. 
“Everything was going fine. I deliberately planned many of my daily routines around odd 
numbers and I got careless when I took the escalator up, that’s all. That had nothing to do 
with your theory,” 
Robert took a deep breath and shook his head with pity, before turning away to check the 
people seated in his vicinity. He checked his clock again before speaking. “Please don’t tempt 
the numbers again. If you don’t believe, you don’t believe. But don’t go out of your way to try 
to debunk my theory. You were lucky this time. It could’ve been a lot worse.” 
“I think you have gone way overboard with your theory.” 
“If you keep doing what you did this morning, I can’t associate myself with you any more. Your 
karma will offset my theory and I can’t have that. Understand?” 
Jack looked over at the line at the sandwich shop and back at Robert. He rubbed the bruises 
he had gotten from his fall and then checked his watch. “I don’t buy into your theory and sus-
pect I never will, but I won’t do anything to undermine what you believe. I promise.” 
After a pause Robert nodded in agreement. “Then you can join me for lunch anytime. And I 
won’t try to detain you if you leave on an odd minute. That doesn’t affect my karma.” 
The next two months the two met in the food court and their company grew into a true 
friendship. Robert would still try to debunk the system without any success. He began to 
respect Robert’s devotion and dedication to his belief but couldn’t bring himself to practice it 
himself. One day at the food court, June 8th, 2016, Robert presented Jack with a special, get 
rich plan. 
“Jack, we have known each other for four months. I consider you a friend I could trust. I have 
a proposition for you. I need your total cooperation in order for my plan to work. You will be 
well compensated if, I mean, when the numbers come in.” 
“What are you talking about, Robert?” 
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“Do you know how much the Lotto is this Saturday?” 
“Yes, two-hundred sixty million. Everyone at the office is talking about it. How come?”
“Well, I believe I have put together the winning numbers to win it. I have studied this game 
for years and have come close three times, but now I think I have figured it out,” Robert ex-
claimed, with bouncing eyebrows. 
“If you have figured it out, what do you need me for?” 
“Because, I can’t be the only winner. There has to be an even number of winners in order for 
me to cash in. It won’t work if I am the only winner.” 
“So, what do you want me to do?” 
Robert carefully explained with squinted, determined eyes he would give Jack the winning 
numbers also. Jack would have to play two games, one with the numbers he would give him 
and it had to be the second game on the card. He went on to stress that the first game cannot 
be by quick pick and any numbers Jack chose would have to be all even numbers. He further 
implored Jack to play on that day, since the date is even, and also hand the card to the cashier 
on an even minute. “That’s all you have to do and you won’t have another financial worry in 
your life.” 
Jack studied the excitement on his face but deep down burned of skepticism. He never be-
lieved in a sure thing. He would reserve his enthusiasm for the moment the numbers truly 
came in. “What if there is another winner?” 
“You ask the tough questions. If there is another winner or an odd amount of winners, I will 
surrender my winning ticket to you since according to my numbers I can’t benefit from such 
an outcome. It would have a reverse effect on my karma even though on the surface would 
look like a dream come true. You could just say you forgot you had played those numbers 
and played them again.” 
“You seem to have it all figured out, don’t you?” 
“Like I said before, I have been researching and experimenting for years and now I believe the 
time has finally come. Are you in?” 
“Sure, I’m in,” Jack mumbled, fighting back every urge to roll his eyes in disbelief. I only have 
two dollars to lose and millions to gain. I will play the game today just as you described.” 
Robert nodded his head in satisfaction and relayed final details, with the urgent reminder to 
play the game today and hand in the card on an even minute. He also made it clear to turn on 
his TV on an even minute to watch the drawing through on Saturday night. “You can do what-
ever you want to after the drawing and you can claim the prize whenever you want.” 
“Sounds easy enough. Thank you so much for including me in your scheme. If it does happen, 
I will be indebted to you for the rest of my life.” 
“When we do win, there is nothing you can do to repay me since I will have everything I ever 
wanted. Oh, just one more thing, since tomorrow is an odd day maybe we should not meet. I 
don’t want to do anything to disrupt the LOP.” 
“I understand. I’ll eat with some co-workers at the park.” 
“And now, the envelope please,” said Robert, as he produced an manila envelope from his 
briefcase and handed it to Jack. Jack began to tear it open when Robert stopped him. 
“Uh, uh, uh…not until you are ready to play and on an even minute.” Jack folded up the enve-
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lope and put it in his back pocket. 
“There are no further instructions. Play it right and your economic worries will be over.” They 
shook hands and laughed simultaneously. Jack rose to depart, not without a pat on Robert’s 
shoulder. 
“It’s 12:20, enjoy your new life my friend,” said Robert, with a tip of his visor. 
“Too-shay, my friend. Get it Two-shay?” 
“Very funny. One last piece of advice, think even in whatever you do and wherever you go, my 
friend. Think even,” Robert said, with a frozen, blink free stare. 
Jack decided he would play the numbers on his way home. He got out of work and drove to 
the nearest convenience store. He entered the store and headed towards the lottery counter 
to fill out the card. He fidgeted as he checked his watch, just turned 5:42, and then entered 
insignificant even numbers on the first game without much consideration. He then reached 
into his back pocket for the envelope. He tore it open, and began to scribble in the numbered 
circles. The numbers in order were 2, 4, 8, 22, 28, 44. After finishing up the second game he 
checked his watch, 5:43. He got on line to play his card with one patron ahead of him. He 
wiped emerging sweat from his brow as his focus was on his watch and the person in front of 
him. The watch turned to 5:44 and the customer ahead of him just ended his transaction. Jack 
handed the card to the cashier and promptly paid as the numbers were being registered. The 
cashier handed the card and the tickets back to him. Jack exited the store and drove home 
with work issues on his mind, and the lottery nowhere to be found on the brain. 
The next day, Friday, Jack went to work and struggled through the issues that were presented 
before him the day earlier. As agreed to, He stayed away from the food court and enjoyed a 
lunch at a popular burger place. Friday turned to night and Jack and a few of his buddies took 
in the downtown nightlife. The partying would last into the wee hours and he finally returned 
home around 3 AM. He slept in the next morning, the day of the big drawing. He awoke up 
after the noon hour, showered, and just lounged about the apartment, working the remote, 
and checking e-mail and social media sites. He made a microwaveable dinner and listened to 
music until he turned on the television at exactly 10:50 PM. 
11:00 arrived and the lady that would draw the numbers appeared on the monitor. She quick-
ly explained the legalities of the state drawing and then began to reach for the first lottery 
ball. “The first number is 2.” 
“The second number is 4.” So far so good, Jack thought as his heart began to beat faster. 
“The third number is 8,” followed by heavy breathing as Jack’s eyes began to widen. 
“The fourth number is 22,” his heart pounded and would be visible through his flesh had he 
not been wearing a t-shirt. 
“The fifth number is 28,” his heart now mimicking the speed of a woodpecker going at it on a 
tree. 
“The sixth and final number is 44.” Jack shook like a leaf and goose bumps engulfed his entire 
body. His forehead and hands damp with sweat. He fell back into his recliner and checked his 
ticket against the numbers on the screen as they were being repeated. He gulped for saliva 
as his mouth went dry. He got up, shuffled around the house and sat down again not know-
ing what to do with himself. He mouthed “I won, I won, the crazy old man was right,” in utter 
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disbelief. He wanted to scream but didn’t want to alert his neighbors through the paper thin 
walls. He checked the television one more time and turned it off after confirming he had truly 
struck it big. He spent the rest of the evening in bed staring at rotating blades of a ceiling 
plan, in shock, until he drifted to sleep. 
The next morning he awoke about 9 AM and turned on the television to watch the morning 
news. The newscaster announced there were only two lottery winners from the 260 million 
dollar jackpot and both tickets were bought in the same area. Jack picked up his ticket and 
danced around his apartment like Gene Kelly without the rain. He spent the rest of the day 
planning his future, which would include a house on the beach. Tomorrow he would leave 
for the state capital to redeem his prize, which was 74 million after taxes if he were to take 
the lump sum. He figured he would retain Robert’s accounting services to help him plan how 
to manage his millions. That night he hardly slept as his bed felt like sandpaper with all the 
shuffling he did in it. 
Monday morning, a call in sick to the office, a fill-up at the gas station, and he was off to make 
himself famous for the day. His blood pumped more rapidly with each mile and the sensa-
tion traveled to his foot that was firmly planted on the gas pedal. With each passing of a mile 
marker, Jack lulled himself into luxurious day dream fantasies and his driving skills went into 
autopilot. The mental fog he worked himself into along with the high rate of speed caused 
him to lose control of his sedan and sideswipe a semi just twenty miles from his destination. 
The momentum forced him off the road as his car tumbled like a flattened tin can into a 
ditch. The trucker called for help and when the ambulance arrived they found Jack thirty feet 
away from his car, dead. The crash would back up traffic for hours and aerial footage was 
caught by the local news crews. Jack’s rush to fortune was met with a careless end courtesy of 
a bump with an eighteen-wheeler. 
6:00 PM, Robert, as his ritual, turned on the news to catch up on the days events. The lead 
story was the crash Jack caused on the turnpike. The newscaster deferred to the field report-
er for the latest developments. 
“The identity of the person in the sedan that hit the semi is Jack Scolari of Hannahstown. He 
appeared to be on his way to the state capital to claim his winning ticket in last Saturday’s lot-
tery worth 260 million dollars, as evident of the ticket found on his person. We can now con-
firm that ticket was the one bought in Hannahstown at the 7Eleven on Fifth Street and Third 
Avenue. Back to you Bill.” 
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SEBIN JAMES
TWO TRAGOPANS

I was lying on my bed with my gaze fixed upon a mirror on the right side of the bedpost that 
evening. The window panes reflected in the mirror; it was alluring me with the crimson rays 
of autumn evenfall, occasionally hidden by the fluttering curtains. Hopefully, my eyelids might 
get convinced to fool their twin companions for once and I could have a sound sleep. The 
tranquil state of mind and the sluggish posture of body in such habitual meditations of mine 
are not to be meddled with, or else the wrath of the wounded knight shall befall you. 
“No, not now!” I cursed myself while reaching out for the incoming call. 
The voice on the other end was familiar; the kind of voice that reverberates in your ears for a 
decade with all its variations; the gabble of that girl in preschool ,the streaks of laughter that 
gulped down her words in a picnic and a sob that smeared those words a moment before de-
parture. A syllable spoken out of that voice gives the instant cue for recognition in my head. 
“Remember that trek you never stopped talking about?” She started off a conversation out of 
the void. 
“How will I forget something if I was so interested in it?” 
“Because you said ‘was interested’ and as far as I know, you tend to forget things when you 
lose interest in them.” She said half in jest, took a brief pause and continued; “So, have you 
taken it yet?” 
“Not yet.” My reply came off a bit abrupt than what it sounded like in my head. 
“I have come home for a few weeks. If I take a flight to North-East and land somewhere be-
tween Imphal and Itanagar, will I be able to see you?” She asked monotonously; her last ques-
tion almost drowning in the depths of a noisy crowd. 
“If you are so keen to take that flight, drop in for a visit in Lilabari”. The skies of Lilabari had 
already hailed the splendor of full moon. 
‘Way to Dzouku ’, read the rusty signboard on the pebble-strewn foothills of Viswema. My 
fellow trekker was panting heavily as we had to cover half of the motorable road by foot 
owing to a taxi breakdown. The sunlight and the sweat drops that trickled down the forehead 
blurred my vision; making it almost impossible to see her reddened face. 
“Still seems like a good idea?” I burst out laughing, trying to hide my exhaustion in it. 
“Yes, still a good idea than spending a week in apathy down the south”, she asserted, dabbing 
her face with a towel. The baffling excitement in her voice aroused a bit of jealousy in me; it 
was something I had lost down the road. 
“And who the hell carries an acoustic guitar of 7 pounds while bag packing for a trek?” I re-
proved her easygoing attitude about bag packing for a two day trek. I have always had a 
delicate plan to make things work when it comes to trekking. To me, she looked like the worst 
bag packer ever. 
“You will thank me later”, she said with unfettered confidence yet finding it hard to balance 
her bodyweight at the start of a steep cliff- climb. 
Dzouku has always been a trekkers’ paradise and a journey to the seven sister states notched 
a top spot in my bucket-list during the college years. Years later, I ended up in a small town 
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in Arunachal. What I have always dreamt of was much easier to accomplish by then. So I took 
frequent road trips throughout the North-East; Sela pass, Ziro valley, Majuli Island, Tawang, 
Touphema village, Dawki, Nohkalikai falls and the list goes on. There were a few times I could 
have easily taken the trail to Dzouku valley. But each time a voice in my head convinced the 
adventurer in me to wait a little longer; to wait for the right time, ‘It is winter and it will be 
freezing cold’ or ‘Who else will take a trek in the summer when the valley has none of its mes-
merizing flowers?’. When the lilies bloomed and the rhododendrons adorned the valley, the 
same voice screamed in my head; ‘It is raining cat and dogs and the trek can get treacherous.’ 
At last it turned out to be a trek in the last week of a November, when it is neither autumn 
nor winter, with a long-lost friend who came to my life in an autumn 14 years back. 
An unseasonal rain had blessed the mountains that morning. This made the trek a moderate 
to difficult one as the ground had become slippery. 
“There will not be any lush green meadows when you reach the valley. And most of the flow-
ers will have withered.” I never meant to discourage the girl indulged in a ferocious battle be-
tween the rock blocks and her bag pack. To give her a slight relief, I added;” The steep climb is 
only for two kilometers. As far as I know, the rest of the trek is a cakewalk.” 
“It is okay. It is just that I am tired. Let’s take a short break here, can we?” She jumped on to a 
boulder and stretched out her legs. She sighed at the creepy narrow ridges ahead and shot a 
glance at me. 
“Mind to have some water?” I took out one from the stash of water bottles on my back. 
“No.” She caught the bottle leaning back like a flexible athlete. After a sip of water, she nar-
rowed her eyebrows, looked straight into my eyes and asked a question that I have heard a 
lot in recent times, ”What happened to the job in that firm?” 
“They made me quit. I was not disciplined enough for them.” The answer was honest, com-
pared to the last couple of times when similar questions were asked by someone else. 
“True they are.” She shook her head as if she completely agreed with my company officials. ”A 
footloose youngster who is disciplined only when it comes to motorcycling and bag packing”, 
she chuckled at her own sarcastic comments. I smirked back at her though her dreamy prop-
osition about me was quite impressive. 
“Shall we climb the goddamn mountain before the sun sets in?” I got on my feet. 
“As you like it, pessimist”, she chuckled again. 
We were cautious about our further up climb. A considerable effort was needed to riddle 
ourselves through the narrow trails. Every now and then, the wind gushed against our cheeks 
and strands of her hair were swept aside, like those curtains that fluttered against the win-
dow panes. It would then blow across the mountain and descend downwards, to spread its 
wings over the valley and caress the meadows disheartened by the midday sun. 
When the wind forced us to take such a halt, she asked; “I have also heard that you haven’t 
called her for a couple of months, is that true?” She didn’t look at me this time, instead stared 
into the vacuum of air that enveloped us. 
I thought it would be better to give her company by staring into nothingness rather than an-
swering her question. 
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“Well, there is no point in blaming you. You have been like this since college.” 
“Like what?” 
“Like some ghosts of the past have always haunted you.” 
“You are wrong.” 
“I know I am right. It is so obvious. It is funny that you, of all people, are trying to fool me.” She 
frowned and her voice mildly shivered in what we call a display of anger. 
“I am not playing tricks on anyone. We cannot sort out things and the relationship has come 
to a standstill, that’s all.” 
“You have put aside everything so easily, haven’t you? But things will not work in a relation-
ship with that kind of passivity. I don’t know what’s in your mind, the sooner you understand 
it the better.” Her voice became heavier with each word. 
“All that matters right now is to climb this mountain and reach our destination.” I kept my 
composure and gave her a faint smile. 
“Do you think it was right on your part to cheat her? If you were not ready for her, why did 
you get into a relationship in the first place?” 
Her one-sided arguments undermined my ego to a great extent. I lost my temper and retali-
ated, “There are a lot of things that you do not know about me yet. Look around and see for 
yourselves, years have passed, my priorities and your views may have changed and neither 
of us know what exactly each other has gone through. Mistakes sum up a huge part of my 
adulthood but that does not mean that I intended to hurt myself and others. Every deed was 
aimed at a greater good until I realized that there was no such thing.” 
She was surprisingly calm when I raised my voice. A flock of pheasants which looked like tra-
gopans flew over our heads, soaring for the high sky. 
“I can see none other than a dull tragopan that chose to live out of the flock one day.” She 
heaved a sigh and looked at me; like a helpless doctor who confirms that the patient is suffer-
ing from an incurable disease. “We may be able to reach the valley by afternoon, just in time 
for lunch. Let’s walk.” She walked past me and took the lead. 
We reached the zenith of the mountain by noon. The picturesque sight of the valley from the 
top enthralled us; despite of the bitter discord between us. 
“I don’t know how the view would be with the green meadows, but the autumnally golden 
shade looks fine on them.” She was right; I will not forget the serenity of those meadows un-
touched by civilization. 
“Sit here”, she said, thrusting her palms on the ground. The gurgling sound of Jpafu river from 
the distant end of the valley, a few lilies that must have bloomed in the uneven rain and a 
girl beside me with long slender hair that the boys craved to touch during high school years; 
everything was so familiar that it felt like reliving sometime in the past. 
“Do you remember it?” She asked. 
“What?” 
“Do you remember the rivalry between us during the first few years of school?” 
“Uh-huh. How Can I? You were such a spoilt brat then.” 
“Oh! And what were you, an anti-feminist?” She exclaimed. 
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“In actual terms, I was an anti-feminazi.” 
“Leave it, we were too young to understand such concepts.” 
“There is no denial of the fact that we pretended very well though.” 
She smiled cheerfully. When I looked at her, I could see myself taking a walk down the memo-
ry lane. 
“You don’t let many people to get to know you, do you?” She said in a muffled voice. 
“Of course I did. It was not worth the effort. So I dropped out of the play a long time ago.” I 
incorporated my indifferent tone into the words successfully. 
“If you don’t mind, can you tell me exactly when?” 
“On a different context, I am sorry that I talked to you like that before. The truth is that I could 
never get over her, as you said. It bugs me that I couldn’t love someone whole-heartedly after 
she left. I thought my love for her was naïve, but it wasn’t. This regret has jeopardized my cur-
rent relationship. I don’t know...” 
“You need not say anything more.” She interrupted. “Get up now. We have to stick to our 
plan.” 
“Okay.” 
We reached the Dzouku valley camp just in the nick of time. We had already booked a dor-
mitory of Dzouku Tourist office for the night stay. After our lunch, we set out for exploring 
the valley. The wild lilies looked like unevenly scattered beads drawn on a dark yellow canvas 
from a distance. We walked around for a while, and when our legs trembled due to the phys-
ical strain endured throughout the day, we took a detour to the base camp. On our way back, 
we appreciated the beauty of Dzouku stream that meandered through the valley gracefully. 
The fog from the mountains above embraced the wild rhododendrons on the sidelines of 
the stream, leaving water droplets on them. The fog must have been a friendly acquaintance 
of the dusk who could never reflect well on his love for the rhododendron, owing to his grim 
nature. However, the fog did almost everything he could and whispered to the rhododendron 
that she was more beautiful with the onset of the dusk and not the dawn. Maybe the dusk 
was too momentarily, but the dawn was not different. Nobody would ever know, even the fog 
could never solve the mystery as to why she kept choosing dawn over dusk. 
We were only a quarter mile away from the camp when my mind winded up its surreal mus-
ings. A small wooden bridge connected both sides of the stream. I hopped on to the point 
that formed the vertex of the bridge and casted a mischievous smile on her. She joined me 
with a much better leap and raised her eyebrows in a triumphant disdain. The bridge had no 
handrails, so we sat down on the compactly packed wooden logs and swung our legs back 
and forth rhythmically. 
“Are any of the publishers impressed by your book? You finished the manuscript almost a 
year ago.” 
“None of the reputed publishers would take it. Even I couldn’t tolerate reading certain parts 
of the novel. I couldn’t even come up with an alternative plan for reconstruction of the plot. I 
left it there as such. Somehow, I always lacked the vigor to win in the end.” The frustration of 
a terrible writer poured out those words. 
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“Please don’t say that you have lost your interest in magical realism. I thought your novel 
would be the next big thing after ‘The Satanic Verses’.” I have always admired her ability to 
ridicule others with affection. 
“Okay, I will consider that statement as the arrogance of an independent woman who is mak-
ing a lot of money in the states.” I retorted. 
“You are jealous of independent women, aren’t you? I knew right from the start that you will 
grow up to become a male chauvinist.” I tugged her hair playfully and messed up her hair-
style. In return, she landed a hard punch on my belly. Though she was lean, her fists were 
good enough to make me scream aloud. Suddenly she raised her index finger and rubbed it 
on her cheeks. 
“…Which reminds me, I came across our batch mates last month. Obviously, it was that Alum-
ni meet for which you didn’t turn up. Many of them were curious to know your current state 
of affairs.” 
‘What did you tell them?” 
“Of course, I didn’t tell them that their dear friend has become a social recluse. The girl you 
loved ‘whole-heartedly’ was there too.” 
“Did she ask anything about me?” I desperately tried to act unconcerned by throwing some 
pebbles into the stream. 
“Well, she asked a couple of things about you. Firstly, she admitted that she had no idea 
about what you were doing in this far end of the country. Then she told me that you had tex-
ted her recently with a suggestion to meet up some time. She was busy with her exams then. 
But when she texted you back after two weeks, you didn’t reply either, she says.” 
“I was drunk when I texted her. Actually, I dozed off after a few shots and when I woke up, the 
first thing that came to my mind was a particular day in my life; it was that evening both of us 
spent together under the shades of Magnolia trees; it was the same day she told me that she 
was longing for the days we would spend together. It must have been the influence of alco-
hol, I suddenly felt like everything would be repairable if I acted promptly.” 
I scolded myself silently for being foolish enough to text her again. To divert my friend’s con-
centration from my pathetic life, I asked her; “What about you? Are you still holding on to 
stories that ended a long time ago?” 
She lowered her eyes like a defiant child who had just heard something strong enough to 
hush her. 
“Who is not?” The deafening silence that followed after her reply made my mind restless. 
“Wow! Who is not?” I repeated. I think the question itself was the answer. 
After a few seconds, she continued hesitantly, “I still can’t figure out why he left me. I know 
that finding out the reason will not make much difference. But I had invested so much time 
and effort in that relationship. I ought to know the reason. I think it is fair?” 
“Fair enough. Do not jump into any conclusions here, but maybe he is living his own version 
of American dream and at some point that dream might no longer have included you.” 
“But why...? How could he just …? She faltered and stuttered between her words. “Would it 
have been the same if we had sincerely loved each other?” 
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“As I see it, there are limits to this sincerity with which we love each other. When I got enough 
courage to look back, I realized that I have always loved people for what they have done for 
me. And I believe that I have been loved so far for these tiny pieces of mirror shattered and 
scattered across their paths. The most random people pick one or two of them, see them-
selves in these shreds and carry them close to their hearts for a short period. As they go on, 
it suddenly dawns on them that there are many more pieces of the same mirror and they 
cannot handle them all. ” 
She was expressionless while listening to my words. Her sudden vow of silence was intrigu-
ing. For some time, she stared at the flux of water splashing against the pebbles and occupy-
ing a wider terrain a few meters away. 
I looked at her expecting a reply, but she had clamped her mouth shut then, avoiding any sort 
of eye-contact. I have known over the years that her silence has an enigmatic sense that de-
feats all our assumptions. She resembles the usual office hours of a professional employee; 
but she is also as subtle as the ‘all of a sudden rain’ that showers upon the Dzouku valley on a 
bright and clear day. 
After a few minutes, she opened up; 
“From a certain point of time, I have been afraid whenever the world acknowledged me as a 
best friend or as a soul mate or as ‘anyone who can be the only one’. I desperately wanted 
these so-called ‘people of mine’ to stay here, right beside me. It was not difficult to meet peo-
ple with whom I could go out and spend so much time together. Also, there were a few trust-
worthy people to whom I could confide my secrets. But none of those relationships actually 
lasted that real long. After every few years, most of them will part, leaving me in the middle of 
nowhere.” 
“I don’t know. During the early years of my adulthood, I found myself indulged in a battle with 
my inner self. Essentially all human beings are; but for me, this conflict was between what the 
world insisted of me and what I have learnt through the books and the various art forms that 
I tried to comprehend. It turned out that either way was not good enough.” 
She contemplated on what I have said for a while. The dusk had subsided and the dark night 
had crawled in. 
“I think I can relate to that. After every sunset, it feels like we are walking along a crowded 
street with broken white lamps; the people around us are searching in panic for something 
that is not there. And then there are a few ones like us, who stare into the darkness far away; 
yet not so far away. We believe that it might take us to somewhere; some place lit by mysteri-
ous yellow lights like that of the lanterns in this base camp.” 
“Well, the conversation between us has become so absurd that it frightens me now. Where 
are you getting weed from?” It was a lame joke from my part, of course. 
“Not so funny. I must ask you the same question then.” 
We simultaneously looked up at the night sky. A Ring of clouds pushed away the enchantress 
out of our sight as if they did not intend to unveil her charm that night. 
“Why can’t we just stare at these mesmerizing wonders of nature, embracing them as they 
are? Let them remain as riddles that cannot be unraveled by mankind.” 
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I gave her a faint smile as if all that was left on my face encompassed in that reaction. 
“You should send that work to some publishers.” She looked like a girl who had just recalled a 
significant part of a prose poem. 
I thought about what she had said for once. “When I was young, I thought it was prerequisite 
to delve in pain if you wanted to excel in literature. As time went by, this flame from the pain 
too has faded out and I have run out of words.” I told her how uncertain I was about my abili-
ty to write. 
“Maybe it’s the right time for both of us to take a leap of faith.” She blinked her eyes as if she 
had revealed a secret. “It has been a long day. Maybe we should get some rest before trek-
king back to Zakhama.” 
“I think I will stay here for a bit longer.” I said, dipping my feet in the ice-cold water of the 
stream. 
“Okay.” She suddenly gave a friendly hug and rested her forehead on my shoulder for a while; 
“You are the only person from the past that makes me feel like nothing has changed.” 
She walked away from bridge on to the narrow trail that leads to the base camp. Dried Bam-
boo poles lined both sides of the pathway; each one situated at an approximate distance of 
thirty meters from the other. Old fashioned lanterns were hung on each pole. She traversed 
from darkness to light and reciprocally after every few meters. When I gazed at her and her 
destination, all I could think of was how emotions have messed up our life at a slow pace 
and how these transformations over the years do not make any sense. But I was sure of one 
thing; deep inside, we still love the people we have once loved; no matter how much we try to 
conceal it with the pale shade of hatred. 
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