
 

 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sometimes we are too much inside our head to realize what is going in 

inside. 

  



End to college mess 

 

  



College was over. I was finally feeling a sense of freedom from being in a shithole for three 

years. Oh sorry, from being in college, I mean. Anyways, we decided to end our shitty life on 

an ordinary note, because we had already done a lot of great things while being in college. 

The only people who have "bachelor/-ette" parties are those who spend their unmarried lives 

doing nothing. And they think a night of drinking, insanity and getting laid will get them over 

their adult life's precious years of frustration. What a shame on adulthood confined to 

school. Then to college. Then to work. And then they have a fucking party to mark another 

bondage into the societal system of marriage. We were not one of those losers. So we ended 

our shithole life with a simple party. That meant me staying at Ragav's flat with Manan, 

Samar and a dozen more of his side room-mates. 

The refrigerator was filled with beers. A dozen bottles of Kingfisher, a dozen of Tuborg and 

two dozen of I didn't care. As long as it was beer we didn't care. Fuck the brand. This was 

Ragav's refrigerator. The other was of the civil services guys. They were from different 

districts of Uttar Pradesh and had come to Delhi in hope of studying for the UPSC. They 

ended up having themselves addicted to drugs, alcohol, chasing girls from their coaching and 

occasionally banging hookers and call girls. 

The best guy was Jagat Mishra. His father had sent him from Allahabad to Delhi with his 

graduation degree in B.Sc. from Allahabad University. More than a decade of ass rubbing on 

the hard bench of his school, studying in the UP board and then three more years of looking 

at gang wars in university and college while undergoing mind messing studies, he was just 

tired. And the burden to crack UPSC and bring name to his family was too much of a burden 

for him. After two years of spending money on him, his father gave up. He called him back. 

Jagat was too attached to regularly smoking weed, hanging around with college girls and 

playing his crazy rock music on his mandolin, he didn't return to Allahabad. Instead, he 

became a drug peddler. Form JNU to DU. He was the man to ask for. He became a pimp. He 

got in touch with local transgender folks and had them meet horny fags from all around the 

campus. And then from other DU colleges. He was earning enough to give up the dream of 

being an IAS. He was our today's best man and the one who got fresh weed from Gorakhpur. 

His refrigerator was filled with whiskey bottles. Blenders Pride. All of them. 

We opened the bedside drawer in Pawan's room and took out two fist full of cigarettes. The 

drawer was full in case we needed more. And this service was the generous courtesy of a guy 

who was in his final year of LLB. Good luck. Not to him, but to the future of our nation. 

The hookah was ready. We were at the terrace. No railing. No walls. And nobody cared as 

long as the mouths were filled with alcohol, hookah pipe or cigarette butt. And just in case, 

we had a spare pack of beedi. And just in case we had an iodex balm and a bread packet. 

And we had Jagat Mishra just in case we needed anything else to satisfy our bodily desire to 

copulate....to fuck, I mean. My parents had sent me to college to get education, just in case 

I forgot to mention. 

Samar placed the coals on the top of hookah plate or whatever it was called. It was not my 

thing so I really didn't care. The flavored hookah is not a manly virtue. The first time I tried 



it I got the answer to whom it was made for. The answer didn't have my name. So I never did 

it again. Flavored hookah, bye bye to you. 

Me and my weed buddies sat together cross legged with two papers in between. The papers 

were our question papers from the exam we gave in the morning. Four of us surrounded the 

material that we had. Jagat began his work and I began mine. Ragav and Vikas looked in 

amazement. Vikas, by the way was an intern with the drugs and narcotics control 

organization of Delhi. No wonder he had us all try cocaine, hash, heroin, cream and what 

not. 

Jagat had his empty rolls prepared beforehand just in case for a quick drag. He had four of 

them. One for each of us. He was crushing the leaves while throwing away the "hard balls" 

which were supposed to harm our "soft balls" if we used them in our smoke. Do anything to 

the blood, lungs, throat, heart and brain, but spare the balls + pole and a man will always be 

grateful to you. Rule of the rules. I was rubbing the end of cigarette to get out the tobacco 

and then mix it with the crushed leaves. Who says marijuana is a drug? Its not. It’s a fucking 

leaf. And even Arnold Schwarzenegger used to have it. And he is standing for the governor of 

California. And it’s legal in Amsterdam. And many more places. It’s a medicinal herb. A leaf. 

Not a drug. That's what we used to justify to each other before we did weed. And as every 

other day, we did the same justification that night. 

Jagat began filling the empty roles with crushed leaves and tobacco. It was more leaves than 

tobacco. "That's what you smoke when you are an intermediate", he said while licking the 

ends of the roll to give it the final finish and close the end. 

"And what do you smoke when you are advanced", I asked while throwing away the tobacco-

less cigarette and butt. 

"You don't smoke when you are advanced. You snort. You inhale. You inject. If weed is a 

church father, heroin is the cathedral pope. Now take each one of yours and wait for the 

drinks", he said. He went downstairs to get the bottles and glasses while we sat there 

holding our freshly rolled joints. And our parents thought we studied in college. And we did 

actually study a lot of things. How to peep into girls top while standing on the first floor, on 

pavement and just two stairs above them. How to increase jerk off timing while holding your 

tip of your dick while breathing in. How to touch girls while being totally socially well 

mannered. How to roll joints in minimum light. How to.... And Jagat arrived. Man of the 

night. 

He opened the whiskey and poured it into the glasses halfway to the top. Blenders Pride. 

College over. Yeah. He opened the beer and poured it along the sides on our glasses which 

already had whiskey. 

"The beer froth causes nausea and vomit. Avoid it", he said. Jagat was pretty well 

experienced so nobody questioned him. We just lowered our glasses and let him pour. We 

had our cocktail. Beer whiskey cocktail. I didn't know if that term even existed. Nobody 

cares how you get high or drunk, just enjoy the shit out of your life. That's the point. Our 



glasses were filled two thirds with whiskey and one thirds with beer. In our hands were fresh 

joints ready to be put into action. 

"Say good bye to college you two. Goodbye", said Vikas while raising a toast, "Welcome to 

real adulthood, free of boundaries and limits. Welcome". We cheered bottoms upped our 

first drink. Then Ragav began pouring another one and I lighted my joint. And one by one we 

had a drag. The ones other than those who were smoking, they inhaled through one of their 

nose holes. Fuck yeah. It was directly going into the brain. My joint was enough to get all of 

us feel dizzy and we coupled our inhales with sips of our cocktail. Then the second joint was 

lighted and Vikas took a long drag. His eyes were already glimmering. He was about to go 

down. The joint went to each of our hands until it finally was finished by me. The last drag 

is technically the best one. The crushed leaves that are put in first are in the last drag. 

That's what I learned in college. And that last drag got me to the heaven. Ahhhh.... I 

relaxed. It was happening. I stood up and went up to the hookah side of party people. They 

were busy smoking cigarettes, hookah and having beer. I grabbed a bottle and banged its 

head with the pressure from my hand along the iron staircase. It opened. It made me feel 

like a man. I felt more of a man while opening that beer bottle without an opener than when 

I felt when I fucked for the first time. Human behavior is funny. We have been civilized to 

do things in decent and gentle ways but what really gives kick to our brains is our primitive 

nature. No wonder people love adventure, camping, horse riding and pet loving. The beer 

went down my throat and straight to my gut via my food pipe and stuff. I was in a 

heightened state of being. Totally in the present. Meditation. If that's what those Buddhist 

monks learned while sitting on a rock for years, they could just have smoked a joint to ease 

their journey into enlightenment. Into heaven. It was working. 

Whatever thoughts were popping in between the space between my ears, they were just 

going away. Like coming in and going out. Just like that. The sounds were coming off from 

far away. I could see my friends drinking and talking and taking drags of weed but could not 

see them with distinct details. The outer edges were blurred and the pixels were flattened 

and panned out. It was working. I had tried it before, but that day it was working more than 

the previous times. Maybe because of the cocktail. Maybe because the burden of college had 

been lifted over my head. Maybe I didn't give a fuck about that. I was on the seventh sky and 

after closing my eyes, it seemed infinity was under my power. Whatever that was, it was the 

real deal. Better than Shakespeare. Thou shalt hallucinateth. The desire taketh thy 

consciousness. Fuck Shakespeare. Fuck Melville. Burn Twain in hell. And long live Conrad. 

And Rand. And Nasrin. 

  



When I was about 3 years old I was walking with my father. The marijuana got that memory 

to the surface. He was walking me on the road and it was evening time just before the 

sunset. He was holding my tiny little hand in his gigantic thick hand. Hairy hand. I wanted to 

run away to touch the puppies, he held me back. "Stay here", he said. And I stayed. I tried to 

put my hand in the sand outside an under construction house and he took me to the side. 

"Just walk properly. Can't you do that?” he shouted. I obeyed. I wanted to move free but he 

never left my hand. A car may run over me. A dog may bite me. I may get hurt. I may, I 

may, and I may. And this happened a lot. Enough to make me feel stupid for feeling excited. 

To make me feel unsafe on the roads. To feel threated from street dogs. To not visit park at 

night. To not talk to strangers. To not take chances. To stay in comfort zone. To not move 

to new places. To not make new friends. All that began on the day when my father killed my 

curiosity. My excitement. And I again remembered how shitty my childhood had been. 

Thanks to weed, even that ruined my night. I went to take another drink to bury myself into 

the misery of my life. To escape from the burden of my traumatized inner child. 

 

  



I am a criminal 

  



We were together since class two. He was one of my best friends. Raman and me, Jagat. 

Best friends. We were now grown up and after the boards of class twelve, we decided to 

have a small trip. Chandigarh was not very far from Karnal. No more than three hour drive 

from our place. Raman's father had a farmhouse near Chandigarh. They had not been there 

for more than a year, so we planned to visit his farmhouse. We would have no trouble 

finding the place since he knew about that and there would be a caretaker to make delicious 

food for us. I had driving license so I had to drive. Of course, he drove in between the way 

for about an hour, but our parents were convinced that I was driving. Sometimes we feel so 

much trust towards some people that we let go of looking at them with spy eyes. 

The rise was pleasant. National Highway 1 doesn't have any red lights to hamper the pace 

and the only thing that mattered was that he stay clutched to me while I drove swiftly 

through trucks in evening. We were on my Enfield classic. Tough bike for tough guys. 

Enfield. All through the way he stayed close to me and I rode without even caring what the 

speedometer showed. Whatever the speed is, the thing that matters is that you don't fall of 

the bike. And I knew how to do that. Even he knew how to do that. 

We arrived at the farmhouse at seven thirty in the evening. One hour ago while we switched 

positions, Raman had informed the caretaker Veer to cook something from the barbeque. 

And when he asked me about my choice, I blatantly burst out fish. There is only one thing 

better than a spicy roasted fish. Another spicy roasted fish. He asked him roast some cheese 

and make rice too. That was our dinner. Before we could even reach, my mouth was 

watering on the way. And upon entering the farmhouse, I could not wait to see the things 

that Raman had told me about that. 

There was a swimming pool on the left. It was large, but not very deep. I believe it was for 

fun and not for swimming practice. In the middle of the huge garden, the barbeque was 

placed. Veer was rolling the seekh on which were wrapped fish and cheese. My mouth was 

watering. The main farm was behind the residence. Raman's father was a trader of fruits and 

vegetables in Punjab and Haryana. So it was not really a big surprise to see cartons and 

cartons of guavas, pomegranates and cauliflowers all around in the garden. There was a 

hammock. And another one just adjacent to that one. 

"We'll take a swim and then we'll be up for dinner. Keep it ready by then", Raman told Veer. 

"Yes sir, as you wish", was the polite reply from Veer. 

We opened the main door and entered his house. I placed our bag on the bed and began 

removing my clothes. 

"Hold on man. You got big muscles, I know. But I am in no mood to take it so fast", Raman 

jokingly said. 

He was a good friend and a little sentimental. The first time I talked to him was in second 

grade. He was lying bruised on the ground when some guys hit him while playing football. He 

was crying and all boys were making fun of him. I helped him get up and took him to the 



medical room. He kissed me on the cheek while saying thank you and since then, we hung 

around together all through our school. Raman and Jagat, best friends. 

I was in my shorts and he was in his boxers. We went outside toward the pool and stood 

under the shower to wash off the sweat and dirt off our bodies. He was thin and I was 

muscly. I took him to the gym once, but he felt a little uncomfortable around so many huge 

guys lifting heavy weights. He felt as if he was being preyed upon by them. So I never asked 

him again to come to the gym. Anyways, we jumped into the pool. I mean, I jumped. He 

dived. He was a great diver. Just like a fish he entered and came from the other end on the 

pool. Magnificent. I just let the water touch my body and wet my scalp in between the head 

tuck that I did in the pool. He did his swimming and while I thought of calling my mom, he 

came through my legs straight in front of me. 

"That was scary, man. I thought I was in the sea attacked by a killer shark", I said while 

looking at him. He smiled and put his arms on my shoulders. 

"Don't worry, I will not harm you", he said. And he took me by my hand out of the pool. 

He tossed over the towel to me and we began wiping ourselves. He had his back a little wet 

and I wiped it over with with my towel. 

"You wait for me in the garden. I'll just call at home to inform that we have reached", I said 

and left for our room. 

We had our dinner. No doubt it was delicious. Fish. Cheese. Lemon rice. All was amazing. 

Veer went to his room near the gate to sleep. There was also a raging dog of some unknown 

breed guarding the main gate. I hadn't notice him while we entered. Maybe he was asleep. 

Or maybe I was too mesmerized by the  beauty of his farmhouse. Anyways, we moved to our 

hammocks to lie down and spend some time gazing at the sky. We laid there side by side on 

our hammocks looking at the sky. The stars. The moon. Cool breeze was moving past my skin 

and it was a long time since I had spent some time in nature. I loved it. 

"Thanks man. I really like it here in your farmhouse. This trip is worth it", I said. And Raman 

smiled. He stood up and asked me whether I wanted to see his rabbits. And being in the 

mood I was in, I stood up curiously and followed him. We went behind the pool and there 

were those rabbits. I had never seen such a large accommodation for rabbits. It was as big as 

the room that were in his house. Amazing. Raman's hand went around my waist and he led 

me to the corner of the cage. 

"Look at that little one. He is so red and sweet. Oh my God", he said. His hand was still there 

and I didn't mind it being there. I had no honest justification for that. I mean, we were 

childhood friends. Raman and Jagat, best friends. 

We fed those rabbits little grass that we plucked from the ground below us. And then we 

began moving to out room. 



He placed the bag on the table that was lying in the corner and got two bed sheets. Just in 

case we felt cold at night. It was October and we were in an open area, a farmhouse, so we 

didn't even switch on the fan. We laid there on the bed. The sounds of our breath were all 

what I could hear. I had been out on trip before. I had slept on the same bed with guys 

before. But this time it felt a little....I don't know what. It just was not like before. 

While we lay there in silence, Raman's hand touched my hand. And I was not surprised when 

he held my hand. He often did it with me, it was normal. I felt a tingle of charge spiral 

through my abdomen when his feet touched mine. I turned to look at him and he was looking 

at me. 

"You are a good guy, Jagat. I am happy to have you in my life", he spoke. I smiled. And he 

kissed me. I was never surprised at his hand holding and waist hugging but this was just, not 

what I had thought. Raman was kissing me and to my shock, I was not even moving my head 

away. I was not enjoying but not resenting either. I didn't knew what was happening. His 

hand was now on my waist and inside my vest. On my chest. Near my crotch. In my shorts. 

And when I realized I was getting wet, I was on top of him. On top of naked Raman. Raman 

and Jagat, best friends. I was kissing him with as much enthusiasm as he had begun kissing 

me. There was no looking back. Our tongues we ravishing our mouths and before I could 

realize, he was having in his mouth what I never felt was designed for this act. And 

thereafter I reciprocated. It was not what I had ever though I could do, but I did. We had 

just committed a crime. Of being lovers. Of being a man in love with a man. Of having 

unnatural sex. Crime of homosexuality. 

Raman and Jagat, homosexual criminals. 

Desire has no morals, it just comes up and no matter how much we try to repress it, and it 

finds a way to come up. What I had heard of happening in the world, I had done that. 

Shamelessly, I had made love to a guy. I was a criminal and had to hide my desire from then 

onwards. 

  



Navigation through crisis 

  



When I left my village for an yearlong work vacation across the country, I didn't realize how 

we were living the way we were living. 

Our village is not really a village. A few kilometres from here is the well-developed and fast 

paced NOIDA. But the progress of the city and the backwardness of our semi developed 

village is a constant thought that dropped to my mind every time I looked at that hand 

pump. The hand pump that could not yield water anymore. The wells that had no more 

water left in them. No matter how long our wielding ropes would get, they could never 

reach infinity, I wondered. People had boring systems that had ground dug up to a hundred 

feet. And the worst was yet to come. People in our areas used to get their bodies and their 

animals' wet in the local canal. And besides washing clothes with detergents, human and 

animal excreta also ran through the canal. No doubt we had water cleanliness issues in our 

village. 

It was all normal to me. The selective hours of water supply. The constant filling of water in 

huge tubs and drums. The boiling of tap water. Not having water purifiers. Bathing animals 

in canal. Shitting along the sides of the flowing canal water. The fluoride accumulated on 

my teeth. And other issues that were not really issues. They were just normal. I mean, look 

at other people in the village. They all shit on the side of canal. They don't have water 

purifiers. They rely on hourly water for irrigation. They have corroded teeth. They kids do 

get cholera and other normal diseases. I though all this was normal until I had the chance to 

see and live in better and more aware parts of the country. 

I visited Mumbai, Nagpur, Pune, Aurangabad and most of Maharashtra. And one thing was 

common. They all harvested rain water. Even the villages. I went to Delhi, Panipat, 

Chandigarh, Ludhiana and Jalandhar. They never had issues of water timing. Water was 

available every time and for the most part, it was not hard and salt laden. The villages in 

Haryana and Punjab were totally different from ours. They had proper supply of boring 

water even at less than twenty feet and their farms flourished with healthy crops. The last 

time they experienced drought was about more than two decades ago. And I was shocked. 

We had to face water scarcity, or rather clean water scarcity once every few weeks. And we 

still did the things we did before. That meant not caring about our resources and being 

totally negligent and unaware of water and issues surrounding it. No doubt we were 

miserable and still semi developed. I went to many other cities and one feeling was same all 

throughout my journey. The feeling of making a change in my village and being concerned 

for life of animals, my fellow villagers, domestic animals and crops. And in the most selfish 

way, caring for the teeth of my child who was not yet born and my wife who was not yet 

found. I didn't want my future generation to suffer with cholera, jaundice and dysentery 

feeling it was normal. I would never want to see my pregnant wife drinking hard water. I 

would never appreciate that my kid waited for bathing when that time was not for water 

supply. And then it struck me. If I cannot imagine my future family living that way, why 

would anybody sane with an even a tiny level of consciousness love that. Of course, they 

would not love to live that way, but the change was not really happening. 



What we really hate about others is what we really dislike about ourselves. What we want to 

see in the world, that's what we really feel lacking in ourselves. So I came back home to 

make my home a better place for my future and present family. For my fellow villagers' 

future families and present families. 

I called the sanitation department of our district. Just like unicorns exist in fantasy, even 

the sanitation department existed like that. In fantasy. It was not up to them to take care of 

our village for more than just water supply. Whether it was clean or not it didn't matter to 

them as long as it was fit for consumption and "within" hardness levels. 

Water testing day. The poster read that. Me and two interns from Delhi IIT had arranged for 

a water hardness check plan. They were from biochemistry department and I was from, 

well, my village. They had the equipment’s and I had the water sources and free time for 

exploration. The water from canal was put in the test tube. They dropped their solution via 

the dropper. One drop in, and the color turned red. Hard water. Test confirmed. And for 

boring as well as tap water, the results were the same. All water was hard. And to my 

surprise, I got the clue to why we had to throw away plastic bathroom buckets and mugs so 

often. It was now clear to me and all villagers why we used steel buckets and old kitchen 

utensils for bathing and why our iron agricultural equipment’s didn't last for more than two 

seasons. No wonder my father had to get his corroded teeth removed in his early forties and 

why my parents were on calcium tablets for improving their bone health. 

That very day we delivered water purifying tablets to all villagers who were with us while 

we tested for water contamination, hardness, pH and other things that my interns knew how 

to describe in their scientific lingo. Besides that we also gave all people potassium 

permanganate powder to use for washing their fruits and vegetables. Of course we had 

irrigated with not so safe water our farms, but we could minimize further harm by cooking 

our food in clean water with raw items at least fit for consumption. A small incremental and 

specific change is better than overall generalized sense of making the world a better place. 

We just did the former. 

The next was really gruesome. We did a lot of lane to lane interactions to realize what the 

situation really was. And I was not surprised at what we came to learn. Children were 

regularly falling prey to water borne diseases and dispensary record showed how much of 

the healthcare services were availed for treatment of cholera, jaundice, dysentery. Even the 

animals were not spared. The local people were worried about their cows and buffaloes 

yielding less and less milk over the years. Moreover, people were having second thoughts 

about their decision to actually continue living in our village. It had to be solved and first of 

all we decided to get fresh water for drinking. The beginning had to be from our side 

irrespective of what the government had in its mind for our welfare. And it had to begin 

with clean drinking water. 

A famous purifier brand that was making bold claims all throughout the mass media was in 

our village the next day. All villagers were sitting on the ground with curiosity bubbling from 

their eyes. The workshop began. The promoters gave elaborate promotion pitches as they 



are trained to do. Then came the real deal. Using the machine. They took out a dozen 

people including barely literate housewives and little two or three grade kids as volunteers. 

Put in the water from up, it comes down from here when you press this button. It was that 

simple. For them, it was a little work to do. In any case, they appreciated the work and 

decided to but those. And the cost were the same as that of a week's grocery shopping. The 

mass purchasing and collaboration with IIT Delhi made them reduce the cost and sell their 

useful purifier for cheap. And our first step was finally done. And the best part was that the 

purifiers didn't use electricity or any sort of energy consumption. Just an annual change of 

their inner filament and monthly addition of cleaning solution was enough to keep them 

working. By this step we tackled the battle of clean drinking water in our village. The homes 

were safe. The farms were next and we shall begin the work next week with the upcoming 

team from a nationwide renowned agricultural university. Let’s see what further change can 

be brought in. After all, I really don't want my future and present family to suffer from the 

basic necessity of clean regular water and good health. The fellow villagers too felt the 

same. 

The team arrived. Half a dozen people from Lucknow. All well versed and experienced in 

their agricultural skills and having enough insight to really get something done for us. They 

were led to the fields. The same test that the intern had did, they did to satisfy their 

curiosity. The land is pretty alkaline, they told. It needed to be made alkaline to protect the 

crops from being harmed. The last year witnessed some five hundred tonnes of potential 

wheat, rice and sugarcane production go waste. And they had just then told me a few 

possible answers to that. Land acidity. Lack of regular irrigation. Infected canal water. One 

by one we had to take it down on all the problems. We had already told the people to use 

their toilets and not the canal side. They had agreed. Being in a semi developed village, 

everybody had access to electricity, toilet, basic healthcare but not enough of awareness to 

act from. We did our best to put some ideas and steps into their heads that were not 

desirable, but necessary. The canal part was done. The animals were no more bathed there 

but the local lake was not spared from washing and bathing and swimming purposes. Since 

that water was not used for drinking or in farms, it was fine. The disease threat existed but 

it was up to village folks to decide what to do. And oddly enough, they just decided to use it 

for washing and not bathing. Themselves and their animals. Great. 

Lack of regular irrigation was dealt with by making the district magistrate look into the 

current scenario of our village. He agreed to put the authorities of water department into 

making sure that water was supplied to the farms regularly. All through the day. And the 

district water body maintenance authority was strictly instructed to put in water treatment 

chemical in their tank. Finally, the issue with infected tap water was sorted. The water 

hardness level was in the lower spectrum of desirable and suitable hardness levels. Fine. 

Then came the work of agricultural folks who had worked their way from Lucknow to our 

village. They gave chemical bottles to all the farmers and gave the instructions on using 

them. And smart as they were, all farmers happily bought them and learned how to use 

them properly. They didn't buy them for more yield like they used to buy fertilizers, but for 



more productive, safe and healthy yield they bought land fixing chemicals. It was about the 

safety of their families and the nationwide food consumers that made them make this 

choice. They were instructed on making the soil water retention capacity more for some 

crops. On keeping pH in check for diverse seasons, various crops, various soils and even 

through the course of growth of a crop. Their curiosity preceded their learning. 

Also, the safety steps regarding water borne diseases and infections were provided by local 

dispensary doctors. Even they were tired of treating the patients with same type of diseases 

over and over again. Toilet use, cleaning raw food, water boiling, using soap, making 

disinfectants at home and a variety of other ideas were spread and our village took a step 

ahead into being a developed village from just another semi developed one. 

The decreased ground water levels could not be so easily replenished, so we left that to 

better rain in the coming months. The only choice that we can make is to actually choose 

what we decide to do and act upon. And we left the nature to act on its own. When I had 

left the village last year, it was different. And now, it is different. In a better sense 

altogether. 

  



About Me 

 

 

 

My name is Arpit Chhikara. I do a lot of things other than conforming to the mediocrity of 

college education. This book is one of those things. It is my fourth book with no ISBN 

number. My officially published book will come out next month. And these story PDF's will 

come out every month as far as I come up with new ideas. You too can share your plot if you 

have any. 

I am no more on speaking tree. Not because I don't like spirituality but because people hold 

onto their spiritual ideals and beliefs to cripple themselves with fear. And I don't want to 

help them out by putting my fair share of spiritual shit on speaking tree. Bye bye speaking 

tree. 

I got my own domain reserved for a year. It is in conjugation with my older WordPress 

website. You can go to it via my newly registered domain: 

http://www.arpitchhikara.com 

I am on twitter and use it occasionally. More often than that I use facebook. But I don't see 

it very much. You can connect to me via mail but don't expect a quick response. WhatsApp 

only if interested in meeting in person and not for spam. The spam thing goes for all social 

media. And if you think this is boring, turn this page and move to the stories. And if you call 

and my phone is in flight mode, believe me I am in some serious work. Drop a text and 

forget about me. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.arpitchhikara.com/


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

impworkarpit@gmail.com 

 

 

@ChhikaraArpit 

 

arpit.chhikara.1 

 

9711370566 

 

 

mailto:impworkarpit@gmail.com

