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FOREWORD:

There has to be a humble admittance - Any word, however well meant and well
spelt, is a

possible suspect of misinterpretation. There is a simple reason. People are
in different

consciousnesses and culturally as well as personally inclined to a specific
value-summation of

utilities. As a writer, it is a huge temptation to take liberties, with not
only imaginations but also
with the words, as against their common and popular use. Do kindly accept
my latitude with

language and personal coinages of words, as I understand, many times, they
may not conform to
popular usages. I share with you whatever is part of my consciousness. All
wisdoms say, what

stays with you is what sinks in. Wisdom is what we internalize. I share
with you whatever I have

internalized in my life. This may not be mainstream but may have utility in
some meaningful
way. I believe, as a reader, you shall enjoy this novelty and pleasant
awkwardness of the writing.

* %

CHAPTER 1

I is what we never acquiesces to be. Equally, we is what I eventually is
seldom happy to accept to

stay as. They ensures, lives do not ever run out of the energy of variance.
Evolution must stay

immortal; everything else has to feel incumbent upon it to burn as the fuel
of cosmic conflict.

Objectivity?s encores do ensure; the symphony of the quantum of earthy



relativity keeps playing

to eternalize sanity of senses.

The innate exuberance of realisms may truly be in its randomized super-
positioning. Still,

objective pattern-building of energies and un-patterning of subjective
sensitivities for

personalized as well as collective utilities are fruition of life and
living experiences.

It seems like a mystical revelation to be in the tempest of 3Cs -
consciousness, cognition and

causality. The infinite possibilities of these three, engendering
immeasurable, often

unfathomable chunks and slices of realisms, only ensure that wvalidity of
singularity of truth

remains evolutionary in time-space journeys.

Journeys need always beckon us to newer destinations of consciousness.
Still, it 1is bliss to be

back - back to home.

The mighty force of Beas River water, pursuant to the lusty pull of tangent
slopes towards lower

plains and sensuous whispering of thick groves of woods on both sides, as
if occasioning the

baser instincts to sweep away whatever comes on its way, presented this
conflict to him in its

entirety and magnanimity. He knew; nature was the only true Guru as, it
taught without the

slightest semblance of the preposterous pride and presumptuous purposes of
teaching and

preaching. No Guru could be as brutally objective and equally overpowering
as nature. That was

why he was here.

Long ago, the river, as an individual, had outscored the patient obduracy
of the colossus stature

of the mountain chains of Himalayas; working single-mindedly in charting
out its passage,

cutting through the majestic establishment and finally, moving ahead,
stamping the signature of

its victory over them.

Mid-stream, Mayank Mishra was sitting on a rock and continuously watching a
small pebble on

the riverbed, which was holding still, probably for years, challenging the
collective might of the

river current. The river flow was steep, yet the depth of river water was
shallow and the clarity of

water allowed clear view. The green moss woven around the pebble was sure
indicator that the

pebble was steady there for years. A small fish parked itself around the
pebble, wobbling at the

moss, enacting the ballet of life. He was looking at the pebble for hours.
Yesterday too, he did

the same.

When Mayank arrived at Manali; a lovely small town in the laps of
Himalayas, three days back,

virtually fleeing away from the place he lived and worked, none of his



friends, colleagues and

bosses had any inkling of where he was and what he had in his mind. He
first headed for higher

peaks of the Himalayas, spending a whole day on top of a large chunk of
rock, twelve kilometers

away from the nearest congregation of population. He tried to jerk off what
had happened that

made him to run away from his city, two thousand kilometers away and take
shelter in mountains

in northern parts of India.

That happened sooner than he expected as the immensity of nature, the
enormity and sheer

novelty of his positioning amid the inimitable surroundings unsettled him.
He could not handle

the trepidation of nothingness and threat to mortal existentialism as he
looked down at ten

thousand feet deep gorges on one side and almost perpendicular rise of
thousands of feet high

mountains on the other. He rushed down and found a small dingy food stall
beside the narrow

road. He ate a large serving of hot and roughly edged noodles with lots of
chili sauce to pamper

his physical poise.

Half an hour later, he reached back to the top again, this time, a warm
packet of Momos tucked

in his pocket as his life support mechanism. After an hour, a sheep
wandered near him. A boy

with his herd was nearby. He offered a Momo to the sheep but it refused to
eat and moved

towards the steep slopes leading to the deep gorge. He could not dare peep
down to see where it

went. Soon, the rest of the herd followed it.

The shepherd boy came near him and sat near the Momo on the ground. He
offered Momos to

the boy and asked him did he fear living in such conditions? The boy took a
Momo but said

nothing. From his face, he could read that the boy had not understood the
question. He felt

embarrassed to have asked such a stupid gquestion.

He looked up to the blue sky above. It was immaculate with not even a spot
of cloud. It was

mesmerizing. He kept his gaze and started to feel that he was actually
rising high above and

penetrating the depth of the blue stretch, which first looked to him only
like a thin sheet of

clothe. He felt his consciousness becoming light like a feather and surging
above to sway past

the thickness of the blue sky to transcend into a world beyond.

Suddenly, he felt something pulled him down and he found himself crashed to
the rock top,

where he was sitting moments before. The shepherd boy was pulling his hands
and asking a

Momo for his little sister, probably a year younger than him. The girl was
looking at him and



innocence was writ large on her face.

A strange feeling engulfed his consciousness. It was not happiness, not
satisfaction, not thrill, not

affection, not compassion, nothing which he had ever felt. It felt he had
landed in some

dimension, which could make him see not only the little boy and girl, but
also himself from a

distance. It was like he was watching a theatre where his character was in
a role-play with the

two kids. He saw, he took both the kids in his lap and made them eat Momos
with his own hand.

He saw the three chatting and laughing. He wished to clap in joy but could
not find his hands.

Two hours later, he was back in his hotel room and slept for hours; first
time in the last one

week.

A week back, it was that fateful night and the tumultuous dawn.

The mobile phone buzz stirred him in the bed but he ignored. Half asleep,
he closed his eyes in

desperation to extend the inevitable. Minutes later, the landline phone
started ringing and he

could no more carry his pretentious sleep. Still in the bed, he looked
beyond the windows to

ascertain the march of the morning and the faint light outside made him
uneasy.

Instinctively, he moved out of his bed and dragged himself towards the door
to look for the

newspaper but it was not yet delivered. He felt relieved but quickly got
irritated. Another bad

start of the day, as usual, even when the dawn had not yet smiled on him
and said good morning.

Life throws up a queer spectrum of desires. As you are born, everyone
desires that you wake up,

open your eyes and deliver a playful smile. But as a new born, you are
mostly asleep as your

blank head ensures that you do so and you do so because sleep comes natural
to you. As you

approach your death, all you want is a sound sleep and its natural
prerequisite, the blank and

unburdened mind. But, in between the two points, you do not sleep well and
even do not want to

sleep well as your desires make you awake.

It is probably this desire of humanity that has led to the coinage of the
word good morning.

People desire to attain a lot and as time is always running away, they wish
to compromise on

their sleep. That is why morning becomes so important in a person?s 24-hour
journey of the day.

Morning ends the ,undesirable sleep? and starts the chase of desires
afresh. That is why in all

civilizations, people say good morning to each other even when most people
would admit that

there is nothing so good about most of their mornings. Actually, there is
only a valid good night



as it invites the sleep and halts, at least temporarily, the desire chase.
Mayank Mishra was irritated. The phone calls so early in the morning had
its clear signals. As he

checked the missed incoming call on his cell phone, he got doubly sure that
his irritation was not

misplaced. The mobile phone screen flashed ,missed call from editor? and he
instantly knew

something was terribly wrong with the newspaper that hit the stands. As the
News Editor,

Mayank was practically responsible for selection, placement and display of
all news stories and

pictures accommodated in the newspaper he worked with.

Irritated he was, not because his morning sleep was disturbed, for he had
adapted to sacrificing

his sleep for his professional commitments. He was irritated as he could
not see the morning

newspapers to know if anything else went wrong, apart from what he already
knew.

He expected the call from the editor and was even braced up to face his
usual annoyance with

something ,wrong? he had done. But a call so early in the morning made him
a bit scared of

some other error which he did not know of. He knew it well that once he got
wind of the mistake,

he would certainly devise his response.

The first important lesson he was taught as a journalist was how to pass
the buck on others and

save his skin as committing errors in the pressure deadline business like
newspaper was a routine

affair. Only later, he realized that almost in all jobs, the mastery of art
was not in allowing your

creativity a free flight to produce an innovative cut. It was rather in
playing safe to avoid

unproductive and wasteful cuts.

That?s why; the genius in all organized works around the world had devised
production strategies

that valued safety and conformity to fixed mechanical patterns more than
anything. The

standardization of production process is the established benchmark; liberty
to diversion of

innovation and originality is taken with suspicion. When this mechanical
virtue became part of

intellectual aptitude of art and media, he did not know.

In almost all jobs, the bosses would tell their subordinates, “In our
business, the deadline is

always yesterday”. Mayank always thought, when someone is already made to
be guilty of

,delayed start?, even before he commences, subsequent guilt hardly troubles
anyone. It is like

humanity being guilty of the ,original sin? of Adam and Eve and never being
sorry for loads of

other subsequent wrongs.

He remembered, once he was interviewing the CEO of an FMCG major and had
asked why



conformity rather than creativity was the preferred virtue in most
established and organized work

systems. The CEO had said, “Stupidity and creativity are like twins. But,
creativity 1is popstupidity.

If markets; the consumers accept it, a stupidity is quickly branded as
creativity. But as

a CEO, I cannot take a risk as no CEO on the earth can predict which way
the markets behave.

Genius can rarely be customized, it is usually accidental stupidity.”

The CEO had added on condition of not printing it, “when big time money 1is
at stake, safety is

the only virtue for business; of course I save my creativity for times when
I am with my wife or

in a seminar”.

The lesser geniuses, the larger workforce, however have since ages designed
the smart excuses

for not being up to the cut. The words like optical illusion, printer?s
devil, computer error, server

snag, news swap, etc are the excuses that have been designed dexterously
for saving a

journalist?s skin. O f course, they don?t tell you all about these in their
induction programs for

trainees. That?s why godfathers are so important in all fields of
activities, especially jobs.

Mayank was anxious to lay his hands on the morning newspaper to know the
error so that he

could decide on the onus and then confidently ring back the Editor. He
would not be shy of

accepting his fault, if it was his but would never accept an unnecessary
interference on his

innovative cuts. As he entered the kitchen to make a cup o f tea, the
mobile phone buzzed again.

He made up his mind to face it and also very quickly rehearsed his reply.
He picked up the

phone.

“Hello.. Mayank... we fucked them today.. bloody you rammed their asses real
hard this

time.. congratulations”, the editor b lurted out loud on the other side.
Mayank fumbled with his response as the praise from his editor was
unexpected. The man on the

other side was least bothered about the response as he continued his joyous
exclamations over

how their front page scoop about the scam in medical entrance test results
went exclusive and

how their copies were sold like hot cakes in the stands.

The editor was happy not because their newspaper was going to be the talk
of the town but

because he was told by the circulation department guys that some hawkers
refused to 1lift the

copies of the rival newspaper and insisted on increased quota of their
newspaper copies. A rare

joy for an editor; the sales guys heaping praise on editorial genius is
like a solar eclipse..very

rare indeed!



“Nice placement, good display.. brilliant judgment.. you are a real bastard
of a journalist ..

tonight I will cheer the scotch in your name”, the editor exclaimed.
“Thanks sir, thanks .. it is indeed a good day for us”, Mayank managed a
reply.

“Enjoy you bastard, enjoy your day of glory under the shining Sun, there
ain?t many such days in

the career of a journalist”, the editor said and signed off.

Mayank murmured something, threw himself on the bed and slept.

The pre-dawn in the city belongs to the sweepers of the municipal
corporation and the newspaper

hawkers. One clears the dirt and another spreads it. Murders, rape, loot,
bungling, mishaps,

death, pain, sufferings and all possible negativities are splashed all over
the front page and the

important page three- four city pages with great linguistic skills.
Importantly, all troubles need to

be assigned to governance and system, never the public. Readers love to
know that whatever

wrong happened to them, someone else is to be blamed, not them. Early
morning pride sails

them through their tough and humbling lives.

The glory for newsmen however, is not in cramming the pages of the
newspaper with negative

news and writing it in a style that would beat a blockbuster movie
screenplay but, it is indeed in

doing it exclusively. The joy is not in how good you are but in how bad you
made the rivals

proved out to be on a given day.

Mayank looked at the bundle of newspapers as he left his bed a few hours
later but did not care

to read them. He, like most journalists, read them only when an error would
be pointed out. He

recollected the morning conversation with his editor and shook his head as
if he wished to throw

away the memories from his head. He however smiled. He smiled because in
his ten-year career

in the newspapers as a journalist, he could never anticipate right whether
he would receive praise

or punishment in the morning for what he did late night in the newsroom.
He remembered; the editor was not very convinced of this medical entrance
exam result scam

story last evening when it was shown to him as he was not confident of the
credibility of the

reporter. He was sure that the story would fall flat as a front page scoop
because it would not be

exclusive. He doubted the source would also leak it to other media persons.
Mayank had insisted that he wished to play the story as a front page scoop
and had also rewritten

the story to make it impactuous. The editor had left the office late
evening making clear that the

story should ideally be covered as ,also ran? story on the lower half of
the front page but not as

front page scoop. Mayank had taken the challenge and as usual, he took the



risk, cross-checked

with his sources and ran the story as front page top scoop with a banner
display.

He expected the editor?s ire next morning but once again he was proved
wrong. The story went

exclusive and that made the editor happy. But despite editor?s praise,
Mayank was apprehensive

as his journalistic intuition warned him of trouble ahead. How the rival
newspaper could miss

such a big story, he wondered. His apprehensions proved right as the day
progressed.

By the time, the reporters gathered in the newsroom for the 12 o? clock
meeting, the editor had

received many phone calls which made his morning bliss disappear. A call
from the deputy

general manager of advertisement had also made him nervous. He sent a
message from his

chamber to the reporters that he would not take the meeting and the chief
reporter should go

ahead with it. There also was a one line instruction that no follow ups of
today?s scoop will be

required.

Mayank did not react when the editor briefed him of the situation at hand
and asked him to

proceed on leave. As a true journalist, he had the intuitive perception of
bad things and vibes. As

he had entered the office, the body language of the guard on the ground
floor, the reception girl

and his own colleagues and the calm in the newsroom had made him realize
that bad news was

coming his way.

A chaotic news room is a sure sign of a satisfying morning for the readers
and peace and order

there means a disaster for one or other journalist. As a news editor, he
had witnessed the fall out

of a peaceful newsroom on some of his colleagues but this time around, not
others but he himself

looked to be on the firing line.

He made extra efforts to look nonchalant and put up a normal voice as he
asked the editor, “I

think, you should be honest to me; I can understand, after all I am in this
profession and also

with you for such long years. Don?t hang me on this leave thing... simply
tell me, am I being

sacked or ... 2?7

The editor was agitated and interrupted him, “... look Mayank, I am not in a

mood to entertain

your crap. I am already running out of patience. Can?t you see where we
have landed ourselves!

The chief minister of the state has asked the public relation department
secretary to stop all

government advertisements to us and you know what it means! Our monthly
billing is one crore

and forty lakhs a month, do you listen, and we are not losing our pocket



moneys but the

lifeline..! Go and sleep well. Be positive; take this opportunity to relax
as leaves are so rare in a

journalist?s life. But do not leave the city, the boss is coming.”

He was about to leave when editor said, “You know, when a lightning strikes
in the sky,

someone on the earth below has to lose his luck. Trust me, only the poor
are ruined in rain..you

and me live in concrete houses.”

Mayank looked deep into the eyes of his editor and could not get the vibes
he was expecting. He

could easily see the face of the man in the eyes of the editor who had
clearly run out of luck. He

had seen many soldiers sacrificed to save the skin of the general but this
time, he was the general

who was taking the innocent blood and the poor soldier was too young and a
favorite with him.

“The reporter is not at fault. He just had a story and I took the decision
to run it as front page top

scoop, even when you had disapproved of it. So, I should be kicked out not
him”, Mayank said

sounding determined and assertive.

“Don?t try to be my dad. When I was your age, I too enjoyed being a messiah
even while I knew

it quite well that none in seven generations of my family was one. Always
remember, you are a

servant of a baniya (trader) and you waste your talent singing the song of
universal brotherhood

in front of a butcher. Preserve these sweet sentiments for your girlfriend;
she will be impressed

and suck it. May be in return of your baby talks, she will give you a yummy
fuck like a well-paid

whore. Push the door when you move out”, the editor said in low murmuring
voice and turning

away, pretended to look busy scanning stories of the day on the Newstrack.
The chief reporter outside was waiting for Mayank as he had got his facts
ready. The rival

newspaper editor had done the trick. He too had this story about the exam
result bungling as the

source had shared the leak. The rival editor however chose not to publish
the story and late night,

he phoned the personal secretary of the chief minister informing that they
were not going ahead

with the story. The editor however lied to the personal secretary saying
that the story was

exclusive. The rival editor also had it confirmed earlier that Mayank was
taking the story as front

page lead scoop. Mayank could guess who in his newsroom had leaked the
piece of information

to the rival editor.

In a rather smart move, the rival newspaper had made the chief minister to
believe that there was

a political conspiracy behind the scoop to embarrass him and his government
ahead of the crucial



assembly by-polls and Mayank?s newspaper was playing in the hands of the
opposition.

Everything is fair in love and corporate wars. It was nothing unusual.
However, unlike other

wars, it was difficult to make out who was fighting against whom and whose
behalf. The

warriors were not lined up against each other as in traditional wars and
loyalties were always at

premium.

Mayank smiled and remembered his hunch in the morning when he had doubted
how the rival

could miss such a big story and there was something bigger than what looked
like a simple miss.

He thought of going back to the editor?s room to inform him what he had
just learned but quickly

decided against it. He recollected the editor?s word, ,don?t try to be my
dad?. He was sure he

knew more.

Next night, Mayank took a train to New Delhi for his onward Jjourney to
Manali, the

mountainous resort. He had nothing specific in mind, but was sure, he would
return to his town

only when he would have made his mind of his journey of life ahead. It was
long due.

* %

CHAPTER 2

Twelve years back, when he was only 22, Mayank had experienced something
which would

eventually decide not only his thought process but also his life Jjourney.
It was a hot summer day

and there were too many guests in his house. He liked being with people but
that night he got

irritated by the negative talks that the entire family and guests were
indulging in and decided to

sleep alone on the roof of his house.

Summer nights are not usually calm but that night he could hear the whistle
of the train ten

kilometers away. There wasn?t anything particular in his mind and as he
rested on his back, he

started to look the sky above.

It was a dark night, no moon shining and stars competed with each other for
attention. Mayank

kept looking at the stars. He had recently read about the theories of the
origin of the universe and

naturally, he started thinking about the origin of universe, continuing to
gaze at the dark sky. He

always created in his mind an imagery of what he thought and learnt. But he
could not create an

image of a gas ball exploding to create universe and subsequently creating
the galaxy systems,

his own earth and on it his own life. He had never clearly understood the
theories of creation of

the universe and that?s why that night his thoughts became confused as he
kept watching the



endless expanse of the dark sky and the millions of shining stars. He tried
to relate his existence

with the infinity of the universe, allowing his mind to travel deep inside
the darkness.

It was around two o0? clock that he lost it.

Probably, he had dozed off for 15 to 20 minutes and suddenly he was awake
and his mind went

blank. It was a rare feeling for him. He could sense that he was what he
was. He could certainly

make a distinction that he was well awake and not sleeping, could feel that
his eyes were seeing

things but his other sensory faculties were blank. His mind could not
connect to him as he

remembered neither his past moments nor could he feel any moments ahead.
When you are in your full senses, your being, your existence registers a
clear and explainable

connect and continuity with past moments and those which will come ahead.
The mind knows

that I am sitting here for the last ten minutes and will sit for another
five minutes, etc.

Mayank however could not connect. All he could feel was that he was among
the stars and deep

inside the universe. Seconds later, he could realize that he had a body
which he could feel as

separate from the universe where he found himself a few seconds back. The
realization was

followed by a strange but very powerful feeling which he could not register
as never had in his

life he had such a feel. He was terror struck as he clearly missed the
gravity and felt the awe of

the enormity of infinite universe. In a quick succession of changing
realities, he found the feeling

of the hard roof surface beneath him, felt a bit assured but next moment
fatal fear gripped him as

he felt himself completely alien to his body.

Mayank had the first encounter of the massive and unintelligible fear of
the formlessness of

existence that night. The fear gradually gave way to shock but for an hour
he continued to feel

the formlessness of being. His existential sense of time and space returned
to him in a few

minutes, though in very feeble strength but his biological and animated
connect with his body

continued to elude him for an hour or so. He had never faced such strange
and unexplainable

feelings and that too in an assemblage unleashed to him in such fast
successions. He felt very

unsettled and his mind was in a complete flux. But still, he felt deeply
defeated and embarrassed

that his faculties were so weak that it could not help him handle the
crisis. He gained his full self

an hour later but soon lost it to an overwhelming bout of sleep.

An array of medical tests in the next one week made it clear that nothing
was wrong with him, at



least biologically and physically. As Mayank was settling to forget the
incident as one off

accident in his otherwise good life, the feeling revisited him and it was
day time. He was in a

busy market and with a friend when he lost connect with his body like that
night. This time

however, there certainly was some improvement compared to the last
experience. He continued

to do the shopping and other usual activities. He clearly felt his
existence split into two. He felt

himself separate from the body which was doing all the activities as usual,
very mechanically

though. He once again lost the sense of time and space. This time, the
initial fear however was

less intense and soon gave way to utter confusion.

He could understand that his experiences had nothing to do with body but
the mind. He

consulted a neuro physician and he told him it was some sort of a panic
disorder and he would do

best to jerk it off his mind. The doctor asked him to stop doing deep
thinking on issues, beyond

his comprehension.

The doctor attempted to trivialize the issue telling him that majority of
people on this earth had

some mind disorder or other in varying intensity and most of them afforded
to live out their lives

carrying them reasonably successfully.

“Sanity is a fine line like a strand of your hair and most of us stand on
the border; often

susceptible to cross the line, inadvertently or otherwise”, the doctor
said. He told him jokingly, “I

am a doctor of minds but even I have a phobia that someday my wife will
kill me. But still, I

enjoy a delectable sex with her. It is rather my phobia that helps me do
that as I always do it as if

this would be my last with her”.

As these bouts became regular, Mayank turned determined to find a pattern
to it. After few

months, he could feel he had better control over his body even when he
encountered varied

degrees of formlessness and disconnect during such bouts. Mayank was not
sure what the right

way to deal with his problem was but he was however very sure that he could
not do what his

doctor advised. He could not jerk off the issue. He had to confront it and
find an answer. His

natural inquisitiveness egged him to do two things - understand the problem
in its widest

possible connotation and then find a lasting solution. He hooked on to all
available resources on

fear factors and especially the mind mechanisms.

Knowledge is embarrassing. It exposes us to the world of stark objectivity
for which we are not

always trained and prepared. You feel discomfited by the ignorance you had



lived so far with

and the subjectivity you indulged in. The knowledge about the complexities
of brain and an

interpretation of humanity through mind perspectives made him feel and live
the shame of

stupidity. Though he was too young to fully understand the intricate
artistry of mind universe, he

learnt his first major lesson of life - the criticality of communication in
the overall intelligence of

intellectual universe. It was ingrained upon his sensitive perception that
he had to invest lots of

time and energy to understand two core ideas - the media and communication,
to understand life

and its intricacies in entirety.

He was truly awestruck by the enormity and extent of mind disorders the
humanity was faced

with. There were so many phobias that he was almost sure that there was
nothing that did not

have the potential to spark off fear in a human mind. He was truly
apprehensive and in great

dismay that anybody at any given time could be affected by one mind
disorder or the other. He

was more troubled by the knowledge that people in large number all
throughout ages in the long

history of civilization were in great pains and sufferings because of
something which doctors say

were actually never there. A fear that was never there, a reason not fit
for being depressed, a

disability which never was one but the mind did accept them as if they
were. And the scare that

humanity has entered a phase where mind disorders would be the largest
destabilizing factor for

larger population made him very determined to find a lasting solution to
it.

After initial confusion, he arrived at the truth that if devil could be in
the mind, so could be God.

He accepted that if devil was a man standing beyond his worst of
disabilities and negativities,

God was there standing just on the opposite side of it. He, standing beyond
the best of the

potentials and capabilities of his positive and uninhibited mind, was his
own God. He got to

know; mind is a mechanism of unlimited potential. All he needed to know was
what limits and

inhibits minds in its journey towards Godliness. He realized that mind was
a value-neutral and

objective media. What it opts, the devil or the God is not its own choice
but depends on

something which programs it one way or the other. He came to a conclusion
that communication

to mind was the crucial thing. And the mind accepted thoughts and emotions
as communication.

Mind needed to have the right communication to head towards Godliness.
That?s why, positive



thoughts and emotions to a new and un-programmed mind were important.

He also understood that the problem with contemporary world was that minds
were being

flooded with negative communications since childhood. We have loaded our
minds with lots of

negative thoughts and ideas. The mind has been negatively programmed even
before we could

realize. The early socialization, prior to our own rational awareness, the
hereditary inputs, the

very competitive social environment etc send negative communication to
mind. He realized;

thought was the core programming language of mind. The thought is largely a
social product and

that?s why the society is primarily responsible for creating either devils
or gods. He could

understand the importance of a positive and constructive society in
creating good minds. It was a

cyclic chain. He could also understand that a society at any stage was more
suitable for creating

more devils than god.

He came to a conclusion that two things were very crucial inputs for mind
and they needed very

clear understanding. First was fear in its entirety and complete
complexities and second was the

sense of real and unreal. He understood it quite well that he needed to
comprehend the spectrum

of fears and its dynamics. Getting to the core of the multi-dimensionality
of fears would make

him understand the mysteries of life well. He was also not bothered too
much by the enormity of

the task. The management of fear would be tough but he was sure; it would
not be as tough as

the management of hunger, management of greed and management of sexua lity
which humanity

had failed to do.

The acceptance of the primary need to understand fear helped him in
unexpected way. As he

grew up, he actually developed an objective perception about all his fears
and anxieties. This

objectivity helped him understand the power of the conscious mind over
unconscious and subconscious

mind. Not that he could conquer all his fears and anxieties but he had
better control

over his fears. His conscious mind stood him in good stead with a power of
analyses of what was

happening to him and why. This assured that fear was never out of control
to reach a stage of

panic.

In the progression of time, he got inclined to the idea that fear was
actually good for him, or for

anybody, who could have the objectivity standards to understand it. Fear
was a very positive

signal about the incidence of an unattained and unprepared mind. An unknown
thing or idea



cannot spark off fear. A known thing or idea has the similar capacity. It
is things or ideas in

between the two ends that create fears. A rope in a semi-dark room makes
one panicky as it

looks like a snake but even an actual snake in a totally dark room fails to
create fear. A snake

generating fear is good thing. The snake experts also know that its venom
is deadly but they do

not fear it because they have complete knowledge about snake behavior and
all possible

dynamics of its threat perception. Fear is an instant invite for positive
action. Fear makes you

accept that something is wrong and negative with your mind programming. You
need to delete

the program and write a new one with complete and objective knowledge about
something which

unleashed fear. Fear is an invitation to become your own god by embarking
on a journey towards

the best of your own potentials.

As he developed good understanding of fear, he realized that the
formlessness, or what the

doctor called unreality feeling was also not a bad thing either. He
actually stared to use the

unreality experience as a constructive tool. The objectivity standards also
made him take his

formlessness as just a media, like anxiety and fear. This formlessness or
unreality was valueneutral

and presented an opportunity for greater objectivity benchmarks. A very
beneficial

proposition for humanity!

He began to understand that minus or plus; pain or pleasure; was not the
ideal state of being. It

had to be a zero - a truly objective, value-neutral position. Most sins and
aberrations of humanity

were committed when humans drifted too far either in the plus of pleasure
or minus of pain.

Humans committed acts of banality and benediction, omission and commission
on the basis of

his or her judgment of the reality he or she perceived as facing at a
particular moment of time

and space. Quite often, the real which was identified as real was either
more on the side of plus

or minus, often off target of the real.

Mayank later on developed mastery over the craft and called it a trick. He
could actually help

himself on the onset of the bout of formlessness. Whenever, he felt his
body and senses were too

overwhelming or ruffled up, in minus or plus, and he could commit a
mistake, he would slip into

what he called the zero-mode. He had developed a way to trigger off the
formlessness bout and

as he welcomed it, he gained on the objectivity benchmarks for himself.

In the years to come, he used the technique to avoid many sins and
wrongdoings which men his



age would commit with aplomb. As he passed his prime of youthful years he
was happy to

discover that he had developed two personalities. The formlessness had
turned into a personality

which he felt remained silent and in the backstage, giving frontstage to
his physical personality

which was socially interactive. He successfully used one of his two
personalities interchangeably

to derive best of results for him. He even enjoyed his split personalities
simultaneously, realizing

very well that this had made him an enigmatic person in the eyes of most of
his relatives, friends

and colleagues. The liberal of them would call him maverick but most would
prefer a ,confused?

tag for him.

* %

CHAPTER 3

Mayank was not that young to allow any momentary lapse of reasoning and
take a fleeting

decision. Though 34, his disposition suited a 45-year old. A week earlier,
he felt an urge to do

something even at the risk of being labeled hasty and rash. However, coming
back from Manali,

he had his mind in poise and clear on what he wished to do and how. The
mountains had stoned

the poise in him.

He rang up the reporter who had written the scam story and as he had
expected, the reporter had

been handed over transfer orders which would mean he would quit his job.
Reporters are very

reluctant to change their places. It takes years for a reporter to build
his contacts and his worth

depends on his contacts.

He could sense a shade of anger building up inside him. Perhaps, his own
anger and frustration

with his profession had piled on the incident. As a journalist he had so
many issues which he

held dear to his heart and wanted a patient hearing from his editor and
owner of the newspaper.

Let alone as a professional; as a social person too he believed he had
genuine questions which at

best needed clear answers but at least, he expected sympathetic audience to
such questions.

His anger always liberated him. It gave him the energy to vent his
feelings, to bring up queries.

He believed that inquisitiveness was a growth sign. He would never allow
his simple and

innocuous ,why? to wither away. Anger was his critical energy that jolted
him out of the inertia

of status quoism that the social milieu around him would often slap on his
face. Anger would

give him the energy to extend strong support to his instinctive
inquisitiveness by adding the

stubbornness of his determined self.



He used his anger to ascertain that at least things were seen in right
perspective. He was always

very clear in his mind about the fact that judgment about a justified
action can be postponed but

not the judgment of a justified thought position. A fact will remain a fact
even 1f its practice be

procrastinated or even stopped. What irritated Mayank most was that most
people, who were in

the positions from where taking right judgment and that too at the right
point of time would

make the world a better place, would simply not do it. The tragedy is that
most often, they would

use all power at their disposal to kill the question itself. Naturally, the
questioner became first

victim.

For the larger society, rooted in inertia and status quoism, a question is
like a poisonous snake.

People with baton of socio-economic and political authority are so panicky
of the venom of nonconformity,

which a question has the potential to unleash, that they are quick to
thrash its head.

Often, innocuous and well-meaning questions and questioners are killed in
the panic over the

threat to peace and order of suitable conformism.

Questions are important. God is the biggest question. The religion is the
mother of all questions.

The greatest tragedy of humanity is that today religion smothers more
questions than it was

suppose to answer. Regrettable it is that on the name of religion, mediocre
and conformist

answers are being forced on masses and many meaningful questions are not
even allowed to

breathe.

Since his childhood, Mayank had witnessed his family members stifling
questions which he

asked innocently. He would be hushed up and told that it was bad manners.
Often, discipline was

considered the primary virtue and even his innocuous curiosity would be
bracketed as

undisciplined behavior. Discipline as the greatest morality was not always
acceptable to him as

he saw it as a non-reciprocal tool of outdated notions of societal
conformity.

Even later, in his school, in college and in his career, he would be faced
with the authoritative

structure that emphasized and enforced discipline, pouncing on any chance
to kill even the most

innocent inquisitiveness. A slap would always save the burden of thousands
of unconvincing

words for the authority. And why would anyone anyway consider it an
authority if it didn?t slap!

This only made him become sure and more confident of the righteousness and
justification of his

natural inquisitiveness. The nervousness that he could see his gquestions



generated among those

who were responsible for answers assured him that righteousness was on his
side. If not, why

would questions scare? The force with which the authoritative layers
attempted to smother

questions only reflected the reality that there was something that they
feared the questions would

expose — either their incompetence or ignorance to answer them or the
larger hypocrisy of
humanity.

He grew up to the realism that asking question was a greater virtue than
giving answers. Keeping

a question alive, not allowing it to die prematurely required a lot of
courage, character and

conviction. Almost everyone claimed to have the answers; some of them
probably had. Most of

them even fought for their answers to be the only justified one. Many had
the authority to impose

answers or the refusal of it on people. Only few however had questions and
the courage to stand

them. He realized, if necessity was the mother of inventions,
inquisitiveness was the primary

energy behind all inventions, all creations.

He refused the socially popular notion that a question was a sign of
weakness as it exposed the

ignorance of the questioner. He learnt it quite early in his youthfulness
that a question is sign of

innocence and courage. It required childlike innocence and courage of
highest order to rise above

the fear of being labeled an ignorant, to face the taunts of peer group and
society to be a duffer,

even retarded. He had made up his mind to always be on the side of
questions. He had accepted

that if something had fear in its side, it was good as it would lead to the
ultimate truth.

He opted for media as a career primarily because he felt the profession
would provide him a

good platform for raising his questions. He also believed media had the
responsibility to find the

right answers. He thought he was naturally inclined to be in media as
inquisitiveness was the

core character of a good journalist and he had it. He had also learnt that
media was feared just

because of its freedom and privilege to ask questions to the high ups and
mighty. He chose the

print media, a newspaper, as he always believed in the power of the printed
words.

In the first three years of his career in media, he had realized the gap
between the fiction and the

fact. Within media, more gquestions were killed than given life. Media
itself killed a lot many

questions as either it would be detrimental to its own economic health or
too troublesome to ask.

He learnt it later that this was not a very depressing fact. All goodness



has to operate within the

confines of practicality. Idealisms too have to be sustainable. What
troubled him however was

that valid questions were being shunned because of sheer ignorance and
inflated professional ego

and pride of media people.

Early in his career as a journalist, he asked his chief reporter why he
allowed so many crime

stories in local news. Mayank also complained to him that rape stories were
being written with

unnecessary graphic details that put victim in very poor light. He showed
him a story published a

day back which narrated in detail that the rapist gagged the mouth of the
victim with one hand

and that of her small child sleeping beside her with another hand. He then
raped her lifting her

sari to her stomach. Mayank told the chief reporter that the story not only
was in very poor taste

as it unnecessarily presented graphic details of a heinous crime, it was
also factually wrong as

such a chain of incident could never have happened. He reasoned that humans
had only two

hands and if two of the hands of the perpetrator of the crime were busy
smothering the mouths of

victim and her child, how could he get a third hand to 1lift the sari of the
victim? And more

importantly, was the reporter of the story present at the time of rape to
witness that the sari of the

victim was lifted up to her stomach and not beyond? The chief reporter got
infuriated and

defended his reporter saying that it was not his fault as what he wrote in
his story was the version

he found in the FIR of the rape. ,If the police write illogical things in
their report, what we can

do? We are only supposed to go by the police records?, the chief reporter
said almost yelling at

him. The news editor had intervened and had taken Mayank away who was
unwilling to accept

the answer of the chief reporter. He insisted this was not the right answer
of his question. The

news editor later on reasoned with him, ,Young man, you are still new to
the trade. These rape

stories with such colorful details are the flavors of the day, the pick of
the stories read by most

readers. These bloody cops too enjoy writing a rainbowishly detailed FIR of
the rape. They

would not do it for any other crime. Everyone loves a good rape..I mean a
rape story!? Mayank

asked him how was he sure that every reader loved such rape stories? Did he
have any research

done or any survey published that confirmed the percentage of readers
loving it? The news editor

paused for a moment and then said in an irritated voice, ,No survey is
required. If I love them as



a journalist, the readers would also love it; that is for sure. Don?t you
know; sex sells more than

anything in this world??

Mayank regretted that he worked at a place where even seniors had such
inflated sense of ego

and self- importance that they refused to see the larger questions. They
could not see the

difference between sex and a rape. They were happy to demolish the huge
separating line

between a crime and gratification. No doubt, the basic issue of sanity was
relegated to back seat

in media. The common sense inquisitiveness was also a big casualty. Even a
kid knows that

humans have only two hands but a zealous journalist has lost even this
common sense.

The biggest trouble the media faced, that Mayank could realize as he
continued with the

profession, despite the oddities was that most seniors passed on this sick
and archaic mentality

and attitude to their juniors. Those who did not like to be part of this
stupidity were labeled as

unfits.

He was sure he wanted to confront the question which his anger kept alive
and kicking. He

looked at his watch and it was 7 pm. In the balcony of his flat where he
lived alone, he could feel

the evening?s youthfulness entering his breathe and he was ready to move to
the next step of his

plan.

Mayank?s call at 7 pm had made him understand that he would have to cancel
his next morning?s

meeting. Whenever Mayank wanted him for a talk, it would start late evening
and end by the

break of dawn. He agreed on the phone that he would head home straight
away. Curious as usual,

he had asked Mayank what was the occasion for celebration and he had
replied, ,I am quitting

my job next morning and whole night we will celebrate?. He had no choice
but to rush home.

Before starting his car he called Utkarsh but he was out of town. Utkarsh,
he and Mayank were

school friends and formed a trio complementing each other so well for the
last 24 years. He

desperately wanted Utkarsh to be with him now and was sure that Mayank too
would love to

have him with them. Mayank had indeed called Utkarsh to tell him to join
them and knowing

that he was out of town, he had briefed him about his decision to quit his
job.

Ashish Sinha, Deputy General Manager, Marketing, Tantra Tele Servic es. His
business card

would read. On his profile, on a social networking site, he had uploaded
long paragraphs about

him which he could not understand as Mayank had written them for him to



attract single girls.

Being a friend of a person like Mayank was not very easy but it came as a
package. Mayank

would do a lot of things for him, which he would flaunt as his own and this
somehow

compensated the trouble his friendship with Mayank created for him. Five
companies, four exgirl

friends and a journey from assistant manager in an FMCG company to Deputy
General

Manager in a telecom company in ten years was not a bad CV for Ashish.
“So, angry young man! Finally you have found the villain of your life and
you want your anger

to sustain so that you could battle it out with him. But how can your
resignation do any harm to

your editor”, Ashish asked, picking up the conversation as he finished his
first glass of whisky.

“Who said the editor is my villain and I?m quitting to harm him?”

“No, I mean what I perceive is that you are angry that the editor did not
own the crisis and

instead of protecting his reporter he took action against him. I presume
this is double

standards...stark hypocrisy.”

“I would rather say my editor is not a habitual hypocrite. Usually, he is
very true to what he is; a

single personality at most times.”

“Oh, hypocrisy is out, then what?”

“No, it is not out. I am not trivializing the issue by confining it to an
individual. I am talking

about the broad-based system of hypocrisy that has percolated deep down in
the thought

processes and even general work culture of media in particular and all
organized human

endeavors in general.”

Ashish knew it was best for him to listen as Mayank unfolded his heart and
all he could do is to

pick up any inconsistency and contradiction in his view point.

“You know, hypocrisy no doubt is the greatest malaise of humanity. I mean,
people of all mental

levels know well what is good, ideal and godly. It is in fact such a huge
benefit for humanity that

universal goodness and ideals are so simple to see and understand that even
an illiterate can

know them. The learning processes devised by humans and all acquired
knowledge actually

facilitate avenues to circumvent and obfuscate the practice of good. Most
men and women would

speak of good and ideal of life but they would not put them into action. As
a broad rule, more

learned and academically attained a person, more skilled he will be in
practicing hypocrisy”.

“Good then; the larger picture you have sketched, leaves nothing very
concrete for people like

you and me to do to make a difference”.

Ashish regretted having said that. Thank God, Utkarsh was not there for he



had time and again

advised him not to throw blanket statements aiming to kill a conversation
when someone,

especially Mayank would be making a point. He remembered Utkarsh telling
him one evening,

»,When an in- form batsman is scoring runs, the batsman on the other end
should just concentrate

on running hard on his call so that the in- form batsman retains most of
the strike and does not get

run out before he hits a century?. Little was lost as Mayank probably did
not listen to Ashish as

he continued.

“I can say with lots of confidence that hypocrisy is the mother of most
ills of our society. It is

hypocrisy that breeds crisis of faith among men and women. It is this huge
gap between what we

say and what we actually do that creates the first seed of mistrust. The
seed of mistrust bears the

fruit of anger, rivalry, jealousy and a spectrum of negative feelings. It
is a vicious cycle; anger

and rivalry in turn feed the mistrust and growing mistrust forces people to
become greater and

smarter hypocrites. I am not blaming anyone. My generation is bigger
hypocrites than previous

generation because they bequeathed us greater mistrust than what they
inherited from their

previous generations.”

Ashish made second glass of whisky for himself as part of his resolve to be
a supportive nonstriking

batsman and keeping quiet, he kept his eyes fixed on Mayank?s face.

“You know, sundry hypocrisy that many people often practice because of
sheer foolishness is not

dangerous. What I am angry about is the street-smart cunningness of people,
especially those

who are authoritatively positioned in society. It is tragic that most
people practice hypoc risy on

the name of being practical and in the name of practicality become cunning
and justify their

wrong actions. It angers me no end when people boast of being practical and
use it as a license to

unleash a series of wrong against humanity and society in general.”

“And the bigger trouble is that such people often land at top positions in
society and even the

society makes them its idol”, Ashish added making a philosophical face in
an attempt to match

the countenance of Mayank and continued, “Most often, such people become
your bosses; my

boss, the general manager is also one such big cunning fox. The amount of
intentional lies he has

told in his career so far should be more than the GDP of USA.”

Mayank could not resist a smile and quipped, “What about you?”

“Lo..! What about me! And what can I do? You know it?s a lateral stupidity.
I mean, it?s like

driving on an expressway and you have to drive to the prescribed high



speed. You stop and your

ass-bone is splintered into smithereens. It?s a war out there and you make
a killing for surviving

and not for fun. You said it yourself that it is a vicious cycle; why blame
me?”

“Ashu, I?m not blaming. I understand we all need to be practical. However,
just open up to my

humble request that please be alive and alert to each compromise we do. It
is practical to make a

compromise out of compulsion but often, people make compromises out of
sheer convenience.

And this people make a smart habit and try to sound virtuous, the society
very willingly tailing

up to stamp its seal of approval. I firmly believe, if we prune them on the
basis of sound moral

auditing points, half of the compromises we make will be found as being
made as sheer out of

convenience and not compulsion. If we do away with it, much of the lost
faith will be restored.

All we need to do is stop being self-possessed and be open to questions
that others have for you.”

There wasn?t much for Ashish to say as he knew it well that Mayank was
right. He felt

uneasiness at his heart. This was not unusual as being with Mayank often
unleashed such

feelings as he would instill a conflict in him. He wished Mayank would end
the conversation or

at least change the topic. That was not to be as Mayank was preparing to
deliver more.

“You know Ashu; hypocrisy hits hard the sanity of the system. In the media,
we have a crisis at

hand. Why media, all corporations are facing it. Media faces it the most.
We are besieged with

the shortage of good human resource. There are few good hands who know
their work well and

they are assets. But they keep moving. Rival houses lure them with better
salaries. So, we have

serious sessions on building what they call institutional loyalty. Sermons
are issued and

workshops are conducted on enhancing loyalty of human resource towards the
company. And on

the other hand, high ups treat them as disposable syringes. Worse off,
talent and work

commitment has become cheaper than loyalty. Personal loyalties start
getting preferences over

institutional one. And still workshops on loyalty building and enhancing
human resource quality

go on. This hypocrisy is so manifest, so crudely and cruelly practiced that
all employees can

understand it and that is why they work in complete mistrust. The faith
over goodness, especially

at the work places has been lost ages back. Worst still is that there is a
reactionary reluctance

among the leadership to the admittance that this trend is annihilating the



basic premise of human

resource and sanity of institutionalized work processes.”

Ashish could not resist himself, “You know Monku, I cannot express myself
well but I actually

understand this trend better than you. Actually, economics is far greater
congregation of idiots

than politics or society. Someone had told me that wherever eight
economists would gather, there

will be nine opinions. And if these economists were Indians, you never
know; worse off it they

were Americans. I can tell you with conviction because I am also part of
the idiosyncrasies of

economics.”

Mayank knew that after three glasses of whisky Ashish would start talking
nineteen to the dozen.

As he would start calling him Monk or Monku, it was sure sign of his
inhibitions waning away.

He was usually all ears to him on such occasions as he would say things
others may label as trash

but Mayank knew, he talked straight out of his heart. He encouraged him to
take the crease and

was pleased to see him bat from the non-striker?s end.

“Monk dear, you are a journalist but you are a good man. I am not, I am a
beast. I have to be. I

have to see things differently. You have to see things only this way in
corporate jungle to

survive. You know, when I see a beautiful woman, I fix my target. I
approach her, make all right

investments on her; may be, use a bit of tricks and manly pranks on her and
I am not even

ashamed to admit that some of them may not be morally as correct as a man
like you could

approve of. But, my target is to take her to the bed as early as possible.
And, I am not bothered

about whether I can do that or not. I can do that and that?s why I am in
the business since all

these years. I?ve done that often. However, my success rating depends on
how much time I save

reaching the target. This is naked economics. Do it whatever way it takes,
but do it fast. You

must have heard, in economics they say, all realities exist in short run
only as in the long run we

are all dead.”

Mayank wanted Ashish to play some more swashbuckling strokes and continue
his joy at the

non-striking end of the batting pitch.

“Ashu, you are jumping your lines. Are you okay? Take a break. Take some
fresh air.”

“No, I?m fine..I am fine”.

“I appreciate your approach to the idea but you need to take one step at a
time”.

“Yup Monku..I realize that. See, my point is; we are here for making profit
and it?s a hugely

competitive stuff out there. In economics, all realities are countable and



we run our companies

on the clear cut operative philosophy of counting it faster than others. We
cannot afford long run

aims and ambitions. That is where society and economy see differently.
Human Resource

idealism and institutional ethics etc are all long run things. But in the
short run you have to

ensure that you survive to remain alive in the long run.”

As Mayank did not interrupt him, Ashish felt encouraged to go ahead with
his views.

“That was why I used this beautiful woman analogy. What society thinks as
proper is that the

father of the woman will find a suitable boy for her and he will spend
unnecessary money on her

dowry and marriage. And what the suitable boy will do is finally take the
woman to the bed. Or,

the woman would waste her youth days finding a lovable guy and struggling
to get her family

accept him and the vice versa. After big trouble the love will result in a
marriage and even then

the woman would land herself on the bed. Even the law admits that a ma
rriage is de jure and

complete only when it is consummated. The countable reality, the pragmatic
exactness is; though

it sounds offensive, that the beautiful woman has to be ultimately taken to
the bed. Economics

sees the countable end and does not waste time and energy on those
processes which society

prescribes as human and just. So, if you see from a different point of
view, the hypocrisy has its

origin and support in society. Economics does exactly what it thinks, sees
and says. But then,

within economics there is a small society and whatever hypocrisy is being
associated with

economics is actually because of this small society within. This human
resource bullshit is

actually a confused society within.”

Mayank did not wish to bat longer. He had already decided to declare the
innings. He only

wished Ashu could see the larger picture. But he understood that mindset
issues were hard to

trickle down fast on the perceptional platform.

Economy globally was facing new process benchmarks and operative
principles. Liberalization

changed everything fast. Survival in the open competitive environment was
tough and often

cruel. This toughness and cruelty percolated in the work environment
within.

He remembered, when he had joined media, both technology and profits were
in bad shape but

the work environment was great. Within two-three years, investment made
everything at par with

global benchmark but then, the mood and work milieu in the newsroom
worsened. The joy of



work was squeezed out gradually even as sales and profits touched new
heights. Ashish said it

right. Economics found its short-term agenda and happily buried the long-
term issues of human

resource. Who cares! The girl after all had to land on the bed and it
happened fast. Quite as what

the operative prudence of economics prescribed!

* %

CHAPTER 4

At 11.45 am the owner made two calls. He rang up the editor first and asked
him whether

Mayank was going to the rival newspaper? The editor as usual had not
checked the mails in the

morning and was rather taken aback. He could not answer the owner?s query.
“Editor Saheb, at least open the laptop sometimes when the company has
invested on it”, a

visibly irritated owner said adding, “see the mail first and report me in
half an hour which

newspaper Mayank is joining and what?s the package. Also send me an
explanatory mail why

your trusted Colonel left your army”.

The general manager smiled as the owner called him and asked to report him
in all possible

details whether the editor mishandled Mayank and what impact his res
ignation could have on the

editorial team spirit as he was very popular among them.

The first thing both the editor and general manager did after receiving the
owner?s call was to

call Mayank but he would not respond. The editor was quick to perceive the
seriousness of the

situation. He was in for big trouble as the resignation issue would revive
all dormant issues

against him and his detractors within would leave little to embarrass him
taking advantage of the

situation. He hastened to read his mail to be in control of things.

The general manager checked that the deputy general manager, sales had
arrived in his chamber

and ordered two strong coffees. The deputy general manager, marketing had
left his home and

would be joining him soon.

“So early in the day you have invited me for coffee that means somebody?s
ass has gone for a

toss and shock me if it is not him”, the sales head blabbered, almost
barging into general

manager?s room.

“Genius...stupendously genius..such a gross wastage of talent here..if I were
the owner of the

newspaper I would have promoted you to vice-president for guessing it
right.”

“How bad is the ground situation... is it out of control?”

“Not yet.but we will make it. Don?t have to do much this time.”

“Sir Ji, give me the whole lead story. You know we sales people are
basically hawkers; only

when I read the whole story I can decide which way to sell it.”



“Oh! The story is simple. A man was cuddling his dear baby boy in his lap.
The boy was very

happy to get his father?s attention. In sheer joy the baby kicked his limbs
in the air to express his

feelings. One of his kicks landed on the balls of his dad. As the dad
screamed in pain, the

terrified boy pissed in his lap. The story is as simple as this.”

The coffee arrived. A visibly happy general manager asked for some snacks
and by the time the

attendant could come up with it from the office canteen, general manager
had narrated to the

sales head the entire story from the resignation mail of Mayank to the
owners phone calls.

The sales head was about to say something when the deputy general manager,
marketing entered

the room, as usual in a disturbed state of affairs.

“The condom ad is missing today as you had instructed us not to negotiate
beyond 45 per cent

discount and the rival stooped far below to lick their ass”, he shot before
he settled on the chair.

“To hell with the ad..do you regret about the ,missing condoms? even when
you are in the bed

with your wife? Anyway, this news is stale. I knew about the deal late
evening itself. I had called

you for different reason. Have your coffee first.”

The sales head smiled in the side chair. He said to himself, ,is this man
really as stupid as he

presents himself to be or he does it purposely to counter the devilish
mechanisms of the general

manager?? He put his bet on the latter. The sales head enjoyed his snacks
as the general manager

enquired about what the latest development in government advertisement case
was and whether

there was any change of mind.

“How long this will go? You know Boss asks me the same question and you do
not seem to have

any answer as yet”, general manager said annoyingly.

“Sir Ji, the problem is, the chief minister does not want to talk anything
on this issue. His

personal secretary has told me that chief minister is very upset. And I
think his point is justified.

He says chief minister also knew there was something wrong with the medical
exam results and

he had been thinking of setting up a probe when we hit the headlines. The
chief minister is angry

that even when he has now announced enquiry into the matter, it is just
because we chose to run

the story that the opposition has gained upper hand. The opposition is now
making a hue and cry

and misleading the people by saying that the enquiry is a cover up
exercise”.

“Yeah..I know this too but tell me what is the way out? I am going to tell
the Boss that from

next time, it should be made mandatory for the editorial team to consult



the management before

going ahead with such stories. Bloody who will feed these wide mouthed
beggars if we don?t

earn for them. Right now, we have to make right moves to ensure that the
ban on government ads

is lifted as soon as possible.”

“Sir, if you could accept my humble suggestion, I would say that this is
beyond us. The officials

have clearly said they could not help as the chief minister has himself
ordered the ban. Only he

can lift it. The problem is we cannot even go to the chief minister. Only
the editorial people can

save the day, as chief minister would meet only them. And why not they,
after all they have

landed us in this trouble?”

“My dear brother, first time in so many years I am not regretting that I
made you the deputy

general manager. Genius..stupendous genius; you have prescribed the winning
formula. Why

should we lose our sleeps, those who have brought the Tsunami should also
foot the bill of

rehabilitation, ain?t it?”

The general manager looked at the sales head for support and confirmation.
He smiled as usual

and offered him a cigarette which the general manager took and gave it to
the marketing head

who kept it in his shirt pocket as if it was a trophy of victory.

As the marketing head moved out of the room, the general manager worked out
his strategies and

assigned the sales head his little part in his game plan.

“You can use the services of my personal secretary; her English is as
beautiful as she is. Ask her

to draft a mail to the Boss. In the mail, you only express your concern
that newspaper looked

weak in the last one week and though the sales were not down yet but the
unsold percentage had

gone up on account of poor cash sale. Do not mention anything about
editorial and shoot the mail

within half an hour so that it should sound to the Boss that you are still
unaware about the

resignation of Mayank”.

As the sales head moved out of his room, the general manager picked up the
phone to call the

chief reporter.

“General Manager here... got the news? What news? Lo.. a journalist asks me
what news. Your

dear friend Mayank has been fired and you don?t know yet.”

“Fired..? But he has resigned! Editor Saheb had phoned me half an hour back
and he told me

Mayank resigned citing personal reasons. He even asked me to go to his
place and ask him to

talk to Editor Saheb as he was not picking up the call”, the chief reporter
replied to the general

manager in utter confusion.



“What else the poor man could do? He was demoralized so much. And what was
his fault? What

a simple and honest man like Mayank can do but tender his resignation when
you push him that

hard against the wall? I know the inside thing; there were efforts to
influence the Boss against

Mayank and all sorts of wrong information were being fed to the Boss so
that he fired Mayank.

He took the right decision and well in time to save his career. And I tell
you, you may be next in

line as you are being publicized as a man of Mayank?s lobby. But do not
worry; I am the general

manager here. Mayank should have come to me but he trusted someone who did
him in. Bad

choices always make people pay for it. I hope you understand”.

Satisfied that he had made best use of his resources to attain what he
wanted, the general

manager started writing the mail to the owner.

Dear Sir,

I?m writing to you in utmost confidentiality.

It is truly unfortunate chain of events that we find ourselves into. No
doubt, there is a n immense

need of caution and care in handling the situation. Prima facie it seems
that somewhere, this

important point has been missed.

As Mayank is not responding to anyone right now, we have reasons to believe
that he looks hurt

and down. What I have gathered from editorial team is that he had not taken
things too kindly

and had some sort of run down with Editor Saheb (Details awaited).

In the past too, I had pleaded with Editor Saheb to go easy with his
penchant for office time

booze bouts as often it affects his judgment and handling. This new
development may unsettle

many in editorial but I will see to it that nothing untoward happens.
Sincerely yours.

General Manager.

PS: I?11 call as and when I get to talk to Mayank.

Prakash Pandey, the sales head had to take a tough decision. He smiled at
his own predicament.

The choice between the devil and deep sea! He was himself a living
predicament. A man of high

academic credentials but he was onto a profession which demanded street
smart levels of

hawking and at times, extents of cunningness which his heart would not
approve of. He hated the

autocratic and closed door mannerisms of the editor and was equally at war
with the ,me-only?

attitude of the general manager who technically was his boss. The editor
would make serious

efforts to boss around him but with little success. The editorial and sales
war was always on.

The sales head had amazing gift of putting self-made quotations in the
mouth of historical



figures and he would do it with such seriousness and aplomb that it would
be impossible to

disbelieve. This he would do intentionally to embarrass his rivals. Once in
the chamber of the

editor, he had said to Mayank, ,Winston C hurchill had told Roosevelt in
1943 that the chief curse

of humanity was that superior intelligence was always ruled over by
inferior intelligence and that

was because God Almighty believed in the theory of balance of power?.
Mayank had understood

his jibe and had prodded him to add more by asking, ,how do you know of
this historical fact? to

which he had said, ,Joseph Stalin has written the full account of the
conversation between

Churchill and Roosevelt in his autobiography?. Mayank had a hearty laugh as
he knew it too well

that to whom it was directed. The editor had neither doubted the story nor
did he understand and

had continued watching live cricket on his desktop computer.

This was however unusual, as often, the sales head would credit Marco Polo
and his accounts to

most of the quotes he would muster up. He would say it with a dead face, ,I
admire Marco Polo

as he was an obedient husband like me and had left home on the advice of
his wife to find and

write about all those living people on earth who were superior stupid than
him. I will too do the

same someday.?

The sales head weighed his options on the basis of long-term mileage and
arrived at a decision

on the basis of the old corporate wisdom of balance of power. He rubbed his
hands in sheer joy

to visualize the end result of his game plan.

The editor was almost done with the morning meeting with the reporters when
the sales head

entered his room. He gestured him to have a seat.

“So, what?s the bad news from your side this morning”, the editor initiated
the talk.

“Why bad one..I think it is a usual day of business!”

“Pandey Ji, 1t suggests you do not seem to know the full story. Everyone
today is interested in

grabbing a slice of my precious ass. But they don?t know that like a
lizard, I can grow my ass as

many times they chop it off.”

The sales head laughed heartily correcting him that lizards were more
fortunate than humans as

God had chosen not to trouble them by giving them a protruded ass and
instead gave them a tail.

He then told him in a manner of earnest inquisitiveness, “Yeah.morning
birds were talking

about a rebellion in your army.”

“Rebellion..! And in my army! You need to see it differently. This is
battleground of life. This

is men?s war. Do we invite these pigeon-hearted boys to join the battle? We



don?t. We face the

enemies upfront. Losing or winning is part of the game but your destined
part is to fight like a

man..a true warrior with a lion-heart. Sad it is that at times, some
soldiers join the ranks whose

best place to breathe is in their mothers? lap. These cowards are deserters
when the first shot of

enemies? artillery rends the air in the battleground. For the general and
the army, it is often a

good riddance. The general is saved of the unnecessary burden of footing
the bill of their

coffins.”

“I presume; this is an overreaction and circumstantial assessment of
reality.”

“So be it.”

“It should not be it. All wars are not won in the battleground and all
enemies need not be taken to

war to win against them. Some gentleman said somewhere at sometime that
more muscles, more

hurdles in peace and that?s why brain has the least of both.”

The editor calmed a bit and threw a circumspect gaze towards the sales
head. His instinct warned

him against it but he felt he was getting inclined to listen to what the
sales head was saying. He

didn?t trust him, no doubt about it but the way the sales head sat relaxed
and spoke with

authoritative composure, making constant eye contacts with him, he thought
it was not bad

actually to pay heed to what he was attempting to hint at. The sales head
realized that his words

had succeeded in doing what they were intended to and he quickly changed
the tack.

“Editor Saheb, Marco Polo once visited our town after his long journey to
China. Outside the

town gate he saw a man with a sword walking impatiently, looking every now
and then towards

the path, sitting hesitatingly and within seconds start walking again.
Marco Polo thought he was

a robber and he might even kill him. But, as he approached him, it was
clear that the man with

the sword was least interested in him. Marco Polo could not resist his
curiosity and asked the

man what he was doing there with a sword in hand and why was he so
impatient. The man said

in apparent anger that he was waiting here for his friend to come so that
he could kill him before

his unholy foot could disgrace his town. Marco Polo asked why he was ready
to kill a person

who he was calling a friend. He replied that his inevitable victim was once
a friend and no more

as he had said disgraceful things about his dear wife whom he loved more
than anything in the

world. Marco Polo asked how he could know that his friend had done such
grave injustice to him



to which he said his neighbor had said so a few moments before. Marco Polo
asked how he was

sure that what his neighbor said was true. The man said with confidence
that his neighbor was a

notorious thief and he had overheard his friend saying such nasty things
against his wife?s

integrity when he had gone late night at his friend?s house for committing
theft. Marco Polo

smiled and asked him to go home right then assuring him that he would hold
his friend there till

he returned from home after ensuring that his wife was well. The man
reluctantly went home but

Marco Polo knew the man had lost his wife to his neighbor who, after
ensuring that he would be

killed by his powerful friend would have fled away with his beautiful
wife.”

“So, what is the moral of the story then?”

“It is subjective..it depends on your individual positioning..there may be
more than one. O ne

moral of the story, the objective and mandatory one is that since the age
of Marco Polo, the truth

remains that your neighbor always has the potential to be your worst enemy
because he is the

nearest and especially when you have a beautiful wife at home”, the sales
head said closing the

door behind him.

The editor promptly swung into action to rush to the facts. He called the
attendant who was in

the morning duty for the general manager?s cabin and asked him some
straight questions. He

smiled as the attendant answered his queries. He handed him a hundred rupee
currency and

lovingly enquired about the health of his ailing wife.

He recollected the story told by the sales head a few minutes back and made
some mental

calculations. There were some loose ends in the scene. He could not accept
that the sales head

would not align with his neighbor and instead look like being supportive to
him even when he

was in crisis. Hesitatingly, he picked up the intercom.

“Pandey Ji, as an afterthought; it might be possible that the friend of the
man in your story had

done something similar in the past or something wrong and that?s why this
man was easily led to

believe what his neighbor gossiped about his friend.”

“Editor Saheb, the important thing should not be missed in the mist of dark
possibilities. The

question in the core is a smart choice between probability and certainty.
Whether you trust a

friend, a strong one, who had probably turned against you or a certain
thief who, unfortunately,

was your neighbor?”

“And should it matter that the man?s wife was extremely beautiful?”

"It is indeed the crux of the matter. Marco Polo would not care if it were



otherwise.”

“Your wife is beautiful too!”

“My neighbor has even better..!”

* %

CHAPTER 5

Those were the best moments in his life when she would be around.

She was in the prime of her blossoming years of youthfulness. Was she
beautiful..! A

definitional conundrum! Beauty, especially of a woman is a deterministic
realism. It is as

localized or regional as weather preferences. Then, personal choices also
create strong

benchmarks. Rather difficult to have a universal yardstick of beauty.
Mayank would remember

how Ashish had extended a rare concurrence with this idea of beauty and had
philosophically

added, ,That?s why I have never seen a poster of any Miss Universe or Miss
World in the

bedroom of any boy.?

Mayank would call her the most beautiful enterprise in his life. That kept
him in constant fear.

He knew most beautiful things in life were ephemeral. Strange though, he
never thought beauty

was the best thing about her. He loved her vitality and valued as a huge
complement to his own

personality for his own was rather low. When she would come close to him,
he could feel the

pink of her health and vitality in the millions of specks of her heavily
moist breath. He found it

strange but her breath would remind him of the moist and strangely aromatic
air which he had

breathed in when sitting beneath a very old banyan tree in the backyard of
his native village. He

related it to a clear sign of her superior health and took a lot of
security and confidence from it.

He admired more the fact that she from her very presence would raise the
bar of his potential and

possibilities as a person. Mayank would always be indebted to her for a
strange realization which

dawned upon him only when she entered his life. She chiseled a man out of
him; made him

understand the multi-dimensionality of roles a man is invested with by the
almighty or the

nature. He could gain the importance of the pride of the burden of
performances as well as the

joy of actually performing these multi-dimensional roles.

Almost a year back, when he first met her, the first feeling he had was
that of the protectiveness

of a father. She looked so young and effervescent, almost like a college
sophomore; capricious

and vulnerable. It was one of the reader interactive programs organized by
his newspaper and she

was invited. There were other women in the program but she caught the
attention of all men



because of her spiritedness. Men are men and anywhere they will be too
willing to extend ample

proof of it. Men start speaking the language of their beneath the belt
desire and even start picking

up commensurate signals which may not actually be there but their
accentuated and conditioned

mind would see one. A bubbly woman, who does not wear a culturally self-
imposed veil of

nonchalance and pretentious aura of pre-eminence, automatically draws an
ravailable? label in

the language of men. Mayank could see it happening with her. He promptly
took her in his

authoritative custody as if he were her dad. She took proper notice of his
gesture. Later, though

he got to know that she was no college girl but a professional, working for
a private bank; his

dad-like feelings for her didn?t change.

She, by her enigmatic persona and inexplicable mannerism would set
personality benchmarks for

him. Being with her opened such varied roles for him and he realized that
doing them gave him

such satisfying feelings which he could not clearly understand and name.
One day, she would be

preparing to go out with him and suddenly she would complain lovingly to
Mayank, ,I?m

standing in front of the wardrobe for ten minutes...when would you decide
which dress I should

wear?? He would smile and say, ,the pink one..the color compliments you?.
She will feel elated

and wear the dress. He could never realize that she expected such a role
from him which he

would usually consider intrusive and a no no..! The very feeling that he was
trusted by her so

much that she actually delegated her right to make choices for herself to
him, made him realize

how much responsible and correct he always needed to be to stand up to her
trust. He realized

this was not a small thing. Often, men are trusted with loads of emotional
gems by women they

love but they are so self-obsessed that they don?t even understand how
quickly they squander

them. Men often pride and strive for what they give to their women but
seldom value what they

get from them. He was not scared but felt very humbled by this. His
discretion for goodness was

only sharpened. He was sure he would always cherish the wealth she
entrusted to him and would

never waste a dime, let alone a gem.

One of the most amazing and cherished memories with her was of an evening
with her in her

studio apartment flat. She was down with cold and as she lived alone, he
visited her to enquire

about her health and be a support. She had trouble breathing and all of a
sudden, she asked him



to rub the decongestant ointment on her chest and back. He unfastened the
top two buttons of her

shirt and was thinking of looking the other way when she started a
conversation and he had to

look in her eyes all the while he rubbed the ointment on her chest. He was
very conscious that his

hands should remain confined to the upper region but still he would
unintentionally get the touch

of the softness beneath. She turned back and half lifted her shirt to bare
her back to him. He

could see the marble of white and feel the silk in his hands. He carefully
buttoned her up and

tucked her in a thick blanket. He would clean her dripping nose with his
hands as if she were a

baby. He would watch her sleep comfortably. He felt a strange sense of
satisfaction. It emanated

out of his realization that childlike innocence and complete trust is the
most potent and pious

emotion of humanity. He felt resplendently elated that he was worthy of
such an emotion.

Nobody in his life had reposed such complete and colossal trust on him as
she had, nor had he

experienced such immaculate innocence ever. However, what gave him greater
contentment was

his internal knowledge that all throughout his physical intimacy with her;
he had not for one

moment felt sensuousness. He was not sure why and how his being responded
truly and mutually

to her childlike innocence and trust. He could actually feel the pride of
paternal care still alive in

him as he watched her sleep well; her chest undulating to the rhythm of
deep breathe. He felt

full..fulfilled..! He felt liberated..formless....infinite..!

It is because of her that he started doing things he never ever thought he
would do. He started

watching cookery shows and bought recipe books as he enjoyed cooking for
her. He found the

recipes too common and available in most restaurants he could visit. He
added his imaginations

to the recipes and created fusion food which would make her so happy. He
would mix the styles

and ingredients of south Indian recipes with Chinese, the Punjabi recipes
with Italian and local

dishes with Mexican to create unique tastes and looks of his food. She will
be so happy and fight

like a kid to reveal the recipes which he would protest naughtily and
teasingly say, ,the recipes

are fond memories of my former wife who fled away with my driver and that?s
why I cannot

share them with anyone?.

He derived immense satisfaction in mothering her. He would feed her with
his hands as she

would playfully refuse to take her hands out of the pocket of her jacket.
And, if she liked the



taste of the food, she would insist making him eat it by Jjoining her lips
to his lips and move half

of her munched morsel in his mouth. Keeping the lips entwined, she would
ask him how the taste

was. He knew; humanity had not created a word and a language which could
help in answering

her question. His moist eyes however would betray the gratitude to the
almighty and the woman

in his life!

His emotional and physical intimacies with her, as their relationship grew,
would leave him

exhausted, confused and even annoyed. For her, intimacy was as natural as
for a child. When

with him, she would actually not like to behave like an adult. As a kid
never thinks before saying

or demanding anything, she too would look least bothered about the
practicality of it. She would

hug him and sleep in his arms and lap. He would try to put her in the bed
but she would insist he

remained there with her in bed. She would clutch him, wrap herself around
him and sleep for

hours. He could not keep her away from him. Her breasts would remain softly
pressed against his

chest and she would wake up and groan complainingly if he tried to unlock
himself. Once, he

used slight force of hands, in a determined attempted to separate her from
his embrace and she

responded by crying like a baby. The tears would not stop despite thousand
apologies and finally

he had to pull her back into a tighter embrace to restore her usual
peaceful sleep.

Initially, he found himself precariously poised handling her intimacy
language. He would

wonder how one could sleep when in such passionate proximity. He checked
his doubts and

once, when she looked like in sleep in his cuddle, he squeezed her closer.
Her breast bones could

rub against his. First time, he could feel the velvety traces of her chubby
stomach as he pulled

her close wrapping his arm around her waist. As he felt her abdomen
neighborhood, he missed a

heartbeat. He planted his lips against her softly and gently massaged her
back. He felt an

unexplainable buzz in his body; his muscles contracted, felt cold inside
though he sweated and

finally he could not breathe anymore. He let out a groan and pulled himself
away. She stirred and

opened her eyes in complete bewilderment. He could see a rather idiotic
expression on her face

which is usual when someone is abruptly jolted out of his sleep. She didn?t
say anything, locked

herself back in his hug and slept like a stupid.

He realized, not much to his amazement, that she actually slept in great
peace in his embrace. To



her, he and his hug was like a teddy bear comfort. He returned her, her
childhood days. She

would feel the teddy bear security and confidence when in his arms and
would sleep well. That

was pure child act but she was not a kid trapped in an adult body. He would
repeat the act on her

when he knew she was not sleeping and she would respond his groans, her
body tweaking as her

muscles contracted too. Once, she kissed him unusually long and he asked
her whether she knew

that a long and wet kiss like that was a sure sign of passion and
sensuousness. She did not reply;

thought for a moment and then almost munched his mouth, leaving scar marks
on his lower lip.

He spent lots of time with her and more on analyzing his relationship with
her. He could realize

that affection was important...intimacy was important...more important was
the person who

would share them but...most important however was the power of wide and
deep knowledge

which makes realization of all goodness. A blind might throw a gold coin in
his hand and a deaf

would not pick it up even if the coin fell behind him. A monkey passing by
would pick up the

coin, try to chew it, find it tasteless and would throw it. A child playing
nearby would pick up

and would be dejected to see it twisted and would toss it in the well.

It is individual knowledge of true joy, discretion of real goodness and the
courage to pick up the

right and righteous option which is most important. A beautiful woman on
the street is a

veritable goodness. Somebody goes out and molests her. He apparently gets
some joy in it. In the

language of economics, this act is what Ashish called as the countable joy
and short-term

operative goal. The same girl goes home and her father, seeing her pained
huddles her in his

embrace and caresses her long hair gently. The girl forgets her pain, gets
assured of her wellbeing

and turns the usual self. Both were touches, both had skin and flesh
involved in the action

but sense of purpose and emotions differed as the knowledge of goodness was
in utter contrast.

Life and its realism is like a beautiful woman but most humans in their
stark ignorance opt the

enjoyment of molesting life, without even caring that it pains life no end.
Few geniuses pull life

in their laps, hold it in tight embrace, cuddle her gently with the pure
emotion of a creator and

make her attain her true self. Unfortunate it is that there are only a few
geniuses left and fewer

are those among the geniuses who have the courage to sustain it as the
normal society would

either call them hypocrites, mad, idiots or a certain threat to a



harmonious social order.

His realization landed him in trouble. He understood; she was important for
him but only as a

catalyst; so was he for her. She unleashed the potential and possibilities
which were already there

within him and he valued it more than she could realize. He even told her
this but she would not

register it the way he put it. He wanted her to understand that she needed
to diversify her

personality to derive better joy and satisfaction out of her love for him.
He wished she could

develop a better sense of reception, graduate to more meaningful roles in
his life, as well as her

own.

He knew in his relationship with her, both of them had reached a stage of
mutual commitment.

Their relationship could not be open-ended for long. He even understood
that problem was in his

side. He loved her truly and treasured her. He was sincerely indebted to
her for lots of good her

presence opened up for him in a short period of less than a year. Her
qualities and dedication to

him were unblemished. However, he stilled believed; she was not very
receptive to some of the

key areas of their relationship which he felt was crucial for the
completeness of their union. He

would hate to do it but he needed to objectively assess her as a complete
person. He could not

accept the theory that love means acceptance of what it is and how it is.
He strongly believed that

if he would commit to her, she would be the most important person in his
life. She would be such

a close and continuous presence in his life that she would have the power
and potential to

influence him and his future a great deal. Such an important person would
have to be a complete

person. She would have to be what it takes to perceive life in its entirety
and enormity. She

would have to be open to evolving as a person as life itself is an evolving
reality.

The reality, a troubling one, remained for him that she was not very
receptive to newer and wider

things in life and would often be unwilling. More than often, she would be
a single emotion

person and very true at it. He would talk with her about myriad of higher
issues of life and

humanity and would ask her to share her views on them. At times, she would
be patient and

listen to all he had to say but when her turn came to respond, she would
say, ,what you say is

absolutely right...just tell me what you want me to do. You know you won?t
need a second call?.

He would caution her that life is not as simple as she took it. She could
not always take an easy



ride of his perception and judgment and she would have to be geared up to
make her own. She

would think for a while and then say in an affected earnestness, ,I know
that you know the

problems well and the solutions too...why do you think I am with you...you
are my insurance

policy...and am I a bad premium?? He would ask her to be serious and would
get a prompt

rejoinder, ,you be with me...you hold me in your arms for eternity... kiss
me so that my eyes are

closed in ecstasy and my being melts in your soul... let troubles come, am
I there to feel what

comes and goes!...do I fear!...I?m safe and smiling in the heart of my
braveheart...I can walk on

pebbles but I know for sure, your arms will take me to your embrace before
my legs bleed..and

am I scared of the blood!...not till you are with me and if not, let them
leave my veins...do I
care...!?

He would wish she could also learn languages other than that of intimacy
and affection, which

she spoke brilliantly. He wished to make her see the other side of life
where emotions would not

provide solutions even though it would help keeping the bond stronger and
would add pep to the

spirit of struggle against the odds. He could not do so as he could clearly
see such persistence

with his viewpoint and efforts would make her insecure. He would
immediately realize that she

would become unsettled and behave more childishly. She would perceive it as
a sign of loss of

love and would promptly start doing things to replenish it. She would take
his face in both her

hands and gently shove it to her soft breasts. As he would go breathless,
she would kiss him

passionately and deeply. She would croon sweet sounding moans in his ears
and encourage him

to hug her with all his might. She would accept the intensity and passion
of his hug as the sign of

his continued love and affection for her. As he did it to assure her, she
would calm down and fall

asleep in his lap.

He did not mind being a teddy bear for her, rather he loved being one for
her but he wished, she

could accept and appreciate that life outside teddy bear security was
tough. There were

attainments in life waiting for her attention outside the teddy bear
fulfillment. And, the journeys

are not so short that she could be carried in the lap. Moreover, everyone
has to go through the

individual pains. You cannot see the seven colors of rainbow through other?
s eyes. You need to

see it with your own eyes then only the beauty and joy of rainbow would be
unraveled to you.



He regretted that she was a close door person on such matters. She would
not receive and

appreciate the fact that it was his immense love for her which made him
pursue her to reach

newer horizons and extend it every day. He wished she could understand that
life; its beauties

and pleasures, the pains which broadens and deepens perceptions, are
unraveled to individuals in

long and tedious journey of time and space. The journey has no meaning if
you do not have the

endowed and cultivated faculties to pick up experiences and ideas unraveled
en route.

Love consumed her completely. He knew; she had run a deficit of it since
childhood, like most

girls and she prided it as ultimate virtue. Surrendering her being in all
possible sense to him was

her first desire, an instinctive one and the last attainment. Beyond that
everything was his trouble

and surely, his calling to deal with it. He had almost given up. Happy but
not satisfied.

She was 28 and would remind him of her age whenever he would tease her that
she still had baby

flab around her waist and inside her brain. In one year of relationship
with her, he had reached

the level of intimacy with her which would have prompted any other girl to
ask for the next best

thing to institutionalize it. His irritation stemmed out of the fact that
he realized he had traveled

too far with her and it would not be easy for either of the two to go back.
He also realized that

she had gone beyond the level of doubts about his commitment for her. The
question of

commitment ceased to exist for her. It was from his side that the gquestion
was in limbo; she had

not even realized that there could be such a question with him. He was
irritated with himself as

he was truly in love with her and could never ever think of giving her
pain. This suffocation of

optionlessness however irritated him.

He understood; he had to take a decision about her, that too very soon. His
resignation provided

him the opportunity to do it. He had the leisure time and he wished to make
the most out of it. He

understood it quite well that it would take the courage of a clear and
resolute mind to carry his

decision vis-a-vis her as he knew the energy of her love and innocence was
potent enough to

melt the staunchest of his resolves. He also understood it well that he
would have to be very

meticulous and artistically dexterous in handling her and implementing his
agenda on her as he

could not afford to distress her original and instinctive qualities of
innocence, trust and intimacy.

The agenda was to add new dimensions to her personality without affecting



the ones which made

her the angel she was. He was very sure in his mind that if there was a
conflict and if he had to

choose between what she was and what more he wanted her to be, he would
blindly choose her

with what she was. That truly was the challenge. He had to plan his ways
which could not only

add the new personality traits in her but also enhance the intensity and
range of her existing

qualities. He decided, he would have a go at it, see how she responded to
it and then decide his

next course of action after assessing the first symptoms.

His love for her however would also try to make out a case against his own
decision. ,Don?t you

love her too much...should not you ensure that all that you do should
enhance her joys and

satisfaction?, the lover inside him would ask him. It was not possible, he
realized it. Calculating

life?s worth in terms of pleasure and pain was certainly not his
preference. He accepted that any

decision that would help in making her a better person, more knowledgeable
and more rec eptive

to wider and deeper aspirations and attainments of life would be a clear
choice. Love cannot be

blind...being blind is never ideal..humans cannot be akin to puppy love.
Love is not only care,

protection, provision, intimacy and passion; it is a magical concoction of
all pure human

emotions. And, this magic gives lovers the kick of their lives to clinch
the attainable; expand the

confines of their potentials, stretch the horizons of possibilities and
reach their not alone but

together, hands in hand...as one soul.

The decision made, he called her the next morning of his resignation, didn?
t tell about it and

simply asked her to come home in the evening. She jocularly asked him had
he gquit his job as

she knew his office hours started when her ended and that?s why they could
meet only on

Saturdays. He smiled and told her that he had taken leave and would be at
home. She asked him

to pick her up and as usual asked him to cook a nice and innovative dinner
for her.

* %

CHAPTER 6

“Boss 1is in your town, will see you in his hotel suite, sharp at 8.30 am”.
It was already 8.15 in the morning when Mayank saw the SMS of the personal
secretary of the

owner on his mobile along with his three missed calls. No time to rehearse
his lines that he

intended to say but did not expect it so soon. He picked up a piece of
paper and a pen, jotted

down something, read them and threw it in the dustbin in a clear sign of
disapproval. Stood for a



while in front of the mirror, reviewed some gestures and smiled. Picked the
keys of his car and

stepped out of his house.

As he locked his door, his neighbor commented, “Looks like it will rain
today”. Mayank asked

him did he like rains. “Does my liking or disliking matter to the rain God?
You can?t choose

your destiny, you can however choose your courage’”, the neighbor shot back.
As Mayank

entered the 1lift, he just added for fun, “You can simply choose the size of
your umbrella”. He

could hear his neighbor saying it almost shouting, “...what umbrella..! The
one your newspaper

gave me for six-month subscription? It can?t even shield a dog?s piss, let
alone rain”.

The Boss, the owner of the newspaper had a fixed suite in the seven star
hotel. Mayank had been

to his suite once before and knew it quite well where he would comfortably
sit to face the Dboss.

The suite attendant asked, as he ushered him in to the large hall like
sitting room, if he liked the

idea of having tea or coffee in the meantime as saheb was in the bathroom
and might take a few

minutes. He declined it and instead asked for a bottle of mineral water. He
knew the Boss liked

to sit on the large couch at the farthest end of the room, so he chose a
seat opposite the Boss but

slightly across to ensure he avoided direct eye contact.

He had occasions in the past to talk with the owner but it was first time
that he was facing him

one to one. The previous encounters were very formal, usually in group
meetings where he

would just respond to some queries he made or simply listened to what he
said. There never was

the need to know more about the Boss as he had no business with him.
Anyway, the Boss would

be guarded and made largely inaccessible by the editor and general manager
whenever he would

visit the office, once a month or so.

As is usual with all big people, there were rumors about the nature,
lifestyle and habits of the

owner which could interest a page three journalist but he never heeded to
them. He firmly

believed, gossiping is more about disproportionate smoke of the actual fire
and he had no

business with either of the two. Moreover, he believed, a person had
multiple personalities and

what one aspect of his personality did should ideally not be a benchmark
for judging the actions

by the other. He was associated with the owner in a professional capacity
and what the Boss did

in his personal capacity was neither his concern nor the yardstick of his
judgment about him. As

he had left home, he had made a firm resolve to receive him with an



unburdened mind. He

basically knew too little about the Boss, his ideas and mannerisms to
create any presumption and

premonition about him.

The owner, in his late forties, had seen the rise of the media empire he
owned from its struggling

days. He was known for his generosity with heart but miserly with his
words. Mayank had

known more about him through the manner in which he was talked about among
top people of

his newspaper. He could gather that the Boss was probably bit more amicable
and approachable;

at times even weak and supple than it would be befitting and professionally
appropriate for him

as an owner. Loose talk about bosses and owners are favorite pastime of
people all over the

globe but at times, he would be puzzled whether the owner was actually as
submissive and pliant

as he was taken as in the talks of the editor and general manager. He was
very unsure, how he

would put up with him. He had however decided, before leaving his house
that he would be

honest to his nature without caring what perception his owner would carry
about him and

whatever end the talks might achieve.

The Boss looked relaxed. He entered the room in shorts and tee-shirt which
did not look very

expensive. He held the pack of cigarette and a lighter in his hand. Mayank
greeted him but he did

not respond. He knew about this habit of the Boss and did not take it
badly. He would hold it as a

sign of the low self-esteem of the man who would not respond to the
greetings or at best a oneup-

manship ploy and would usually consider a waste of time and energy talking
with such a

person. He however did not mind it as he had made up his mind to give the
occasion a full

chance.

The Boss gestured him to sit on the sofa vertically in front of his usual
couch. He moved in and

was settling on the sofa when the gquestion came.

“Have you joined anywhere?”
“No.”

“"Have plans to...any offer..?’
“No...no thoughts yet.”

The Boss pressed the remote bell and the attendant appeared.

“Would you like sandwiches or something else...?”

“Tea or coffee would be better.”

The Boss nodded and asked the attendant to pass on the ashtray before he
left. He lighted a

cigarette and stretched relaxingly on the couch.

“What exactly is your problem?”

“Nothing...the issue is not me, not about me...no personal complaints...”
“...you are a good hand... if you think your career gets better shape with

’



some other people; I will

say all the best. But, I would want to have people like you in my team so,
I should know what is

there in my place which makes good people leave us...”, the Boss said
haltingly focusing all the

while on the cigarette which he rolled between his fingers.

Mayank held his reply...weighed his words...checked with his resolve; asked
himself, ,do I really

want to do it, will it be of any use?, realized it quick that he had
nothing to lose. He understood,

all good things take time to come through and that should not deter people
in taking the very

difficult first step. He resolved he would take a chance with destiny.
“Sir, I am completely unemployed now, not even a wife or kid waiting for me
at home so, I have

lots of time but I understand; you are extremely busy person. What I have
to say, and given a

chance I would like to say, will take a long elaboration”, he said with a
grin on the face to make

the environment relaxed and agreeable.

“Nobody has invited me for lunch either...”, the owner returned the grin.
Mayank got positive, shifted position on the chair to take off his plan.
The Boss also moved

slightly forward on the couch in an apparent bid to lend ears to him.

“A few centuries back, there was a monk who was famous for his magical
powers of cure.

People would come to him with terminal diseases and he would cure them by
the touch of his

hand. There however was another strange thing about him. He would always be
weeping. His

eyes would shed tears incessantly, even when he would be in deep sleep.
Often, he would raise

both his hands towards open sky and would cry and howl like a baby. People
around him and

even his own disciples had never seen him speak a single word since last 20
years. One day, his

childhood friend visited him and first time people saw him smiling. His
friend was very

concerned and asked him about his continuous tears and wails. He wondered;
when his magic

could cure pains of thousands of humans, what pains made him weep and moan.
The monk

replied, ,I am not in pain, I have no problems. I weep and cry to draw the
attention of the God

Almighty. There is so much pain and problems with millions of humans in the
world and God

alone has to take care of all of them. People speak to God in languages
which they themselves

have created, so their appeals do not reach him. Almighty receives only
pure emotions as a

language and there are only two words in his language - the weep and wail
and the second is

smile and laughter. You do not weep in French or Chinese languages,
similarly smile and



laughter is common in all human languages. I weep and wail so that God
could pay attention to

me and 1lift me in his lap.? The monk told his friend that he did not have
any magical powers of

cure. What he did was to take the pains of others and pass it on to the
Almighty through his tears

and wails and it reaches him. He is then moved and cures them. Normal
humans could not get

God?s solutions as they could not speak to him in the language of pure
emotions which God

understands. The monk said he just worked as a translator.”

The boss did not react...played with his lighter for a few second, probably
taking his time for the

story to sink into his mind. Was about to say something when the coffee
arrived and he checked

his words. He asked the attendant to put the coffee tray on the table in
front of his couch and

waived him off. He asked Mayank for sugar and made coffee himself for both.
“Forgive me if I am wrong because I am a business person, not versed with
the intricacies of

emotionalism of literature. What I make out of your story is first, I do
not understand the

language of my people and their problems and secondly, there are too many
problems in the

place I own.”

“You have approached the reality from the wrong end.”

“But the fact anyway is that I am ignorant about the problems, isn?t it?”
“True it is; but not your fault. It is not ignorance but a communication
bottleneck.”

“So, what I have to take out of that, where do I figure in the problem and
what is expected of me.

Do I have ready solutions?”

“That exactly is the purpose of my story. You are the almighty of this
small universe where life

has put you, me and a few others. You have all the solutions. You can never
be a problem and do

not figure in any of the problems because you have created this for all of
us. You actually figure

in all the solutions, you have the power to mitigate all pains of all those
in your universe. The

problem is that problems do not reach you, not because you are ignorant. It
is because you are

busy, very busy and problems are not being reached to you as you do not
have a monk in your

top and middle management ranks. The meek workers of your universe have
double trouble.

They neither have a magical monk who could work for them as the translator,
like the one in my

story, nor do they know to speak the language which their almighty
understands. In this case,

their God is not even accessible.
The owner looked unsettled. Probably too many things had come up in too
short a time for him

to grab and react. He lighted a cigarette and this time also offered

”



Mayank. He took it but did not

light up.

“Sir, if you allow me and extend some liberty, I would like to make things
clear for you. I only

request you not to react immediately; let the talk sink in, let issues get
processed in leisure. You

have the last word on all matters so; you have nothing to worry about.”

The Boss didn?t say anything, continued smoking and gestured him to go
ahead, still in the same

thoughtfulness.

“There is small bit of an attitude crisis, better call it a psychological
trap for people who are big,

successful, leaders in their fields of activity and owners of fortunes
which they make with so

much pain and perseverance.”

The Boss raised his eyes from the ashtray and fixed it on him. Mayank could
see the

apprehension in his eyes. He had succeeded in getting his attention back on
his talk.

“Success and achievement becomes a habit and second nature for them. That
is why; they pay

more attention to answers than the questions. They do not want to listen to
the problem but move

ahead to talk about solutions. Answers and solutions are the script of
success and continued

achievement and it is quite natural that leaders and owners always avoid
questions and problems.

The trouble is; the top and middle management people, who always look for
keeping the owners

in good mood and remain his blue eyed boy, stop the access of problems and
question to the

owners. They actually kill the questions and problems. God cannot be him if
he fails to listen to

the problems and questions of his people. He may not solve them but every
human has the liberty

and faith to tell him his problems and this is how almighty remains their
last hope.”

The Boss looked more focused now to him and his talks. Mayank thought of
moving ahead with

his dialogue but checked himself. He thought it more useful to take along
the right perception of

the owner with his talk so that he could be on the same plane of
perception.

“"It interests me to see things from a different perspective, the one you
are putting ahead. I am

also open to travel the path along with you, though not fully confident.
Actually, to be frank, I

am not mentally prepared to sit over such larger issues which I believe you
wish me to. My

immediate concern is; as you probably said it right, the solution of the
current crisis. I am

probably trained this way but even you would admit, solutions are important
than problems. And

I would surely like to see the solution of the problem at hand then move on



to other larger issues

which you seem to be interested in.”

“Sir, my purpose also is the solution. Actually, there never was a problem.
It was made one and

now it is being made out that the solution is difficult, which isn? t.”
“Do you understand we are losing big revenue because of the government ad
ban?”

“Yes, I am a journalist but it does not mean I am not concerned about the
financial health of the

newspaper which provides me bread and butter.”

“Do you mean to say, there is a ready solution to get over the ad ban?”
“Yes sir; we can start getting ads from tomorrow, if we do a small thing.”
“Okay; let me say I trust you on that front but what about you?”

“My resignation is like the cry and wail of the monk to attract the
attention of the almighty about

the problems our institution and people within it have, which has no ready
solution but needs

one.”

“And what I have to do for you to take it back?”

“You are already doing it, giving me your precious time and attention. But
I think I will need

more of both, if not right now.
“So, it is a deal now..”

“No sir, it is not a deal. It is a humble request from my side. I will work
out the solution for the

government ad ban and may be back to work after you sit out over the whole
thing which I wish

to tell you.”

“Call it what suits you but I call it a deal so that I could move ahead
with it. What next?”

Mayank told him that he would get an appointment with the chief minister
and the Boss along

with the editor would meet him the next day. Both of them must go as it
would relax the hurt ego

of the politician. When they would meet him, the Boss would have two
options. One, he could

simply say sorry, making it clear to the chief minister that they could not
calculate it right that

the story could make such brouhaha. Even the chief minister knows the story
was not incorrect

but the timing was wrong and that is why there is no harm saying a simple
sorry. Second option

would be to throw up the coin of tit for tat. They would say to the chief
minister that they were

ditched. The rival newspaper also had the story and their editor had an
understanding with their

editor that both of them would run the story as the scam was more of a
bureaucratic bungling

with little political overtones. But unfortunately the rival editor played
the game and held the

story back. They would say they never believed that such a trouble would be
caused and then

would say sorry.

The Boss listened to his solution. He stretched back on the couch in a

”



relaxed posture. Lighted

another cigarette and took a deep gasp. He looked at his watch and rose up.
“We meet tomorrow. I want you to be with me when we go to the chief
minister?s place. I

presume you have not talked to the editor and others since you resigned and
I don?t think you

need to till tomorrow”, the Boss said in his usual authoritative voice as
he gestured Mayank to

come along.

At the door, when Mayank was about to leave, the Boss said, “Your second
option is a better

one, if we pull it off well.” Mayank only nodded in affirmative.

* %

CHAPTER 7

The quartet of infinite intelligence, as Mayank would love to call them,
the top and middle

management pillars of his newspaper were faced with a precarious situation.
The Boss had asked

them to hold a meeting among themselves and list those areas in their
respective fields which

affected the work excellence and quality management. He had asked them to
then come to his

hotel suite for a post-lunch meeting with him and discuss solutions of all
outstanding problems.

The editor, general manager, sales and marketing heads were at loss as what
they were supposed

to do. Fifteen minutes had passed since the start of the meeting but
nothing was discussed.

“What is this work excellence and quality management stupidity...fuck this
bloody job...who the

bastard devised such cactus ideas that owners use to bleed the asshole of
their employees”, the

editor said in utter exasperation.

“Editor Saaheb, Marco Polo traversed over twenty- four thousand kilometers
and visited many

countries in search of the excellence and quality but still he could not
find one. How can you find

it in an hour?s meeting? I think, you should go to the Boss, hand over your
resignation to him

and take off to an unending journey similar to Marco Polo”, the sales head
said in his typical

jocular style.

“Editor Saheb, I think I can understand a bit what the Boss meant”, the
marketing head

intervened, looking serious as he would always be.

“Please...keep your knowledge to yourself. Am I interested? Am I troubled?
I am doing as best

as I could. If Boss asks me, I will simply say, given the team of idiots in
the editorial, I am

bringing out the best possible newspaper. And despite that, editorial
quality is the best in the

market. The poor newsprint and those typical sales problems are none of my
concerns. If the

management cannot sell a good content what the editorial can do? I have no



quality problems

rather; it is my efforts that even these idiots in my team deliver
excellent results”.

“Editor Saheb, we are using the best quality newsprint. Others use the
foreign and Indian

newsprint in 40:60 ratios whereas we do it 45:55. You cannot complain about
the newsprint”, an

irritated general manager said.

“Then...that shifts the blame on the sales team. But can we sell apples if
we are given peanuts.

Sales is a simple love affair. What looks good sells good. And I am not
talking about the face but

the whole body. The most voluptuous and ripe whore gets the best price.
Customer satisfaction is

not in the face and limbs; it is in the torso of the body. I have time and
again said that the

newspaper has emaciated torso pages. Customer has a choice and he will buy
the best. Or, I

suggest you lower the price. Even then you may not get the desired result.
If you ask me, I am

not sleeping with a flat-chest size-zero whore even if she comes free.”

“I also feel that something is missing in our pages. The same news we have
in our newspaper too

but you get more satisfaction when you read it in rival newspaper. I do not
understand much

about the content thing but it seems, they present it better and the layout
is also clean”, the

general manager added, looking expectantly at the sales head.

“Sir..., with due respect to all, my trouble is that my clients say they
get lower response per ad

insertion even when we claim, as per the latest IRS figures that our
readership has gone up. The

rivals have edge over us as clients feel their response ratio is better
than us”, the marketing head

said avoiding eye contact with the editor.

“It is quite natural...that is what I was saying”, the editor picked up his
arsenal, “it is because of

the faulty sales policy..how can you expect good response when you sell the
newspaper to the

tea stall, roadside vendors and petty retailers. Haven?t I complained in
the past that the sales guys

never visit the apartments and affluent households? And how can you expect
this from these

sales guys who look no better than street-side loafers. They look as
intimidating as recovery

agents of a private sector bank. And what about the poor quality gifts the
sales team has

distributed to the readers for the subscription schemes?”

“Editor Saheb, only recently you complained that sales guys were paid more
than your editorial

people and they looked like sahibs in comparison to the later. You had even
told the boss that

your editorial team had inferiority complex vis-a-vis the sales guys as
they were given smart



dresses from company whereas your team wore the same stinking shirt for
three days. This

blame game serves no purpose. Newspaper is like a team work, I am not
denying that but there is

also no second opinion that it is the product and its USP that creates
brand. The brand searches

its own market. We only ensure that if there is a demand, our channels are
in place to keep the

stocks ready and on top of the shelf”, the sales head said, looking
straight in the eye of the editor,

keeping his left arm on his shoulders.

“Pandey Ji, it is easy to say things. I accept, content is the real brand
but this brand is raped every

day. You expect us to swim with our hands tied. You yourself sold the
newspaper like a hot cake

the day we broke the medical scam story. What happened? Everyone, including
the Boss is out to

cut a slice out of my ass. And that is not only it. Somebody has even gone
on to blame it on my

boozing. Areh..! I have been taking liquor since my college days and if
that was such a big doom

for me, I would not have been an editor for the last fifteen years. The
problem is, editorial is like

the young widow of a poor man whom everyone wants to rape and then declare
her a witch.”

“Oh ho...! Editor Saheb, you always look at things from a wrong angle”, the
sales head said.

“Why the hell you feel editorial is a week and meek widow? I tell you a
story I was told recently.

Once there was a global convention on women?s right and women of all ages
from countries all

over the world had gathered to discuss measures and action for betterment
of women?s plight,

especially working out a plan to protect them from the torture of men folk.
Serious speeches

were being made and there was so much noise. In the midst of all these, a
beautiful teenage girl

sat on the front row of seats and kept polishing her nails, looking
completely disinterested and

disenchanted by happenings around her. Many women were watching her and
finally a woman

speaker from the dais could not tolerate it. She called the girl on stage
and said to all women

present there, ,we are discussing such grave issue of women?s deprivation
and torment by men

and this young lady thinks her nail polish is more important than all our
issues. Such women

actually are responsible for our plight?. All women present said, ,shame..
shame..? The girl

remained unmoved; kept polishing her nails. She went up to the mike and
said, ,your problems

are yours, I do not have any, you consider the men as such big demons but I
make them dance on

the tip of my small finger?. She stepped down from the dais rocking her



ass”.

“So you mean to say that I should also walk confidently swaying my ass!
Hell on you...already

SO many people are wanting a piece of my troubled ass and if I start
swinging it, how many hell

will break loose on me on daily basis?”, the editor replied laughingly.
The general manager looked irritated but he chose not to say anything. The
editor was making

indirect remarks on him and he was shocked that the sales head had clearly
shifted his loyalties

to his rival. The sales head had apparently chosen the lesser devil to
square up with the lord of

devils. The editor could sense the support and he was elated at his
possible smooth sail when he

would confront the Boss, though he had not completely dropped his guard
against the sales head.

The marketing head pointed out, looking at his wristwatch that they were
getting late for the

proposed post- lunch meeting with the Boss. The general manager asked them
all to end the

meeting and move to the hotel. The editor was however enjoying the
irritation of the general

manager and wished to indulge more.

“General Manager Saheb, a few minutes back Pandey Ji has told you that the
torso of your

newspaper is emaciated. You don?t pay enough; don?t even allow enough
leaves to sleep well, at

least make mandatory provision for coffee and sandwiches in such important
meetings like this.

What did the Boss say...? Yes, work efficiency and quality management...!
Huh...empty stomach

deputed as security guard for chicken biryani...! Pandey Ji, this work
efficiency thing is not for

me...even my great grandpa would not venture into it...you better call
Marco Polo...you said it

quite right, I am going to offer my resignation to Boss and will go home
with whatever is left of

my devastated ass. The number of attacks my ass has survived is more than
the attacks India

faced from Mohammad Ghauri to Lord C urzon.”

“Subhanallah...! What great knowledge of history! Editor Saheb, you must
have been the topper

of you school in your tenth grade exam?”

“Huh...I would not have been in this thankless job of a baniya had I been
the topper.”

The general manager had no option but to order chicken sandwiches and
coffee.

The Boss was on his couch and sipping black tea when the attendant ushered
in the four. The

sales head was the most vocal of the four and least timid when with the
Boss and that is why he

was not afraid of sitting on the nearest sofa of the Boss?s couch.

“What you like to drink in day time Editor Saheb”, the Boss broke the
silence.



“Nothing...I do not drink at day time...only late evening.”

“No..no, you took me wrong, I meant to say tea or coffee”, the Boss said
smiling, “but anyway,

people say you even enjoy whisky at day time?”

“In winter, when you exhale, smoke like thing comes out of your mouth but
it does not mean you

have fire burning in your stomach. The myopic vision sees demon in the
cloud. I doubt; the

global warming is more the result of the heat of jealousy that has gone up
manifold in recent

years.”

“Is the room temperature here okay with you or should I ask the attendant
to pep up the airconditioner

knob”, the Boss asked, smiling.

The editor understood there was no sense stretching the issue. He simply
returned the smile. First

time in hours, the general manager also did manage a grin.

As the coffee was served, all four waited for the Boss to start the
conversation. Nobody wished

to take the lead and face the first ire of the Boss.

“At the very outset, I want to make a few things very clear. Our media
house is not part of a

group of industries. We are not running this newspaper as a shield or pride
for other sister

concerns. You all know, we are only into media. It is why we have to be
fitter and smarter to

survive. Our profit motive has to be more aggressive than some other media
houses. Our survival

and growth depends on our profits alone as we do not have profits from
other verticals to feed

the newspaper. Now, life is tougher for us as we have twin swords hanging
from both back and

front. On the front, we have public to answer to as we have taken huge
moneys from share

market. On the back are our international partners as we have also availed
foreign direct

investment (FDI). We cannot take profitability casually. Twenty years back,
when I joined my

father in this business, profit was as unpredictable as monsoon but my
father would sleep well. I

cannot, though I can control profits better. But, this is how things are;
we all have to breathe

whatever the reality of ambient air is. However, this does not mean that
profit is all that we

should care. We sell a product which has social utility; we have an
emotional connect with our

customers. Profitability does not mean that we compromise on quality,
especially the human

quality. The excellence is not only confined to profit maximization; it is
a way of seeing work as

a commitment towards overall satisfaction. Am I making myself amply clear?”
There was complete silence. All four were too apprehensive to say anything.
Anyway, they were

not sure to whom the Boss directed his words and what exactly he wanted.



Not that his sincerity

was above doubt.

Bad habit like an itch has its own inherent pleasure. The hierarchy system
in work models has

created such safe havens where any non-performing and stupid employee can
breathe easy. One

can pass the blame either on the boss or on the subordinates. Hierarchy
ensures, success 1s

nobody?s sole prerogative and failure is nobody?s individual problem. The
public sector knows it

better than private sector but, along the vast sea of private sector, there
are beautiful beaches of

hierarchical non-performance where all people, from a clerk to CEO enjoy
the blue comfort.

Nobody wants initiative in business as it will not only mean extra work,
but worse than that, the

added trouble of the hierarchy. One?s work in any stage of the hierarchy
means added share for

all. The top people would never bother to take initiative because of the
pain involved in taking

along all his subordinates to be involved in this initiative. The hierarchy
desiderates it. Even

most competent and hard working top management guy would shiver at the idea
of carrying the

entire hierarchy on his own shoulders. That is why, top people devise such
work patterns which

either individualizes excellence or skips hierarchy problems. There are
magician CEOs in

industry who get astronomical pays for their individual excellence but if
they are asked to ensure

that their excellence gets broad-based, that is; the same excellence 1is
reflected in the subordinate

hierarchy, they will either quit or fail. The Boss knew it quite well that
all four of his top and mid

management guys were smart operators in their individual capacities but
extremely poor as team

people. None of the four had ever taken any initiative or interest in
subordinate building. The

Boss knew; he had a difficult task at hand. He knew it; the four were never
going to be a team for

achieving a collective goal, as they believed more on balance of power
politics than the power of

the balance.

The sales head would always be the one to break the silence.

“We do understand that we are facing difficult times. I have read that
corporate biggies are

slashing their advertising spends and GM sahib was telling us that our
advertising revenue has

fallen by 35 per cent because of the economic slowdown. This throws a
challenge for all of us to

put in place new structures for ensuring higher work efficiency and
excellence; that too quickly

after ascertaining the procedural or other bottlenecks.”

“Pandey Ji, please leave the task of mouthing the management jargon to some



CEO of some big

FMCG corporation. You better stick to your Marco Polo intelligence. It
suits us better. What

would Marco Polo say in these situations?”

“Blessed be his soul in heaven. Better, he died before the liberalization
era and the globalization

pains otherwise he could not even move out of his country...! Visas are so
difficult today.

Anyway he would have been detained by FBI at some American airport.
“And what would he say about our newspaper?”

“This is what I was telling Editor Saheb in the meeting we had Jjust before
we came here.

Newspaper is not only about first and last pages. Somehow, we have not been
successful in

having good content in inside pages. The fizz is missing in our soft drink
bottle; though like the

rival, our bottle is also full and same size, same price too.”

“Editor Saheb does not drink soft drinks, he likes whisky and it has zing,
no fizz”, the owner

made a remark to hit the chord with the editor.

“It has the fizz...I do not take whisky with water like Pandey Ji, I take
it with soda.”

“Okay, Pandey Ji, if you are made the editor, what would you do to improve
the content of

newspaper in these inside pages”, the Boss asked.

“Sir, one can change his bed, it is easy, but one cannot change his bed
partner, however

dissatisfied one is from both his life and wife”, the editor intervened
before the sales head could

speak.

“Editor Saheb, nobody is going to change even your bed sheet, let alone bed
and bed partner. I

am not a content person anyway. Whatever I said about the newspaper content
is not even as a

sales person but as a reader. As a reader I get bored. I may not complain
but younger readers do

want freshness and fizz in the content.
“It is only natural, everybody is. Are you not bored seeing the same wife
every day and eating

the same dishes she makes, even when as a simple onlooker, I rate her most
beautiful woman

after Meena Kumari and Madhubala”, the editor said.

“Editor Saheb, no personal comments here, we are discussing newspaper.
Please stick to basic

things. Consider this as a valid complaint. What do you think is the reason
about dull mid

pages?”

“I beg to differ. I do not think the complaint is wvalid. Editorial business
is like digging up a well

daily to quench your thirst. The content quality cannot be expected to be
standardized for all

thirty days of the month. We have threadbare team strength in the editorial
after we were forced

to cut down on them. Someday, more people are either on off or leave, it

”

”



affects quality. It is

easy for anyone to say that rival newspaper has more fizz in their content
but things should be

compared in totality. The general manager will be better aware that they
have better fizz also in

payment structure and team strength. The salt and pepper make the food
better and a gift of

diamond ring to wife makes the bed hotter...!”

“Oh ho...Editor Saheb, cannot you say anything without having to refer to
either wife or the bed?

Pandey Ji, can you make out why he is so obsessed by the two things?”
“Sir, Marco Polo had once said something related to both these in 13th
century itself...he had very

sound opinion about them...”

“Yes..yes! I want to listen to that...historical prudence is evergreen
solution.”

“Marco Polo was a veritable genius. He had learnt four languages and
traveled over 24,000

kilometers in 24 years of his travel all over Asia. He was a stupendous
merchant having astute

business sense. You can well understand how great he was as he could do
profitable business

even with Chinese people and made a huge fortune...”
“Pandey Ji, please come to the point straightaway...we know he was genius
otherwise you would

not have been his fan; that is for sure...’
“Okay. I am told, he had once confided to one of his friends that all his
travels and business

could make him learn a reality which is applicable to all humans across
nations and society.

Most economic activities in this world originate from two sources- the bed
and the bed partner.

History of mankind would not be same if these two were not in the
reckoning. The bed and the

wife are the source of all struggles in life. Men would go to war if they
do not get comfortable

bed and comforting bed partners. I say it metaphorically; Editor Saheb
understands it well. And,

remember, the famous silk route Marco Polo traveled. Silk makes the best
bed sheets. I have

been telling Editor Saheb that newspaper is also reached to readers when
they are in bed. Also,

wife?s today decide which newspaper the family will read but he does not
give enough content

for wives. Let alone a diamond ring, he has never ever bought bangles for
his wife. ”

“Pandey Ji, it is then better that we close the newspaper and start making
silk bed sheets”, the

editor said.

“Sorry, I am not going to close the newspaper. But, we are going to
continue our efforts for

qualitative changes in the newspaper so that overall work efficiency is
improved. I suggest, you

all call a general meeting of your respective departments shortly and

’

’



discuss an action plan

aimed at achieving the goal. You all should come up with your presentations
and I will take the

meeting next week.”

The general manager was about to say something when the mobile phone of the
owner rang up.

The Boss did not say anything and ended the call in a jiffy.

“The meeting is over, please follow my instruction and give me a date by
tomorrow for the next

week meeting. And Editor Saheb, I want you here tomorrow 8 am sharp. We
have an

appointment with the chief minister at 8.30 and I cannot afford to be late.
I hope you understand

the importance of tomorrow meeting?”

The editor nodded in utter confusion. The Boss smiled at the bewilderment
of the editor. The

editor had more in store as he would see Mayank with Boss the next day. He
would be shocked

to see the chief minister being convinced and the Boss tell a big lie about
the rival newspaper

editor with aplomb.

* *

CHAPTER 8

Utkarsh Singh had better compatibility with Mayank, though the two along
with Ashish formed

the gang. He worked with a public sector bank and his life was slower and
relaxed. He was back

in town and Mayank could not wait for an evening with him. Utkarsh was
recently married and

his wife had immediately struck a chord with Mayank. Like all good and
intelligent women, she

could feel the vibes in a man. She found Mayank a mother at heart and in
very few encounters;

she looked up to him as her brother and a father-figure. He too would love
to pamper her as she

had one big quality about her - she understood very well the preciousness
of the innocence of

emotions and had beautiful ways of saying thanks, not with words but with
her very expressive

body language.

The best part of it was her large eyes which flickered almost sixty times a
minute. Even an idiot

could see the smile or pain in her eyes which were white as moon. Mayank
had issued a warning

to Utkarsh that if any day, he would see even a single red strand in the
immaculate white of her

eyes, he would get her divorced and marry her off to a man he would pick up
for her. Utkarsh

had smiled at his threat and said he was confident that Mayank would not
ever get his right man

for her and would finally return her to him.

She would be overwhelmed by the attention the two men in her life would
shower on her. As the

two would fight friendly battles over her small joys, she would rush to the



kitchen, pick up five

red chilies, waive them over the heads of her two men and burn them to ward
off any evil which

might cast its bad eye on them. She would walk in joy and pride and it
would look as if she was

dancing. Dance is a process of blossoming of love after the soul is fully
soaked of it. She would

be in a perpetual state of dance and like a ballerina, would walk in air.
The two men knew, there

was a force of love in their lives that would make life difficult for God,
if it had anything planned

against the two.

What Mayank appreciated most was her gracious poise which crowned her
feminine charm.

Despite being in a very demanding and high-paid job, she clearly
understood, money is not

served on the dining table and bread and cheese are not kept in the jewelry
box. She had the

poise to ascertain the rightful place to her priorities. Reactionary
practicality didn?t fix her

priorities. Womanhood is like a rose; the beauty is spontaneous and
ubiquitous. She was

feminism naturally unstructured.

Ashish was awaited. Mayank had come to Utkarsh?s place even before he came
back from office

and was helping her in the kitchen. Utkarsh knew Ashish would come late as
he would go home

first, take his daily quota of whisky and then come to his place as he too,
like Mayank did not

drink and did not allow any at his place.

“Guddi, I think we should not wait for Ashu and have our coffee. Anyway, he
would not be

interested...you know that”, Utkarsh said to his wife, who was still in the
kitchen as he and

Mayank relaxed in the living room.

Guddi came out of the kitchen, looked up to Mayank for his approval and as
he nodded, she went

in to ready the coffee.

Ashish entered the same time the coffee came. He avoided eye contact with
Guddi and sat on the

sofa farthest from the kitchen. He had brought a huge can of pineapple
juice for Guddi as it was

her favorite but pushed it in Mayank?s hands to give it to her. Mayank
dropped it on the center

table.

“Oye Guddi...look, Ashu has brought something for you...come here”, he said
in an apparent

attempt to put him in tight spot. He knew she would understand why he
wanted her to come out

of the kitchen.

“Bhaiya (brother) ... a cop does not always have to take help of a sniffer
dog to get the wind of a

crime”, she said from the kitchen. “It only confirms that Ashu does not
love me, or why would



he do something he knows I hate and then add to the guilt by avoiding me.
“Guddi, you know it is not true. I am sorry my little angel. I understand
you get hurt. You are

pained because you have known me only recently. What I can do, I am an
idiot ever since my

school days. A donkey is a donkey, even when age makes him a bit
intelligent.”

She emerged out of the kitchen and sniffed twice standing close to Ashish.
“How much..? Did you eat something before or are you empty stomach...?”
“Only small bit Guddi...less than the coffee in the cup...I swear.”

She blinked her eyes a hundred times in protest, brought snacks from the
kitchen and sat with

Mayank on the same sofa.

“Had his dad scolded Ashu like you, he too would have been a great soul”,
Utkarsh teased her.

“Yes, you are right, I would have been even better than Monku”, Ashu joined
him.

“Nobody can be like my brother”, she said in a clear bid to end it as she
did not like comparison

of Mayank with anyone.

“"And do you know what your dear brother has done?”

“Yes. I knew it from the day first that this job is no good for a person
like him.”

“Guddi, this resignation is just the tip of the iceberg. Your brother has
declared a war against his

editor and more than that, against the owner of the newspaper. He thinks he
can change the

world. The reality is, nothing will change but he will certainly be
declared mad, already is”.

Mayank smiled at Ashish?s comments and pressed the hands of Guddi hinting
her not to react.

Utkarsh was only happy that Ashu had put the talk on the right track. He
too wished to know

what Monk had in his mind about his resignation and life ahead.

He knew Mayank never said anything in reaction and that?s why he had to do
something to give

him a start.

“Somewhere, in a book by a very famous writer, I had read some lines”,
Utkarsh said. “I do not

remember it in the right sequence but what it meant to say is, every race,
every art has its

hypocrisy. Every community, every nation has its own lie, which it calls
its idealism. Every

creature therein breathes this lie from birth to death; lies are adapted to
the mind of each race

and art. There are only a few men of genius who can break free from it
through heroic moments

of crisis.. It was also said that genius cannot be defined without touching
the ridiculous... ”

“Great! But I am not doing or trying to do anything with any foolishly
self- important purpose of

changing anyone, let alone the whole world. Change is not person- induced
proposition; it is

intrinsically environment- induced. Yes, a person at times can be a big



influence on environment

and that too will be decided by a particular environment. I am anyway a
common man. ”

“But Monku, we have had strong individuals in the history, who proved to be
so powerful people

leaders that they could actually change the course of history. We are so
fortunate that we were

born in the same century Gandhi Ji lived”, Utkarsh prompted him.

“There is no denial that personality and character of strength of
individual are great factors in

history but when it comes to becoming a powerful source of effecting
change, the layer which

has to accept change becomes far more important. When Gandhi Ji came back
to India from

South Africa, Indian people had already accepted him as their leader. He
was rather bewildered

to see the type of welcome he received. Even later, he was a reluctant
leader. He was led into

situations by people who expected change from him even at a time when he
was not sure what to

do and how to approach the role he had landed into. But, even in situations
where leadership was

thrust upon him, he would not do things which people wanted him. He would
do what his

personal convictions called him to do. He would do things what he believed
was morally right

and not something which was required to change things. Things would change
sometimes that is

altogether the right coincidence but not always how he wished.”

“You mean to say, Gandhi was an accidental hero; a leader by coincidence of
sorts”, Ashish said.

“Individual capacity has its limits Ashu...change is a big incident in
history. I say it without

offence meant for anyone that leaders are only as good as the crowd which
makes them one. The

same army which made Alexander a mighty conqueror also caused his doom.
Often people now

say Gandhi Ji has lost relevance in contemporary India. Today, the Indians
have different icons.

They expect different leadership, one which could bring about such changes
that could make

their lives more comfortable. Leaders just fit into a role which a
particular environment creates a

space for. Indians are now even changing their personal Gods, let alone
their leaders. The crucial

thing to understand is that an individual can show what goodness is but it
is effected only when

there is a favorable environment which ushers in people to accept and
practice the goodness.”

“And you believe that environment is not favorable for you and there is not
much you can

contribute, so you have resigned”, Ashish attached prompt rejoinder.
“Actually, if you could see things from a different perspective, I am doing
my small bit of efforts



to create a favorable environment. However, it would be hypocrisy if I say
I do not want to

change quite a few things. But I know I cannot. I do feel very strongly
about a few things and if I

had a magical wand which could empower me to change the scenario in a
jiffy, I would not take

an extra second in doing it. But I know, even if I do it, it would not be
sustained until a majority

of people actually feel the importance and need of such changes.”

Guddi, who was listening to Mayank with rapt attention, looking all
throughout in his eyes;

rushed to the kitchen and came out with a large and shining silver spoon.
She thrust it in the

hands of Mayank and said, “Assume this as your magic wand and tell us what
you want to do.

The almighty above is listening to us and I am very sure, he will someday
make your wish true.

If he does not; he is not my God.”

Mayank had no words, nor the resource to pay back the goodness she showered
on him. His

eyes, as usual, would spill over the gratitude. Utkarsh could easily see
the six oceans of

compassion in his eyes and would envy his pride that he had a life partner
who was still a

billionaire of a wealth that God bequeaths to all humans at the time of
their birth but they

successfully squander in the long years they learn to live and actually
live smartly. He closed his

eyes in prayer of the almighty, thanking him for bestowing him such
beautiful endowments like

Guddi and Mayank, even as he joined his wife?s wish to make his friend?s
wishes come true.

“There are endless wishes. Every time you step out of your house, every
time you speak to

someone, every time you start doing something, and a wish comes tumbling
down. One life that

we get is not enough for even one wish to get fulfilled, even when we
devote all our energy and

resources on it. Sometimes I really wonder; how God or nature could
construct such a life

mechanism on this earth which has so many loopholes and basic problems. You
wish to do away

with all of them. You actually have a tough decision to make; which one
wish or desire you

should consider as the most crucial, and more than that, which one desire
you can actually

contribute to and pursue to a fruitful end. You need to do a reality check
on yourself.”

“Monku, let us not get bogged down by what we can do and what we cannot. A
desire is

independent of resource and capacity. A wish is important not because it is
considered as first

step of an attainment. It is because all wishes of heart, your pure
emotions, are one of the most



beautiful things in life. Tell us about the one wish that you would desire
to get fulfilled in your

lifetime”, Utkarsh prodded him.

“In my lifetime...! No..no, let us not see things this way. Anyway, it is
said that success drifts

away farther, the more you make effort to get it closer. I would rather
pick my wish in terms of

the larger good it involves for largest portion of humanity. Then, there is
a second set of wishes

which I have picked up on the basis of my own meaningful contribution to
it; that is bringing

about meaningful changes in media. My lifetime anyway is too miniscule a
time frame for

anything substantial to happen.”

“Okay; ladies and gentlemen, we now present the first non-contributing wish
of our good friend

and future editor-in-chief of some unfortunate newspaper”, Ashish
announced, holding the silver

spoon as a microphone.

“My first wish, when I was around 12, was that people around me could speak
a language which

should be respectable, decent, lovable and commensurate to the status
humans enjoy in the

intellectual hierarchy of creatures of the world. Later, when I could see
the larger world, this

wish became more broad-based. In all languages that we speak, there is so
much abusive tongue;

such crash overtones of sexuality and habitual use of bestiality. When I
was a teenager, I could

not understand why even dignified men of our society would speak such
demeaning language. I

am no expert but I feel; the language like most human creations has very
loud and strong

influence of sadomasochism in it. It definitely was a cruel world for early
humans. The primeval

definition of gain in terms of negation of loss influenced the concept of
joys defined in terms of

pains. Still, most humans think of pleasure in terms of lack of pains. The
language which humans

created and used in societal conversations naturally imbibed this primeval
negativity. You will

be shocked; even today, when the world is considered to be most civilized,
even in high social

spheres like corporate offices, they speak a language which is nothing but
shameful. In my

office, a media house, this is where language is bread and butter; even my
editor and editorial

colleagues would speak a language which they cannot speak in front of their
mothers and sisters,

even when they are drunk. It is very painful to see teenagers mouthing so
much abusive and

sexually embedded language. The growing liking among them and pride
involved in mouthing

slangs and cuss words of all languages only shockingly point at the ever-



increasing

sadomasochism even in contemporary times.

“You cannot blame we Indians for that Monku. The Americans, the acclaimed
leader of world?s

top civilized nations, speak far more slangs than us and the quotient of
brat sexuality and

bestiality in the languages of their teenagers is many times more than us”,
Ashu said.

“That is why Ashu it is my first major wish. In today?s highly connected
world, people have

access to all cultures and they ape it fast, especially those whom we call
our Generation Y. But

you must know that even the Americans have not lost the whole of it. The
good people even in

America speak decent language. Rather, good people all over the globe speak
dignified language.

The American society has lot many good things but what we ape is what we
get exposed to;

through their many third-rated movies and most confused Hollywood and other
pop icons. The

real America has lots of good things to make others in the world learn from
them. It is not their

problem that we Indians or for that matter anyone else see and ape only the
negatives of their

pop-culture, which is just one aspect of their brilliant society and
economy.

“This is the worst problem USA faces today. America is being perceived and
imaged by the

whole world through a media which so badly represents its socio-cultural
reality. This bad

media, like all media anywhere in this world is interested in showing only
the pop and grey

glamour of a minority chunk which do not truly represent America. This
makes more enemies

for the country and creates confused friends,” Utkarsh said.

“Confusion is the definitive reality of 21st century. One thing which
defines all of us across the

globe is confusion”, Ashish said making a face as serious as he could.

“You may be right Ashu but in India, out of this chaos and confusion, a
beautiful and very

prospective energy is being engendered, which we can say gives us hopes for
a better society and

culture. We are witnessing a great but very silent revolution in our
society. Most revolutions are

boisterous, built in frenzy, hold oceans of negativity and that?s why often
demand huge amount

of human blood. The revolution, I am seeing as building in India is slow
but full of strong intent

and it has little energy upfront but in the middle; a positive sign. If it
rises above the negativity, it

has the potential of bringing about a sustained and major change in our
society in the right

direction.”

Guddi had gone in the kitchen and had brought the pineapple juice in large



glasses. Mayank

looked at her and asked her to sit by his side. He held her hand in his and
rubbed it gently.

“Guddi, you and millions of women like you are the hope and future of India
and in the entire

globe. This I say with complete sense of responsibility. I am happy and I
see a great hope in the

strongly rooted trend among average Indian women who are definitively
holding the potential for

a better society in future. Thankfully, it is not as fiercely reactive, as
it was made to happen in

America and Europe. Secondly, it is not competing with men for space in
their world of stupid

supremacy but building its own alternative identity. This will emerge in
time as the basis of the

new social order in India and will have the goodness and power to change
the stinking global

order built on men?s hypocrisy and sadomasochism. Initially, it is tough
for women to even

survive there. If a lady joins as a journalist in my office, she will face
the same abusive and

sexually explicit language from all corners. She will have two options,
first to accept the

language and start speaking it to compete with the men colleagues or she
would fight a lonely

battle to make her colleagues and superior change their language and speak
a respectable one, at

least when she is present. The good thing in India is that majority of
women are struggling and

waging a lonely and quiet resolve to change things and make the place
become suitable to their

ways of life. You can see it very clearly; Ashu would have never felt
apologetic if Guddi too

would drink with him and us. Men would definitely change and they are
changing fast as our

women, good and very intelligent women like Guddi are standing tall and
making it count that

men would have to accept the order and rules which they cherish. And, what
the real Indian

women cherish is our tested and very good lifestyle and life principles. I
dream for a time, even

when I am dead long ago, when women of India w