
 

 

  

 



PSEUDO MAG 

ISSUE 11 

UNFINISHED DRAFTS PROJECT 

 

 

We asked our writers to send us unfinished drafts of 
things they had started writing and we sent those drafts 

to someone else among them to finish. So each writer 
sent us an unfinished draft AND finished someone else’s. 

Here are the offsprings of this writing experiment for 
you to read, and mostly, simply experience. 

 

31.01.2017



*** 

1. unfinished – valmik kumar finishes kimaya kulkarni’s draft 
2. flight – sophia naz finishes amogha’s draft 
3. wash yo’hands – kimaya kulkarni finishes sani dhakephalkar’s 

draft 
4. skein – sahana mukherjee finishes sophia naz’s draft 
5. homecoming – amogha finishes sahana mukherjee’s draft 
6. some bronte spoke to me – tanvi finishes mrunmayee saudade’s 

draft 
7. the rikshaw ride – srijan dubey finishes vrinda batra’s draft 
8. somedays I feel like a bracket – manasi nene finishes priyanka 

sutaria’s draft 
9. the night train – priyanka sutaria finishes srijan dubey’s draft 
10.  tempest – vrinda batra finishes valmik kumar’s draft 
11.  confessions – mrunmayee saudade finishes aadishree dixit’s 

draft 
12.  .exe – aadishree dixit finishes manasi nene’s draft 
13.  here is a story – sani dhakephalkar finishes tanvi joshi’s draft 



Unfinished 

Valmik Kumar finishes Kimaya Kulkarni’s draft 

 

illustration by Sawani Chaudhary 

 

It was a four-storied building with just one apartment on the top floor. The other 

three floors had windows that made you think that there might be flats behind them 

too. But there weren’t. She, the girl who is important to this story, lived in the top 

(and only) flat. There wasn’t much in it, at all, just a kitchen, a bed. And a whole 

lot of books. It was enough. 

 

The building was (please excuse the cliche) in the middle of nowhere. Honestly. 

The middle of nowhere. There were no other buildings anywhere in sight. You 

could look out and see nothing but horizon for miles and miles. There were no 

trees, no streetlights, no pavement, nothing. It was like the house from Courage the 



Cowardly Dog. But the building in question, if it had to be described, was very 

green. Well, the building was grey but an assortment of plants and vines and wild 

leaves grew from each of the empty windows, like there was something ancient 

and deep-rooted living on the inside, trying desperately to grow out. The walls had 

patches of moss all over them. Even her windows were green. And there was a 

single rose bush growing from inside the flat that had crept outside. There weren’t 

many roses on it but the ones that were there brought poetic colour to the 

minimalist landscape. (Her words, not mine.) 

 

And, almost like a crowing touch to this curious habitat, there was a solitary 

railway track in front of the building that looked older than the dirt it was built 

upon. There was a sort of a platform on the opposite side of the building, with sort 

of a railing and a sort of a roof. Sort of. 

 

Sometimes if she was feeling dreamy, a train would pass by, bringing her 

memories of warm evenings and endless snowy mountain ranges. She would recall 

the texture of her father’s overcoat, the rough grey Chesterfield was like a comfort 

blanket as she wound through the confusing darkness of the tunnels. The train, 

however, never stopped by the platform. Sometimes it woke her up in the morning, 

sometimes it made her shudder as she sat writing at her desk, sometimes she saw it 

in the night while making herself a cup of chocolate. But the train never slowed 

down. There was no saying when it would come and  when it would go away. 

 

She (let’s call her Tanvi for the sake of convenience because I don’t really know 

her name or if she even had one) had long since stopped minding the train. She 

wasn’t even sure if there was an actual train that actually passed by, but she didn’t 

actually mind. 

 

She went out in the night sometimes, to paint the stars. The sky made her think of 

smallness and grandeur and, on some nights, she felt as if she could hear the Little 

Prince laughing. 

 

She wrote a lot in the afternoons about things that didn’t happen to people she 

didn’t know. After she was done, she went down and across the railway track and 

kept the stories on the bench on the platform. There were heaps of papers there 



now. Hundreds, thousands, even. Some had been eaten away by mice, some soaked 

by rain but the words still stood loud and clear, real words that described made-up 

events and people. 

 

She felt lonely sometimes, naturally. Memory makes you feel what you feel and 

remember. When she missed things and people, she sung a song. A song that sung 

every other song that was and will be, one of a kind, her song, the song of the river. 

And the tune changed every time, the rhythm varied, but the melody haunted the 

tubes in her body and fibres of her soul. Every time the song rose, the leaves 

danced. 

 

Alas, I digress. 

 

Tonight Tanvi was making herself a cup of hot chocolate; she wanted to stay up 

late and finish the painting. The kitchen had a window which overlooked the 

railway track. The night looked vibrant in all of its monochrome patterns, 

patchworked through the pouring rain. Tanvi went to her desk and placed the 

chocolate mug beside all the papers and was in the process of picking up a 

paintbrush when she felt like she was missing something. She went back to the 

window and stared. The platform was empty. She stared harder through the rain. 

The platform was empty! The papers had vanished, the manuscripts gone. 

 

She rushed down, across the railway track, onto the platform. There was not a 

single paper there. She looked around for the felonies of wind, but no. It was like 

there never had been any papers on the platform. She went back in the house 

constantly throwing a look behind to see if she had made a mistake. 

 

She couldn’t concentrate that night, she kept going back to the window and trying 

to make sense of it. No one came here. No one even knew of this place. The stories 

had survived the rains, winds, and the mice till now. The train never stopped at the 

platform. She couldn’t think of a reasonable (or even an unreasonable) explanation 

as to why they had all disappeared. She used to keep the stories on the platform so 

that the spirits could read them and be entertained (the afterlife being, Tanvi 

imagined, quite boring). Losing them all without even knowing where they went 

was enough to make anyone angry. Tanvi, however, was devastated. She hadn’t 



meant to keep those stories all for herself. But she didn’t like that they had been 

taken away. Taken, that’s what they were, not gone. But they could be gone too, 

you know, stories have their own minds. 

 

The next morning, sleep-deprived and losing her mind she skipped her customary 

breakfast (a lot of jam with a little bit of toast) and decided to return to the platform 

with the half-finished painting. She would leave it there, and watch from her room 

to see who came to take it. 

 

She opened her door and couldn’t believe her eyes. 

 

There, at the other end of the hall, was a door that had never existed before. And 

standing in front of that door was a woman she had never seen before, tall, and 

dressed in a warm brown coat. For what felt like an entire minute (or an hour, or a 

day), Tanvi stared with her mouth wide open. 

 

The woman looked a little perturbed. She walked forward with what looked like a 

warm smile. (But at this point, Tanvi wasn’t sure about anything.) 

 

“Tanvi?” said the woman tentatively. “It’s nice to see you again. It’s been a few 

days, hasn’t it?” 

 

Tanvi just continued to stare. 

 

The woman, obviously confused, but trying not to be rude, continued, “How’s your 

writing coming along?” 

 

Tanvi snapped out of it. “What? Who are you? What do you know about my 

writing? Did you take my stories from the platform?” 

 

“Platform?” said the woman quizzically. “What platform?” 

 

“The one out there!” said Tanvi manically. “Right outside the building. Where the 

train doesn’t stop and the mice eat paper and it rains a lot. Who are you?” 

 



The woman didn’t respond for a moment. Then, “You look tired, Tanvi, maybe 

you should try and get some sleep?” 

 

Convinced, now, that she wasn’t going to get answers from this strange woman in 

the warm brown coat, Tanvi pushed passed her and raced down the stairs. At the 

next landing she saw two more doors that had never existed. She didn’t stop to 

check if there were any other woman in warm brown coats behind them. On the 

ground floor, there was a man, bent down on one knee, tying the shoelaces of a 

young girl. They both looked up as Tanvi bounded down the stairs, panting. 

 

“Ah,” said the man, straightening up, “our resident writer emerges. How’s the 

novel coming along?” 

 

Tanvi tried hard not to stop, but she couldn’t help herself. 

 

“Who are you?” she said, the panic growing in her voice. She was sure she was 

speaking much more shrilly than usual. 

 

“Thomas,” said the man, cocking his head sideways. “What do you mean who am 

I?” 

 

“I mean,” said Tanvi, struggling for the right words, “When did you move in? 

When did these doors get built? Do you know who took my stories from the 

platform?” 

 

“What platform?” 

 

“The platform! The platform!” 

 

The man stepped forward, his right arm stretch forward as if to touch Tanvi’s 

shoulder. She screamed, pushed him away and ran out the front door. 

 

What she saw knocked the breath out of her. She was standing on the sidewalk of a 

main road, looking out at a city that she had never seen before. Cars rushed by in 

front of her like ants on a mission from their queen. She heard honking and 



squealing and the roar of mingled human voices. There were buildings rising up all 

around her. She couldn’t even see the horizon. She looked left and right and felt 

her knees weaken. 

 

There was no platform. 

 

That was when, finally, she collapsed, sprawling out like a paint splash on her 

unfinished painting. 

 

- 

 

When the paramedics arrived they found Tanvi passed out on the pavement outside 

of her building, her neighbours hovering around her worriedly. 

 

When the police arrived to look for clues in her apartment, they discovered that the 

entire floor was littered with hundreds and hundreds of sheets of paper, with 

nothing written on them but the words “Chapter One”, and in the corner of her 

apartment, near the window, an unfinished painting of what looked like a train 

platform covered in sheets of paper. 

 

- 

 

Years later, the painting, now entitled “Unfinished”, was the toast of the art-world. 

Critics wrote an endless stream of articles in praise of its boldly tentative brush 

strokes and how it embraced the fever of incompleteness with a postmodern 

fervour. 

 

Tanvi, who remembered nothing, spent her days smiling sheepishly and signing 

autographs. 

 

She never painted again. 

 

 
 



 

Flight 

Sophia Naz finishes Amogha’s draft 
 

 

i go chasing rabbits 

i call them plot bunnies because it’s less sinister 

why is a raven like a writing-desk 

 

they’re both shaking and writing 

putting one word after another in my eulogy  

painting the roses red 

with fingertips and papercuts 

 

i have built palaces of cards with shaking hands 

been here three whole days 

i’ve learnt a thing or two about swallowing my medicine 

 

the necessary bitterness of roots 

the utter dark, a raven without wings 

i have learnt my name is not Alice, nor Allen 

that I bleed from places absent 

in moth-eaten geographies 

 

i have buried animals deep 

inside my guts they knock 

like nameless fears 

 

i need to open the mouth  

of doors that lie before me, trembling 

with the weight of unsaid words 

 

let fur and fowl howl freely 

across the pages of noon 

and blue-lipped midnight, let it be known 

 

that it did shake, this ground 

illustration by Mavni 



with another birth, my blood  

inked the rise, the flight 

of the forgotten familiars 

 



Wash yo’ hands 

Kimaya Kulkarni finishes Sani Dhakephalkar’s draft 

 

 

illustration by Kimaya Kulkarni 1 

 

 

“Wash your hands.” the Girl muttered, “Wash your hands.” Her hands weren’t 

dirty, they were behind her head as she lay on the floor. The windows were shut, 

curtains drawn tight but the translucence dimly implied the sun that was lighting 

up the world outside. She breathed heavily on as her mind thought about the 

seventeen hundred and sixty things she wanted to change about herself. “Wash yo’ 

hands”, she muttered. 

A leafed-through, dog-eared, heavily annotated copy of Macbeth lay on the floor 

beside her. She didn’t care much for Shakespeare or any of the 16th century writers 

for that matter. But this particular play was all that she was looking for in a piece 



of literature this old. She loved the play and devoured Lady Macbeth for a 

Character. She liked reading books where the characters did things. No one cares 

about how “the sun rose” or how “the valley was full of poplars” or how “the city 

dawned and dusked” or what the writer thinks about the various philosophical 

concerns. What matters to the reader is the characters, what they do and why they 

do it, especially when you’re a brown girl in a postcolonial nation told to think 

Shakespeare is a genius. Like seriously who the fuck cares whether it’s an 

Elizabethan or a Jacobean play. She fell in love with characters that she 

understood. Understanding is a sign of empathy and acceptance, it says that even 

though your ideologies don’t match, there’s something in the character that 

corresponds to something that you’ve felt before or want to feel. Now she hadn’t 

killed anyone or made someone do it, but she sure understood Lady Macbeth and 

her need to do something, her need to awaken as a character that won’t let her 

position, her gender, her relation to a man, or history conventionally define her. 

 

** 

The Girl 

I used to write the sky. All the time, so I thought that my poetry began and ended 

with it. I used to write the sky and believe that I was chronicling a man, no, a great 

man, loved by the masses but too plural to be loved by me. I told him he's private 

and what I didn't tell him was that he was all his. I didn't tell him simply because I 

didn't know then. The plural of one is many. Many is the number of people he 

spoke of, spoke to, to me, about me. He told me of a night sky he saw, clean and 

littered with stars. Littered like garbage, like the garbage he jettisoned from his 

movements and narratives (earlier I had spoken of Big Men). It isn't a mystery 

anymore while then it was wonder that he thought of me when he saw this. It 

seems he wanted to touch my body till he actually did, and then he was afraid of 

me. Maybe he wasn't, I felt wrong, maybe. He didn't tell me so. What he told me 

was that he was too plural and I was too singular. The legitimacy of touch between 

a man and a woman is guarded and safekept by him, by his finish. I wouldn't 

believe this though and I told him as much, and he twisted me. He twisted me till 

my torso was in a knot and my fingers had fallen off because of the strain. I was 

left with eyes crying his tears and mine. That was a mistake, I'll allow this. I chose 



to cry his tears. That day and several days after. One one such day he told me he'd 

seen a clear sky and thought of me. Wonder and expanse. Litter and 

disenchantment. It follows, I suppose, from his plurality that my body and my 

actions with his and his with mine suffered from no ethics. To him, to him. I've 

spoken lowly of him and never lower than I believed. Lowly, lonely, unwanted, 

jettisoned and an obstacle in his path of manly achievement. It follows from this 

multipleness that he chose to share me through his words. With drunk men who 

asked to meet me at the crack of dawn because the woman they wanted to own 

spoke to another man, because I was accessible, why wouldn't I be. My acts of sex 

or love were shared without my knowledge. Another man, my friend, gave him 

what he asked for- a way to reach me at 4 am. Another man he spoke to asks me 

for pictures of me, only so he can paint of course, the man and his gaze don't live 

in art now, do they? They believe this, these men, and then they write of defeat and 

paint dead letters. I'm accustomed to dead letters. I feel them. Dead man, dead 

woman, dead death. Littlegirl emotions, aren't these, love and need and grief and 

mourning. I sucked on his strength, or so he says. Big Man on his way to becoming 

Great Man. I was only in his way. A leech, look, look at me. If he's spoken to you 

of me, you've seen me already. We have no pretense. Months ago, or years ago, 

when love was love and nothing much less, I loved him and I wrote to his sky. 

Hundreds of letters he read or didn't, does it matter. My body and my mind were 

his and since I wanted to give him these long after he told me I'm a roadblock, they 

were still his and hence they were shared. Big Men don't ask for permission. Big 

Men extract jealous revenge (I loved another one soon after, his Big Enemy in their 

big boy games) and big bodied revenge. They will lead us all to glorious, 

unquestioned revolutions. Make sure you stay hidden, behind their long stride and 

cheeky, little boy smile. 

 

** 

The Character 

I am scared and afraid and frightened, fearful of the future, terrified of the present. 

I wish I hadn’t seen the past. It’s not the blood that scares me but the screams 

which it follows. The screams haunt me in the dead of daylight. If only I could 

melt my heart to steel and build an army of wanton iron soldiers protecting the 



tenderest parts of my brain. I see the vast forest before me and the endless moors 

after that and it suffocates me, I feel entrapped in my body, the body that shouldn’t 

move a step ahead only backwards. Backwards is a giant wall reaching up beyond 

the skies, and it wears the face of a man. Man ahead, man behind. I’ll bleed if I fall 

sideways, I’m trapped in the thrifty dimensions of my body. I must find a way to 

close all entrances, but opening them up is the only way out. 

The king reigns supreme, white and untouchable. “Generous hostess” he calls me. 

Generosity isn’t what .  

Macbeth, a king? The Witches know me too well. 

“Shed the blood of a comrade?” Macbeth asks when I tell him of my plan. 

“Shed the blood for a comrade.” I say, “Am I not your comrade?” 

Macbeth calls me witch for wanting to murder the king, the king preys on everyone 

he thinks is a thing made for him to help him on his way to history, there are no 

rules for him, anyone should want to kill him. Macbeth will only do it to become 

king. And blood doesn’t faze me, I shed a gallon every month. “You wouldn’t have 

if you hadn’t killed the child” Macbeth says and calls me witch. “I am a witch,” I 

say, “who’d gladly rip another child that’s been forced into her.”  

‘Lady Macbeth is the most famous and frightening female characters. She is 

stronger, more ruthless, and more ambitious than her husband. She seems fully 

aware of this and knows that she will have to push Macbeth into committing 

murder. Lady Macbeth’s remarkable strength of will persists through the murder of 

the king. Afterward, however, she begins a slow slide into madness—just as 

ambition affects her more strongly than Macbeth before the crime, so does guilt 

plague her more strongly afterward. Once the sense of guilt comes home to roost, 

Lady Macbeth’s sensitivity becomes a weakness, and she is unable to cope. 

Significantly, she (apparently) kills herself, signaling her total inability to deal with 

the legacy of their crimes.’ 

This is what they think of me, and yet I’m not even given my own name. All hail 

Macbeth, while the lady goes mad and kills herself. Shakespeare was a genius, but 

all geniuses forget things. They forget that they are limited. I? Committing suicide? 



After killing an old scumbag? I who tells the sniveling fool of a husband to screw 

courage in its sticking place? And don’t you dare call me chuck. 

You can see the colour of my skin changing through the night, the woods deepen 

and densen when I try to enter them, my solitary figure wandering seen like a 

witch, a ghost, a puta, a figure with a protruding chest, a wo-man, a mad wo-man, 

because which sane wo-man would want to wander along the edge of the woods 

that are sticking out their branches to grab me and keep me away, away from the 

eyes the world that closes in on itself like parmenidean eyes and  that close before 

they see me for what I am, a womyn with a purpose set out in the moonlit night in 

search of other womyn, the empaths.  

No one can truly transcend one’s identity. Everyone is slave to their perspective, a 

prisoner of society. Big Man on his way to becoming Great Man. Woman on her 

way to becoming womyn. 

** 

It’s been a while. The curtains can no longer veil the heat seeping through. Having 

a stomach means you’ll have to feed it. But having a brain means sometimes it 

refuses to work the muscles to defy gravity in order to get up. Having a heart 

means it will make you think about the people who lied to it and why. The sky is 

always going to be out there, waiting for her to write it. She thinks about the 

seventeen hundred sixty things she hasn’t done. The sky is hers to write but it will 

be tainted with her reactions to unwanted ejaculations of opinions. She is the 

existent, you are the other, but it’ll take her time to learn that you aren’t any 

bigger than a wormtail. She won’t give herself credit but she learns as fast as 

Grouch planned to kill the bastard after receiving the letter. “The brightest witch 

of her age.” Littlegirl emotions, you call them. But the future is littlegirl. So I hope 

you learn to deal. She has. She reads. She thinks. She makes art. She is the creator 

of the sky you stand under, she is chronicling herstory, she is challenging the bard. 

*** 

 



 

Skein 

Sahana Mukherjee finishes Sophia Naz’s draft 
 

 

 

Cast your nets out to sky, untether  

this leather, this bound, 

circumscribing skin 

 

The untold is tangled, a non 

linear skein, Her owl, ululating  

as she prowls & flowers in your 

ear 

 

To whet, to woo.To what? To 

who? 

 

Cast your knots out to sky  

Cast your notes out to sky 

 

Its not a bird, its a phrase, a string 

of song you’re catching --- 

Yet now you smile. 

Like you, I've slipped through the 

hollow of time, your heart in your 

mouth, 

and given you my name, a mirage,  

untangled as nothing. 

 

  



Homecoming 

Amogha finshes Sahana Mukherjee’s 
draft 

 

 

Someday, 

he who took away 

your homecoming 

will sail you to your island home. 

The castles that burst from our sides, 

the gables protruding through our ribs 

will be but ghosts of blood beneath our fingernails. 

 

Someday, 

what ruins us 

will hold us dear. 

You’ll not be curious, then 

like I am now, and ever so, in and out. 

You are for salvation. And, I am true. I will ask 

how many stocks of peace do they have – more or 

two? 

You travelled to your home in an exile from your 

god. 

I came to the rescue of spaces so walls may break. 

Run back now, to your god, your home. 

Step away from here to die. 

Run back and see if he cares yet. 
 

 

 

 

  

illustration by mavni 



Some Bronte spoke to me 

Tanvi Joshi finishes Mrunmayee Saudade’s draft 

 

Some Bronte spoke to me of some Angria or Gondal. She had created this whole 

universe in her seclusion, fashioned fantasy and adventure out of her bleak and 

lonely landscape. Her world couldn’t be as vast as others; it ended too soon. It 

neglected some of its own narratives. So someone else had to take them up. 

I think of her as I think of a Rhys who lent it her own story, to make it fuller. I 

think of them as I try to fashion my own universe. As it unfolds, it lets her in and 

her sisters. And my sisters, whose skin looks more like mine. Their language rears 

its beautiful head in my borrowed imitative tongue. And all my other sisters who 

speak bewitching gorgeous tongues. Whose hisses and howls and songs get lost in 

the wind, or are deliberately unheard. 

While the other white tongued voices are heard, they moan or should moan: 

our poetry  

has gone stale. 

we swim lazily  

in a cup of last week’s coffee. 

we drift amid the inconsequential 

mass of letters. 

Letters. I want to build a city out of letters, a city for music and for anger: to be 

heard and addressed, a city where the towers and powers work a song that is very 

different. And it is sublime. And the streets are some howled words. And the chaos 

creates. And the letter resurrects. It will be my Middle Earth but with more 

Eowyns and Galadriels. It will be my Gethen and it will be the echo of some 

Angria or Gondal. Or a song dedicated to all of these.  

A city where the warriors and poets sing together 

A city of broken wholes breaking and reforming 

A city swimming in its own vision 

A city where streets lead to more streets and nothing is a maze meant to trap you. 

A city of libraries  



A city addressing itself  

Its people faces and bodies and voices 

Its dream forever shaping itself. 

 

 
illustration by sani dhakephalkar 

 
 



The Rikshaw Ride 

Srijan Dubey finishes Vrinda Batra’s draft 

 

 

illustration by Sawani Chaudhary 1 

 

‘Auto - Rickshaw!’  

And a rush towards the black and yellow bee as it slowed down. ‘Hunji?’  

Numerous names thrown at him. ‘Chawri Bazaar bhaiyya.’ ‘Lajpat Nagar Phase 4.’ 

‘Dhaula Kuan’  

‘Hunji , who all want metro.’ Silence. 

I sighed and grabbed whatever little prospect I had. The Saket metro station was 

more than half an hour away from Moolchand by metro , and an auto ride a 

comfortable twenty minutes of seated observation. But this was the first auto that 

had bothered to slow down in the past forty minutes.  



I pushed forward and seated myself in the back of the humming vehicle. The 

autowallah looked at me for a minute and with a casual ‘coming back madam’ 

disappeared out on the road. I sat dumb , too taken aback to register what had just 

happened. 

Five minutes later , he arrived with a group consisting of two women and two men. 

The women with their plastic bags and glass bangles and what not squeezed in next 

to me , cornering me against the side bars. Perhaps they would have been satisfied 

if I got up and sat on top of the rickshaw. The auto wallah , sensing the plight on 

my face guffawed ‘Yes , all ladies tight together?’ and then took his place. I 

thought this was the end of this opportunist’s attempt to collect three times the fare 

that he would get with a single sawaari but my expression was only further 

embossed on my face when two lanky men seated themselves on each side of the 

driver.  

This would be one long drive. 

The auto purred and jolted to a start. We swung into the traffic and were finally on 

our odyssey. I pretended to be unaffected by this obviously illegal act of transport , 

this man would earn one hundred and fifty rupees instead of a measly thirty. He 

was evidently amongst the wiser and sly rickshaw wallahs. 

And I couldn’t really blame him. Wasn’t that what I would do in his place? The 

auto was warm compared to the chill outside and in this fact I found my solace. I 

don’t know if I’d have paid more for the warmth, but here I was.  

Five minutes into the extremely rickety ride, I let my guard down. Might as well 

take in the scenery, right? . My days were spent in glass and concrete and only a 

passing idea of the rest of the universe. Newspapers and news channels lied to me 

every day, but when was the last time I lent a good ear to the universe? It was just 

last night, I remind myself. Sometimes the universe just doesn’t have enough to tell 

you.  

 

The men were, of course, blaming the rest of the world. It’s what humanity gets 

along on - disliking the same things. The topic at hand was the inefficiency and 

corruption of the traffic cops. The driver, naturally, seemed to agree. This is the 



great machine after all, setting brother against brother, traffic cop against driver. It 

was a conversation dotted generously with expletives, and I could not exactly 

disagree with any of them. What good would my liberal education do anyway, 

bound to things I believed to be much above these three men? 

 

Instead, I turned my ears to the women, as my eyes took in the orange glow of 

streetlamps and the red one of car brake lights. They were making small talk of 

increasing worry as we rode on. Evidently they knew each other. The two men got 

off soon after, and the women spoke more freely. 

 

“He doesn’t have any money.” One of the two women declared, almost quivering 

as she did. “He drinks all night,” she continued, “Now you tell me. Between two 

children and a drunkard husband, how do I manage?” 

 

She turned to me, an inquisitive look in her eyes. I nodded. She then continued 

speaking, but I felt that more of it was addressed to me than I I expected. I could 

feel her plight. Or could I? I would never know what it meant to be her. 

 

And suddenly, it got a lot more involved. 

 

“Madam, does your man drink?” 

 

I didn’t know what to say, so I decided to be honest. 

 

“Well, he does, but it is never a problem with me. He never acts strange. And we 

often drink together.” 

 

“See madam. I wish my man was like yours. But my man is wasting his life in 

alcohol. What do I do?” 



She sounded so troubled that I had no option but to comfort her. Here she was with 

a human bound to her, with absolutely no link of communication between them. 

And yet, I didn’t know what to say. Should I have told her it’s okay? Should I 

have  intervened? 

In the end, I just told her that it would be okay. 

 

I lied. 

To be very honest with you, I’ve never felt so dishonest before. Never with 

someone who I was supposed to part with in ten minutes. As she was getting off, I 

implored myself for something that would make her feel better. But I couldn’t. So I 

lied, as her friend agreed.  

Soon, she got off the rickshaw and I lost myself in the traffic drone once again. It 

was getting cold with more space between us, and there was little conversation or 

warmth to be had. 

 

“Madam?” The other woman asked, bringing me out of my reverie. 

“Ji?” I asked her 

“Madam, if you were to meet that woman’s husband, what would you tell him?” 

I searched myself for a while. When I finally spoke, it was out of some confusion. 

“I’d tell him that he has responsibilities now. He isn’t getting any younger. There 

is more to life than mere alcohol. His children have to look up to him, don’t they?” 

“But madam,” It was the driver this time, “People who drink also have problems 

don’t they? Sometimes there is little else in life to do but drink. These city people 

hate us for having TV at our houses, for example. What else can we do? We try to 

laugh a little before sleeping. The next day is going to be full of work anyway. The 

air in this city is so terrible, sometimes we cannot fall asleep unless we have had 

something to drink. We cannot read or listen to music all day. We have nothing.” 

He sounded quite fatalistic in his tone, but he did have a point. My urban bias did 

after all prevent me from seeing the other side. “You’re right.” I said, resigned.  



“But there must be a way no?” said the woman. 

Of course there were ways. Policy and public spending research for example, 

which was what I did for a living. But what public policy could I tell these people? 

Who was I to educate them in the economics of change, and perhaps, 

oppression?  I sat quiet for a long time, going over and over in my mind about the 

things that influence social structures and such. The things I had learned 

during  years of postgraduate education, the things I knew to be true because I had 

seen the figures and graphs, all of which were useless now. 

In the end, I gave up. I could not tell them what to do. I could not save the world. 

“You don’t have to save the world, you know?” the woman said all of a sudden, 

surprising me. I stared at her face, obscured under her veil. Did she know what I 

was thinking? 

“What do you mean?” 

She just smiled. I thought for a moment.  

Then, I knew what to say. 

 

“I’d give him the address of a deaddiction centre and an employment exchange. I’d 

talk to him and his wife every month and get some books for the kids. It’s his fault 

but he cannot get out of it alone, can he?” 

She smiled a little wider. “Why don’t you do it, then?” 

The puzzled look on my face grew more confused as the rickshaw screeched to a 

halt. My stop was here. The driver was holding his hand out. I gave him the 

money, but his hand was still held out. 

“We agreed on the price.” I said, exhausted. I did not have the energy for this 

today. 

“I’m not asking for the money, madam.” he said, an apologetic, sad smile on his 

face. “You said you would give me numbers.” 

 



And slowly it fell into place. “Yes, she is my wife.” he said, tears welling up in his 

eyes bloodshot with the Delhi air. “This is her sister.” he said, pointing to the other 

woman in the rickshaw.  

I stood outside, blinking at them. “You have to listen to madam, ok? She is like 

your elder sister now.” The woman was telling the nodding driver.  

I gave them the numbers. I added an extra hundred rupees. The driver refused, but 

I said it was for the children and I would get to know if he spent it on himself. He 

gave me the look of a man who is seeing what is probably his last chance at saving 

his world, nodded, and drove off leaving me in the wake of smoke and engine 

warmth. 

 

Sometimes we really don’t have to save the world, I thought to myself as I walked 

in the chilly air. For some reason, I felt warm. 
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some days I feel like a bracket  

removed from every context  

that I am a part of  

as though my heart keeps beating  

but I cannot fathom feelings  

my emotions feel empty  

and I am overcome  

by the sudden urge to drown  

 

I avoid human contact  

while craving human contact  

while believing that other humans  

hate me  

my eyes examine the floor  

when I pass by people I know  

so I do not have to acknowledge them  

because some days  

even the thought of interaction  

makes me anxious  

 

I don't think anyone  

wants to smile at the girl  

who is addicted to avoidance  

and her own illness anyway  

who would want to befriend a girl  

who ignores her assignments  

until the last moment  

so that the panic can jolt her alive  

as it draws its blanket over her eyes 

 

and i don’t think anyone 

wants to smile at a girl 

who tries to find something to laugh at  

in the way the world holds itself together. 



 

who would want to befriend a girl 

that cannot piece together the meanings of 

“who”, and “want”, and “befriend”; 

 

and who would want to try 

to piece together stained-glass fractures 

never meant to settle 

like the buzz in your brain 

and your thoughts in the rain 

and the loss of the vain idea  

that you would get enough distance 

to see this whole thing 

from outside its own cracks. 
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sleep is a train that takes you 

from night to day.  

the magic lies 

in peering out of windows  

to see those open fields of semi-wakefulness,  

the one-light stations of old memories flowing by,  

the sudden stops of nightmares. 

there are vendors of demons 

walking down the aisles 

calling out there vicious wares,  

addictive drugs – false security, 

temporary reprieve, isolation.  



your dreams float by  

blissfully 

like tranquil lakes and trackside wheels.  

through the terrifying and the delightful,  

the rumbling of the engine keeps 

my thoughts company 

until the crisp light on dawn  

trickles in  

through the cracks of the windowpane.  

my last unconscious thought 

announces the final stop.  
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A tempest. 

Within the webs of my brain, 

carefully placed lies 

a melody, 

imploding  

when you 

Step lightly— 

this stairway leads winding to a 

minefield 

and they’re all mine 

and I’ve blown up an idea or two in 

my time 

(mostly without meaning to, 

but it’s been going on for so long 

I forget sometimes 

what my intentions were to start 

with) 

—because right now, 

your footsteps could be a metronome 

marking the start of a soundtrack 

that ends  

in ideas bent double, 

knock-kneed memories 

breath fumbling for air 

my walls, my warriors, 

everything I know 

swung into disarray.  

 

At the threshold 

you stand 

and bring with you 

a smile 
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and a tempest. 
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I fall off the bed before I can wake up 

each morning. 

Or was that just a singular incident the 

day before today? 

I don’t remember anymore. Egal.  

I take a long time to pick myself off the 

floor. 

All my fragments = a parody of the 

puzzle I used to love as a child. 

The one with the gondola and the blue 

water body printed on it.  

With lively blue and green and brown 

hues.  

There is now a repeated imagery in me.  

Now, I say. It feels as though all of time was, is, now. 

Over and over, bluer and bluer, watery 

and waterier. 

The liveliness falters sometimes, but 

The blueness always remains, peeking out from underneath 

The edges of my fragments to see 

If I’m doing okay. 

It is everywhere, actually, on the covers of my books,  

In the CDs with my favourite music, 

Flowing out of my pen as I write, in the sky when I walk around the town, 

Flowing freely down my face when I look at the night sky 

And shed a noiseless tear in worship of the silent beauty of the stars. 

If you had hit me, the blue would have settled into my skin too, 

I know. The blue would have taken away the hurt. 

I kept waiting, but the blow never came. 

Puzzling as it is, my fragments are ready for a new jigsaw, I think. 

Maybe I should find another colour for the background. 

How about blue? And how blue is blue enough? 
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You were only looking for an escape. 

It was all it was. A beautiful looking ladder. 

And all you had to do was  

 

*click* 

 

Hi, everyone! Welcome to the post office. I'm sure it's been a long journey for you. 

But your teacher tells me you've been really excited for this field trip, so welcome 

on board! I'll be your guide today, my name is Mr Slowdive. No, that's my real 

name. I'm from Earth Beta. What, you think it's funny! No, this was all the rage in 



those days. My parents fell in love while dancing to a Slowdive song, so they just 

made it their name. Everyone wanted a new name in those days, I'm sure your 

grandparents would remember it. No? Well then. Anyway. Oh, you want to listen 

to Slowdive? Sure, why not. Jack, could you play some Slowdive? Jack? Jill? Oh 

hi Jill. Yeah, could you plug in some Slowdive? We've got some very special 

guests here today. 

 

Jill, could you come here? Kids, meet Jill. She's one of our auxiliary automata. 

Jack is the other one; he's being fitted for an opposable thumb right now. Yeah, 

we're quite ahead of our game. 

 

It's fine, kids. She doesn't bite. She's quite friendly. She's quite good at her job. In 

case any of you are considering a career in communication strategy initiatives like 

this one, you'll need to be familiar with auxiliary automata. Don't be shy. She's one 

of our most efficient workers. Does her job fast, and doesn't need that much 

energy. You can just leave her in to charge overnight. Jack's a little older; you have 

to change his batteries every now and then. They're fantastic though, we haven't 

had a single complaint ever since we started using them. 

 

Shall we go? We're still just in the visitors' lounge. There's a lot more to this 

facility. 

 

So here, on the right, is the first reception room. All the letters come in here. No, 

we don't get emails. Hmm, that's a good question, can anyone answer it? Yes, that's 

right! No electronic waves can pass through the rift; we can just send physical 

mass. That's why email, telephone – though we're reasonably sure they exist 

through the portals, we can't use them from this side. We just send and receive 

letters. 

 

What kind of letters? Oh, all sorts. We don't like to snoop. Earth Prime had a very 

famous line- “Curiosity killed the cat”. While snooping won’t really kill us, it’ll 

come with a hefty fine! 

What! You think that is funny? 



Oh! So your name is Curiosity. I’m sure that the old civilizations don’t want to call 

you a feline killer. That is just silly! Earth Prime had many silly sayings, you’ll 

find out more when you study their literature. 

 

Now, if you’ll look to the right, we have the second reception room. Can you take 

a guess at what happens in this one before I buzz open the door? 

 

No, not sorting. Not yet anyway. We do have to sort them, but before we do, there 

is an important security measure that must be taken.  

 

 Yes! The scanning. 

 

     We have to make sure that none of the letters contain any electronic 

components. In fact, sending any Electronic devices through the portals requires a 

special permit. 

Why? Well, some of the places are not compatible with the technology in question 

and the sender and the receivers must both sign a special document that states they 

take responsibility for the electronics. There are risks involved with them. 

 

Now can anyone tell me why this consent form that I’ve got here for you to see is 

so important? 

 

Precisely! So that you can’t send someone anything they don’t want to receive. It 

also deters the smuggling of electronic parts to a great degree, specifically that of 

war automatons.  

 

But this is a time of peace and communication and that brings us back to the 

letters. I’m sure you are eager to see where the letters you’ve brought with you are! 

 

But first, let’s see the way we scan the letters for suspicious looking items. And if 

you are lucky you might even get to see how we deal with an unauthorized 

electronic item. 

 

What kinds of items do people try to sneak in letters? Yes, I can see you are 

confused since the envelopes you used to put in your own letters were so thin and 



the electronic devices that you know and love are impossible to sneak in such an 

envelope.  So what we do find in some letters are memory chips.  

 

I’ve got one here so you can see for yourself. Yes, it is terribly light and if the 

envelope is a nice and thick one, it would certainly slip by unnoticed. So we have 

to be careful enough to not actually disturb the contents of the mail. We do that 

with these state of the art scanners. They are based off some old but highly 

efficient Earth Alpha technology. 

 

Soon we’ll come to the sorting section in a few minutes. 

Oh, Hi Jack. When did you get back? 

 

Kids, say hi to Jack there…Go ahead and shake his hand. He’s very good with 

children, he started his life as a research robot. He knows a lot of rhymes and 

stories from Earth Prime. 

 

Now while we wait for the pod to take us to our next. Oh. You want to hear a 

rhyme? Sure. 

Jack! Would you like to tell the kids a rhyme?  

Oh. He says… Well I’ll just translate it for you then. 

 

That’s not funny Jack. Another one please, one that they can enjoy. 

 

Don’t sass me Jack. Don’t you dare. 

 

I’ve got to send a quick message to… 

I’m not sure what me means by that strange word. He must have picked it up with 

all the strange scientists he used to work with. 

 

Here’s the sorting section. These automata are busy with…Why don’t you go see 

for yourselves? They don’t talk like Jack, they are newer models so they were 

made to only focus on their work.  

Older models like Jack here can be quite the chatty… 

 



Now look what you did. Miss. Knowles is going to have you restricted from 

interacting with the children.  

I’m not quite sure what’s wrong with you Jack. You know better than to mention 

water. 

 

I’m going to have to remove that memory chip Jack. 

                  

             Stay still                   Stay Still. 

           

                     Stay                          Still. 

Stay still                   Stay Still.                 Stay still                   Stay Still. 

           

                     Stay                          Still. 

                                Stay                     Still          Stay                          Still. 

 

*click* 

You’d loved the description the moment you’d read it. A little guided tour to an 

alternate universe. A little piece of someone’s carefully and lovingly created story. 

 

You’d fallen in love with the added effects. The background noises.  The notion of 

writing only letters. Because God you were so sick of emails. 

 

The voice of the narrator was to die for. 

 

You should have known it was too much of a good thing. 

Free things always are. 

 

At first, the cool and calming voice had charmed you. 

Now, it was just a jarring, annoying thing that made you pull out your headphones. 

 

“Argh.”  

 

“Okay. That’s it. This screen has been spewing out the same words for the past 5 

minutes.” 



 

*click* 

 

Exit Electra heart? Yes or no? 

 

“Yes. Hell yes. This stupid game won’t even take me any further” 

 

*click* 

 

“What! Shit. Black  Screen. Can this get any better?” 

 

Please send the .log file to the developers. 

We are sorry for the error. 

 

“This is the last time I’m going to try playing a Kinetic novel. I hate not being able 

to make choices.” 

 

The laptop screen went black again. 

 

“Brilliant. Now I don’t want to play anymore.” 

 

You were ready to reboot the stupid thing when the screen suddenly went white. 

 

‘Too bad.’ 

 

You blinked. 

 

The words were still there. 

 

‘Because someone’s playing you.’ 

 

You looked behind you and saw the red block of letters suspended in the air. 

 

GAME OVER. 

 



Play again? 

>Yes!   No. 
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Every story is a story of death, of its own end. It tells everything else and nothing 

more. I'll begin with a lie (let's call it that, for the moment although it isn't one of 

the commoner names) and I have to sell it to you. I like watching myself from your 

eyes when you touch me, so I can feel myself. This is where my ethics fail me, but 

also where I am not disenchanted. 

I like watching you see what I am selling you and I am twice a person but not the 

same one and I suppose it goes without saying that neither are the one you're 

seeing. It is only one that is being shown to you, no, sold to you. My lie, at the 

beginning of the story of my death that you are now involved in. I've written 

several hundred confessionals before killing myself on several hundred nights and 

I've knit them all into my nerves so that when I say I have died I believe it. I must 

believe it so that you believe it. 

 

Each one is a story of death of mine only mine my most private thing the only 

thing I own when I die. My death. If people's lives were recorded as records of 

their deaths, I mean if the stories were narrated with that intention with the 

knowledge that their lives were only their death. I mean if you could give the 

agency of the story to the death so that only the death could tell the life that it was: 

What I mean in fact is to know whose death belongs to whom. 

 

"Look at us who take comfort from the thought of ends look at us all for ourselves 

in a world made to serve our narrative. We don't die. 

 

I'll begin with this lie but it is in the story now and it has been told as truth so let us 

call it that henceforth. I'll begin with the truth that was sold to you by nobody. Oh 

but it would be suspicious if I mentioned that, as though I had something to hide. 

I'll begin again (but we would have to pretend I had stopped. Bear with me.) and, 

 

I'll begin with the truth." 



 

It's that I know your machinations, you tellers-of-truth, it's that they are too easy 

for me to mimic. 

 

I'll speak my own my own my own as though I killed myself that wrote it as 

though I was never born. I'll make myself and leave me be, until there are more of 

me than I can count until I don't care how many or which one until I feel pain I 

cannot name only scream...maybe I'll speak them. Maybe they'll speak me. We 

could talk about the truths we want to starve and eat the ones we know. 

 

To begin: A Story 

 

Let’s start with a real story because it is best done that way. The characteristics of a 

real story being  

the confusion,  

the repetition,  

the pigheadedness, 

the lack of structure 

and the banality.   

A real story is marked by its complete separation from what a story should be.  

A real story has no distance between itself and itself. No double space. It’s all right 

there in the entirety of its messy glory. 

But the real story is, well, real. 

 

Who They are is Who We are. 

This is a story about Them. This is a story about Us. 

Their hands have language. But they are a mass of faces, a dissolved lot of syrup 

that’s neither here nor there. They don’t know. Their eyes are swimming over with 

songs. They are who they say they are, which is not much. But would being more 

make them happy? 

Their hands have craft. They make little clay models. They make aircrafts. They 

pen melodies. They kill.  

 

Draw a line from where they stand to where they want to go, and you’ll find the 

line turn into shapes you could never imagine till you forget that you were 



supposed to take it somewhere. It’s okay. They are perfectly content staying where 

they are. Or are they? Are we? 

 

Where they are, there is loud breathing, low moaning, empty easy trivialities, and 

beer. Where they need to go is the imagined shape-shifting line, which is scary by 

itself.  

This involves pain. 

Their skin has been rubbed raw, their pain turned into a magician’s pretty assistant, 

their mental imagery squashed and made a blurry grey. But we, like them, plod on. 

As we always have. Two, fifteen, three thousands of us, and each one of us is made 

by the rest of us and told by nobody else. 
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