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Mission Statement

The YAWP Masthead

Our Mission. YAWP is a literary journal dedicated to cultivating the manifold voices of  a modern
generation. In this spirit, we seek to provide an open, free space for the unfettered expression of
emerging young writing.
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Night Stairway

Edward Michael Supranowicz
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Angel Ink

Irina Novikova
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Resident

Dee Allen

Not a native, but a resident
Of  my corner of  East Oakland

Where poverty dominates,
Where broke-on-broke crime
Is as natural as drawing
Breath into lungs, there’s more
Cars and SUVs broken into
By unknown parties than not, more
Fenced-off  pieces of  land and
Liquor stores than there are
Community centres and decent
Food shops, the homeless sleep
Against boarded-up buildings
Empty inside as the price of
Housing continues to soar past the clouds,  Drugs and black market guns
Are always available, have been available,  Five decades of  strung-out
Black bodies and Black bodies shot
From petty disputes write that history,
Where the criminal image, the thug agenda is praised,  Where I fear the enemy & the enemy is my
own—
Believe me, I didn’t design this madness. I’m
Not a native, but a resident
Of  my corner of  East Oakland

Where poverty dominates,
But its effects are being relieved,
Mutual aid is not a theory here,
It’s hitting the street running,
Seeing to a long queue of  people, families in need,  Alleviating hunger, thirst, human health,
Mutual aid for the block
Takes several forms:
Black Cultural Zone,
Occur,
East Oakland Collective,
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Homies Empowerment,
POOR Magazine,
These days, the working class
Around here are supporting themselves,  Since the city won’t—

Downtown City Hall
Sees my place of  residence
As a blemish on the east side
In need of  change,
Just remove
The poor
From homes,
Re-name the block,
Welcome richer
Residents in—

Like I said, I didn’t design this madness.  But as long as I’m here, from my little house,
I’ll document it. I’m

Not a native, but a resident
Of  my corner of  the changing Bay Area,
Eastmont, Oakland, California, U.S.A.

Where I’m from.
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Surveying Landscape in the Mourning

Uriah Howard Allis

Bury the gash
with gunpowder,

but do not light
the longing.

Lift the veil
beyond the pale,

and kiss the bride
there waiting

(a chandelier,
cakes on tiers,

invitations,
vows housed

inside apartments
or maybe cities

or maybe villas
or maybe nowhere).

I can only think
of  one word
for beauty.

That is enough—

anymore and
we would never
know what to call
a sunrise.
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Yesterday’s Transport

KJ Hannah Greenberg
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BACK TO DARKNESS

Divyank Jain

Content warning: The following piece contains explicit depictions of  sexual assault. Readers sensitive to such material
may proceed with caution.

It was 1 o'clock in the night and the road was tightly busy. They stopped outside a
seventeen-storey hotel, gleaming as passing vehicles’ headlights reflected in its front window glasses
and doors. Ravi, who had come to that part of  the city for the first time, liked all the tall buildings in
this city though he liked the hotel more. With the pride he had lately acquired in belonging to this
city, he saw himself  in the huge entry door of  the hotel before turning to the left, following his uncle
down the ramp.

Down there, in the dark narrowness, was a collapsible gate, over which a board was hanging
and tiny glittering green lights were attached to it to form the name 'RANJAN-PALACE'. But the
way it was poorly written manifested that this hidden place was not owned by the hotel's
management but a much less affluent one. A watchman with a stiff  face, white beard and khaki shirt
slid the iron bars open for them, gave a reluctant bow to his uncle, spat in the corner, and stared at
Ravi from under his thick white brows until they passed the slope and entered into a darker side,
inclining their heads.

The blinding blue light from the hanging tiny bulbs came sudden and hard on Ravi's eyes as
he walked in, afraid to surpass his uncle's shadow. His uncle, 39 years old, recently divorced, and not
much taller than him, winked at a waiter. The waiter with a tray in hand smiled, showing his teeth in
blue. His hair was blue too. Until he went away to the people on the left, swinging the tray over his
shoulder, balancing it merely on three fingers of  his small right hand, Ravi couldn't move his eyes
from the glasses placed on it, clinking, spilling out something.

They walked up to the corner which was familiar to his uncle, and Ravi discerned that from
his carefree walk towards the particular direction while the tiny blue bulbs illuminating the entire hall
turned into red, so slowly that his eyes could not spot the change until it was done. Now, the blue
shirts of  waiters racing across the vague hall with trays in hands were red. The walls were red, and
the carpet under their shoes was red too. His uncle's broad face looked terrifyingly reddish. Ravi
checked the skin of  his right fist, red!

"The most peaceful place in the world," the uncle guffawed, standing under the spinning
chandelier that was sending gold coins onto the red carpet. Ravi watched them circling while his
uncle's laughter reverberated in the empty corner before there was complete silence again. His uncle
smoothed his hands on his pants and sat down on the leather sofa which was made for three but it
didn't make a big difference because his stout uncle left no space for anyone else to sit there. And no
one was coming to this corner. Ravi's knees were touching each other, his elbows were on them.

"Here, no-one's gonna see you, boy," his uncle said, placing a hand on his shoulder. "Don't
worry!" He winked. Ravi leaned a little backward trying to make himself  comfortable.
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A waiter came, placed the water pitcher on the table. "He's eighteen," said his uncle and
laughed. "He looks younger, though, doesn't he?" he said, looking at Ravi's rounded face.

"Yes," the waiter replied, not bothering to look at Ravi. "What'd you take, sir?"
"Are you new here?"
"Yes, sir."
"And you ask the same thing to everyone who wants a little time of  in-disturbance?"
"No sir, sorry. We have all sorts. What kind do you like?"
"That's how you drill our ears with your piercing voice? Now go to hell and send that one

here. That small one."
"I am sorry, sir."
As the waiter went away, Ravi’s uncle turned to him and said, "Don't be that person ever."
"Yes, he behaved strangely." Ravi guessed.
"No, he behaved exactly how a waiter should behave and how they trained them to… but

don't be that person ever."
"What do you mean, uncle?"
"Be strong! When someone says 'go-to-hell,' punch in his face no matter how hard your

knuckles hurt afterwards, ha-ha. Punch right on their nose!"
As the red light turned pink, the other waiter came and leaned over, sheepishly smiling.
"A light-one for the beginner and I'll take the same one, but harder," said his uncle and made

a queer growl, grinding his teeth while pronouncing 'harder.’ The waiter went away. Although he
seemed disturbed by Ravi's presence, Ravi was more disturbed than anyone else in the entire hall.

"How old are you really?" his uncle asked.
"Sixteen."
Ravi watched the waiter walking away, not manly.
"You like this city now?"
"Yeah," Ravi caught his uncle's eyes observing his shy skinny hands.
"What d'you like about this city? Surely not the traffic." His uncle cackled manly. "No

parking space but so many cars."
Ravi said, "I like the buildings, they are all so tall, and.. also the people, their attire and they

are so fast."
"Here, the girls are faster than cars. You like girls?"
Ravi stared down on the floor.
"Don't be afraid. I am not going to tell anyone whatever happens here between us and I

believe you also -"
"Sure, uncle."
"Then, look at me."
Ravi looked up and then down again.
"Tell me, d'you like some cute chicks from your school?"
Ravi nodded.
"How does she look? Taller or puffy?"
He didn't answer.
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"Is she hot?"
Ravi promptly looked up into his uncle's eyes. Then, he felt something peculiar about

looking into them. He lowered his eyes again.
After a minute of  bizarre silence, the waiter came back with a tray and put down all the

glassy stuff  on the table. Ravi saw it, his eyes bulging out, shoved backwards, and caught the waiter
raising a brow at his uncle. The uncle, not looking at the waiter, said, "Later, come later," and waved
him away. Ravi thought the waiter was asking for something.

"Isn't it hot here?" the uncle asked after a while.
"Yes."
"You can put aside your jacket." His uncle slid out his jacket and hung it on the back of  the

sofa, spreading out his legs to relax. Slowly, Ravi unzipped his jacket, opened it. All the while the
uncle's eagle eyes were checking him out, noticing each nervous moment of  his body. Ravi sat there
hugging himself  afterwards.

"Drink it," his uncle offered. "You'll feel better."
"But it's cold." Ravi touched and pulled his fingers back.
"Every cold thing makes you feel warm afterwards and every hot thing cools you down.

Remember that." His uncle laughed and touched Ravi's neck. A sudden vibration crossed his entire
body. "You are already hot, boy." He winked at him.

Ravi shifted his eyes to the table to take hold of  the glass carefully, his hands shivering.
Picking it up, he looked down into its floating redness. He had always wanted this day to come once
in his life, but not like this, not with his uncle whom he had considered a father figure after his own
father's death. In regretful nervousness, he looked at his uncle who had gulped down the glass-full
and waited for him to do so. Ravi closed his eyes, leaned a bit forward, lowering his head, tasted it.
He shook his head hard immediately, trying to forget about what the damn thing had stuck on his
tongue. His uncle swallowed another as if  the bloody thing was made of  honey.

"You don't wanna try this now, but after a few shots, it will become sweeter than the
sweetest thing you remember," his uncle said and drank another glass full. His eyes were now pink
while his forehead shone in the pale blue.

"Boy, here you need to learn new things and you need to learn them faster."
Resentful, Ravi took another sip. It tasted gingery and a bit better than before.
"So, tell me about that girl. You like her body?"
Ravi looked at him sharply and said nothing.
"In love with her?"
"No."
"Good! A man should never love."
"W-why?"
"Love is not for the man. The man is made for different kinds of  drinks, not for love. And

there are many thousands in this world." His uncle raised the glass, smiling but not showing his teeth
this time.

"Don't you miss aunty, uncle?" Ravi dared to ask after a while.
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"Why should I? She ditched me for another man. Yeah, I am telling the truth, now. This
damn thing makes you spit all the truth." He put the glass down on the table hard. "I am happy that
I am divorced. Free now. Look! I can do anything and there are a lot of  things to do in this city." He
winked again at Ravi. "Now we are both alike, boy, and there are a lot of  new things we could try
right here."

Ravi, not answering, looked at the clock. It was a quarter past 1 o'clock. He hoped it would
be a bit faster when his uncle placed his firm hand on his thigh, smoothly.

"So, what were you saying about your fucking girlfriend?" Ravi looked up, shocked. His
uncle's eyes were red, his hairs hanging ahead of  his forehead.

"I... I don't have one, uncle."
"You are lying, don't you? Young girls would die for such a cute face of  yours." The uncle

touched his left cheek, rubbed it with his harsh skin. "They would want to rub their cheeks here,
ha-ha."

As his uncle inched closer, Ravi pushed himself  backwards with his uncle's hand pressed on
his thigh. He dared not to remove it.

"When a girl does so, you must know what to do next. Do you know where you should
touch a girl?" He felt his uncle's hand inching upward slowly. "You know what they hide in here?"
Ravi shivered as his uncle's sturdy hand touched the main part and pulled his hand back, raising his
brows, admiringly. "You have grown up, child, don't you?"

Ravi, bewildered about what he should do, took hold of  another glass and emptied it as fast
as he could. "You are becoming a man now," his uncle announced and refilled the glass. "Drink it!"
Ravi looked down at his big hand, caressing his thigh, again.

"It's time to try my taste. Drink this one, boy." His voice rose.
Ravi took it and finished it. He felt his throat was melting down with it and the uncle stared

at him for a while.
"Yeah! Now, It's time to try another thing. A brand new thing for you."
The uncle, excited, called out the same waiter after he had finished the whole bottle. The

waiter came with another bottle and looked at Ravi with envious eyes. Before leaving, the waiter
swayed to Ravi's right side and tiptoed to touch something on the roof. Not until he slid the navy
blue curtain wide open from behind, had Ravi noticed it.

Now, with the fabric walls around them, it looked like a dark, rounded room, which was
getting hotter and hotter with Ravi's breath. He felt wet in armpits too and was also shivering
though, but only in the lower part of  his body. He had dark presentiments. As soon as Ravi sensed
his uncle leaning over him, he backed off, desperately wanting to get rid of  his shadow.

"So, you never touched a girl?" his uncle repeated looking at the wrinkles on Ravi's forehead.
And, Ravi, faint as he was, wiped the sweat away.

"Answer me, boy."
"No," he said.
"You know how to touch a girl?"
"No."
"Open your shirt."
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"What?"
"It's too hot? No? Come on, open it."
His uncle opened the shirt and then removed the belt. Even though Ravi felt something

blocking his eyesight, he could see his uncle's hairy belly in pink, inflating. "Now it feels like home."
The uncle declared as he picked up the bottle to guzzle it down. While pouring it into his mouth, he
put his other sweaty arm around Ravi's shoulder, pulling him closer. Ravi stared at his arm until his
uncle put down the bottle with a thud.

"Open your shirt, man. You are sweating like hell."
Ravi, lowering his eyes, touched the fabric of  his shirt. His pink hands, initially, failed to find

the buttons even though he could measure their distance with his eyes. With great struggle and a
humming sound in the back of  his head, he opened all the buttons, one by one. He felt like falling
asleep. Then, he felt his sweat freezing. Suddenly, he shuddered as his uncle placed his hand on his
naked shoulder.

"Now drink it."
"No," Ravi said, "I must not, uncle."
"Drink it!"
His uncle pulled him closer. He could feel his warm breath on his shoulder and chest.
"I do.. wan...uncle, please," Ravi said looking down at his shoes.
"Of  course, you want it boy. Don't be shy, now. I am your friend now. Let me teach you

everything about girls and their bodies. Don't be shy. Be the one who can survive in this city as I
did." his uncle said, sucking his lower lip. Ravi felt his fingers fondling his shoulder, then his nails
scratching his chest and then, there, his uncle pinched something hard. Ravi hurled away. Trying to
wake himself  up, he said. "No, uncle, please."

But his uncle held the glass in one hand and grabbed Ravi's head from the back in another to
make him drink the whole of  it, forcefully. "You must become a man, tonight." His deep voice
echoed in Ravi's ears. Half  the wine gushed out from his mouth, and down on his bare chest and
then he heard it dripping on the leather. He tried to push his uncle's heavy, hairy hands back, but he
couldn't. He choked and finally, with all his force, jerked his big hand away, throwing the glass down
on the floor.

The thirty-nine-year-old man growled and threw his nephew down on the sofa. Ravi,
light-headed, felt he was flying downward in a swirl. He saw the big square of  his uncle's face
floating and coming down closer to his belly. Ravi felt cold there. He felt cold in the knees. He felt
cold all over. The skinny legs trembled, then, he writhed hard under the great pressure, though he
felt very small against his uncle. Tightly closing his eyes and clenching his teeth, Ravi managed to
fold up his right knee and then they both wrestled. His hands couldn't repel him away. Ravi slipped
and rolled from the sofa down on the red-carpeted floor and hit his head hard on a table leg. He
shook his head. Now he felt like waking up again.

His uncle struggled to stand up straight, and limped towards him, but stumbled upon the
table. The half-filled bottle rolled down, pouring the wine all over the carpet. His uncle stood up,
heavily strode towards him. Ravi heaved himself  upright at the moment. As his uncle came closer,
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Ravi drove him back with both his hands, though it only threw Ravi backwards. His uncle, balancing
on his trembling legs, shook his head like a bull, trying to walk steadily, he roared, "go to hell!"

As the red lights turned blue, and his uncle came closer, Ravi lifted the bottle off  the ground
and smashed it right in the centre of  his uncle's heavy face hanging on an unstable neck. He saw
something darker running down from his uncle's nose and upper lip. Ravi stepped further for
another strike but his uncle walked backwards and toppled over the table, his body laid on the table
and head on the ground between the sofa and the table. His evil eyes were staring at nothing.

Panting, Ravi glared down at his stained fist. He put on his shirt and jacket, then removed
the curtain slightly. No one was there except for the small waiter who was playing something on his
phone with earbuds plugged in. The waiter looked up at Ravi with a blank look as if  he was deaf. For
a moment, he seemed to stare at Ravi but he uttered nothing and lowered his eyes and went back
inside.

He noticed that there was no light now as he came back and sat down on the sofa in the
dark beside his uncle and waited for more than two hours thinking about something.

The uncle woke up, baffled as he found his body in an unexpected position with his
nephew's stinging eyes on him. He stood up, touched his nose with the tip of  his fingers. Looked at
Ravi again and then down at his shoes. Then, he started sobbing and kept sobbing and weeping
while he put on his shirt and jacket and clasped the belt. After wiping his cheeks, as he found Ravi
still glaring at him, he lowered his eyes again in shame and sat down on the sofa beside Ravi and
there he cried even harder. "I miss her. Ravi, I utterly miss her every single day." His uncle choked.

Ravi grabbed his shoulder and lifted him. "I hate myself," his uncle sobbed. "I would kill
myself."

Ravi, not answering, walked him to the door and then out of  it. The watchman stood there,
not yet sleepy, glared at them both coming out with his hateful dark eyes under white brows. As his
uncle passed, brushing his khaki shirt, Ravi saw the bloodstains on his upper lip and nose. The old
man spat and then smiled. Ravi smiled back and kept smiling until he was out.

It was dark and cool out there and the road was empty. Ravi could take his uncle back to his
house easily. Not looking back at the tall dazzling building which Ravi liked the most in this city, he
kept walking straight towards the darkness spread out there. He didn't hate it, but he no longer
belonged to it. He thought it was better not to think about the city, its lights and its buildings. Ravi
wanted to think about the first-morning train back to his town.
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Involved

Joshua Britton

At the bar I ask whether we, as college professors, should friend our students on Facebook,
or, more specifically, whether we should accept friend requests from our students. I don’t want to be
more involved than I have to be with my students’ personal lives. But I also don’t want to be the
only square in the music department who closes himself  off  from the student body. Joseph says that
if  I don’t accept their friend requests I will miss out on some “classic shit”. Kristen points out I
won’t be able to tell “if  they’re lying about being too sick to go to classes.”

I learn of  Elliot’s broken engagement from one of  his posts:
The degree of  pain and heartache I am feeling is inhumane…
which a week later continues with:
Is there something inherently unlikable about me? What is it that makes people turn around when they see

me…
before eventually he admits defeat by downgrading his relationship status to:
it’s complicated
I consider asking Sandra why she dumped Elliot, as it is obviously she who did the dumping.

I run into her at the local music store when I stop in to get ready for the upcoming semester. I’ve
never seen her happier. But I don’t ask her anything. I don’t want to be involved.

Elliot is one of  my seniors. This is our first lesson in months, even though he promised he
would take lessons over the summer. For three years he’s been in and out as a performance major.
Whenever he lost the faculty’s approval he had to re-audition, and thus he kept re-entering and
re-exiting the program, annoying almost everybody in the process. After his junior recital, which was
technically optional as he was out of  the program at the time, we decided to give him one more
chance to prove us wrong.

And here we are, the first week of  classes, I haven’t seen him in months, and with the first
few notes it’s obvious he took most of  the summer off. In a few days he is scheduled to play not
only for me but also for the entire faculty who will then collectively decide whether he can graduate
with a performance degree.

And he’s crying, so I can’t even yell at him.
“Can we put off  Elliot’s jury a little longer?” I ask my colleagues on his behalf.
Kristen laughs. “Isn’t it tomorrow?  He wants a stay of  execution?”
“Why prolong the inevitable?” Joseph says, he our department chair, less amused than

Kristen. “I personally have been looking forward to failing him all summer. Unless of  course he’s
made leaps and bounds, and I’m talking Julliard quality.”

“Yes, the jury is only a formality,” Kristen agrees, laughing less, but still some, “to make his
failure as a college student official. Breakups can be hard, but you can’t let that get in the way of
academic development.”
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“Unless he’s got something on you,” Joseph says, joining in on Kristen’s fun. “Dirty pictures
or an incriminating recording. What are you hiding, Dr. Bell?”

“One week?” I ask, ignoring them both, which is all it takes to get them to reschedule.
Elliot has always been annoying in a “no balls” sort of  way. But at least he shows up to the

hearing, which is more than he did yesterday for what should have been his second lesson since
April. And at least he wears a tie. But he plays very few right notes. If  there’s anything more useless
than an undergraduate performance degree, it’s a non-specified bachelor of  arts in music, which is
what he will receive if  I don’t convince Joseph and Kristen to give him one final chance – for real
this time – two weeks from now.

#

“Hi, Tyler, have you seen what lover boy posted today?” Kirsten asks me in the faculty
lounge as I heat water for tea. “Your soaring senior?”

“Who? Elliot?” I ask. She shows me the screen of  her iPhone, which is open to Facebook.
“Why are you friends with him?” I ask.

She shrugs. “He was in my first-year seminar.”
Is anybody looking for an engagement ring? I have one for sale.
“Oh, good God.”
Kristen laughs. “This is usually when you make a joke about his balls.”
“Have you looked behind the couch? Maybe they’re back there.”

#

“Do you even want to graduate?” I ask.
“I’m sorry, I just have a lot going on right now…” Elliot says.
It has been over four months since he began his online pity party. I’ve decided I will no

longer allow it as an excuse.
“I can’t pass you if  you sound like you haven’t picked up your trombone in a week. What’s

going on with you?” To ask this is an invitation into his private life, a mistake, but I recover by not
giving him time to answer. “I don’t want to make you write out a practice chart, like I do with my
freshmen, but if  that’s what it will take then that’s what we’ll do.”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I’ve been feeling…”
“Elliot, please, it’s getting harder and harder to defend you. You realize the only reason you

haven’t failed yet is because of me. I’m the one sticking up for you. You would be a communications
major if  it weren’t forme.”

“I know, I’m sorry, Dr. Bell. It’s just I’ve been going through a lot lately…”
“So I’ve read.”
“…Plus I’ve got this ring I need to sell…”
“Yes, Elliot, I need to cut this short so I can get to a meeting I’m almost late for.”
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I sit back as I watch Elliot pack up slower than anyone has ever packed up a trombone in the
history of  the world. Finally he’s at the threshold of  the door. I stand up, too, and grab a random
folder to authenticate my excuse.

“See you later, Dr. Bell.”
“Take care, Elliot. By the way, how much are you asking for that ring?”
Dammit.
“I paid eighteen-fifty, but I’d take sixteen hundred. Are you interested?”
“No!” I almost shout. What’s wrong with me? “See you later,” I say, and I hurry down the

hall to the meeting I’ve made up.

#

Elliot fails again. He plays better than last time, but based solely on this performance we
probably wouldn’t have accepted him into the performance program as an incoming freshman, let
alone pass him as a senior. He seems content to receive the useless degree he’s now officially set to
receive. Kristen and Joseph would have taken more pleasure in failing him if  they hadn’t been
expecting me to beg for a final-final chance for him. But I don’t even bring it up. Nor does Elliot ask
me to.

Then he gets into a car crash. The light turned green so he went. But the driver in front of
him hadn’t budged because of  a jaywalking pedestrian.

“He’s willing to settle privately, so the insurance companies don’t get involved…” Elliot
explains.

“Sounds like a man without insurance.”
“…And I know that if  I reported it my rates would raise for sure…” He’d had an accident

last year, too, I now recall. “But if  I do settle privately I’ll have to ask my parents for money…”
I end up buying his engagement ring.
“I really can’t go lower than fifteen hundred, Dr. Bell.”
“That’s fine, Elliot, you can keep it. I’m not paying fifteen hundred for something I don’t

even want.”
“I paid eighteen-fifty, though, and…”
“Hold out for eighteen-fifty, then.”
“Could you go fourteen, at least?”
“Elliot, please.”
“Thirteen?”
“Oh, God.”
“Twelve-fifty?”
I cave at a thousand and bring him cash the next day.

#
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“I saw Sandra the other day while I was buying valve oil,” Joseph says. “She said more during
those two minutes than I’ve heard her say the last three years.”

After sitting through another inglorious student recital, the three of  us have gone out again,
per custom. Kristen buys the first round and puts her hand on my arm when she sets my drink in
front of  me. I love it when she does this, but she does the same with Joseph, so I don’t get excited.

“She’s liberated,” Kristen says. “Free from oppression.”
“What are you implying?” I ask.
“Just that if  Elliot had his way,” Joseph says, “she would’ve spent their marriage chained to

the radiator with just enough slack to reach the kitchen and the bathroom.”
“Are you joking?” I ask.
“And the laundry room,” Kristen adds.
“And eventually the nursery,” Joseph says.
“And that at some point somebody told Sandra it’s not 1950 anymore,” Kristen continues.
“What?!” I say. “What are you basing this on?!”
Joseph starts to laugh and then chokes on his beer. Kristen whacks him on the back.
“She discovered what a useful thing the brain is, and that she’d like to use hers.”
“And that she even had one in the first place!”
“Where are you getting this?!” I plead.
They both grin at me. “Forget we said anything,” Kristen says.
“Right,” Joseph agrees. “You don’t want to be involved in your students’ lives and we should

respect that. I apologize for bringing it up.”
They’re laughing at me, and I don’t understand why.
Needless to say, I look at Elliot differently the next time he’s in my studio. I eye him closely

as he plays his etude. He’s a small and unintimidating guy. He doesn’t look like a future wife beater.
I’m going to tell Joseph and Kristen they don’t know what they’re talking about.

“That’s sounding a lot better,” I say. “Good improvement in general. You doing all right?”
“Well…” he begins.
Dammit.
“Keep up the good work, Elliot.”
“…I’m going to need another five hundred dollars for the ring.”
“You’re kidding.”
“I paid eighteen-fifty for it. I really can’t go lower than fifteen hundred.”
“But you did. You went lower. You took a thousand.”
“I just need another five. It’s still a good deal.”
“Not for me. What am I going to do with it?”
“Propose to someone.”
“Elliot,” I say. “It’s time to go. I’ll see you next week.”

#
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After our faculty meeting the next day I linger longer than usual. Finally I’m alone with
Joseph, who, as the instrumental music chair, ran the meeting.

“What’s up, Tyler,” he says, as he finishes packing his briefcase.
“This kid, Elliot,” I say.
“You know what, Tyler? You tried your best with that kid. You tried your ass off. We admire

your dedication, honestly; Kristen and I were talking about it the other day; we really do. But it’s a
losing battle. Just go through the motions with him, and in a few months he’ll be out of  here, and if
there’s any justice we’ll never see him again.”

“I guess you’re right.”
“Those kids happen. They shouldn’t, but they do. And Elliot was a freshman your first year

teaching, right? Of  course you’re attached to your first class. I get it. But a kid like that, all you can
do is tell him to grow a pair and kick his ass to the curb. Believe me, he’s no reflection on you.”

#

Sometimes I have an appointment, a makeup lesson, and a faculty meeting in the same
afternoon and it’s not worth going home before the student recital that evening. But the practice
rooms closest to my studio are filled with students so sitting alone in my studio during the six
o’clock hour isn’t as quiet as one might like. One of  the practicing students is scheduled to perform
in an hour. If  you don’t have it by now it’s too late, I want to shout. But I’m not going to complain
about a student practicing. A mixture of  woodwinds, brass, and piano, it’s easy to pick out my
students by the sound of  the instrument, their playing quirks, their mistakes. None of  them are
Elliot.

Someone knocks on my door and I go to answer. I smile in greeting the middle-aged couple.
“I’m sorry, you look familiar, but I can’t quite place you.”
“Mr. and Mrs. Deborg, Dr. Bell,” the man says. “Elliot’s parents.”
Now my smile is forced, and I feel the ingenuity seeping through.
“What can I do for you?” I ask, and add, “Is Elliot all right?”
“Elliot is as good as anyone would be after being betrayed by his teacher and mentor.” Mr.

Deborg is taller than me, and therefore much taller than Elliot. He does the talking, while his wife
hides meekly behind him.

“Betrayed?!” We have to speak loudly over the sounds coming from the practice rooms. “I
have fought to give Elliot chance after chance and he has continuously let me down.”

“You took advantage of  a boy’s vulnerability…”
“Boy? He’s twenty-one!”
“…And you stole that ring from him for a fraction of  its value.”
“Stole?! A thousand dollars is nothing to sneeze at. And he practically begged me to buy it.

What do I want with an engagement ring? I don’t even have a girlfriend.”
“It’s worth almost twice what you gave him.”
“Not to me. To me it’s worth much, much less.
“Dr. Bell…”
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“Look, he can have the ring back. I’ve got it in my car; I’ll go get it. And then you can give
me my grand back. That sounds good to me. Let’s do that.”

“He’s got no use for an engagement ring.”
“I’ve got no use for it!”
“Dr. Bell,” Mr. Deborg talks down to me. “A deal is a deal…”
“Yes! That’s right! It is!”
“But you didn’t hold up to your end of  the bargain. You owe Elliot five hundred dollars, and

really, you should give him more, for the inconvenience.”
We have an audience. The practice rooms are silent and the kids, maybe a dozen of  them,

have come out of  their holes to watch the show.
I reach inside my studio for my coat, turn off  the light, and close the door. Rather than

commenting on the absurdity of  their accusation, I say, “I’m leaving now.”
I’m supposed to go to a recital in a little bit, part of  my duties as a faculty member, to help

determine whether a flute major will pass her senior recital and thus fulfill a requirement to graduate
this December – only one semester late – but I decide to go straight home instead. On my couch I
watch the baseball playoffs and peruse my phone. I see that earlier in the day Elliot posted on
Facebook:

I’m coming to grips with being betrayed by the people I trust the most.
Tomorrow, I decide, if  Elliot doesn’t give me my money back for his ring, I will go

downtown and pawn it. I’ll take a hit, I don’t care, as long as I’m no longer responsible for it.
Kristen texts me, no doubt between recital pieces, calling me a wise man to spare myself  the

torture of  tonight’s faux-virtuosic performance. Joseph texts later, after the recital would have ended,
to say that a) the recital was one big pile of  mediocrity but they’re going to pass her anyway, and that
b) there is a bizarre accusation going around about me of  which he just got wind. I try calling him
but he doesn’t answer. He often leaves his phone in the car when we go to the bar. I consider joining
him – Kristen is with him, I’m sure – but I’m still too freaked out to leave the house.

The next morning is my busiest teaching morning of  the week. I’m in the zone two minutes
into my first lesson and don’t give Elliot a thought. I’m a little exhausted by noon, and when my last
student leaves, I lean back at my desk and enjoy a sense of  accomplishment.

“What the hell is going on?” Joseph says at the door, inviting himself  in, and closing the
door behind him. “Last night one of  my students told me you conned that Elliot pansy out of  the
engagement ring Sandra gave back to him? They’re saying it was a priceless heirloom and he was so
desperate for cash that you took advantage of  him and forced him to accept six hundred dollars for
it? What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Family heirloom? He didn’t even pay two grand for it.”
“So the rest is true?!”
“No! Almost none of  it is true!”
“Almost none?! Look, I know we give you a hard time about wanting to keep your distance

from your students’ personal lives, but that’s actually a good rule to live by, so I would’ve hoped you
weren’t taking us seriously.”

“Oh God, is that really what’s going around?”
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“Oh yeah,” Joseph says. “Real shit storm. So guess what you and I are about to do?” I look
at him blankly. “We’re going to see the dean. He wants you in his office ay-sap. Like, now, if  you’re
free.”

“The dean?”
“As your chair I’m going to sit in on the meeting and defend you. But before we head

upstairs you need to tell me with as much detail as possible what the hell is really going on.”
My phone vibrates. It’s Kristen calling me. I’ve received thousands of  texts from her but I

don’t think she’s ever actually called me. I wonder if  she calls Joseph.
“I was leaving for an appointment when I saw that the side window of  your car is shattered,

and the door is wide open!”
“Oh no!” I shout, startling Joseph a good bit. I give him the abridged version and he says

he’s right behind me but I’m already down the hall, out the building, running for the parking lot.
“Hi, Dr. Bell!” I hear someone call.
I look over and see Elliot sitting on a bench.
“Hey buddy, you doing all right?” I say, not stopping to talk, but slowing down enough not

to be rude. He’s smiling, which is strange under the circumstances, but I haven’t seen him smile in
months so I welcome it. “Stay out of  trouble, I’ll catch you later.”

“Tyler, I’m so sorry,” Kristen says as I arrive at my car. “I wish I could stay and help but I’m
running late. Let me know if  there’s anything I can do.”

She touches my arm before getting in her car and driving off. I’m left staring at the shards of
glass along the passenger side of  my car. There have to be witnesses. It’s not like the faculty lot is
hidden. The sun was up when I arrived this morning. I can see students milling about from here. I
can even see Elliot sitting on the bench, watching me. I look at the streetlights and trees, thinking
there must be a security camera hidden somewhere. I’m mildly confident that whoever did this will
be caught. Assuming it’s a student, I hope he’s expelled, or at least put on probation.

Then I remember something. I open the glove box, but the ring is gone.
“Ahh!” I loudly groan.
“Jesus, Tyler, I’m sorry,” Joseph says, as he finally catches up. “What kind of  an animal…is

anything missing that you can tell?”
Just the evidence, I think to myself. Joseph puts his arm on my back and bends over to get a

better look inside.
“Was there anything valuable?” he asks.
“I don’t know,” I mumble.
“You have insurance, I assume,” he says. “Go ahead and call the police. I’ll talk to the dean

and we can do our thing later.”
“What? Oh, the dean? Yes, let’s do that later.”
Joseph walks back towards the music building while I dial 9-1-1. I close the car door and,

even though anyone with an arm could easily reach inside, I press the automatic locks. I turn to go
sit next to my student while I wait for the cops to arrive. But Elliot isn’t there anymore.
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Modern Filmy Saloon

Debasish Banerjee

It was just a wobbly, wooden shack. Despite this, the roof  was still proudly upholding the
partially crooked and grotesque sign-board advertising Modern Filmy Saloon.

Jhopu was sitting inside looking at himself, his awkward face pitted with scars of  smallpox
mostly hidden behind a thick milk-white beard. It was his saloon, some thirty years old. He lifted his
head to look around his saloon, all made up of  some wooden planks, pegs and thick polythene
sheets. As for his paraphernalia: two old horse-haired brushes, two scissors, a pair of  hair-combs, an
aluminium bowl, a straight razor, several packets of  Topaz blades, a tube of  aromatic shaving cream
and rectangular mirror in its archaic fashion stuck on the wooden wall were all that made up the old
inmates of  the saloon. Only the two hydraulic reclining chairs were the new room-mates there,
totally unmatched. Jhopu had bought them just the previous year. He hoped for more customers.
Literally, his Modern Filmy Saloon was as old as to have existed beside the highway for more than
three decades.

He was getting on well. But now he was not to have the wind at his back. Jhopu's Modern
Filmy Saloon was counting the days until eviction. Two men came to him last week and ordered him
to leave the place with his baggage, as they had purchased some acres of  land there to erect buildings
for an English medium school. They had even started fencing the area and Jhopu's saloon was in the
farthest corner of  the land, from where the highway was at a stone's throw distance. The owners
even pitched in a big placard declaring in big, bold letters ST. GEORGE'S where just below the
name Trespassers will be prosecuted could meet the eyes of  its beholders.

Now Jhopu, a man devoid of  any formal education, started wondering who that St. George
was that had destroyed his life like a house of  cards. The place near the highway had always favoured
him for decades, allowing him to make his earnings without a hitch and retain a fair two square
meals a day. The last six years saw Jhopu’s barbershop witness an influx of  customers, mostly
highway labourers and wealthy men who did not worry about screeching their cars to a halt to have a
quick shave. Despite this, Jhopu did not hire a helper but carried on quite fairly all by himself. It was
his increasing income that convinced him of  the basic theory of  a successful
businessman—customer satisfaction. And it was that very thought that made him realize that his
Modern Filmy Saloon was not a modern one. It pushed him to install two hydraulic chairs as a first
sign of  a modern outlook in his ancient world.

Every morning around seven when the first bus for Delhi would trundle to a halt on the
highway, be it a bone-chilling northern winter or the unceasing heavy downpour of  a monsoon,
Jhopu would get down from his rusty, ramshackle cycle after a rattling kilometer of  a journey from
his village Andhrigarhi. He would untie the knot from the handlebar to release an aluminium tiffin
carrier tied there by his wife Guddi as was routine. He would unlock the wobbly wooden doors of
his Modern Filmy Saloon, sweep and dust his working place, and pitch two incense sticks in a lump
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of  earth before the pictures of  gods and goddesses and murmur mantras. Then his work for the day
resumed. He loved to chat away about any topic—films to politics. But, as he knew that people were
prone to get excited and later incensed when politics found its way to their lips and ears, Jhopu
never dared to cross this no man's land. He invariably restricted himself  to Yeses and Nos for never
did he rank below any political party.

Bhalku, the green grocer, rent the air with his usual boisterous laugh through his red lips
soaked in betel juice claiming that The Socialists were going to outdo this time the corrupted
People's Party. And at this Jhopu's scissors that would run resonating kranshh...kranshh across a
school boy's fleecy head halted in response, before being followed by its master's nods and chuckles.

A hurried, affluent customer in a blazer and goggles, who had to put up with the cheap smell
of  shaving cream lathered across his whiskered face, would shower Jhopu with a smile of  satisfaction
eventually and reward him with a whole twenty rupee note (for he did not bother to get his five
rupees back). Jhopu's heart smiled discreetly. It was his extra-earning of  course. Such a miracle
became a natural phenomenon in his life. In a nutshell, fortune favoured him.

The village chowkidar admired his mountainous moustache looking himself  in the big
mirror. Layers of  red oxide peeled off  in many places though he had nothing to do with it. Bansilal
would roll his grey moustache and drone, "My moustache is my pride. Kishanlal, my grandfather,
fought the British, walked with Gandhi Ji and observed a hunger strike for twenty four days when
Chauri Chaura police station was set on fire." He then roved his eyes and would rattle, "and my
father? Ha...ha...ha...only by dint of  his courage did he raise himself  to the rank of  Subedar, Subedar
Satyapal. I am their descendant." Saying so the man halted, looked around, shot up his brows and
pointed to his well cared for moustache before repeating, "So, my moustache is my pride."

Those days went by like a hit movie and Jhopu could easily have bet to have learnt every
dialogue of  some of  his distinguished customers by heart. Now, it would likely be a dream. He would
often look out of  his cell and gaze at the placard—his enemy. After stammering through the
spellings and scratching at his bearded chin for two struggling minutes or so Jhopu succeeded in
deciphering that St. George must be a man of  letters or the real owner of  the proposed school
building. Sometimes the barber clenched his teeth in anger staring at the placard and the fence of
barbed wire. How desperately he wished to pull out the placard was something known to his
afflicted heart only. But was he not helpless?

The next day when the village chowkidar Bansilal came Jhopu's first business was to gather
as much information about that St. George as possible, for the chowkidar was the only literate
person among all his regular customers. Jhopu was certain to have his answers. So he asked, "Do you
know, chowkidar sahib, who this St. George is?" pointing at the placard. His finger was straight
under a pair of  crooked brows. Bansilal, who knew next to nothing of  that St. George, was
flummoxed by such a question and tried to find a suitable answer for it. After a minute's thought the
chowkidar replied dubiously, "I don't know much of  this man but he may be a great English man."
Then the man looked at the direction of  the placard and continued, "I think this man must have
something to do with schools."
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"Angrej (an English man)," said Jhopu with a current of  bitter surprise surging within him.
"They had left our land many years ago. Then why did this man come back again? What will he get
here by ruining our life again?"

Chowkidar patted his shoulder and smiled. He could understand that the erected placard and
the  barbed-wire fence were a jinx to this old barber.

Jhopu on the other hand wondered, "Had that great old man been still here, that Angrej
wouldn't have dared to encroach this land to get him in trouble. Damn this St. George!" he cursed.

Then one of  his customers told him that some rich men were going to build a big school
there and that St. George was the name of  it. In the noon time when the sun was beating down
upon the roadside tamarind tree and someone's tired goat tethered there was bleating for water
looking at the road-side dry hand pump, Jhopu thought to have a siesta. At this time his business
slackened. But every once in a while a few called Modern Filmy Saloon just to have a shave or get
their heads massaged. Therefore, Guddi's routine phone call inquiring if  Jhopu was taking his lunch
in time and having a bit of  a nap was the ultimate satisfaction for him. He would retire this time to
the pair of  hydraulic reclining chairs, where he would cross his legs and click his mobile keypad to
some old Hindi songs—mostly in combination with Raj Kapoor-Mukesh or Dilip Kumar-Rafi. They
lulled him to sleep so easily amidst the turbulence he was going through. An ocean has great
turbulence on its surface but there lies within an insurmountable tranquility. New-found trouble was
tormenting the barber's life but amidst this mess he was blessed with a little peace to usher in his
sweet dream: every letter of  Modern Filmy Saloon was twinkling in striking and vivid fluorescence.
Large distempered walls cubicled with translucent glass panels, shelves lined with an expensive
assortment of  shaving creams, foam tubes, hair dyes, face wash tubes and more than two hydraulic
reclining chairs with rich and distinguished customers sitting in them looking contented before giant
rectangular framed glass panels. The barber and his  assistants were criss-crossing their scissors while
the aristocratic fragrance of  expensive perfumes pervaded the saloon. Money was raining—no more
a dream it was for Jhopu, but a likely reality. But the dream succumbed to a loud honking. A
luxurious Volkswagen screeched to a halt just before the Modern Filmy Saloon. Tormented, Jhopu
opened his eyes amidst the bleak bundles of  wood planks and patches of  polythene sheets
consigning his vision to the river of  reality—a very practical world he now disgraced.

No sooner did the car's wheel come to a halt when the old barber drew the wobbly doors
away. He peered out to see two well dressed men coming towards his cell.

"It's still here… this damn shack! ... not gone away yet!" spoke a fat man volubly stretching
his suspenders with his thumbs.

The words reached Jhopu's ears. He felt threatened.
"Hey!" hollered another one who was rather thin in his jeans and T- shirt. "You're still here?

All the rest have gone away. Haven't I told you to go away and pitch the tent somewhere else?"
Jhopu, who was blinking like an innocent cat, gathered enough courage to utter, "But where

will I go? I've been here for thirty years. Where can I get land to set up my saloon now?"
"This Isn't our headache," the fat man spoke out bluntly. "This land is ours. Go away from

here by tomorrow and do your business somewhere else."
The thin man smirked. The old barber helplessly scowled at this.
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"You've just a day more," the fat man spoke out."Construction work will start tomorrow. Go
wherever you can by tomorrow or your saloon will be pulled down."

They drove off  belching a trail of  black smoke.
Now tormented and ruffled, the barber cursed those rich men whom he thought had

infiltrated his peaceful life and poisoned it through their own will.
He first thought of  Shivaji Market as a probable place for him to set up his saloon. But he

had rather an inclination to give up on that plan. Jhopu assumed that to set up his saloon at Shivaji
Market would be only a dream. Such a big and crowded place like Shivaji Market, where there were
dozens of  saloons already with their market and all maintaining a monopoly on the affluent
customers of  the township Shivaji Nagar could hardly give a room for Jhopu, this unsophisticated
village barber. It was a rich place that would only welcome a rich investment of  sixty thousand at the
minimum, which the barber could afford only after emptying his sole bank account, all his savings
and selling off  Guddi’s two gold bangles. Now Jhopu wondered how easily accessible it would be for
one to reach the wonderland of  his dream. To actualize this dream one must have the guts to
traverse a road full of  thorns.

He thought of  other places but those melted away in the wink of  an eye for he knew he
would be discarded everywhere in an age of  luxury, recreation and affluence.

His thoughts started fluttering briefly and then subconsciously kept to a corner he always
despised.

Birju... he gradually grew to despise him.
Guddi did not… could not, for being an affectionate mother.
Birju, their only son, could have been a great support at this juncture of  insecurity. It always

happens: old clings to new. Of  course a pair of  old eyes and wrinkled hands needed to be propped
by sinewy and trustworthy limbs. But for Johpu and Guddi this doctrine of  life did not apply.

Birju was twenty when he turned obstinate, to their shock. Why? Some of  his friends, the
village youth, were leaving for Mumbai to seek their fortune and Birju, too, wanted to follow them.
As for education? That episode had already been wrapped up after his laborious effort to get
through class seven three times. His frisky youthful nature quite easily justified his father's
profession—a menial task, only meant for a nonentity. He thought that a city like Mumbai could
cater to a rain of  opportunities. There was nothing in his village for him except drudgery and
struggle but he could easily find a job in Mumbai for it was the city of  the rich folks, hotels,
restaurants, shopping malls, ultra-modern theatres and much more. In a nutshell, their life ran with a
dizzy laughter but here in this village, life slogged. Hence, one dark morning the house door was
found unbolted and a folded letter discovered under the pillow to their horror. The letter was all
about going away to far off  Mumbai to work in a hotel or restaurant. Providing a pinch of  hope,
Birju had promised to come back once he settled there but it was a mere formality. He had never
come back since then. Twenty six years slid past. But their hope remained stagnant as before.

Now, as though lacerated by this fatal blow hurled at him by those ravenous for wealth, the
barber decided to take revenge. He grunted a vicious oath— he would rip out the placard where St.
George was still smirking at him. That acerbic smile the barber could no longer put up with, and to
pacify this turbulence revenge became inevitable, however less poignant it was.
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He decided, thus, to wait for the night.
Jhopu heard Guddi chanting Hanuman Chalisa, a signal that she would be in bed soon. The

clock hands were about to strike eleven. He could hear the faint refrain of jaagte raho. The village
chowkidar was on his beat. He was patrolling. The symmetrical tap… tap… tap of  the chowkidar's
lathi was an antithesis—all and sundry were sleeping.

"How can I break the rule of  the night?" he thought. "If  the chowkidar sees me out at this
time, what will I say to the man doing his duty? He's there to keep the peace but I'll be there to act
for violence—I never did anything violent till this age," Jhopu writhed as a series of  thoughts
gripped him all at once. But he tightened his jaws in decision. "I can't help but carry out this
violence! The least I can do to appease my soul.”

Before long, Guddi was snoring, as if  inviting the night to become more tranquil and in
deeper favour of  her husband's secret act—revenge before the doomsday. Even a non-venomous
snake battered almost to death desires tooth and nail to chuck out his saliva and implant his fangs
into his foe, however deadly he may be.

Jagte raho gradually melted away into the murky lanes of  the village. Jhopu, with an iron rod in
hand, stepped out of  the house and started down the desolate path clad in the pitch-dark robe of  the
amabashya (new moon). The July clouds were snarling above, ready to pounce upon their prey
unprotected and unsheltered. The barber felt gratitude towards the occasional lightning bolt flashing
like a torch-light helping him have a brief, clear view of  the landscape. He felt walking to be quite
safer than cycling at this time for the sharp screeching and clanging of  his ramshackle, rusty cycle
might arouse the sleeping street dogs, which barking might summon the chowkidar and leave him to
be caught red handed. He chose a shortcut through lanes and alleys (the shortcut did not in any way
matter to him. What mattered was to keep himself  from being discovered). The wide village road
stood out for being transparent; meanwhile, those lanes and alleys bore the quality of  opaqueness,
meant only for carrying out any secret task the meek, peace-loving people of  this so-called society
despised.

A loud crash of  thunder woke up Guddi. She was nearly puzzled when she did not find her
old man there. To her anxiety, he was not found in the bathroom either. Now, panic overpowered
her. The clouds that were snarling a while ago now started roaring. Guddi's tensed countenance gave
out a call, "Jhopu… Jhopu!" The occasional flash of  lightning revealed the face lines of  a lady on the
verge of  senility. More suspense brewed when her thought to phone him was dashed—his
cell-phone was lying by his pillow.

Now, big drops of  rain began pattering down onto the earth. The more the raindrops
glistened with lightning, the worse the old lady got. She cursed the falling rains, crackling thunder
and obstinate lightning ripping the dark sky into pieces. She once thought to go to her neighbour
but refrained thinking that he might come back soon, and thus waited.

By now Jhopu had reached his destination. He was drenched to the skin. Walking past the
barbed wire he found himself  before his eternal foe—the placard boasting St. George in big bold
letters. The old man, looking all at once rickety and haggard and soaked in the falling rain, stabbed at
his enemy. The big, iron placard remained stable. Suddenly with a strong current of  demonic force
the barber pierced the rod through the placard. Mangled it. But he tightened his jaws and scowled
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when he saw the placard still standing erect, as though smiling at his failure to drain the entire
strength of  his enemy—bold lettered St. George. Now he looked down the ground, breathed
restlessly under a pair of  burning eyes spewing only revenge and hatred. He realized what he needed
to do to wipe out his arch-rival. The barber started panting heavily at the sudden exertion. He lifted
his rod and hurled it down into the ground that had by now turned soft in the rain. He dug on and
on. Kept on buckling down. Eventually, the mighty iron pole of  the big placard grew wobbly,
trembling and shaking like a defeated, surrendered soldier. What was needed: just a final blow. The
old man curled up the sleeves of  his kurta, his fingers smeared with soil and dirt. Picked up the fallen
iron rod. He blew his rod down fiercely into the bottom of  the pole. Raked up lump of  soil.

All at once, Jhopu's eyes gleamed. He grinned to his heart's content. A burst of
laughter—ha… ha… ha… ho… ho… ho… rent the air of  the turbulent monsoon night. He looked as
though his eyes would pop out of  their sockets. With a loud crash the big placard collapsed on the
ground puddled in the incessant downpour.

But, what was the man doing? Was he still a man? It was so unnatural of  him. It looked as
though he had lost his senses. He laughed on and on with a rising crescendo—ha… ha… ha… ho…
ho… ho… Then he stopped suddenly and kicked the fallen placard lying dead as a corpse. Picked up
lump after lump of  soil and hurled them down at the placard. Smeared all over in soil and mud the
man was beyond recognition. He picked up a lump of  mud and pressed tightly against his chest, eyes
bloodshot, and announced like a victorious warrior, "Mai is Angrej ko maar diya… mere jamin se nikal
diya… (I killed this English man... drove him away from my land).

The man kicked the placard, threw lumps of  mud and danced in his revelry in the puddle.
Finally, he was no longer a man. Insanity left him. Revealed a lunatic.
Unaware of the rain and mud, the man was busy throwing, kicking and dancing. Why not?

He had achieved a victory unknown to those men, sensible and civilized.


