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Kali’s Infatuation




Kali yawned and opened his eyes to
narrow slits. His bride of two days stood in the door way of the
hut against the morning sun, her semi-transparent sari revealed her
sensuous body. Kali felt the beginnings of arousal nudging
him awake. He called to her:

“Hey, Munni…”

“Don’t call me that. Only my Papa calls
me that.”

“OK, yar, Mangli, what are you
looking at? Screwing up your pretty face; come back here.”

Mangli looked back and saw the mischief
in his eyes. “No chance,” she said. “I have to fetch water, light
the fire, cook a meal and do a thousand other things,” she
stuck her tongue out at him.

Kali leapt out of bed and made a lounge
for her. She took off like a hare down the narrow dirt
footpath, screaming in excitement. Kali would have chased her but
he was butt-ass naked.

In an adjacent hut Mangli’s
father-in-law looked up from his meal, “Hey Ram! Have they
started to fight already?”

“Don’t be silly. You are old and
unobservant,” said mother-in-law. “Can’t you hear her giggle? I’d
say they are getting along fine. Thank God! I am still afraid. I
hope marriage will bring some sense to his head, he is such a
fickle lad, so full of fanciful ideas and yet so simple in
the ways of the heart.”

Kali was a hard working lad…when
the mood took him. He just couldn’t go along with the set ways of
the village folk. He liked doing things his way, often with
disastrous results, but at times it did work; like when he
devised a siphon to draw water from the new elevated all
concrete aqueduct that took water, by passing their village, to
faraway places. The villagers of this very small hamlet had
grudgingly accepted and adopted his idea. They had a right
to the water too, they maintained, and Kali had shown them the
way.

A young teenager, Kali loved climbing
trees. His favourite was a huge old banyan tree on the edge
of the village. Its ample branches made a comfortable lying perch.
At times he would spend the whole day lying in its branches
observing birds busy with their food gathering; village folk
leading their bullocks to the field carrying wooden ploughs across
their shoulder; women drawing water from the well; smoke curling
from chimneys, and village dogs frenetically scratching themselves.
When his father stood in the village square, looking left and right
for Kali, he would scramble down to help him in the field.

“Oye! Munni, Mangli or whatever you
are,” he said one day, “our hut is too small. I am going to make a
new house for us!”

Mangli was thrilled; she hopped up and
down clapping her hands with glee.

“Yes! Oh, lovely! When are you going to
start? This ol’ hut is so ugly and decrepit. Where are you
going to make it?” Her large innocent eyes searched his face.

“You’ll see,” he said looking towards
the large tree.

Mangli followed his gaze and froze; her
mouth fell open.

“No!” she wailed and clapped a hand to
her mouth. “You are not, are you? Tell me you are not! Please tell
me you are not! Only monkeys live in trees!”

Kali smiled,
I-have-something-up-my-sleeve kind of smile, “Trust
me…you’ll love the new hut.”

The village elders exchanged glances
and shook their heads, “We know he is crazy,” they said. “When will
he ever grow up and be practical? A house in the tree, indeed! He’s
married now – no longer a child.”

It took Kali a long time to build his
tree house for he worked alone. Mangli stood by disapprovingly, but
finally Kali’s enthusiasm and earnest hard work infected her young
imagination and she pitched in and helped. His father and mother,
though, looked unbelievingly on. They didn’t say much, their
stony silence told him all.

“What is wrong with our son?” wailed
his father, “Why does he think so differently? He has always been a
maverick!”

Kali worked doggedly on. To pitch a
level floor between branches was difficult and time consuming. The
roof was even harder for the branches got in the way and Kali could
not achieve an inclination that would allow the rainwater to run
off.

In time, the tree house took shape and
the young couple moved in. The first pre monsoon rain drenched them
and their meagre belongings. Mangli was desolate and pleaded with
Kali to shift back to their old, but dry, hut. Kali
explained that he could not afford to loose face again and be the
butt of derision and sarcasm that would include her as well now. He
promised to re-lay the roof and achieve a better angle. If only he
had some corrugated sheets - but that was way beyond his means.

“It’s only the first rains,” scoffed
the elders, lounging on charpoy’s and smoking the
hookah. “In a fortnight when the Monsoon hits, they will be
washed down like the dust off the leaves of the banyan
tree.” Too many of Kali’s harebrained ideas had actually succeeded
and made the wise men look silly. They hoped this project of his
would fail miserably…that would make the elders look good.

Kali and Mangli spent the happiest hours with each
other cozily embraced in their tree house. Daylight hours invited
heavy sarcasm and exaggerated pitiful looks from all in the
village.

And then one day, dark heavy clouds rolled
in from the south-west; lightening displays heralded the arrival of
the monsoon. The young couple climbed into their lair and
waited with baited breath. The sound of the heavy downpour on the
leaves was loud, rhythmic, and soothing. They clung to each other
with trepidation and soon fell asleep praying they don’t get washed
down the tree. The rain continued, nonstop, for two days. Their
tree hut survived the onslaught!

 


The following morning was bright and clear.
The young couple awoke to the sound of birds chirping in the
branches. Kali smiled happily, he hugged his pretty pert nosed
wife. “Our little nest has survived this huge deluge and now I
stand vindicated. I shall walk proudly down the village
street.”

He threw open his flimsy door and stood
aghast: the land as far as he could see, was a vast sheet of water;
the village was flooded - the aqueduct had split its sides and
flooded the countryside.

When Kali looked around, he saw
inhabitants of the village clinging to every available tree in
sight. A large number were perched on the branches of his beloved
tree. He looked down and saw his parents sitting on a wide branch
and stretched a hand to them.

“My son,” said his father with a voice
choked with emotion “I am so proud of you. You had the
foresight to build on this tree, I feel sure you somehow
knew the aqueduct was not robust enough to contain our severe
monsoons. Bless you, my child. The sound of your snores all night
showed us the narrowness of our thinking.


 


Mystique

 A love story set in
the capital of India: New Delhi

 



Prologue

 


He sat so he could watch those that came in
through the hotel’s front door; he knew only a handful of people in
Delhi, all of whom he had asked to try and contact her.

Will she come he wondered.

He waited all day in the lobby watching the
front door; sipping gin and rising occasionally to stretch his
cramped legs. He sacrificed lunch so he would not have to move away
and miss her coming in.

Will she come? He was told she
visited this hotel quite often. He wished he had taken her
address.

On a visit, a year ago, he had left this
hotel hurriedly to catch an early morning flight because of an
overnight family crisis in Karachi. Once in Pakistan, his ageing
parents insisted he get married right away.

A disaster: the marriage had not lasted six
months ending in divorce. He was back now in Delhi hoping to meet
the girl of his dreams!!!

He walked around the lobby.

 


WEDDING

BANQUET HALL – GROUND FLOOR

RAHUL WEDS SITA.

 


He wondered idly how many Rahuls and
how many Sitas would there be in Delhi? Too many to
count he reckoned, those were common names in India. He found
himself at the door of the Banquet Hall; should he take a peak? He
pushed the door and stuck his head around it. He looked directly
into the eyes of the beautifully bedecked bride.

Ya Mohammed! He breathed.

 


THE STORY

 


He studied her surreptitiously during the
party: short auburn tinted bouffant hair which made her look taller
than her 5ft 5inches, matching nail polish and natural
makeup. Her quick flashing eyes met his every now and again. She
laughed exaggeratedly and swung her gaze across to him: not looking
directly at him and yet remaining aware of him. He waited
until she was deep in conversation and then swiftly moved to
another part of the room.

He waited and watched; and it happened as he
thought it would: she laughed elatedly, looked up at the ceiling
then casually glanced to where he should have been standing. Her
eyes swept that portion of the room before returning to her circle
of conversation.

Where has he gone, she wondered? He looks
interesting I hope he hasn’t left.

She casually changed place in the circle so
she could observe the room behind her. She lifted her glass and
looked over its rim. He waited partially hidden by a potted palm.
She soon spotted him, he waved; her eyes swiveled to where he stood
hidden; she looked at him for a moment then turned and went to the
dining room – a slight embarrassed flush rose to her cheeks. Gosh!
He’s brash and forward, but so good-looking; wonder who he
is?

Hashim stepped out of the room to the
darkened verandah and espied her through the glazed window. She was
smart. Her fitting dress emphasized her body; she flitted around
the table smiling at acquaintances that helped themselves to
tid-bits and floated back to the sitting room to her circle of
friends.

She felt an excitement in her chest – the
party was becoming interesting – that man was irresistible. She
looked around: now where has he gone, he won’t stay put, will
he?

Hashim stepped back into the living room and
stood behind her with his back to her.

“Array, Yar, where have you been?”
said a male voice behind her. “Just mingling,” said a second male
voice. “I smell ‘Mystique.’”

Hashim recognized the perfume she was
wearing. He felt, rather than saw her turn around. He looked over
his shoulder into those electric eyes. She was looking at him
curiously:

“Are you stalking me?”

“No, err…well yes. May I…?”

She liked men who were open; she smiled,
“I’m flattered.”

“Hashim at your service, Madam!” he made a
little bow; ‘Mystique’ enveloped him. Her tinkling laugh told him
he had made a favorable impression.

“May I get you another drink, m’am?”

“Love another one, it’s sherry. And hurry
back – I’m parched!”

He’s suave and courteous too! I love his
classical good looks and his old world charm. Is it the
sherry or am I being swept off my feet?

She waited tentatively; Hashim appeared,
bowed and offered her the sherry. They stood and chatted; he made
her laugh a lot – he was well informed, quick, and full of fun.

I am thirty-four, she thought, and this is
the first man I am enjoying the company of. Should I be brash
enough to make the first move? Dammit, who cares!

“Hashim, shall we quietly get away and catch
a coffee at the Hyatt?”

“What a splendid idea! Of course, we
shall. But I don’t have wheels.”

“No problem: I have chauffeured
wheels. Let’s escape quietly.”

They made an unobtrusive exit… covertly
watched by her circle of friends.

 


They ordered iced coffee and thinly sliced
asparagus sandwiches at the coffee shop and danced
cheek-to-cheek till 4 a.m.

It was in the way of things that they booked
a room – two rooms actually - though one was never used.

Languorous mornings followed prolonged
mid-day cocktails that followed light lunches of cold cuts and
mayonnaised salads. A luxuriating tub bath got them ready for a
night of fun.

He had never got along so well with a woman.
He looked at her with tenderness – he could spend his life with
her. She noticed his compassionate looks and felt he was gearing up
to make some kind of a proposal….

Next morning when she stretched her arms to
cuddle him he was gone! She looked in the toilet and tiptoed, keys
in hand, to the other room – nope! No signs of him. She had
breakfast in bed and yet he didn’t appear.

She checked at the reception: “He has
checked out, Madam.”

“…What!!!”

“He paid for the rooms and food and checked
out early this morning. He left this note.”

“Hi Sita: sorry, love, had to leave in a
hurry. Will catch you soon. Rooms, food, etc. all taken care
of!

Love you,

Hashim.”

 


“Where has he gone? Has he left an
address?”

“No, Madam. But the check-in register says:
Bunder road, Karachi.”


Protocol




Prelude

 


Pratish and Sulaiman were close friends right
through Elphiston Grammar and remained close mates at Ganga
College. People called them the ‘Inseparables’.

Whilst still scholars at the academy, they
made a brotherly pledge that their first born, if a boy would be
named Harish and if a girl would be called Parveen.

 


Harish

 


Tall and handsome, gifted with easy
charm and comfortable wealth, he was a desirable catch. Well liked
and popular with both sexes, but not a very good looser at
sports

Jyoti was his latest flame and ran about him
like a puppy would its master. He treated her perfunctorily, almost
bordering on shabbily. When Upinder, his closest friend,
remarked on how offhandedly he treated such a sweet and trusting
girl, Harish turned on him telling him firmly to mind his own
business. Girls were no problem for him. If they didn’t like the
way he treated them they could “fade.

What the hell, yaar? Thought Upinder,
he is the campus hero and thrives on adulation. One day he will get
married! I shudder to think how he will treat his wife. He is my
friend, but I admit he’s a bully; and like all bullies, he will
marry a girl who is submissive and spineless. Well, best of bloody
luck to him; hope he manages to find happiness in the bargain.

 


Pratish Pandey sat Harish across his large
mahogany desk. “Well, son,” he said, putting his elbows on the
desk, “you have finished college now, and have learnt a lot, I am
happy to say, about the steel business. I would like to see you now
settle down in life and take a more mature attitude. Your prime
outlet appears to be ‘hitting on chicks’ as you youngsters put
it….”

“Hey, hang on Dad! What am I supposed to do
after work? Shouldn’t I be doing young things and having fun?”
Harish put on an innocent act.

“I didn’t say you shouldn’t. You didn’t let
me finish. I would like you to get married.”

Harish’s eyes did their best to vacate their
sockets, “Come on, Dad, you can’t be serious. I don’t want to get
married as yet!”

“Watch my lips, lad. I said I would like
you to get married. You are an adult now. Whether you marry or
not is your decision. But I would like to see you
married.”

“I suppose, Dad, you have someone in
mind?”

“Of course I have; and you have met her too.
Remember Uncle Sulaiman’s daughter, Parveen?”

“Oh, my God! Not her.” Harish involuntarily
shirked back.

“And why may I ask not? She is
well-educated, good looking and loves sports. She also happens to
be my very good friend’s daughter. Should you both marry, our
business would be bound with family ties.” Pratish remembered his
college days and a slight smile touched his lips.

“She’s a pain: she is self-centered and
thinks no end of herself!” blurted Harish trying to avoid his
father’s eye.

“Then she must be a lot like you; and
you can’t handle that. You’d like women to be subservient,
huh?”

“Well, that’s certainly not true, Dad. If
women can’t resist throwing themselves at me, what can I do?” he
shrugged.

“I have a strange feeling
Parveen won’t be throwing herself at
you,” smiled his father, “wanna
bet?” he raised his eyebrows. “Anyway, she and her father are
coming over at the weekend and you both can then see how you get
along. You are now young adults and should be able to make a mature
assessment.”

“I am due to meet with my school mate,
Upinder over the weekend, Dad.”

“Okay, so call him over; let’s have a
party!”

 


Parveen looked up from the magazine in her
hand, “But, Abba jan, what about Minakshi? She is staying
with us and may not want to go.”

“Ask her, beti;” said her father,
Sulaiman. “Perhaps she would like to meet Harish.

The two girls, Minakshi and Parveen had
shared a room at a finishing school in far away Switzerland.
Minakshi was good looking, tall, and loved sports, but was more
modest than Parveen. Whilst Parveen was a go-getter and a
front-runner, Minakshi’s temperament was mild and demure. She
played for the enjoyment of the game rather than the winning of
it.

“O.K. Abbajan, a few days mingling
with Harish won’t kill me I suppose.”

 


A week later Pratish and Sulaiman sat at the
far end of the spacious living room where French windows opened out
to a manicured lawn. They discussed business and reminisced. The
two girls sat together looking bored. They were informed by the
house bearer that Harish and his friend, Upinder, had been alerted
to the arrival of Sheik Sulaiman’s party a while ago.

“That is typical,” said Parveen to her
friend, “he wants to make us feel small. He is so
crappy!”

The girls made a plan to avenge this
insult. Soon the duo came strolling down the grand stairway:
washed, shaved, and cologned. Harish greeted ‘Uncle Sulaiman’ and
introduced Upinder all around. The two groups measured up each
other: the boys were handsome and dressed in the latest casual
trendies; the girls were quietly elegant and fashionably turned
out. After some polite talk and courteous enquiries Parveen
interrupted and announced that she and her friend were going down
the road to a friend’s house and would be back in time for lunch:
“Just give me a call on my cell phone when lunch is ready,” said
Parveen as they trooped out arm in arm.

Harish was struck dumb. He had been clearly
out-maneuvered and left looking foolish. The parents looked at each
other and smiled knowingly. “Touché!” said Sulaiman quietly to his
friend.

Once out of sight and hearing the girls
burst into hoots of laughter “Did you see the look on that ass’s
face?” asked Parveen, “I thought he would have a seizure there and
then.”

“That was mean, Parveen. You should have let
them enjoy their moment of glory a bit longer. Poor Upinder got
caned for no fault of his.”

“Hey! Hey! All this gushing sympathy for
someone you first saw only five minutes ago. What stirs,
sweetheart?”

“Don’t get an attitude, hon. everybody isn’t
the same. And he sure looks sorta … you know…?”

 


Later, after lunch, Harish asked if the
Girls would like a game of tennis.

“Sure! We’ll take you boys on.” Parveen
challenged.

Harish smiled; this was going to be a cinch.
Here was a chance to bring Parveen down a few pegs. He wasn’t going
to pussyfoot around. He would blast them off the court.

He bounced the ball a few times (as he had
seen the big boys do) and served. Minakshi fumbled and managed a
high return just over the net. Harish smashed it for a winner: 15
love! His serve to Parveen was quicker. The return left him flat
footed and groping. His confident smile lost a few teeth. He
sportingly acknowledged an obvious fluke shot, “good one!”
he conceded.

The girls played hard and gave no quarters.
In the end both teams were sweating freely and had enjoyed a good
workout.

“There is this dance at the club tonight.
Would you girls like to join us?”

“Yeah! Okay.” accepted the girls.

Parveen and Minakshi were the cynosure of
all eyes at the club. Boys were lining up to dance with them and
they were kept on their feet for most of the evening. Both girls
loved dancing and swung into the enjoyment of it.

“This wasn’t a good move, yaar,”
confided Harish to Upinder,” these two know all the latest dances
and are making us look like country bumpkins.”

“You should know all the latest, yar;
you keep going abroad so often,” said Upinder.

“Yeah,” conceded Harish, “but who needs to
learn dancing when you have a chick sitting on each lap?”

“Well, then suffer.” sniggered Upinder.

 


When the two girls came off the floor,
Harish suggested they go for a drive: “This place is getting to be
a bore, yar!”

“You guys go,” suggested Parveen, “we’ll
stay here a bit more.” She wasn’t going to let him dictate the
evening. Anyway, she was enjoying herself and if Harish couldn’t
dance, that was too sad!

On the way home, Harish drove atrociously
scowling and hunched.

“If you’ve forgotten how to drive, you can
let us girls out here, Harish. We have no intensions of being
involved in an accident of your making,” Parveen was annoyed.

 


Suleiman stayed another two days. The
youngsters made their programmes of hiking, riding and swimming. By
the end of the stay a little romance was pulling at their
heartstrings. They exchanged touching farewells.

“Well?” asked Pratish, “should I send a
marriage proposal to uncle Sulaiman?”

“Like you and uncle Sulaiman made a pact
when you both were in college, Upinder and I also made a pact that
we would get married together on the same day and place,” said
Harish.

“That’s fine with me,” said his father,
“I’ll invite the families over. But would Upinder want to marry
Minakshi, They hardly know each other. I see Parveen taking more
interest in him than Minakshi does. Or has he someone else in
mind?”

Harish looked pensive. Sure, he liked the
girls, but Parveen was so exasperating and strong willed. She was
beautiful caring and full of life, but she would also be a
difficult person to subdue. He liked the challenge of taming
her.

“That’s because Parveen can’t bully me and
picks on Upinder. We have spoken about this and Upinder wants to
keep his pledge and get married on the same day. Minakshi is a
super gal, Dad. It is rare to come across someone like her.”

“Well, as long as you boys have made up your
minds,” said his father, Pratish. “If you are not sure about
marrying Parveen, I will understand, I promise I won’t take to bed
with a sulk.

“It will be okay, Dad.”

“Sulaiman is very agreeable to this
proposal. Now I shall have to contact Minakshi’s and Upinder’s
parents to set the ball rolling. You, my dear son, will have to
formally propose to Parveen and, let’s pray to God, she will accept
you.” Pratish’s eye had a glint in them. “I haven’t spoken to your
friend at all; I shall leave that to you, as you two have made that
private pledge.”

 


Soon a large marriage shamiana was
erected. To keep with the wishes of the families, the arrangements
embraced the persuasions of both religions: Pundits and
Kazis were in attendance.

The girls appeared in heavily draped and
very similar brocade and silk ensembles, their loveliness concealed
in ghungats that completely obscured their faces. The two
grooms too had their faces covered with all concealing flower
strings that hid their handsomeness.

“We want a short ceremony, Dad,” Harish
said, “after which we will take off to our honeymoon destination
and you and your friends can party for as long as you like.”

 



EPILOGUE

 


HONEYMOON – The Metro Plaza Hotel.

 


“Hey! Wake up, bugger. You still asleep?”
Harish’s voice on the phone was full of light sarcasm. “Minakshi is
an early riser and has kicked me out of bed.”

“Well, Parveen is sleeping like a baby,”
said Upinder, yawing and stretching. “I can see easy days ahead,
mate.”


Shikar




During the days of the "British Raj" when
hunting was considered a noble sport, an alerting call was
given out to indicate to the beaters that a tiger had been
wounded and had retreated. The warning was delivered by whistles
and shouts to warn the beaters who were then required to
scale up the nearest tree and wait. The hunters - who were
ensconced on machans - were then honour bound to descend to
the forest floor and follow the blood spoor of the wounded beast
and finish it off. Ladies and children were spared this
dreadful ordeal and were expected to remain in the treetop platform
with their biscuits and coffee until the hunt was properly
concluded. My father being the host took it upon himself to lead
the search party.

In those days, the hills and forests of
Hazaribagh and adjoining Gaya district were reputed to contain a
number of tigers. Their deep bellowing roars could often be heard
echoing in the wooded hills. Later, at night the penetrating,
ponk, ponk of alert deer combined with the piaw, piaw
of alarmed jackals would warn the denizens of the forest that a
tiger was on the prowl. Villagers would huddle closer in their mud
huts to hear the often-repeated stories of "man-eaters" which took
on an impending reality at night. On some moonlit nights a tiger
could be observed crossing a sandy stretch and wading across a
shallow stream. Game, however, was a plenty and the tiger mostly
found its food from the herds of chital, sambar,
pigs, etc. It was when the tiger started picking up
easier prey from amongst the grazing village cattle that it became
a menace and if wounded posed a real danger of becoming a
"man-eater."

Father was an experienced and keen
shikari. An ex army officer, he was fit for his 40 years and
knew the forest better than most. His close knowledge of the area
and detailed intimacy with the characteristics of each animal
species gave him an insight into their behaviour under stressful
conditions. This was certainly the prime reason for his success in
tracking down and locating wounded prey. On occasion he would
surprise all by completely abandoning the obvious spoor trail and
heading, by way of a detour, to where he thought the animal was
headed and to wait for it to get there. More often than not, he was
correct. This method also gave him the advantage of lying in wait
for the animal instead of being ambushed by one.

Father did not want to unnecessarily expose
his guests to the very dangerous work of following up a wounded
tiger, especially one that, apparently, was hit in mid belly by one
of the guests. He elected to follow the beast alone, along with his
trusted gun bearer carrying a second loaded rifle. All
conscientious objections, hesitatingly put forward by the guests,
where stilled when father pointed out that he had done this kind of
work many times before; he knew the forest and a less experienced
hunter with him would only distract him and put them both in
danger. Father rechecked his .476 Rigby's rifle and stepped forward
purposefully.

The forest floor was dry and strewn with the
late November leaf fall from deciduous trees. The air was fresh and
crisp and still smelt of the morning forest mist. There was a
chatter of jungle babblers off on the right, which could indicate
that the tiger had retreated that way. The beaters up in the trees
guided Father as best they could, warning him of large bushes in
his direction further ahead where a wounded tiger could lie up.
They kept up a continuous flow of information, informing him of
anything they thought may be of help.

Suddenly, Father sensed rather than saw a
movement in a bush. Experience told him he would not have time for
a second look so he hastily stepped to his right, putting a thin
tall tree between himself and the tiger. The tiger simultaneously
broke cover and charged with a great roar. Father took support of
the tree, aimed carefully and fired. The bullet hit the tiger in
the centre of the forehead and it must have died immediately. The
momentum of the charge, however, carried it a few feet to hit the
tree with a great resounding thud! The tree shook vigorously
and it appeared a body fell out of the tree to land on top of the
tiger and, apparently, bounce right back up again.

 


In the jubilation and merrymaking on the
slaying of a dreaded cattle lifter everyone, momentarily,
forgot the beater who had fallen off the tree on to the tiger and
shot right back up again. Father looked up and saw him still
clutching on to a branch with a petrified look on his face. He told
the men to bring him down and bring him to the house for
medication.

 


Celebrations continued that evening for a
cunning marauder had been exterminated. The beater who had
fallen off the tree was brought on a cot. He showed symptoms of a
nervous fright spasm, for his body shook every now and then and his
arms would jerkingly mimic the act of clutching on to a tree limb.
He was duly medicated and compensated with cash - an act that had
the crowd's approval - and everything was amiably concluded. Two
days later, however, the stricken man was brought to the house
again, exhibiting the same symptoms even more exaggeratedly. We
were told unbelievable stories of the man’s severe ague and that
the person had not eaten anything in the last two days. The village
healer had opined that the man would probably never walk again and
that his earning life was virtually at an end as the person would,
in all likelihood, remain a cripple and deteriorate henceforth.

Whilst we stood around questioning the man,
Grandfather came out of the house. He had, obviously, overheard the
discussion. He stepped up to the man and with his riding crop
delivered three swift wallops to the man’s back and legs. The
reaction was immediate: the man catapulted out of his cot and took
to his heels.

 


A plot to defraud the family of a large sum
had been exposed.
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2000. He has had short articles & stories published in
magazines around India, the USA, Canada, Australia, and in the UK.
He has self published a book, ‘Masala Tales & Random Thoughts’.
Jeff has also written the following books:

 


 


The Future Intelligence - Spiritual
Assessment.

 


Masala Tales & Random Thoughts

 


Aroma of Orange Pekoe – his memoirs and
humorous snippets from Tea.

 


The Honey Gatherer – fictional novel.

 


Laugh Like a Dog – fictional novel.

 


Travails of Innocence – Fiction

 


To Sweeten Boredom – short stories.

 


Episodes of Ecstasy – short stories.

 


All the above books can be viewed &
sampled at: http://stores.lulu.com/jtikari

 


or : http://www.smashwords.com/books/search?query=Jeff+Tikari
or www.jeffspage.com

 


or www.downloadbookonline.net

 


Jeff Tikari, M-12/24, DLF City -2, Gurgaon
122002, India.

 


E-mail: jtikari@gmail.com

 


Website: http://jeffspage.com and
www.downloadbookonline.net
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