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	“Those who aren’t eligible for the 2nd professional exam have been advised to report at the community medicine department at 11 AM.”

	 Waking up and seeing this message in the class group chat is probably the worst way to start a rainy morning.  

	 It’s bad enough that the prof is hitting me twice – once in the form of the supplementary exams that I’ll have to retake, and then there’s the actual prof two months later – and now it seems I’ll also have to roam around the department a dozen times throughout the next few days.

	But to be brutally honest, I have no one else but myself to blame for this. I treated the last one year of med school like a merry-go-round for toddlers. I failed one half of the exams and didn’t even bother to show up for the other half. So I rightfully deserve a good spanking from the college right about now.

	The clock on my phone shows 10:11 AM. But the college is fairly far away from my home, and on top of that, it’ll likely take a while to find a ride there thanks to the rain.  Which means I’ll have to sacrifice my breakfast as well as my comfy morning nap. 

	I got up from my bed, more pissed off than usual and went to the bathroom for the first step of my daily routine – which is sitting in the toilet for 10 minutes while scrolling through brainrot memes and pictures of raccoons. But my phone battery was at 1%, so I decided to plug it to the charger and then do the unthinkable – peeing without a phone in hand.

	Washing my face and brushing my teeth after waking up is one of my least favourite parts of the day. That’s because I end up watching my ugly face every time I’m doing that. I’ve thought about removing the mirror from the bathroom wall a few times, but I’m not exactly the boss around here.  When you’re a freeloader leeching off your parents, you must make a few compromises.

	I was halfway out the door before mom even realized I’m up. 

	“Where are you going?” She asked with visible confusion in her eyes. “I thought you didn’t have any classes for the next few days.”

	“The nation’s brightest have been summoned to college, ma. Gotta go.” went my monotone tin can voice.

	Mom totally ignored my low quality sarcasm and asked, “Aren’t you going to eat something before you go?” 

	“Nah. The world needs your son more than your son needs his breakfast.

	I’ll be back in an hour by the way. Don’t worry”

	“Okay then. Remember to take the umbrella.”

	“Yeah it’s in my bag”.

	Though the last couple of days including the previous night up to this morning were quite rainy, it thankfully wasn’t raining when I reached the street. But that didn’t stop me from getting drenched anyway. The water-clogged street was playing its role pretty well.  I thought of rolling up the sleeves of my pants, but they were too tight for that.  It seems Being a stupid brick-brain is really taking a toll on me today.

	Just when I thought I couldn’t be fucked up any more, the rain started again. No light drizzle, no warnings – just a straight up full throttle shower out of nowhere. 

	A shallow “Fuck my life” came out of my mouth like it was on autopilot. It’s been less than an hour since my day began and it already feels like a hidden camera prank, conducted by God himself.

	I rushed into a departmental store and opened my backpack to take out the umbrella, only to discover I’m carrying a perfectly empty bag.

	 Perfect. Just perfect.  After all, why would you even check your bag before getting out, right?

	It’s a fortunate tragedy that I can’t choke myself to death with my own hands. Otherwise this circus would have been long over by now.

	As standing here and giving myself a silent hate speech won’t magically teleport me anywhere, so I started walking.  I could have went back home to fetch the umbrella though, but I was already getting late for college, plus there would be a guaranteed case of mom lecturing me about what a clumsy moron I am.

	 Since there’s no need to hear something I already know, so I started walking towards the college instead. 

	I looked down at my wrist watch. Through the wet, clouded crystal, the analog dial showed it was 10:50.  Today’s the 2nd or 3rd day I’m wearing this watch, and it might be the last day too based on how much rainwater the poor thing is drinking. It was advertised to be water resistant though, but I highly doubt a 400 taka quartz watch with “Rollex” written on it would be a testament to business integrity.

	The street’s pretty much empty aside from the occasional one or two rickshaws passing by, all with passengers on them.

	There aren’t any pedestrians anywhere in sight. I guess no one’s in the mood for swimming today.

	I wasn’t either. But since when does life give a shit about our what we want anyway?

	Life isn’t some sandal shop on the footpath that you can bargain your way through.

	Rather it feels like a giant machine to me. We humans are like the nuts and bolts on it.

	Our only purpose – is getting screwed. Both literally and figuratively.

	Why do students still have to manually attend exams, I wondered while cruising through the knee-level water. How much longer do we have to wait until someone invents a machine that can scan our brain and instantly reveal what we know, without making us take any written or oral tests? Just imagine how many hours that would save in everyone’s life.  A device like that sounds impossible now, but it may exist somewhere in the distant future. After all, if I were alive a hundred years ago and my friend told me about a small rectangular piece of metal and plastic that can let me talk to and see someone standing on the other side of the planet, I’d probably say, “Dude, have you been smoking those purple mushrooms again?”

	Yet that little machine is pretty much everywhere right now.

	It’s crazy how drastic the change of time can be.

	Every 10 year old child today knows that the earth moves round the sun. But Aristarchus got cancelled by everyone, just for saying that same thing two thousand years back.

	In today’s world,  a guy who doesn’t believe in germs will be unanimously labelled as crazy, and a doctor will probably be put in jail for not taking proper antiseptic precautions.

	But when Dr Semmelweise, in the 19th century, told us about germs and suggested that doctors should wash their hands before medical procedures, he received quite an unwelcoming reception.

	And as a reward for his courage to stand up and the ingenuity of his discovery, he had his medical degree nullified and died in a mental asylum. I’ve even read that he was beaten up by some guard who used to work there.

	I wonder if the phrase “fortune favours the brave” was invented before or after the death of Semmelweise.  If it’s the latter, then the guy who came up with this proverb could have used some serious re-education.

	The remorseless rain and the splashing noise that arose with every step I took provided a good background music for my train of thought. The water was flowing in from the opposite direction, caressing my legs with all the filth it’s carrying, and just passing me by without showing any kind of regret or sympathy.

	As I kept cutting through the opposing waves, I imagined if Aristarchus or Semmelweise also felt the exact same way. Except in their case, the oncoming waves were made of humans, bigger and scarier; and the dryness of their clothes wasn’t the only thing at stake.

	It baffles me that people still use the logic ‘If everyone has been doing something, then it must be right’. I mean,  it’s pretty obvious that what the society thinks to be true is a relative and dynamic thing. It changes with time. What was right to them in the last millennia, would be considered a lunatic delusion or a crime today.  So I don’t see why people would take the society’s approval as a standard to justify their acts. In a world where insanity is the norm –  rationality would be seen as a sickness.

	But again, what do I know? I am just a fool who goes out on a rainy day with an empty bag on his shoulders. Who am I to question the humanity’s collective intelligence?

	An auto-rickshaw passed me by from behind suddenly. It was going towards my medical college. But as it was already filled with passengers, it didn’t serve me any purpose – other than splashing some dirty water on me of course.

	By the way, even if we do have a machine that can figure out our knowledge by scanning our brains, what would that be called?

	Brain Scanner? Neh. Sounds way too lazy. 

	Neural Network Navigator?

	This one’s clearly cooler. But the abbreviation would be NNN and that might create some very awkward confusions.

	Cerebral Circuit Reader?  Good, but the sci-fi vibe of this one is too on the nose.

	How about, Student Hospitable Automated Machine for Examination?

	Sounds like something a second grader would come up with.

	But on the flip side, it abbreviates to S.H.A.M.E, which perfectly sums up the viva experience of most med students. So my vote would definitely be on this one. 

	
	A few steps ahead, there was a bench at the side of the road with a shade on top. I was already getting late for class. But since walking at this rate would never take me to class on time anyway so I figured the best move would probably be sitting here and waiting for a local auto.

	There was a girl sitting there all by herself near the far end of the bench. She was a bit older than me, probably 25–27 years old, with a small purse on her lap, a shopping bag and a bouquet of flowers laying next to her on the bench. 

	She looked pretty beautiful too.  If someone with actual literary talent was here, he’d probably drop a two and a half page long hymn about the mesmerising beauty of this young lady.

	Like how she had the eyes of a deer, roaming the gardens of paradise; with a glance sharp as razors and yet as soft as the fabric of dreams, and the lips like the petals of a divine flower, and a smile that shines, and glows and gleams; and how she had the heart like the sky,  so full of love and kind; and a voice like a harp, raining bliss upon my mind —

	that kind of corny stuff. 

	
	But since I’m a good for nothing brat with a PhD in being talentless,  I’ll just spare the details here.  But one thing that struck me the most was a dark, shiny and irregular scar, most likely from a burn, extending from the right side of her face all the way down to her neck before disappearing underneath her dress. It’s like someone drew a rough map of hell on a portrait of heaven, almost as to intentionally mar the beauty of it – only to fail miserably. That mark could not even put a dent on how stunning she looked, rather it strangely complemented her majesty. It was as if she was wearing it as a

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	- Adoption and breeding are both encouraged by Islam, and both count as good deeds in the eyes of Allah. So you can use either of these to raise up your score on the notebook on your right shoulder.



	
	
	- Both adoption and breeding can satisfy your desire of parenthood, albeit adoption will give you a slightly different experience. But it’s largely the same.
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