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​Preface 
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Seldom I find myself in situations where I am at a loss of words. As far as I know, or can remember, I have clearly managed to utter my expressions and exclamations, even if a single word was to be found in my arsenal, to the extent where these actions were to be held accountable. I have managed, also, to escape these tough situations in time. I hail this feat equally distinguishable and singular as to the former achievement. Only moments of extreme delicacies and substantial capacities have conquered the unconquerable. These rare moments are often of utmost importance and exhibit such singular emotions which can only be produced if one attains the success, one has spent his sweat and blood for. Such moments intensify the perks of being alive; of being conscious. Though I am faced with such a moment right now, and I ought to stop writing about it, yet I am forced by my natural instinct to go against my old practice. However, I shall be precise about it. 

Reading is the first medium of the writer rather than writing. A writer who doesn’t read is quite a preposterous supposition. What you read when you are deprived of enough time is what eventually leads to writing in your leisure time. Kafka, I guess, would second my hypothesis. It was precisely the reading of works by Chekhov, Manto, Maupassant, Xinjiang, Puzo, Shakespeare, Dickens, Marquez, Joyce, etc, in time of my examinations that forced me to create my own fictional world rather than focusing on my Chemistry paper. These late-night sessions are responsible for dragging my pen on paper with the intention to put shame to myself being a non-writer. What I wanted, I realized, was not to surpass the greats and their masterpieces, but to share the art they have practiced to perfection. It's like separately cooking a steak in a corner of a restaurant where people are munching on the excellent buffet and not even acknowledging your existence at all. You would cook the steak yourself, taste the steak yourself, judge the steak yourself, resulting in spiritual death and loose bowel movements. (I know I made you smile). So, it’s better to share your meal with someone else, praying the whole time, that this precaution would prevent the undesirable. 

I have, in this collection, five short stories, written in five different situations (as I would explain later). I experimented with different styles, just to get rid of the boredom of consistency which my mentor Wilde loathes. 

The first story Parched was written in a creative visual competition that I eventually won. It was written under extreme time pressure and word-limit. It was written again, a month later, to make it part of the collection. I could have easily added details to my prose, to make it more entertaining for the reader; but I refused to do so, as it would ruin the flavor of winning and disturb the whole atmosphere. I am trying to put my readers in. 

The second story Mutatio was initially written as a critique on the use of Latin language in law. It was conceived as an article, with the purpose of publication in a magazine. To distinguish it from the other articles in the magazine, I decided to weave a story around it. 

The third story Truth Right Here, like its predecessor, is an amalgamation of article writing and story writing. I wrote a critique on the 1977 French petition against age of consent laws, which was signed by Foucault and Sartre among other activists and philosophers. Only a minute part of this critique is used in the story. The “letter” part of the story was initially written as a skit in Urdu. Of all these five stories I am most proud of this one. 

The fourth story To Be Continued... is my first lengthy stretch in story writing. I challenged myself to add more depth to a story as I possibly can without exaggerating the fabric of the story. It was a gamble, which I would happily accept, if the opportunity ever comes around.  

The fifth and the last story of the collection is Jurist of the Year. It's based upon a competition that I took part in. Though it’s highly fictionalized, as I was determined to write what may come to my mind in the first place, however ridiculous it may sound. It can easily be the most random thing I have ever done in my life.    

You can adore my stories or you can hate them. It's your choice. The important thing for me is that you have gone through my work, which is, in itself, a compliment to my efforts. Even if I manage to change your facial expressions, raise your eyebrow, or cause a slight disturbance to your calm atmospheres, I shall be the most privileged of men. 

I promised you my brevity and I shall keep it.
(This page is intentionally left blank)
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Santosh and his family were the only Hindus living in the area. Their ancestors had migrated to the newly emerged state, which had awakened from an ignorance-induced coma, ultimately arriving at the outskirts of Cholistan. Muslims who had emigrated with them wondered why these Hindus were not under the influence of the Two-Nation Theory? Why had they not stayed where people of their religion now reside in a majority? One cleric was decidedly irritated by this fact. He tried to pronounce his verdict in such religious chaos, but, alas, all in vain, since Muslims were busier solving their existential problems than being passionate about beheading infidels.

***
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The Sun had surely affected their minds because they decided to settle in this barren land instead of moving somewhere acceptable. Some families of this caravan had also brought with them cattle and weapons. Santosh's family had a flock of sheep and a few goats. These goats provided the family with a decent amount of milk. Santosh's family consisted of his wife, two sons, and a daughter. Along with Santosh and his family, were daughters of Santosh's sister who died from complications in labor. Santosh's other two daughters were murdered by Santosh himself in cold-blood and their bodies were secretly buried near the bank of River Ganges by his wife and her brother.

***
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Already furious about the birth of his first daughter, he sought advice and medicine from every chemist he encountered, since there was no chance of error. Unfortunately, fate brought no success and paid no heed to Santosh's calculated measures.

His family was expelled from their native village Some speculated that the chief found out that they belonged to the untouchable caste. Others who believed in the supernatural proposed that a soothsayer prognosticate natural calamities of unimaginable magnitudes, all due to Santosh's family. There were only guesses and no definite answer.

***
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There were two wells present near the village. One located in the east and the other in the south of the village. The one in the east contained fresh water while the southern well was quarter-full of mud.

How it happened to be quarter full of mud intrigued the minds of the elderly. People with expertise in pottery produced pots and jugs from that very mud. These jugs and pots were then filled with fresh water from the eastern well. As far as food was concerned, it was primarily based on animal meat.

––––––––
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The Hindus had a hard time getting used to meat's texture and flavor. They did successfully with mutton but not with beef. However, getting their taste buds used to their new appetite was just a matter of time. They were kicked out of their village, their home. It didn't matter to know if their religion still cared about them or not.

***
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Thirty-five years later

Famine squeezed every drop of water from the wells and the pots. July had started to kick in its fierce heat. Not even one person saw it coming. For the first time in thirty-five
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