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            A thrilling page turner which takes you on a spin.
One event
One meeting
One decision 
One train robbery
that sparks of a chain of events that's very hard to control as the stakes are very very high, around 1150 crores which belongs to the ruling political parties who want their money back come heaven or hell.
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28 December 2018

Tihar Central Jail

New Delhi

––––––––
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THE GATES OF CELL NO 9 shut with a big clang sound which made his heart jump out from his already shivering body. 

He waited for a few more minutes as he slowly opened his eyes and it focused on the dim yellow bulb which was blinking.  As he stared at the blinking light, it reminded him that probably that was how his life would be from now onwards. 

Slowly he would lose hope in himself and darkness would envelope him till he either lost his mind and succumbed to schizophrenia like his mother and finally died or worse, committed suicide. 

Which was worse, was again debatable.

He took a deep breath and shook his head a few times and shouted, “Shut up, shut up,” to silence that negative voice in his mind.

He looked again at the yellow lights, which had stopped blinking for some reason, and decided that he was going to live and live to tell a story someday.

He looked around his surroundings in the dim light and saw his cell.  This was going to be his home for the next eight years.  Cell no 9 of India’s high security jail called Tihar Jail.

His cell was small, 8ft x 8ft with just a mat on the floor that was already torn apart.  The floor was cemented and to the right was an Indian-style toilet which was more yellowish in color with dark brown stains all over it.  He stared at it for a long time and wondered if it had ever been cleaned.  This was in sharp contrast to the lavish 3-bedroom bungalow he once owned on the outskirts of Noida. 

What a life he had lived.  The only mistake he ever made was to trust his boss and do his bidding. 

He looked up in the hope that he could see a fan but he knew it won’t be there.  There was not even a single hook on the ceiling.  His lawyer, the more he thought about him he wanted to smash his fat, bald head with a hammer till he could see those rotten brains.  In part, he blamed his lawyer for his lackluster approach in defending his case.  If he had a better lawyer, he would have got a lighter sentence.  His lawyer, Rakesh Aggarwal was incidentally recommended by his boss.  It was Rakesh who had told him the truth about conditions in Tihar jail.

After roll call, a process where the prison guards do a physical count of all the prisoners, they were served dinner which was three dry roti’s or bread with dhal.  He stared at it for some time and threw it into the toilet.

By 9 pm the lights were switched off.

He sat in a corner of his cell as he looked out through the 2ft x 2ft window which was right at the top of the wall, ten feet from the floor.  He stared out at the darkness of the night as he slowly recounted his past.
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Advocate Rakesh Aggarwal didn’t have a chamber in the Mumbai High Court, unlike his more successful juniors.  This was a matter of contention which always made him feel incompetent.  He was 49, weighing 110 kg, and standing at 5ft 6 inches.  He was short and fat, or rather very fat.  He had a fat, Bengali wife and three kids.  His wife always blamed him for the miserable life they were living.  His earnings had now dwindled to just thirty thousand a month and that too was now becoming difficult to get.  The competition had increased with so many youngsters and brighter minds in the legal profession.  It was a fact that Rakesh’s ego found hard to admit.

Before closing his office, a rather small office, 8ft x 10 ft which was situated in a small lane ten minutes from Borivali suburban station, he made a call.

“Yes,” said the lady.

“You heard the news.  He has been sentenced to eight years in jail,” said Rakesh.

“Good.  I knew you could do it.  I will be sending you two more clients.” 

“Thanks.  What about my payment?” Asked Rakesh, slightly worried.

“You will get it in ten minutes.”  The line went dead.

Rakesh went straight to his regular bar and ordered his usual, whiskey.  He stared at his phone as he read the message Rs. Five lacs had been credited to his account and said to himself, “Fuck you.  Who wants your fucking clients.”

He gulped his drink and ordered one more.

As he chewed on some peanuts, he was happy with himself.  He had now earned Rs.15 lacs from this one case.  The only work that he did was to go slow on the case and ensure that his client was sent to jail for a long, long time. 

In spite of the fact that he was just an average lawyer, he was worried for himself and his family.  He knew that this lady was just a face, there were some very powerful people who were behind her.  If they could pay a big amount of money to keep his client in jail, they would not hesitate to eliminate him.

He had already planned to go back to his hometown and settle down, perhaps start a small kirana shop.

He was getting too old for his profession.

But deep down, he knew the truth.

He was scared for his life.
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Tears rolled down his cheeks as he thought about his past.

He, Deepak Seigal, was the topper of the 2009 batch of the Indian Institute of Management, Ahmedabad.  A nice guy and financial expert who began his career with HDFC and later moved on to India Bulls.  Within four years he got bored of his job and quit.

Deepak Seigal hailed from a typical, middle-class family from Pune.  His late father worked at the Bajaj manufacturing unit as a supervisor before he was killed in an accident.  His mother was a schizophrenic and he had admitted her to a home for the mentally challenged in Shimla run by Dr. Andrew Diaz.  The fee was Rs. six lacs a year.  He would have taken her to the United States, if he had the money.

The only person whom he ever loved and cared for was his mother.  In a way, he was glad she was not of sound mind or she would have died knowing her only son was in jail for fraud.

The sounds of a man screaming in pain shattered his thoughts.  He wondered why, was he being beaten up or worse.  He could hear the guards running and opening the gates.

He somehow had to get out of this hell.  The thought of spending the next eight years was out of the question.  He would rather kill himself.

An hour later, he stretched himself on the floor.  It was cold and there was a woolen blanket given by one of the guards but Deepak decided not to use it for fear of bed bugs.  He could still hear the sounds of the mosquitoes near his ears.

Decisions.  The repercussions of one’s decisions can change a person’s life.

In Deepak’s case, it was his decision to quit his job and go on a holiday to Singapore and Thailand.

It was during his stay in Thailand that he met Isaac Samuel, the regional head of a consulting firm called Zeus Hamilton & Associates.  Deepak was impressed with the work that Isaac was doing in enabling 

businesses in Southeast Asia that had a promising future and leveraging their growth potential to other deserving nations.  Within the next few 

months, Deepak was offered a position in the same firm and was placed in charge of India and Sri Lanka.

There was no turning back for Deepak Seigal for the next four years.  At thirty-three, Deepak was now well settled owning two apartments and a three-bedroom bungalow in Noida.  Standing at 5ft 11, he was tall, slim, and fair with a French beard.  He had a slightly receding hairline, probably inherited from his father.  The best part was that his earnings were close to Rs.1.20 crore per year.

Decisions.  Decisions.  Decisions.
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