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​Chapter 1: The Boy from Ratia
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Ratia wasn’t the kind of place that made it onto postcards.
A small town in Fatehabad district, close to the Haryana–Punjab border, it lived at its own unhurried pace. Morning tractors. Evening tea stalls. The dusty main road. The Ghaggar river murmuring in the distance.
To most outsiders, Ratia was a forgotten name.

To Arjan , it was home.



Arjan stepped out of his small house just as the sun was rising. Cool air brushed his face. A dog barked somewhere down the lane. The sky was glowing orange.

“Take the water pot with you,” his grandmother called from inside.

Arjan turned, picked up the steel pot, and answered, “Got it, Dadi.”

He walked down the narrow street lined with houses, wires hanging overhead like sleepy snakes. There was comfort in routines. Comfort in familiar streets.
But the truth Arjan never said aloud was this: he felt restless, like something far bigger than this town was calling him, but he had no idea what or why.



At the handpump, an old woman was filling her bucket. Arjan waited. From here, he could see a faint line of trees near the horizon where the Ghaggar river flowed in its half-forgotten path.

Sometimes the river was full. Sometimes it was barely a trickle.
But Arjan always felt drawn to it.
“You’re thinking too much again,” a voice said behind him.

Arjan turned. Aryan stood there with his plastic water-can, hair messy as usual, eyes full of mischief.

“Can’t I think in peace?” Arjan said.

“You? In peace? That’s impossible,” Aryan grinned. “Anyway, guess what I found last night.”

“If it’s another broken phone, I’m not listening.”

“It’s not a phone, genius. It’s something near the Ghaggar.”

Arjan gave him a skeptical look. “What now?”

“I’ll show you after school,” Aryan said, dropping his voice.
“You need to see it yourself.”
Before Arjan could reply, the old woman left, so he stepped forward and began pumping water.

But Aryan’s words stuck with him like a tiny stone in his shoe.

Something near the Ghaggar?
Something he “needed” to see?



The same rhythm continued through breakfast, as it always did.

Dadi was rolling out parathas on the floor.
Arjan washed his face, came inside, and sat cross-legged.
“Eat properly,” Dadi said, sliding a hot paratha onto his plate. “A mind works only when the stomach isn’t crying.”

Arjan smiled. “Yes, Dadi.”

He eat and went to School



School was noisy, predictable, and mildly exhausting.

The ceiling fan rattled. The teacher droned on.
Outside, the fields shimmered faintly in the mid-day sun.
“Arjan!” the teacher snapped.

Arjan straightened. “Yes, sir?”

“Read the last line of the paragraph.”

He did. Sat down.
Aryan poked his back immediately.
“We’re going to the Ghaggar after school,” Aryan whispered.
“No excuses.”
Arjan sighed. “At least pretend you care about homework.”

“We’ll do it someday,” Aryan said. “Probably.”



After school, the sky clouded over. A faint wind picked up.

Arjan reached home and told Dadi, “I’m going out with Aryan for a bit. We’ll finish homework together later.”

Dadi raised an eyebrow. “That boy takes your mind everywhere except the right place.”

“We’re just exploring,” Arjan said quickly.

After a long pause, she nodded. “Fine. But come back before it gets dark.”

“I’ll remember,” Arjan said.



Aryan was waiting near a bend in the lane, bouncing a stone in his hand.

“Took you long enough,” he said. “Come on.”

They walked out of the town, leaving behind the houses and noise.
Fields opened up around them: patches of green, patches of dry earth, the smell of crops and distant rain.
The old fort of Ratia stood ahead — half-ruined walls, overgrown bushes, stones cracked like old bones. Kids often played near the safer side, but the deeper area near the river was quiet.

“Over here,” Aryan said, leading him toward a broken section of wall.

They slid through a gap and came to a patch of disturbed soil. The ground had sunk slightly, as though something underneath had collapsed recently.

“This is where I found it,” Aryan said. “It looked like some kind of metal surface. But I didn’t touch it alone. You have to see it too.”

They knelt and pushed the soil aside.
As the loose earth shifted, something flat and dark came into view — not stone from the fort, not concrete, something else.
Metal? Rock?
Arjan wasn’t sure.
Then he saw the marks.

Tiny lines. Symbols.
Not English. Not Hindi. Not Punjabi.
Something ancient.

“Do you see that?” Aryan whispered.

Arjan didn’t answer. He was staring too hard.

A sudden gust of wind swept dust into their faces.
Thunder rolled in the distance. The air felt heavy, charged.
“We should cover it back before someone sees,” Aryan said. “We’ll come tomorrow with proper tools to dig it..”

Arjan finally blinked, pulling his hand away.

For a moment — a very brief, impossible moment — he felt the air ripple around his fingertips.
Like something beneath the ground had reacted to him.
He shook the feeling away.

They covered the strange surface again and slipped out through the broken wall.

By the time they reached the town side, rain began to fall — soft at first, then stronger. Children ran out laughing. Shops pulled down half-shutters. The streets shimmered with the first wash of water.

But Arjan barely noticed the rain.

All he could think about was the buried object under the soil...
and why he felt as if it had been waiting.
For him.

He glanced back once.
The old fort stood dark and silent against the swirling grey sky.
Beneath it, hidden under the earth, the strange symbols lay untouched, waiting, patient.

If someone had listened closely that day, they might have heard a whisper — not in any human language, but something older.

A whisper shaped like a name:

Arjan.

The boy from Ratia.
The boy who still believed he was ordinary.
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​Chapter 2: The Metal Beneath the Earth
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Not loud, not stormy—just steady.
The kind of rain that makes the earth breathe out a deep, old smell.
The kind that turns dust into dark soil and wakes up forgotten things.
By morning, Ratia was washed clean. But Arjan wasn’t thinking about clean streets or cool air.
He hadn’t slept properly.
Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the symbols buried beneath the fort. Every time he tried to ignore them, he felt them tugging at his mind.
He woke up earlier than usual, which surprised even him.

Dadi noticed immediately.

“You’re up before the rooster today,” she said.

“Just couldn’t sleep,” Arjan replied, tying his shoelaces.

“That usually means trouble,” Dadi said. “Or Aryan.”

“It’s not Aryan this time,” Arjan said, though that was only half-true.

Dadi narrowed her eyes. “Don’t lose yourself in strange places.”

Arjan didn’t answer. He grabbed his bag and stepped outside into the cool morning.



Aryan was already waiting near the turn, swinging his half-wet schoolbag like a bored monkey.

“There you are,” Aryan said. “I thought you overslept again.”

“How could I? You dropped that weird discovery on me like a bomb.”

“I knew you’d think about it all night,” Aryan smirked.

Arjan didn’t deny it.

They walked together toward school. The roads were still wet. Small puddles reflected bits of the sky. The smell of mud hung in the air.

“You really think that thing was ancient?” Aryan asked.

“I don’t know,” Arjan said. “But those markings... they didn’t look like anything I’ve seen.”

“Maybe it’s just old machinery.”

“Buried under a fort?” Arjan asked.

“If someone forgot it there?”

“Aryan,” Arjan said, “people don’t forget large metal plates with symbols written on them.”

“Fair point.”

They both walked quietly for a few seconds.

“Do you want to go again after school?” Aryan asked casually.

Arjan didn’t even have to think. “Yes.”



School felt slower than usual.
Every class dragged.
Every minute felt like an hour.
Arjan tried to pay attention. He really did.

But the moment he opened a textbook, all he saw in his mind were the strange symbols beneath the soil.

During science class, Aryan nudged him again.

“You’re staring at the wall.”

“I’m thinking,” Arjan whispered.

“That’s what I mean. Whenever you start thinking too much, something weird happens.”

“Nothing weird happened.”

“Really?” Aryan leaned closer. “Yesterday, when you touched that metal thing, the wind moved.”

“It was just the rain coming.”

“It wasn’t raining.”

Arjan paused.

He had no answer.



At lunch, they sat under a tree near the back of the school ground.
Arjan ate slowly, his thoughts far away.
“You know,” Aryan said, finishing his sandwich, “we should take a torch today. And maybe a small spade. My cousin has one.”

“We’re not digging up archaeological sites.”

“We’re just... checking things. Light archaeology. Baby archaeology.”

Arjan chuckled despite himself. “Fine. But be careful. If someone sees—”

“No one ever goes to that side.” Aryan waved a hand. “Except maybe ghosts.”

“Very funny.”

“I know,” Aryan said proudly.



When the final bell rang, Arjan felt a strange tension in his stomach—not fear, not excitement, but something in between.

They grabbed their bags and headed out of school before anyone could stop them.

The clouds were gone, but the ground still felt damp as they walked past the quieter lanes, toward the fields, then toward the old fort.

Even from a distance, Arjan felt something he hadn’t noticed before.

The air around the fort felt different.
Heavy.
Still.
Like the place was holding its breath.
“Here we go,” Aryan said, sliding through the broken wall.

Arjan followed.

They approached the patch of disturbed soil.
Rain had filled the shallow sinkhole, leaving a thin layer of water that reflected the grey stones around them.
Aryan crouched and wiped water away with his sleeve.

“It’s still here,” Aryan said. “Did you bring a cloth?”

Arjan pulled one from his bag.

Together, they began to clear the mud.

The dark surface appeared again.

Only this time...
it looked different.
The symbols seemed clearer.
Sharper.
As if the rain had awakened them.
Arjan felt the same tug inside his chest as yesterday, a tiny pull he couldn’t explain.

“Do you think someone else saw this?” Aryan whispered.

“No,” Arjan said softly. “But... it feels less buried today.”

“Yeah,” Aryan said. “It’s like the soil moved on its own.”

Arjan reached out once more—and stopped, his hand hovering above the surface.

Last time, something had stirred the air around him.

He swallowed.

“What are you waiting for?” Aryan asked.

“I...” Arjan hesitated. “I just want to understand what this is.”

“All mysteries start with touching things you probably shouldn’t,” Aryan said. “Come on.”

Arjan slowly placed his palm on the metal.

The second he touched it, the world seemed to shift.

The metal DISSAPPERED!

The air stilled.
The hairs on his arms rose.
A faint vibration passed into his skin, like the surface was humming.
Then—

A burst of images flickered behind his eyes.

Shattered riverbeds.
A great wave.
A symbol glowing like fire.
A voice he couldn’t understand, speaking in a language older than any he knew.
He yanked his hand back, gasping.

“Arjan!” Aryan grabbed his shoulder. “What happened? Where it went?”

“I... saw.”

“ what?”

“I don’t know,” Arjan whispered. “But it wasn’t... normal.”

“You mean... like a vision?”

Arjan wiped his forehead. He felt suddenly hot, then suddenly cold.

“We need to go,” Arjan said. “Just for now.”

Aryan looked at him carefully. “Are you okay?”



As they walked back toward town, the wind began to pick up.
Not hard.
Just enough to move the leaves and swirl dust around their feet.
Something was changing.

Arjan felt it in his bones.

Aryan kept looking at him sideways.
“You’re sure you’re okay?”
“I will be,” Arjan said.

But he wasn’t sure.



As they reached Ratia’s streets again, Arjan looked back toward the fort.

For a moment—just a second—he thought he saw something.

A faint glow.
A soft shimmer.
Like the air above that buried object was bending slightly.
He blinked.
It vanished.
“Maybe I imagined it,” he told himself.

But deep down, he knew he didn’t.

Something ancient had woken up under the soil of Ratia.

And it had touched him.



That night, as Arjan lay on his bed staring at the ceiling, sleep refused to come.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the symbols glowing.
He heard the distant rush of a river.
He felt the strange hum beneath his skin.
He didn’t know it yet...

...but the buried relic had already chosen him.

And nothing in his quiet life would ever be quiet again.

End of Chapter 2.
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​Chapter 3: The First Shift in the Air
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Morning in Ratia usually smelled like hot tea, diesel, and dust.
Today it smelled different.
Cooler. Sharper. Almost electric.
Arjan stepped out of his house still half-dazed from the dreams that had chased him through the night.
Dreams of rivers.
Dreams of light.
Dreams of symbols glowing beneath his skin.
He rubbed his eyes and took a deep breath, trying to shake the feeling.

Got ready and went to school.



Aryan was waiting at the corner, arms crossed, foot tapping impatiently.

“You look like a zombie,” Aryan said.

“You don’t look much better.”

“Did you sleep?”

“No.”

“I knew it,” Aryan said. “You kept thinking about the relic.”

“Anyone would,” Arjan replied. “It disappeared yesterday... like it was something magical.”

Aryan fell silent.
There wasn’t much to joke about now.
They walked toward the main road, schoolbags bouncing lightly on their shoulders.

As they reached the chowk, a police jeep had stopped, and a man in uniform stepped out.
Lean, tall, maybe in his early thirties.
Sharp eyes that scanned everything.
“That must be the new inspector,” Aryan whispered.

“How do you know?”

“I know everything. Also, my mom told me.”

The inspector briefly looked in their direction.
Arjan tried to look normal but ended up staring awkwardly.
The inspector raised an eyebrow.

Arjan immediately looked away.

Great. Perfect.
Exactly what he needed — suspicious eye contact with the police first thing in the morning.
“Relax,” Aryan said, nudging him. “He’s not here to arrest you.”

“I wasn’t worried,” Arjan lied.

They passed the jeep.
The inspector spoke to a local constable, checking a file, then climbed back into the vehicle.
He was gone in seconds.

Just another stranger in town.



School was its usual chaos.

Students yelling.
Chairs scraping.
A teacher complaining loudly about homework that nobody had done.
Arjan tried to focus, but the back of his mind felt like it was humming.

Every time the ceiling fan moved, he felt the air differently.
More sensitive.
More alive.
“Are you listening?” the teacher asked.

“Yes, sir,” Arjan said quickly, though he was lying again.

“Are you sure?” asked a soft voice beside him.

Arjan turned.

Rhea.

She sat diagonally behind him.
Always quiet.
Always reading something.
Hair tied in a low ponytail.
Known in class as the girl who actually finished her homework.
Her eyes were sharp but gentle.

“I was listening,” Arjan said, probably too fast.

She tilted her head slightly. “You look distracted.”

“I’m fine.”

“You said that yesterday,” she said.

Arjan blinked.
He didn’t realize she had been watching him for two days straight.
That made his stomach twist in a way he didn’t want to explain.
“Just tired,” he added.

“Don’t overthink everything,” she said softly. “It makes life heavier.”

“I’ll... keep that in mind.”

She smiled — a small smile, but enough to make Aryan poke him immediately.

“Oh look,” Aryan whispered behind his hand. “Your heart just sprinted a marathon.”

“Shut up.”



By the time school ended, Arjan had made up his mind:

He needed to return to the relic.
Today.
Aryan, of course, agreed immediately.

“Let’s check it again,” Aryan said. But before they could turn toward the fort, someone called out behind them.

“Arjan?”

He froze.

It was Rhea, standing with her books close to her chest.

“Are you going home?” she asked.

Arjan suddenly forgot how talking worked.

“Uh—yeah—maybe—yes—I mean yes.”

Aryan sighed. “Smooth.”

Rhea ignored him and continued, “Can I walk with you till the crossing? I need to buy a notebook on the way.”

“Sure,” Arjan said too quickly.

Aryan gave him a look that screamed: We were supposed to go to old fort, genius.

Arjan silently mouthed: Crossing. Just crossing.

Aryan rolled his eyes so hard it was almost impressive.



They walked together, the three of them, though Aryan kept a slight distance like he was allergic to “romantic air molecules.”

“So,” Rhea said, glancing at Arjan, “did you finish the English assignment?”

“Yes,” Arjan lied again.

“You didn’t,” she said instantly.

Arjan sighed. “How do you always know?”

“You make a strange face when you lie,” she said.

Aryan smirked. “He makes that face a lot.”

“Not helping,” Arjan muttered.

They reached the crossing near the stationery shop.

“Okay, I’ll go from here,” Rhea said.

“Yeah,” Arjan said, trying to sound normal.

“Try to actually finish today’s homework,” she added.

“I will.”

She smiled, then disappeared inside the shop.

Aryan
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