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VJ and the World of Sports

(The Best of Two Worlds)

VJ’s love for sports is vast, diverse, and deeply ingrained in his identity. Football and cricket stand at the heart of his passion, but his sporting journey extends far beyond just these two. When it comes to watching sports, football (soccer) is his ultimate favorite. He is a die-hard fan, following every major league, continental tournament, and international event with unwavering enthusiasm. He knows the biggest players, the tactical evolutions of the game, and the history behind the world’s most celebrated football moments. Though he enjoys the newly emerging Double Soccer format (we will know this game later on...), his heart remains firmly rooted in the traditional game, original soccer, known simply as football in many non-American nations. Yet, when it comes to playing, VJ’s love for cricket is just as deep as his passion for watching football. As an Indian, cricket runs in his blood, it’s not just a game; it’s a part of his heritage. Like most Indians, his natural affinity for cricket means baseball, the American near equivalent, never truly caught his attention. He knows only the basics of baseball, but his passion for cricket has always taken precedence. In this aspect, his Indian roots triumph over American influence. But when it comes to football in the American sense, VJ finds himself at an interesting crossroad. Growing up and receiving most of his education in India on Earth, he missed much of American sports culture. Naturally, his sporting preferences align more with India than with the United States. However, this doesn’t mean he’s entirely unfamiliar with American football. In fact, he excels at the hybrid sport of mandala labyrinth gold, a game that combines American football with trampoline dynamics. Not just an average player, VJ is an elite champion, the best of the best. His dominance in mandala labyrinth gold proves that, if given the chance, he could even excel at traditional American football. And he does, whenever he finds himself in USA Mars, he takes the opportunity to play. Here, his American side triumphs, proving he is both Indian and American in his approach to sports. Beyond these core sports, VJ’s athleticism stretches far and wide.

	Pole Vaulting: A sport close to his heart, one that connects him to his father’s professional legacy. He grew up watching his father vault with elegance and precision, and perhaps that’s why he naturally took to it himself. During his school and college days, he trained across the EMM world and excelled in the sport, continuing his father’s tradition.

	Gymnastics: His journey in sports began as a gymnast and the foundational training from those years helped shape his agility and versatility in all other sports.

	Athletics & Other Sports: He has competed in various athletic events across the EMM World demonstrating his speed, endurance, and competitive spirit.


As said before, when it comes to VJ, nothing is ever ordinary, it is always great. His sporting abilities are no exception. Whether on the cricket field, in a football stadium, launching himself over the vaulting bar, or dominating the mandala labyrinth gold arena, VJ is the embodiment of a true athlete, one who carries both his Indian and American sporting heritage with pride.

Lizzie’s name would be etched in the annals of EMM World history as one of the most exceptional young pilots ever chosen for the elite corps of superFghter pilots, an honor so prestigious that no one so young had ever been considered before. She wasn’t merely a bright talent on the rise; she was a shining new star, unstoppable, brilliant, and burning through the ranks with sheer talent, relentless dedication, and an unbreakable spirit. Selected as a shortlisted elite superFighter pilot, Lizzie was set to become a Guardian of the EMM World entrusted with the highest responsibility, defending against the arrival of the Triad Comet, Nova-Orion-Polaris-TC2169 in 2169. The Triad Comet, a rare celestial phenomenon composed of three intertwining comet bodies was predicted to pass dangerously close to EMM World’s two moons. While direct impact had been ruled out, there existed an infinitesimally small chance that an extreme and unpredictable solar event could alter their trajectory as they slingshotted around the Sun, sending them careening toward EMM World. The probability was so minute, trillions upon trillions of calculations had proven it nearly impossible, but in the vast expanse of the cosmos, even the slightest possibility demanded absolute preparation. And if the impossible ever did happen, humanity would not wait helplessly. They would fight. That was where Lizzie and the elite superFighter corps came in. These were the best pilots in the EMM World, specialists in comet destruction, deflection, and high-risk space combat. Every one of them was a seasoned veteran, carrying experience from numerous live comet interception missions and countless virtual simulations. Lizzie, however, was the exception, the only rookie in the squad and yet, the most promising. Her skills were so extraordinary that despite her youth, despite her lack of real battle experience, the selection board made the unprecedented decision to include her among the best. It was not a gift, not favoritism, but something she had earned with relentless discipline, raw ability, and a natural genius for space combat. Her presence among them was a paradox, she was both their equal and their “daughter,” the one they all felt a protective instinct toward, despite knowing that she would soon match or surpass them all. Lizzie, at not even twenty, was being sculpted for greatness. If she fulfilled her potential, she could rewrite the very ranks of the elite corps, shatter every precedent, and rise to a height no fighter pilot had ever reached. Being a pure martian, Lizzie’s lifespan and physical endurance outmatched her Earth-born predecessors, giving her the opportunity to serve for decades, becoming a legend in her own right. When news broke of her selection as the youngest elite superFighter pilot, her family, friends, and everyone who had ever known her were overwhelmed with pride. Her brother VJ, though consumed by his sporting career, could not have been prouder of the sister who was achieving something beyond imagination. But no one was happier than Indra, technically no blood relation, but in every logical sense, her natural stepbrother. He had stood by Lizzie’s side, shaping her path, guiding her through every challenge, never leaving a single stone, no, not even boulders and pebbles unturned in her journey. A bond stronger than blood, a connection built on loyalty, presence, and shared history, not biology. His office colleagues, having witnessed his unwavering dedication to Lizzie’s success, congratulated not just her, but him as well. They recognized that while her talent was innate, it had been nurtured to perfection under his watchful eye. Lizzie’s future looked brilliant. Limitless. A soaring light, destined to protect the EMM World and carve her name into eternity.

If Earth had only one moon say Moon then it could have a stable interlocked revolution path around the Earth, but ultimately will fly away from Earth, so the reality is Moon will fly away from Earth after thousands of years and Mars will become the only moon for Earth and will have stable orbit interlocked to Earth for many thousand years and then ultimately Mars will also fly away. But this wouldn’t happen as humans will have the technology by that time to stop this natural phenomena and humankind definitely will like to keep its original planet and moons with them forever and keep in the appropriate orbits which will be thousands of years later in the future, but never know future is unpredictable. Who knows a planet from say another galaxy collide with our Earth and all get destroyed, Solar System too becomes unstable all hopes of human settlement vanished.

“This is just our imagination,” Lizzie began, “but the truth is, asteroids, comets, and meteoroids have always been and will always be a threat to us.”

“Our world is a big target for them. And humanity is doing everything it can to protect it. Our EMM Defense Force is working tirelessly to detect anything that could endanger our existence. They’ve successfully defended our world many times from asteroid, comet, and meteoroid threats and continue to do so whenever danger returns.”

Lizzie shared these hypothetical thoughts about how different the EMM World might have been if only one moon had existed instead of two, along with her views on the very real cosmic threats facing humanity, with conviction during one of the elite superFighter pilot special training classes held as part of their preparation for the approaching triad comet of 2169: Nova-Orion-Polaris-TC2169.

People refuse to have children because now AI children could be used who will look after them when they grow old and AI children are upgraded from interaction with the parents like the real children and in time AI children became adult like as years go on and parents could make AI children whatever they want and upgrade to anything they want as long as possible. These AI children are doing everything that a child could do for parents. So, many parents are not becoming parents and instead some opted for childless parenthood while some also use hybrid parenthood where both normal children and AI children are there in their house as safety. Croco talked about this in his research on AI.

When we can live in space where there is nothing, why cannot we explore the oceans where there are many things from gravity to water surrounding all around? So, with this principle and the need to expand our habitable spaces on Earth many nations developed expansion of their areas on oceans and many coastal areas are now expanded with taking of ocean near them and establishing cities inside the ocean. Many remains of the areas submerged during the Climate Catastrophe of the 21st Century were still preserved as historical heritages. New technology for establishing floating cities, which are cities built on the surface of the ocean and not beneath the seabed, was also developed. With the unstoppable population growth still a problem, humans had already conquered many parts of the ocean and populated with “ocean cities” around the world, but still we need to improve and there are still prospect of expanding ocean cities on Earth and also on our two moons: Mars and Moon too. So, with simultaneous exploration of the space of the Universe searching habitable planets and other heavenly bodies, we can still expand our civilization on the ocean also. The idea is great and still very difficult, but we need this for long term human settlement on Earth in the future with the ever expanding human population and development. This was the starting of the ocean colonization. As we humans progressed in technology, now we have ocean cities which are well planned and will be a norm in the future. So, with ocean cities our overpopulation burden is reduced a little, but we need more ocean cities as we have got a vast ocean in our world. So advancement in ocean cities is definitely a viable option for future. These were some of the proposals made by the scientists and innovators of the post-Climate Catastrophe era of the 21st century and they did achieve them. Now, all their dream worlds have become a reality in our new modern EMM World. Indra learned about this during a routine, mandatory monthly training session briefings, when his senior military science officer explained it in detail.

The power supply chain is illegally available to Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars (UCNoM/Unom) through black markets with Croco and his gang, and all the energy resources just like any EMM nation is available to them. So, Croco is virtually protected in Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars. Many pay blind eye to Croco’s other black business and this keeps Croco and his gang powerful and non-touchable. So, many things are now being influenced by his gang in every field of life in EMM World. Soon people should take action as Croco has become a powerful person and something has to be done to stop him. EMM World should try their best to frame him and let the world know especially those who blindly support Croco realize that he is not their friend, but someone who will be a liability in the future if they keep on supporting him like this. Croco also knows this so he does things that will please his partners so that he remains their friends and he is protected.

Croco said, “You know I hate discipline, obedience, and such things. These things keeps me squeeze and I suffocate from inside. So, I don't like those with these things, so I hate these people.”

Croco said, “You know when I was in the military school, the seniors there used to give us punishment if we make mistakes or mostly they just want to give us anyway. So, some punishments were light ones which were boring to me, but some punishments which were usually given by seniors who seemed very sad were the ones heavy and hard to bear the pain. There was one punishment we trainees used to dread, standing completely upside down. We’d begin by placing our hands firmly on the ground, legs lifted and resting against the wall for support, essentially inverted, balancing the entire weight of our bodies on our arms. The seniors, often cold and unsympathetic, ordered us into this position as part of our early drills. At first, it was hard enough just holding ourselves up with both hands planted on the ground and legs pressed against the wall. But then came the twist, the part I found strangely fascinating. After a while, we were told to move our hands behind our backs, like how police instruct someone before handcuffing. With our heads now touching the ground, we had to rely entirely on our upper backs, necks, and wall support, while still keeping our legs up.”

“It was brutal, wasn’t it?” Croco said. His voice quieter now. “Awkward, exhausting... but somehow, it became one of those things we all carried, one of many ridiculous, painful rituals they made us live through.” He looked at Indra, as if expecting the weight of the memory to settle in.

“You remember when the blood would start rushing to our heads? Our faces burning red... the pain so real, we could taste it (the hot blood). That thick, sick metallic sting on the tongue?”

“One by one, we’d start falling off the wall. Couldn’t help it. No strength left. Just dropped like bags of sand.”

“And they’d scream at us, ‘Up! Up! Up!’ Like we weren’t already hanging upside down with our lives pounding in our skulls.”

“Some of them even took off their belts and started hitting us. Back. Butt. Arms. Legs. Even our heads.”

“I still remember someone, maybe one of us, still holding the position, forehead to the floor, arms behind the back like some criminal... and they beat him anyway.”

Croco shook his head slowly. “For what? For staying up too long? For not falling when they expected?”

“That wasn’t discipline, Indra. That was something else.”

“For me, it was pain. My head would go hot, full of blood. I’d pretend to hate the punishment, fall off the wall, crash to the ground, just to get beaten by belts.” He let out a strange smile. “But deep inside? I enjoyed it.”

“I pretended not to, but I did.”

“Back then, I told myself: this is what I’ll do when I become a senior.” “And I did.”

“But you know what? Even then, getting punished myself felt more enjoyable than giving it out.”

His voice darkened. “That didn’t matter to the institute. They suspended me. Expelled me. Two juniors got brain hemorrhages. I forced them to do the longest upside down in institute history. I held them up myself. Pressed them against the wall. Kept them there until they passed out.”

“They didn’t break the record, but they were close.”

Croco looked off, almost nostalgic. “If they hadn’t expelled me, I could’ve made history.” “Maybe next time, with someone else.”

Croco said, “One day I told what my friend did which was wrong and we all have to get punishment together for my friend’s wrong doing. I later told my friends that I informed about it so that we all get punishment and I like to suffer punishment as it excites me. But, after getting punished my friends ganged up together against me and beat me saying I should not have done that. I told them I like to get the punishment together. My friends told I was crazy and that I should not be their friend. But, I told them I still consider all of them friends though I told about their bad deeds to the seniors so that I would get punishment.”

Croco said, “I always felt jealous of people who have strong relationships and stay happy and especially during festival times when family gets together and bond again after a long separation and friends come together and share their lives together.”

“It struck me hard how I was deprived of all this. No family. No relatives. No name. I was born surname-less. And for that, I had to suffer.”

“No one around to share my life with. No one to call my own.” “I always felt sad.” “But over time, that sadness turned into something else.”

“It became anger. Pure, relentless anger.”

“And I thought if I can’t have these family bonds, why should others?” “Why should they get to mock me? Ridicule me? For something I had no control over?”

“So I started watching those with strong bonds.” “Then I started breaking them.” “Wedges. Lies. Manipulation. Division.”

“I tore them apart, one connection at a time.” “And in that process, I earned my name.”

“CROCO.”

“Famous, they say. Notorious, maybe.” “But I see it differently.” “Because now, I’ve made so many people live alone, free of the illusion of love, of family, of belonging.” “And now?” “Now I don’t have to see those strong, perfect love bonds anymore.”

“Now, they can’t hurt me.”

“VJ and his family is the most I hated because they are so strong in their Bonds and always Together with each other. They are very hard to break by me. So, I realize the only way is to eliminate the best one among them who is the oil for their strong bond and kill that perSON (IndraJeet Parrum RajTilak) and this will DESTROY their life. So, my plan has to work and I will achieve everything I liked and then I will feel satisfied and happy with my achievements.”

VJ tells his friends and family also that when he was young he went to his friend’s house in Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars (UCNoM/Unom) and found one day Croco being bullied by a group of children in the locality outskirts area where they perhaps dragged him to a corner area and they started beating him and insulting him calling names. VJ said, “As I came from training and I looked taller than those boys there and stronger I was able to help out Croco and the boys ran away except one which I caught from running away. Then Croco suddenly took out a big log from there and started hitting on the boy I caught. The boy lied down in pain. I told Croco it is okay friend, they learned the lesson and stop to be violent I am getting scared.”

Croco then looked at VJ and said, “No, whether he learned or not, he will never ever be able to think even of hurting the weakest animal in his life again.”

Croco then again hit the boy with the big log. This time blood was coming out of the boy’s head. VJ tried to stop Croco and he almost succeeded, but again Croco hit the boy on the head hard, then the boy lost consciousness with this trice blow and bled more and felt on the ground unconscious. VJ now fought with Croco instead and stopped him and held him really back.

“If you don’t stop right now, my friend, we’re both going to end up in jail,” VJ told Croco.

So, VJ logged Croco by the back and tied him with his shirt and made Croco unmovable. VJ immediately rushed to look at the condition of the boy lying down with blood now covered his broken head. VJ usually keeps a first aid kit with him, just in case. So, immediately he tried to do first aid to the boy as much as he could. Then some people who might have seen them came and then also other people got there. VJ explained, and immediately took the boy to a car for the hospital. VJ also went with the boy and Croco was also taken by the people who came there to the hospital as he was also injured due to earlier beating by those boys. This incident reminded VJ of something he had always sensed: Croco’s deep, underlying violence. It wasn’t new. Just more visible now. Later, Croco was sternly warned by the local people. They knew him well and this wasn’t the first time something like this had happened. Fortunately, no legal action was taken. The injured boy survived and recovered quickly. Much of the credit went to VJ for his quick thinking, his calm response, and the immediate first aid he provided before the boy was taken to the hospital. The people praised him for his presence of mind. But this praise infuriated Croco. From that day forward, their friendship shattered completely, irreversibly. VJ had already begun to see Croco’s true nature, piece by piece. This incident was the final blow. It tore down the last of the friendship they had. And the real Croco, the one VJ had tried not to see, was now fully revealed.
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VJ and Croco had been part of the same batch during their “compulsory military training for youths.” And so, after a long time apart, they came face to face once again, this time as part of the same training program. It wasn’t a casual reunion. They had once known each other deeply, inside and out, through years of friendship. But that friendship had already broken, shattered by truth, betrayal, and irreparable differences. Now, they stood together again, not as friends, but as something colder, something far more distant. Due to Croco’s past relationship with VJ, the conflict between them only grew deeper during training. Before Croco could complete his military training course, he was suspended following a serious incident. VJ had been a direct witness to one of Croco’s actions, an act that left a fellow trainee severely injured. The injury was life-threatening, but the trainee survived, barely. When questioned, VJ told the inquiry commission exactly what he had seen. He made it clear that Croco’s actions were not accidental, but intentionALL. The investigation confirmed VJ’s account. Given Croco’s prior history of similar incidents, the decision was final. Croco was disqualified and permanently expelled from the compulsory military training program. This let to him ridiculed by his friends and society see this as a failure and insult for Croco. This led to VJ became one of the worst enemies of Croco more than VJ’s brother, Indra. So, the animosity between Croco and VJ reached a new level.

VJ said, “Croc used to deliberately misguide our fellow trainees during obstacle drills. He would give them wrong directions, knowing full well it could get someone hurt. One time, a student (trainee) fell from a high obstacle. Broke his neck. Head injury. Blood everywhere. He nearly died. And Croco? He just stood there. Watching. He later told us he wanted to see the boy bleed. He said watching someone suffer in real life would make him stronger. That seeing pain directly, up close, was the only way to understand the truth, not through stories or screens. That student had slipped because Croco gave him the wrong instructions on the course. He focused on the boy as he lay there in agony, while the rest of us rushed to help. Teachers did everything they could. The ambulance arrived in time, Thankfully. The boy survived. But barely. If help had been even a little late, he would’ve been gone.”

Croco was suspended from the program for this incident after inquiry was done and VJ told the truth as evidence of Croco’s trial of the suspension. Croco told him, “Good, you like to tell the truth and so do I.” He smiled and looked at VJ without any regret of what he had done.

Croco often watched from a distance, Silent, unnotICEd, and quietly burning. During institute functions, he would see VJ’s brother, IndraJeet, surrounded by crowds of students, friends LAUGHing with him, cheering him on, drawn to his natural charisma. There was something magnetic about IndraJeet, something that made people want to stand beside him. And Croco hated that. He would linger in the background, tucked away in some Corner of the hall or Field, pretending not to care. But inside, the Silence was LOUD. It wasn’t just jealousy, it was Pain. The kind of pain born from the absence of what he had never known: belonging. He envied Indra’s presence, his leadership, his ease with people. He couldn’t understand why so many rallied behind Indra, why they followed him so willingly. It never occurred to Croco that people were simply different, that leadership, kindness, and respect drew others naturally. He didn’t see that Indra’s popularity wasn’t a weapon aimed at him. He only saw what he lacked: attention, friendship, love. And instead of turning inward to develop his own strengths, Croco let that quiet bitterness grow. He mistook his isolation for superiority. He mistook other people’s warmth as a threat. His personality hardened during those school years and the more Indra shined, the more Croco’s shadow grew darker. He felt small, not because others made him small, but because he refused to see his own worth outside of someone else’s light. That Corner he stood in? It became his world. A place of watching. Wanting. Withdrawing. And slowly, from there, something dangerous began to take root. “Dawn of Darkness” turned what should have been his bright, shining morning into a long, black dusk, skipping the whole day entirely and plunging him straight into an endless stretch of pitch obsidian ebony night. A night that became his life.

Croco said, “We in the Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars, UCNoM, or just Unom, have so many people. The population’s massive. Honestly? Half of Mars probably lives there.” (That’s not true, of course, but yes, the population density is much higher than in other regions of Mars.) “And it’s affecting all of us. We have to stand in lines for everything, from toilets to banks. Everyday life in Unom means waiting, pushing, surviving. I wish I could kill half the population like many villains who want to make a perfect world. The villains in movies were right. So, why not start that process with Unom itself. So, I just want only those who are productive should live otherwise what is the use of keeping the useless people and let them increase population by again producing their offspring which will be even useless like them all.”

Croco’s gang used to kill the babies of those parents who have more than two children by smashing on stones on the ground to control rapid population spreading. Croco said, “I am warning to all those who want to have more than two max children that their last born child will be taken away after they were born and smash on stones and killed.” Croco said, “From one year time if any child is born who is the third or more, I will kill them. As a cleansing I am going to take all children who are born the third or more and Kill them as a serious warning that parents don’t produce children after two births, I mean not kill but taken away for one month and keep in labor camp away from you all parents.” He said, “I am doing a favor of reducing population for the future generation as overpopulation is the main cause of every problem we face either directly or indirectly.” Croco might be right in some part regarding overpopulation at least, but killing children is unacceptable and he is a Demon.

Croco said, “I tried to stay away from crime for some years and I did that, but it was so hard. I then realized I just don’t have the ability and skill to be away from crimes. I let myself become who I am born to be. I don’t want to trample my talents and gifted skills. So, I become what I meant to be. Now, I don’t have to pretend to be someone who I am NOT. I become free and I have achieved this level without any help on my own self. It was hard but I enjoyed because I am good at that. I become Paul and only Paul could do so. I don’t need any surname. I am satisfied with being only Paul, Now.” Many people who commit crimes do not believe they are doing anything wrong, but Croco knows he is Committing Crimes and still Chooses to Continue. It is this Conscious awareness, this deliberate defiance, that makes him truly Criminal.

Croco’s organization is actively operating dangerous drug cartels. Their primary goal is to destabilize society by forcibly targeting our youth, compelling them into drug addiction. In doing so, they are systematically destroying not only the futures of our young generation but also jeopardizing our collective well-being and the prosperity of our society as a whole. The true motive of Croco is not known by anyone and only HE knows and kept it so secret to himself. He has the deep conscious and subconscious aim of his life to take Revenge on his own fellows who had done harm to him while he was growing up. When he was a child he was bullied, outcast, his family especially his mother was treated with disrespect because Croco did not know his father. He has no surname and everyone know this and this is the main reason for him to be looked down by the society and he blamed his society. He had the deep desire to make his society suffer so that he will get revenge for his sufferings that he received as a child and still the trauma is with him now and no one realizes this. So, his only and main goal is to bring suffering to his people, but outwardly he is doing everything the opposite by working the propaganda of uplifting his society and the people welfare and he used this as his weapon to gain his trust and he did so convincingly that no one could ever have any doubt. They only thought he had risen from a low life to such power and is using this power to help his fellow people develop a new better life which were deprived from them for so many years in Unom, being neglected by other Nations from Mars and from Moon and also from Earth, the whole EMM World and left alone to suffer.

Croco told when for the first time he entered a house which has AC installed for burglary he felt for the first time how it was to be like in a house where there is AC. He had never experienced living in an “AC house” before his whole childhood life until that burglary night. He felt so different. He realized how much difference were his life and those rich people’s life. He hated his life and more hated rich people who never gave him or his family or poor people a single chance for any sort of comfortable life that these rich people are living with full extravaganza. He thought the big house he was looting had AC in every room. These rich people are in heaven and they did not See anybody below them. Croco did not accept this and he decided no matter how long it takes he cannot remain POOR. He has to become RICH by any means. This motivated him to do anything that he could think of and not seeing any consequences. He just wants to be wealthy and this has driven him crazy and did so many horrible things in his lifetime till now that he has achieved what he wanted to become rich and he is now Extremely rich from all sorts of illegal and unethical things he does.

Croco says if he tried to commit suicide which means “I tried to kill myself, which means I tried to kill a human, which means I can kill a human now as I had already tried.” These words rang Bell when his friends heard it, and they distant themselves from Croco. This led to him becoming more isolated and more disturbed in his life. He developed all sorts of psychological problems during these growing up period in his life. But once he “Got Over” those stages of life, he suppressed all his illness and he practiced outwardly behaving Normal and soon people forgot all his past behaviors and he became a normal person outwardly, but inside Croco knows what he has become.

“My friend was beaten when he was just out of the bathroom with a simple plain towel on, still little wet after the bath with no underwear put on and was beaten with a belt on his Butt almost naked beaten, the pain he had felt at that time for being late for just few minutes was severe. It was not fair and you tell me what I am doing to the fresher are out of the world. You remember the time when we were punished to not Read Books and just put the books in front of our eyes and pretend to read when our teachers come so that we seemed to be reading in front of them, but actually not reading. It was the “psychological punishment” which was unethical at that time given to us by our seniors. You compared my way of giving punishment to these new boys harsher than those seniors. You are not doing justice to me, Indra. I am now senior and I want to give them punishment they deserve.”

VJ’s brother IndraJeet said, “What they did was not Right at all, but not all were same, only few seniors went beyond their natures, but Croco what you are doing is completely different, your things are not comprehensible, it could make someone really injured seriously, anything bad could happen with your punishment choices. You could give even those punishments which were weird to them, but not these things. These are crazy things. How could you come up with these things?”

“You can go about your routine,” Croco said coldly. “Practice your sports. Do your activities. But only to make it look like you’re following the rules. Do it so the teachers and instructors see you behaving. But don’t put your heart into it. Don’t truly commit. Until we lift the restrictions, your sense of duty should be superficial, not sincere. That’s how it will be. And if anyone disobeys this, if anyone dares to act like they’re truly reformed, the consequences will be worse than what you’ve already seen. So for now, accept your punishment. The duration will be decided soon. If you all follow it exactly as told, these punishments will end. Because remember this, you all did something wrong. And punishment is inevitable.”

How could Croco come up with such horrible psychological punishments? What kind of mind thinks of things like this and actually carries them out? But that was Croco. His mind went to dark places and once he decided something, he executed it with chilling precision. The juniors knew this all too well. They followed his instructions exactly, not out of respect, but out of fear. Because they knew the truth: if they disobeyed, Croco would come up with something even worse. More severe. More inescapable. So they stuck to his punishments. Endured them. Finished them. Because they knew Croco found satisfaction only when things were done exactly as he commanded. Croco said to VJ’s brother IndraJeet that “If you waste time now then your school days will be over soon and you would not get chance to give punishment anymore. You have to utilize the opportunity you are getting this time. Time will never wait for anyone, so as a senior I am doing my duty.”

One day, VJ visited Indra’s institute, a quiet, high-tech facility nestled within the heart of New Hyderabad. It was a place dedicated to research, innovation, and the future of the EMM World. There, he met both Indra and Croco. The meeting wasn’t planned, but fate seemed to have arranged it. The atmosphere was tense the moment all three stood in the same room, each carrying their own truths, histories, and unspoken thoughts. VJ greeted Indra warmly, with brotherly affection. But when he turned to Croco, the air shifted. Their eyes met, not with hostility, but with the weight of everything unsaid between them. It was clear: this wasn’t just a casual visit. Something important was about to unfold.

“You know, when we were in school and became seniors, we felt unstoppable. It was as if all the power in the world had suddenly been handed to us. We believed we could do anything. And with that sense of power, some of us became bullies. Ragging became second nature despite the fact that just a few years earlier, we were the ones who had suffered under the same system as juniors. Back then, we hated it. We swore we’d never be like our seniors. But when the roles reversed, we forgot all of that. We misused the power, just like they did. Why? Because power is tempting. It blinds us to the very pain we once felt. And now, I see that same pattern repeating in you. You’ve been given power and support, and instead of using it to uplift, you’re misusing it. Just like we did as seniors in school. But back then, we were young. Immature. We didn’t understand what we were doing. Now, we do. Now, we should know better. Real power isn’t about control, it’s about responsibility. It’s about using what you’ve been given to make things better for others. Because power is always temporary. And when it’s gone, the only thing you’ll have left is the memory of how you used it. So use it well. Use it wisely. So that one day, you can look back with pride, not regret. But right now, you’re repeating the same mistakes we made. And your juniors are suffering because of it. Don’t follow the path we took when we became seniors in our institute. Focus on your goals and let your senior years become a memorable and exemplary time for the juniors, just as we once wished our own seniors were when we were juniors ourselves,” VJ told Indra and Croco, his voice steady but filled with disappointment. Croco stared back blankly, unmoved and unwilling to take in a word of it. His eyes showed no recognition, no reflection. The power he clung to had already clouded any chance of understanding. But Indra, standing just a step away, understood everything. He looked at his brother, eyes steady, and gave a silent nod. He had heard the truth in VJ’s words. And without hesitation, he chose the path VJ hoped for. He was ready to act.

Croco had a history of toxic relationships. He abused his girlfriends so severely that some of them ended up as psychiatric patients, scarred by the trauma he left behind. One day, VJ’s brother, IndraJeet, discovered that a close friend’s sister had become involved with Croco. Knowing who Croco truly was, IndraJeet looked into it and what he found was horrifying. It revealed yet another dangerous side of Croco, even darker than what he had seen back in their school days. Indra stepped in immediately. He helped his friend’s sister escape the relationship before it could destroy her. This act, though heroic, made Croco resent him even more. From that point on, Croco developed an even deeper hatred for Indra, a hatred that had quietly lingered ever since their school years. The two were always on opposite sides like polar opposites. And more often than not, it was Indra who came out on top. Not because he wanted to win, but because he stood for what was Right. His classmates recognized this and supported him. Croco, meanwhile, found himself increasingly isolated. Not that he wasn’t already; his behavior had always set him apart. Most people in school knew about Croco’s disturbing patterns. But few dared to confront him directly. Indra was the exception. As Croco’s classmate, he never hesitated to step in whenever Croco crossed the line. Time and again, Indra diffused situations that could’ve escalated into something worse. He did it not for praise, but because it had to be done. And every time he did, Croco’s resentment grew deeper. It was personal now.

The young lady tells Croco, “I always wanted to try this and see how I feel and what happens to the person.” The young lady was trying to kill a person with an iron rod hitting on the head of the person many times and wanted to see the reaction of herself to have her first victim, the first human she kills. Croco gave opportunity for newcomers to experience the feeling, one of the most powerful feelings in the world he said, the pleasure of killing another person with your own hand. Croco do this whenever he finds new recruits on his gang.

Croco used to do many illegal dealings in his past like he used to deal with weapons and played significant role in the rise of violence in many parts of our world, EMM World. Now, he has targeted and gone into the business where it is against the “Environment Conservation” groups and he said, “I am getting so many Wealth with the Deals, so why not I enter. I don’t care anything about the Environment. It is not my job. My job is as mercenaries group we take job and get paid.”

Croco said, “People want to harm or kill others if they think they don’t like them and hate them, so it is human Nature. I am just a person who also Thinks that way but I also Act upon those wonderful thoughts and take the pleasure as it manifest and it satisfies me a lot. Maybe this is the main difference with me and other people. I act on what I think.” Croco has always been like this and many had lost their lives just because Croco felt hatred upon them.

Croco said, “I don’t have any family with me now. And that means I don’t have any weaknesses for my enemies to exploit. No one can blackmail me. Nothing holds me back. I’m free to do anything without fear ever standing in my way. That’s how I became so powerful.” VJ looked at him, calm but unshaken. “You’re lying, Croco. You do have fear. And you do have family. You still have your mother, the one you chose to keep at a distance. She’s been suffering all these years, watching what you’ve become. Every day, your actions are a wound to her. She wonders how her son could cause so much harm to the world. You carry shame, Croco. Deep down, you know it. You’ve failed as a son. You punished her for your own choices. And instead of healing, you buried it behind power and pride. You boast about being strong and untouchable... but inside, you’re empty. No family. No love. No one to come home to. You can’t truly be happy, not like this. Not until you surrender your pride, repent for what you’ve done and change. Only then, Croco, will you ever find peace in the life you have left.”

Croco said, “My life is not bad life. It is the best life I have ever lived till now. You on the other hand had so many choices good ones all your life and still you stuck to only play and become the mascot of something people do not really put hands on. You are a loser and you are nothing in comparison to me. People come to me when they have struggled in getting their things done and I gave them what they want and in return they become mine and this helps me to expand my services and I become popular and powerful.” VJ just listened to what Croco was saying which is the truth in fact. Croco has gone beyond repair. He had become the most wanted man on Interpol’s list, yet even the organization seemed powerless to stop him as he continued to roam freely across the world. It reflected a dangerous reality humanity itself was beginning to face. Something far greater and more united had to be done to stop Croco, otherwise one day the world might once again witness history repeating itself through the destruction of the environment.
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Croco never believed in marriage. But once, he had a girlfriend and a daughter. One day, when the baby was just seven months old, she cried endlessly. Croco lost control. He said babies don’t cry that much. That something was wrong. He thought about cutting out her tongue. Then about stitching her mouth shut. Then, suddenly, another thought struck him: Why not just smash her head and end the noise forever? This is what I am used to of killing I do to other’s children. He moved to do it. But his girlfriend rushed in. She stood between him and the baby. She begged him to stop. She said she would take the child away, far away, so he’d never hear her cry again. But Croco’s mind was already spiraling. Another thought came: Why not kill the mother too? Then all the crying would stop. His girlfriend pleaded again. She said if he let them go, he could live in peace. At that moment, one of Croco’s gang members stepped in. She (Croco’s female gang member) urged Croco to let them leave. “Let them go,” she said, “and the crying will go with them.” Croco finally agreed. The child was sent, along with Croco’s girlfriend, to live with her grandparents. And Croco returned to silence. Alone. He had narrowly escaped killing his own family. He had nearly murdered his daughter. He had considered killing her mother. Croco’s mind had become unwell, unstable. Now, he lives alone. And maybe that’s the only safe way for the world to keep surviving him. [If I tell you the real truth, you'll be shocked. The truth is... that baby girl wasn’t even Croco’s child. She was the secret child of his girlfriend’s secret lover. Only she knew it. Not even the real father knows to this day. Otherwise, the real father would be killed along with his daughter child and mother (Croco’s girlfriend) too. Now she knows. And I know. And now... you know too. Yeah, I’m not great at keeping secrets. But it’s the truth. A secret one, okay?]

Croco said, “I tried to kill my own daughter like this, so it is nothing for me to do it to others.”

Croco is extremely cruel and he takes pleasure in it. He believes his cruelty makes him strong-hearted, better prepared to face the harsh realities of life. To him, this is the true nature of the world: “Survival of the Fittest.”

Croco said “Well, I believe that when you get power and time to enjoy you forget everything and you just go with the Flow. What can we say about the Future? We believe in the Present and the present is great for me and I chose to enjoy it to the Fullest. I do not have any other choice but to go where I am now heading and it seems limitless now and who cares for the Future we are not going to live Forever or be healthy ever like now. So, why not make the best out of now, in anyway one day we all are going to perish and Finish by any means like becoming old or with Fatal disease. Why worry For the certainty? Why not use up everything that we have now and not waste it and regret later which anyway we cannot escape? So, I do what I Feel is the right and that is enjoy myself to the FULLEST and help others also realize this: to use all their powers to the Fullest while they have them. Otherwise, they are sure to lose them in the FUTURE anyway for sure, so why not use what you have now?”

“When I stole some bread because I was hungry, they branded me a thief and that label stuck with me forever. So, I see no reason to change. I have to take revenge on those people, because their judgment is what made me who I am today,” Croco said.

Croco said, “No nation is helping us with our problems. They’ve left us to suffer alone. So we have to rely on ourselves, stay independent, and unite as one. We must break free from the influence of our original nations, because all they do is take advantage of us and in return, they do nothing good for us here on Mars. We need is total independence a separate united nation of our own where we can decide for our own by ourselves and not from someone FAR away in another heavenly body. So, I call upon all small cities left out by their parent nations from Earth to join us form a bigger Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars, our own Unom.”

VJ said to Croco, “Yes, we have got problems abundant, but our original nations are doing what they can. They know we are on different heavenly bodies and we are apart separated by empty space between us, but we are together facing our problems and helping each other as we are one nation. We are independent together and doing best as we can from our three worlds together: Earth, Moon, and Mars (EMM World). We do have Challenges in front of us, but we are trying to solve them with ourselves or taking help from others and we are able to do that as democratically possible. We cannot give up now just because some people are spreading rumors, false propaganda, and trying to spark a fake revolution in the name of independence. We are democratic and independent from the start and will be so and together as one nation separated by natural space only, but connected by strong togetherness of one nation. So, almost all nations have this idea of togetherness and independent on our own rights which cannot be weakened by some false ideas created by demonic people who only know negative things and do only harm to humankind.”

To drift a little farther away from the negativity and faint traces of positivity that filled these chapters, we now turn toward one of the most remarkable inventions flourishing across the EMM World, an innovation that many of our main characters themselves deeply enjoy using. By the year 2162, nearly one and a half centuries after the AI revolution of 2025, what was once feared as a threat to the audio industry has instead become its greatest Boon. AI, which many in the early 21st century was believed to make human voice artists obsolete, has instead given rise to an entirely new form of entertainment, the Film Audiobook (FA)/Movie Audiobook (MA)/Cinema Audiobook (CA), Father (FA), Mother (MA), Children (CA): (FAMAC), family/faMac/famac. This innovation has turned the once-static audiobook industry into a dynamic, immersive experience where voice artists, movie actors, directors, sound engineers, and technicians work hand-in-hand blending their talents with AI to create audio productions as rich as any visual cinema. No longer limited to just one (1) Narrator reading a book, these audiomovies have become blockbuster productions where each character is voiced separately, background sounds and 5D audio effects create a living, breathing world, and the audience experiences the full drama, action, and emotion just as they would in a film, but without any visuals. This revolution has been led by none other than Ori AI, which has propelled the Film Audiobook/Movie Audiobook/Cinema Audiobook (FAMAC), commonly also known as family or nicknamed “faMac” and also written as famac, boom, saving the audio industry from what was once feared to be its inevitable extinction with the arrival of AI in the early 21st century, especially in the year 2025.

Now, in 2162, FAMAC (family/faMac/famac) have become a cultural phenomenon, especially across the EMM World flourishing in Earth’s extended territories on the Moon and the Mars where immersive, hands-free entertainment is deeply valued. Yet, despite humanity’s expansion beyond Earth, these rooted FAMACs/familys/faMacs/famacs hold a special place in people’s hearts. Many of these productions are based on Earth’s rich heritage, reminding those who now live across the vast Earth-Moon-Mars (EMM) system and the network of space cities of their ancestral home, the planet where civilization first emerged. For the settlers of the Mars, the Moon, and the space cities, even those from the independent Unclaimed Cities Nation of Mars (UCNoM/Unom), these FAMACs/familys/faMacs/famacs are more than just entertainment. They are a connection to the world that birthed their culture, history, and identity as diverse communities from many different nations of Earth now coexist here, carrying with them their unique traditions, cultures, histories, identities, memories, and ways of life. Across every dome, city, and artificial atmosphere, these stories resonate, evoking emotions of nostalgia and belonging. Some of the most popular productions are adaptations of India’s two legendary epics, recreated with cutting-edge 5D surround soundscaping and dramatic performances, ensuring that the ancient wisdom and grandeur of these timeless stories reach a new generation. The Western world has also embraced this format, bringing to life the legendary tales of Zeus, Hercules, and Odysseus transforming the myths of Greek and Roman civilizations into powerful audiovisual experiences, minus the visuals as faMac has only audio, but visuals we create not with screens but with the visuals of our own minds. Meanwhile, Shakespeare’s greatest dramas, such as Hamlet, Macbeth, Othello, and King Lear have been reimagined in their full cinematic-audio glory, allowing listeners to experience every whispered deception, every dramatic sword fight, and every tragic monologue in an unmatched auditory experience.

But the magic of FAMAC (family/faMac/famac) doesn’t stop at ancient mythology and classic literature. Famous historical and literary works from around the world, like The Three Musketeers, Les Misérables, War and Peace, The Count of Monte Cristo, and Pride and Prejudice have also found new life in this format. VJ and Indra, two devoted lovers of storytelling, are captivated by these adaptations with Indra particularly drawn to the romantic intensity of Pride and Prejudice, while VJ prefers the heroic adventures of The Iliad and The Odyssey. Even Croco, despite his calculated and strategic mind, indulges in these productions favoring dark psychological thrillers like Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, Frankenstein, and Crime and Punishment which immerse listeners into the depths of the human psyche with hauntingly realistic performances. All three are devoted enthusiasts of FAMAC or family/faMac/famac, drawn to its immersive storytelling and rich adaptations. The success of family/faMac/famac has reshaped the entertainment landscape, proving that AI is not a DESTROYer of Art but a force that enhances human creativity. Now, even blockbuster films are pre-released in audiomovie format, allowing audiences to experience the story before the visual adaptation even hits theaters. All this is because of the invention of faMac. With AI enhancing voice modulation, emotion synthesis, and sound engineering, these productions have bridged the gap between traditional storytelling and modern technology ensuring that even in a world dominated by advanced AI, the art of storytelling remains alive and more powerful than ever. This is the freedom faMac gives you, so deeply personal that every listener experiences the same story, yet no two visualizations are ever alike. It preserves the true essence of reading where imagination paints the scenes uniquely for each individual. The only difference? FaMac enhances this experience making it even more effortless through its magnificent sound design, immersing the listener in a world where every detail is brought to life purely through audio. That is why faMac was an instant success when it was first introduced and even now it remains a hit, just as it was back then, among the young generations of the past and also today in the year 2162, especially among our new young generation, including the likes of Lizzie, who herself loves faMac so much that it has become her constant companion, like the smartphones of the early 21st century or the supersmartphones of today’s 22nd century.

Here’s a detailed, structured breakdown of FAMAC or family/faMac/famac: The Pure Audio Adaptation, designed to clarify your question and present a powerful, well-organized concept that anyone can easily understand and appreciate.

FAMAC or faMac or family: The Pure Audio Adaptation

Film Audiobook (FA)/Movie Audiobook (MA)/Cinema Audiobook (CA), Father (FA), Mother (MA), Children (CA): (FAMAC), family/faMac/famac. What is FAMAC? FAMAC or faMac or family is not an audio movie adaptation, it is something entirely different. It is an authentic audiobook experience that brings the written word to life exactly as the author intended, but in a purely auditory format. FAMAC or famac sounds like “family,” and faMac, we all know what that sounds like. Think of it as:

The Book Unbound - A novel freed from the page, existing in sound.

A Soundscape of the Story - A full 5D audio environment that immerses the listener.

The Purest Adaptation - A story told exactly as written, but experienced through sound.

Why the Name “FAMAC”? The acronym FAMAC carries deep meaning as we have already explored in previous paras, but now, still, once again, let’s go even deeper:

	Film Audiobook (FA): The grandeur of cinema in sound.

	Movie Audiobook (MA): The storytelling immersion of films, without visuals.

	Cinema Audiobook (CA): A fully produced, high-fidelity audio experience.

	Father (FA), Mother (MA), Children (CA): FAMACA shortened to faMac. The essence of family, connection, and shared storytelling.


The acronym FAMAC evolved naturally into something deeply meaningful, a symbol of unity, family, and shared storytelling. It wasn’t just randomly crafted; rather, it took shape on its own revealing its true essence over time. The name itself seemed to choose its meaning, growing into a reflection of its purpose. Just as families gather to experience stories together, FAMAC stands as an audio storytelling experience designed for everyone, where words transcend the page and come to life in sound.

How is FAMAC (faMac) Different from a Movie Adaptation?

1. True to the Book, Not a Film Rewrite

What It Is:

	A faithful adaptation of the book word for word, preserving the author’s original intent.

	No cutting scenes, no script changes, no cinematic interpretations.


What It’s Not:

	A movie-based script where elements are changed to fit a visual medium.

	A film-inspired retelling that alters the story to suit a screenplay.


FAMAC (faMac) keeps the book intact. It doesn’t turn it into a movie.

2. A Fully Immersive Soundscape

What It Is:

	A multi-layered auditory experience with:-

	Character voices - each voice is distinct and expressive.

	Sound effects - footsteps, wind, doors creaking, every detail the book describes is heard.

	Atmospheric sounds - the background ambiance that transports listeners into the world of the book.


What It’s Not:

	A single narrator reading without background depth or character differentiation.

	A dry audiobook with no immersive elements.


FaMac is not just a voice reading a book, it is the world of the book, alive in sound.

3. No Visuals, Imagination Takes Over

What It Is:

	A medium that allows listeners to visualize the story in their minds.

	Every sound triggers sensory reactions, making the listener an active participant in the storytelling.


What It’s Not:

	A movie where the visuals dictate everything, leaving no room for personal imagination.

	A limited storytelling experience where sound plays a secondary role.


FaMac engages the listener’s senses completely, making it a personal, interactive experience.

4. The Full Sensory Experience, Sound That Feels Like Touch

What It Is:

	Sound design crafted to activate all senses.

	The rustling of leaves, the texture of footsteps, the crackling of fire, all create a tactile experience through sound alone.

	It feels like you can touch the world through hearing.


What It’s Not:

	A typical audiobook with a single monotone narration.

	A passive experience, faMac demands attention and pulls the listener in.

	You don’t just hear faMac, you feel it.


The Philosophy Behind faMac: FaMac is not just another audiobook format, it’s a revolution in storytelling. It respects literature. The book stays pure, unaltered, and undistorted. It respects performance. Voice actors, sound designers, and audio engineers elevate the experience. It respects imagination. Listeners visualize the story in their own way. It respects tradition storytelling started as an oral art and faMac revives that tradition with modern technology.

Why faMac is the Future of Audiobooks?

Designed for a New Generation - As digital consumption is the norm in today’s world, pure audio storytelling is more important than ever.

Global Accessibility - No need for screens, anyone, anywhere, can listen and immerse in a book.

The Evolution of Storytelling - It combines classic oral traditions of storytelling with cutting-edge audio production.

FaMac is the book, as it was written, but heard, not read. FaMac is cinema for the ears, literature for the soul.

Final Thought: FaMac is not just an audiobook. It is an experience, an art form, and a revolution in storytelling. This is how books should be heard.

Now this is a perfectly structured, detailed version of my vision for you all! It is: Easy to understand. Explains everything clearly. This captures exactly what I want for you all to envision for faMac (FAMAC).

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4



[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


VJ considers himself as the luckiest person in the whole world, for he was granted the rare privilege of being the son of his father NarJeet Parrum RajTilak. VJ speaks of his father as one of the wisest man he has ever known in his entire life. Even in his late 60s, his father’s mind remains as sharp as ever, a testament to his extraordinary intellect. Recently, VJ was reminded once again of this remarkable clarity. On that day, VJ and his father were filling the water tank on their rooftop when the PVC hose they were using suddenly ruptured at a connection point. VJ immediately halted the water pump upon noticing that the hose had detached at the junction causing water to flow out from there. He quickly realized that the rupture point contained the shrunken section of the hose, while the other end remained connected to the water tank. The pressure of the flowing water had caused the weakened joint to fail making it necessary to cut away the damaged section to restore a secure connection. VJ thought the best solution was to trim the shrunken end, then attach a new intact section to create a secure connection. His father observed carefully and suggested that instead of cutting the shrunken PVC hose, they should swap the connections by bringing the endpoint from the water tank to the joint here and shifting the shrunken hose to the tank instead. His father explained that water could then flow through the shrunken part of the PVC hose as it would serve as the new endpoint, filling the tank at nearly the same rate. VJ had never considered this option and it left him in awe, realizing just how sharp his father’s mind still was. With age, his father had only grown wiser. This is why VJ considered himself the luckiest person in the world, because he had inherited the same brilliance that lived in his father. His mind, too, carried that sharpness, a natural gift passed down through generations. He often thanked God for blessing him with such a legacy, for making him the son of a man whose wisdom had shaped not just him, but their whole world. That brilliance helped VJ become the person he was today, a successful sportsperson, grounded and inspired. But it wasn’t just VJ. He believed that his siblings had also inherited or absorbed that same light. His stepbrother, Indra. His two sisters, Lizzie, his clone younger sister and Maya, his younger stepsister. All of them had, in their own ways, been influenced and shaped by the intelligence and warmth of VJ’s father and his big family. And VJ believed this gift would continue. That even their future children, born into this same lineage of brilliance, would carry it forward. Because some gifts are too strong to fade. And some wisdom is too powerful not to be passed on. All of them were remarkably smart and thriving in their lives. VJ also believed that his father had inherited this gift from his own father, his grandfather, whom VJ knew to be one of the wisest and closest people in his life.

“Like father, like son. Like grandfather, like grandson.”

As we discuss the extraordinary legacy of intelligence in VJ’s family, it becomes evident that such brilliance is not an isolated occurrence. Rather, it manifests repeatedly across generations, proving itself in both small moments and great challenges. To further illustrate this hereditary sharpness, we turn to yet another true event, one that VJ himself witnessed firsthand. A story that, much like this earlier rooftop incident involving a pipe, once again showcases the same problem-solving genius, quick thinking, and intuitive intelligence that runs through his family’s very core. What followed was yet another moment of ingenuity, this time involving a terrace door during the powerful monsoon winds. Here is that story:

The Terrace Door Mystery: A Test of Intelligence (Monsoon Edition)

The monsoon season in Hyderabad brings heavy clouds, cool winds, and unpredictable bursts of rain. The air feels thick with humidity and the skies shift between dark and stormy to moments of golden light breaking through the clouds. The winds are strongest during this time, rushing through the streets, rattling windows, slamming doors shut, and sending every loose object tumbling unpredictably. At VJ’s family home, the monsoon winds meant one major problem, the terrace door. This was no ordinary door. It was heavy and unpredictable, positioned at the entrance of their huge terrace where the wind would howl through the open space like a trapped storm. Whenever someone opened it, the strong gusts would violently slam it shut with a deafening bang, making everyone inside jump in shock. Over time, the family developed different tricks to manage the door. Most of the time, it was kept shut from inside to prevent sudden slamming. If someone needed to go up, they would swing the door wide open and press it against the wall, securing it with a small stool. This way, it wouldn’t shut suddenly and the person on the huge terrace could re-enter. But there was a serious flaw in this system. Sometimes, people forgot that someone was on the vast terrace and locked the door from inside, assuming no one was there. This exact thing happened to VJ’s father one day. One particularly stormy afternoon, his stepmother, thinking no one was on the terrace, had bolted the door shut leaving his father trapped outside for hours. He had no way to call for help until VJ returned home and heard his father’s voice shouting over the howling wind. After being rescued, his stepmother made a suggestion: “Why don’t you lock it from the terrace side? That way, we’ll know someone is up there.” But this created a new problem: if the door was locked from the terrace, no one from inside could come up. On the other hand, leaving

	Keeping the door slightly open? No good. The wind would force it open wider, slam it against the wall, and then swing it back into the doorframe creating an even louder bang.

	Placing the stool a little inside the doorway? Still no good. Someone could still forget and lock the door, trapping the person outside.



	If someone was on the terrace, the door couldn’t be locked accidentally from the inside.

	If the wind tried to push it shut, the stool held it in place, stopping the violent banging noise.

	The wind might still push it against the wall, but that produced only a soft, dull thud, much less alarming than before.
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