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For those who stood in queues longer than their dreams.
And still returned the next day.
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“Sometimes the truth smells like diesel, sweat, and cardamom.”
— Fazal Abubakkar  tea-stall philosopher
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This collection began not with an idea, but with a noise.

The clanging of steel cups at a roadside stall. The yawn of a bus braking too hard. The furious whisper of a politician’s denial. The deadpan bark of a watchman who speaks five languages and is invisible in all of them.

These stories were written in the cracks — between headlines and footnotes, in auto rickshaws and overheard conversations, and in the spaces where people are seen but not always noticed.

They do not seek to represent India in its totality (what madman would?). Instead, they shine a light — sometimes mocking, sometimes melancholic — on the absurdities, resilience, ambition, and quiet defiance found in its shadows.

There’s satire here, yes, but it’s satire that hurts because it’s too close. Humor that laughs while standing knee-deep in floodwater. Characters who are fictional, but whose situations have been lived a thousand times before by real people with real stakes.

If you’ve ever bribed someone to fix a leak faster, if you’ve been promised power “within 24 hours,” if you’ve laughed at your own despair — then this is for you.

Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
August 2025
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Introduction: Where the Dust Settles
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India often gets described in superlatives: the biggest, the fastest, the most chaotic, the most resilient. But for every headline, there’s an undercurrent — quiet lives lived with noise.

The characters in these stories are not heroes in the cinematic sense. They don’t leap buildings or deliver stirring speeches to crowds of thousands. Instead, they whisper revolutions into tea cups. They campaign with milk, run startups out of tin shacks, and argue with ghosts about voting rights.

The title, Electric Dust and Other Truths, reflects a recurring theme — that uneasy space where modern ambition and ancient inertia collide. Dust, because it settles on everything: policies, promises, dreams. Electric, because the charge never dies. It shocks. It lights up. It burns.

These stories do not seek to explain India. They merely reflect it — as seen in a cracked mirror behind a tea stall, under flickering tube lights, with someone saying, “Did you hear what happened yesterday?”

Because that’s where the stories begin.
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1. Chai and Revolutions
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Mohan ran a tea stall that was exactly one tile wider than a coffin and barely twice as long. It was squeezed between a torn Flex banner advertising "PREMIUM IAS COACHING" and the public toilet that, after 6 p.m., also served as a councilor’s unofficial office.

The aluminum kettle was always dented, always whistling. The fire underneath was fed with yesterday’s news. Mohan claimed it added flavor.

He had one plastic stool, two cracked glasses, and unlimited opinions.

But Mohan listened more than he spoke. That’s what made him dangerous.

At 6:45 every morning, the first cup of tea went to Inspector Hegde from the police outpost down the road. Hegde never paid. He paid in secrets.

“Party A’s paying Rs.500 per head. Rs.800 if you’re Muslim,” he once said, stirring his tea with a stolen pen.

“Why more for Muslims?”

“Because they don't vote unless you make it worth their while.”

Mohan had nodded. Not agreed — nodded. There was a difference.

By 8 a.m., the coaching center’s boys swarmed the stall like locusts: bearded future bureaucrats with oversized dreams and undersized slippers. They argued about policy and inflation in the same breath they asked Mohan to make the tea stronger but cheaper.

One of them, a lean boy with a fake Ray-Ban and real despair, once said, “The country runs on two things: corruption and chai.”

Mohan almost clapped. But he didn’t.

For years, Mohan’s revolution remained internal.

He had seen the system. He had been part of it once. Or at least adjacent.

In 1997, he’d worked as a canteen helper in the Ministry of Textiles. He made tea there too. MPs drank it while discussing farmers they'd never met.

One afternoon, he overheard a junior clerk say: “We’ll approve the contract. Just make sure the gift arrives before Holi.”

The next week, the clerk showed up in a new car. The week after that, Mohan was fired — officially for using "excess sugar."

He returned to his hometown and opened the stall with a borrowed kettle and his mother’s old wooden box. The sign above the stall said “Lok Seva Chai – Since 2001”.

Nobody ever questioned the irony.

The revolution began on a Tuesday.

That was when the party worker came.

He wore white like it owed him money. His teeth were stained the color of compromise. A badge on his chest showed the local MLA’s face — smiling as if he’d just privatized oxygen.

The man drank tea, asked Mohan if he could staple pamphlets to the side of the stall, and then made a call.

Mohan heard it.

“We’ve confirmed the booth guys in Sector 12. The rest will get 300 rupees and biryani. No biryani, no votes.”

He looked up. Met Mohan’s eyes.

“What?”

“Nothing,” Mohan said. “Just thinking if the biryani has bone or not.”

The man laughed.

That night, Mohan made a list on the back of a paper plate:


1.  People are for sale.
2.  Prices vary.


3.  Nobody trusts anyone.


4.  Everyone talks near chai.


5.  I have chai.



He underlined the last one.

The kettle hissed as if in agreement.

In the weeks that followed, Mohan became a sponge.

He let party workers put up posters. He let activists argue about farmer suicides while sipping free tea. He offered discounts to auto drivers if they brought gossip.

Each cup came with two spoons of sugar and one of subversion.

By mid-month, he had a notebook full of overheard plans. Bribes. Scandals. Rumors. Affairs. Fake voter IDs. Real murders.

He didn’t even need to spy. People told him things.

Because tea stalls are the confessional booths of the Indian street.

One day, he asked a customer: “What’s the price for switching sides?”

The customer, a junior party volunteer, smirked. “Depends. Are we talking ideology or cash?”

“Both.”

“Ideology is free. Cash depends on the margin.”

Mohan stirred his tea.

“What if I start a party?”

The boy laughed so hard he choked on his Parle-G.

“You? With what manifesto? Free tea for all?”

Mohan smiled. “You’re laughing. But your leader buys votes with biryani. Mine comes with ginger.”

The next morning, the sign outside changed.

“Lok Seva Chai and People’s Reform Party HQ”

Below it:
“Cup of Change – Rs.5”
By noon, three journalists had taken photos. One tweeted: “Man starts political party from tea stall. Says chai is better than chowkidar.”

It got 1,800 likes. And one angry comment from a retired colonel in
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