
The Seven Shades

Short stories

BY

Ravi Ranjan Goswami



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SEVEN SHADES

    

    
      First edition. May 25, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Ravi Ranjan Goswami.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393562191

    

    
    
      Written by Ravi Ranjan Goswami.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

The Seven Shades

Preface | This book contains interesting social stories. These stories are fictional but inspired by the real social conditions. Originally, I wrote these stories in Hindi. Subsequently, I translated and adapted them in English.

CONTENTS

1 | Aghast

2 | The Monkey Bundar

3 | The Geography of a history

4 | Break up

5 | Valentine Day

6 | A dangerous watchman

7 | Promise

8 | An undelivered letter

9 | Trust

10 | Bravado

11 | The Unforgettable

12 | Blank Paper

Sign up for Ravi Ranjan Goswami's Mailing List

Also By Ravi Ranjan Goswami

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Kesh &Divita

      

    

“A story has no beginning or end: arbitrarily one chooses that moment of experience from which to look back or from which to look ahead.”

-Graham Green

To

My wife Kesh and daughter Divita

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface

This book contains interesting social stories. These stories are fictional but inspired by the real social conditions. Originally, I wrote these stories in Hindi. Subsequently, I translated and adapted them in English.



















[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CONTENTS

[image: ]


1-AGHAST  11

2-THE MONKEY BUNDAR  25

3-THE GEOGRAPHY

OF A HISTORY    32

4-BREAKUP  39

5-VALENTINE DAY  51

6-A DANGEROUS WATCHMAN  58

7-PROMISE    62

8-AN UNDELIVERED LETTER  73

AGHAST

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

Aghast

[image: ]


He was a middle-aged man, talking with the Panwala. The Panwala, a betel leaf vendor, appeared to be acquainted with him. He drew my attention with the secretive way he talked to Panwala and the queer way he looked toward me while talking. There was a look of fear in his eyes. I was standing there at a bus stop. I was in Delhi for a job interview. After appearing for the interview in an office nearby, I was waiting for a bus to go to the New Delhi railway station. 

Perhaps it was not prudent to take an interest in a stranger in an unknown place, but I could not help it. I continued to watch him.

Suddenly we made eye contact. He came a bit closer to me and started talking.

He said, “Brother, I am too much afraid."

Before I could respond, he spoke further, “What will happen next?”

"What are you afraid of? Are you afraid of death?" I took him in a jesting way.

“Better if I die," he said. "I think too much, but cannot find an answer. What will happen to my life?”

Having said that, he became pensive and remained silent for a while. Then suddenly he spoke again.

“Sir, can you help me?”

I became cautious and apprehensive that he wanted to exact some money from me. I doubted his intentions, but my curiosity about him increased. By his appearance, he was neither looking insane nor a crook.

“How can I help you?” I asked. “Will you come with me to my house?”

I asked him, “Why do you want me to come to your house?"

“My soul is telling me that you can help me,” he replied.

AGHAST

I CONSIDERED THIS: I had feelings of curiosity, apprehension, fear, and compassion. Finally, as has happened too often in my life, my curiosity won me over. I decided to follow him.

On the way to his residence, I talked to him and gathered some information about him. His name was Harendar. He was working as a clerk in a state government department. He had one daughter named Pummy and three sons: Bunty, Chhotu, and Monu.

While walking along with him, I was cogitating about the situation, which I might be facing upon reaching his home.

I did not have much time to think about it; his house was not really far. We reached it in about five minutes. We found the doors open. For a moment, I hesitated to enter his house. He first went inside and asked me, “Please come in."

I entered his drawing room. Three boys were sitting there watching the television, which was set in a corner. They were close to about fifteen, ten, and seven years of age. Upon seeing me, they said, “Namaste," with folded hands. I responded in the same way. The two younger boys went inside. The eldest went to watch TV.

Harendar persuaded me to sit in a chair away from the TV and drag a chair to sit opposite me. I looked all around. The room was small, but neat and comfortable. There were hanging calendars and photos of various gods, goddesses, and heroes on the walls. The room had two windows opening toward the road in front of the house. There were no curtains at the front door and windows. There was a door backside opening into the inner portion of the house. This door had a drape. Above this door, there hung a pendulum wall clock

He was just sitting quietly, looking at his palms.

Suddenly he jumped off his chair. Looking at the wall clock, he asked his son, “Has Pummy come?”

"No”, His son answered.

He looked very concerned and worried. He said, “She should have come by now."

He went to the door, looked outside, and came back to the chair.

I was feeling awkward. I was unable to justify my being there in his house for whatever cause. There was no strong reason for my being there except that the long period of my unemployment had given me a sense of being in a state of permanent leisure. I had nothing urgent to do and nowhere to go. I was a free man. He produced suspense with his unusual demeanor and talk, and I accompanied him there to know the reality behind his personality.

Unexpectedly, he said, “What do you think? Can the government catch the terrorists?” 

Before I could say anything, he continued speaking, “Nothing can be done sir. They come like shadows, put bombs anywhere, and get out. They come out from nowhere, shower bullets, and vanish. I have witnessed with my own eyes the charred dead bodies of two young children following a bomb explosion at a nearby bus stop. “He paused, “Bunty! Where are Chhotu and Monu?”He asked Bunty, his eldest son.

“They are inside with mummy?” Bunty calmly replied without looking away from the TV screen.

He heaved a sigh of relief.

After a few moments, he again looked agitated. He looked towards me and asked, “Will the rapists get the death sentence?”

A few days ago, four boys had brutally raped a young girl in a moving bus and then thrown her out of the bus. Later, the girl died in a hospital. The whole nation was shocked and agitated. 

People were demanding capital punishment for those rapists.

I was just about to speak when a girl of about 18 years of age entered the room from the front door. She was Pummy, his daughter.

She hesitated for a moment, seeing me—a stranger there—and then crossed me to go inside the house. Harendra asked her” Why are you late Pummy?”

She started explaining, “Papa! A few days ago, an 

Unidentified youth killed a girl student of my university. The police have so far not arrested anybody. Therefore, the university students were protesting against the inaction of the police. They totally blocked the road. My bus had to alter the route so it got late."

While she was telling the cause of her lateness, I was observing her face. She was a beautiful, dusky girl with sharp features. While speaking to her father, she had been scrutinizing me as well, with her side-glances.

After telling the reason for her lateness, she went inside. After she had gone inside, I looked at Harendra. He was looking in my direction, but his eyes looked focused on some distant object beyond me. Until then, he had not introduced me to any of his family members. I, too, was not bothered by it. We were only strangers.

Suddenly, he addressed his son Bunty, “Bunty tell your mom to send two cups of tea”.

Bunty frowned. He reluctantly got up and slowly went inside.

More than half an hour had elapsed since I had arrived there. I had a feeling that Harendra wanted to tell me something but was unable to express it.

Bunty delivered two cups of tea to us and disappeared inside. The TV was still on. Harendar switched it off.

Now only we were there in the room. We were sipping tea and talking. I again started thinking about my status in his house. I almost felt like an intruder.

“Swamiji”, he addressed, setting his cup of tea on the table after his last sip.

The way he addressed this time surprised me, but I did not say anything.

He further spoke, “Last night I had a dream, which I want to tell you, please”.

“Please tell,” I said. Tea had made me a bit relaxed.

He said, “I saw four ferocious men chasing me with big naked swords in their hands to kill me; and I was running to escape from them. Thus, running crazily, I entered a blind lane. I turned back and saw those men entering the lane waving their swords. They had almost trapped me there. I felt that I had no chance to escape. Death seemed imminent. I shut my eyes and waited for them to assail me. But...”

He paused and looked into my eyes, perhaps to see my reaction. I asked him, “But what?”

He began to narrate, “I waited for them to attack me, but after some time when nothing happened, I opened my eyes. Those men were nowhere in that place. I was not in the lane. I was sitting in a big field in a circle formed by Rudraksha beads. I looked all around me. I saw a young yogi in a saffron dress standing behind me. He smiled and told me that he had saved me, as I was innocent. He also told me that he would meet me again, and he disappeared. After he disappeared, I again remembered those ferocious men and started shivering with fear and then only my sleep was broken.” After telling about his dream, he became quiet and went into a brooding mood.

I was wondering at his memory of a dream. His story seemed to



I found him gazing at me.
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