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Introduction

The evolutionary process of writing begins
with knowing that one has a great idea, but a dismal manner of
expressing. This thus requires that the writer keeps writing and
evolving until demise, for writing is forever an evolutionary
process, and the manner of expressing shall forever be dismal. One
has potential to pursue writing and writing and writing until we
can.

I would admit that even I personally prefer,
on general average, my more recent writing than my earlier pieces,
but at the same time, have also stumbled upon some impressive
pieces even on my early writing. When inspiration hits, it really
does create chaos.

Before dwelling into short stories and
essays, I was more transfixed on writing poetry. In time, I found
less of a challenge and movement in poetry that short stories and
essays seem to be my more comfortable side.

I have also not found myself to be
comfortable writing on traditional methods. I have decided to
intentionally play with use of words and grammar and plotting
design to bring forth to the reader what has to be experienced
beyond words.

In its uniqueness and difference and
variation I even question my own sanity, as do many who know me
personally.

Online, I may be found in National Free
Press, Augusta Free Press (just type in Haresh Daswani), and on
Facebook as well.

Enjoy.


Best Sellers

Another café, another
writer. It seems to be a standard in some cafes to have writers who
would sit in their own spot in some strange place indoors or
outdoors. It would also seem strange that the outdoors would
typically be occupied by a woman reading a novel, in a strangely
noisy and non-conducive area. Anyway, away with the reader we’re
talking about this messed up looking writer and that’s who we will
talk about all along. This messy, confused, and passionate writer
who is now currently taking interest in the corner hinge part of
the door, in fact, the left hinge, as he stares intently, as if
there’s something interesting.

If you were to think he’s
completely out of his mind, you’re probably right. After all, what
does the corner hinge have that is so interesting, he has just got
another waiter confused, staring with him intently, awaiting some
image to pop-up, like those 3D paintings that has a good half of us
wishing there was an open window to throw it off. He stares at the
hinge and then he starts writing. He’s got the waiter so confused
the waiter went outside with the tray and crossed the street,
giving the latte order to some bystander on the other side waiting
for the taxi. Upon realizing this, however, the waiter apologized
and asked for the coffee back, swearing to never stare intently at
the door hinge again.

But the writer writes, and
writes. Regardless of the weather, he writes. Regardless of the
fact that riots are happening outside the café, he writes. Or the
fact that the woman outside, reading novels at a noisy street,
comes in to look at his work, is now staring at him intently, to
ask to read the first page. She is ignored as he writes. She, by
the way, is now staring at the hinge he was, and is found utterly
confused. She now knows he is a total nut, and she has to read his
writings even more.

And he writes, and he
writes, and he writes. Regardless of his state, he writes. His
passion for the door hinge has got him writing. And the owner is
starting to get irritated over a writer getting people to stare at
the door hinge and thus making them confused. What’s worse, he
hasn’t even bought any coffee for the past week. He just comes in,
sits on his table, and writes about the door
hinge.
At
long last the opus has been completed. In this time he has written
two versions, one for the owner of the café, and the other for the
rest of the world to read.

The owner of the café got
a letter thanking him for his hospitality and patience for giving a
location he found most conducive for writing. A request, though,
was asked, that he will be allowed to have his book signing on the
table, once the book is published.

And that the door hinge be
oiled once a week for its generous service of handling the weight
of the door, and its service of opening and closing the door for
the customers of this café.

His book, is never about
the hinge, but it did get special mention, along with the other
hinge and the floor mat. The window got more credit though, because
it was the main instrument on which the reflection of the woman
reading a novel in an inappropriate location was seen, just beside
the door hinge.

The book was entirely
based on a poetic inspiration derived from the woman reading a
book. Anyone who has such beauty, and passion for a book, to
actually want to read it outside a café instead of inside, must be
waiting for someone, as the book seems to be a romance novel. She
is waiting, and the writer wishes he is with her, sitting in front
of her, buying coffee from the neighboring café which, in his
opinion, has better coffee, convincing her to buy a decent book,
while intently staring at her eyes. He does not have the guts
though, and found that when she came in and almost got a
conversation from him, all he said was “I’m busy, wait until it is
published”. His ruined opportunity was blamed on time since he was
getting to a better part of the book, but it is all over
now.

Book signing came, and the
café owner got his copy signed, and he had to pay for his copy.
Regardless, he’s quite satisfied to be bestowed the honor to have
the book signing in his café, little knowing how badly his coffee
was described in the book.

Now arrive the woman, he
smiles as he signs her book with his mobile number. She knows that
it is about her, and gets more excited in getting to read the book.
Barely any conversation could be brought up as there is a long line
of women reading books in different cafes in noisy locations lined
up to get their books signed. She will call him, she
promised.


And indeed she called him, a little irritated, for having her
taste in books described as “pathetic” and her choice of location
as “even more so”. Nothing could be described with her choice of
coffee, except “as bad as the book and the location put together”.
And felt that if he was just interested with her looks, he should
just go and pick girls up in a bar, which he has indeed decided as
a better idea after all.












London in the Mind

While it would be typical
for any message to be comprehended through a logical line of
thought, where steps are explained in its traditional fashion, with
the chain described part per part, until the link is shown to the
end. Messages seem to appear in its different forms, as chaos on
the different stories show its stranger color, stranger as it seem
when it doesn’t connect, the bigger picture seems to play
otherwise. These are stories that doesn’t play in the same line of
thought, and it would be expected that they won’t even complement
each other, but there is a connection somewhere, like in everything
else, the web has its many features.

To which the story points
to an old man who has just opened the door to the attic in his
little apartment. Dusty would be the first word describing the aged
and fragile surroundings, the age of the building is yet older than
the man, who, in his 80s, keeps himself busy moving his mouth. It
is theorized that he is saying something, others would state he is
eating, but its secret would be kept until the book of world
records would declare him the man who has moved his mouth the
longest, a good 68 years.

More than this, this
fragile man has been expecting his own demise for quite some time
now. He has been waiting for the cloaked to visit him, of whom he
suspected has lost his address, or has missed it out. He puts his
hands on his pockets as he views the window in the attic,
overlooking a well-preserved and historic city. Noise could now be
heard from his moving mouth, as he is addressing the window with
another observation.

“Beauty, could only exist,
if its creator has put effort to make it beautiful. Beauty is
limited though, to the limitations of the creator. In effect,
beauty made by an infinite creator would be beauty unimaginable.
Beauty, like truth, should be able to surpass the boundaries of
time, and still be considered beautiful, otherwise, there was no
effort to make something truly beautiful, for which reason it is
later found plain, or even worse, unpleasant. Beauty is, in its
very core, pleasing to the senses, as it is to be intended. Beauty
is only appreciated by those who are being targeted by the creator,
but it can surpass its blessings to others as well.”

“Beauty, like truth, is
truth, like beauty. Beauty proves that truth does exist, if one can
indeed see beauty that surpasses time, he can understand that truth
can exist. Truth exists in nature, as does beauty has demonstrated.
Like truth, beauty is not beauty if it isn’t
timeless.”
The man quiets down as his curiosity is aroused by a man on
the street, he picks his binoculars to observe the man, who has now
put a soap box down on the walkway, and stands on it. We are now
brought to the man on the soap box, who, at the top of his lungs,
declares, “Ladies and Gentlemen, I do exist, and am not a ghost. I
walk these streets every day, and yet no one notices my existence.
Yet when our dear mayor walks along, his presence if noticed and
reciprocated with a greeting. What does it take for a man to
exist?”, these are all said while the world is still actually
ignoring him, and is still ignoring him, except for the beggar on
the street, laughing at another nut on the road, as he is getting
used to meeting their types in his occupation, to which he has
replied the following.

“Fear not, for you do
exist, and are not a ghost. Just like the other 6 billion people.
But to acknowledge and be aware of their existence is a different
story, for you are just the rest. Awareness would greatly depend on
your substance, as that of the rest of them. You have to convince
the rest to notice your existence through your substance or story.
And it is only when you have given sufficient people sufficient
reasons on why you exist could you truly exist, otherwise, join me
here, and exist solely to yourself, it is not as bad, and you can
observe the world without the need of the hassle of having to
communicate with the rest of them. Unless you really are interested
in their thoughts, do not talk to them, it saves a lot of time and
effort, and you can then focus solely on what you would like to do
best, for me, it is to beg. Strange as it may seem, I did dream of
being a beggar once, and was given the utmost opportunity to be
born one.”

Of course, like all crazy
beggars, after a good mouthful of words has been poured out, it has
to be sifted and filtered for sense, which is again subjective to
what you want to learn, to what you don’t know, and what you really
want to hear, as demonstrated by the two men sitting on the park
with their coffee on their hands, quiet about the whole ordeal.
These two retired men sip their coffee, realizing this day could
have been better if someone actually remembered to bring the chess
board. Anyway, what is done is done, and they now take another sip,
observing the crowd from their chair, while the less senior comes
up with something to say.


“It is a sin for two retired men to sit on the park bench
drinking coffee without their chess board. In fact, it is beyond
sin, it could be a grave criminal offence with a death sentence. It
is a strange sight for two old men not to have their chess board in
a park bench and would make people wonder. This is sin and boredom
combined. And when there’s a boring sin it is a very regrettable
sin indeed. If the sin committed did not feel worthwhile during its
implementation and in fact was very boring, then a good half hour
of our lives was spent in a total useless fashion.”

“Go back home to your wife
then”

“You don’t understand,
when men retire the more they don’t look forward to meeting their
wives, as it is our only way for being punished for our
sins.”

“Go back and get the chess
board then”

“And meet the wife, as
said, and I strictly refuse to take the sacrifice, for I have done
so all my life. Working is working, and was always working. Now
that I do not have any plans of giving anything back in society, I
do not see any sense in getting stuck to being punished for being
old. How long would it take evolution to change these leaves to
have checkered marks?”

“It would be strange
indeed that we wait for evolution to do adapt to our needs, as it
has always been, when we have reached that point that we have
knowledge to adapt to whatever is in our environment. We have
started to devolve to having to wait for evolution to make our
chessboard leaves and different berries shaped at the different
characters in chess. What is more ridiculous would be sitting and
ranting, or standing on the soap box and ranting, when silent
actions can also bring results. Ranting without suggestions would
also not help, for we are waiting for someone to come up with an
idea to our problem, the problem which we have no idea to solve. It
would be more interesting and effective if we propose the solution
too, and keep it logical.”

“Fine, I’ll get the chess
board”

And so the man took the
bullet of meeting his wife. In his journey he left his comrade to
sit on the bench all alone, staring at the walkway, sipping his
coffee. Moments after the cotton candy cart passed by, a group of
Hare Krisnhas passed by chanting and dancing. He did remember a few
decades ago, when he did take in some curious interest in their
teachings. Like many of them, he left and went back to where he
was. But he does know and understand that at some point he has
learned something from all the teachings he has gone through, and
as he goes through his life, some of the teachings that he found
sense in unconsciously was being put into use. In the midst of
their travel, he was given a flower for which he did reciprocate
with a smile and a “Hare Krishna”.







Writer’s mental block

A repetitive, in an almost
perpetual consistency of thumping could be heard in the next room
of a very thin and poorly insulated wall. This does annoy Robert,
who, by deciding to be a low profile writer, stays in a low budget
apartment. This noise could sound like a man who seems to be
banging his head to the wall, but that would hurt, a lot. In fact,
that would hurt a great deal lot that even a drunk man would either
pass out from being drunk or knock himself out in pain. Repetitive
thumping noises of a certain length should not be possible for any
human being, which could then mean one thing, it is not a man
thumping his head against the wall.

The noise was in fact his
neighbor thumping a Judge’s mallet on a table, or actually more of
a cheesy wooden artifact he regrettably bought overpriced in his
recent trip to the next town. Now, the whole vacation doesn’t
matter much as it has nothing to do with Robert, who, incidentally,
also got a cheesy wooden statue from his neighbor. No, his neighbor
was trying to pretend to be a judge, for, after all these years of
being a lawyer, his dream of being a judge passed of as a mere
dream now that he was forcefully retired due to old age, which
wouldn’t be much of a problem if he didn’t usually forget
everything, including going to court during the cases, or even the
cases he was supposed to defend, or prosecute. Yes, the judge would
have a very bad tendency of forgetfulness that only a man who wants
to go to jail, or get a good laugh, would like to hire
him.

This is not about the
judge. No, this is about Robert, our special main character who is
suffering a mental block. Since Robert is suffering a mental block,
he tends to be so boring that his retired lawyer neighbor would
seem to be more interesting. Even his cheesy statue would be more
interesting, had it not been abstract, we could actually describe
it, all that could be said about the statue is that it is abstract,
brown, and disturbing. It seems to be more of a petrified cow dung
shaped like a dog’s dung, however, it would be best to ask a dung
expert to analyze this further. If you do find a dung expert
though, as an advice from this author, DO NOT SHAKE HIS
HANDS.

The lawyer gave another
disturbing petrified dog dung looking statue to Robert’s other
neighbor, who is now dead. Incidentally, he died at the start of
the story, apparently, his life was so boring that the thought of
someone writing a story about him excited him so much he died of a
heart attack in the process. Nothing much could be said about him
now, except that he’s dead on the floor, and not holding the
statue.
Had
it not been for the administrator figuring out who are still alive
in this God-forsaken apartment could they have found out about the
dead neighbor. The administrator/landlord actually knocks on
everyone’s door at
8 PM every night. he waits for
an acknowledgement before proceeding. This is his only way to find
out if he should call the medics. But this does not necessarily the
best way to save lives. An old cat lady was shocked to death by a
knock in the door, considering that in her previous apartment she
had no one knocking in the door for almost 20 years, she never did
keep friends or relatives more of staying alone. She did find it
surprising to get a knock on the door all this time, and expected
it might be death, and decided she should go on before he does the
job for her.

Getting back to the
writer, who is still holding his head and thinking of what to
write, quite truthfully, he is rather dull, and there’s not much to
speak of about him except that he hasn’t even written a word. In
some strange way keeping to himself has not brought him any new
books or articles. Keeping of the outside deprived him of something
to write about, a new experience on every day lives, about the
neighbors, the landlord, or even the statue. Robert actually has a
very bad imagination and keeping himself trapped in the room
doesn’t help.





Eventually the story is
running out of anything interesting to describe. The sun is setting
again, just like it has yesterday or the days before. The neighbors
go on with their usual lives, be it peculiar and strange, in some
way, someone else is living the exact same life somewhere, and is
starting it off as the sun rises on his side.







Terminal Thoughts at Ten in the
Evening

The day has weaved its way
through the memory into a mere dream, collected and kept in a chest
inside the mind. Reflections and transitions flow tonight with an
interpolation of experiences gained and compiled. As work has done
its due tonight along with the sun, and the moon is on its height
to inspire with its beauty, the mind conjures its poetry in
courting its muse.

It is ten in the evening
and this side of the world has become silent. Void starts listening
over what is to come, what is to exist. In reality though, it has
already existed, it is only to realize of its existence that
excites.

Through the flow tonight
poets clear the way of the day and leave it all void. The mind
needs space to display its vanity. Colors shine throughout and
music plays its sweetest tone. Nothing gets sweeter as transition
occurs. The shift in framework on what the mind will now work on
focuses on pleasure. Pleasure of the senses that sparks curiosity
on what would have been unimaginable is now
imagined.
It
is important that the venue be conducive to thoughts. External
surroundings and its effect on different senses should be looked
into. Any minor disturbance will pervert the mind into focusing on
said disturbance. The external surrounding has to be least
obstructive.

Tonight’s show focuses on
prioritizing transcendental thoughts. In all that is most
enlightening and pleasurable, spiritual excursions and reflections
do have the highest rating.

And nothing would be more
feasible than spiritual thoughts before the whole transition.
Proper terminal thoughts would indeed create a better foundation
for the upcoming dream, the real journey.






As in all terminal
thoughts, reflections of the day weaves through with dreams, for
which the day has now become a part of.
And in every second,
everything is collected in the memory, as time passes, it gets
recorded and kept. These will be the vital ingredient for something
most wonderful, and the world will be waiting.

Thus done, it would now be
time to shift to dreaming. The day is done, and now the night will
reach its peak. Assured will be that the moon is watching us and
our dreams together in the same journey. Sleep tight.







Sand

Sitting alone overlooking
the beach at one point in time, a man, of whose age has brought
countless stories over the decades peers into the glass, reflecting
on what would have been a discovery he did not realize all of his
life, until now.

In its strange grace,
like blessing, did sand exist. For all its simplicity and abundance
have we taken it for granted, yet sand has evolved man into new
strides beyond of which we would never have
attained.

In its very first
essence, sand has provided us the needed durability for shelter,
one of the basic needs of man for survival. Without which, we would
not have had a more stable abode.

To its second
evolution came glass, glass has then evolved from being a mere
reusable form of container into lenses. These lenses, made out of
sand, magnify the universe and thus make our story visible within
the comprehension of our eye. Now, we can peer into the outside and
appreciate the glory of infinity, see neighboring planets and stars
above us with the materials found below us. In its strange point,
sand was once considered the smallest matter in solid existence,
and has now brought forth an unimaginable view, as it has brought
sight of both the universe and our own world.

The third evolution
has come through the heart of all computers and electronic product.
Silicon, derived from silica, sand, has brought machines
practically responsible to a whole new way of information and
discovery. Computers have enhanced our understanding of life, and
our means of self-discovery and improvement. These machines focus
their purpose and life to computing and evolving. It teaches us
more about us as we make them more like us. In the idea of creating
a mirror do we start to see ourselves better.

The fourth evolution,
fiber optics, has instilled a very essential new web in the lives
of billions, communication. Through the use of fiber optics has
communication become so efficient and the dispersion of information
more widespread. Our knowledge has spread its wings further through
the bounty of the land.

Sipping through the cool
glass in this mild morning sun, the man offers a toast to the
ground, realizing that many of life’s greatest evolution is from
resources abundant.







Little thoughts

A man in his thirties sits
alone in a relatively quiet bar. It was his first time here and all
he can think of is how to start a conversation with people who
doesn’t seem to pay any attention to him whatsoever. At this point,
while playing with the bar match sticks and tossing peanuts to his
mouth (missing so far that it is best if he were to play toss the
nuts on your neighbor’s drink and annoy him). He started to think,
loudly and in an unwelcome manner.

“I would go out on
occasions and realize the need of a drink. The only thing that
sucks would be an invite to drink tequila, which I would consider
nasty. Who actually enjoys tequila anyways? I prefer a nice smooth
and calming descent of a good vodka mix, but Tequila crashes you.
You’re gone in no time.”

At this point no one does
care about what he has to say, being that they are annoyed with the
peanuts in their drink, he continues.
“Women apparently have this
passion for Tequila, now that they have all their designated
drivers and all they can just go crazy. The strange thing is they
go hyper and dance around like crazy, and do crazy things, like
inviting me to the dance floor, where I know, by previous
traumatizing experience, that I would suck in.”

Still alone and desperate,
he increased his tone while shifting his legs as one of them fell
asleep.

“Women do get drunk
apparently, but find a very convenient location to “release the
evil” a.k.a. puke, and that would be the car, and this could be a
problem. You see, at one point, I thought women passed out or ended
up puking because of my perfume, which made me think twice into
changing from Hugo Boss to something more pleasant, like Glade. No
one gets pissed off at Glade scents. But a man smelling like Glade
Apple is not a good plan. You could be looked at as a sissy or
someone very questionable “what in the world is that on you? Be a
man! Even gays don’t put that shit on their armpits”, would be the
usual tagline.

No, men need manly
fragrances, they need the rough woodsy smell or some musk. Men have
to smell like they came from the woods hunting or so, but in a
cultured manner. It has to be “James Bondish” wherein a guy would
go to the woods, hunt a bear for dinner, lay it on his Victorian
dining table at camp and use the appropriate forks and knives in
eating his dinner.”

Now he has gotten the
attention of the barman, who also finds him annoying.

“Women want rough men,
well built and masculine, which I am very much the opposite of. I
just do not see the point torturing myself and paying for it (the
gym). I do not see the purpose of having large muscles. Given the
opportunity that things would go violent, I would get a gun, or a
nuclear weapon, and point it at my muscular opponent, who, I would
enjoy watching trying to catch the bullet. Who is the man now? I
would ask.”

“But once in the bar all
these largely built men flaunt themselves and their “ruggedness”,
some a little too much you would expect that he would have a hat
with horns in the house, waiting for his next pillaging event. I
would prefer to just sit in the corner and have my drink, quizzing
the opponent on which animal on heat smells like him. Listening to
a band I have no choice of listening too, a band still going
through puberty, not being able to appreciate the greatest classics
of all time, U2, Depeche Mode, and the other bands of our era who
make songs that are comprehendible, and not just a repetition of
some song we have heard before.”

Done and impressed at his
speech of intellect, he was given a rather fair treatment of being
booted out of the bar by irate muscular men and pop-song
singers.
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