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​Preface

This book is a collection of my one day, my experiences, woven with simplicity, humour, and the warmth of one day life. It captures the little moments that often go unnoticed but carry deep meaning in shaping our journey. From family gatherings, village customs, and the vibrant presence of relatives to personal reflections on life’s many decisions, this book reflects the world around me, with all its beauty, quirks, and traditions.

Each chapter is a mirror to my thoughts as I navigate through routine occurrences, whether it's attending a family ceremony, reflecting on the significance of our family deity, or the small yet important choices we make in our day-to-day lives. The simple act of deciding what to wear for a celebration or understanding the subtle nuances of village life speaks volumes about the way we interact with the world around us.

I hope that as you turn the pages, you will find a reflection of your own life, feel my world, and perhaps even smile at the shared experiences.

Yours

Ankit Kirar

​

​May 17, 2024  

Friday

​


​1. The Beginning of Good Days 

After May 1, I started waking up early.

Before that, I tried hard every day, would sleep thinking about it, but still couldn't wake up early. I used to wake up almost with the sun. But after May 1, something changed, and now I wake up at the Brahma Muhurta while it’s still dark. Whereas before May 1, in the whole year, I could rarely wake up at Brahma Muhurta. Now, waking up has become easier. I naturally wakes up.

Earlier, even after sleeping a lot, I wouldn’t feel fully rested, but now even with less sleep, I feel refreshed. Earlier, I would go to sleep at 9 PM, but still could only wake up with the sun. But now, even if I sleep at midnight, I wake up at 4-5 AM. It means I’m getting complete rest in less time. In the past year, even after sleeping 8-9 hours, I struggled to feel fully rested. But now, in just 5-6 hours, I feel refreshed. It’s like magic. I didn’t try to make this happen, nor did I go to bed telling myself to wake up early. Now, I just woke up. The ease with which I wake up now, I’ve never experienced before. The day no longer begins with restlessness but starts with satisfaction and happiness. I used to wake up at 4 AM every day, but even then, it wasn’t as easy and joyful.
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I always thought of myself as an early bird, but in the past year, that changed. I had become an average bird. Yes, my routine was good last year, but waking up was always difficult.  

Since May 1, I’ve also noticed another change: my appetite has increased. The food I eat digests quickly, and I feel hungry again in a short time, even though I haven’t increased my exercise. This just happened naturally. I had stomach issues for almost the whole year, and my digestive system was disturbed. I struggled with constipation almost the entire year. Even after taking various medicines, it didn’t get better. After May 1, it naturally improved. Around this same time last year, my stomach started to get worse, and now, around the same time, it’s better.

Now, I eat properly, and the food digests within a few hours. The acid in my stomach has become so strong that it feels like it could burn my intestines. The acid reaches up to my throat, causing sores in my throat. To heal these sores, I need to eat foods with a cooling nature, which will also keep my stomach healthy. It’s hot these days, and my body naturally has a ‘pitta’ (hot) nature, and now the acid in my stomach has increased. If I don’t eat curd in the morning, I feel overwhelmed by the heat throughout the day. I like curd, so I eat it as soon as I wake up. Sometimes, there’s no yoghourt prepared, so I avoid eating hot nature food












​15.

We climbed up the school roof, although there were no stairs, but we still managed to get up. The cool breeze and occasional few raindrops were giving us pleasure. From up there, the entire village was visible. All the houses, all the roofs were in sight. We could see people walking on the rooftops. The southern fields were also visible. A vast, distant view was captured by our eyes. The eastern hill seemed as if it was just two steps away.

This is my village.

That temple, that neem tree,

That backyard, that garden,

That mango tree, that tamarind,

That river, those fields,

That hill, this school,

That fence, this hill,

And there, in the north, is my home.

This is my village.

People on rooftops,

People on paths,

People in houses,

People in the farms could be seen.

They talk among themselves.

Children hop from here to there,

Pushing each other.

There is laughter and joy everywhere.

This is my village.

That friend’s lover,

That cousin’s beloved,

That uncle’s enemy,

That enemy’s friend,

That my close one over there,

And here the close one’s enemy.

I greet them all with respect.

This is my village.

––––––––
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That beautiful girl,

That ugly girl,

Many guest girls are fond of me.

When I refused,

All of them were upset and angry.

I don’t want to stay,

I have battles with them.

This is my village.

I live here,

Tori Tigra its name.

This is my village.

Yes, this is my village. We kept enjoying ourselves. Just then, we heard some shouting and commotion. A fight was going on. Whatever it may be, but this is my village.

A grandson of a grandparent had a head-shaving ceremony, and it’s their tradition that on such occasions, they have to sacrifice a goat. I was already angry knowing this; how can we commit such a sin? Offering meat to a pure deity? This is a grave sin. 

(That’s why their offspring are without virtues.)

I felt disgusted, and at the same time, I pitied the goat. I felt bad. This is a sin, and sin never leaves without showing bad consequences. Since the goat was sacrificed, they invited their relatives. All the meat-eating relatives came, and those who eat meat also drink alcohol. The ceremony, which was supposed to be spiritual, was filled with sinners and sin. Sin showed its effect immediately.

The drunk people started fighting among themselves. There was a lot of fighting and beating. Sinners do kill each other, and this was being proven before me. Those who followed the rituals that disgraced the Hindu religion were sinners. It was a sinful ceremony, and there were no pure people present; wherever you looked, there were only sinners. The ones who had conducted it faced disgrace, and may they continue such ceremonies. I neither felt sadness nor joy about the fight. I was witnessing nature’s justice. Ceremonies are meant for joy, but there was only sorrow there. The villagers had a good laugh at the situation.

Even in our family, there was such a useless ritual, but our wise ancestors ended it, and they pleased the Gods and deities with vegetarian offerings. That’s why their pious deeds resulted in a pure, vegetarian Ankit being born. If that ritual had not changed, Ankit would have been born but would not have been pure. He would have been tamasic (impure); he would have been a demon. Then, from whom would the ancestors expect someone to raise their name high? A pure Ankit will raise the name high, and a tamasic Ankit would bring it down.

Everyone should learn from my ancestors. These bad customs in the name of religious rituals should be eradicated. Gods and deities are happy with vegetarian offerings and bless us greatly.

The fight continued. It started getting dark. It was quarter past seven in the evening. We began heading home. Talking along the way, we reached our homes.

I reached home at half past seven. I refused to eat because I had already eaten a heavy meal around two-thirty or three. If I ate again, it would be too much for my stomach. They were preparing food for me, so they stopped. Then they made a small amount of rice for Dad since he wasn’t very hungry either.

I came to my room. I had written but hadn’t edited or re-read it, so I had to do that.

I opened my phone. I was about to start reading, but I ended up on WhatsApp. There were 135 messages in the siblings' group, meaning there had been a lot of conversations. I joined in too. It was all fun and jokes. This group is of my maternal cousins. Now, every day there are such conversations, which wasn’t the case before.

I wanted to know the reason, and I found out that it started after Kallu Bhaiya’s wedding. After spending three or four days together, laughing and enjoying, everyone became closer, and now the group is always full of messages.

I have written before and will say it again that ceremonies strengthen our bonds. In 2023, after the ceremony following the construction of Patel Baba’s temple, there has been greater unity in our family, and after Kallu Bhayai’s wedding, there has been greater closeness in my maternal family. Group ceremonies should continue to happen.

After WhatsApp, I sat down to edit, editing my own English translation. It was half-past nine by the time I finished. After that, I read a travelogue, which was in English. An Englishman had come to India around 1875. It was an account of the Kumbh Mela at Prayag. He was criticising Hindus without understanding them. We are not what outsiders think of us. But back then, they ruled, so they could say whatever they wanted and spread whatever misconceptions they liked. In some parts, he did present a good picture. He wasn’t a bad person, but he didn’t understand Hinduism.

After reading, I went to sleep at half-past ten. Due to yesterday’s outings and celebration, I had a lot of pending work. I thought I would finish it today, but I didn’t, as I spent the whole day writing again. We’ll meet again; until then, Jai Ram Ji Ki.
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