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1 |  Garden on Top of the World–––––––– 
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The Valley of Flowers ahead looked awash in sunrays and colourful wildflowers. All seemed so expertly arranged and crowding the valley there would be no counting their number. The glare captivated him and his senses took flight. 
Nicolas Kumar had arrived. 
His trek had brought him to this high mountain place on a crisp cool morning that was his birthday. The scene presented lent a warm ambience to his interiors. However, he would have preferred his father had gifted him a brand new BMW.
The 17-year-old Indian youth, tall, pinch-fit from regular workouts, held up to take a breather as a couch potato. He felt the blunt chill of low temperatures. Puff clouds formed and dissipated from his outgoing breath. His hope now was to get a good solid round up here, on first seeing this famed valley's primal beauty.
The school-going teenager breathed in deep that stretched his lungs to the utmost. In among the fresh, sweet open air was a fragrant scent he took deep into his lungs. He exhaled while setting down his rucksack in a freestanding display. 
Now he thought being in the Indian Himalayas was a timely step for him and one in the right direction.
The valley looked peaceful, strikingly ablaze with sizzling pinks, stimulating blues, elegant electric greens, and sunbeam yellows with a smart sporty feel, and gone forever here, it seemed, were the big city’s basic beiges.
Out there, too, in the valley was one lone elephant rock, the only furniture to this world.
Nicolas removed his red fleece jacket, from around his waist, and he laid it onto his standing pack. In an no hurried manner, he took off his cap and ran his fingers through his thick brown hair. His skin and his wavy hair were a similar colour brown, with his skin darkened from the many hours out in the sun on the practice range, and while out on the course during play. 
Dark eyebrows shielded his curious and eager slate-grey eyes that were good and quick. His eyes were sharper for sighting long wood and iron shots out of mid-air, and from spotting the errant ones lying in the long grass. 
He returned his cap atop his head and crooked it with finger and thumb. Nicolas looked out at the many-flowered valley. Each timeless picture in his mind's eye obtained from him a brief promise to stay, and never again return to the jungle of concrete and commotion, roads or dividing walls, nor ever go back to the unholy rolling on eyesore of live wire.
'Teledensity has certainly not reached here,' whispered the mostly city-centric youth.
Dotted here and there purple and blue, and raised from the Earth, here a blue poppy, there a cobra lily and edelweiss, the wildflowers seemed on proud, glorious display, and all looked nourished by a fast-running stream, rushing through a slight middling valley.
'Whoever drafted this course must have seen the brighter side,' Nicolas said aloud to no one. 'And look, what colours!'
Nicolas took in more the invigorating crisp clean air and view of a lifetime. He next fought for ownership of this prime piece of land. His immediate plan to claim this superb, untamed property was simply to roll out the world's best drive.
He closed his eyes in a pretend moment. He remembered with pleasure then one remarkable achievement: his own qualifying for the Open Championship, only a fortnight back. This story of success repeated inside his mind. Nicolas felt pleased with himself also for making it up here without hiring a piththoo, or porter with a basket, to carry his pack or even himself.
He sensed something was missing. The presence of his father, his classmates and teachers, the city he always said he owed his success, were now all on his mind. But then he was taken in wholly again by this colourful flowered valley while feeling strangely apart from it, too.
Nicolas stood on the 1st tee as any nervy freshman on the first day of school. He believed it would take some time to come to terms with this illustrious new environment. He believed any would need a little orientation session here, akin to having a guided walkthrough of the area. 
The thought of receiving help reassured him. It ignited in him, too, the strong wish to make it back home, preferably in one piece, and not far off into the future, and that his father would no longer be angry at him.
Nicolas Kumar, a destiny’s child, born with a silver spoon in his mouth, recalled the heavenly habit of being picked up after by doting and adoring servants, as with last summer, when he received a Bullet motorbike to ride around on, though only under a servant’s supervision and just in the family yard. 
Now he felt all these summers were filled with oceans of love and happiness. July 15, he thought. A good enough day to be up here.
He stood then in chilly wonder. He enjoyed this reliving of the happy days. Nicolas Kumar thought of his father at the time of qualifying for the Open Championship.
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2 |  The Game
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'Father, I have qualified for the British Open!'
Before Nicolas came bursting into the clubhouse with his glad announcement, his father had been debating who was the best ever to play the game. The names of players past and present were mentioned. His father even offered his own gentle son. 
And while the discussion participants were devoted scholars of the game that provokes and maddens, it was heading to an uncertain conclusion.
As the debate was going this way, Nicolas Kumar, followed by his admirers pleased with fame and victory, interrupted his father with his proud declaration. Only when he insisted on speaking out of place, by repeating his statement again, did he receive a response from his much-loved father. 
His father smiled at first. He put on an even wider 32-teeth display. He spoke his words clearly, firmly, to his son and for all to hear.
'Nicolas, it seems your ego is getting the best of you. Go now, and give it to death.'
Following this, the next several days were spent preparing for this departure. Nicolas, confused and heartbroken, begged his father’s forgiveness and for some explanation. But none were given. In their place, he was told where to begin his journey and which way to go. He was told what conditions he could expect once there and to gather all the supplies he felt he could reasonably carry on such a high mountain trip. 
He was also told to do it at once.
Mournfully, he sat alone in what was now the punishment corner of his room. Sadly, he turned his head towards the wall as if to join with an imaginary other. Nicolas remained this way in a type of commiserating huddle. He had the feeling of being fastened to this unhappy other character. He struggled to catch some understanding of his hurts, his feelings of brokenness and resentments, along with his marring bitterness.
Some time passed before he rose by will. Nicolas went over to his study table to make out a list of things he wanted to have with him in the mountains. When this list became too long, he tore it up and threw it out. Again he conjured up a catalog of essentials, and this list too was made overlong.
At about this time, Nicolas pleaded out loud for the kitchen to come serve him. Soon after he gobbled up precious pancakes, soaked in delectable syrup, along with hot-melted butter that was presented to him inside his room. 
That done, he felt about ready to get down to the business of preparing. He directed his mind next to a single task without mood swing and soon found a solution there.
He would begin with a number.
He began with the weight he knew he could carry: twenty-two kilograms. As his golf clubs would be the heaviest items in his pack, he decided to minimise his tote by taking only the odd-numbered irons, though not a 1-iron as he did not carry one. He reasoned that if a shot required an 8-iron, he could either jump on a nine or ease off a seven.
Nicolas reviewed his club selection. He lingered on the idea of flat refusing one of his three recovery-agent wedges. Faced with the decision of leaving behind his lob wedge, his sand wedge or his pitching wedge, in the end he decided to retain all three. He reasoned he would not want to face a greenside recovery shot if one of the left-behind wedges was clearly required. As for retaining both woods, Nicolas hoped to take advantage of the added distance the thin mountain air offered, as there would be no telling how long some holes might be up in the Indian Himalayas.
Believing his selection had been sensibly made, he took his chosen clubs to the outdoor market for weighing. When asked to weigh the clubs, the rice seller gave him a questioning look.
'What is the use of these iron sticks?' asked the mustachioed rice vendor, placing the clubs onto the weighing scale.
One answer came from the vegetable stall next door that was the market hub. 'Police truncheons,' said the vegetable seller, handing a bag of onions to a customer.
'Made special for the Centre,' affirmed the happy customer accepting the goods.
Nicolas explained the use of the weighed clubs. While still distraught over his current bleak plight, he marvelled too then that even in this mega city, in this modern day and age, there were still those who did not know the enslaving game known as golf, or even himself now, Nicolas Kumar, idol to tens of thousands, and made famous recently by his name and image being broadcast around the world.
The scale read just over four kilograms. Savings in weight, he reasoned, would have to come elsewhere.
Eventually he would carry a modified-down pack (670g) that would include lightweight camping gear, such as a tent (1.2 kilograms), a grey umbrella, a water bottle, one small cooking pot and a medical kit. He would bring a dozen-and-a-half golf balls (45g each), arranged in the box as a truncated triangle, 3 4 5 6. He would have with him, too, cold weather clothing and a pair of waterproof, Italian-made hiking boots that his father had brought back for him from Nepal.
Around his neck he would have a small compass in the form of a red whistle. As for food, he judged it would weigh about four kilograms. It would consist of muesli, pasta, flat round breads, his all-important tea, and supply of chocolate bars, all of which would be available at the hill station’s kirana store.
Preparations too, he knew, included leaving his much-loved father. 
For this career time-out, he planned for any and all unknowns. And there was little time. Soon approaching was his overnight train journey, then bus ride further up the mountain, leading the next day to a showtime Wednesday morning that was, to him anyway, Moving Day. 
Nicolas returned in his mind to this garden paradise. He came back to this 1st tee where community members from the lower village had, some decades ago, brought up two bronzed pots to work as tee markers. He took more note of the astounding flower concentration. He gazed at all that was arrayed under a brilliant sun. Nicolas believed all had been set there just for him.
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