Musings of a deranged mind.


When I look back at the kind of life I had till now I can think only of one sentence, Thank God for saving me and keeping your hand on me always. Although you haven’t given me an easy life, but there is not much to complain. I still remember the first day of my life. Most of the times, people would think I am absurd; no one remembers the first day of one’s life. They are spend out in the embrace of the mother and there is just the hazy scent of the mother holding the child in her bosom, and the child clinging to her, either laughing or crying, marveling at the world to which he was brought up by no choice of his. The sensitivity is high and the helplessness is imminent. But I was born with my eyes open! I clearly remember the sounds; I was in a cradle (besides my mother) and there was my father standing at its side, holding an object in his hand which was making noise and he was smiling, talking to me, cajoling me into a smile too; and I was just wondering where am I? And then there was the place where I was born; the place is still so beautiful and yet so breathtakingly tragic now! I was born in the vale of Kashmir, in the small city of Srinagar, in the month of June, third June 1978 to be precise. 
When I look back at all the thirty odd years I have seen till now, I wonder whether its good enough to pen down the chronicles of my quite life till now or to wait for another thirty years? I decided to pen my life till now so that I can get a sense of introspection. What I have gone though all these thirty years is not so important than making out what I have learnt all these years as an individual. The ups and downs, the sagas of happiness and sorrows, the joy and the ecstasies and the almost annihilation of my body and soul, I have witnessed it all. If I was a painter, I would have painted a self portrait of myself and kept it for record, but since I am a writer, and I paint through words, I would try to construct an edifice which would document what I have gone through till now, not just for the sake of someone might read it and admire me at my feat, but that someone might just relate to me.
One marvels at the phenomenon of what life is. What is life? Is it the number of years which we live, or the amount of emotions/experiences which we go through, the act of breathing in which we inhale oxygen and exhale carbon dioxide, or smell the bright fragrant flowers or just excrete in some European style commode, or just is it the act of feeling? What is life? That is such a basic question which has been occupying my mind since such a long time now. Of course is it not just growing up, being an adult, reproduce, live and work and then at the end of the day just die. Life is special. Life is to be celebrated. Life is to be revered and to be thankful to the creator himself who created us all. It is the act which is of passion and almost an addiction; yes, life is also an addiction. An addiction for more, an addiction for change, an addiction for status quo sometimes (when one is in the arms of one’s lover) and life is an addiction for finding that ultimate happiness and satisfaction. Sometimes when I look around myself, I wonder how many of us are actually living and how many of us are just organisms, just human beings, homo sapiens and not some individual person with some identity, with some aspirations and goals, with a capability to feel, to be joyful and spread the joy to others. I have found myself to have been oscillating between heaven and hell; I would elaborate what kind of hell in the subsequent chapters. But presently I am just wondering at the phenomenon of life. I had read that life is something in which we have a purpose; it is something of a journey to reach that purpose, the purpose being no so important than the journey itself. It is the kind of purpose which one has that will determine what sort of a journey one would undertake. And that is why I think I am lucky. Lucky at the position of me being able to wonder what life is! Sometimes I feel that ordinary people like me are so engrossed in their struggle of daily existence that they tend to forget that they are living. At such point in time, there is no difference between an insect and a human. Sadly, but I think this is true. According to me, life without any passion is wasted , it just the count of years and just the number of days you live and work and eat and laugh and cry, but are we really living a life, life in its true sense is yet to be judged. Ask this question of what life is to a beggar roaming around in a train asking for alms for his survival; probably I would get a different answer, a different perspective altogether, a new horizon in itself. Ask this question to parents of poor children who are engrossed in a constant struggle to feed themselves and their hungry wailing children, probably I would get a different answer. Ask the same question to two lovers who are meeting each other after a gap of few days and now are holding hands, probably I would get a different answer.
What I can say from the above perspective is that life is multi dimensional. It is multi faceted, varied and differs from outlook to outlook. Each life is an own story in itself, each life is a saga, each life is an epic and each life has a beginning and an end. I am not worried about the end here, since I think I have still many roles to play, bet yes the beginning and the present and the life till now I would like to explore, to find what? To find some meaning and purpose in it. To redefine what I am today, to cast myself in a different mould all together tomorrow.

I am a simple person. A simple person has a simple life. Without any complications, I am either sad or happy. I am either in bliss or I am in utter miserable conditions which are pathetic, it is always that I tend to find myself in the extremes. There is this urge in me, an urge to create, to explore, to inhale events, to exhale experiences, to breathe in the joys and sorrows and to breathe out experiences and lessons learnt. Which is why this work of mine, many would find it too complex to be structured. Too complex in the sense that it has a beginning but it has no end. It is like a beam of light which arises from a source and goes on for eternity. So it is just the story of a simple man who tends to live a simple life and just a decent comfort to live and interesting work to do, to live and let live, to marvel at the joy of being alive, even though with shortcomings, to build upon them and to improve, to move on, not just in terms of days and months and years, but from one point to another point, wherein the datum is the same happiness which everyone seeks, and finding myself above or below the datum line, so that these differences in the levels would make me learn where I am right and where I am wrong. I am no saint, I am no great leader, I am no public figure, I am someone ordinary and here in lies the beauty- who says autobiographies of ordinary persons are not to be written and read? Here is a chance to bare myself by my pen and by penning down my experiences, bring out the naked truth in me, for I firmly believe that beauty is truth and truth is beauty; in other words Satyam Shivam Sundaram. I get an immense sense of release when I pen my thoughts down, and to do so in a manner which is so nimble and flexible, I get complete freedom, not bothered at what I am creating (because I know that something done with passion is always beautiful), but to go on writing and building, and when I have reached a certain point, to stop and to explore my own footsteps, that after another thirty years would I have written in the same manner?
This is not a story which I am writing. It is just a journey which I am describing. And act of throwing some light at the path on which I am traveling, so that I can see clearly ahead. This is not for the benefit of others. It is just merely the act of talking stock and forging the way ahead. If it becomes useful to someone else that is just a side advantage. The clarity of this exercise is that it is something done for satisfying the basic creative nature of my soul. Who needs a plot and characters and a story line and a beginning and an end? They are all out there already. My beginning is made the day I was born and the end is imminent because death is the final truth. Hence everything is all set already. It is up to me how to cast the plot and render the characters, so that I get some form out of these continuous spread of days in which I am living now.

To get back on track now, where I started in the beginning of this chapter, I was talking about my childhood. I had a very happy and satisfying childhood. In the beautiful vale of Kashmir which is most famously being described as the heaven on earth. I remember playing out in the backyard of my home under the watchful eye of my mother, exploring things around me curiously as any child does. That beautiful simple house, with huge drawing room windows whose frames were painted white, that exposed brickwork in the kind of house I lived in, that wonderful big garden with an apple and a cherry tree in it, that wonderful cool air and the bright golden sunshine in the summers which was so soothing, the colorful daises and tulips and of course the daffodils, and those wonderful people I was surrounded with. 


In my childhood and even now, my parents were so affectionate. Especially my grand father, who would always bring candies for me and whom I used to hassle a lot with my curious nature of things, and always heaving through his work and papers here and there. Then there was my elder brother with whom I was always at odds in my childhood till my teens. He and my cousin sister would naturally gang up as they were of the same age (my cousin sister was kinder though) and then I would always feel left out of their activities, since I wanted to relate to them but couldn’t, which was always a sense of frustration for me. I also remember my grandparents from my mother’s side and five aunts who were always there for my family in good and bad times both. I remember my father who was always so kind to me, always trying to get what I desired and catering to every whim of mine. I remember those friends of mine in my neighborhood who were as rowdy as I was and together we used to create a ruckus. Even thought both my parents were working and were simple ordinary Government servants, they always used to make me feel that I am not less than a prince and would do anything to satisfy our needs and desires. And how could I forget the winters of Srinagar. They were so beautiful. Surrounded by the snow capped mountains and when it finally snowed in the town, everything covered with white blanket of snow, with the exhale of air from the mouth clearly visible due to the cold air, and my tiny little body covered with layers of clothes and sweaters, to protect from the cold. The making of snowman and the play with snow balls was all so lots of fun. Same was the case with my school, which was quite famous for all its extra circular activities, in which I was a novice sadly. Swimming, regatta, cross country runs, hiking and picnics, everything was so dynamic. 

And through all this comfortable childhood there was this feeling, this sensation, which is so difficult to describe in words. They were actually two sensations, two kinds of feelings, which would culminate into one gradually and I would feel a sense of dread and horror approaching, for a poor small child was that I was, I wouldn’t know the exact nature of what I was dwelling into. I would lie on my bed alone and in the nights sometimes I would start by asking myself where I was? This would then lead me into the abyss of thoughts such as, what I am doing here, what kind of a plane I am enclosed in, where I am on this earth, what is beyond this earth and then the heaven and then the hell and what after that, surely there must be some end to it or does it just go on and on, without this end, what is the limit of the boundary of space I am enclosed in and what is beyond that? All these thoughts would lead me into such a deep vacuum and emptiness that I would feel like I am ready to explode into pieces. And then I heard the footsteps, as if the almighty was calling my name and approaching me, tak tak tak, the steps would sound and reverberate in my ears, as if Lord Shiva himself is approaching, and then it became too much for me to bear, the horror was too much to for me to go through, and then I used to wake up, my body covered with cold sweat. I never have fully understood this phenomenon which used to happen to me from time to time in my childhood, but it never ever interfered with my happiness.

Living in Kashmir during those years of 1980s was never dull. There was this constant political awareness that we are different from the mainstream Muslims who were in an absolute majority and we were just a minuscule minority, not in a communal sense, we all lived in brotherhood, but there was this distinction always that Hindus and Sikhs were  bound to support India and Muslims wanted Pakistan. So it was there every time a cricket match was played between the two countries that we as small kids used to support our particular country and I used to wonder always why we couldn’t live as Indians in India and why my good friends support the same team which I do. They used to in turn tell me that they had been betrayed by India and there destiny was with Pakistan and hence they would always support Pakistan. Little did we know as small children that what was in store for us at the end of that decade and what immense changes would it bring into the lives of all? Kindly excuse me if the reader feels that I consider all Muslims living in India as supporters of Pakistan, which would be totally absurd, but in that milieu in Kashmir, and even today partially, this is a fact. We as a Hindu minority lived in constant awareness of this, though it didn’t affect any part of our lives in any manner. We all lived with peace and brotherhood and used to be with each other in joys and sorrows. I myself lived in a mixed neighborhood of Hindus, Muslims and Sikhs and would never ever consider myself at risk from the majority, as everyone lived in peace and harmony.

Here at this juncture, I clearly recall that my family used to call me a Hindu, a Muslim, a Sikh and a Christian all in one go. This used to be so because I was born a Hindu and had a Hindu name and hence I was Hindu, and then I had undergone an operation of circumcise and hence I was a Muslim, I had hair till shoulders which was not cut for a long time so I was a Sikh too and finally I used to study in a Christian Mission school and hence I was a Christian too. I clearly remember the awe in which the moms and aunts of my Muslim friends used to converge on me, I was barely five or six, and then they used to put my pants down and used to exclaim, oh gosh, he is circumcised, he is a Muslim actually, and everyone used to break into a flutter of laughter and I used to be red faced at my ordeal. 
Sometimes I wonder who am I? It’s been such a crisscross of experiences that define me that it becomes highly impossible to make me fit in one single mode. Right from my days in Srinagar to out here in Ahmedabad, it’s been such an eventful journey. Every event comes and goes as if a whirlpool of thoughts and actions just made me sink into it and then I am absorbed completely into it. I had high aspirations for myself right from the day one. I wanted to rise from the stream of people around me and be someone highly individualistic. I wanted fame and I wanted recognition. I didn’t want power but I wanted to change things which were not in my favor. I wanted the keys to the world.  I wanted to roam the world and see it in entirety.    
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