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Disclaimer  
The following account contains 
truth and nothing else. All the 
events described hereafter are 

factually correct to their greatest 
extent possible. 





Before you start 
readingé 

Thank you, dear reader, for choosing to 
listen to me. If you are holding this book in your 
hands, I know that you are a trusted person, 
and you would try to keep all the secrets I have 
given out hereafter, to yourself. I would really 
appreciate if you would do so. 

You know, this exercise is really very close to 
my heart. The fact, that Iôve been asked to 
chronicle the incidents of my life, was 
heartening. I thought that this was the time I 
share a slice of my life with someone I can trust. 
Iôve kept some topics really very secret all 
through these sixteen years. Now, the time has 
come that I give all of them out. This is why I 
have spent so much of my time and energy 
towards this project.  

Thank you once again, 

 

Rajat Arora  

December 30, 2005  
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Part I  

My Life:  

Uncensored  



I was born  

January 6, 1990. Saturday 

Biting cold winds are blowing all over the 
city of New Delhi. No one is audacious to come 
out on the streets in the open. It has been the 
coldest day of the season so far, with a 
temperature of 5.1oC. One can consider himself 
fortunate to find a soul on hi s way, for this is a 
luxurious rarity.  People prefer to remain 
cuddled inside blankets in the comfortable 
warmth of their homes. Cold Wave conditions 
have been declared. Schools and Colleges have 
been closed down. People are not turning up at 
work. New Delhi has gone indolent. 

But there is an exception to this lethargy. A 
couple is expecting their first baby and the time 
have come. The woman is admitted to Khare 
Nursing Home, Janakpuri. Tension looms large 
in her family, which is even aggravated due to a 
known complication in her pregnancy. She 
would have to be operated upon by the doctors. 

Inside the mind of the women revolves her 
life. The story of the joys of her life. The story of 
her endless suffering. The thought of 
encountering the happiest moment of her life in 
a short while. The thought of miraculously 



recovering from severe brain tuberculosis and 
the subsequent paralysis after seven long years, 
and being blessed with a child almost a decade 
after her marriage. Her life has been long ï and 
full of obstacles. Perhaps God gave her testing 
times all her life. Now, even He had to bow 
down and reward her generously ï that with a 
child. The reward is just a few minutes away 
from heré 

Suddenly, she begins to scream. Her 
husband, who was sitting beside her all the 
time, rushes to call the doctor, who comes 
almost instantly to the room. The woman is 
immediately wheeled towards the Operation 
Theatre, where she is anesthetized and operated 
upon. 

The operation is successful and exactly at 
8:03 PM, a new human being enters this world. 
The atmosphere of tension is almost instantly 
overshadowed by a feeling of intense joy and 
happiness. The extended family of the new-born 
is rejoicing everywhere. And why not? They 
have tasted happiness after a really long time. 
Itôs the time for celebration and festivity, isnôt 
it? 

***  



And I was borné My birth was an event of 
great joy for my family, and it was celebrated 
with great pomp and show. All of my relatives 
were invited. I was, of course, the centre of their 
attraction. Congr atulations were flowing in 
from everywhere. So much so that my parents 
were tired even to answer all of them! 

The days just after my birth were the days of 
hectic activity for my parents. Partly because 
they were overjoyed and partly because I was 
diagnosed with a condition of acute pneumonia 
right after I was born. Although my parents 
fought with it bravely, a small notch of it was 
left inside my body, which has made me 
sensitive to cold till this day.  

Exactly forty days after my birth, my naming 
ceremony was held in Gurudwara Bangla Sahib. 
There, as per the Sikh tradition, Bhaiji opened 
the holy Guru Granth Sahib at random. The 
page that opened contained the following verse: 

ØìûÎûû ðûĄÎû ðûûĉÑûûâû ðûûĉìûûú¡Û... 

So, my name was to start from the letter óÀô. 

After much debate and discussion, my father 
came up with the name ï Ø¯û¾û, meaning white, 

silver, peace. Moreover, some days later my 



¯ûÎÕû¥ûĄ¨½¹âûûĀ was prepared as per Hindu Tradition. 

Well, I started my life with Religious Tolerance!  

I was born in a Sikh Family; yet, as you may 
notice that I do not sport long hair and a beard, 
as most of the surds do. There is a reason 
behind it too. My mother was left frail after 
seven years of combating paralysis and my 
birth, hence followed a medical advice for my 
mom of not over-exerting herself for a few 
years. Since growing up a little ósardarô can be 
quite exhausting (as one needs to maintain the 
long hair and things like that), so it was decided 
to have my ½ãì¥¡¶ã done. So, like this I was stripped 

off my hairé 

Meanwhile, my life progressed at its own 
pace. As I grew older, I became slightly naughty. 
Till this day, I have fond memories of my 
mischievous self. I did all sorts of things. I used 
to play with little puppies, broke glass bottles, 
spill water all over  the place and a dozen other 
thingsé Oh how I miss those days! I want to 
become a child all over again!! God, are you 
listening? 



I went to a place called School  

I remember the exact date on which I went 
to school for the first time. It was 1 May, 1992. I 
was about 2½ years old at that time. I went to a 
school called Green Valley, which was situated 
in the vicinity of my house. It all began like 
thisé 

One fine day, my father got me up pretty 
early in the morning. I was half asleep at that 
time. The sun was out and was shining 
gloriously. The endless chirping of the birds 
entered my ears. I sat up on the bed, when mom 
came to me and announced that today I had to 
go to the school!! 

ñAnyway, what is a school, mum?ò I asked, in 
a broken sort of Hindi.  

She never answered me. I donôt know why, 
but it didnôt happen. Maybe, I was sounding 
stupid to her. But I was only a 2 year old!  

Anyway, as my mom got me ready to go to 
the school, I was constantly thinking about that 
place. How will I go there? What will I do ther e? 
Whom will I meet there? What will happen 
there? Was that a place inflicted with thieves 
and ghosts? What if they captured me? What 



will I do then? I think I will run away from that 
place. 

My mind was running here and there, 
aimlessly. Most of my questions were left 
unanswered. And I didnôt know what to do. I 
held my fatherôs finger and we started to walk 
towards the school. 

ñRajat, when teacher will ask your name, 
what you will say?ò asked my father. 

ñI will say, ñRajat Aroraò!ò I answered. 

ñJust óRajat Aroraô?ò 

ñYesò. 

ñNo, you will say, ñTeacher, my name is 
Rajat Aroraò. Now tell me, what you will say, 
quickly.ò 

ñMy name is Rajat Arora.ò 

ñThatôs like a good boy. Look, hereôs your 
school.ò 

I reached the school on time. It was situated 
pretty near to my house and was a colorful 
building painted with the pictures of Mickey 
Mouse and Donald Duck. Indeed, the school 
was a nice place to go! Upon reaching there, I 
was let in by a friendly teacher. She gave me a 



small gift ï a toffee, which I gobbled up almost 
immediately. 

I could see a lot more children there in the 
school, most of them crying. I was made to sit 
with them. This was least expected!! Soon, I 
realized that my father had left. So, I joined the 
league and started to cry too!  

The teacher was still friendly. She made all 
of us forget about our moms and dads for a 
short while and played with us. She used to 
smile a lot. I still remember her face. Oh! Those 
days were lovelyé 

It must have taken about a week for me to 
break the ice and accept Green Valley. It was the 
time when I met with children of my age for the 
first time in such large numbers. I used to enjoy 
their company. We used to eat together, drink 
together, play together and study together. I 
donôt remember any of them now, but yes, the 
feeling of excitement is still afresh in a remote 
corner of my mind.  

I spent about a year going to the same 
school. In the meantime, my mom had found a 
rickshaw puller who used to ferry children to 
their schools. There began a routine of my going 



to school in a closed rickshaw ï the kind we see 
these days for 2-3 year olds. It was fun! 

Time passed on. It was the month of 
September, and I was told that I would go to a 
big school some time afterwards. I was cross 
with my mom. How can she make me go to 
another school? I love my school and I wonôt go 
anywhere else. If I leave the school, Iôll have to 
leave my friends also. How could this happen? 

I was told that in some days, weôll go to a big 
school for an interview. I was made to rehearse 
for that. My father would const antly ask me to 
name this color or that. Or else my mom would 
ask me the name of this animal or that and so 
on. In some days, I developed a liking to that 
unknown óbigô school. 

And the day came when we had to go to a 
new school ï óMerry Homeô for an interview. 
The school wasnôt that big but yes, it was nice. 
There, instead of the pictures of Mickey Mouse 
and Donald Duck, which I was accustomed to 
see everyday, there were pictures of animals, 
birds, stars, the sun and all that. Having learnt 
the names of all of them by heart, I started to 
recite their names as I saw them. The principal 
of the school ï Mrs. Banaati, was standing 



behind me, looking at me. Perhaps she was 
happy to see me say those names. She let me 
and my parents to her office and asked some 
questions. The meeting ended in a happy note.  

Having visited the new school once, I was 
excited to visit it again and again. I asked my 
mom, ñWhen will I go to the school again?ò 

She said, ñI April next year.ò 

ñWhen will April come, mom?ò 

And the question remained unanswered. I 
couldnôt understand why it was happening to 
me. It was, in any case. 

My routine continued from the very next day 
ï same rickshaw, same school, same teachers 
and same friends. I virtually forgot about the 
new school.  

October came and went. November came 
and went. So did all the months thereafter. I 
had learnt the counting, I had learnt the 
alphabets and I had learnt how to make friends 
in Green Valley. Now, the time had come that I 
was to leave the school forever. It wasnôt the 
turnin g point of my life. I plainly forgot about 
the school in some days.  



The days at Merry Home  

I started to go to Merry Home from April 1, 
1993. It was the day Iôll never forget. Dressed in 
a sky-blue shirt and blue knickers, sporting a tie 
and carrying a small bag and a water bottle ï I 
was looking very nice. I was thoroughly excited 
at the thought of going to a big school, that also 
in a big bus. I was thrilled up to the limit!  

I nearly dragged my father to accompany me 
to the bus stop. There were other children as 
well, who were waiting for the bus. My heart 
was filled with joy and I had a certain degree of 
curiosity in my mind. I was literally jumping 
when I saw the bus coming.  

ñÑûûÑûû, Âĉªûûĉ Òûìû  ûû ðû¡Û!ôô, I cried.  

And there it was ï a big, white colored bus 
was coming towards us. I just ran towards it 
and was the first to get inside. And lo, I found a 
window seat! I waved to my father from the bus 
and it started towards the school.  

As the bus reached the school, we were let 
inside in a straight line ï and were told to keep 
finger on our lips. There, I got the feel of 
discipline for the first time in my life. I readily 
followed the instructions.  



The first day of the school was a kind of 
topsy-turvy. Children were ru nning here and 
there, some of them crying, and feeling 
homesick. And I was enjoying myself amidst the 
mess! 

The day passed on without any further 
difficulty. The crying children were calmed 
down and we were introduced with each other. 
We were made to sit along a big rectangular 
table. There, I sat with a guy called Prateek. I 
noticed that tears were still there in his eyes. 
Perhaps he was missing his home. 

Sitting there, all of us really enjoyed 
ourselves. The teacher told us jokes ï and we 
laughed like anything. We were let out to play in 
the playground. We ate our lunch in the recess 
time. We did everythingé 

The next day when I entered the bus, I 
couldnôt find a window seat. I was saddened. 
Anyway, I had to sit somewhere, so I looked 
here and there and saw Prateek sitting on a seat. 
I sat with him and we stuck a conversation 
amongst ourselves.  

When we reached the school, we both sat 
together. Perhaps friendship was budding 



between us, which became evident in the 
coming days.  

I always used to sit with him in the bus. We 
always sat together in the class. We fantasized 
about becoming a pilot someday and showering 
missiles over the enemies. We were always seen 
together wherever we went. And hey, we even 
found a pastime! 

We used to get bored through a long journey 
of coming to and going from the school 
everyday in the bus (It wasnôt that long, as I 
found out after many years). But anyway, we 
used to get bored. Now, what to do? 

One day, Prateek noticed some construction 
taking place. He said to me, ñ ûûĉ¤ Ø¯û¾û Âĉªû Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ÒûÎû 

ÀÖã Öõýò 

And I shouted, ñ ûûĉ¤! Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ÒûÎû Øîû îčĕò 

From that day on, whenever the bus used to 
pass from that place, both of us used to shout 
like anything, ñ ûûĉ¤! Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ÒûÎû Øîû îč,  ûûĉ¤! Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ºã¶ã 

Øîû îč,  ûûĉ¤! Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ÒûÎû Øîû îč,  ûûĉ¤! Îûûâûĉ Ñûĉ ¥ûĄ¨¶ ÒûÎû Øîû îčĕò 

Oh! That was fun! Also, perhaps that was the 
time the feature film ñHum Aapke Hain Kounò 
was released, which was hugely successful. We 
used to sing the songs from the film, especially 



the immensely popular ï Didi tera devar 
diwana ï on our way to and from the school. 
Wasnôt that fun? 

I remember one more incident that is worth 
mentioning here. It was the annual day of Mira 
Model School ï which was located nearby. The 
school had invited the students of Merry Home 
to perform at the event organized. A sort of 
fancy-dress competition was to happen. My 
mom decided to make me dress as a Pundit , 
which I did joyously. She made me learn a small 
verse, which I remember even today, to be 
spoken on the stage. It goes like this: 

ñØûÕû ¯ûÑûûĉ, ìûĄªû Ñûû ûûĉ ÕûÎû Øĉ, 

ØûÕû ¯ûÑûûĉ, ìûĄªû Ñûû ûûĉĕ 

 ûûĒªûĊ ÕûĆúÂ ¥ûĉ¨, ¾ûûØ ¥û¨ûĉ ¶ĉĔ¹ûĉ, 

 ûú¾ûØ ÕûĊ ûüÕûâû ¯ûû ûûĉ, ÕûÎû Øĉĕ 

ØûÕû ¯ûÑûûĉ, ìûĄªû Ñûû ûûĉ...ò 

It was a big thing for me to perform like this. 
When the audience applauded at my 
performance, I got a big confidence boost. 
Indeed, I liked that.  

In the end, Merry Home was a mixed bag of 
opportunities for me. The friend I made there ï 
Prateek, is still with me. How heartening it is to 
have a friend for 13 years! The three years I 



spent there, were the most innocent ones. I 
canôt really forget those days. Already, Iôm 
feeling nostalgic about my past. Whatôs next? 

After a stint at Merry Home, it was the time 
to get admitted to even bigger school ï a school 
where the next 12 years of my life were going to 
be spent. The teachers at Merry Home hinted 
towards Mira Model Schoolé 

And that was it. My parents visited the 
school and found it really good. They decided to 
get me admitted to this school, and even 
pestered Prateekôs parents too! 



I went to Mira Model School  

My first meeting with Mira Model School 
was the day of the interview to get myself 
admitted to Class One. I was really very nervous 
at that moment ï by just looking at the sheer 
size of the school. I mean, such tall buildings, 
such big playground. I wasnôt accustomed of 
even seeing such a large school, let alone going 
there everyday and studying! 

Anyway, as I was taken to the interview, 
which was held near the reception, I noticed a 
smilin g old lady, who was standing in the hall, 
looking at the children. She was the then 
principal of the school, Ms. Mohini Oberoi. She 
was to take the interview.  

After some time waiting outside, I heard my 
name being called. It was my chance to go 
inside, along with my parents of course. I held 
my momôs hand tightly as I walked towards the 
room.  

Inside, the principal and a kind gentleman 
greeted me. I was given a set of wooden blocks 
to play, while the principal talked to my parents. 
Was that an interview? 



Some days later, it became known that I was 
admitted to the school, Prateek was also. But, 
unfortunately, we were admitted in different 
classes. I was admitted to section A and he to 
section C. I wasnôt really disconsolate, but yes, a 
feeling of unhappiness was still there.  

It was April when I started to go to the 
school, this time, not in a bus but accompanied 
by my mother, in a rickshaw. 

The first day of the school was a Saturday, 
when the children are required to wear white 
uniform instead of the normal blue. Being new 
to the school, and seeing big bhaiyas and didis 
in white, I was frightened. What will the teacher 
say to me? Will I get any punishment or not? 

I entered the class room. To my relief, most 
of the children were like me, wearing blue 
uniforms.  This classroom was a rather small 
one, as compared to the one in Merry Home. 
Even then, there was more number of children. 
I was searching for a place to sit and found one, 
next to a boy named Nitish. 

Prateek was out, Nitish was in. We became 
best of friends in a few days. He was a bit taller 
than me and wore spectacles. We used to eat 



together, play together, and it was the same 
story all over againé He was my perfect buddy.  

As I broke the ice about my new school in 
some days, I got to know about many of the 
children there. First, there were Ashish and 
Ishaan, who used to fight with each other every 
other day. Then there was Puneet ï the bad boy 
of the class, always up to some mischief. There 
was even a funny sardar ï Preet Kanwar, who 
used to smile like a teddy bear ï all the time. 
There was Abhishek, who always liked to 
remain quiet and was very obedient. Next, there 
was M. Rajesh, the ¹ØÑûûĉ¥û¨ of our class, who used 

to get startled out of his wits every time 
someone approached him. And there were 
many more. I still remember all of them. And 
the class photograph of all of them is still the 
cutest of them all!  

Oh, there is so much to be told about them. 
But unfortunately, I canôt tell you all of it, for 
then this would run into thousands of pages!  

My early years at MMS were pretty normal. I 
was still a normal child, who did nothing 
extraordinary. Least I knew at that time, that 
the best was yet to comeé 



 ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ 

Turning point!! 

I was perhaps in Class Three when this 
incident happened. The Delhi Book Fair was 
organized in Pragati Maidan, and my father 
decided to take me to it, as I was already 
showing interest in books. So, we went to 
Pragati Maidan. Pretty Normal.  

Here comes the incident that changed my 
life. As we were looking around, my inquisitive 
eyes caught hold of a particular stall ï That of 
National Research and Development 
Corporation. It was about a science magazine ï 
titled  ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ. I took my father there, caught hold 

of a copy and started to read it. It contained 
articles about Direct -to-Home TV Service and 
contained a rather interesting section ï Do it 
yourself.  

Do it yourself section was designed 
especially for children so that they make a 
model or two describing a process related to 
Science and learning something in the process. 
That particular issue contained a model called 
óLight-Answerô ï which was based on the idea of 



Electrical Circuit Completion. I pestered my 
father to buy that magazine, which he did. 

I came home and almost immediately 
announced that I was going to make a óLight-
Answerô of my own, all by myself. I instructed 
my mom to arrange for the tings  needed ï 
Paper Fasteners, Wires, A Cardboard Sheet, 
Cells, and all that.  

All things were arranged the next day. I 
formerly sat down, the magazine and a pencil in 
my hands, and started to work upon it. I did 
exactly what was written in the book ï attaching 
fasteners, making connections, securing wires, 
etc. It all went on smoothly. In the end, I had 
the finished product in my hands! A working 
Light -Answer!! I was thrilled having made this, 
and it was working perfectly. Soon, I would 
show this to all my fri ends in the school. Iôd 
become famous. 

It was exactly what happened. I took the 
model to school and showed it to my Science 
Teacher, who was overjoyed. She was really 
happy at my accomplishment. Since then, I 
became her favorite student. I was beginning to 
be specialé 



This was the first turning point of my life, 
where I was introduced to Science as an 
interesting subject. Furthermore, I was 
introduced to something more fundamental ï 
that with books and magazines. I developed a 
technical sort of a mind after  that, having 
interested in everything technical and scientific. 
After the purchase on a one-off magazine, I 
became a regular subscriber of  ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ. Although 

I didnôt do anything interesting from that 
magazine after that, I really enjoyed reading it.  I 
became aware of so many things about science. 
I was starting to develop a scientific temper 
inside me, and I thank  ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ for that.  

Thank you,  ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ! 



Back to School, Again  

Post  ûûûüäûë¥û¨ûØ, I was a popular personality in 

my class. Children used to think that I was very 
intelligent and aspired to become like me. I was 
only 9 years old then, and for me, it was a great 
achievement.  

Things were going fine and normal. My 
friends soon forgot about my óintelligentô image 
and I was back to square one. Anyway, I was 
doing well in my studies, and was among the 
top rankers of the division. Sooner or later, I 
became engrossed in studies and was beginning 
to understand the relationship between my 
mother and me. Perhaps this was the time that 
the seeds of a communication gap between me 
and my mother were sown1. 

Dear reader, I believe that you have read 
enough of my old school days. So, I end this 
discussion here. In the next chapter, I directly 
jump to those events that really changed my 
life, as I grew older.  

                                                 
1 This relationship is described in Part II ï My Personality ï 
Demystified.  



The Year 2001  

The year 2001 was the most eventful year of 
my life. It was the year that changed the course 
of my life, for I realized my potential to excel. 
Several events happened that year. I hereby 
take on each of them sequentially.  

I bought a computer  

On April 27, 2001, a computer was formerly 
placed in my house. It was an event of great joy 
for me, as I had craved for one for the past two 
years. I instantly developed a liking for it and 
proceeded to become a champ in this field.  

The day the computer was delivered, I knew 
potentially nothing about it, except some 
paintbrush and some MS Word. Nothing more, 
nothing less. For some days, it was just a 
pastime for me to sit on a computer, doing plain 
masti with it. I wasnôt really learning something 
meaningful.  

I realized it pretty early and decided to start 
off from somewhere. I did some research on the 
internet to find out which type of learning 
would prove beneficial for me. I zeroed in to 
programming. Yes, I was to learn HTML.  



This tim e again, the start was provided by 
the World Book Fair, where I bought a book ï 
Build your own Website , and hence started my 
quest to learn.  

Little did I know that this language would 
prove of great importance in class X, where it is 
taught under the subject Introductory 
Information Technology.  

International Geeta Chanting 
Competition  

One fine day, Sharma Sir, who used to teach 
us Sanskrit, came to our class in a period not his 
own. There, he introduced to the class the 
International Geeta Chanting Compet ition 
which was being organized by an organization 
called Chinmaya Mission. It was a competition 
of high caliber and required the children to 
learn 41 slokas from the 11th Chapter of the 
Bhagvad Geeta.  

It was indeed a very difficult thing to 
accomplish. Learning 41 slokas by heart in 
proper sequence! Anyway, I decided to give it a 
try. I returned home and told mom about it. She 
was reluctant at first. In order to convince her, I 
took out Bhagvad Geeta and learnt 3 verses in a 



sequence and recited it over. That was it. I got 
the permission to participate.  

Next day, I along with some of my friends 
filled up the entry form and paid the entry fee of 
Rs. 10 to Sharma Sir. I began the preparation in 
full spirit. Observing my competence, mom 
decided to help me out. She contacted the 
authorities at Chinmaya Mission and got full 
details of the competition. It was learnt that a 
ólearning aidô was available in the form of a 
cassette and a small booklet. So, the very next 
day, mom went to Chinmaya Centre of World 
Understanding (CCWU) located in Lodi Road 
and bought that learning aid. The preparation 
was a breeze after that.  

I learnt the full 41 verses in about two 
months. I had learnt them by my heart and that 
also in proper sequence. The task that seemed 
impossible a few days ago was now 
accomplished in its full.  

Finally, the day came when I had to go to 
Chinmaya Mission for the competition. I, along 
with two of my friends, went there. We were 
accompanied by a teacher and the transport was 
the usual Ambassador. Off we went!!  



Upon reaching there, I was slightly nervous. 
I saw so many of the children there ï 98 of 
them to be precise. It was the City Level 
programme. The winner would be selected for 
the National Level, to be held in Chennai. 

I performed well, and was ADJUDGED THE 
WINNER!! I had won!  

That was the high point of my popularity in 
the school. Each and every teacher 
congratulated me. Each one of the school 
fellows knew me by my name. I became the 
favorite student of all the teachers that taught 
me. Our science teacher, Mrs. Ghosh, even 
started calling me punditji ! Oh! That was fun. I 
had arrived, finally.  

The days after that were hectic. I had to start 
preparing from scratch for the National Level 
Competition. It was scheduled in November, 
just days after Diwali. So, I had two months to 
gain perfection.  

My pronunciation needed help. My memory 
was faltering sometimes. I thought I was in a 
mess. I was among the chosen 70 from a pool of 
2.5 Lakh participants from all over India, which 
scared me out of my wits. I was a part of 
something really big, really special. 



I went to Chennai, accompanied by none 
other than my mother. Although there were 
officials from Chinmaya Mission alright, but she 
insisted to come along.  

I did not win anythin g in Chennai, but that 
was worth it. The winner had to represent his 
country in the International Level, so he/she 
had to be really very good to achieve it. I saw 
that the winner was extremely talented. I was 
nothing in front of her. So, I did not complain  
anything.  

My selection to the National Level was 
accompanied by a free trip of Southern India. It 
was a great experience to be there, but that is 
another story. 

UNSW Examination  

Just after my return from Chennai, I had a 
yet another event to reckon with ï The 
University of New South Wales Examination. It 
was a test of oneôs thinking ability and 
application of concepts. I had got myself 
enrolled in all the four subjects offered ï 
Mathematics, Science, English and Computer 
Science. I gave all the tests in full preparation.  

After a month or so, the results were out. 
And they were really in my favor. I had secured 



a 100 percentile in my country, and a 98 
percentile all over the world!! Wasnôt that a 
great achievement? 

These tests gave me a sense of triumph. They 
made me realize that I had something in myself 
that needed to be brought out. I mean, I wasnôt 
born to be just normal. I was sitting on the 
verge of an intellectual transformation, and it 
did happen, the next year. 

Hence, the year 2001 was the most eventful 
year for me. As you have just read, my life was 
beginning to change slightly. I was going above 
normal sometimes. Everything had to change 
now.  



The year 2002  

I was promoted to Class 8 in 2002. Class 8 
proved to be the most intellectually, 
academically and creatively satisfying period in 
my life. In this year, I developed a great interest 
in reading. It was the time around which I 
became a member of Delhi Public Library and 
boasted of having almost 32 library cards. It 
was also the time when my interest in studies 
was growing at a faster pace than ever before. It 
was also the time when our English Teacher was 
Mrs. Suniti Bhalla.  

Suniti Maôam was a teacher one seldom 
meets. She was an open minded woman who 
advocated self expression through writing. She 
was perhaps the first person to have an 
influence on my life. She introduced the concept 
of having a class library, and made me the in-
charge for that. Each student had to bring in a 
book or two to be kept in a cupboard. We were 
required to read the books of our interest in any 
free-period that we got.  

The experiment paid off well, and I was 
formerly introduced to reading quality English 
Literature. Perhaps this was the influence I 



really needed. Maybe, this event sparked off an 
interest of mine ï craving for knowledge.  

Although I used to subscribe to some 
magazines at that time, I never really got the 
time to read them anyway. When this Class 
Library concept was introduced, I thought, 
wouldnôt it be just nice that I got a whiff of some 
reading material? There started a task ï a task 
of reading all the old magazines that were lying 
unattended in my house and subscribing to 
more.  

During that period, I used to read plenty of 
magazines ï Readerôs Digest, CW, Competition 
Success Review, Digit, and many more. This full 
time reading made me one of the most well 
informed guys of the class.  

On the academic front, I was doing really 
well. I was always among the top rankers of the 
class, and used to study really hard. Perhaps 
this was the time that I moved oné 



Mi la Aunty  

Mila Aunty, or more correctly, Ms. 
Soobhagwatee Dhunookchand, was an old 
friend of my mom. She lived in Mauritius, and 
had come to India for higher studies, in 1972. 
She was my motherôs batch mate. After 
completing her BA (Hindi Hons), she went back 
to Mauritius, and mom never heard from her 
again.  

It was the month of May, 2002. I was surfing 
the internet. My mother came to me and 
expressed a desire to meet her long lost friend. I 
decided to help her in some way. I enquired 
about some of her details and opened the 
website of the University of Mauritius. I 
searched for her name but no avail. We were 
taking it for granted that she may be a lecturer 
in the University of Mauritius. But that was not 
the case. She was, as we found out later, posted 
as Director in the Ministry of Education.  

But anyway, I sent an e-mail to the 
administrative department of the University 
hoping to find her. Exactly three days later, I got 
a reply. The administrative officer, who scans 
each and every e-mail sent to the university in 
order to forward it to the correct faculty, was 



actually Mila Auntieôs son-in-law! What a co-
incidence! He gave me Mila Auntieôs e-mail I D, 
and that day onwards started a long 
correspondence over e-mail ï between Mila 
Aunty and my mom. Oh! She was so happy that 
we made an attempt to find her after such a 
long time. She was highly elated.  

One day, she expressed a strong desire of 
meeting us. She wanted to come to India for so 
long but couldnôt find an excuse to do so, and 
Sadhna Arora provided her the excuse she 
wanted. She arrived in India in September 
2002.  

Her arrival was a turning point of my life 2. 
She made me realize that it was the time for me 
to grow up. She noticed that I was heavily 
dependent on my mom, for she never le me be 
on my own. She talked to my mom regarding all 
this, during her month long stay at our place. It 
is perhaps her talking that was a revelation to 
my mom and I got some necessary freedom. 

                                                 
2 For details, refer to Part II ï My Personality, Demystified.  



The Years Ahead  

The period between 2003-2005, when I went 
through the classes IX and X was by no means 
less eventful. These are the years which are 
considered to be the most crucial for studies 
and this is the period when one has to decide 
his or her future course in his or her life. 
Furthermore, class X brings with it the Board 
Exams, and all the hype associated with it.  

I wasnôt really worried about all that. What I 
really considered good was that I had, at last, 
given up Sanskrit. I was feeling relieved to some 
extent. Anyway, class IX came, and brought 
with itself Siddharth Rajpurohit.  

Siddharth Rajpurohit was a guy who had 
recently come to India from Baghdad, in the 
wake of the Gulf War. He seemed to me an 
interesting guy. He had lots and lots of stories 
to tell about himself, his family and more 
generally, of Baghdad, and most of the times he 
used to dominate the conversation. He used to 
sketch beautifully, had a creative mind and an 
even more creative imagination. No, we did not 
become friends, we became best friends. 



It was the time that I was getting used to a 
yet another beautiful aspect of my life ï 
Writing.  

It all happened like this. Those days, Harry 
Potter was a rage amongst students, while I and 
Siddharth used to condemn it as useless. We 
both thought upon writing a novel ourselves! 
Well, things were decided. I was to write the 
novel in its full and had to do everything 
associated with it ï characters, plot and stuff 
like that, while Siddharth would look after the 
artistic aspect of it ï and was to provide the 
illustrations to go with it.  

Things were happening smoothly. We were 
already famous in the class as a budding 
novelist and an illustrator, respectively. And 
hence, The Great Adventure was born. 

The Great Advent ure  

This was the name of the novel, and was 
based on the idea of life on Earth after, say two 
centuries. The main characters were to stumble 
upon a futuristic gadget called óWorld 
Simulatorô, mistake it to be a time machine and 
have lots and lots of fun playing with it. Pretty 
Simple.  



The task which sounded too simple proved 
to be one of the hardest projects I had ever 
taken up. I would ponder over it for so long 
during the day that I hardly had any time for 
anything else. And for Siddharth, things were 
not easy enough, as he was caught making 
illustrations during the Chemistry Period, by 
none other that Alka Maôam! He was in a mess!! 

Both of us soon realized that writing a novel 
was not our piece of cake, and so, by mutual 
understanding, we abandoned The Great 
Adventure, so as to give ourselves a break. 

Mira 2003  

I used to be very good in Hindi, and always 
used to get the highest marks in the class. So, it 
was easy enough for our Hindi Teacher, Mrs. 
Uma Ojha, to consider myself as her assistant to 
bring out  the Hindi Section of Mira 2003. So, I 
got my first job for the school.  

From the beginning she made it clear to me 
that the task would not be easy enough, but post 
The Great Adventure, I was determined to take 
up any kind of task being offered to me. So, I 
took the task and began the work in full spirit.  

My job was to collect articles from the 
students of various classes, select the best ones 



and edit the selected ones for clarity. I did the 
job in record time, and the final draft was ready 
in just 45 days. I got a sense of achievement 
after that, for I was really saddened after my 
failure as an author. 

Diwali Celebrations  

I shall always remember the Diwali 
Celebrations of the year 2003, when I was in 
class IX. That year, I along with Siddharth and 
another friend of mine, Prabhjot were made the 
activity in charges to decorate the class room for 
Diwali. Every Year, as part of the Diwali 
Celebrations, a competition is held for the Best 
Decorated Class Room. So, in a way, we were to 
prepare the class room for that particular 
competition.  

We started planning well in advance, even 
before the autumn break, so that we could 
prepare the material in the holidays and not 
much work is left during the actual decoration. 
Each and every nook and corner of the room 
was taken into consideration and was to be 
decorated.  

This time, we didnôt have a false start, like in 
the case of The Great Adventure , and the work 
went on smoothly till the end.  



Oh Gosh! You should have looked at Class 
IX -A after we decorated it! The room was 
dressed as a bride. The decoration was flawless. 
We won the first prize in the school, for the first 
time in nine years. Wow! 

***  

Rest assured things went on well. After the 
festive season was over, it was the time to study, 
and study hard. Teachers were frantic to 
complete the syllabus; students were generally 
seen worried for the Final Exams. That was a 
period full of tension. But yes, I didnôt care. 
After all, I was good at studies! 

Class IX ended without any further 
excitement. It was the time for class X, except 
for the fact that our English Teacher was Mrs. 
Suniti Bhalla again.  

Class X seemed nothing special - same 
studies, same boredom, and same routine. Yet, 
there was a slice of excitement when I was 
selected to attend a workshop by Prof. Yashpal 
at the India Habitat Centre. He was to conduct a 
workshop on Space. It was a really satisfying 
and enriching experience for me.  

 



Mrs. K Mahananda  

One fine day, as our class returned to the 
room after a Games Period, we saw an old lady 
sitting on the teacherôs desk, with at least 10 
books kept on the table. We reluctantly entered 
the class and sat on our respective seats. She 
introduced herself as Mrs. K Mahananda, and 
was to teach us English. 

We were utterly surprised. The thought of 
being taught English by a thoroughly old lady 
(She was 63 years old at that time) did not really 
click with us. What had happened to Suniti 
Maôam? (She had gone on a long leave, as I 
learnt later.) She started her lessons from that 
class itself (She was teaching about Letters), but 
most of us listened only half-heartedly. We were 
not in a mood to study!  

But as the days progressed, I noticed a sense 
of professionalism in her way of teaching. She 
was always ready to teach and was completely 
committed towards her students. She provided 
us with one of the best explanations of the text 
ï as was evident from the amount of research 
she had done in her subject. She came with 
loads of experience, and perhaps that was her 
USP.  



She was a woman of principles. She strived 
to make our class disciplined. She was an ideal 
teacher ï who was committed to teach us 
religiously. It is very difficult nowadays to find a 
teacher of such reputation and experience. I 
learnt a lot from h er ï not just about the 
prescribed text, but also about the fine nuances 
of English Language. It is all because of her that 
Iôve become so proficient in English. In Class X 
Board Exams, I got 95 marks in English, and 
earned myself a CBSE Merit certificate too. But 
the credit is hers, not mine.  

Indeed, if school is a temple of learning, she 
is the Goddess enshrined in that temple.  

***  

Rest of the Class X passed off without any 
further events. It was the time to study again. 
Towards the end of the year, I became too 
engrossed in studies. So, there was nothing 
much I could do those days except studies. 
Board exams came and went. Thereôs not much 
to write about it, as those days were quite 
uneventful.  

I heaved a sigh of relief on March 25, 2005 ï 
the day the Board Exams ended. I was literally 
dancing that day. At least I wonôt have to study 



for some days! But soon I found out that those 
days were BORING. With nothing to do, I was 
getting restless. I needed to do something, soon. 
And lo, hereôs some worké 

Ôû¯ûÎûãÌãÊããè 

It was the day of April 15, 2005. I was sitting 
on the computer doing nothing. Then I started 
to look at some CDôs I had collected over the 
years, and stumbled across software called APS 
Corporate 2000++. Using this software, I could 
type in a number of Indian scripts ï including 
Hindi. So, I decided to try it out. I used it over a 
while and found it fabulous. Typing in Hindi 
was a breeze with it. But what was its use?  

I demonstrated the power of the software to 
my mom, who holds a Masterôs degree in that 
language. She was delighted, and gave me work 
right away. She had a collection of numerous 
Indian hymns and poems (called Ôû¯ûÎû), and 

asked me to copy it electronically ï in simple 
terms, type all of them so as to make a book out 
of it. I thought it was impossible ï considering 
the amount of typing needed. 

Anyway, impossible also spells I-M-Possible. 
But I wasnôt convinced. In order to convince me, 



mom typed some of the bhajans and told me it 
was pretty easy. Reluctantly, I took the task. 

It took me almost a month to type out a 
collection of 249 bhajans ï spread over 284 
pages. After some technical glitches, the book 
was ready. Mom also named it - Ôû¯ûÎûûäûâûûĀ.  

Ôû¯ûÎûûäûâûûĀ was originally meant to be our private 

collection. One day, an uncle came along and 
looked at the collection. He found it really great. 
He was so ecstatic that he forced me to print 
another copy out and give it to him. I was 
greatly delighted that my effort was paying off 
like this. After he was gone, I consulted papa 
about the book. Be brought out a business plan 
to use ï the price was fixed at Rs. 284 and we 
decided to market the product.  

Till now, we have sold about 50 copies of the 
book. Moreover, each and every buyer seemed 
very happy to purchase it. Hence, I formerly 
had a book to my credit ï as was my dream of 
having one, from my The Great Adventure days. 
I was on cloud nine.  

***  

And that was not all. The final draft of the 
book was out on May 12, so I again became free 



after that. ñWhat to do now?ò I thought. I 
decided it was the time to study.  

I had already started taking tuitions in 
Physics, Chemistry and Mathematics from April 
itself. Now, I wanted to do something on my 
own. I remembered how I had learned HTML in 
class 7, from a book. So, this time, I decided to 
learn something that was going to benefit me in 
class XI ï C++. 

The very next day, I went to Nehru Place and 
bought myself the book C++ No Experience 
Required by Paulo Franca. I was glued to the 
computer screen soon afterwards.  

I did great progress in this field also ï and 
almost completed the syllabus required for 
Class XI. C++ was a breeze in school after all 
that knowledge I gained during those days. I 
developed a sense of understanding towards 
Computer Programming and decided that I 
have to make a career for myself in this field.  

As for the Board Exams result ï it was 
satisfactory. At 85%, I thought I have achieved 
enough. That was close to my expectations. 
Moreover, a distinction in each of the subject 
was the icing on the cake. That was around the 
time that I visit the school and get myself 



enrolled for Class XI. No problems there. I got 
the subjects I wanted.  

All these days of activity was followed by a 
trip to Chandigarh to meet my dear cousins ï 
Ritvik and Rijul. I loved those days; itôs so fun 
being with them. They make you forget all your 
problems and just let you enjoy. After all, what 
else can you expect from a 6 and a 2 year old? 

I returned from Chandigarh and started to 
get myself ready for an important landmark ï 
Class XI. 



Class XI  

Class XI has proved to be the most 
influential aspects of my life till date. It is one of 
the most fulfilling landmarks I have ever 
witnessed. I was garlanded with responsibilities 
from the day I entered the class. I was made the 
Class Monitor, a School Prefect and a member 
of the Web Support Team. It was a different 
experience altogether. With so many new faces 
around, so many friends were waiting to be 
made. I was enjoying each and every moment of 
it.  

Computer Science  

I was a hit during Computer Science classes 
at school. Having studied C++ before, I was able 
to answer most of the questions put up by our 
teacher ï Mr. Rajkumar Pal. I think he was 
convinced that I had a great potential inside me, 
waiting to be tapped. Perhaps this was the 
reason he entrusted me with the task of 
maintaining the School Website. I donôt know 
why, but still I feel thereôs something special 
about him. He has with him an air of confidence 
while teaching and even otherwise. He is not 
just a teacher, but also a friend. Hey, can you 
find someone just like him? I know you canôt. 



Hey, Iôve been talking about friendship 
lately? But how can I end this discussion here, 
without ever a mention of my best friend, 
Pritha? 

Pritha Gupta  

She is a girl ï short and sweet, wears specs 
and is quite frail; but most importantly, is my 
best friend, whom Iôve found only some months 
ago ï here in Class XI. 

She came along when I was in need of a 
friend. Although my first meeting with her 
ended with just the formal words of greeting, 
but soon our friendship  grew upon one common 
interest ï Computers. Yes! Finally I came across 
a girl who was so interested in computers, and 
was a champ in this field herself.  

In the beginning, our conversations centered 
on the same subject - Computers. We used to 
exchange a lot of CDôs and used to discuss C++. 
But as the days progressed, the friendship 
became stronger, and I found myself giving 
away some of my best kept secrets to her, for I 
was convinced that they wonôt be leaked out just 
like that. I was beginning to trust he r a lot.  



As friendship was budding between us, there 
came along a distraction ï we were being linked 
up by our classmates! What was that? 

I used to feel offended at first. I mean, how 
can anyone just say anything about both of us? 
We were just friends and nothing else. But who 
was going to make them understand all this? So, 
the gossip continues till this day, but is no 
longer a distraction ï for Iôve become too used 
to it.  

Anyway, that distraction never really 
distracted me. Both of us are still the best of 
friends, and the element of trust is still there. By 
this time she knows a great deal about me, in far 
greater detail than any of my friends before. I 
wish her good luck in her life.  

***  

That is, perhaps the end of it. I have 
progressed only till here in my life. But now, 
dear reader, its time for the second part of this 
book. I may want to tell you that the second part 
is more fundamental than the progression of 
various events of my life, something that 
describes my real self more correctly. 

Get, Set, Go! 



Part II  

My  

Personality:  

Demystified  



Me and my Mom  

You would agree that the relationship 
between a mother and her child is one of the 
most complex relationships of the world. It is 
impossible to decipher it and is being utterly 
stupid even trying to do so. But, Iôm going to act 
stupid here and would try to make you 
understand this complex relationship.  

She as a caring mother  

I can find out innumerable instances when I 
find her as an utterly caring mother. Always, 
she makes it a point that I may have the best 
diet that is available. She always takes care that 
I may remain in the best of health and spirits. 
She makes sure that I have the access to the best 
resources. On the monetary front, she is helpful 
too, as most of the time I get what I want. And 
that is it. And the worst part is, that all her 
above merits are overshadowed by one of her 
greatest problems ï her constant interference in 
my life.  

Her constant interference  

Consider this: You come across a 16 year old 
boy. He has the whole of his life to reckon with. 
He has so much to do on his own. What do you 



think might happen when his life has a constant 
interference from his mother? Wouldnôt he be 
frustrated? 

Well, the same is the case with me. I want to 
live my life on my own. I want to grow up, but 
just canôt. My mother just wonôt let me grow. 
She doesnôt want me to face the world. She 
wants to be on my side, but for how long? Only 
God knows.  

You may be thinking that such problems are 
faced by everybody of my age. But you are 
wrong. Everybody might face the similar 
problem, but that is not the same as mine. Let 
me tell you why. 

How would you feel when your mother 
interferes in the way you brush your teeth, the 
way you take a bath, the way you sit on a chair, 
the way you lie down on a bed, the way you talk 
with your friends? How would you feel when 
you find your motherôs ear near the telephone 
receiver ï who is eavesdropping to the 
conversation between you and your friend? 
How would you feel when your mother takes 
hold your Mathematics book, number each and 
every problem given there, and orders you to 



solve 67 of them everyday without fail? Isnôt it 
disgusting? 

You can easily make out my state of mind 
after reading all this. All this then results into 
frequent heated arguments between me and my 
mom, which in turn results into an atmosphere 
of tension in our house, and Iôm reduced to a 
being just unable to do anything. This can 
happen to me anytime. How good is that? 

This type of behavior that my mom displays 
has resulted into another grave problem over 
the years, that is, a Communication Gap. 

The Communication Gap  

I know that my mother is going to have a 
problem with my each and every action. So, I 
tend not to tel l most of the things I do. I keep a 
lot of things secret from her, which is why a 
communication gap has been developed 
between me and my mother.  

She doesnôt know most of things about me. 
She doesnôt know about my friends, about my 
interests, about my hobbies, about my studies, 
about my favorite pastimes, just about anything. 
The reason I keep all that away from her is her 
habit of constant interference. She just canôt get 
enough of it. 



Me and my Dad  

He is just the exact opposite of my mom. He 
may be critical towards me at times, but in the 
end favors the truth.  

He is more like a friend of mine, who listens 
to all my problems patiently and tries to find a 
solution (The sad part being he is unsuccessful 
most of the times!).  

Anyway, he is still better than mom. 
Whenever he finds time to spend with me, he 
does so gently. He is a storehouse of 
information. You can just sit with him and 
listen to him for hours and hours. His business 
requires him to travel so much, and perhaps 
that is the source of all those info.  

He has so many stories to tell, so many 
incidents to relate. One can never have enough 
of him. Perhaps that is the reason which makes 
him popular among his colleagues. He has 
maintained family -like relations with so many 
of his clients. That is why he does not have to 
worry for anything while not at home. He is 
such a lively personality. I greatly enjoy his 
company. I consider myself lucky to have such a 
father. Thank you God! 




