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Raining, Raining and more angry raining it made the vision 
so clear that we could see the swimming stools of man and beast 
fighting with each other. The potholes of the roads were converted 
into over flowing wells. People who were living in “Khacha houses” 
were facing terrible problems because of the flood. It endangered 
the geography and history of the “Khacha houses” but the people 
cocooned in flats and bungalows stayed intact with minimal damage.

In these stringent times people always look for something. 
Something meaningful. That adds a premium purpose to your 
life. And it was these stringent times that made the two part time 
superheroes {that is what they call themselves} entered in the town 
of Bhopal , the heart of Madhya Pradesh ,the city of beetle leaf, yes 
one and only the city of “Nawab”. It was their dreamland. It was 
there “Sapno ka Sheher” for many significant reasons.   

AkhleshRai aka Akki and Karandeep Singh aka K.D {that’s me} 
went to Bhopal on 17 August 2006 leaving the over soaked town. 
Though Akki was not that dark but when put together, We looked 
like we stepped out of the chessboard game.

He was born on 14th December 1987in the Nehru government 
hospital, Itarsi. I remember his mother’s word, the day when Akki 
was born, his grandfather met with a heart attack collapsed on 
floor crying for help as the rest of the family crowded around the 
pregnant mother in the hospital waiting to see the new prince of the 
Rai famliy. The grandfather never reached the hospital while the rest 
of the family did. As the new set of generation was been welcomed, 
in the front, the older ones departed through the back verandah. So 
the baby brought dolls, delights and death.

I always used to wonder how God sent people on this planet, but 
in case of Akki I instead of how my query was why? And later I come 
to know how. Through Akki’s mom hmms and aahs, I realized that 

Introduction 
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God had no business with that. It was just the strength of sperms at 
work of a retired army officer. 

Akki was blessed with a retired Army officer father, one younger 
brother and two mothers. Yes, Akki’s father had two wives one was 
in my town Itarsi and another in Mayawati’s Uttar Pradesh. His 
father produced four sons and a daughter with his first wife. Akki 
never interacted with his first mother and children and why should 
he be? That was not the drama of his life; the dramatic part is that he 
gets to quote his favorite dialogue from his favorite film “Deewar”, 
dramatically.

  “Mere paas Maa aur Maa hai”.
 On the other hand I was born in a general ward of a nameless 

government hospital in a Punjabi family on 20th October 1988. My 
father had a small kirana and general stores which was quite popular 
because of my father’s parody. My father was also blessed with a 
talent that he can make anyone laugh even in a funeral of your loved 
once. I am sure the dead bodies are also smirking somewhere inside.

I completed my primary education from a model school which 
was about 200 meters away from my home. After completing my 
primary education I enrolled into a new college (for junior college) 
with my best friend Manav who was a mere simpleton, all he knew 
was painting, sketching and drawing. He was the only artist of my 
life. 

Then I met Akki and the other his clan of animal Akash Hotani. 
The only difference in Akki and Akash was that –

1. Akki- Always smiled even after getting slapped.
2. Akash - Never smiles, never ever, an ideal iconic depressive 

face.
The school days were like a roller costar ride without the seat 

belts. I got suspended from school five times for various reasons and 
on the other hand Akki got suspended twice. This was the second 
reason for Akki and I to team up , the first reason being the subjects 
Mathematics and Science which we opted, that made us sit for 
classes together.
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On the other hand Manav and Akash fell into the category of 
intelligent students, the future –leaders and probably destined to be 
a part of shining India story. 

It seemed the future leaders liked pornography which was 
probably the reason why they took biology. I don’t know about 
Akash but in some way it was good for Manav because now he could 
draw the sketches of anus and respiratory system. All he wanted was 
to draw. 

After the higher secondary education it was the time to move on. 
It was the time to choose the path and to set the goal. Manav and 
Akash were focused enough, they wanted to gaze the ass throughout 
their life, so they decided to become a doctor.  Coaching classes were 
in fashion those days; they decided to move to Bhopal to build their 
future with happy endings.

Akki and I were just opposite. We were totally incapable of having 
a bright future. We had no vision, no aim. The only good part of us 
was that, though we didn’t know what to do but we knew what not 
to do, hence we knew that we are not going to take admission in any 
Engineering college because superheroes don’t become Engineers. 
We too wanted to go to Bhopal to expand new horizons, to explore 
new opportunities and eventually to discover the super hero in us. 

Without wasting much time on thinking, we decided to do our 
graduation in B.Sc {Bachelor of Science} from M.V.M ( Motilal 
Vighyan Maha vidhyalay ) college.

We had made our decision but to convince our parents in sending 
us to Bhopal was a difficult task. We needed a solid reason. We can’t 
confide in to them, to send us to Bhopal for a degree which I could 
easily get it in Itarsi. And I had to be extremely careful because I 
can’t afford their disapproval. Bhopal was everything to me. In big 
shapes and sizes.

Bhopal was like the New York of Madhya Pradesh. The city 
carried new dreams of big buildings, large roads and fresh destiny. 
Next day Akki told me that he got the permission from his parents 
to move to Bhopal. I was still perplexed and didn’t know how to ask 
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the question? I came up with a idea which was actually a fib. I told 
my parents that I wanted to become an I.A.S officer for which I need 
to join the coaching classes.  There were no coaching classes in my 
town for these types of exams. They wanted me to get a government 
job because no one in my whole family did any. I put the ball on 
the right hole, and without taking much time they showed me the 
green flag.  
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