
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


FROM SLUMDOG TO SOFTWARE

The Price of an H-1B Dream

By Abhimanyu Singh


LEGAL DISCLAIMER

This is a work of ﬁction based on true events and experiences. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and

incidents are either products of the author's imagination or used in a ﬁctitious manner. Any resemblance to actual

persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

While this story draws from real experiences within the H-1B visa system and immigration processes, speciﬁc characters

and situations have been ﬁctionalized for narrative purposes.

The views and opinions expressed in this book are those of the characters and do not necessarily reﬂect the ofﬁcial policy

or position of any government agency, corporation, or institution.

Copyright © 2025 by Abhimanyu Singh All rights reserved.
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DEDICATION
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To every immigrant who was sold the American Dream and woke up in the American Reality.

To those still ﬁghting in the golden cage.

To those who gave up everything for a maybe.

Your struggle is real. Your story matters.
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PART ONE: SURVIVAL
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Chapter 1: The Water Wars
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The alarm in Sumit's head went off at 3:55 AM. No clock needed. His body knew.

Five minutes to get dressed in the dark. Five minutes to grab the buckets—cold metal handles biting into small palms.

Five minutes to beat the Sharmas, the Patels, and thirty-seven other families to the communal water tap.

In the Mumbai slums, this was life. This was normal.

"Sumit! Chalo!" His mother's whisper cut through the darkness of their two-room shack. She was already by the door,

three steel buckets in her thin arms, her sari pulled tight against the pre-dawn chill.

At six years old, Sumit could carry two buckets. Empty, they weren't heavy. But ﬁlled with water, they'd cut into his

small palms, leaving angry red marks that would throb for hours.

They stepped into the alley—if you could call it that. Really, it was just the narrow space between shanties, barely wide

enough for two people to pass. The air was thick with the stench of sewage and rotting garbage, made worse by the

humidity that never quite lifted, even before sunrise. Sumit's bare feet found the familiar path around puddles he couldn't

see but knew were there—some water, some things he'd learned not to think about.

The tap was already surrounded.

"Late again, Geeta!" Mrs. Sharma's voice rang out, sharp and satisﬁed. She was a large woman who somehow always

managed to be ﬁrst, her bucket already half-full of precious water that caught the weak glow of the single streetlight.

Sumit's mother didn't respond. She never did. She just positioned herself in line, jaw tight, waiting her turn with the quiet

dignity of someone who'd long ago accepted that dignity was all she had left. The metal of her buckets clinked softly

against each other.

They got two buckets that morning. Not enough for drinking, cooking, and bathing. The water splashed against Sumit's

legs as they walked back, cold and gritty. So bathing would have to wait. Again.

Back home, the smell of damp concrete and yesterday's cooking oil greeted them. Sumit's three older sisters—Priya,

Meera, and Anjali—were already awake, preparing for school. Well, preparing was generous. They shared one school

uniform between the three of them, worn thin and faded gray from countless washings. Today was Priya's turn to wear it.

"Your father left already," his mother said, rationing out water into smaller containers with practiced efﬁciency. Each

drop measured, each portion calculated. "He wanted to start early."

Early meant 5 AM. Rakesh Kumar, Sumit's father, would already be out there somewhere in the vast ocean of Mumbai,

his burlap sack of incense sticks weighing down his thin shoulders, going door to door in the suffocating heat that would

build as the sun rose.

Most days he sold nothing. He'd come home with the sack still full, the sharp scent of sandalwood and jasmine clinging

to his clothes, mixing with his sweat.

On good days, he sold enough to buy rice.

On very good days—maybe twice a year—he sold enough to buy the good rice. The basmati kind that smelled like

ﬂowers and tasted like what Sumit imagined rich people ate every day.

"Two hundred rupees," Sumit heard his mother whisper to Anjali later that morning, her voice barely audible over the

sound of a pressure cooker hissing in a neighbor's home. "That's all we have left for the month."

It was only the seventh of the month.

Sumit did the math in his head. They were twenty-three days away from more money. Two hundred rupees divided by

twenty-three days meant... he couldn't quite ﬁgure it out, but he knew it wasn't enough. It was never enough.

That night, dinner was rice with salt and a tiny bit of pickle for ﬂavor. The rice was old, the grains broken, the kind that

clumped together. Sumit pushed it around his dented steel plate, the metal warm from the rice, trying to make it look like

more.

"Can I have more?" Sumit asked, his stomach a tight knot of hunger.

"There is no more," his mother said gently, not meeting his eyes.

Sumit looked at his barely-ﬁlled plate, his stomach still growling loud enough that Meera glanced at him sympathetically.

He nodded, scraped up the last grains with his ﬁngers the way they all did, and swallowed the tasteless mouthful.

He was learning. Learning that "more" was a luxury. That hunger was just part of life, as constant as the heat. That

wanting things was pointless when having things was impossible.

But as he licked his ﬁngers clean, tasting only salt and the metallic tang of the old plate, Sumit made a decision that he

wouldn't understand for years: This won't be my life forever.

He didn't know how he knew. He just did.
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Chapter 2: The Five-Mile Prison
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Sumit's entire universe was ﬁve miles wide.

North: the market where his father sold incense. South: the government hospital where his mother stood in line for hours

for free medicine that they didn't have. East: the school with broken windows and ceiling fans that hadn't worked since

1987. West: the temple where people went to pray for better lives.

Beyond those boundaries? Nothing. At least, nothing Sumit had ever seen.

He'd heard about it, though. The Mumbai of the movies. The Gateway of India. Marine Drive where rich people walked

and ate ice cream. Buildings so tall you had to crane your neck to see the top. Shops with air conditioning. Restaurants

where one meal cost more than his father made in a month.

But that Mumbai might as well have been on Mars for all the chance Sumit had of seeing it.

His school was a thirty-minute walk through alleys that smelled like urine and rotting garbage. The building itself was a

concrete block that looked like it might collapse if you sneezed too hard. Classrooms held ﬁfty students meant for

twenty-ﬁve. There were two bathrooms for three hundred kids. The toilets hadn't worked in years.

But Sumit loved it anyway.

Because school was the one place where life made sense.

In the slums, nothing made sense. Good people suffered. Bad people prospered. Hard work didn't guarantee anything.

Luck was everything.

But in math? In math, 2 + 2 always equaled 4. In math, there were rules. Solve for X. Show your work. Check your

answer. Right or wrong—no gray area, no unfairness, no luck involved.

"Sumit, come to the board," Mr. Desai, his math teacher, would say.

And Sumit would practically run to the front, chalk in hand, ready to solve whatever problem was written there. Long

division? Easy. Fractions? Simple. Word problems about trains leaving stations at different times? He could do those in
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