[image: cover-image, The Rise Of Balen]

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Rise Of 

 

B

A

L

E

N

 

(From Underground beats to helm of a nation)

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Book By - Aashish JungTitle: The Rise Of Balen

Subtitle: From Underground beats to helm of a nation

Author: Aashish Jung

Publisher: 369 Publication

London, United Kingdom

Cover Design: P. Henry

Marketing: Maria Terry

Copyright Notice: All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored

in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical,

photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

© 369 Publication & Auri Network UK Ltd 

First Edition: 2024 | Printed in the United Kingdom

email: 369publisher@gmail.com

 

 

 

 

 

 

bit.ly/369publication

 

 

The Day People Stopped Waiting

 

 

Kathmandu did not collapse in a single day.

It weakened slowly.

In broken roads that were repaired just enough to fail again.

In government offices where files moved—but decisions did not.

In promises repeated so often that they stopped sounding like lies and started feeling like routine.

For years, Nepal was not destroyed by one leader.

It was managed—carefully, consistently—by many.

Leaders changed.

Parties shifted.

Alliances broke and rebuilt.

But the system remained the same.

Predictable.

Comfortable.

Untouched at its core.

People adapted.

They always do.

They adjusted their lives around failure—waiting for water, planning around power cuts, accepting delays as normal.

Hope did not disappear.

It just became quieter.

 

 

Then something changed.

Not suddenly.

Not dramatically.

But noticeably.

A different kind of voice began to emerge—not from parliament, not from party offices, but from outside the system.

A voice that did not speak like a politician.

It did not promise everything.

It did not explain everything.

It pointed.

At roads that made no sense.

At systems that worked only on paper.

At decisions that benefited a few—but were paid for by many.

For a long time, people listened the way they always had—with interest, but without expectation.

Because in Nepal, voices rise all the time.

And most of them disappear.

 

 

But this one didn’t.

It stayed consistent.

Measured.

Controlled.

Uncomfortable.

It did not shout.

It exposed.

And slowly, something rare began to form—

Trust.

Not emotional trust.

Not blind belief.

But something more dangerous for a system built on habit:

Recognition.

People began to see what they had always felt but never clearly understood.

That the problem was not just corruption.

Not just bad leadership.

The problem was design.

 

 

This book is not written to celebrate a man.

It is written to examine a moment—

when a system that had gone unquestioned for decades was suddenly forced to explain itself.

At the center of that moment stands Balendra Shah.

An engineer.

A rapper.

An outsider to traditional politics.

But those labels are not enough.

Because this story is not about who he was.

It is about what happened when someone who understood systems stepped inside one that was built to resist change.

 

 

This is not a story of instant victory.

Nepal did not transform overnight.

Corruption did not disappear.

Power did not surrender easily.

What happened instead was more complex—

The system pushed back.

People demanded more.

Expectations rose faster than results.

And inside it all, one question remained constant:

Can a system designed to protect itself be changed from within?

 

 

You will not find easy answers in these pages.

You will find:

Confrontation without chaos.

Change without certainty.

Power without illusion.

You will see how old leadership structures held Nepal in place—not always through force, but through familiarity.

And you will see what happens when a generation decides that familiarity is no longer enough.

 

 

Because this is not just a political story.

It is a shift in how people began to see their country, their leaders, and their own role within the system.

For years, silence was mistaken for patience.

Adjustment was mistaken for resilience.

Endurance was mistaken for strength.

But there comes a point when understanding replaces tolerance.

And that point changes everything.

 

 

And at the heart of it—

is a country that did not explode…

but slowly, deliberately,

began to wake up.

 

 Balen’s rise was a diagnostic moment for the country. For decades, the public's silence was mistaken for patience and their endurance for strength.
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A System That Learned How to Survive

 

 

The morning always began the same way in Kathmandu.

Dust in the air.

Traffic that didn’t move but never stopped.

People already tired before the day had properly started.

A man waited outside a government office, file pressed tightly against his chest.

“Sir, today it will move, right?” he asked quietly.

The officer didn’t even look up.

“Come tomorrow.”

That word—tomorrow—had built an entire system.

 

 

Inside ministries, decisions were rarely made in rooms where files were signed.

They were made elsewhere.

In quiet meetings.

In private calls.

In understandings that were never written down.

Policies were announced for the public.

But outcomes were negotiated in silence.

Nepal was not a country without rules.

It was a country where rules were flexible—depending on who you were.

 

 

Old leaders did not need to control everything.

They only needed to control enough.

Enough influence to delay.

Enough power to redirect.

Enough networks to protect each other.

It was not always loud corruption.

Sometimes, it was something more refined.

A contract adjusted.

A project slowed.

A decision postponed until it no longer mattered.

Nothing dramatic.

Just effective.

 

 

In tea shops across the city, politics was always alive.

“They are all the same,” one man said, stirring his cup without drinking.

“Change the party, same people.”

Another laughed.

“Not same people… same system.”

There was no anger in their voices.

Just familiarity.

As if disappointment had become routine.

 

 

Years passed like this.

Election after election.

Promises delivered with confidence.

Failures explained with equal confidence.

And each time, people believed—just enough to try again.

Because not believing at all felt worse.

 

 

But something had started to shift.

Not in parliament.

Not in party offices.

Among people.

Especially those who had grown up watching the same cycle repeat.

They were not louder.

They were sharper.

More observant.

Less patient with excuses.

They were no longer asking, “Who will lead?”

They were asking, “How does this system actually work?”

 

 

One evening, in a small group discussion, a young voice cut through the usual complaints.

“What if the problem is not the leaders,” he said,

“but the structure that makes every leader the same?”

Silence followed.

Not disagreement.

Recognition.

Because that question was dangerous.

It didn’t attack a person.

It exposed a pattern.

 

 

And patterns are harder to defend.

You can replace a leader.

You can rebrand a party.

But changing a system requires something far more uncomfortable—

accountability.

 

 

For decades, the system in Nepal had survived not because it was strong—

but because it was understood.

By those inside it.

And tolerated by those outside it.

That balance was beginning to break.

Not with protests.

Not with violence.

But with awareness.

 

 

And once people begin to understand the system—

they stop fearing it.

 

 The system survived by being predictable and comfortable for those inside it. Changing a leader is insufficient; true change requires an uncomfortable level of accountability for the structure itself.
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The Outsider Who Didn’t Fit

 

Kathmandu did not notice him all at once.

There was no grand entrance.

No dramatic declaration.

Just a name that began to appear more often—

in conversations, on screens, in passing remarks that sounded half-curious, half-dismissive.

“Who is this guy?”

Someone answered casually,

“Engineer ho… rapper pani.”

A pause.

Then a quiet laugh.

“Politics ma?”

It didn’t sound serious.

 

 

Balendra Shah did not arrive through the usual doors.

He did not rise from party ranks.

He did not inherit a network.

He did not carry the weight of old alliances.

That alone made him unusual.

But what made him uncomfortable for the system

was something else.

He did not behave like someone asking for permission.

 

 

In a televised discussion, a senior political figure leaned back in his chair, watching him carefully.

“Young man,” he said, measured and polite,

“do you understand how governance works?”

Balen didn’t rush his answer.

“I understand how systems work,” he replied.

“And I understand when they are not working.”

The room shifted.

It was not disrespect.

But it was not submission either.

 

 

For years, politics in Nepal had followed a pattern.

Loyalty first.

Position later.

You proved yourself within the structure—

then the structure rewarded you.

But here was someone attempting something different.

Skipping the process.

Questioning the design itself.

 

 

At first, many dismissed him.

“He will learn,” one leader said privately.

“They all do.”

Another was more direct.

“He will adjust. System le sablai milaucha.”

The system adjusts everyone.

That belief had survived decades.

It had turned critics into participants.

Outsiders into insiders.

Why would this be any different?

 

 

But there were signs.

Small at first.

In interviews where answers were precise—not exaggerated.

In public appearances where words were chosen carefully—not emotionally.

He did not try to impress.

He tried to explain.

 

 

On social media, clips began to circulate.

Not dramatic speeches.

Not slogans.

Breakdowns.

Simple explanations of complex failures.

Online, the change felt immediate.

Support was visible.

Voices were loud.

Momentum looked undeniable.

But outside the screens, the system moved differently.

In offices, processes did not accelerate because of belief.

In departments, urgency was not created by trending conversations.

There were, in effect, two Nepals emerging at once

one that believed change had already begun,

and another that had not yet acknowledged it at all.

 

Roads that cost too much.

Projects that made no sense.

Processes that existed only to delay.

It did not always look like failure from the outside.

Files moved. Signatures were added. Meetings were held.

But roads were redesigned within months of completion.

Budgets were revised without explanation.

Deadlines passed quietly, and then were extended as if time itself was flexible.

Nothing stopped completely.

That was the design.

It moved just enough to appear functional—

and failed just enough to remain unchanged.

 

People watched.

Not because it was entertaining.

Because it was clear.

 

 

In one gathering, a group of young voters argued late into the night.

“He is different,” one said.

“How?” another challenged.

“He talks about systems… not just promises.”

“That’s not enough to win.”

“Maybe not before,” the first replied.

“But maybe now.”

 

 

The timing mattered.

Nepal was not the same country it had been ten years earlier.

Access to information had changed expectations.

Exposure had changed comparisons.

People were no longer measuring leaders only against each other—

but against what was possible elsewhere.

And suddenly, the gap was visible.

 

 

Still, the system remained confident.

It had seen new faces before.

Energy fades.

Reality settles in.

Change slows down.

That was the pattern.

 

 

But patterns only hold—

until someone refuses to follow them.

 

 

And quietly, without noise, without drama—

an outsider who did not fit

began to be taken seriously.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Patterns of traditional politics only hold until someone consistently refuses to follow them; Balen's engineering background allowed him to explain complex systemic failures simply, which earned public trust.
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The Campaign That Didn’t Look Like One

 

Campaign season in Kathmandu was always predictable.

Flags filled the streets.

Speakers shouted promises from moving vehicles.

Faces—large, confident, familiar—watched from every corner.

It was loud.

It was visible.

And it followed a script people already knew.
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