
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Once Upon a Time: Traveller's Tales

        

        
        
          R RADHAKRISHNAN

        

        
          Published by Radhakrishnan R, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ONCE UPON A TIME: TRAVELLER'S TALES

    

    
      First edition. June 15, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 R RADHAKRISHNAN.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223114802

    

    
    
      Written by R RADHAKRISHNAN.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by R RADHAKRISHNAN

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Mysore Triology

          
        
          
	          A Road less travelled

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Temples of India

          
        
          
	          The Temples of India: Somnathapura, Mysore

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Colors of Life

          
        
          
	          The Temples of India : Guruvayur

          
        
          
	          Indian Mythology

          
        
          
	          The Book of Ancient Wisdom

          
        
          
	          Karna's Song

          
        
          
	          Artificial intelligence : AI for writers

          
        
          
	          Once Upon a Time: Traveller's Tales

          
        
          
	          Pen to Paper

          
        
          
	          Broken Minds

          
        
          
	          Ancient Wisdom: Indian Mythology. Stories from India

          
        
          
	          Communication Mastery : Unlock Your Full Potential

          
        
          
	          The Simple Wealth Guide

          
        
          
	          The Scales of Justice

          
        
          
	          Love Lies And Lust : Death in the Darkness

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at R RADHAKRISHNAN’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To


Ganesha and R.Ramamurthy, my father who gave me the gift of reading and now is no more. 


I miss you Appa, every day and every moment.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction


[image: ]




In the 1980s and the early 1990s, before the internet boom and the economic liberalization, interior India was still chugging along with little changed from colonial era conditions.

I was a field officer for IBP Co. Limited, a petroleum company where the Government of India held majority shares.

As an urban Indian, brought up in Mumbai, being posted to Indore in Madhya Pradesh in central India was a huge change for me. 

It was a time of adventure and excitement, travelling through places where no development had happened for years.

There were a lot of differences in language, attitudes, culture, food and yet there was much in common too.

As I got posted in different parts of India, I got to know my country in ways I normally, would not have. I found a vast diversity and yet much that was common.

The biggest lessons were that humans were the same everywhere. The motivations may be masked, but the basic nature, to a large extent, was similar.

As one old tribal told me on a balmy evening sitting and sipping toddy in his hut... “We are all naked beneath our clothes”. 

I found that funny then, especially when expressed in colloquial Hindi, but there is a fundamental truth in it.

Many of the stories in this book are based on my experiences during my posting in the Malwa area of Madhya Pradesh. 

It was for the first time I was face to face with an India which was so different and yet the same. I found a warmth in the people and joy in the simple pleasures of life; like watching the sunrise on a cold winter day wrapped in a rajai and with a cup of hot coffee...

Food that was different and yet was satisfying. Broken roads jarring my bones and yet the journey was fun and every day brought fresh adventures.

There were no good hotels, and our allowances were minuscule by today’s standards. We stayed in government guest houses as much as possible and those stays had their own charm and fun.

I was posted in various parts of India over the years, but Malwa, called the heart of India, has always remained close to my heart and remains my favorite posting.

One reason could be that I found my wife there. Radhika has been patience personified during all these years when I just lifted my bag and went off blithely on my travels, leaving the burden of managing the house on her.

She left her job for that and to keep me company as I traipsed all over the country on my job. 

Many things which we take for granted today were nonexistent then, and India still lived in the past to a great extent.

Change took time and was resisted by the entrenched. I had a ringside view as India changed. These changes and the dramatic effects were more visible in interior India rather in urban centers.

This book of short stories is a small effort to recapture those long-gone days and share the sense of adventure as India slowly changed, and then the change picked up speed and development seemed to happen in the blink of an eye.

It’s also about us humans and our foibles and fads. The idea is not to criticize but to accept that we all have eccentricities and enjoy them. 

I had a lot of fun reliving those days and I hope you have as much fun in joining me and reading this small book, which is part of a series I plan.

The story Rustic Romeo included in this book was written and published a couple of years back.

I have also included, at the end, two of my short stories that are set in a different milieu and explore emotions. 

Please post your reviews. I would love to hear from you.

R. Radhakrishnan

Cochin, Kerala,

February 2022
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Writing stories
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A storyteller mixes facts, fiction, and illusion to create a story. 

When I write about my memories, they are the facts as I remember. But a short story is fiction built on a layer of facts and experience. 

I spent years during my working career in many remote locations and travelled all over this incredible land called India.

I met people with different perceptions and experienced life in ways I had not dreamed of. 

India in the seventies, eighties and nineties differed from the India of today, but many things remain the same, especially the human factor.

This book of short stories is based on my experiences of those days.

I am a storyteller at heart. When I write my stories, I mix experiences, facts, fiction and create a blend.

A good storyteller tells his story so that it is plausible and everything is seamless, believable, and fun to read.

I mostly write in the first person, as I find it easier to write the emotions and thoughts of the protagonist.

The experiences may not be mine alone. Some of them are those I heard. But it is always fun and easier to build on one’s own experience. 

I am happy that some of my friends thought the complete story was a fact sometimes. That’s a compliment, I think.

I went to some length, earlier, in telling people what is fact and what is fiction when asked. But now I think it is better that I keep silent and let readers keep guessing.

I hope you enjoy reading these stories as much as I enjoyed telling them.

R. Radhakrishnan

Cochin, Kerala,

February 2022
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The well of death
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The well of death was a major attraction in any fair in India, especially those held in rural areas. 

The “well” would be a round vertical structure made mostly of wood.

The viewing area would be on the top of the well. You stood there and watched the riders and drivers do their stunts inside.

As you stood and the vehicles roared around, the flimsy structure would shake. As the vehicles reached the top, the noise and vibration would be enormous and bring a sense of thrill to the spectators.
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The Well of Death
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It was a local festival, and the village was full of chaotic colours, crowds and noise.

There was a fair, a mela, as it is called here, on the grounds beside the temple pond.

Manual wooden merry go rounds, gaily painted, competed with wooden manual Ferris wheels.

The local tahsildar was the chief guest, a young man a little older than me. I was, in a way, the co-chief guest, as the local petrol pump was the main sponsor for the festivities. I was the local area in charge of the petroleum company and the pump was in my jurisdiction.

It was a small village in Maharashtra, on the border with Gujarat and Madhya Pradesh.

The fair had been in place for a few days now. A highlight of today’s events was the Garba and Dandiya dance competition later in the night. 

We expected the tahsildar to arrive in the evening from the tahsil headquarters. He was to be the judge, along with me, for the competition. I, with my two left feet, to judge a dance competition was a joke I told myself.

I had reached early driving from Aurangabad in my tiny car, a Maruti 800. My official work was over for the day and lunch had made me sleepy.

To get over my lethargy, I walked towards the fair, accompanied by the petrol pump owner and a few other village elders.

There was a large crowd at the fair, and an officious fellow from our group was waving people out of our way.

The petrol pump owner and the village elders had that patronising stuffed frog look on their faces as we strolled around. They were the big men in this village and they wanted to show off a bit to the city boy, me.

But I had grown up in egalitarian Mumbai and for me, all this was new, an experience that brought me happiness.

I could not control that and my smile communicated my happiness to those around me and many smiled back. A candy floss vendor was using a pedal operated machine to make candy floss. I stopped and bought candy floss for everyone in our group.

They hesitated but finally took it and with the first taste of that pinkish sweet delight; the ice was broken.
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