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1 January 2025


Sunrise the next morning.


I wake up on my bunk bed in the second class aircon coach of a random Indian train.


A train that heroically whisked me away from all my problems in Hyderabad.


A train that has tried its doggone best to remind me of my time spent riding them as a youngster.


The shoddy, small beds.


The super annoying vendors walking along the aisle, shouting the names of random food items, provoking a defensive ear closing response from poor old me


The multitude of biscuits, chocolates, Indian snacks and pastries that served as a primary food source aboard the train


The card games enjoyed with family


The all too familiar rumbling of the massive vehicle as it trucks along at impressive speeds


The rural scenery passing by out the windows


The random cockroach who managed to hitch a ride


Of course, as I’ve already mentioned, rather solemnly I might add, all of these things....


Whichever of them even still remain true...


Are really not going to evoke much of anything in me anymore, certainly not anything positive.


All that really matters to me at the moment, as drab as it might sound....


Is getting my tired body firmly planted in the state capital of Karnataka.


Ideally without any fainting or other incidents.


Checking the map, it looks like the train is not too far from Bengaluru. Indeed, within 30 minutes, it pulls into Yelahanka Junction,  tooting its horns and closing shop for the day.


Still somewhat low on energy, the next arduous goal for me....


Is to now somehow work my way from the far northern reaches of Bengaluru... to my booked apartment in Whitefield, a sizable distance away.


Before we even *begin* to worry about that though, the first step is simply getting out of the station.


Said task requires wheeling the suitcase a fair distance along the platform and then up a ramp


Thank god not a staircase


.......


Or was it a staircase?


Honestly the only thing I remember is a freaking 50kg bag of dal


Being manually lugged around by someone who probably only weighed a bit more than 50.


“Oh god that bag weighs almost as much as me!”


Yeah well


I once said back in Singapore as a joke: “When the first number of my weight reaches 5 is when I finally die”


That didn't age well.


God knows what my weight is now.


Is it even 60?


Sigh


Well either way, I’m pretty sure that 50kg bag did not actually contain 50kg of dal.


That would be insane


Immediately outside the station’s front entrance, I am incredibly surprised, and daresay, cautiously *impressed*....


That NO tuk tuk or taxi drivers attempt to pounce on me in the vicious hunting packs they normally form.


In fact, literally nothing stops me from just casually walking down the road towards the nearest bus stop, which also happens to be a major bus terminus.


Now I know what you must be thinking....


Trying to take a bus to the train station in Hyderabad turned out to be a major disaster.


I spent so much time checking and double checking the bus schedules, but it was all for naught in the end.


All because the ‘schedules’ shown on the map were fake


So.... who’s to say the same nonsense won’t happen now?


There is no way the schedule for this terminal can be followed reliably....


And to that I say.


That is absolutely correct.


The schedule most certainly cannot be followed


However....


Heheheh


MUHAHAHAHAHA


I have a completely different plan in mind


In fact, I have zero interest in this so-called schedule.


No sirree


I don’t even care about getting to Whitefield, because....


I already know there won’t be buses going directly there


Instead.....


My plan is to simply go somewhere.


Literally anywhere



As long as it has a metro station nearby


That’s it


My plan is to go anywhere



How can that possibly fail?


When I reach the terminus after a bit of walking, I don’t even bother looking for the numbers, instead checking the destination names and where they’re located


Actually that’s another thing


We've already covered that buses in India have those conductors, ticket vendors basically. I was scammed by a fake one in Chandigarh, if you recall.


And I've already had to contemplate this problem back in Hyderabad, but bus conductors means...


You jolly well better be able to pronounce the name of the destination you’re headed to.


Otherwise the conductor will get confused and can’t sell you a ticket.


I find a bus headed for Shivaji Nagar, which I understand to be another major bus terminus, but one that’s inside the city center and near a metro station.


Shivaji Nagar is also very easy for me to pronounce


And thus, I’m able to board a bus immediately after entering the terminus, and get going soon after that.


Unfortunately.... or perhaps rather expectedly..... I happen to screw myself horribly by trying to sit in the back, far away from everyone else.


A pair of girls sit somewhere nearby and launch an assault on my ears


Sigh


Why must it always be this way?


No really


Why?


I need soneone to explain.


I can’t really move elsewhere easily because my luggage is with me, boxing me in....


Imagine selecting the wrong seat and needing to move again


Sigh, anyway I’d best not be making a big fuss out of everything


I get dropped at Shivaji Nagar some time later and walk over to the nearby Cubbon Park metro station.


From there it is a 40 minute ride to get to Whitefield


Or rather Pattandur Agrahara, which is the closest station to not only my apartment, but also the tournament venue once that becomes relevant later in the month.


I do still have to walk from the metro, which is tedious, but nothing that can be helped.


I’ve stayed at this apartment complex before, but even then it feels like the area has changed enough to not be immediately recognizable. One year is a lot of time so perhaps I should not be too surprised.


Checking into my room is however not quite as smooth as I’d like. The owner isn’t there and takes a long time to show up. I also need to get my dad to pay for me because I can’t use the payment method they require.


But at long last....


After an immensely exhausting past 24 hours.....


I’m able to get into my room and.....


.......


Uhhh.....


Wait.


The apartment I booked is supposed to have two rooms, a fridge and a balcony.


This apartment though.....


There is no fridge


And there is a wall where the corridor leading to the 2nd room should be.


What gives?


I paid the same amount last year and got the full works.


You really can't make this stuff up.


Ludicrous things happening left and right, one after the other, with no signs of abatement whatsoever.


Sending the owner a message does get me shifted to another apartment


This one has a fridge.


Except.....


This new apartment is two floors higher..


And it also has a wall where the 2nd room should be.


I can very clearly see a balcony and 2nd room shown in the booking details and photos.


......


Sigh


Well


I guess it doesn’t matter


A smaller room is easier to clean


Less square footage for cockroaches and mosquitos to hide in


So maybe I should just consider it a free upgrade rather than a free downgrade.


Still, I wonder if the guy who showed me to my new apartment really had to go and remove some food that was lying around in the fridge....


Looked like tomatoes to me.....


I’d gladly eat those....


Just saying.....


You know what’s annoying?


I didn’t know how long they would take to relocate me, so I ultimately decided to stop sitting around and soak my pulses for the day.


And then right as I’m done with that, they come to shift me


So it’s like, now I have a tin full of soaking pulses to carry up along with my luggage


C’mon people, you literally made sure to confirm my booking details before handing me a key.... and even then....


Y’know what? Nevermind.


I now have an apartment


It looks clean enough


Or maybe not


I actually have to sweep everything and clean some of the surfaces. I literally even have to empty out the garbage can and wash it to prevent it from attracting bugs. I’m not going to use a garbage can by the way. I don’t produce food waste after all.


But more to the point, what kind of rented accommodation expects guests to clean up the room when they first check in? I mean, imagine a five star hotel giving guests a dirty room. You can bet it’ll turn into a major scandal that makes it onto the newspapers.


Not sweeping the room is perhaps one thing....


But not emptying the freaking trash??? You’d think the guy who removed those tomatoes from the fridge could have done this simple task as well. God knows if he even plans on using them or is just going to regard them as trash.


Oh well, whatever. Don’t wanna dwell on it..


Truthfully, I don’t see any bugs, and the last time I was here, the room had many small cockroaches in it, so....


Yeah.


I’m just gonna forget about everything and try to relax.


It’s been a long day after all.


And so, too tired to do much of anything other than eat and play, I while away the remaining hours of the day, until night and then midnight take over.


To be honest, I can already see problems cropping up, though I don’t know how much they’ll matter in the long run.


Sigh, problems... Where do I even begin with those?


First, there is a hole in the wall.


Not damage, but rather a perfect circular hole, which must mean somebody wanted to put it there.


So somebody punched a circular hole into the wall.... entirely on purpose.... as part of the design


Somebody punched a hole so as to let mosquitos and flies have a way to enter freely


Yeah


Such things can happen.


The hole has a cloth jammed into it, but... it's only covering up maybe half of the hole. Sigh. I go ahead and stuff a 2nd cloth to fully cover it up, though I imagine the effectiveness will be limited.


Okay, what else?


One section of the counter..... has a little ledge sticking out at the bottom.


A ledge that was intentionally designed.


A ledge that has a high chance of impacting my toes.... because I’m subconsciously expecting the counter to be a flat surface and moving my body accordingly.


Are you having a hard time visualizing?


Picture a standard kitchen countertop attached to the wall. I’m sure you have something like that


The counter has 4 sections.


One contains the sink


One contains a rack for holding cutlery


One contains the stove


One is just empty space.


All the sections have a flat vertical wall going from the countertop to the floor. Perfectly flat.


Except for the empty space section


That one....


That one does NOT have a flat vertical wall.


No.


The wall, at the bottom, has a cuboidal outjut


Which serves no purpose other than to fool the mind into moving the feet up to the extent of the vertical wall, only for them to ram into the ledge and for yelps of pain to follow.


Sigh


I think the architect of this building is truly a genius.


Really don’t know what else to say.


Actually the window also looks to be a pinnacle of engineering.


I cannot open both halves of the window simultaneously.


Maybe that’s why the movable mosquito net only covers one half of the window.


Of course, the window in the toilet is designed as a shutter and cannot be fully closed.


Am I going to get assaulted by mosquitos nonstop?


Only time will tell....


Regardless I guess it certainly is a vast improvement over all my living arrangements thus far....


The chaos at Delhi, the temperatures at Shimla, the, well, nothing much at Chandigarh, the noisome neighbors at Hyderabad.


Yeah, at least I have this place to myself.


Peace and quiet


Nobody talking with a disgusting voice I can’t understand.


Yes.....


Peace


And


Quiet


*BOOM*


.......


OH COME ON NOW


WHAT WAS THAT


IT’S FREAKING MIDNIGHT ALREADY


WHAT COULD POSSIBLY BE


*BOOM BOOM BOOM*


Sigh.....


Are you kidding me?


Are you freaking kidding me?


There is a festival going on outside


A massive celebration


With a highly violent noise level.


Maybe to usher in the New Year?


But that should have happened *yesterday* when my ears would have been a safe distance away....


And doesn’t anyone in this country associate *night* with *sleep* and thus with *quiet*?


No?


Too hard of a connection to make?


Hmm


I can only be glad that I’m not about to sleep yet


I still have food to get through


So all this maihem should not stop me from sleeping


.......


2 hours pass.


I had my concerns


But it looks like the madmen have stopped celebrating.


I REALLY wish celebrations could be done quietly.


Just look at me.


I celebrate holidays by running.


Why can’t these party clowns do the same?


........


Actually wait


No


Knowing them, they’d probably run as part of a lion dance routine


Accompanied with booming musical instruments


Even if that is Chinese and not Indian


I’m sure they’d find a way to adapt it to Indian culture so they can both run and have their precious nighttime noise.


......


Anyway.....


My sleep should not be getting interrupted today


So I shall refrain from any further complaints.








2 January 2025


See, I may have complained about that late night noise fest...






But the simple reality is that I sleep like a log all the way until 12pm, something that was quite a challenge to do in Hyderabad.


With this being my first full day in Bengaluru, I’d say that a visit to the biggest shop in the area is in order.


Again, we have the same situation where I kinda dislike having to go out in the afternoon and having to split my food at a random point.


Just like the first shop visit in Hyderabad though, I don’t want to risk fooling around on an empty stomach either, so in the end, I just eat a little bit before heading out at about 3pm.


My apartment in Bengaluru is situated at the end of a sideroad branching off from a relatively busy road.


This busy road contains a number of shops and restaurants.... so technically, you can say that getting food should be a total nonissue.


In fact, there is a small supermarket near where my sideroad begins.


However..... you know me by now


If there happens to be a hypermarket available, I’m not gonna waste my time at any smaller shop because the prices there are practically guaranteed to be higher.


Only issue of course is the extra distance needed to walk in order to reach the hypermarket.


Well


It really shouldn’t be an issue


However, this is India


Drivers suck


And my path to the hypermarket requires crossing the road


As long as no overhead bridges are present, crossing the road is a serious hazard


Nobody, and I mean *nobody* will stop for you, until *you* decide to risk your life and step in front of moving traffic


Local humans don’t seem to have a problem with this. They just casually stick an open palm out and cross the road expecting traffic to stop


Seems to work out all the time


But I’m not about to do that


I have to wait for a rare opening to cross the road.


Well, whatever the case...


If we ignore the crossing, the route there is a simple as walking due north along the busy road (the one I told you about just now) until it ends.


There, it links with an even bigger road heading west and east. Go east from here and the metro station will appear. Go west and the hypermarket will appear, but on the other side of the road, thus the crossing.


Something I notice is the high number of roadside stalls littering both the northbound and westbound roads. People are almost always visible just standing around the stalls and using their hands to eat on the spot. I suppose there is one of those 20L water containers available at such stalls for both drinking and washing, but I wonder how hygienic all this is


I sure as heck would never buy or eat food at a place like this






Anyway, about 1.5 to 2km from my apartment, I arrive at the hypermarket, which is located inside a fairly attractive looking and large mall with a good variety of outlets present inside. I can only assume that there must be the usual cinema, food court and all sorts of restaurants in here.


Lolz, it’s a bit amusing isn’t it? The sharp contrast between one of these malls and the roadside stalls literally just outside.


One is more or less clean, and the other, well let’s be honest, the chances of infections and things are low, but you get the idea.


One has nice recycling bins which I can gleefully make use to dump all the plastic packaging I’ll inevitably wind up with. The other wastes plates, cups, small plastic bags and cutlery like nobody’s business.


One is mostly quiet and peaceful, the other is chaotic, also resulting in roadblocks both in the form of the stalls themselves and all the humans loitering around the stalls.


One smells good and the other invites smokers.


Not saying that malls are necessarily perfect or even good in every way possible, but it is certainly an improvement. 


Even more ironic is the fact that everyone will tell you to support your local retailers, but why should you when the hypermarket is always cheaper?


Yeah, I’ll bet the food you get from the roadside stalls probably doesn’t even cost less than the hypermarket stuff. I mean, how *can* it cost less? Otherwise, those vendors aren’t going to make much of a profit.


A pleasant surprise is that while the mall does have the usual bag scanner...


The hypermarket itself does NOT require me to leave my bags at the entrance


Qhich means I’m able to safely bring them in, and use all the paper bags I had to take from the hypermarket in Hyderabad.


This hypermarket seems to be more of a department store, so I have to walk past many aisles worth of clothes, cosmetics, cutlery and other stuff.


After that I finally reach the food section, which somewhat enthuses me instantly.


Although.... maybe not as much as the one in Hyderabad, because the prices are a little bit higher here.


I remember the AI telling me that I should expect prices in Bengaluru to be about 10 - 20% higher, so I guess the AI was right.


Still, the prices are more than cheap enough for me to happily buy whatever fruits and vegetables I want without thinking too much.


I still have some carrots left so I don’t bother buying those. Instead, I help myself to cucumbers, tomatoes still at 20 something rupees a kilo, capsicums, okra, beans, apples and oranges.


I sure as heck have no interest in buying leaves, but I am somewhat attracted by the low prices on the cauliflower and radishes, buying some of both to bring back and cook.


I do have a large fridge and a kitchen all to myself now, so cooking should no longer be a problem.


Another pleasant surprise is the general emptiness of this hypermarket, meaning that I can get my produce weighed and price tagged without delay.


However, it looks like the practice of taping up the bags still exists, and I’m not sure if my paper bags are going to survive until I get back to Singapore. Some are already ripped up and close to being unusable.


Moving on from the produce, I turn my attention next to the bread.


This time around though.....


God


Nothing interests me.


The bread here looks less.... useful... and costs about 5 to 10 rupees more than the bread I saw at Hyderabad. I can’t see the same brand I used to buy either, and I can’t say that any of the pastries look worthful either.


Am I going to end up not eating bread anymore?


Could be, huh?


Hmm....


Well, I don’t buy any bread this time around, that much is certain, so whenever my current remaining supply runs out, I guess there really will be no bread left in my diet.


Not really a bad thing actually. The bread here isn’t exactly European bread.


The concern instead lies with my daily caloric intake.


But no matter, I do have a backup plan in mind


The very plan I could not execute back in Hyderabad.


Yes.


Buy milk, buy flour and just make my own goddamned bread.


And heck, the flour in this shop costs very little, less than 100 rupees for 2kg of whole wheat flour.


Why buy bread when the flour costs so much less, right?


Also when the flour and milk are pretty much the only useful things in the bread to begin with.


I then happen to notice a section with heavily discounted flours, much to my gleeful delight. This is where I find some Buckwheat flour at 75% off.


As strange as it might seem, none of the other flours in the shop come close to being as cheap as wheat, which actually posed many problems for me back in Sweden.


Buckwheat, of all things, is generally extremely expensive, even though it is literally just wheat eaten by a buck.


I don’t see what the major difference ought to be.


Even at 75% off, the wheat is still cheaper, but I think it’s a nice treat to pick up all the same. I’m not sure if I grab it today or on the next visit, but I also pick up some besan flour which is at 50% off.


Somehow, my experience with the snacks section turns out to be the same as before. I gaze in awe at everything, at the discounted rates, at the buy 2 for 1 offers, blah blah blah


But in the end, it really is all just eye candy.


Nothing gets dumped into my cart


At least not permanently.


It really is the same logic as bread.


The only useful things in those snacks would be the flour and milk.


No point being fooled by addons like nuts, seeds, fruits and stuff. The percentage of the snacks having those things is usually less than 5%.


That leaves us with the pulses.


You know which ones I’m going to buy.


Soybeans, white peas, peanuts, chana dal, brown chickpeas, moong beans.


Nothing new, nothing fancy.


Or, maybe not.


I DO buy something new.


JOWAR


Yes.


Jowar seeds.


Little round white balls that could be easily mistaken for sugar balls.


And yet, they won’t even taste even remotely sweet.


But hey, who cares, right?


I think that’s about it though.


With my shopping done, I go ahead and checkout.


And I guess this is where a new, or rather, old problem rears its ugly head.


I brought to the shop two cloth bags (Delhi and white) for carrying stuff.


CLEARLY, it turns out to be insufficient. Not sure what I was expecting


I have another cloth bag (red), as well as the puny one (blue) I got from Shimla, and I could have brought along both of them


Except... I seem to be using that red bag to contain my opened bags of pulses, just to keep them from contacting air. I didn’t bring many rubber bands this time around, so that’s kinda why.


Come to think of it, I suppose I should have just stuffed the pulses into the fridge to free up the bag


Sometimes my lack of intelligence does negatively affect me. *Cough*


But there’s nothing I can do about it now.


I have a lot of things to carry and carry them I must.


Doing my utmost best, I somehow manage to squeeze everything into the two bags I have.


It’s.... very rough going from there.


The weight of the items I’ve bought is clearly near my carrying capacity.


The distance may not be that massive, but it turns out to be a massive struggle to slowly haul everything home.


Really makes me remember all those nasty moments in Sweden where I had to haul ridiculous amounts of groceries back with me.


I never learn my lessons.


I could simply buy half today and half tomorrow


But it just wastes time, doesn’t it?


I guess I just have to make due with my lifestyle choices.


Back at home, the hurdles are sadly not yet over.


First things first, I have to unload all my things into the fridge.


It fits.


Thank god it fits.


Next I think I do some other random things here and there, I can’t remember.


And then finally at around 7 plus, I begin cooking.


This involves chopping up the cauliflower and radishes (I think it is possible that I got a spinach bundle or something, but I don’t remember). There’s still a fair amount of them leftover once I’m done. No idea how I’m going to get rid of them....


The cutlery provided in the room includes a large non-stick frying pan, a metal pan and a flat non-stick pan for making dosas and stuff.


The rubber spatula included..... seems to have been through a lot, to put it kindly.


I’ll just stick to using my metal spoons, thanks.


The knife here is good though. The knife in Hyderabad was a joke and couldn’t cut anything. I probably forgot to mention that, huh? Yeah, it couldn’t cut the cluster beans at all so I had to resort to tearing them by hand. What a joke man.


There is a lot of strife involved in terms of cauliflower florets flying around everywhere, getting dislodged while washing and so on, but I suppose it is to be expected.


Good thing though is that the cauliflower does not have any of those little worms hiding inside. I probably only bothered buying it in the first place because it looked to be of good quality.


In the end, by the time I’m done with everything and can finally begin to eat the bulk of my food.....


Yup


It’s damn late.


8:30 to be precise.


And the apple I start with is already going to take ages to clear out.


Oh and get this.


The game I decide to play..


It has this insanely difficult level.


Because of this, I sadly get upset and get stuck to my chair until I beat the level.


And I also generally dislike eating when I’m not making progress in the game I’m playing.


Long story short....


From about noon to almost midnight....


The only calories I managed to dump into my body.....


Are an apple, 3 biscuits and 2 slices of bread.


Wow.


Just..... wow.


No idea when I’m even going to fall asleep


6 am?


I don’t even wanna know.


At least the food I cooked (moth beans + masoor dal + cauliflower + radishes) has a solid total weight of 2 kg, making the serving size out to be an equally solid 200g.








3 January 2025


Other than washing my clothes and hanging them up on the rooftop, which comes with a convenient clothes line, there is really only one significant event that occurs today.


That would be the creation of the most legendary food item imaginable.


Can you guess what it is?


It only uses two ingredients


But still manages to give the best mouthfeel and taste imaginable.


Of course, it must have involved something I purchased yesterday.


Well?


Drawing a blank?


I definitely need to do that very often during the upcoming tournament.


But, okay.


What I end up making today


Is milk bread.


Or rather,


Milk dough.


I mean, it looks like this, so it can’t be milk bread. It can only be called milk dough, right?
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It’s basically the result of mixing 500g of wheat flour and 1 liter of milk into that big frying pan, and heating it up until the mixture has mostly solidified.


I don’t have salt here, but somehow, I love every single bite, which I slowly enjoy by rolling around in my mouth and savoring the flavor to the max.


Heh


150g of this dough can take as much as 1 to 2 hours to eat, more if I’m taking breaks to work as I’m generally doing.


Now that’s what I’m talking about.


2 hours to consume 200 calories.


My wonderful lifestyle in action time and time again.


Isn’t it grand?


Oh, actually I guess there is something else of note to talk about.


There is a plastic chair and a wooden fold up table in this room.


The table is small and the laptop I place on top is a fair bit lower than eye level.


What this means is I need to fold up my blanket and use that to lift my laptop up to eye level. I don’t like tilting my neck down all the time.


However, there isn’t any space left on the table to place my keyboard or my tins. The keyboard ends up getting placed atop the fridge, and the tins are placed onto the bed with a towel underneath. Only the mouse can actually rest on the table itself.


Meh


How irksome....


And don’t get me started on this table


I can’t stretch my legs comfortably at all....


The chair isn’t exactly doing wonders for me either


It doesn’t take very long for my butt to start hurting.


And the amount of time I can sit continuously decreases over time too.


First it’s 45 minutes in the morning, then 40 in the afternoon, then 35 in the late afternoon and so on.


By evening, I pretty much just surrender.


And you can guess what that means.


It’s back to the basics.


Back to eating on the bed, playing my laptop on the bed, doing work on the bed.


Ironic isn’t it?


Even when the room contains a chair and table.....


I still end up on the bed.








4 January 2025


Out of sheer curiosity






Or perhaps because my carrots have run out...






I decide to explore my surroundings a bit and see if any other shops can prove themselves to be reliable






Wouldn't want the hypermarket to end up being the sole option available to me, right?


The metro station has a mall next to it, so I decide to check that one out for today


Once I wake up and ready myself, I head over, not too bothered about eating anything beforehand. My body is definitely stable by now.


From the pictures posted on the internet, the mall *does* appear to have its own hypermarket inside.


I was initially worried that there wasn’t one because I said hypermarket appeared conspicuously missing from the online catalog....


But sure, if there are pictures, then it should be fine.


Not having to cross any roads is a huge plus point, that much I must admit.


So, the walk over to the metro station is simple. It takes about 15 minutes, nothing too complicated, just walking north and east.


I enter the mall and immediately see signs with ‘hypermarket’ written on them.


Good. This is just what I like to see.


So I start following the sign, and then the sign I find next.


This eventually leads me down to the basement.


Except..


The basement is completely empty.


There is a single food stall and the entrance to the car park, and a couple of benches.


But that’s about it


Uhhh


What happened to the hypermarket?


Photos aren’t supposed to lie


Right?


..


Sigh


Somewhat peeved, I then proceed to search the rest of the mall


Every single floor.


This appears to be a very small mall with just a few businesses located on each of the 4 or so floors.


There is a cinema and food court, but even that has very few options inside and seems smaller than usual.


In the end, I’m forced to go and ask the receptionist seated behind the information desk about the existence of a hypermarket.


The response is quick and brutal.


“Sorry, we do not have a hypermarket anymore”


Anymore.


Great.


Fantastic.


So there used to be one.


And then a wizard showed up and teleported it away.


I see.


Well done.


I just wasted one hour.


So now what?


Am I supposed to go to the same hypermarket from before to just pick up some carrots?


I don’t partially feel enthusiastic about doing that.


Hmm


Sigh


Giving up on life, I just start walking back home.


Somewhere along the way is when I finally remember


“OH YEAH, there is a small supermarket next to my apartment”


“Maybe I’ll check that one out”


And thus I do


This supermarket has two floors, with the lower floor selling veggies and the upper floor selling the usual goods.


Entering the upper floor, I immediately notice a familiar brand of bread on the shelf in the back.


The milk bread I used to buy in Hyderabad.


I get attracted to it immediately


Even though I’ve already made my own milk dough


Strange, but who can say?


Anyway


That’s when I kinda notice something..


Something very very alarming.


The milk bread I bought in Hyderabad..


Is 450g.


Here..


It’s 400g


And priced the same.


Uhhh


What?


I’m sorry, what?


What is the meaning of this?


Same brand, same exact packet


I literally have to check it over just to make sure, thinking maybe the 400 is a typo


But it really is what it is..


I think the slices are deceptively smaller


How they get away with this kinda junk I really don’t wanna know


But I see no reason to buy this.


There is a smaller packet available


But I can’t justify taking that either. Like I said, I don’t think I need to eat this anymore. I should be able to meet my caloric needs easily without eating junk.
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