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Schizophrenic God

A story that breathes between heartbeats



There are millions of voices in my head. They won't shut up, won't let me rest for even a second so I can just... breathe. You know? Peace feels like this impossible luxury when you're supposedly immortal or whatever. My brother Shaitaan keeps telling me I should see someone—a therapist. "It won't work," I keep saying, but he actually bet Lilith's soul on it. First and only time in eternity he's made that kind of wager.

So I put on my most human-looking disguise and went.

Dr. Mehra's clinic smells weird. Like Darjeeling tea mixed with... I don't know, disappointment? It's in Bandra, the kind of place where Bollywood wives go after their husband's latest affair hits Mumbai Mirror. I've been going there for maybe four months now? Ever since my Alexa started talking in my dead grandmother's voice, which was... unsettling.

But today someone else is in my chair.

This guy is stupidly tall for a Mumbai apartment. He's folded up like origami in my usual leather seat, and he's got this steel tumbler with "BEST DAD IN THE WORLD" written in fading Devanagari. Except the letters keep moving around when I blink. Sometimes it says "BHAGWAN." Other times it's my Aadhaar number, which is frankly disturbing.

"Bhai, wrong room," I tell Dr. Mehra, but she's completely absorbed in her MacBook. Probably watching Sacred Games again—that woman has seen it like fifteen times.

The tall guy turns toward me. His eyes remind me of those 2 AM auto rides through empty Delhi streets when you're questioning your life choices. "No mistake, yaar," he says, and I swear his voice is coming from inside my chest. "Main tumhara intezaar kar raha tha."

Any normal person would've called an Uber and gotten lost in Andheri traffic by now. But me? I sit down in Dr. Mehra's chair instead and watch her keep typing notes for a session that... doesn't seem to be happening in the same reality as mine.

"Tell me about the voices," she asks him, but she's looking straight at me like I'm the last vada pav at Ashok Vada Pav during lunch rush.

"They don't stop," he says without moving his lips. His words taste like monsoon rain hitting hot roads. "One hundred forty crore of them, all wanting different stuff. Some want Modi to stay in power, others want him out. There's this person in Kolkata who misses their ex. Kid in Chennai stressing about JEE prep. Some uncle in Pune desperately wants his son to marry a Bengali girl instead of that Malayali actress he's dating."

Dr. Mehra nods like this is totally normal Tuesday conversation. She's typing away, but instead of text appearing on her screen, these tiny lotus flowers keep blooming and dying on the display.

"Can you actually help them?" she asks.

He laughs—and I kid you not, every streetlight from Marine Drive to India Gate starts flickering. "Boss, I'm literally just a software engineer from Gurgaon who picked up the wrong WhatsApp call during lockdown."

That's when it hits me. Dr. Mehra isn't documenting him at all.

She's writing about me.

"Complete dissociation," she mutters, and her typed words turn into paper boats floating across her desk like the ones we used to make during Delhi's monsoon floods. "Subject believes he's mortal. Believes he needs therapy. Believes the chaos isn't his responsibility."

The tall man—who is me, who has always been me—reaches across the space between us. His hand feels warm, calloused from years of coding. Completely ordinary except it somehow contains every meaningful handshake in human history.

"Maine sab banaya hai," I whisper as the truth smacks me like Delhi heat in May. "I created all of them."

"The cyclone in Odisha?" Dr. Mehra asks gently, like a mom asking why you broke the neighbor's window.

"My Swiggy order got cancelled. I was hangry."

"Kerala floods?"

"Really bad Tinder date."

"The farmer protests—"

"Please," my voice cracks like I'm sixteen again facing board exams. "I was just trying to fix a stupid bug in my code."

Everything melts into this chai-colored light. Dr. Mehra's laptop opens like a book, and every document shows the same phrase copy-pasted in increasingly desperate fonts: Abhi pata nahi chala hai usse.

"What hasn't he figured out?" I ask.

But Dr. Mehra's already packing up. The session's ending—was always ending, never really started. She walks toward this door that leads back to the world where people believe therapy works and Paytm transactions make sense and someone else is definitely responsible for their problems.

She stops at the doorway, hand on a doorknob that only exists when someone needs to escape.

"That you're not the patient," she says without looking back. "Tum treatment ho."

The door shuts with the sound of 140 crore people sighing at once.

Now I'm alone in this room that was never really a room, holding a tumbler that reads "BEST MISTAKE IN THE UNIVERSE," finally understanding why space keeps expanding.

It's practicing social distancing. From me.

Through the window—which somehow shows every window in every city where someone's crying into their phone—I watch things shift. A kid in Bangalore stops being scared of online classes. Some grandmother in Jaipur finds her missing glasses. A delivery guy in Hyderabad gets a surprise tip that covers his daughter's school fees.

Small fixes. Tiny patches.

The kind of work coders do.

I finish my chai (tastes like forgiveness with cardamom), and get ready for the next appointment. There's a broken heart in Kochi that needs a software update. Some government website in Chandigarh that should probably work for once. A teenager in some small Rajasthan town who needs to know that tomorrow's exam results won't ruin their entire life.

I grab my laptop bag—which somehow contains every line of hopeful code ever written—and get back to work.

Someone has to debug the universe, right?

Even if that someone never applied for the position.

Even if all they wanted was to work from home and order weekend biryani.



"The universe isn't a program. It's a bug that became a feature."

— Final commit message



End

The Lady with the Lottery Ticket

A mystery that solves itself
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Chapter 1: The Prediction
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Detective Sharma had dealt with three suicides that month already. But this one? This one was different.

The woman was sprawled under the railway bridge in Andheri, still gripping a lottery ticket. Nothing unusual there—except the ticket was dated three days in the future. Her fingers had ink stains that looked fresh, though the newspaper guy insisted she'd bought it Tuesday morning. Today was Friday.

"Madam, lottery results don't come till 8 PM," Constable Patil said, glancing at his phone. "It's barely noon."

But somehow the ticket already had the winning numbers written on it. In what looked like her own blood: 7-14-21-28-35-42.

Made Sharma's skin crawl. Twenty years with Mumbai police, and he'd never seen anything like this. Someone dying while holding tomorrow's winning numbers.

Her purse was weird too. Just three things:


	Bank receipt for ₹50,000 withdrawn yesterday

	Train ticket to Goa for tomorrow

	Suicide note that said: "I know how this ends. I'm sorry."



"Sir," Patil whispered, "they're starting the lottery draw."

We watched at the chai stall nearby. The machine started spinning, balls bouncing around.

7... 14... 21... 28... 35... 42

Perfect match.

The ticket was worth ₹2 crores.

This dead woman had somehow predicted her own jackpot.
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Chapter 2: The Impossible Witness
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Three hours later, Sharma was in the woman's Malad apartment. Meera Joshi, 34, software engineer, lived by herself. Neighbors said she was quiet, kept to herself. Pretty normal.

Except yesterday was different.

"She was acting really strange," Mrs. Gupta from 3B told him. "Crying and laughing at the same time. Kept mumbling 'It won't matter, it won't matter.'"

The apartment felt wrong though. Every mirror had black cloth over it. All the clocks had stopped at 11:47. And there was this chessboard on the dining table—black queen positioned for checkmate in one move.

White pieces hadn't even moved yet.

Sharma's phone buzzed. Forensics report: Meera died at 11:47 AM. Same time all the clocks stopped.

"Sir," Patil called from the bedroom. "You should see this."

On the wall, written in the same bloody ink as those lottery numbers:

"Detective Sharma will find this message at 3:22 PM on Friday. He will think I'm crazy. He will check his watch. It will read 3:22. He will realize I'm not crazy. Then he will be afraid."

Sharma's hand went to his wrist automatically.

3:22 PM.

His blood went cold.
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Chapter 3: The Pattern Emerges
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Should've closed the case right there. Suicide, mystery solved, move on.
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