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FOREWORD


 


Earlier I had named this book ‘The Second Uprising’ since the pre-independence era has always been an enigma to me. Probably the title would have appeared hackneyed for students or professionals alike so I sought to change it.


However, as I teach these lessons, I always tell my students to try and imagine that situation, a life, a country without freedom. It seemed impossible for them.


I often ask them if they have ever felt like this - What does it mean to be cheated? What does it mean to be alienated in one’s own country? What does it mean to be trapped, thrown in a conspiracy or simply made a tool to further ulterior motives? That’s what Indians felt during the British Rule. That’s what made them flutter for the first time when sepoys from obscure villages and towns felt that this fire is going to rage further. That’s what made them unite their strengths. That’s what made them rise against the system.


This book is now christened as ‘At The Crack Of Dawn’ a moment in the cosmic metamorphosis, when acute darkness is succeeded by dawn, an awakening. It is when all negative forces, destructive and evil thought processes come to an end with the birth of light. It is a great scientific wonder which goes under study but the joy of receding darkness never fails to amaze. The thrill of having light back in life is celebrated.


This book is about you and me, it is about today, the present times, and it is about the present times in this country called India. Bless us or blame us for being a part of it, but the bond of having had ancestors and generations living in bondage is too strong to be ignored. This, our country India is a land created and shattered by invading empires, discovered and destroyed by traders and merchants, built and broken by leaders. India has become a land where the Self cannot contain its powers, where the mind cannot reason with hands that kill an unborn child or rape dignity, where the jungle law co–inhabits with the eerie chill of power, where terrorism had found an easy access in every street, every nook and corner of the world.


It is time now to create an awakening, within ourselves; time to stand up and fight; time to rediscover the power within. It is time to realize that we can change what needs to be changed. It is a clarion call that needs to be sent up to the lofty Himalayas, up to the raging heat of the Thar, up to the infamous jungles of the east,  up to the shores of this massive mass of land. A call, that is so powerful that it vanquishes all darkness, all deceit, all disasters; a call that appears, at the crack of dawn for every Ashim like us and around us.


Let each one of us create an awakening in the heart of a child, in the breast of every mother, in the drops of sweat of a farmer, in the hardened veins of thinkers, in the aristocratic brows of the elite, in the sizzling blood of the youth. It is there for you and me to take it …or perhaps leave it for the next hundreds of years, for the next ten generations to bear the brunt, to bear the onslaught of filth of demonically corrupted minds that defeat life itself.


Let us live for ourselves,… for a soul that dwells within each one of us, for the truth that abides somewhere in our hearts, for the freedom we ought to learn to carry forward, to break the shackles of fear, to break the walls of defeat we have created for ourselves, to realize the power we possess, to take charge, to mend what annoys us…. to push, to thrust forward and rise .. rise for an awakening in the hearts and souls of  this nation …let us enter that phase at the crack of dawn. 
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One 


Ashim


 


Thursday, 8:00pm 


Sitting in his office on the seventh floor of ‘Paradise’ sipping lukewarm coffee, Ashim still had a few pages of a presentation to prepare. His head was groggy with all the digital work he was doing since morning but there was no respite till this piece got over. He loosened his blue tie and wiped a string of sweat pearls from his forehead. A young man of twenty-five, he was busy reaching deadlines of his company Quicktime Software, a company he had joined recently-new IT firm which dabbled in insurance, accounting and offering software solutions. His life began at 7:00 in the morning and ended at 1:00 am every single day. New company new demands.


 


Quite contrary to his life in Pune was his life in his hometown. Hailing from the city of Allahabad, Ashim belonged to a fairly affluent family. His ancestors owned a few acres of land on the outskirts of the city: growing rice and sugarcane, amazing gifts of the land which fetched a hefty amount. About 67% of the area in and around the city was agricultural land. The wide lush green farms interspersed with tube wells, huts and a bit of clearing was a treat to sore city eyes. Ashim’s annual visit home was an agritour wherein he also found time to spend on the fields trying out different farm operations.  The climate had been good this year so the farmers could yield a good crop this season and could pay off the loans to Mr. Chandra, Ashim’s father in time. The farmers held him in high esteem and not only they sought to do their best for him but could also find a benefactor in him in times of need.


Mr. Satish Chandra himself   worked for the ‘Bank of Allahabad’ for well over thirty three years now. Inspite of his huge agricultural asset he wished to remain in touch with finance and banking, his core subjects. It earned him a reputation of being a humble hard working man. This also allowed him to help farmers secure loans. He was a seasoned finance man with a heart of gold.


Ashim had the comforts of life, a doting family, affluence, broad education and now a career too! Whatever St. Lawrence High School could teach him was enough to last a life time. The virtues of life, the significance of routine, the planned schedule everyday and the zeal to work your way up was instilled in him for a period of eleven years . The Chandra family firmly believed that there is no shortcut to success and the children had to find their place in the sun with their own efforts.


Likewise Kamla Chandra did not have too many aspirations from her son and daughter and she trusted their inborn instinct to make the right choices. Arpita had been married off to an IAS officer down south a few years back. Whatever is to happen has to happen for good, she believed in this axiom all her life.


And so Ashim worked hard through his computer engineering years in Coimbatore and found himself in Pune within three months of completing his studies. A student friendly city pulsating with IT companies, law schools, factories offering bye products, mega machine factories and a promising future to the youth.


There was a constant influx of professionals from all over the world. That gave the place an air of competence and knowledge. Ashim was fortunate to send his resume’ to a number of companies here.  He had his goals focused on software and after failing to make it through in many, he tried his luck at an upcoming software firm which dabbled in insurance too.


***


The lights in the office dimmed and two out of three air-coolers were shut down. The guard sat outside the glass gate waiting for him to wind up; cursing him throughout for making him wait. Ashim sat in the third cubicle from the left with an array of monitors near him.


It was his daily job. Creating and managing programs, updating records for a company’s sale and projecting better sales figures. Sifting through data received, plus the usual investment schemes which needed a policy like investment bonds, analyzing the risks and the fast return saving and all that goes in the name of programming for banks, shops and even the government.


The boss Mr. Rameswaran knew Ashim was still at his work typing furiously at the computer. The presentation had to be sent to a new insurance company, Blue Planet Inc. in the US, first thing in the morning.


It was the same job every day, except for the fact that the company requirements and details to be fed altered on and off. It ranged from client details, to schemes offered, to equity details up and so on. ‘Why does the boss keep me waiting every second day? Wish I could be home in broad daylight ..sometimes! But that was never to be’, he wondered . 


***


His cell rang , it was Rajiv .


“Hi Ashim! What’s with you, man?”


“Still Stuck”


“Boss ko bol ho jayga subah, Just come down yaar, fast”


“Yeah ! just doing the last bit.. it’ll take ten minutes more. Wait for me”


“Come on hurry!!”


He continued sipping the insipid coffee and… ‘this entry covers the company’s area of work…  ,the capital invested ,  the assets , the liabilities so on and so forth. That’s it! 
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