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  to Prerna










  

    The creative act requires not only freedom but also this assumption of freedom. If the creative artist worries if he will still be free tomorrow, then he will not be free today. If he is afraid of the consequences of his choice of subject or of his manner of treatment of it, then his choices will not be determined by his talent, but by fear. If we are not confident of our freedom, then we are not free.




    —Salman Rushdie, On Censorship
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  FOREWORD










  In today’s rapid and ever-changing world, technology has impacted the way we interact with and express ourselves to the world. From entertainment to food to political opinions and news, we have become accustomed to information in snippets, for easy consumption. Literature itself is undergoing a similar transition. Indeed, as someone who once read a book a day for a whole year, the current wave of insta-poetry, tiny tales, and Tumblr posts has introduced me to an interesting new dimension to storytelling and to engaging with one’s audience.




  Manoj Pandey is a product of this new age. He has carved a niche for himself, catering to those millennial, urban readers who spend more time in front of a screen than a sheet of paper. In The Legacy of Nothing, Manoj brings his unconventional literary approach to the fore with prose that is original and poignant. It is rich, deeply moving, and holds a reflective mirror to our society where people fall in love on the Internet, success is found on reality TV, and sensitive political issues are reduced to WhatsApp forwards that stoke tensions and inflame unrest.




  Shashi Tharoor










  OVERTURE




  Some people get the acclaim.




  Fame.




  Success.




  Or at least, the money.




  Some remain critical in anonymity.




  This collection is a documentation of such anonymous souls,




  Who, by choice or by fate, prevail in the burrows of obscurity –




  Often to perish.




  A struggling musician, who is ready to ride on any cause for fame, including a minor rape victim.




  A girl, who is in love with a man who makes her a part of a new age roleplay.




  A phoney, who signs a book translation deal with the world’s greatest author.




  A story of Americanization that has a rippling effect on a girl in Delhi.




  A Maoist from Nepal, who finds solace in a sip of Coca-Cola in Delhi.




  A victim of identity politics, who is forced by fate to change his sex.




  A town caught in identity crisis makes a hero out of a reality TV show contestant.




  An online romance which climaxes into a reality that is nothing short of gallows humour.




  A music teacher, from a reputed school, whose life begins and ends in a trash bin.




  A boy, who takes his life for granted meets with an inconclusive result at a film subtitling firm.




  All these anonymous people come together in this book – to tell their stories.
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  Decay










  I was a regular there,




  At Bob’s place.




  Friend. Confidant.




  Rival.




  He always kept me on my toes.




  And I, him on his.




  We were roommates in college.




  From the worst to the best of times;




  We revelled together.




  From joints to smack to pills;




  We indulged heroically – to the point of paranoia.




  From girls to boys;




  We swung equally well.




  We were –




  What they call, thick pals.




  But that particular evening, began on a different note.




  It wasn’t going to be regular.




  The usual, as we would say.




  A special guest would be amongst us.




  Bob had apprised me.




  The vocalist of the band, Decay!




  I reached early.




  The guest hadn’t arrived then.




  Bob was preparing punches,




  In a green bucket.




  ‘One hell of a drinker he is!’




  Bob informed me,




  About the vocalist.




  He called himself, Nick –




  Which wasn’t his real name.




  Of course!




  I ensconced myself on the couch,




  In front of the TV.




  Flitting channels endlessly.




  Arvind Kejriwal was everywhere.




  ‘The antithesis of the modern day Indian politician,’




  That’s how Time magazine described him.




  He started as an aide of the reformist, Anna Hazare.




  The pioneer of the great Indian anti-corruption movement.




  Just as I was ruminating on it . . .




  A surly man with an unruly mane of hair walked in.




  ‘Hello!’ I said.




  But he didn’t acknowledge my greetings.




  He lunged towards the kitchen.




  As if he couldn’t wait for his drink.




  Inside, I could hear the loud hellos.




  Bob seemed ecstatic to have him over.




  ‘Must be some guy,’ I presumed.




  Resuming my news binge.




  I cared less;




  I seldom am star-struck.




  Very soon, Bob and Nick began drinking;




  In a room next to the living area.




  Bob called it his study.




  (But that was just one of his pretensions.)




  It was, in reality, his wife’s laundry space.




  An anteroom in the bowels of their 3 BHK.




  The space was stuffed with clothes
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