.....

SURABHI

Journal of Arts and Literature

The Bi-annual Journal of Indian Institute of Space Science and Technology

Vol.9 No.1
(June 2018)

Indian Institute of Space Science and Technology
¥ Department of Space e~ Sl

Ll > Valiamala, Thiruvananthapuram



SURABHI

Vol. 9 No. 1

(June 2018)

Editorial Board

Editor
P. Radhakrishnan

Associate Editor
Gigy J. Alex

Editorial Board Advisors
Kurien Issac
Babitha Justin
R. Jayapal
Anand Narayanan

Editorial Office
Indian Institute of Space Science and Technology
Department of Space
Valiamala, Thiruvananthapuram.

Printed and Published at
Reprographic Facility, Library
Indian Institute of Space Science and Technology
Department of Space
Valiamala, Thiruvananthapuram.



SUR/

Journal of 2

The Bi-annual Journal of

q V/ v

stitute of Space Science and Technolog

Vol.9 No.1
(June 2018)

Indian Instit

Valia






@ From lhe Ec;]i]cor's (Deslc
|g | P Radhakrishnan

Surabhi is delighted to be with you again.
Here's some news we are very proud about:

Dr. B. N. Suresh, Chancellor, IIST has been conferred with 2018 INCOSE
Pioneer Award, in recognition of his pioneering work in Space Systems
Engineering.

Shri. Avinash Chandra, Prof. Satish Dhawan Scholar has received the Abdul
Kalam Award for Exemplary Academic Performance in Aerospace
Engineering Master's Program at Caltech.

Our workhorse, PSLV has re-established its trustworthiness after solitary
failure in the recent past, when the C - 40 mission, on January 12, 2018,
successfully orbited our 710kg Cartosat - 2 satellite along with 30 co-
passengers.

And, most importantly, this year IIST has been placed 23" among all
Engineering Institutes in the ranking by NIRF.

As always, we are here before you with the usual fare.
Bestwishestoall,
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The candle burnt
It had words to say.
[t memorised well

for the day.

Curved itself
For the dreams in heart
Waited silent
In the dark.

The spark came
Undone.
Violent storm

Or someone.
The words were spattered
In the gray

The candle had
Some words to say.
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Petroleum prices and 6T

Introduction

Petroleum prices play a very importantrole in
Indian economy as more than 95 per cent of
the petroleum products consumed in the
country is based on import, and the
international market price of crude oil is
highly volatile. The retail marketing of
petroleum products in India is done by the
Public Sector Oil Marketing Companies
(OMCs) i.e. Indian Oil Corporation Ltd (I0CL),
Hindustan Petroleum Corporation Ltd
(HPCL), Bharat Petroleum Corporation Ltd
(BPCL), Numaligarh Refinery Ltd (NRL),
Mangalore Refinery & Petrochemicals Ltd
(MRPL), Bharat Oman Refineries Ltd (BORL)
and private companies like Reliance, Essar &
Shell. The OMCs take care of refining of crude
oil into petrol, diesel, etc., and selling the
refined petroleum products to the dealers.
The three PSUs-
Corporation Limited (BPCL), Indian Oil
Corporation Limited (IOCL) and Hindustan
Private Corporate Limited (HPCL) control

Bharat Petroleum

around 95% ofthis sector.

In2000-01, netimport of petroleum products
constituted 75% of the total consumption in
the country. This increased to 95% in 2017-
18. This implies that any change in the global

SURABH]I (Vol-9 No.1 June-2018)

prices of crude oil has a significant impact on
the domestic price of petroleum products.
When we compare the last five years, the
global price of crude oil has come down from
$110 per barrel in the year 2013 to $64 per
barrel in March 2018. The price of crude oil in
the international market has even touched a
low of $28 in January 2016. Interestingly, the
price has been experienced a42% drop in the
global crude oil during the last five-year
period, but the retail price of petrol in Indian
market has actually increased by 8% and the
price of diesel increased by 33%. This has
happened mainly because the central
government has not transformed the benefits
of decline in international crude oil prices to
the domestic consumers by sighting the
reason to meet the high fiscal deficit of the
economy. The government had raised excise
duty nine times between November 2014 and
January 2016 to shore up finances as global oil

pricesfell.

What happens to the crude oil after
import?

Crude oil is purchased by the oil marketing
companies, who pay freight and
transportation charge in addition to crude oil

price . This crude oil is then transferred



to refineries to be converted into various
petroleum products as shown below. Here the
OMCs pay refinery transfer price to refineries
for their services, and the oil continues to be
owned by the OMCs.

Products from one barrel'Crude | Inlitres
oil
Petrol 72
Diesel 38
Jet Fuel 13
Coke

Residual Fuel oil

Liquefied Refinery gases

Still Gas

Asphaltand Road oil

Raw material for petrochemicals
Lubricants

Kerosene

| B | U | OO | CO

bne barrel contains 159 Litres.

One barrel of crude oil is now priced at $78 (as
on 3" June 2018) in the international market
which is equivalent to Indian Rs 5245.
Therefore the per litre cost of crude is Rs 33
and the basicrefinery cost of petrolis Rs 38.39
and for diesel is Rs 41, which includes entry
tax, refinery processing fee, landing cost, OMC
margin, transportation, freight cost, etc.

Petrol Diesel
Basic cost of fuel after refining | Rs 3839 per|Rs 4108 per
cost litre litre
Excise Duty and Road cess |Rs 1948 per|Rs 1533 per
charged by Central govt. litre litre
Price to Dealers Rs 57.87 per |Rs 5641 per
litre litre
Petrol Pump dealers | Rs 3.63 per litre | Rs 2.53 per litre
commission
VAT by state pgovernments | Rs 1661 per | Rs 1017 per
(varies from state to state — | litre litre

27% on Petrol and 16.75% on
Diesel) and 25 paise as
pollution cess with surcharge
Final Retail Price (as on 3¢ | Rs 78.11 per
June 2018 in Delhi) litre

Rs 69,11 per
litre

Intheyear2016-17, the central government's
revenue from the petroleum sector was Rs
5.24 lakh crore, accounting for 3.5 percent of
GDP. During the last four years, the present

national government has mopped up Rs 16.57
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lakh crore as tax revenue from petroleum
product sales, mainly from petrol and diesel.
Every rupee cut in excise duty on petrol and
diesel will resultin arevenueloss of Rs 13,000

crore for the central government.

India has the highest retail prices of petrol and
diesel among South Asian nations as taxes
account for half of the pump rates. Nearly 40
percent of the price of petrol is made up of
taxes by the centre and the states. Yet neither
side wants to change that situation
fundamentally. State governments levy sales
tax/VAT on petrol ranging from 15 per cent in

Puducherry to 33 per centin Andhra Pradesh,

makingitamajorsource of theirincome.

Petroleum taxes under GST

The Central government has the power to tax
the production of petroleum products and the
states have the power to tax their sale. Ever
since the introduction of GST on July 1, 2017,
there have been discussions about including
petroleum products under the new system of
taxes. As explained earlier, the basic cost of
fuel after it comes out of refinery is Rs 38.39
per litre for petrol. Add 28 per cent (14 per
cent CGST and 14 per cent SGST) of GST in it
and also the dealer commission of Rs 3.6, the
price comes out to be around Rs 53. On diesel,
the basic cost of fuel after it comes out of the
refinery is Rs 41.08 per litre. Add 28 per cent
GST, combining both CGST and SGST, to it plus



Rs 2.5 per litre as dealer commission, the
price comes out to be around Rs 55. If the
government includes petroleum fuel under
the GST, and applies the highest tax slab of 28
per cent, the petrol and diesel price would be
reduced by Rs 25.1 and Rs 14.1, respectively.
Following table shows the trends in taxes on

petroland diesel prices.

Tax in November Taxin

2014 August2017
Excise Dutyon Petrol Rs9.20 perLitre Rs21.48 perLitre Rs19.48 per Litre
Excise Duty on Diesel Rs3.46 perLitre Rs17.33 perLitre Rs15.33 per Litre
VAT on Basic Price on
Petral
VAT on Basic Priceon  12.5% on Basic
Diesel Price

Taxin June2018

20% on Basic Price 27% on Basic Price27% on Basic Price

16.75% anDiesel 16.75% on Diesel +
+ 25p Cess 25pCess

The tax on petrol in Indian is around 46% of
the price per litre and diesel is around 36%.
The maximum slab of GST is now only 28%. It
is clear that bringing petrol and diesel under
GST will definitely benefit the consumers. The
consumer will save Rs 22 in Delhi when fuel is
brought under the GST. Likewise, the
consumer in Mumbai will save Rs 32 per litre
of petrol as current value added tax (VAT) is
much higher at 39 percent compared with 28
percent GST. Bringing petrol and diesel under
the ambit of GST would help provide an
immediate and big relief of about Rs 20 per
litre to consumers reeling under sky-high

prices. But at the same time, the centre and

state governments might lose their large
chunk of revenue through the introduction of
GST. This argument from the government is
not true in the long run. Centre and state
governments will benefit from the reduction
of prices of petroleum products in the form of
larger sales of petrol and diesel, increase in
sales of majority of other products through
the reduction in prices by the result of decline
in transportation costs, increase in central
share of taxes to states, etc. The major hurdle
for including petroleum taxes under GST is
thatthe effective sales tax on fuel varies wildly
from state to state. For example, Maharashtra
charges 40% as tax on petrol while Andaman
and Nicobar charges just 6% ad valorem. The
effective sales tax on diesel ranges from 6% to
29%. This means that each hike in crude oil
price brings more revenue to the states. Once
subsumed in GST, fuel will cost the same
across the country. The impacts on states
revenue could be around Rs 50,000 crore
annually and will be more for states such as
Maharashtra, Assam, Andhra Pradesh, Kerala,
Madhya Pradesh, Punjab, Rajasthan, Tamil
Nadu and Telengana thatlevy high VAT of over

30 per centon petrol.
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My Experiences in [SKO

Having spent more than three decades in one
of the prestigious organizations of the nation,
[ would like to make one point very loud and
clear. Thatis, ISRO has given me everything as
per the Maslow's hierarchy of needs. Today |
am quite contented and extremely happy

abouta satisfying career.

[t was in the year 1987, [ joined the erstwhile
ISRO satellite centre and I was posted to
Sensor systems division. I had joined as
Technical Assistant-B (Mechanical) with a
diploma qualification after three years of
experience in M /s Kirloskar electric.

[ reported to Shri. R K Gupta who was the
Head of Mechanical Systems. Gradually I
learnt that Shri Gupta had a Master's degree
from Indian Institute of Science and was
Scientist “SE” in ISRO. In subsequent days I
came across number of engineers who were
either holding master's degree or graduates
from reputed institutes. In those days there

was also a rampant craze among the
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graduates to quit ISRO and pursue masters at

American universities.

At this point I should make a few comments
about my family. My mother was a home
maker and my father worked in Karnataka
state police department. I had five siblings. I
had taken up diploma essentially to support
my family. I used to bring big books from our
college library and this made my parents to
think that am doing something big.

Once it so happened that my father and I went
to a wedding. My father asked a person
standing nearby about the qualification of the
bridegroom to which he replied, “ The boy has
done M Tech”. My father innocently asked him
whether M Tech is a prerequisite to diploma.
My father always thought his son was doing a
very great course. Though this incident
happened about 35 years back, it is fresh in
my memory. It brings to my mind how much
my father had trusted and loved me.



In fact [ am really at loss and beyond words to
narrate this incident. Today after finishing a
masters degree waiting ten years after my
undergraduate studies, [ do not have my
father by my side to witness my

accomplishment.

Coming from a factory background to a
research organization the experience was
quite different. A factory like M/s Kirloskar
producing electric motors, generators where
the sun rays rarely entered the high bay
workshops and continuous noise of huge
vertical turret lathes and planing machines
and an office-cum-clean rooms with

laboratories was an altogether poles apart.

Very soon after joining ISRO I learnt that my
education was nothing. There was a
tremendous inferiority complex developing
inside me. There were some engineers taking
up higher studies leading to Master's degree
at Indian Institute of Science. I always felt
there is a long way I have to go in terms of
acquiring higher education. In the process |

made few unsuccessful attemptsto do AMIE.

In those days a large earth disc or a simulator
with hot water circulation was being
developed for INSAT missions. Frequently
engineers used the terms like Stefan-
Boltzman constant and radiation laws. During
my diploma studies | had not come across this
and [ was curious to learn these things. There
was also a problem about what books to refer.
Whenever | met some of my colleagues who
were with same qualification like me and I
understood that many of them were either
doing undergraduate studies part time or

some other courses.
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Once there was a blower of the clean room
table to be replaced and I made a request
letter. I wrote 'Lamina air flow table' and my
boss corrected this to 'laminar flow table.
These tables are used in the clean room to
carry out precision assembly of flight
hardware. The knowledge of laminar and
turbulent fluid flow regimes was something
too much for a person like me with limited
educational background though I could study

the same elaborately in my Master's.

All T am trying to say is that there was a
burning desire in me which developed over a
number of years to pursue academic interests.
The presence of a galaxy of engineers in ISRO
with bright academic background and the
technical discussions in which a number of
new terminologies [ came across gave me a
platform to orient myself in the direction of
academics. I am quite sure this would not have
happened had I worked in any of the
multinationals or an industry because of the
high thrust given to academics in ISRO; and

such is notthe case with private companies.

The real breakthrough in my career came after
my marriage and having a son. I enrolled in
BMS College of Engineering, for pursuing
Bachelor's degree in Mechanical engineering
under 10 years’ quota. Though [ was 29 years
old I had vigorous enthusiasm, indomitable
spirit and was always in great spirits to attend
college in the evening after my office work. I
loved going to college and attend classes. [ am
highly indebted to ISRO for the congenial work
atmosphere and small time gaps during job
could be used to study some of new subjects
like engineering mathematics, Fortran

programming, etc.



After getting a bachelors degree, the
immediate idea that came to my mind was to
at the Indian

Institute of Science because by that time to my

pursue Master's degree,

young mind the role model was my boss who

was a product of the Institute.

Though I had to wait for ten long years after
acquiring degree to pursue Master's I could
nevertheless achieve this after qualifying
GATE and get admission at National Institute
of Technology, Karnataka, Suratkal. (NITK).

At NITK there was another pleasant surprise
in store for me. That was the grand swimming
pool. I loved swimming in my childhood but
couldn't do it because I did not have Rs 2/- to

pay for each swimming session.

Finally to conclude this article, once our HOD
of mechanical department said Master's and
Phd's are outcomes of burning desire, a
thought just came to my mind that the
professor says this in particular reference to

me and [ justthought “Thave doneit”.
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THE AGED MAN AND HIS SON

When I relocated to Trivandrum, the first
thing that struck me as very odd about the
place was the absence of the proverbial
milkman who religiously delivers the milk
packets first thing in the morning. Fortunately,
the daily delivery of newspaper to home

thankfully was still prevalent.

My house owner informed me of the presence
of a milk booth less than 50 meters from the
house. Furthermore, I was informed that the
milk booth opens by 5:30 AM every day. To
make a long story short, I became the
proverbial milk man for my house, getting the
milk packets every day in the morning

without fail.
The milk booth was mostly manned by a

grumpy, ill-mannered and arrogant old man.

Right from day one, I was put off by the surly
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and ill-tempered behaviour of the old man. He
would invariably forget the exact amount of
money | had given him and would repeatedly
ask me the same 2 to 3 times. Whenever he
returned the balance amount, he would
invariably count, recount and count again for
the third time before returning the balance
amount. [ used to find this extremely
exasperating. At times, some of the notes that
he returned would be soiled or torn in the
middle. If I politely requested him to replace
such notes, he would get extremely angry and
would bombard me with expletives. It goes
without saying that I would never be able to
replace the bad notes anywhere else. This
made me approach the milk booth every day
with trepidation and I began to take with me
the exact amount of money needed to buy the
milk packets from the old man.

10



One fine day when I stood up in front of the
milk booth,  was pleasantly surprised to see a
strapping young man, courteous, efficient and
very well behaved. [ learnt that the young man
was the son of the aged man and the young
man has returned once for all to his native
place to be with his parents. [ thanked my good
fortune that I do not have to face a cranky and
surly old man devoid of courtesy first thing in
the morning, day in and day out. I started
enjoying the company of the young man who
happened to be up to date with the affairs of
the State. I also was pleasantly surprised to
find the young man apologizing profusely
whenever I pointed out any stained note that
was returned to me. The above behaviour was

very much atvariance with his aged father.

Shortly, thereafter | heard that the young man
was getting married. [ hoped that his marriage
would not keep him away from the milk booth.
[ was immensely relieved that marriage did
not alter his availability at the milk booth.
However, | started noticing one undesirable
trait in the young man which did not
necessarily manifest after his marriage. This
was his lack of upright financial integrity as far

asreturning small change is concerned.

Whenever he had to return three or four
rupees, he used toreturn only aone oratbesta
two rupee coin claiming lack of adequate
change. The above situation persisted even
when he had to return small change of the
order of one or two rupees. While I had
initially believed his claim of ‘no change’ I
started wondering whether his jovial chatter
and affable service were a convenient ploy to

make a tidy sum at the end of the month for
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his personal use. On this matter, I will have to
concede that his aged father, despite his
uncouth and irritable behaviour was
incredibly unblemished when it came to his
personal financial integrity. In fact the aged
father, when not in a position to return a sum
as small as fifty paise would invariably provide
for a toffee in lieu of the sum (50 paise)
unreturned. [ was surprised with myself for
notappreciating earlier the positive aspects of
the aged father's personality, it is true that his
inefficient and discourteous service often

overshadowed his positives.

I decided rightly to confront the bull by its
horns; hence the next time when the young
man pleaded his helplessnessatnotbeing able
to return the change due to lack of it, [ started
arguing that his father in the same
circumstances would provide the buyer
toffees in lieu of the unreturned change. The
young man clearly did not expect the retort;
thattoo he least expected the same from me. In
a moment's time, his famed courteous and
suave debonair got radically changed to crass
and ill-tempered behaviour that was so

reminiscent ofhis aged father.

[ cursed myself for bringing the situation to its
present plight. Looking back, I feel that [ had
needlessly spoiled my friendly and affable
relationship with the young man by bothering
and making a bigissue of my unreturned small
change. To conclude I was reckless to prove
right the well known saying of William
Wordsworth, “The child (young man) is the
father ofthe (aged) man”.
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Souradee

8 o'clock. The harsh sound of the alarm filling
the ears like poison, the tethering back to
reality, the smell of fresh daisies overrun by
the staleness of concrete, Jason woke up with
a headache. Monday mornings are always the
worst: the hangovers, the late nights, the girls
but the worst of it all: the dreams. They were
always the same. But it was 8:15 and he had to
getto work. Five years of hostel life had taught
him all that he needed to know and hence, he
was ready within 20 minutes. Living close to
his office meant that he could commute to and
from his office within 10 minutes. He liked this
small 'morning walk' of his, the one where he

doesn'tneed to getup early.

Jason never understood why while most
people would slag on Mondays, Fridays and
pretty much everyday of the week, his boss
managed to stay in top form whenever he
needed to reprimand his employees. Be it for
submitting a report late by even so much as a
minute, or for getting his job done by them
when he could have fun, he always made it
look like it was someone else's fault and that
someone had to pay the price for it. Jason
knew his day was going to be way worse than

hell when he poached his egg. 'If you can't
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poach your egg, then someone's going to
poach you,” was what he always used to say.

Boy, was heright!

'Where's my report, Jason?' asked Stan. '['ve
got almost half of it done, Sir; replied Jason,
recounting the woman he brought home on
Saturday night. "Well, half isn't going to cover
it, boy, yelled Stan,’ What do I tell my boss?
Sorry, but I could only complete half of it.
Please do the other half yourselves!' ''ll be on
it sir, murmured Jason. 'l should find it on my
desk before I leave today, threatened Stan as
he left.

He set to work, drifting in and out of it,
thinking of last Saturday night. It had been a
wonderful night, the weather was perfect, the
setting was perfect and the woman, oh! the
woman. That's bound to be close to the real
deal. Yes, he was a ladies man: they loved him
and he loved them. Maybe it is true after all
that you don't appreciate it if you have a lot of
it.Jasonnever fell inlove, ever! He didn't know
what love was, to begin with. Born to highly
toxic parents who got divorced (maybe
because of him being born, who knows!),

beaten by an addict, molested by her mother’s
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lover, sent to a foster home where more
molestation and beating followed, you can
hardly expect someone like that to appreciate
love. Love for numbers was the only thing that
saved him: the scholarship, those years spent
atcollege, they were his true parents, the ones
who loved him, nurtured him. It was there at
the college one day, that a girl asked for his
number and he, being immature, took it to be
just an ordinary thing, until later that night,
she wenthome with him.

However, last Saturday didn't remind him
only of his debaucheries. It also reminded him
of something else, something that hadn't
happened to him for a long time, something

thatshouldn'thave happened!

The first day of his college. Arguably, one of
the happiest days of his life. The lectures, the
professors, the food, the dorms, the people,
the place: everything appealed to him. They
had a sort of warm welcoming aura around
them, something he had never ever
experienced in his life before. And he loved it
all. Buthe experienced something strange too.
Time had slowed down for him. It was as if
everything else was moving at almost half the
speed it was supposed to. The cars seemed to
take forever to pass a signal, the pedestrians
seemed to take forever to cross the road (ah!
but they always do!!), the cyclists, even the
kids seemed to walk slowly. Was he the only
one who knew how to walk and talk normally?
The lectures seemed gibberish, with the pace

ofthelecturers decreasing by the “minute”.
However, this didn't last long and next day, he

found that everyone was at the same pace as

himself and he felt relieved. 'It was just a silly
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thing,' he thought and put it away. And he
would have kept it that way, had it not been
occurring again and again and on the most
important of days: his first encounter with a
girl, his graduation day speech (he was the
topper, after all), his interview, the night he
losthis mother and his step father to abunch of
high teenagers behind the wheel of an RV. But
it had not happened for a long while, many
years to be exact. He had forgotten all about it-
outof sight, out of mind, they say- until he felt it
again, lying beside his boss’ wife, all thoughts
of the work that his boss had 'asked' him to do

wiped from his memory.

Thiswas afeelinglike no other, a feeling thatall
was on the path to destruction, that it wasn't
real, that he needed to make it right, maybe go
shake things up a bit. But Jason couldn't do

anything: justlie there and wait forit to stop.

Being the genius that he was, he completed all
his reports before Stan left that day. And Jason
was in a rush. Maybe today was the day. But
sadly, that was not to be. The cool, impersonal
nature of the hospital reminded him of his past
and hence, he hated it. But he wouldn't dare to
miss it. For today was his weekly visit to his
friend, one he had lost to a coma exactly 12
years, 4 months and 6 days ago. This was the
only human on Earth who could understand
him, whom he could open his heart to and yet,
Charlie had been in a coma for so long, he could
hardly remember his face. Strange, isn't it, that
aperson whom you visit every week strikes up

no picture in your mind?
But the truth is, he hadn't seen his friend all

this while! He was never allowed inside the

room, he stayed there outside waiting for his
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turn but it never arrived. Either the doctors
had to see to him, or his parents or some other
sort of formality always creptin. And it was the
same today. Sitting on the bench outside the
ICU, he imagined all sorts of conversations
that could have been and could be taking place
inside that forbidden kingdom. “I'm sorry but
he's no more!”, “These next 48 hours are
extremely crucial,” “Be prepared for the
worst,” were some phrases he had grown
accustomed to, along with the loud wail or

silentsobbing of the addressees.

Coming back home, he lay on his back and
imagined being in a better place, a field full of
daisies, a shining sun, the sound of soft
laughter until he was dreaming that same
dream again. Charlie was beside him, they
were playing in the open field and they would
have been, until they heard a familiar sound
that made both their throats dry. “Having fun,
kids”, asked John, with a smirk. They were too
scared to answer or move even as they saw
him moving towards them with lust trickling
from his eyes. “I just want to give you a little
gift,” he went on,” you'll like it, both of you. It's
like chocolate!” Jason and Charlie both knew
what gift he was referring to, so they kept
moving back, as John lessened the distance
between them. “Oh come on now,” he was

saying, “Justone more time for Papa,” until ...

Jason woke up with a start feeling himself wet
and burning with sweat. He felt he had a fever.
Every time, John's hands seemed nearer than
before, about to choke them with his huge
hands. But he never reached them. And Jason
never knew what happened next. But he knew
something horrible must have happened to

Charlie and that's why he was there in the
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hospital. But then why wasn't he?? Did Charlie
save him? Was he too scared to remember? He
could never find out. Back to the old routine.

Office, Stan, girls, sleep, dream, and so on.

It was the next Monday when it all happened.
Rushing to the hospital, he discovered that
Charlie, whom he had thought about every day
for the past 12 years had a heart attack, one

thathe may not survive.

Every one was saying hislast wishes. He hoped
that today, he will get to bid goodbye to his
long lost friend. He did get glimpses, once of
his legs, white as snow, or his hands, still as a
lake. He thought he could even hear his voice
sometimes, though that would have been

highly improbable.

After everyone was done, everyone looked at
Jason. It was his turn, to finally see his friend
and try to recollect the huge debt that he owed
to him. It was with some hesitation that the
doctor allowed Jason inside the ICU where he
felt that the walls were more rigid than
anywhere else in the world. And he felt time
slowing again. Maybe it was normal this time.
But he realized it wasn't until he saw Charlie.
With brown hair, the same blue eyes, those red
lips which were now pale, that wide brow, that
sharp nose, that perfect body, Charlie was the
exactmirror image of him, same inall respects.
And then he realized what had happened.
Time had come to a standstill: the nurses
weren't moving anymore, people weren't
talking anymore, the ECG didn't beep

anymore, everything was still.

The bird that had set in flight remained

flapping its wings, a perfect picture. The cars,
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the cyclists with their feet on the pedal in
exactly the same position as they were 10
minutes ago. Time was still and Jason had no
idea how to make things normal again! It was
the end now. Charlie was him. He was Charlie.
But then what about 12 years ago?? Had it not
happened??

12 yearsago

Another sleepless night. Another report.
Another work. Just the usual stuff. The wolf
always preys on the sheep, never on the lion.
He knew he was the sheep, the day he joined,
the day he submitted his first report and the
day his credit was consumed by his greedy
boss who managed to keep a cool charade
over his wickedly dark and cunning mind.

Master of tennis, squash and badminton, he
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was supposedly an all-rounder. But none knew
that the reason for his last 3 awards and
incentives was one of his less attractive

employees. And none ever will.

At first, the pain was mild but then it got more
severe until one day he heard the words
“Cancer, terminal stage” out of his doctor's
mouth. And then one day, as he collapsed and

saw the world spin, he fell into a coma.

Jason, who had been in a coma for 12 years
now, had had several near-death experiences
when all was lost. But he always came back.
Until today. The ECG beeped once and then
remained still. He had always wanted to be a
ladies man: all those hopes of getting married,
getting a promotion, having kids, all lay bare.
Only he was stuck in a time loop forever. And

he had noideahow to get out ofiit.
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