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Chapter 1
Locked!


It was the day of the Math exam, and I wasn’t
really interested. My preparation was likewise. I was getting
footloose and I was liking it. That was the problem. My parents
wanted good grades, but it didn’t look like I would get them
(especially in Math).

As it happened, I was praying madly for some
kind of excuse to miss the exam. And the heavens rose to the
occasion.

It looked like, I was in the good books of
the guys above. The downpour started at 6 am. And the news
broadcast was totally in my favor. The schools were cancelled (and
along with them, the exams postponed). I smiled benignly at my
mother during breakfast and started something about how I was going
to miss the exam. But, the stare that followed stopped any further
wonderful, imaginative talk.

"Vishnu, I know how well you have studied.
Please use this day for studying. It’s a godsend."

A godsend… … … … ..for studying, more like a
godsend for playing.

"I won’t be here to supervise, as I have to
go meet your aunt.

Please study properly."

I continued nodding.

"Yes, mom. No problem, mom. Sure, mom."

She got the gist of it. Dad left for work at
8.30 am. Mom followed suit at 9. But, there was a catch.

She locked me inside the house! Horror of
horrors!!!! She hadn’t believed anything I said. This wasn’t going
so well after all.

"Give my best wishes to aunty", I cried out
bitterly through the window.

So much for a free day…










Chapter 2
Escape


I looked out balefully through the window,
watching the pitter-patter of the rain. It had slowed down
considerably. Somehow, it didn’t look like the blessing it had
seemed before.

Suddenly, hope appeared in the form of Anil.
That crazy fool had gone to school, with an umbrella, and they had
informed him that there would be no school. And, he had come
trudging back. I could use this goof. I asked him and he was
interested in playing.

I remembered that there was a key on top of
the oversized almirah in the bedroom. It was at least 8 and a half
feet high and I was a measly 4’6". I had to think of a way to get
the key

- the key to freedom. I got a stool and stood
on it, but no. It wasn’t high enough. I got a chair. Then I put the
stool on it. It was wobbly, but it was high enough, so it was good
enough for me.

I climbed onto the chair. Then, I put a hand
on the stool.

Then, a leg. It started shaking and I
immediately fell down. I was not going to give up so easily.

Once again, I put the stool back onto the
chair. I thought that, I would be able to get through the whole
thing, if I was quick enough. But, haste makes waste, as I learned
next. I quickly jumped onto the chair and immediately on the stool.
Before I could even see where the key was, the stool fell down.

Fortunately, I was quick enough, I jumped
down, and escaped breaking my bones. Don’t think I am exaggerating,
the fall would be fatal enough for a 10 year old boy. Now, that you
have a good understanding of the great risk I was undertaking, you
might be tempted to overtly praise me. But, please don’t. I hate
it. Now, anyway back to my perils.

I put the stool back again (I am the
persistent one, you see). I decided to use a mix of caution and
aggression (I got this from a cricket commentator). I used the
almirah for support (No applause please) and climbed onto the
stool. But, it was still wobbling like mad. I saw my key. I was
elated. Here, I made a deadly mistake. I lunged for the key, got
it, and lost the support of the almirah. You can safely compare me
to the cliffhanger here. With almost my own height to jump down, I
was in a precarious position.

I decided to brave it and jump down. I did.
The key fell down and clattered about. I had done the impossible by
standing upright after the fall. I searched and found the key.

The rest was easy. I threw the key to Anil,
through the window. He opened the door and I was free. Believe it
or not, only half an hour had passed since my being locked in the
house.

It would be 12 by the time my mother got
back. I still had a lot of time.

We (Anil and I) played an adventurous game of
rain cricket.

As Anil was an absolutely hopeless player, I
got to win all the games. And I was feeling pretty proud of myself.
The time went on happily and in the meantime, we were getting
drenched to the skin.

It was Anil who saw Her coming. I went into a
state of panic. I ran inside, ran outside. I didn’t know what to
do.

Suddenly, I got a brainwave.










Chapter 3
Consequence (Maybe Not)


Mom came to the door and looked surprised
that it was open.

Then she saw me.

"How did you open the door?", she asked me,
"And why are you in that towel?"

I put on an absolutely innocent face.

"Some relatives had come, Mamma", I said with
saccharine sweetness, "I passed them the key through the
window."

"Where are they?"

"They left."

"Why are you in that towel?"

"I was taking a shower."

She seemed satisfied and went inside. One
look at the toppled chair and stool (I had forgotten my valiant
efforts), and the relatives story evaporated instantly. She
immediately guessed what I had been up to and Anil helpfully told
her the whole story (I would look after him later).

Fortunately, I caught a cold. Mom’s anger
turned to sympathy and I was out of danger for now.

I spent the rest of the day, reading comics.
It went on pleasantly.

Night came. I thanked Lord Indra for his
benevolent ac-tions and went to bed.

 










Chapter 4
Maybe Yes


I flunked the Math exam, held two days later.










Chapter 5
Background


I wrote this as an hindi essay during the
seventh standard half yearly exam. The title of the essay was
"Varsha Mein Ek Din"

(Translation: A day in the rain).

The hindi teacher loved it. She said she read
it twice. But I got only 8/12. Vishnu

Reason: Darn Spelling Mistakes

Hey, atleast I scored on creativity.
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