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Introduction

There are rules nobody writes down.

When you disembark at Kingsford Smith into the blinding, white-hot

glare of an Australian midday—where the air smells faintly of 

aviation fuel, salt water, and eucalyptus baked dry by an 

unrelenting sun—nobody hands you a laminated handbook at 

passport control. There is no official pamphlet slipped beneath your 

visa paperwork explaining the precise geometric threshold at which 

holding a heavy door transforms from courteous hospitality into an 

aggressive social hostage crisis. There is no municipal pamphlet 

detailing why stepping in front of someone in a bakery queue, even 



when an absent-minded cashier waves you forward with a pair of 

flour-dusted tongs, is quietly regarded as a breach of civil order.

No official signage adorns the upper decks of Sydney’s yellow-and-

green trains explicitly forbidding you from putting your cousin on 

speakerphone to debate catering politics. There are no traffic codes 

enforcing the subtle, one-finger lift off the steering wheel when 

another driver lets you merge onto Church Street during peak-hour 

gridlock. And no government regulation exists to govern the 

invisible, high-stakes diplomacy surrounding the final, lonely piece 

of food resting on a communal dinner plate.

Yet, somehow, the city functions. Millions of people navigate the 

narrow concrete footpaths, the sun-baked parks, and the 

fluorescent-lit supermarket aisles in an intricate, unchoreographed 

dance.

They do not learn the steps from legislation. They learn by 

watching.

They learn by stumbling through the awkward quietude that 

descends over a room when a boundary has been crossed. They 

decipher the language of a raised eyebrow, the dry crack of a 

sardonic chuckle, the soft, non-committal “Nah,” the cheerful, 

gravelly “Cheers,” and the elastic, multi-purpose weight of “No 

worries”—a phrase capable of expressing absolute forgiveness or 

chilling, absolute dismissal depending on how hard the vowels hit 

the air.

For the residents of 69 Cowper Street, Parramatta, this 

undocumented social terrain becomes an endless landscape of 

comedy, confusion, and daily cultural forensics.



The house itself is a two-storey red-brick monolith, its driveway 

perpetually lined with commuter hatchbacks and its corrugated iron 

roof pinging and expanding under the scorching Western Sydney 

sun. Inside, the atmosphere is a relentless sensory collision. The air

is permanently saturated with the rich, heady aromas of whole 

mustard seeds crackling in hot mustard oil, bruised cardamom pods

steeped in rich Assam tea, and the sweet, lingering scent of jasmine

incense burning before the entryway shrine. That ancient domestic 

fragrance collides constantly with the outside world: the sharp smell

of freshly mown kikuyu lawn drifting from the council nature strip, 

the acrid bite of hot asphalt baking on Cowper Street, and the 

metallic tang of commuter rail tracks vibrating just a few blocks 

away.

At the center of this domestic whirlwind sits Chunmun Singh.

By day, Chunmun is a senior solution architect at Baba Bank in 

Redfern. He earns his living inside an immaculate world of 

enterprise software, logical microservices, deterministic algorithms, 

and rigid, documented system requirements. He understands 

systems where an input produces a verified, predictable output, and

where every rule is written down in Confluence or enforced by 

compiler errors. But the organic, living social system around him in 

Parramatta refuses to cooperate with logic. It runs on 

undocumented middleware—a chaotic, intuitive matrix of timing, 

instinct, territorial awareness, acoustic courtesy, and mutual 

tolerance.

The household at Cowper Street is made up of nine vibrant Desi 

couples, brought to life through the distinct voices, sharp wits, and 

fierce wills of nine women: Sumitri, Puju, Rashmi Bongi, Komal 

Gupta, Pallavi, Priya Sharma—universally dubbed Ms. 

Aussie—Priyanka, Khushboo, and Rohini.



Together, they form a collective that is exuberant, wildly 

argumentative, deeply affectionate, and constitutionally incapable of

agreeing on any single topic for more than ninety seconds. The 

hallway echoes from six in the morning until past midnight with the 

clatter of stainless steel pressure cookers whistling on the gas 

stoves, the ching-ching of glass bangles against kitchen granite, the

sharp trill of Hindi and English debates overlapping across the 

corridor, and the constant, rhythmic thud of sneakers crossing the 

timber floorboards.

When the household begins to run headfirst into the baffling, 

unspoken expectations that govern everyday life in Australia, they 

do not shrug them off. Instead, they do what any group of fiercely 

intelligent, stubborn people would do: they decide to systematically 

dissect them.

What follows is neither a patronizing etiquette guide nor an 

academic sociology paper. It is a live-fire domestic experiment.

For Sumitri, a crowded local bakery becomes an unexpected 

masterclass in recognizing that another human being’s claim to time

is equal to her own, regardless of physical proximity to the till.

For Puju, the heavy glass exit doors of the Parramatta City Library 

turn into an exercise in spatial mathematics, forcing her to measure

the delicate distance between generous courtesy and uncomfortable

obligation.

For Rashmi Bongi, whose voice can effortlessly fill an entire 

auditorium, a routine train journey on the Western Line 

demonstrates how an ordinary family phone call can inadvertently 

become an aggressive, non-consensual radio broadcast for an entire

carriage of exhausted commuters.



For Komal Gupta, a pair of battered, four-dollar stainless steel 

barbecue tongs at Parramatta Park transforms into a trial of 

patience, revealing that respecting someone else’s temporary 

responsibility often matters far more than proving you possess a 

superior technique.

For Pallavi, a single golden samosa resting cold on a dinner plate 

uncovers the profound difference between cold economic calculation

and the warm, enduring memory of social reciprocity.

For Priya Sharma, the self-appointed cultural translator, a missing 

wheelie bin on bin night illustrates the razor-thin line between 

helping a neighbour and interfering in their private life.

For Priyanka, an evening under the buzzing neon lights of a local 

pub demystifies the ritual of the “shout,” proving that true 

generosity dies the second somebody pulls out a ledger to balance 

the accounts.

For Khushboo, a bright towel laid down on the blazing white sands 

of the coast exposes the invisible, elastic geometry of personal 

space—a territory that must expand when the world is empty and 

compress when the crowd gathers.

And for Rohini, a chaotic, loud Saturday evening gathering inside 

their own cramped walls reveals the foundational architecture 

holding all the other lessons together: that shared space remains 

usable only when every occupant continuously asks whether their 

presence is stealing ease from someone else.

Chunmun observes these domestic skirmishes with the trained 

detachment of an engineer watching an unruly system slowly 

stabilize. At first glance, each crisis appears entirely isolated. A 

bakery queue seems to have nothing to do with a library door; a 



rattling train carriage appears wholly disconnected from a smoking 

barbecue grill; a pub round shares no obvious logic with a patch of 

beach sand.

Yet, as the ink dries on their hallway whiteboard, Chunmun sees the

elegant design pattern beneath the noise.

The exact same human protocol keeps executing.

Notice the person who arrived before you. Notice the person 

running to catch the closing door. Notice when your laughter has 

become someone else’s headache. Notice when someone is carrying

the weight of a task alone. Notice when a stranger has stepped 

aside to let you pass. Notice when someone has bought the round. 

Notice when your physical footprint is crowding someone off the 

path.

The nine rules written in squeaking dry-erase marker on the hallway

whiteboard are not nine separate administrative burdens. They are 

nine manifestations of a single, deeply civilized instinct: 

consideration.

In discovering these rhythms, the residents of 69 Cowper Street do 

not dilute their heritage. Their home remains an unapologetic 

sanctuary of rich spices, vibrant fabrics, loud laughter, and fiercely 

preserved Indian identity. They learn that belonging to a new 

landscape does not require self-erasure or robotic conformity. 

Belonging simply means learning how the street communicates.

A nod can defuse a confrontation. A low voice can offer peace to a 

stranger. A pair of untouched tongs can grant dignity to a cook. And

stepping back can make room for an entire neighborhood to 

breathe.



This is the story of nine couples, a whiteboard, and the unwritten 

laws of everyday life.

This is The Parramatta Social.

Chapter 1 — Sumitri and the Queue

By seven-thirty on a crisp Saturday morning, the kitchen at 69 

Cowper Street had already become a battlefield.

It was not a loud one. That would have been infinitely easier to 

navigate. Instead, the real war was being conducted through the 

subtle, sharp symphony of domestic tension: the aggressive clatter 

of ceramic mugs against the veined granite countertops, the high-

pitched hiss of a boiling kettle that was silenced a fraction of a 

second too late, and the occasional, tightly coiled Australian “No 

worries” that hung in the humid air, clearly meaning there were, in 

fact, an insurmountable number of worries.

The morning light in Parramatta was harsh and unforgiving, a 

brilliant, piercing gold that sliced through the slatted kitchen blinds, 

painting sharp zebra stripes across the terracotta tiles. In this 

striking light, Sumitri stood at the kitchen island. She was a vision 

of tightly wound frustration, her knuckles pale as she gripped a 

marigold-yellow teacup. The rich, earthy scent of roasting cumin 

and the sharp, floral bite of crushed cardamom pods fought a losing

battle against the sterile, metallic smell of the newly polished 

stainless-steel refrigerator.

She stared directly at Chunmun Singh.

Chunmun, a solution architect at Baba Bank in Redfern, had learned

long ago that the most dangerous meetings in his life were not the 



ones held with board-level executives in air-conditioned, glass-

walled boardrooms. They were the ones held before breakfast in a 

crowded Western Sydney house containing nine spirited Desi 

couples. He had survived brutal architecture reviews, catastrophic 

production outages, and executives saying things like, “Can we just 

make the cloud simpler?” while wearing impeccably tailored 

charcoal suits.

This, however, was worse.

“What exactly did you say about the bakery?” Sumitri asked, her 

voice dangerously quiet, slicing through the ambient hum of the 

refrigerator.

“I said,” Chunmun replied, carefully setting his own cup down so the

porcelain barely made a sound, “that there is a queue.”

“I know there is a queue. I have eyes. I can see the physical line of 

human beings standing on the pavement.”

“And you should join the end of it.”

“I know how queues work, Chunmun.”

“That is deeply reassuring,” he murmured, taking a sip of the dark, 

steaming tea. The liquid was scalding, biting his tongue, but he kept

his expression perfectly neutral.

Sumitri narrowed her dark eyes, the golden light catching the faint 

dusting of flour on her deep plum-colored tunic.

The problem had begun earlier that morning at the local Parramatta

bakery. She and her partner had walked down the bustling street to

buy fresh bread, hot samosas, and a tray of lamingtons for the 

house. The morning air had been brisk, carrying the faint, metallic 



scent of car exhaust from the Great Western Highway, mixed 

delightfully with the intoxicating, warm perfume of melting butter, 

caramelized sugar, and baked yeast that drifted from the bakery’s 

open doors.

Inside, the bakery was a cacophony of weekend chaos. The bright, 

buzzing fluorescent lights overhead cast a stark, white glow over 

the glass display cabinets, which were a riot of colors: the deep, 

rich chocolate brown of the lamingtons dusted with stark white 

coconut, the violently bright crimson of the strawberry tarts, and 

the golden, flaky crusts of the meat pies resting on heated steel 

racks. The espresso machine hissed and sputtered, a rhythmic 

chuka-chuka-chuka of grinding beans that laid a heavy baseline of 

sound beneath the chatter of a dozen waiting customers.

Sumitri had confidently stepped toward the gleaming white counter 

when a gap opened up, placing her hands on the cool glass, and 

asked the teenager behind the register whether she could order.

The cashier, wiping her hands on a flour-dusted black apron, had 

absent-mindedly waved Sumitri forward with a pair of silver tongs, 

completely ignoring the rest of the waiting customers.

She was just about to speak when a man standing several meters 

away in a faded, neon-orange high-vis work shirt cleared his throat 

loudly. She paused, realizing the invisible social pressure of the 

queue, and awkwardly stepped back to let him go first.

The man had looked up from his heavy, steel-toed boots, his 

weathered face registering genuine surprise. Then, a warm, easy 

smile had cracked across his features.

“Cheers,” he had said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble.


