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Introduction: The Arrival at the Edge of Antiquity

In the shimmering, fractured golden-hour interstice  suspended 

between fading antiquity and sprawling, concrete suburbia, a 

profound metaphysical rupture occurs. Here, where the dry, salt-

tinged, olive-laden breezes of ancient Attica whisper like ghosts 

across the purple, jacaranda-veiled rooftops of Parramatta, 

Socrates emerges. He does not manifest as a cold, unfeeling marble

statue locked in a museum, nor as a faded, silent shade wandering 

the bleak underworld, but rather as a breathing, sweating, 

bewildered paradox reborn into the blistering Australian sun. Time, 

playing the role of the ultimate, unforgiving ironist, has plucked him

from the bitter, metallic, paralyzing shadow of the hemlock and set 



him down, bewildered and barefoot, amid the fragrant, deafening, 

beautiful chaos of Western Sydney. It is a vibrant, unforgiving place

where the sharp, peppery sizzle of frying curry leaves dances wildly 

in the thick, humid air, mingling intimately with the medicinal, 

cooling, ancient scent of crushed eucalyptus. Here, the silver trains 

of the T1 line hum and rattle incessantly toward Granville like 

distant, iron choruses of a new, mechanical age, while the 

Parramatta River’s dark, slow, ancient pulse beats silently beneath 

a suffocating layer of gray concrete and the vibrant, desperate 

dreams of a thousand restless immigrants. 

His arrival carries the heavy, disorienting weight of a grand exile, a 

dislocation that echoes the vast, fourteen-year wanderings of the 

Ramayana, yet is set against a modern, suburban backdrop that 

holds all the chaotic, tangled moral complexities of the 

Mahabharata. He finds his ultimate grounding at a specific 

coordinate in this bewildering new world: the address 69 Cowper 

Street. It is a modest, peeling, sun-faded number winking 

knowingly under the warm, amber glow of a moth-eaten porch 

light, serving as a beacon of mortal mischief and earthly, 

undeniable delight. It is at this growing haven that the 

wandering philosopher eventually gathers not a single, sharp-

tongued Xanthippe to torment his days, but rather a sprawling 

household of nine luminous, powerful desi souls. Each woman is a 

singular, blazing flame, kindled from the vast, spice-scented, 

ancient hearth of India’s sprawling diaspora. They are Sumitri, Puju,

Rashmi Bongi, Komal Gupta, Pallavi, Priya Sharma (the 

irrepressible, loudly laughing Ms. Aussie), Priyanka, Khushboo, and 

Rohini. They are nine distinct, complex harmonies whose 

overlapping voices, the rhythmic chiming of their glass bangles, and

their ringing, echoing laughter braid into a living, breathing, chaotic 

symposium. It is a sprawling, crowded home where the high, 



rigorous, unyielding dialectic is forced to meet the rich, earthy, 

comforting aroma of simmering dal, and where the loftiest 

examined life must unfold daily amid the dusty, flour-covered 

warmth of toasted roti and the sudden, brilliant, blinding flashes of 

everyday revelation. 

This sprawling narrative is no mere farce of historical 

transplantation, nor is it a simple, comedic fish-out-of-water tale; it 

is a profound, colorful, layered meditation on love’s infinite, 

terrifying adaptability. Each movement of this tale, fiercely 

dedicated to one specific beloved, unfolds with the hypnotic, 

mathematically precise rhythm of a complex Hindustani raga that 

absolutely refuses repetition. Through these deliberate chapters, 

the reader’s spirit journeys through quiet, sun-dappled domestic 

weaving and rebellious, toxic-smelling neon-lit fire, through the 

cold, ruthless shadows of legal strategy and the wet, green, life-

affirming scent of verdant, muddy growth. The journey crosses the 

noisy, sizzling bridging of culinary worlds in the narrow kitchens, 

flickers under the blue light of desperate cinematic dreaming, 

breathes into mystic, incense-clouded bodily ecstasy, and ultimately

settles into dusty, meticulous archival eternity. 

Beneath the surface comedy of an ancient, barefoot, bearded sage 

awkwardly navigating the dizzying, emotional logistics of modern 

polyamory, a far deeper, infinitely heavier inquiry pulses: Can true, 

fundamental wisdom actually multiply in multiplicity? Can the 

eternal, unyielding forms of truth find a warm, crackling, chaotic 

hearth in the mundane reality of the everyday?. In these dense, 

beautifully structured pages, Socrates is forced to learn what the 

sun-baked, dust-choked, male-dominated agora of Athens never 

fully taught him: that the absolute highest truth may be shared, 

beautifully and disastrously messy, loud and joyous, and profoundly



human. Written in the absolute spirit of the highest literary 

reverence, crafted by a poet's meticulous hand where lofty 

philosophy kisses the bare skin, and where roaring, unpretentious 

humour firmly tempers the heaviest profundity, this grand tale 

serves as an open invitation. It invites you into a brightly lit, 

crowded household where nine magnificent women and one 

immortal, confused mind slowly discover that a shared, examined 

home is the absolute truest philosophy of all. 

Chapter 1: Sumitri – The Weaver of Quiet Wisdom

Sumitri moved through the jarring, concrete world of Western 

Sydney with the fluid, undeniable grace of a heavy silk sari draped 

over ancient, weather-beaten marble. She was the definitive 

anchor, the very first of the nine to welcome the displaced Socrates 

into the chaotic, sprawling fold at the winking, sun-faded address of

69 Cowper Street. Her dark eyes were a profound, unsettling study 

in contradictions; they held the ancient, silt-rich, meandering depth 

of the Ganges, yet simultaneously reflected the sharp, unforgiving, 

practical shine of suburban Sydney under the brutal midday sun. By

vocation, she was a schoolteacher, a profession that suited her 

innate temperament perfectly. Her true domain, however, was not 

merely the rigid, rote arithmetic of the suffocating classroom, but 

rather the profound, echoing geometry of human patience. In the 

nascent, early days of their impossible life together, the house did 

not wake to the blare of alarms but to a quiet, deliberate symphony

of dawn rituals. The shadowed hallway echoed with the soft, 

metallic clink of her glass bangles—a rhythmic, almost hypnotic 

chiming that accompanied the sharp, sudden hiss of gas igniting on 

the kitchen stove. She prepared chai in the indigo twilight of 

morning, a time when the world was still, and the air quickly grew 

impossibly thick and sweet with the intoxicating, woody aroma of 



freshly bruised cardamom. As the milk frothed and rose, bubbling 

over the brim of the dented aluminum pot in a fragrant, blindingly 

white cascade, she infused the dark, curling tea leaves with pointed 

questions that mirrored the Socratic method, testing the old 

philosopher’s rigid logic before the sun had even breached the 

horizon. 

One particularly oppressive, humid evening, when the air felt as 

thick as syrup and hummed with the relentless, vibrating ode of 

cicadas stationed right outside the louvred windows, Sumitri 

confronted the wandering philosopher. The ambient, flickering 

streetlights cast long, amber shadows across the cracked linoleum, 

bathing her in a golden, cinematic glow. Socrates had developed a 

persistent, impractical habit of wandering Parramatta Park, his bare

feet stepping against the dry, eucalyptus-scented gravel in a lofty 

search for ephemeral “truth,” while the mundane, absolute reality of

unbought groceries languished on the counter. “Tell me, my 

wandering husband,” she said, her voice a silken, low-timbred 

thread that cut cleanly through the deafening insect chorus, “if 

knowledge is the highest good, why does the fridge stand empty of 

milk?”. Socrates, perched precariously on a wobbly wooden kitchen 

stool like a latter-day Diogenes, simply smiled, his ancient eyes 

crinkling in the dim, yellow light. “Because, dear Sumitri, the 

unexamined shopping list is not worth buying,” he replied, the deep,

rumble of his laughter vibrating against the tiled splashback.

Their story did not rely on grand, echoing public debates; instead, it

unfolded slowly, eschewing the roaring agora for the quiet, 

repetitive domestic rituals. The cramped kitchen became their true 

arena of thought. She taught him the tactile, grounding art of roti-

making, the air dusting everything—his beard, her hair, the 

countertops—in a fine, powdery haze of white flour. Her warm, 


