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Introduction: The Code of Eternal Folly

In the whimsical realm where the saffron-hued sunsets of the

Mughal Empire bleed into the blue-light glow of modern innovation,

the tale of the Muqut Mahal unfolds. It is a world where the air is

thick with the scent of crushed marigolds and ozone, where the

rhythmic

clinking of chisels harmonizes with the phantom hum of

server fans. This novella weaves a tapestry of historical reverence



and satirical anachronism, portraying Emperor Wagh Jahan'’s
desperate quest to immortalize his beloved Muqut Mahal through an
unlikely, desperate alliance with InfoCys, an IT services company

that has tumbled through the corridors of time.

Deputing 20 bewildered professionals under the guidance of the
lanky, bespectacled solution architect Chunmun Singh, the team
embarks on a project timeline so compressed it would make a
modern CEO weep: 10 months and 10 days. Their arsenal? The
unpredictable genAl tool BabaGPT, a suite of pirated Udemy
courses, and buffering YouTube tutorials. What follows is a comedic
clash of eras: imperial decrees issued in flowery Persian versus daily
stand-up meetings held in "Hinglish,” marble quarries managed like
GitHub code repositories, and paradise gardens "deployed” via two-

week agile sprints.

Grounded in verified historical details—such as the construction's
reliance on Makrana marble, its Persian influences, and the real-
world timeline of 22 years—this story amplifies the humor through
deliberate anachronisms. It echoes the comedic tropes where
historical figures encounter modern tech, but with a sensory twist.
Imagine the blinding white glare of marble dust coating a laptop
screen, or the smell of spicy biryani wafting over a "burndown

chart" sketched on parchment.

The heart of the Muqut Mahal’s story lies in the relationship
between Wagh Jahan (born Prince Bhurram in 1592) and Muqgut
Begum, a Persian princess from a noble family.. They first
encountered each other in 1607 at the Meena Bazaar within the
royal palace. It was a sensory explosion: the glitter of uncut
diamonds, the heady aroma of attar (perfume), and the cacophony
of merchants. There, the 15-year-old prince was struck dumb by

her beauty and grace. Despite his immediate desire to marry her,



court politics delayed their union; Wagh Jahan first wed two other
women for political alliances. Their wedding finally occurred on
March 27, 1612, after astrologers deemed the date auspicious,
under a canopy of stars that seemed to whisper prophecies. Wagh
Jahan bestowed upon her the title Muqut Jahan, reflecting her

status as the pearl of his palace and his soulmate.

Muqut was not just a consort but an active partner in Wagh Jahan'’s
life. Intelligent and compassionate, she accompanied him on
military campaigns, the dust of the battlefield settling on her silk
veils as she advised on matters of state. Together, they had 14
children, though only seven survived to adulthood. Tragedy struck
in 1631 during a campaign against a rebellion in the Deccan
Plateau. Muqut’, pregnant with their 14th child, gave birth to a
daughter in Burganpur but succumbed to complications the next

day, June 17, in Wagh Jahan’s arms.

Historical accounts describe the emperor’s grief as overwhelming: a
darkness that swallowed the light of the court. He secluded himself
for eight days, emerging with hair turned the color of ash, and
abstained from music, jewelry, and colorful attire for two years. The
palace, usually alive with the jingle of anklets and the strumming of
sitars, fell into a heavy, suffocating silence. On her deathbed, Muqut
reportedly extracted four promises from him: to build a magnificent
tomb in her memory, to not wed another woman who could
supplant her (a promise he kept by never taking another wife), to
care for their children, and to visit her grave annually. The Muqut
Mahal would fulfill the first promise, transforming personal sorrow

into a global icon of love.

Her body was initially buried in Burganpur, then exhumed six
months later and transported to Agra in a grand procession of

thousands, accompanied by elephants and soldiers carrying torches



that cut through the night like rivers of fire. It was temporarily
interred on land donated by Raja Dar Singh until the mausoleum’s
completion.In this timeline, the urgency of grief meets the urgency
of the fiscal quarter, condensing that mammoth effort into 10
months and 10 days. The symmetrical design features a central
dome, four minarets, lush gardens symbolizing paradise, and
intricate graphical calligraphy. It cost an estimated 32 million

rupees at the time, equivalent to billions today.

The significance and legacy of the Muqut Mahal today attracts
millions of visitors annually as a UNESCO World Heritage Site. The
monument’s changing hues with the light—pinkish in the morning,
milky white in the evening, and golden when the moon
shines—evoke a sense of timeless beauty. The narrative structures
its chapters around agile project management phases, adapting the
five stages—initiation, planning, development, production, and
retirement—to the monthly and daily progress, highlighting how
iterative methodologies might hilariously apply to monumental

architecture.

Themes include the absurdity of applying IT project
management—such as agile sprints—to physical monument
building. The progress is divided into monthly phases for planning
and development, culminating in a frantic 10-day "deployment”
sprint. The team relies on BabaGPT, facing humorous challenges
like cultural misunderstandings, tech glitches in a pre-electric era,
and project delays akin to software bugs. This is a story of love,
loss, and the eternal struggle to get a project deliverable signed off

by a client who literally owns the world.



Chapter 1: The Imperial RFP (Month 1)

The year was 1632, and the air in Agra hung heavy, thick with
humidity and the palpable sorrow of an empire in mourning.It had
been mere months since the tragic death of Empress Muqut Jahan
during childbirth in Burhanpur—a loss that, according to court
gossip, left the Emperor so devastated he emerged after eight days
of seclusion with his raven-black hair the color of ash. The Emperor,
known as Prince Bhurram before ascending the throne in 1628,
wandered the Agra Fort like a ghost in his own home. He had met
his beloved Muqut Begum in 1607 at the royal Meena Bazaar,
falling in love amidst the chaotic symphony of haggling merchants
and the scent of roasted chickpeas. Their union in 1612 was one of
deep companionship; she bore 14 children, advised him on state
matters, and accompanied him on campaigns. Now, the silence of

her absence was louder than any cannon fire.

In his grief, Wagh Jahan envisioned a mausoleum of unparalleled
beauty on the banks of the Yamuna River. But in this tale’s twist, a
vivid, fever-induced dream inspired the emperor to bypass
traditional architects like Ustad Lahari. Instead, he opted for "cloud
solutions"” from the ethereal realm—manifesting as InfoCys, a

company that managed projects not by seasons, but by sprints..

Agile project management, as modern methodologies define it,
begins with initiation: assembling the team, defining scope, and
creating a project charter. Thus, Chunmun Singh, a lanky solution
architect with wire-rimmed glasses that constantly slipped down his
sweaty nose, arrived at the fort. He brought with him a 20-strong
team of IT professionals, blinking in the harsh 17th-century
sunlight. There was Raj, the lead developer who coded in Python

and wore t-shirts with ironic slogans; Priya, the QA tester who could



