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Chapter 1: Unseen Chains

For nine agonizing years, Chunmun Singh has been battered,

broken, and betrayed! Every step forward has been met with a

crushing blow, every hope extinguished before it could truly ignite.

His spirit has been a battlefield, constantly losing ground, leaving

him to question why he is so utterly powerless to change his fate.



His own tiny rebellion began with the cold, insistent blue light of his

phone screen in the suffocating dark of his room, the only sound

the faint, almost imperceptible hum of its operation. He typed

furiously, his fingers tapping a rhythmic, desperate beat, about the

Aadhaar "Ghosts," people starved because a glitch in a server had

erased their existence. For his digital dissent against the ghosts in

the corporate machine, the system turned him into one. The

familiar, reassuring click of his gas stove became silent. The rough,

familiar texture of his ration card became useless plastic, smooth

and unresponsive in his hands. His PAN card, a dead-end, a crisp,

official document now signifying nothing. The vibrant, chaotic colors

of his life were fading to a monochrome grey, as if a filter had been

placed over his perception, muting every hue.

But now, the fog of despair has lifted! The searing truth has been

revealed, answering not just his personal torment, but the

agonizing question that plagues us all:

Why, when we, the taxpayers, bleed ourselves dry to fund the very

salaries of ministers, MPs, MLAs, police, judges, and bureaucrats,

are we then forced to grovel and pay bribes? Why are we

relentlessly harassed by the income tax and GST departments, our

hard-earned money snatched away? Why are we, the very people

keeping this nation afloat, forced to cough up a crippling 18% GST

on something as fundamental as health insurance?!

The answer, in its brutal simplicity, cuts like a knife: We are not

united! We are fragmented, isolated, and utterly powerless in the

face of this systemic extortion.

But no more! Every grasping hand that dares to demand a bribe,

every corrupt finger reaching into our pockets, MUST BE BROKEN!



Every policymaker who crafts laws to fatten the wallets of crony

corporations – those leeches like the "chaddichandan gang" – at our

expense, must be FIRED without a single rupee of pension!

Every bureaucrat who conjures up insidious notifications designed

to squeeze more blood from the stone that is the taxpayer, must be

FIRED without pension!

Just six months. Give us just six months of this unwavering resolve,

this righteous fury, and this grotesque extortion of taxpayers, this

vile subversion of our very Constitution, will be crushed forever in

India! Jai Hind!

But who will ignite this inferno of change? Who will stand up against

this oppression? The answer thunders back, resonating in the heart

of every single one of us: We, the taxpayers! We desperately need

a Mangal Pandey from our ranks, a beacon of defiance, to reignite

the smoldering embers of revolution into an uncontrollable blaze!

Chapter 2: The Ghost's Lament

The government office was a mausoleum of bureaucracy, its high,

stained walls painted with the faded promises of a better India,

their original pastel colors long bleached to a dingy off-white under

the dim, yellowish light filtering through grimy windows. The air

hung heavy and still with the scent of damp, decaying paper and

stale sweat, the ancient ceiling fans creaking lazily overhead,

stirring the oppressive quiet rather than dispelling it. Chunmun

stood in a serpentine queue, the muted murmurs of frustrated

citizens and the occasional sharp cough the only sounds. His ration

card and PAN card were clutched tightly in his hand—once symbols

of identity, now useless scraps. The clerk, a man with a face as



blank and unreadable as the forms he shuffled with a soft, scratchy

sound, barely looked up as Chunmun slid his documents across the

counter.

"Your records don’t exist," the clerk muttered, his voice a monotone

drone, as flat and unfeeling as the table surface.

"There’s a mistake," Chunmun replied, his throat tight, his voice a

strained whisper. "I’ve been paying taxes for years."

The clerk shrugged, a gesture as lifeless as the flickering fluorescent

lights above them that hummed with a low, incessant buzz.

"System says you’re not here. Next."

The dismissal was a blade to his gut, a sudden, cold emptiness. He

stepped out into Bangalore’s humid chaos, the harsh glare of the

midday sun momentarily blinding him. The diesel fumes and sweet

jasmine scent, once distinct, now blended into a single, bitter,

almost metallic haze that seemed to cling to his skin. He was a

ghost now, erased by a faceless machine. The streets pulsed with

life—vendors shouting their wares in a cacophony of voices, horns

blaring a rhythmic, angry symphony, the vibrant blur of saris and

rickshaws—but he felt detached, a shadow among the living, the

vivid colors seeming to shimmer and recede.

At a roadside tea stall, the rich, spicy aroma of cardamom chai

offered fleeting comfort, a warm, inviting cloud. There, he met Raju,

a wiry man with sunken eyes, another "ghost" of the Aadhaar

system. Over chipped cups, their rims rough against their lips, Raju

spoke of his children going hungry, their ration cards rejected by

the same unseen glitch. The faint clatter of saucers and the quiet

hiss of the boiling milk were the backdrop to their shared despair.

"We’re invisible," Raju said, his voice a rasp, barely audible above

the street noise. "But we could make noise."



Chunmun nodded, a flicker of defiance igniting within him, a tiny

spark in the dull grey of his despair. They drafted petitions, their

ink-stained fingers trembling with purpose, the crisp sound of new

paper a stark contrast to the old, damp documents of the

government office. They submitted them to faceless officials, their

hopes a fragile, whispered prayer. Days later, a response came—a

form letter, its words as empty as the promises it echoed, rustling

faintly as he opened it, smelling faintly of cheap, mass-produced ink.

The system didn’t falter; it thrived on their erasure. As the sun

dipped below the horizon, casting the city in a deepening saffron

glow and lengthening shadows, Chunmun realized the fight was a

mirage. The ghosts could scream, but the living would never hear,

their cries absorbed by the city's indifferent hum.

Chapter 3: The Corporate Fortress

The InfoCys campus was an oasis of artificial order, ringed by

perfectly manicured green lawns that seemed unnaturally bright

under the harsh Indian sun. The air inside was cold and recycled,

carrying the faint, sterile scent of industrial cleaning fluid and a

subtle hint of ozone from the thousands of humming machines.

Under the relentless, buzzing glare of fluorescent lights that cast a

stark, shadowless illumination, rows of grey cubicles stretched into

a monotonous infinity, each a small, beige box. Here, Vineeta Nair

reigned. She moved through the office like a phantom, her presence

announced only by the sharp, clean scent of expensive perfume that

lingered faintly in her wake and the crisp, precise click-clack of her

heels on the polished linoleum floor, echoing slightly in the vast,

quiet space.

She disliked the noise of his social media posts. They were a

discordant note in her symphony of corporate silence, disrupting the

controlled hum of productivity and the soft murmur of hushed



conversations. When the email for his Australia project arrived, a

splash of vibrant, promising color on his dull, grey routine, she

simply deleted his access. The screen blinked, a sudden, stark

blackness, his ID suddenly invalid. No reason was given. The silence

was the message, cold and absolute, replacing the gentle hum of

his computer with a chilling emptiness.

Chunmun chose to walk out, past the blindingly bright green of the

manicured lawns and into the humid, chaotic blast of the city. The

sudden heat and the cacophony of street sounds were almost

overwhelming after the controlled silence of the office. But the

fortress wasn't done. They held his experience certificate hostage.

The paper, his key to the future, was locked away in a filing cabinet,

in a cold room, somewhere deep within the building he could no

longer enter. He imagined the musty smell of old paper, the faint

metallic tang of the steel cabinet, the deep quiet of that locked

space.

He fought back, his weapon a series of emails that traveled from his

dim, dust-filled room to the bright, sterile, imposing offices of the

Prime Minister, imagining the grand, echoing silence of such a

powerful place. A response came, a surprising, crisp sound of an

incoming mail notification, and then a call from the labor

commissioner, his voice a surprising note of reason in the

bureaucratic static, clear and firm over the phone line. Under the

threat of official action, InfoCys relented. The certificate arrived in a

stiff, brown envelope, rustling faintly as he opened it. The paper felt

thick and important in his hands, sterile white, but it was cold,

lifeless. The victory was tasteless, like chewing on ash. InfoCys had

found a quieter, more insidious punishment: a wall of deafening

silence whenever a background check was requested, a void of

sound that spoke volumes.
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