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Introduction: The Sacred and the Silent

In the sacred heart of Vrindavan, where the boundaries between 

the earthly and the divine are said to be as thin as a translucent 

veil, the air itself seems to hum with ancient memory . It is a place 

where the legends of Lord Krishna are not merely stories of the past

but a living, breathing present, dancing eternally with the vibrant 

plumage of peacocks in the dust of the Braj region . This is a land of

sensory contradictions, where the ethereal glow of 

devotion—manifested in the flickering of millions of ghee 

lamps—clashes violently with the encroaching grey smog of 



industrial reality. It is here that a tale of profound loss, scientific 

discovery, and spiritual renewal begins to unfold .

"Wings over Vrindavan" is not just a story of birds; it is a chronicle 

of a broken man, Dr. Arvind Singh . A renowned ornithologist, 

Arvind is a man whose life has been hollowed out by grief, leaving 

him a shell of empirical data and cynicism. His scientific pursuit of 

mysterious peacock deaths brings him to this holy town, a place he 

views with skepticism, only to have his rigid world collide with the 

mystical realm of Vibha Jha . Vibha is a temple artist, a woman who

sees the divine in the dust and whose hands are stained with the 

colors of faith.

The story is set against a backdrop of sensory overload. The cloying

sweetness of temple incense battles the acrid, chemical bite of 

Yamuna pollution . The vibrant chaos of festivals like Holi masks the

silent, creeping death of the ecosystem. The novella weaves real, 

documented environmental concerns—such as the poisoning of 

wildlife and the fragmentation of critical habitats—with the 

mythological wonder that permeates every stone and tree of 

Vrindavan .

As Arvind grapples with his investigation, he is haunted by visions 

of a blue deity—hallucinations born of exhaustion, or perhaps 

something more . He finds himself racing against time to save the 

last "celestial" peacocks, a breed of bird that seems to bridge the 

gap between biological reality and mythological legend . To 

succeed, he must do the one thing his scientific training forbids: he 

must bridge his reliance on cold, hard data with a desperate leap of 

faith . Ultimately, in the timeless embrace of Vrindavan, amidst the 

chanting devotees and the dying river, he finds a path to healing 

and a renewed sense of purpose .



The themes of this narrative are woven into the very fabric of the 

setting. It explores the clash and eventual merger of Science vs. 

Spirituality, as Arvind’s rational investigations meet Vibha’s intuitive

connections to bird lore . It highlights Environmental Urgency, 

drawing inspiration from actual threats like the sewage pouring into 

the Yamuna and the toxic runoff from factories, emphasizing the 

critical need for conservation . And finally, it is a story of 

Redemption and Harmony, where personal grief is transformed into 

communal action, symbolizing the restoration of balance in a rapidly

changing world .

Chapter 1: Arrival in the Sacred Dust

The train screeched to a halt at Mathura Junction, the metal 

grinding against metal in a sonic assault that mirrored the turmoil in

Dr. Arvind Singh’s mind. As the doors hissed open, he stepped onto 

the platform and was immediately enveloped by the sensory chaos 

of the Braj region . The air here was not just an atmosphere; it was 

a physical weight, thick with a complex, suffocating tapestry of 

scents. The cloying, sweet fragrance of sandalwood incense drifted 

from nearby shrines, warring with the sharp, oily reek of diesel 

fumes belched out by waiting locomotives . It was early December, 

and the winter haze hung low and heavy over the landscape, a 

spectral blanket that muted the vibrant greens of the countryside 

into a somber, ghostly grey .

At 45 years old, Arvind moved with the mechanical, efficient 

precision of a man who had forgotten how to feel joy . He was a 

renowned ornithologist from Delhi University, a man whose name 

was respected in academic circles and cited in journals. Yet, his 

once-sharp eyes, which had spent decades tracking the flight paths 

of migratory birds, now carried the heavy, dull weight of personal 

loss . Two years prior, his world had collapsed. His wife, Meera, the 



woman who had taught him to look at birds not just as specimens 

but as miracles of evolution, had succumbed to a rare and 

aggressive illness . Her death had left him adrift in a dark, turbulent

sea of grief and cynicism, a man unmoored from the emotional 

anchors of his life .

Science, the god he had served faithfully for decades, had failed 

him in his hour of greatest need . The diagnostic tests, the 

experimental treatments, the sterile hospital rooms—all had proven 

futile against the ravages of her disease. And yet, ironically, he now

clung to science like a drowning man clutching a lifeline . It was the 

only language he had left, the only way to impose order on a 

universe that seemed cruel and chaotic.

His assignment in Vrindavan was strictly professional, devoid of any

spiritual intent . He held no interest in the rhythmic chiming of the 

town’s famed temple bells or the fervent, tearful prayers of the 

millions of pilgrims who flocked here. He was here for the birds, and

the birds alone. Reports of mass peacock deaths had been flagged 

by the Wildlife Institute of India, drawing him into this cacophony of

faith and filth .

Peacocks, India’s national bird, held a unique status in Vrindavan. 

They were not merely wildlife; they were revered as sacred entities,

tied inextricably to the legends of Lord Krishna . It was said that the

Lord himself had danced with them in the ancient, untouched 

forests of the past, their feathers adorning his crown as a symbol of

divine grace . But modernity had encroached upon this sacred 

dance with brutal indifference. Habitat loss from rampant 

urbanization, the relentless pollution spewing from the Yamuna 

River, and sporadic, tragic poisoning incidents were decimating the 

population .



As Arvind navigated the crowded platform, he recalled the cold, 

hard facts of a previous case that haunted him. Thirteen peacocks 

had been found dead near the Garud Govind Temple, their bodies 

scattered like fallen leaves . Post-mortems had confirmed the 

worst: they had died from consuming poison-laced grain, a 

deliberate act of cruelty or perhaps a negligent byproduct of 

agricultural defense . The image of their twisted necks and dulled 

feathers was burned into his memory.

Carrying his field kit—a battered backpack filled with binoculars, 

water testing vials, and meticulous notebooks—Arvind exited the 

station and hired a rickshaw for the 15-kilometer journey to 

Vrindavan . The ride was a jarring transition from the industrial 

noise of the junction to the rural decay of the outskirts. The road 

wound past fields dotted with stray cows chewing on plastic and 

troops of monkeys watching with calculating eyes . But what struck 

Arvind most was the landscape itself. The once-dense forests of 

Belvan, legendary in the texts Meera used to read, had shrunk to 

pathetic, fragmented patches . The green canopy was broken by the

jagged, grey concrete of new construction projects, scars on the 

land that spoke of "development" at the cost of the divine.

Locals at a tea stall where the rickshaw paused for water whispered 

of a different cause. "The peacocks are dying because the Lord is 

angry," an elderly vendor murmured, his voice cracking like dry 

leaves as he handed Arvind a clay cup of tea . "Corruption in town 

planning, factories dumping waste... they are turning the sacred 

land toxic. Krishna has abandoned us."

Arvind took a sip of the tea, the cardamom masking the metallic 

taste of the water, and scoffed inwardly . He dealt in data, not 

deities. He believed in toxicity reports, in LD50 values, in habitat 


