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‘Shitr said Mr Sharma the moment he

oPcncd his eyes. q again Forgot to put the alarm last

nigl'it.’

Mr Sharma works in a bank. [Heis a

dependab!e emplogce whose work never fails to
imPrcss his suPeriors. Fcrhaps that’s the reason wlﬁg

his boss overlooks the fact that Mr Sharma rarelg

comes on time.

[He rubbed the slecp out of his eyes and hurried himself out of the bed.

‘UFH'IO,’ said his whcc, Pu”ing a blanket over }'\cr)cace, ‘toclag is Sundag, baba.
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Mrs Sharma was a housewife. Lcamir\g new recipes and inventing new ones was

the thing she loved the most about Eeing a housewife. Her onlg best friend, apart from the

countless relativcs, in the new citg was her neighbour, Mrs Shctty. Natura“g, they would

cxPlore and cook reciPcs togethcr. Not many knew that thcg had a YouTubc channel

where theg Posted the videos of their best recipes.



Thcy had one child, a daughter.

C]ur\jan was six. ln her school, she tried her
Tl
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best to sit with her friends. Put thcg were

b mwd

a” bogs and umcortunateiy none oF her
teachers Permittcd herto sitina bogs’

row. She loved Playing with them, dressing like them.

Hergranng was c]uick to bring this to the attention of Mr and Mrs 5harma, who

found nothing wrong in it



Granng was somewhere in her seventies.
51’16 would sitin the rocking chair of her late
husbancl, trging to decode the dream she had been

getting since her husband had died. Hc would
appear in her dream and say, Jm fine, | ata. |'m Pcnccctlg fine here.” At first, these dreams
brouglﬁt smile to her face. 5!’16 was happg that he was in heaven. But then she noticed

that her husband was sweating Profzuseb while saying those words. ‘W!’\g?’



T his Sunday, so far, things had happenedjust like any other Sunday in the
Sharma household. Mr Sharma was having his breakfast with his daughter. [lis mother
hacUust stepped out of the house for her morning walk. [ is wife, Mrs Sharma was in the
kitchen, cooking while thinking of an interesting title :
for her new video. Soon their door bell would ring
and an A2/ courier boy would deliver a parcel from
an unnamed person to them. T his parcel would turn

their life uPsic{c down.




DING DONG!



Mrs Sharma approached the door, thinking
that it would be Mrs Shetty. She opened the
door. T o her surprise, it was...it was Mrs Shetty!
She needed some sugar and Mrs Sharma was

more than happg to help.

Meanwl‘u’]c, on the dinner tab]e, C]urjan
said to herFather, ‘Granng says ] should pray to
(God if | amin any dangcr.’

[His father said, ‘Ask her hcgou are in danger because of (God, then whom you
should Prag?’



(Granny was looking at the descending
numbers on the floor designator of the B-wing’s lift.
(7 ~ 6 = 5) She had come all the way from the A-wing
in order to wait for the lady with whom she went for her
morning walk. (4 = » — 2) She was sure that this time it
would be her. (1 = (5) She began to smile. T he door
opened. She stopped short of smiling. An A2/
courier boy stepped out of .WHAT!

Shit!

Shit-Shit-Shit! ['ve been ’cc”ing you the story of a different Mr and Mrs Sharma.
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