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An Apology To Begin With 
 

You bought the book, didn’t you? I pity you.  

At the outset, I’d like to apologize for the contents of this book. This isn’t your average blog-turned-into-book 
book. This book is rife with the most unspeakable forms of humor known to man. There is excessive swearing 
throughout these pages – very colorful, if I say so myself – and there is an abundance of toilet humor. Yes, I am 
ashamed to say that I have written things that make me come across as a narcissistic, chauvinist pig who’s 
constantly farting.  

I sincerely apologize. I live and let love. Most parts of this book were written long ago, when I was still a young 
idiot, trying, like so many others, to find my place in the great circus of life. I have grown up now (to an extent) and 
I no longer consider my views worthy of an audience. In fact, I’d strongly urge you to use this book as a door-
stopper or to balance your lopsided tables. The reason I call this book a must-have in a toilet is for emergencies, 
when you run out of toilet paper.  

I deserve punishment for the things I’ve written over the years. I am truly repentant and I hope the collective 
curses of everyone who reads this book is a start. I have created email IDs for all your feedback, which I have 
categorized as thus: 

1. Death Threats can be sent to deaththreats@mirrorcracked.com 
2. Curses can be sent to curses@mirrorcracked.com, and lastly, 
3. Suicide Tips can be sent to killyourself@mirrorcracked.com 

I am not kidding. These email IDs exist. Please make use of them, as I’m sure you’ll feel the need to write to me 
once you’ve read the book. 

This book is not for people who are under 18 years of age. This has to be strictly enforced.  

This book contains some of the more colorful posts that I’ve written over the years on my blog – MirrorCracked.  

If you haven’t heard of it, then you are lucky. The blog was started in early 2008 and, either due to the nature of 
the articles or the nature of the people who read these articles, the blog became moderately famous for a very 
short time. I foolishly thought I’d reached the pinnacle of my glory and stopped writing. The ignominy of my 
blog’s downfall taught me a very valuable lesson – two, in fact. Firstly, I learned to wear pants at all times. 
Secondly, I swore to never take things for granted. I had written unspeakable crap for five whole years and all the 
people who used to read it and laugh at it (or at me) grew up and moved on. I was left holding my metaphorical 
balls in my hand. I was humbled and I crept into a little hole under a rock and stayed there for the next three years.  

The decision to publish this book was borne out of an idea that came to me when I was on the pot. I shit you not. I 
sat there wondering about the idea until my butt cheeks ran cold and shivered. I started reading the blog from the 
beginning and after a whole week of walking around in shame and hiding my head under a paper bag, I decided 
that it was time to re-inflict this disease upon the world.  

This is my repentance. I need to be flogged in public and thrown in jail for the things I’ve written.  
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About The Posts 
 

If you are smart enough, you’ll notice that there are very subtle yet distinct changes in the writing style as you go 
through the book. I’ve intentionally arranged the posts in this book in an order that will make you love me first, 
then raise your eyebrows, then frown a little and finally, hate me with a vehemence.  

Most of these were written between 2008 and 2012, and if you come across a reference that seems anachronistic, 
I apologize. I urge you to bear with me and continue.  

If you aren’t familiar with India, its people, its history, its current affairs and its politics, then, first of all, I envy you. 
Secondly, I have tried to insert little footnotes wherever possible to make sure some references aren’t lost on you.  

I love you, and I’d hate to see you get confused when I’m spectacularly butt-fucking Bollywood.  

There is no central theme to these posts – all of them are randomly written, about random things that randomly 
exist by themselves. I’ve tried to group similar posts together for ease of comprehension and to provide a 
semblance of continuity because I’m a good guy. 

According to me, the best way to get through this book is to read one article per poop session. I’ve found it to be 
an exceedingly useful way, because you can wash your hands after the deed (reading) and it also gives you an 
opportunity to throw it in the trash if you don’t like it.  
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#1: Thanks For All The Spit 
 

There comes a time in every guy’s quotidian life when he questions himself thus: 

1. Who am I? 
2. What am I supposed to be doing? AND, 
3. Where are my pants? 
 

I did this yesterday and realized that I could answer two-thirds of the above questionnaire and felt very happy 
about myself. Just because I am in a good mood, I will share my responses with you. 

Who am I?  

A mildly confused, over-ambitious, relatively ignorant (I ignore my relatives), slightly overweight, extremely 
shortsighted, creatively challenged, socially active, coffee-guzzling, beer-loving, nicotine-abusing, technologically 
superior Neanderthal, working in an advertising agency. I wear worn-out clothes to work. My clients like me and 
the media is noncommittal, but I’m sure they like me too. I care deeply for a few people and for a few people, my 
care runs shallow. 

What am I supposed to be doing? 

Apparently, I am supposed to be working hard, trying to pretend that I know what I am doing. I accomplish this 
task with a positive nonchalance.  I am supposed to be wrapping up the day’s work early, today being a Friday. I 
am supposed to be thinking of newer pick-up lines for the sweet girl who thinks I am being serious when I say I like 
her a lot. 

Where are my pants? 

I have no idea. Someone stole my pair of jeans yesterday, when they had been hung out to dry. The only reason I 
had washed them in the first place was because someone spit on them. Yup, you read it right. Someone fucking 
spit on them.  

Sleep-deprived and stuck in traffic at 8.00 in the morning on my way to work, I was wondering how a day could 
begin any worse. Just when the thought crossed my mind, I heard a man cough, clear his nose noisily, take a deep 
snort and spit out a major blob of sputum. It so happened that this environmentally-conscious citizen was sitting 
at a window seat of a crowded bus and that window just happened to be right where I was standing. The blob of 
sputum landed on my left leg, just above the ankle and splashed its thick drops of goo all over my shoes, forcing 
me to lose my temper, scream at that guy, show him the finger and call him a ‘fuck-headed fucker.’ 

I returned home, put the pants in the washer, changed my shoes and came to work late. I went back home at 
night to discover that someone had stolen the pair of pants. I pity whoever stole them. 

Thanks for all the spit, you fuck-headed fucker. 
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#2: Thirty & Me 
 

At precisely 42 seconds past 5.30 this evening (on Aug 20, 2014) the Earth will complete its thirtieth revolution 
around the Sun with me on it. I have spent the past four hours reading about what it means to people when they 
exit their twenties. 

Turning thirty is supposed to be a big deal, an achievement of sorts, having survived tsunamis, earthquakes, riots, 
murderers, diseases, ninja assassins and of course, traffic. It is also supposed to signify the fact that I’ve officially 
grown up and cannot rely on my youthful ignorance as an excuse when I screw up. I am supposed to be 
responsible, financially and emotionally stable, be able to hold down a job for more than three months and not 
throw boogers at passersby. I am not supposed to scratch my balls in public and have random fits of paranoia 
causing me to run down the road naked, dodging invisible aliens. I am supposed to be mature enough to realize 
the difference between right and wrong, morals and immorality, black, white and grey, and most importantly, 
coffee and tea. 

I am supposed to start leading a healthier lifestyle – no more smoking, no more drinking binges and definitely no 
more weed. I am supposed to drink lots of water and work out regularly to ensure that my first heart attack 
happens only three decades from now. 

I am supposed to be a strong pillar of support for my parents, be able to provide a good quality of life for my wife 
and be a responsible role model for my younger brother. I am supposed to be mentally strong to deal with the real 
world and I am not supposed to get depressed with the fact that I am growing old and am one year closer to 
death. 

When I look back on the things I’ve done during the past three decades, I am surprised at the level of ignorance, 
insensitivity and intolerable cruelty that I have exhibited at times. I am also surprised at some of the intelligent 
decisions I’ve taken, something I was not sure I was capable of. 

I’ve alienated people, I’ve infuriated those who love me and I’ve driven others to murderous rage. I can think of 
people who would put a bullet through me right now given the chance. I can think of people who would walk past 
me on the street and pretend to not recognize me. I can think of people who would smile at me and stab me in the 
back with the metaphorical knife when I turn around. But I can also think of people who would love me 
unconditionally and take me in as a part of their family. I can think of hundreds of people who would still 
acknowledge my existence without any animosity. 

In a world filled with hate and anger, where people are being slaughtered each minute, the fact that one 
insignificant boy in Bangalore has grown up and turned thirty should not make a difference. But when I look at the 
journey I’ve been through to get here, I am overwhelmed. I am moved to tears at the kind of experiences I’ve had 
– the good, the bad and the ugly ones. 

We all have fantastic experiences in our lives every day. Each moment of joy we experience means so much to us 
and it’s hard to imagine hordes of such people being killed. Millions of dreams and hopes being crushed every 
single minute by people pursuing theirs. I ask myself if it’s all worth it. Is it worth having a really ‘happy’ birthday 
when there is so much grief all around us? Or maybe, these tiny sparks of happiness keep the world turning. 

We are all allowed meaningless rants straight from the heart, once a year. Today is my turn. As I see the clock inch 
closer and closer to the hallowed hour, I am filled with a little hope about hope. 
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#7: How I Met Your Mother 
 

The year 2030: Kids, have I ever told you the story of how I met your mother? No? Well, sit down, shut up and 
listen. No, you can’t go and pee now. This story’s important. Listen up. 

The year 2010: There I was, sitting in the small, cubbyhole office, trying to be something I’m not, and all of a 
sudden, a wave of sleepiness forced itself on me. I don’t think it was the heavy breakfast or the fact that I had slept 
for just a few hours last night, but I think it was a realization that I was twenty-six years old and I didn’t have any 
discernible achievements to talk about. True,  I had written a couple of books, and true, I had done a bit of 
traveling and dabbled with a lot of  jobs, but I was twenty-six, single and stranded without any life goals to look 
forward to.  

Monday, the 28th of June was an eye-opener for me. 

She walked into my life with a sweet little smile and a lot of hope. I walked into hers with an upset tummy and lack 
of sleep. We clicked instantly. It was a day I can never forget. 

Now that I think about it, I’m sure it was the heavy breakfast, because as she walked into the room with a handful 
of papers for me to sign, I burped loudly, causing her to shriek and throw me a look that seemed to say, “Ugh! 
Disgusting.” She followed up that look with the words, “Ugh! Disgusting!” 

I apologized and got down to talking to her about the day’s work. I told her what needed to be done and I told her 
that I’d be leaving the organization soon. She looked shocked. Maybe at the ease with which I had slipped that 
last news in. 

“Are you fucking kidding me? You can’t leave! Who’s going to do your work!?” she demanded. 

I shrugged and said, “I’m sure you’ll manage better than I can. Or they’ll find someone to replace me. Either way, 
I’m outta here. All the best.” 

After twenty minutes of anger, pleading and threats, she realized she couldn’t convince me not to quit. I didn’t 
know why she was trying so hard. So, after a few futile attempts, she turned on her charm and said seductively, 
“But who will I flirt with?” and batted her eyelids in that sexy way that turns men on, and leaned on my desk, 
thrusting her very generous boobs at me. I instantly had the most massive hard-on ever. I gulped and made 
appropriate noises, trying in vain to look away.  

(Author’s Note: I have a massive hard-on now, while editing this. Damn!) 

No kids, I’m not saying your mom was a slut. No, she was very sexy, and at that moment, I almost regretted my 
decision to quit. But sanity prevailed, and I did quit after a week. I started missing her seductive charm at first, and 
about sixty-seven days later, I got over her completely.  

I don’t quite know what happened to your mother after that. 

The year 2030: Until today, kids. I ran into your mother at the supermarket and she invited me over to lunch. I saw 
your dad too, by the way. That’s why I am here, having lunch with you. Ok, you can go pee now. 
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#8: Cooking With Love 

 

Author’s Note: I’m a fantastic cook. I can cook almost anything. I once cooked a chicken dish so delicious that I got a room at a five-
star hotel and spent the night with it. 

 

Someone said that the food I cook tastes so good because I cook with love. I started wondering about that 
comment and this is what I imagined myself doing: 

It was a hot, sultry afternoon and the sweat trickled down my skin in thin rivulets as I stood in front of the stove 
and watched as the oil in the pressure cooker heated. In slow, gracious movements, I reached out and picked up 
the packet of jeera*. The packet felt tingly in my sweaty palms, like a frail body waiting to be loved delicately. I 
added a bit of the seeds into the hot oil, just a bit, and watched as they turned brown and started sizzling, giving 
out the most heavenly aroma, wafting slowly up to my nostrils and tickling my most sensitive senses. 
 
I grabbed a pair of onions, one with each hand, and ran my fingers all over them, caressing and squeezing the soft 
mounds. I kissed them – softly at first, and then nibbled hard at the ends, biting them off. I slowly peeled away the 
thin outer covering of skin and ran them both under a stream of warm water. The steam rising off the onions and 
my hands as I washed them felt so sensual that it brought tears to my eyes. I picked up a clean, sharp knife and 
sliced the first onion cleanly in half. It was like cutting butter with a hot knife, as I made the gentle motions of 
dicing the onions, with some of its juice oozing out with each cut, in and out, in and out, in… and out… 

I added the sliced onions to the oil in the cooker, and immediately, they started sizzling and moaning in pleasure 
as their cold bodies touched the hot oil, jumping around in ecstasy and turning brown with pleasure. I gently 
poked at them with a ladle and began stirring them, softly, thoroughly, ensuring that no stray piece of onion 
sticks to the side, clockwise first and then, counter, feeling them sauté in the warmth of the fiery stove. 
They soaked up the oil and were dripping wet after a few minutes, completely fried and waiting to explode all our 
senses as they touched our wet, hungry lips. 
 
I spiced up the whole affair with a bit of MTR Pulao Masala*, gently sprinkling the powdered essence onto the wet, 
oily core of love, and watched as the onions hungrily ate it up, soaking in the taste and the color and spewing out 
the amazing aroma of the spicy mixture. The smell gushed out in torrents and filled me up, filled up the whole 
room, the whole house, and, it seemed the whole world stopped and took in the fragrance. I continued my gentle 
stirring motions and after what seemed an eternity compressed into two minutes, I added a bowl of fresh green 
peas.  

The little balls of green ran and hid amidst the forest of hot wetness and sizzled where they stood, adding their 
own little sensuality to the fragrance. The onions, the spices and the green peas danced together in a carnal 
dance, a threesome made to last, enticing my every sense, oozing with pleasure and moaning in the sizzling heat, 
fulfilling their destiny, filling each other up and completing each other. 

After a few minutes of watching them playing out their desires, and when the moans and sizzles settled down, I 
added two cups of wet rice, washed and cleaned. The Basmati *, angry at being left out of the party, took over the 
gastronomic orgy with a vengeance, and orchestrated the most breathtaking display of lust and it seemed to 
show the other three lovers just how it’s done. The onions, the spices and the peas gave in to the Basmati’s 
superiority and embraced the millions of tiny specks of white-hot love and didn’t let go. 
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Four cups of water, three tablespoons of salt, three whistles on the cooker, and the orgy was complete. 
Completely sated and thoroughly exhausted after the incredible display of kama**, I had peas pulao* for lunch.   
 
* If you don’t know what these terms mean, don’t worry. It’s the taste that matters. If you are really curious, Google them.  
 
** Kama Sutra, bitch! 
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#9: Top Five Worst Dates Ever 
 

I’ve been dating ever since I turned eighteen. To be more specific, this girl at school asked me out on my very first 
official date on my eighteenth birthday. It was the year 2002 and I was just about to embark on my engineering 
studies. And my eighteenth birthday happened to fall exactly one month and two days before college was 
scheduled to start. So, I was at home, settling down for a nice, quiet birthday on my couch with my favorite TV 
shows, when this chick – Samyukta – texted me.  

Here they are, by popular demand, the top five worst dates I’ve ever been on. 

Number Five: Samyukta was this tall, lanky chick from my school and she had had a crush on me. I wasn’t always 
as handsome and charming as I am now, but back then, I apparently had secreted just the right amount of 
pheromones to attract her. I was also naive and didn’t understand women that much. When I was younger, I used 
to run down the school corridors lifting up girls’ skirts as they leant against the parapet and laughed at them. I was 
that stupid. So anyway, this girl texted me and asked me if I wanted to go out and have some ice cream. I agreed 
and we decided to meet at the local ice cream parlor around 5.00 in the evening. I had no idea it was supposed to 
be a date because I didn’t know what dates were. 
 
I walked up there at the appropriate time, met her and we both ordered cones. She wished me a happy birthday, 
talked about this and that and commented on my new shirt and my latest hair style (I hadn’t changed my hairstyle 
since the day I was born). I nodded politely and commented on her dress and pointed out that her ice cream cone 
was dripping. I finished my cone in about eight minutes. I got up, washed my hands, said bye and walked home to 
watch The Simpsons, which was supposed to start at 5.30. I failed to notice that she was still sitting there with a 
half-eaten cone.  

I never heard from her again. I recently came to know that she’s married and is living in New Zealand with her 
husband. Oh boy.  

Number Four: Imagine the ugliest woman in the world. Now, multiply that by a million. Yeah, that was the first 
and last blind date I ever went on. I paid 1,500 rupees for my pasta and her sandwich, and I paid more attention to 
the food and the ambiance in the French restaurant than her. I ran out of there as fast as I could and never called 
her again. She tried to, but I was always either “caught in a meeting” or “busy with some work” or “not in the city.” 
Trust me, blind dates are probably meant for people who can’t see. 
 
Number Three: Of all the places, this happened in New York. She was a fellow member of BOOBS – Buffalo 
Organization of Bangalore Students – and I was fairly attracted to her. I wanted to ask her out but didn’t know 
how to. Moreover, I was supposed to be in a long-distance relationship back then, which was very quickly going 
downhill. So, I asked her if she’s ever been asked out on a date before. She said no. So I told her that I would take 
her out on a “dummy” date and show her exactly how it worked. Well, she fell for my lame excuse to buy her food 
and get her alone, and agreed. 
 
We went out to this Indian restaurant in Buffalo called Palace of Dosas, ordered a couple of eighteen-dollar-dosas 
and had a pretty nice time. When I dropped her off, she thanked me for dinner, said that she’d try this I’ll-teach-
you-how-to-date routine on a guy she was interested in, hugged me, kissed me on the cheek, ruffled my hair and 
ran inside, leaving me scratching my balls in the knee-deep snow. Yeah, I never spoke to that boob again. Bitch. 

(Author’s Note: The Buffalo Organization Of Bangalore Students (BOOBS) had twenty-one dirt-poor students as members, 
including me, all of whom were fucking retards.) 
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Number Two: This happened in 2007, when I was… um, “between relationships.” I had been single for a while 
now and my job was quite a nightmare, as usual. On a relatively easy Friday, I met a girl on Facebook in the 
morning, added her on IM, chatted with her through the afternoon, got her phone number by 4.00 in the evening, 
called her up, fixed up a coffee date for 6.00 the same evening, met her, had a wonderful time, dropped her back 
home and got the shock of my life when she asked me if I wanted to come up for a joint of the best weed ever.  
 
My brain was confused – were Indian women supposed to be this direct? I was so surprised by her question that I 
couldn’t quite recall if I had any condoms in my bag. A few seconds passed as we just stared at each other. I 
thought that she probably thought I was playing hard-to-get or something, when she said, “Oh come on. It’ll be 
fun. I’m sure my boyfriend won’t mind. He’ll be at work. He works night shifts.” 
 
Yeah, I made an excuse, went home and blocked the weird one from my IM list. No matter how hot you are, if you 
invite me to your place for a “joint,” and you mean it literally, I’m not interested. What the fuck was she doing on a 
date with me in the first place, if she had a night-shift boyfriend? I don’t condone cheating in relationships. 

Number One: Interestingly enough, the worst date I’ve ever been on involves two women and a guy. This 
happened very recently at Hard Rock Cafe, in Bangalore. I went in as one girl’s boyfriend, turned single inside, 
became another girl’s random kisser and walked out hand in hand with a homosexual guy who kissed me on the 
neck and told me he loved me.  I’ll spare you the details. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Author’s Note: This Samyukta chick was crazy – if you do come across her, please don’t tell her I told you so. She will hunt me 
down and kill me, but not before torturing me with ice cream cones. 
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