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Synopsis  

 

Logesh, a Wall Street investment banker who lives in Phoenix, Arizona and is soon to be married 

to his girlfriend, Lucia Marco, wakes up in an unfamiliar land. He is surrounded by nothing but 

dried mud and trees. While trying to figure out how to get home, he starts to identify landmarks 

and realizes that he is somewhere in Northern Sri Lanka, his birthplace, which he hasn’t visited 

since he was a child. 

 

Lost, starving, and thirsty, he finds a man who sells toddy from palmyra trees for a living who 

promises to get him water and take him to the nearest town. As Logesh follows the stranger, he 

soon realizes that the man has crueler intentions than Logesh anticipated. 

 

Logesh must escape from the stranger and try to get to the closest town for help, though there are 

no directions or signs. He is lost, exhausted, and desperately needs water, but getting it isn’t easy 

in the dry season. 

 

What he doesn’t realize is that the authorities are looking for him in the city, and he must revisit 

his childhood home in Sri Lanka to unlock the puzzles that could get him out of trouble. Selvi, a 

schoolteacher that he meets during his adventures, will help him find answers. 

 

Logesh goes on a journey to discover his roots and the truth about how he ended up in Sri Lanka. 
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Walking in the Path of Palmyras 

 

Chapter 3 

 

Logesh saw more of those tall, skinny trees as he followed the stranger. They weren’t exactly 

walking in the street or on any designated path. It was more of an open expanse of land, 

composed of dry mud and light-brown soil. There was no indication of any direction or signs to 

any destination. Still, the stranger seemed to know where he was going. 

 Logesh’s shoes weren’t made for this type of journey. He noticed the stranger was 

walking in bare feet and taking longer, faster steps. From time to time, Logesh had to run to 

catch up with him.  

 As time passed, he could not even feel his own saliva as the dryness consumed his mouth 

and throat. His head hurt from dehydration. His energy level dropped with each step he took 

forward. His eyes were wide open and frantically searching for water.  

 He sensed that if he did not initiate a conversation with the stranger, he would not be able 

to find the answers he was looking for. But before anything, he needed water. He would not 

move any further without having at least a jug of water. 

 “Hey friend, you never told me your name.” His bright white teeth lightened over a 

desperate smile. 

 The stranger slowed his speed and gazed at Logesh. “Murugan.” 

 “Murugan, I need water.” Logesh stopped walking. 

 “In a mile or so, we’ll reach a well. You’ll get plenty of water there,” Murugan replied. 

 Logesh’s smile disappeared. “A mile! You don’t understand, Murugan, I don’t think I can 
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even move a meter. We have to find another way to get water.” 

 Murugan paused. “You are suddenly speaking better Tamil.” He smiled. “Just keep 

walking, and we will get there soon.” 

 Murugan turned around and began walking again before Logesh could speak. Logesh 

shook his head and moved slowly to catch up to Murugan. 

 Everywhere he turned, all he saw was a mirage. Even though he knew it wasn’t real, in 

his desperation, his mind almost convinced him to believe the water was in front of him. In that 

panicked moment, when his survival was in question, he wasn’t sure whether he could trust this 

stranger. 

 “What were you doing at the top of the tree?” he shouted at Murugan. 

 “I was tying a pot to a branch of palmyra tree to get toddy.” Murugan kept walking. 

 The word palmyra rang a bell for Logesh. That was the name he was looking for. Those 

tall, skinny trees were called palmyra trees. The northern Sri Lankans drink the alcohol syrup 

that comes out of the branches of the tree. He had memories of his uncles, who bragged about the 

palmyra toddy when he was a kid. As he grew out of childhood, he completely forgot about it—

not just the drink, but many other aspects of Sri Lanka.  

 Where he grew up in Phoenix, he was hardly exposed to any Sri Lankans. Not many Sri 

Lankans live in that part of the United States. He and his sister Vinitha were more aware of the 

various cultures from the States than their own. Logesh’s high school buddy was a third-

generation Irish American. Two of his co-workers were African American and Gujarati Indian. 

His girlfriend was Hispanic. More than a few times, he had been introduced to their favorite 

home dishes.  

 At home, his only Sri Lankan culinary connection was his mom, but she had been 
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diagnosed with some illness that made her pay less attention to the home cuisine. Dad was an 

engineer, and he traveled a lot for work. Most days, Logesh and his sister relied on take-out and 

frozen food. 

 As he took further steps, he saw something move. It crawled in Logesh’s direction, and it 

was fast. As it got closer, it looked bigger than he had anticipated. 

 “Murugan!” Logesh screamed. Murugan turned to the spot where Logesh’s eyes were 

fixated.  

 It was a snake, probably seven feet long. 

 “It’s a rat snake. They are big, but they are not poisonous.” Murugan turned and started to 

walk. As Logesh ran behind him, the snake passed behind Logesh and disappeared. 

 “It’s the dry season. You will see these kinds of reptiles in this area.” Murugan’s voice 

echoed in the plain field. 

 Logesh looked around and couldn’t find the snake. Though Arizona, where Logesh lived, 

was reptile land and known for being home to rattlesnakes, he had never run into one. 

 

 

Chapter 4 

 

As Logesh entered Lucia’s home, the chandelier lights in the middle of the hallway sparkled. He 

stepped on the Persian carpet that stretched like a narrow highway, depicting the stories of the 

old Middle Eastern kingdom in exotic colors. As he traversed the hall, his eyes were drawn to the 

painting of the Last Supper of Christ framed on the light-caramel wall.  

 Logesh stopped and adjusted his navy-blue jacket in the long, silver-framed mirror 
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attached to the other side of the wall.  

 When he reached the end of the carpet, Logesh began ascending the stairs that would take 

him to the upper level of the house. As he climbed, he passed a window on the landing and felt 

the moisture of the warm summer air.  

 He reached the top and landed on the varnished maple wood floor. As he walked, he 

could hardly hear his footsteps on the corridor’s hardwood. Lucia stood at the end of the hallway 

that led to the bedroom. She looked at Logesh with a smile while twisting her long, dark hair 

with her finger.  

 Logesh returned her smile; her light complexion contrasted beautifully with her long, red 

summer dress. Just as he was about to kiss her, he heard someone calling him. He turned to see 

who was shouting his name. It sounded familiar, but no one was there. He heard the voice again. 

 Logesh opened his eyes and saw Murugan staring at him. He shaded his eyes from the 

harsh sunlight, lifted his head, and saw himself on the sand. 

 “What happened?” He was disoriented. 

 “You fainted.” Murugan helped him to his feet. 

 “How long was I unconscious?” Logesh dusted the dirt from his shirt and picked up his 

jacket from the ground.  

 “Not sure. When I turned back, you weren’t there. So, I came back and found you here.” 

Murugan looked into the distance. “Water well is over there.” 

 Energy sparked in Logesh’s body when he heard the word water. He tied the jacket 

around his hips and started to walk in the direction Murugan had pointed. With a smile, Murugan 

walked along with Logesh. 
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Logesh stood there and gazed at the water well like a buried treasure. The well’s wall was 

ruined, and its color was saturated.  

 He ran to the well, picked up the steel bucket next to it, and tied it to the long rope. He 

dropped the bucket into the well and slowly released the rope while holding it tight in his palm. 

He listened and waited to hear the sound of the bucket hit the water. He giggled with joy as the 

bucket slowly reached the bottom. He turned to Murugan and laughed louder.  

 As his hands reached the end of the rope, he heard a sound. But it was not the sound of a 

bucket hitting water. Instead, it was a sound of a bucket hitting something hard. The rope 

stopped. 

 The smile disappeared from Logesh’s face. He pulled the rope a bit further up and let go 

again while keeping his grip. He heard the same noise: the bucket hitting something hard.  

 Logesh hadn’t bothered to look inside the well before he lowered the bucket. He was in a 

hurry to satisfy his thirst. Now, while holding the rope, he peered over the edge. There was no 

water. All he saw were rocks at the bottom.  

 He leaned his elbow on the edge of the wall and laid his face on his palm with 

disappointment. He was not sure how far he could walk without water. Maybe if he had money, 

he could have paid Murugan to carry him on his back. The thought made Logesh smile even at 

that desperate moment.  

 While his mind contemplated these fantasies, a warm breeze softly caressed him. He 

looked in the direction of the breeze, and the first thing he saw was a dozen or more palm trees. 

At the top of the trees, full-fledged green coconuts stood out. His face brightened again. Logesh 

pulled the bucket out of the well, placed it on the side, and ran towards the trees, laughing. 

 “Murugan, look what I found!” He gazed adoringly at the green coconuts as Murugan 
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approached the tree. 

 “I completely forget that this time of the year, water doesn’t form in the well. It’s the dry 

season.” Murugan smiled apologetically. 

 Logesh wasn’t amused by his answer. His last hope for survival had been the water in 

that well, and Murugan had conveniently forgotten that the well was dry at this time of the year. 

But Logesh was so glad to have found the palm trees that he pardoned Murugan’s forgetfulness. 

He had witnessed Murugan’s skills for climbing trees and seen the sharp tools that he carried on 

his hips for slicing the branches. 

 “Can you cut those coconuts down?” Logesh sat under one of the palm trees. 

 “I’m sorry, but these trees belong to an owner. I can’t do that.” Murugan wiped the sweat 

on his forehead. 

 Logesh’s heart rate rose again. He had not expected that answer. He thought Murugan 

would help him after seeing his dire condition. Did Murugan’s conscience stop him from cutting 

down those coconuts? Had he decided he would rather avoid stealing coconuts than save 

Logesh’s life? Was he having a moral dilemma between preserving someone’s goods and 

preserving a life? Where were his ethics? The questions struck him like bullets. 

 “Listen, Murugan. I understand your concern. You probably don’t want to get in trouble 

for taking those coconuts. But I can assure you that you are only doing it to save another human 

being from dying.” Logesh was on his knees. 

 “As a tree climber, I belong to a lower caste. This land where these trees stand belongs to 

people from a high caste. They won’t believe me if I tell them that I grabbed those coconuts to 

save a life.” Murugan sat next to Logesh and took a breath. “They never do.” 

 Logesh suddenly remembered his grandpa telling him as a kid not to hang around with 



 8 

certain groups of people. His grandpa had repeated that they were lower than Logesh’s family, 

and he must maintain his distance from them. If grandpa were alive, he would have been 

disappointed to see that Logesh was on his knees asking for help from someone who belonged to 

the lowest caste in northern Sri Lanka. 

             

 

Chapter 5 

 

“Give me the knife. I’ll cut those coconuts myself.” Logesh eyed one of the knives Murugan 

carried. 

            “Do you know how to climb a tree?” Murugan asked, smiling. 

            “I’ll figure it out.” Logesh got up from the sand. 

            “Your clothes, your talk, your look, everything tells me that you belong to a much better 

group than I do. Climbing trees may not be your thing.” Murugan took out his knife from his hip. 

            Logesh was never fed the idea of the caste system by his parents. They hardly talked 

about it. Living in Arizona, where there were not many Sri Lankans, didn’t give them the 

opportunity to explore the inequality of the Sri Lankan castes. Other than his grandfather’s 

warning about keeping to his own group, Logesh wasn’t exposed to any of the rankings and 

segregation. 

            He was confused by Murugan’s peculiar speech.  

            He untied the jacket from his hip and laid it on the sand. He rolled up his sleeves and 

grabbed the knife from Murugan. The palm trees reminded him of helping Lucia hang a 
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hammock on a beach in the Bahamas. He had used a ladder to climb and tied the knots of the 

hammock in the palm trees. 

            Climbing the tree without a ladder wasn’t the same. It required a skill which only 

Murugan had. As he approached the tree, Logesh realized his dress shoes weren’t the best option 

for this task. However, his next option, which was to use his bare feet, was worse than option 

one. 

            Logesh placed the knife at the back of his pants and grabbed the trunk with both hands. It 

was warm from the midday temperature. His sweaty palms failed to find a firm grip. As he 

pulled himself up, he slipped. He turned and saw a smile on Murugan’s face. It looked like 

Murugan was having fun watching Logesh make a fool out of himself. But for Logesh, it was a 

matter of survival. 

            He wasn’t sure why Murugan didn’t bother to explore any other options to get Logesh 

water. After all, he was familiar with the land and took this path frequently. He lived his life 

through all seasons, but he failed to remember the well was empty during the dog days.  

 Logesh smelled some cunningness in Murugan’s behavior. It was like he wanted to see 

Logesh climb the palm tree, even knowing that Logesh was holding his last breath desperately 

looking for water. For the first time in this journey, Logesh believed Murugan wanted him to die 

miserably. 

            After a few failed attempts at climbing, Logesh knew it was not going to work out. He 

couldn’t even push himself a foot up. He looked around and didn’t see another soul except for 

Murugan. Everything looked static, from trees to land to clouds. Nothing was moving. He was 

puzzled about how he had ended up in this part of Sri Lanka, with the dry land and no water. Sri 

Lanka was called a paradise for its green lands and the coolness of the hills. Spring water from 
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natural falls ran through all corners of the country. There is nothing sweeter than the exotic fruits 

of this island surrounded by blue ocean. 

            While his mind was trapped by the illogical phenomenon of how he had got there, he 

heard something drop. He turned in the direction where the sound had come from and saw a 

green coconut below one of the palm trees.  

 He froze.  

 What if his mind was playing a trick on him again, like when he was convinced by the 

mirage that he had found water? But he knew this was real, because Murugan was also looking at 

the green coconut. And he wasn’t smiling anymore, which made Logesh worried. 

            “I don’t think I need to climb the tree anymore.” Logesh pulled the knife from the back of 

his pants and moved towards the coconut. 

            Murugan slowly pulled a knife from his hip belt. Logesh stopped moving. 

            “What are you doing, Murugan?” Logesh’s knife grip tightened. 

            “I’m afraid I can’t let you have it.” Murugan’s jaw tightened. 

            “You never had any intention of getting me water.” Logesh turned to face Murugan. 

            “I’ve been waiting for this opportunity for years. You are my redemption. Your death 

would repay the humiliation caused by your people for generations.” Logesh noticed Murugan’s 

watery eyes. 

            Logesh felt his heart pounding. He had gotten into a few fights in high school over a girl, 

but nothing as serious as facing someone with a knife. He was about to pay for his ancestors’ 

mistakes, which was not fair for him. He was just a guy who grew up in Arizona with a graduate 

degree in finance who had dated a few girls over the years. He had no clue what his ancestors 

might have done to Murugan’s caste. 
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            Logesh tried reasoning with him, but Murugan was in no mood to negotiate. He seemed 

fixated on his goal. So, a battle was imminent. The winner would get to walk away. For Logesh, 

the odds of winning a fight with someone who had spent his entire life climbing trees and 

walking in bare feet while feeding his rage was null. But he had to figure out a way to stay alive. 

He needed to win the fight, or else he would never be able to tie the knot with Lucia as planned. 

 

 

Chapter 6 

 

“Can you get those two rings, please?” Logesh pointed to the diamond rings in the showcase. 

The sales lady placed the two rings on the counter. 

            One of the rings had a slim circle around the band, decorated in micro-diamonds, and 

three diamond stones placed next to each other, with the one in the middle being the largest. 

            The other ring’s band was plain and simple, with one large stone. Logesh held the rings 

and gazed at them. 

            “Both are good choices. Which one do you prefer?” The saleslady smiled at Logesh. 

            “This is elegant.” Logesh put down the decorated ring with three stones. “But this stands 

out.” He passed the ring with a single stone to the clerk. 

            “Smart choice.” She placed the ring in a jewelry box as Logesh pulled his Amex from his 

wallet. 

            “May I ask you about the lucky one, if you don’t mind?” She took the Amex from him.  
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            “Yes. You may. Her name is…” Logesh blinked. His smile faded as he was unable to 

complete the sentence. He tried again. “Her name is…” He looked blank. He couldn’t remember 

Lucia’s name. However, he could clearly picture her. Images of the two of them lying in the 

 hammock, swimming in the ocean, and riding horses kept repeating. 

            The saleswoman felt awkward watching Logesh struggle to complete the sentence. “Are 

you okay, sir?” 

            “I’m not sure,” he said quietly. He repeated himself, louder. “I’m not sure!”  

            Logesh’s voice caught the attention of the other shoppers. He felt embarrassed and didn’t 

want to stay there any longer, so he walked out of the store. 

            As he stepped out on the sidewalk, he felt the traffic and the crowd. The noise was louder 

than usual. He buttoned up his suit and rolled up his collar as he felt the drizzle. He slipped his 

palms in his pants pockets and breathed out cold air. He took a deep breath, but it didn’t do much 

to alleviate his anxiety. As he wandered along Wall Street, his speed gradually increased. Men 

and women in suits walked casually through the drizzle. While he crossed the street, yellow cabs 

violated traffic laws to pick up riders. His mind questioned why he couldn’t remember Lucia’s 

name when the saleswoman asked him. 

            He pushed through the crowd and sped up. As he moved faster, his shoulder slammed 

into pedestrians. A few of them cursed at him, and others gave him a look. He ignored everyone 

and kept walking until someone stopped him by placing a palm on his chest. “Where do you 

think you’re running?” 

            The sudden stop disoriented Logesh. He was shocked to realize that the person who 

stopped him was Murugan.  

 Murugan stood there in the middle of the crowd on Wall Street, wearing a native cloth 
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around his waist and his tool belt on his hip. Logesh wasn’t sure what was going on. While he 

had that thought, Murugan pushed him. Logesh fell, and his head hit the ground, but it wasn’t 

concrete. He touched the spot where he fell, and it was sand. He picked himself up and realized 

that the setting had changed. He was no longer in Manhattan. He was back with palm trees and 

dry land. 

            His mind continued to play tricks on him. He knew he could overcome these 

hallucinations if he could just satisfy his thirst with that green coconut on the ground. He ran to 

grab the coconut, but Murugan tackled him, and Logesh fell. But without giving up, Logesh 

kicked Murugan in the chest as Murugan swiped at him with a knife. Murugan fell, and Logesh 

used that opportunity to reach the coconut. He picked it up and ran as fast as he could. He didn’t 

want to turn back. He feared turning back would slow him down, which would give Murugan the 

upper hand to catch him. 

            It was not easy to run with dress shoes in the dry sand while dehydrated. He held the 

coconut tightly to his chest and heard the thunder of his own breath as he ran. He couldn’t 

remember how long he had been running, but he was afraid Murugan would get him if he 

stopped. He kept his ears open to see if he could hear Murugan. Nothing so far.  

 The sun was about halfway down in the sky from midday. He ran through the dry mud, 

bushes, and palmyra trees. As he reached the point where he couldn’t run any longer, he slowed 

down, then completely stopped. His breathing was still heavy. He turned to look for any sign of 

Murugan but couldn’t see any. He stood there and looked carefully to make sure that Murugan 

was not following him. 

            He noticed that he was surrounded by nothing but palmyra trees. Now that he was close 

to many of them, he looked up and was stunned by the height of those trees. He predicted they 
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could be as tall as five, maybe even six floors of a building. He thought Murugan probably had to 

climb these trees daily to tie up the pots to get alcohol. Then he had to bring them down and sell 

them to meet his and his family’s daily needs. He was saddened by the knowledge that Murugan 

had to climb these trees without proper safety measures, that one wrong move could cost him his 

life. The thought of falling from the top of the tree made Logesh nauseous. 

            Logesh sat down and stared at the green coconut that he held with a smile. He shook the 

coconut and laughed as he heard the water move inside the shell. He looked for the knife he had 

taken from Murugan and felt his heart stop. He couldn’t find the knife. He searched his clothing, 

from his back pockets to his waistband, but the knife wasn’t there. He realized that he had 

probably dropped it in his hurry to flee from Murugan. 

 Logesh squeezed the coconut to his chest with sorrow. 

 

 

Chapter 7 

 

A Hindu priest, short and bald, sang a mantra and held a flaming oil lamp. He stood inside a 

temple the size of a pantry, and his head almost touched the concrete roof. Miniature statues of 

various Hindu gods were crafted in the temple’s surface. 

            A kid and an old lady were among the half a dozen or so individuals who stood in front 

of the temple and placed their palms close to their chests. 

            The kid was drawn to the tree behind the temple. His eyes fixated on the long branches of 

rich, green leaves that expanded over the temple’s surface. 

 “Let’s go home, Grandma.” Logesh made a sour face.   
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            “Your focus should be on God, Logesh,” she whispered. 

            “What’s so special about god Bhairava, Grandma?” Logesh looked at the statue inside, 

where the priest was pointing the oil lamp. 

            “Well, he’s the protector. He will be there to save you when you are in trouble,” she 

whispered again. 

            Logesh looked closely at the Bhairava’s statue. It was carved in rock. He looked like a 

fearless man carrying sharp, hand-made weapons. 

            There was something else that caught Logesh’s attention. Bhairava had been sculpted 

standing next to an animal. Logesh took a closer look at the creature. 

            It was a dog. 

 

 

Logesh felt something on his right leg—a warm fluid.  

            He opened his eyes and was disappointed to see the palmyra trees’ branches over a clear, 

blue sky. But he smiled, knowing that he still held a green coconut. He couldn’t remember how 

long he had been passed out. But first, he wanted to find out why his right shin felt wet. 

            He raised his head and saw a dog urinating on his leg. He quickly moved his leg, rolled 

over, and brought himself up, along with the coconut. The dog, the size of a fox, stood there and 

continue to pee on the sand. Logesh tried shooing it away while he swatted with his hand. His 

technique didn’t seem to work. The dog, with one leg raised, stared at Logesh and persevered in 

its duty. 

            He kicked the sand, and the dust particles splattered over the dog. It ignored Logesh’s 

actions and emptied its bladder. He was disturbed to see its light-brown coat pressed tightly 
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against its rib cage. While Logesh planned his next move, the dog lowered its leg and took a few 

steps towards him. Logesh quickly backed away, unsteady. 

            The dog barked a few times, turned, and walked away. 

            Logesh watched the dog leaving and wondered what exactly it was doing in that part of 

the land. He hadn’t seen a soul for hours, and then a dog shows up. He imagined the dog must 

have joyfully gulped plenty of water before it got there to have such a full bladder. Logesh came 

up with two possibilities for where the dog had consumed that water.  

            The first option was that there must be a lake, water fountain, or falls nearby, which he 

doubted. So far, he had witnessed nothing but dry sands and tall trees and hadn’t detected the 

slightest hint of anything wet or moist. Therefore, he wasn’t too optimistic about option one. 

            However, the next option sounded more promising than the first: perhaps the dog 

belonged to a home, in which case it must be nearby. The only way to find out was to follow the 

dog, which should lead him to its home. The plan seemed logical to Logesh, especially since he 

didn’t have any other options for help. 

            He looked up and noted that the sun had sunk more than halfway from the midday sky. It 

was still sunny, but the burning sensation was milder. He tailed the dog while holding on to his 

green coconut. 

            His big toe must have been inflamed; it hurt as it touched the pointer toe with each step. 

He wished he could get rid of his shoes and walk barefoot while letting the wind soothe his 

sweaty feet, but he knew well that if he took that chance, tiny, sharp stones would slice his soles. 

            As the wind gained speed, the rustling sound of the palm leaves played a steady rhythm.  

            When the dog stopped to look back, Logesh froze. It looked at him for a few seconds, 

then continued to move forward. Logesh moved along with the dog, keeping a lengthy distance. 
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He held the coconut tightly to his chest. The dog led him through sandy valleys and unpaved 

paths. 

            Something caught Logesh’s eye. It was clouds of smoke. He couldn’t see the flames from 

where he stood, but he saw the smoke rising. He was curious to know what was burning in the 

middle of nowhere. If something was burning, it must have been burned by someone. If that 

someone was still there, Logesh had another chance to find answers to his questions. 

 

 

Chapter 8 

 

Logesh stood and watched the burning branches. They were gathered in one spot. He saw ashes 

scattered throughout. 

            Images of his grandpa’s cremation rose in his mind. His father had ignited grandpa’s 

body, covered in wood. As the logs flamed, his father wailed loudly. As part of the tradition, he 

dropped the burning stick he had used to ignite the fire, turned away, and left. Logesh and others 

who had attended the cremation ceremony followed him. 

            “I’m in a cemetery,” Logesh whispered. “They must have left.” He stood there and 

watched the wood burn. 

Once he had passed the cemetery, a paved path appeared. It was cracked all over, and 

gravel stones emerged through the cracks. This was Logesh’s first glimmer of hope, since it was 

a sign of civilization. Someone must have been walking or driving on this path. The track should 

lead somewhere. 
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            He looked at both sides of the path and couldn’t decide which one to take. Once again, he 

let the dog direct him and marched towards him while carrying the green coconut. The four-

legged, intelligent animal walked towards the path it was familiar with. Logesh followed the 

animal with complete trust, even though he feared it would let him down, just like Murugan. 

 At last, he sighted a house. It was more like a hut surrounded by a fence made of sticks.  

            Logesh saw the dog enter the house. He noticed a few goats tied to a pole. Chickens and 

roosters strolled within the fenced yard. A boy and a girl played on a rope that hung from a tree. 

While his eyes scanned the entire boundary, he spotted a well next to the tree where the kids 

were playing. 

            He dropped the green coconut and ran towards the well. He looked inside and laughed 

loudly. The water was reachable in less than a few meters. It was transparent enough to see the 

rocks at the bottom clearly. 

            He took the bucket next to the well and scooped the water while he held the attached 

rope. The sloshing liquid created a joyful rhythm in his ear. His wait was over. His suffering had 

finally ended. He saw hope for survival. 

            He pulled the bucket filled with water, but just when it was close enough to touch, he 

heard a voice. “Put that water aside.” 

            The voice was very familiar; Logesh hadn’t anticipated he would hear it again. He pulled 

the bucket out, touched the water with his hand, and took a deep, satisfying breath. It felt fresh. 

The coolness soothed his dried skin.  

            While he placed the bucket on the well’s edge, he touched his moisture-less tongue with 

wet fingers. The tongue’s surface sucked the wetness of his finger like a starved vampire. For the 

first time, Logesh learned that water could be a tasty beverage. 
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            He turned towards the direction of the voice. “Hello, Murugan.” 

            Once again, a faceoff with Murugan. But this time, Logesh didn’t want to run. If he did, 

he would have to run forever and continue to pay for his ancestors’ mistakes. He wanted to 

resolve the problem with Murugan. 

            “I understand your anger. You have every reason to hate me. But I promise you, by 

hurting me, you are not going to resolve anything. You must let go of the past. The world is 

getting better day by day.” He paused for a moment. “Well, not exactly. But the point is, are 

there any other ways we can settle our differences?" Logesh looked at Murugan with a peaceful 

smile. 

            Murugan nodded as he agreed to Logesh’s request. “What are you doing in my house?” 

            The two kids moved next to Murugan. A lady wearing a tropical summer dress came out 

of the hut and joined him as well. 

            Logesh looked at the entire family. “This is your house? Sorry, I didn't know that.” 

            “Well, now you know. Time for you to leave.” The entire family stared at Logesh. Even 

the kids weren’t smiling. But the little girl turned to Murugan. “Dad, this man looks very 

desperate. Let him have some water.” 

            The little girl’s request didn’t change Murugan’s mind, but it made Logesh’s eyes fill 

with tears. It wasn’t because she was the only one who showed kindness to him in this entire 

dreadful journey. Or because she understood what he had gone through in this miserable trip. It 

was because she looked at his condition and felt sorry for him. She took pity on him for his 

appearance and actions during this desperate moment. He knew his pride was wounded. 

            He wiped his tears, adjusted his dusty jacket, and steadied his posture. 
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            “Whether you all like it or not, I’m having some water.” Before Murugan could reply, he 

climbed the well’s edge and jumped inside, face up. 

            As he landed in the water, his whole body felt the chillness of the freshwater. Between 

the weight of his body and the height of the jump, he quickly sank below the surface, and he let it 

happen, erupting in ecstasy. But the joy lasted for only a short while as buoyancy brought him 

back up. 

            He let the water flow into his mouth as he glided back and forth in that tight space. Every 

gulp he took, he felt the coolness in his belly. He wished he could stay there a bit longer, but as 

his stomach got full, he knew it was time for him to continue his journey.  

            He looked up and saw Murugan’s entire family watching him. Logesh thought he must 

have performed a fabulous show to gain such an audience. 

            First, he needed to get out of this well. 

 

 

Chapter 9 

 

There were no steps that Logesh could use to climb out. It was evident that he needed someone 

from outside the well to help him exit, and that person was Murugan. 

                “Hey, buddy. You’re not still mad at me, are you?” Logesh smiled while treading 

water. 

                Murugan stared at Logesh for a while. There was no smile or anger in his expression. 

Logesh waited for him to say something. But Murugan walked away without a word. 
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                Logesh shifted his gaze towards the woman, but she followed after Murugan with the 

kids tagging behind her. 

                “Hello!” Logesh yelled. He only saw the clear sky above the oval-shaped opening of 

the well. 

                He swam closer to the brick to see if he could grab on to anything. The space between 

the bricks was sealed with cement. He swam alongside the bricks but couldn’t find any objects or 

holes to grasp. He glided from one end to another and saw nothing but seamlessly aligned bricks. 

He tried calling Murugan’s name but didn’t hear any response. 

                Uncertainty once again consumed his thoughts. If this was where it was going to end, 

he would never see Lucia again. But she had kept him going so far, and if he was going to give 

up now, he might as well have given up at the beginning. He looked up and saw Lucia’s image 

blend with the light, blue sky. He tried recalling memories of being with her, but he could only 

reproduce fleeting images. 

                He remembered seeing her getting in the car wearing an elegant trench coat. Another 

time she dropped her books while crossing the street in a hurry. One repeated image he saw was 

of her gazing at him while emerging from a pool by the sea in her tanga bikini. Even though he 

couldn’t remember most of their conversations, only images, he did vividly recall one particular 

occasion. 

                It was when Lucia’s brothers disapproved of Logesh, declaring he was not a good fit 

for their baby sister. When she resisted her brothers’ wishes, they forced her to stay with them in 

San Diego. But Logesh went after her, and when he found her, he said, “I told you that I would 

come for you.” 

                He murmured the lines again as he was stuck in the well: “I would come for you.” 
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Among those impeccable bricks, Logesh noticed one that stood out. It was located about a foot 

above his head. He moved closer and grabbed it with his hands. He tried pulling it towards him 

to see whether it would break, but it remained firm. He used both hands to hang on it as his legs 

were tired from floating. He looked up and noticed the sky had added more contrast to its clarity. 

                He could hardly keep his eyes open. His back muscles ached from constant movement. 

His feet were sore from the long walk. He could hear his empty stomach making an angry noise. 

                He was unable to focus as thoughts of his last Christmas dinner or recent trips to Vegas 

buffets flooded his mind. If he were offered a menu, his choice would be rotisserie chicken with 

Moroccan spices, a side dish of mixed country rice, and harvest vegetables sautéed in South 

Asian spices. Of course, he didn’t forget to add the crème brûlée topped with raspberries for 

dessert. Maybe a cognac to finish off—that didn’t sound like a bad idea to him. As his mind 

fixated on the food world, his eyes shut slowly, but he had a tight grip on the brick. 

                Suddenly, he swallowed water. Liquid entered his nostrils as he moved his arms and 

legs helplessly. Everything looked pitch black. It took him a few seconds to realize that he was 

drowning. He managed to bring himself up and cough out the water he had swallowed. His 

nostrils burned from the water he had inhaled. He looked up, and the sky was dark. The half-

moon behind the soft clouds lit the well gently. He managed to find the brick and reached out. As 

he grabbed it, he saw his shadow in the dark water. It looked like the shape of a human body in a 

suit hanging on a brick. He thought his reflection in the water would make a good poster for a 

classic film noir. He must have been distracting himself with other thoughts to keep calm. 
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                Once again, his thoughts reverted to the gourmet plates. Except this time, he could 

smell it. The smell was more like meat that was cooked in many spices. He sensed that coriander 

and turmeric were dominating the dish. It must be goat curry since he was familiar with the 

spices at home, where his mother had made it various times when he was growing up. 

                Slowly, the aroma faded away. Logesh’s brief sensation of joyfulness evaporated along 

with the aroma. He presumed that they must have had their dinner. 

                Just because Logesh had trespassed and drank a bellyful of water without the owner’s 

permission didn’t mean he deserved death. Who was Murugan to treat Logesh so horrendously? 

                But Logesh well knew that this was a game of power. Murugan wanted to make a 

point. He wanted to see Logesh beg. Making a higher caste person kneel and plead for his life 

was the best medicine to cure the wounds caused by higher caste society. Murugan’s wounds 

were deep. They had been created many generations ago. Logesh was a gift from God to heal his 

pain. Logesh understood the root cause of Murugan’s actions. 

                Though Logesh called for Murugan many times, he never responded. The only way to 

make Murugan respond was to show him that he was not afraid to die in that well. Logesh 

needed to let Murugan know that he was not expecting Murugan to pull him out of the well. But 

Logesh knew that was not going to be enough to intimidate Murugan or get his attention. 

                Logesh would have to pull a vicious act to lure Murugan out of the house. He had to be 

cruel. He knew he would not be proud of the actions he was about to commit. But this was the 

only chance he had to save his life. 

                He took a deep breath, raised his head, and called, “Dai Palla.” 
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                He yelled again, using Murugan’s caste’s name disrespectfully. “Dai Palla!” He had 

learned those words from his grandpa when he was a kid. But he was surprised that he 

remembered them so many years later. 

                “You think I’m scared of you? There is a reason why we kept you all where you 

belong.” 

                He tried again. “I’m not worried about you. Come out, come out, Palla.” 

                After another pause, he shouted, “Are you deaf, Palla?”  

                Logesh tried to laugh loudly. He listened closely for any movement, but he heard 

nothing. He kept looking up. The half-moon’s shape reached the edge of the well. 

                He concluded that Murugan hadn’t fallen into his trap. He was probably better at 

controlling his emotions. After all, he was trained to keep his mouth shut if anyone tried talking 

down to him.  

                He kept staring at the edge of the well. His neck started to ache.  

                Minutes went by.  

                Logesh lowered his face to let his neck rest. It looked like he had lost his last chance of 

getting out of the well. But Logesh was terrified for the act he had pulled to get Murugan’s 

attention. Even though he had been raised in Arizona and was not exposed to Sri Lankan caste 

discrimination, he was able to easily mimic an act of extreme prejudice. The ancestral behaviors 

must have been buried inside of him all this time, waiting for an opportunity to rise. His grandpa 

had succeeded in passing on the family values to Logesh. 

                All this time, he’d thought he was a cool Wall Street hipster, never suspecting there 

was another side to him. While he was drowning in self-doubt, something hit his back. He turned 

and found a thick rope hanging beside his face. 


