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Keep Ringing!
By Arif Banatwalla - herbzandmore@yahoo.co.in
Hello! My name is Nokia 6270 and I'd like to share how my carrier goes through a typical day in his unimaginative chewed up life.

My sensations are ruffled and thus I ring…Hello, is this Mr. Arif? The wreck that carries me around confirms he is… Sir, I am calling from ICEYOURLICE Bank and we want to give you a free gold credit card… my carrier says thanks but no thanks, he already has a tin card and weeps every month on receiving the bill. Some time later my electrical impulses are tickled again… Hello Sir, I am calling from Freaky Farms and Plantations and we want to invite your wife and you for a free meal at Burning Foes where we will explain our money tricking… oops, so sorry, money tripling scheme to you… don't carry anything but your cheque book… my carrier replies that he is not the farmer type and consumes only home cooked food. Freaky Farm says its OK to carry your own bhaji... my carrier deadens my electric impulses with a vengeance. Peace is hopelessly shattered as I erupt once again…. Good afternoon Sir, we are from the Dead-end Group and deal in custom made coffins and when could we come over to show you our new spine tingling designs and book your order, you know, every one has to die… my carrier has something to say about the caller's mother which I cannot repeat here for obvious reasons.

My carrier is now in a meeting with his lady boss and I get this jhatka again… Haalloo? Vadi Ghanshyam? Saa'ee, vadi Ritu aunty Ullhasnagar sey nikal chuki hai nee. Vadi Dadar estation sey us'e utha lena… my carrier splutters… lekin mera number… lekin vekin kya bolta hai nee, bus vadi Dadar estation time par be there… my carrier goes… but but I am not Ghanshyam… caller goes… fir saal'e phokatchand, Ghanshyam ka mobile tere pass kaise aya? Saal'e chor, saal'e #@x%#… carrier's lady boss gives him the 'hang up or be hung' look and my carrier, who has changed 3 shades of red, quickly complies. Deactivates me. I fear I may end up on the floor in small pieces.

Cautiously, I am switched on again but that urge just cannot be controlled… Hello, this is Miss Quickkill from Kingkong and Hanghigh Bank. We are offering you personal finance, would you be interested… my carrier says he would be… and how much would you need Sir? My carrier says… Oh, just a measly 5 lakhs… very good Sir and what is your yearly income… my carrier responds… now lets see, I earn just about Rs.100/- per day excluding Sundays and public holidays when I do house work for my wife for free. Now multiply 100 Rupees by 25 days by 12 months and you'll know how much more I deserve but don't get. But worry not dear; my great grand children's extended families and their neighbors shall surely see the loan thru some day. Ms Quickkill responds icily by saying she doesn't think much of the way my carrier's parents brought him up and not to waste her precious moments.

My carrier loves to hate me. He feels I do justice to his levels of both impatience and endurance. Is it I? Its' that time yet again… Pehchan Kaun?






