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A note on the testimony. This is written in the voice of a hostel room. The details are kept deliberately simple — no names, no room numbers, no institution — because the people inside it are not one person each. They are every person who has ever lived in a room like this. Anyone who has stayed in a hostel in this country will recognise one of them.

A note on the writing. This book came out of the author’s own imagination, carried forward from memory — things seen, things overheard, things never forgotten. The room, the boy, the girl, the officer who came back: they are made, the way a story is made, and none of them is one single living person. But the feeling inside each of them is real. Every word here belongs to the author, and to no one else.

A note on sources. The discussion of Bhagat Singh’s Why I Am an Atheist (1930) is a paraphrase of his argument, not a verbatim quotation. The Sanskrit phrases from the Upanishads are given in their standard form, with their meaning.

A note on the helpline. The number given in Section 2 is the Government of India’s national tele-mental health programme. It is free and it operates day and night.

Dedicated to the boy who failed one subject — and to every room that kept his story to itself.




The Last Will of a Room

Ek Kamre Ki Wasiyat — as told by the room itself




1. A Quiet Boy and How He Broke

I am a room.

A hostel room. First floor, beside the lane, where the wall is always damp — the kind of damp that stays for two months after the rain, and that someone hides with white paint, and the paint comes off again, the way the truth always comes off.

Who counted my age? I never counted it myself. Since the walls were built, I have been sitting here. And since I have been sitting here, boys come into me. Some read. Some cry. Some leave. Some never leave.

I cannot speak. That is the whole sorrow of my story. I can see. I can hear. I can feel. But I cannot speak. A wall has no tongue. So everything I have seen stays inside me, like the secrets of a hundred boys on top of an old cupboard that nobody opens.

The boy was about seventeen.

Before him, the boys who came had noise in them. Fights. Laughter till midnight. Tea cups and biscuit packets and a strange carelessness. He was not like that. He came quietly. Two bundles. One almari — the cupboard. And the first thing he did was clean my cupboard, which nobody had touched for two years. He put his clothes in it. A few books. And then, on top, he spread a clean cloth and placed two small statues on it. Hanuman ji. Krishna ji.

And a strange peace settled inside me.

You will not understand this, because you live inside walls, you are not a wall. Even a room can feel calm. While he was here, the air in me was light. He woke early. He bathed. He did his puja — his worship. Then he sat and read slowly. That was not studying. That was sitting. Two hours on one page, the way a man sits in the sun to warm himself. And when he went out, he switched off the light. Every time. He never forgot.

I used to think: how straight this boy is. How full of dreams. And how frightened.

Because there are boys who study not to succeed, but to avoid going astray. They carry a weight on their head that is not written in any book. That weight was clear on his face. He smiled rarely. And when he smiled, it looked like someone had told him to.

Then, slowly, his company changed.

What could I do? I could only watch. One day he brought his friends inside. Noise. Laughter. A few bottles. I kept watching, quiet. And slowly he started bringing such things — especially on Sundays. Sunday changed its meaning for him. Earlier, Sunday was the day of prayer. Now Sunday belonged to someone else.

The calm left his face. In its place came something new: worry. The kind of worry you cannot hide, that sits under the eyes.

His family must have been poor. I understood this from his clothes. From his shoes — shoes he wore for three years, whose sole was joined at two places, and which he kept carefully every night the way someone keeps jewellery. And one day his mother called.

I heard only this much. He talked outside the room, facing the lane. But the lane wall and my wall are the same wall, and I heard it. His mother was saying: beta, yahan khane ke paise nahi hain. Son, there is no money here for food.

Five words. Nothing more.

He put the phone down. He came into the room. He sat. And he put the whole weight of his life down on a small chair.

That same week his result came. He failed in one subject.

One subject.

And that night he ended his life.

I was watching all of it. There was a door inside me — the outer door — but to open that door I needed hands, and I was not given hands. I wanted to scream. I wanted to tell him: stop, this is one paper, this is nothing, this is one number, you are a whole man. But there was no voice in me. A room made of walls cannot save anyone. That was my first crime, and I have been serving its punishment ever since.

After he left, people came for a few days. Men who investigate. White clothes. A register. Silence. Another silence. And not one of them said: sir, this boy had failed. There was a call from his home about money. He had not slept for three nights. Did nobody ask him if he was all right?

Nobody asks. That is the thing. We live in a society where the mark is visible and the man is not.

And then, does the world stop? Three weeks later a new boy came into me. New bundle. New almari. He cleaned the same cupboard. Put his clothes on the same shelf. His books.

I still remember that boy. And there is a reason I remember him, not just sentiment. Every boy who left me went out to live a life. He would go outside, see the world, become something or not, but he went — forward. Only that one boy’s whole life, from beginning to end, finished between these four walls. He never went outside. His living and his dying both happened inside me. That is why his story is written on my wall, and nobody can read his wall.

And from my heart, from my plaster, from that one corner of mine where the damp is — a question keeps rising, like a nail that always tries to come out:

Should this society, this system, have no way to fix a person? To mend someone? Can one degree, one exam, one number decide what a person does next and what he cannot? If a boy fails, if he takes one wrong step — do you get the right to block his road forward forever?

This modern system is not even four hundred years old and still working properly. Four hundred years. An experiment. In the whole of history, human beings never before saw a line drawn on a paper close the door of a person’s entire life.

What kind of justice is this?

This is not justice. This is an account book. And in this account book, they count numbers, not people.




2. Learning, Arrogance, and the Double Standard

I have learned something from every boy who sat in me. They come from different corners of the country. One from the hills. One from the sea shore. One from a plain where there is only dust — and life inside the dust too. This is my wealth. I have no money, no degree, no tongue. But I have the whole map of the country spread out inside me.

Everyone comes here for knowledge. And years later they go out. Some become big officers. Some become netas — leaders. Some become nothing at all. And I sit and watch what happened to that knowledge.

First, the boy from a rich home.

He already had everything. An air conditioner — put in my room, and only he could run it, because the electricity fell in his share. A laptop worth more than my year’s rent. A scooter parked below. A maid who came twice a month and brought him things.

His books were new. Completely new. And this was the biggest secret — a book that never opens keeps its edges white, and dust settles deep inside its pages. I could see that dust clearly, on the edge of every book.

He did not study. He passed. These are two different things, and sitting inside me I learned the difference.

He asked me only one question, again and again: Bhai, how many boys live in this room? He never asked who lives here. For him I was a place, not people. And how much of that was his fault? Very little. A boy is not to blame for anything. Nobody taught him to ask about people, because in his house people came according to need, not according to relation.

He left. He must be sitting somewhere now, a big man, and he surely thinks he earned everything himself. Because a man who only knows how to walk thinks he is running.

Then the girl from a poor home.

In her village there was one hand pump. Her father sold a goat to pay her admission — a goat, which for that family is not less than a family member, it is milk, it is ghee, it is honour. That goat was not in my room. But I could feel that a goat that has been sold lives inside me with that girl. She came with a silence that belongs only to those who know something is missing back home.

She studied till two in the morning — under my small table lamp, which lit only one corner. The rest of the room was dark. And I watched from that dark, and understood that a person can burn even in the sun.

A year later her result came. She failed by two marks.

Two marks.

Two marks changed her life. She did not take the next year. The family’s situation was not there. She started teaching tuitions — small children, who dream even smaller dreams than her. One day she came, folded her blanket, put her clothes away, cleaned the almari — the same way the other boy had cleaned it at the start — and left.

Two marks. And one boy’s road stopped.

And on the other side, on the second floor of the same hostel, the rich boy passed the same exam. Those books, whose dust I had counted, also passed.

Now I ask — and this question comes out of my plaster with every rain — who earned what? She burned four years of her eyesight, and the door closed. He let dust sit in a cupboard for four years, and the door opened.

The answer to this is not “hard work.” The answer is opportunity. And opportunity is not given to anyone. It is made. It is made out of someone’s pocket.

And then he came back.

Ten years later. He had become an officer. A car. An orderly. White kurta. Glasses. And a way of walking that people have only when nobody has ever said no to them.

He stood at my door. To the world he had come back to see his old place. But he met his juniors there — two boys sitting in the same room, at the same table.

He looked at them, and then he said the thing I will never forget:

“Aaj kal ke bachhe mehnat nahi karte. Aaram pasand ho gaye hain. Hum log raat bhar jaag kar padhte the.” Kids these days don’t work hard. They’ve grown fond of comfort. We used to stay up all night and study.

And that boy had never stayed up all night. I had watched him. He lived inside me for four years. He slept at seven.

I was standing there — no, I was lying there, I was a wall — and I could do nothing. A man was writing the story of his own success without knowing one true thing about it, and in that story he was making himself the hero.

This is arrogance. This is what one day becomes a neta, becomes an officer, and then starts running the country.

And right here begins the biggest, cruellest game of this society — the law and morality being different for the poor and for the rich.

When a poor man, in his helplessness, for two meals of bread, does some small wrong thing — steals, or takes a bribe that someone put in front of him — then this whole society, these same people, immediately declare him chor and laalchi. A thief. A greedy man. One label, in one minute. And that label walks to his children. It walks to his gotra — his family line.

And on the other side — when a big businessman, whose direct profit is tied to it, or a corrupt neta, in greed, claws at this earth, cuts down big old trees, empties a mountain, poisons a river, loots crores, and does all of it knowingly, deliberately, happily — what happens then?

Nobody calls him a thief.

There, these same big laws, these same courts, make his greed “right.” The scope of business. The scope of development. The scope of policy. The system builds him loopholes so that his every wrong act gets a legal name. In the light of the law, his crime becomes strategy.

And in between stands the officer — the one who looks biggest to you, who looks like the constable, the inspector, the collector — and that poor man gets stuck. He is crushed between the rules and the circumstances. Order from above, helplessness from below. He is the one being crushed, not the one looting. The real rot is in those who sell the whole country to see their profit — and then put that poor officer in front, like a shield.

Because society needs one person to point a finger at. It points at the small one. The thief has to be small, otherwise society will have to look at itself.

Today, in this age of technology and AI, the same thing is happening. In another form. In another language.

Look carefully. If you keep insisting on memorising things, if all your exams are a race of remembering, then an AI machine will beat you everywhere. Everywhere. You are human, you cannot compete with a computer. This girl who failed by two marks, this boy who failed, this four-hundred-year-old system of rote — before AI it is a leaf of paper.

So I am saying: do not make the world so complex. Make it simple. And most important — see a human being as a human being. Do not see a number as a human being. Do not see a degree as a man.

As long as you call the girl who failed by two marks a “failure” and do not count the goat that was sold, your system will compete with AI and lose. Because AI has a wealth you do not have: it does not keep anyone’s goat.

And one thing nobody says, which I saw most often in this room:

This system turns the rich into a person, and the poor into a number.

And neither of them knows it.

— A small note: if you or someone you know is breaking inside, in India you can call Tele-MANAS 14416, day or night, free. Making one phone call is not weakness. I have seen what happened to a boy who could not make that call. One phone call would have saved him.




3. The Real Meaning of Religion and Humanity

Now I come to the deepest and most swamp-like truth about religion. I will write plainly here, because this is where the cheating happens.

More blood has flowed in this world in the name of religion and culture than in the name of anything else. Countries fight. Big businessmen and selfish netas bake their bread on that fire. The officer just moves files. The ones who really light the fire are the netas and the religious brokers — who divide people by language, by caste, by temple-mosque, and by one old wound. And every time, they become the same thing: sellers.

Now the question, without turning away: does God exist?

In all my time as a room, have I ever seen God? No.

And I am not saying this out of fear. I am a room. I have no fear of hell, no greed for heaven, no ritual to perform. I am the place where a person comes in his truest form, when nobody is watching. And I have seen nothing. Only walls. Only a ceiling. Only a boy who cries, and his mother on the phone saying there is no money for food.

Those who say they have seen God with their own eyes — I doubt them the most. Because no shining form ever came down inside me. What came down was a man. With his pain. Alone.

The great revolutionary Bhagat Singh wrote a book in jail in 1930 — Why I Am an Atheist. His argument was not easy. It was slow to understand. He said that when sorrow, poverty and disaster come in front of a person, and he has no answer for that sorrow, he imagines an invisible power. A strength that will see everything, count everything, and one day give justice.

He also said that being an atheist is not easy. It is not a hobby. For this you have to break the fears inside you and the assumptions inside you — all those things we accepted in childhood without ever checking them. And his deepest point was this: if you do a good deed out of greed for heaven, or fear of hell, or under the shadow of someone keeping accounts — then that good deed is also a bargain. A trade. Bhagat Singh said the real dharma of a human being is nishkam prem — love with no reward. Doing something for another person with no prize, because it is right.

And at the end — when he was hanged — he did not ask any god for forgiveness. He gave his life for his country and for humanity. That was his greatest dharma.

Now I ask — who practised more dharma? Him, who gave his life with no reward? Or the one who rings the bell in the temple because he is afraid that if he doesn’t, something will go wrong?

Now go deep into our own scriptures. Our Upanishads. Our Vedas. Our Advaita Vedanta. The Ashtavakra Gita. These books are from our house. This is our heritage. No outsider wrote them. And what do these books say?

Aham Brahmasmi — I am that infinite consciousness. Tat Tvam Asi — that is what you are. Ayam Atma Brahma — this self itself is the divine. Prajnanam Brahma — consciousness itself is the divine.

This is not a weak, frightened, reward-hungry teaching. This is a vast truth — that the thing you are searching for is inside you. That God is not a person or an idol sitting in the sky keeping accounts of you. That God is not a place. God is an infinite energy — a consciousness — spread through this whole cosmos, in every leaf, every river, every living being, and in you too.

That is exactly the method of the Upanishads — neti, neti. Not this, not this. If you say God is in the temple, they say: neti. If you say God is on the mountain, neti. If you say God is in the sky, neti. And at the end they say: what remains, that which can never be said — that is you.

And the same Upanishads say that the person who thinks God sits in one special place and is watching his worship — that person is in ignorance. He is standing outside the temple. He never went in.

Now think about it.

Did the one who made the world make only one religion’s people, and turn the rest into enemies? Do the sea, the air, the sun, the rain — do they behave differently for different religions? Does the sun rise over one temple first, and then over someone else’s roof? Does the rain check which field to fall on, and which courtyard to keep dry?

No. There is one maker. And all of us are part of that same infinite consciousness. All of us.

But what did man do? For his politics and his greed, he divided God too. One got a temple, one got a mosque, one got a church, one got only a wall. And then he put a guard on every wall, and told the guard that the person on the other side is your enemy.

Ringing the bell inside the temple — and outside, poisoning the same earth, the same river, which our own culture calls mother. Will God be happy with this? Never. Not for one moment.

God is not pleased by ritual or by display. God is where there is nishkam prem — love with no reward. God is where a hungry person is fed. God is where a hand is placed on a sick child’s head. God is where there is compassion for every living being — the dog, the cat, the cow, the tree, and the man you see every day and ignore every day.

And when you sit with your eyes closed to pray, remember this — often, at that very moment, these religious brokers are robbing you. Your devotion is their business. Your fear is their income. That is why they never let you out of fear. Because the day you become fearless, their trade ends.

Real dharma is not locked inside temple walls. It is outside — on the street, in the hospital, in the lane where water comes once in three days, on the roof where someone weeps alone.

And one last, heaviest thing.

Today, because of technology, the whole world has joined together like one family. A boy in a lane in Prayagraj and a girl in a classroom in Berlin can watch the same video on the same day. Money crosses the world in a microsecond. One virus crosses every border in one season. Air, water, weather — they do not need passports.

And today, in the hands of humanity, there is infinite power that never existed before — nuclear power, and now artificial intelligence. Power like that, run by an angry, hungry, sad, divided man — that power can do anything. Anything.

If we still do not understand, if we still fight in the name of temple and mosque, in the name of caste, in the name of language, in the name of country — then one day that power will erase us. No other thing has harmed this earth more than fighting in God’s name.

So the last, smallest, and biggest meaning of dharma is this:

Have compassion for every living being. That is the greatest dharma, and that is the last dharma.

Only this remains. Everything else — temple, mosque, book, sermon, broker — all of it stands in between. Only compassion goes with you at the end.




4. Last Thoughts

Today my room is breaking.

A new building is going up. My walls — which I thought of as my body — are being taken down. First the paint came off. Then the plaster. Then my damp corner — the dampness I had kept safe for two months after the rain. And then a hammer came.

I am ending.

Before that one moment, when the last brick was falling, I looked at everything inside me. A hundred boys. A hundred different stories. Some drank coffee for the first time here. Some cried for the first time here. One remembered his mother here. One forgot his mother here. One changed his home by studying. One lost his home by studying. One boy ended his whole life here, and one boy walked out from here and saw the whole world.

And nobody asked me. Nobody asked: hey wall, what did you see? A hundred years of truth is buried inside your ceiling. Tell us. What happened here?

Nobody asked. And I could not speak either.

But today I am speaking. This is my will. After the last boy left, before the last brick fell, I am saying this. And yes — even a wall has a will.

But how many rooms like me are there?

Next to me is another room, where a girl hid her wound for two years. In the corner of the second floor was a boy who stayed hungry and smiled outside. There are three hundred rooms, and inside every one of them somebody’s whole life is hidden — someone’s first love, someone’s first fear, someone’s last day.

All of them are silent. All of them. The way I was silent.

And I want to say one thing to you before I go:

The day all these silent rooms speak, the eyes of the world will open.

That day no neta will survive, because the walls know his name too. That day no businessman can hide, because the walls keep his count too. That day you also will have nothing to say, because your room’s wall knows what you think at night.

That day is not coming. That day has come. You are just not listening yet.

Yes — this is my last word: the death of this room does not mean its story is over. It means its story will now live inside you. A wall breaks. The truth inside it does not break. It walks over to you.

And you are its owner now. What you do with it, you will decide.

I was silent. Silent for a hundred years. Today, with the last brick, I have spoken.

Now it is your turn.

— The Last Will of a Room. End.
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