
chapter 1 : a glimpse into who I am
“Let me ask you a question. The question is simple. But don't get too excited to give the answer 
right away. Because it is a test. A test whether you can think straight. Are you ready?

There are two people in the room. One of them is  powerful and intellectual person. He has a lot of 
fancy credentials and is appointed by the highest authority as the most suitable person to be the 
CEO of a company. The other one is a local man, not to mention a person thrown in jail a few times,
who with a bunch of supporters come to protest in front of the management asking them to step 
down and handover the administration to the labour.

So, now the question. Who would you choose? Who would you support? Who do you think is the 
better person?”

These were the exact words I asked her while I was standing in a conference room with a laser 
pointer in my hand pointing at the screen where my presentation was projected. I was immersed in 
the sweat of my own anxiety as I was desperately trying to convince her to fund me for my project. 
I was changing colours like the skin of a chameleon. From the faint pink blushing on my face when 
I presented a new point with the confidence that she would find it mind boggling and accept my 
proposal to the sudden pale whiteness as if I am engulfed in a fatal fever when I see that it had no 
effect on her. And then the tomato red face engulfed in fury as to why they would not concede to the
brilliance of my ideas and why would they term it as too unorthodox to succeed. And finally the 
feeling of sheer lifelessness in my body as I was being buried into the eternal abyss of frustration. It 
is not the first time though that I have experienced the frustration of rejection and gloominess. The 
last time I was in such an agony, I was getting stains in my grade card in the form of failure to pass 
my subjects which later opened the Pandora’s box to utter devastation of my life.

This time though, I would not let this happen again with me, I thought to myself. That is when I ran 
out of patience and asked the question Who is the better person.

She was occupying the seat furthest away from me in an otherwise empty conference room, 
reclining in the chair with one leg over the other, leaning onto one armrest with her hands 
supporting her head. Swetha Tiwari. The owner of Swetha textiles pvt. Ltd, one of the largest saree 
makers in the country. A business tycoon who inherited her way to the top through a chain of 
generations which passed on the family wealth. She was barely 35 but divorced. A charming but 
vicious young woman who held the reins of the politicians of the city. She had the largest textile 
factory in the city and a few shopping malls at various places and generated a large amount of 
employment for the city. And also a sizeable chunk of devotees in the form of workers union who 
could topple any political party if she ever required.

I could see in her face that even she was baffled at my question. She knew that I wanted her to say 
that the qualified and appointed leader is better than the union leader so that I could suitably counter
it. More to the point, in her mind, she was the well qualified appointed CEO who manipulated the 
union leaders to have utter devotion towards her, hence proving her point. But my question hinted 
otherwise and that was something she was thinking about. It was the first time in what was 
apparently the longest hour of my life that I saw her confused. In the back of her head, she was 
trying to recollect what she missed in the presentation; while her face was like a still portrait, 



emotionless. In a controlled tone, she asked me, “why? What do you think?”

I was in pure joy and emotions were overflowing past the dam of my still face. I wanted to scream 
out saying “Swetha Tiwari, even you can be wrong. So give me the money because you can never 
understand what my motto is. But you can surely help me”. 

Instead of surrendering my brain to the heart, I started with a refined reply saying, “because the 
appointed leader with fancy credentials could be Lord Mountbatten who ruled the nation of India 
whilst being sort of the CEO of India Corp. and the local leader who protests could be Mahatma 
Gandhi, the man who liberated India from the clutches of the British. You know, you should not let 
a single event in time be the judge of what is more successful, which is more better”.

By this time, I was filled with aggression. All the past events started flashing in my mind, the fact 
that my professors made a point to mock me in the class openly because they thought my ideas were
too radical and my methods too unorthodox. They did not have the right to cut my marks under fake
reasons when I had the proper answers. How could they ever take responsibility of judging my 
personality for themselves when they shouldn't and then decide for themselves that I should be 
punished for having thoughts different from them by negating marks from the answer sheets which 
they had no right to. If I were a criminal for having radical thoughts, then my professors were 
terrorists for taking things into their own hands to punish the criminals, except for the fact that these
terrorists were everything except suicide bombers. If they were suicide bombers, at least the world 
will get rid of them one by one.

I tried calming myself down thinking that Prophet Mohammed p.b.u.h. did not simply declare that 
the Quran is the new law and impose it on all human beings. When he was the leader of Madina and
was asked to settle between the Jews, he used the Jewish laws to judge between them. “I should not 
take matters into my own hands and make my own laws but trust the existing law”, I told myself. 
And that is the reason I am here in the first place. To put things into order and stop suppression 
against anyone and establish justice lawfully to the extent I can. And to accomplish that, I needed to
be a person of great power so that I can use my influence to establish discipline.

So, regaining control over my mind, I continued,” Let me tell you a joke. The international 
monetary system. Let us assume that there are 1 lakh rupees in this world. And the banks lend it to 
the world. Now, there is this thing called interest. Very funny. Having the concept of interest means 
that the banks should get 1.2 lakhs of cash back. But there is no 1.2 lakhs cash. So what do they do. 
They print an extra twenty thousand rupees notes to prevent the system from bogging down. But 
where do these 20,000 go. They go into the hands of the rich in the name of discounted lands or 
cheap raw materials so that there could be a nationwide development. So, the real joke is this. The 
20,000 rupees which have which came as free to the rich, go to the poor. It means that the rich have 
the services and commodities which has the worth whereas the poor get the physical cash which is 
actually worthless. In short, the poor have been working for the rich for free. And if I worked for a 
month and got my wage, in the next 10 years there is so much currency that my money becomes 
valueless. So, if I think of saving money by working a month of labour for future use, then in the 
future my money can get me only one week of labour. My three weeks worth of labour has vanished
into thin air. And to hide that fact from the common man, we gave this phenomenon a fancy name 
to calm us down. It is called inflation.



And do you know where the biggest part of this betrayal lies. The rupee bills and notes are actually 
promisory notes issued by reserve bank of India stating that you own a sum of money in terms of 
wealth i.e. gold and it is kept safe in the reserve bank of India. And that's a big fat lie because I can 
see the real money i.e. gold vanishing from your pocket while the paper promise remains. If not try 
to answer this question genius, if you could buy a tonne of gold with some money back in 1990, 
why is it that you can buy less than a tonne with the same money now in 2015.

If it isn't funny enough, let me put an extension to this joke. There was this treaty in 1949 called 
Breton Woods where it was decided that all the currencies of the world would be assessed against 
the American dollar and the american dollar could be converted into gold. And gold is the 
fundamental unit of wealth, the measure against everything in world is exacting to the standards of 
gold, and the gold was deposited by all nations in the US. But in 1971, when the economies started 
recovering and demanded their gold, the then US president Richard Nixon rejected to give anyone 
any gold. Why? Because he printed more american dollar promisory notes than he had the gold in 
order to invade other nations and advertize US military might. And so the dollar bills went all across
the world and the nations wanted to encash it in gold. What happens when a world leader falters? 
The more powerful countries condone the act and de-link themselves from the system. But the 
poorer nations can't abandon the system and so accept the betrayal as an inevtiable loss and move 
on.

So when you work hard to earn your income, your income is stolen hidden in plain sight by the rich,
the Indian government's functional arm of RBI and the US government. Now tell me, do you want 
this to go on? Do you want the government to play with you like this? Do you want some other guy 
to turn your lifetime of work and money into dust?”

I stopped there. I could notice that the woman who was reclining in her chair is now leaning 
forwards with hands tied on her chest and a little sparkle of glitter in her eye as if she knew 
something. I thought to myself that a woman of such a stature should know at least a bit of 
something about the world politics and the international monetary system. And the sparkle in her 
eyes meant she was happy about it. So, I feasted upon this opportunity and asked, “so even you 
know about it. Then why are you so dormant? Why not fight against it?” in a bit of a puzzled tone.

She became self-aware of her involuntary leaning in with interest and so, she corrected her black 
saree adorned with glittering stones so as to hide her emotions and tried reclining back and while I 
could clearly see that she was struggling to take rest her back against the chair because of her level 
of attention and the basic instinct of human nature of showing respect to the dominant one. But she 
could not recline back in comfort. She said, mustering enough courage to speak back, in a 
controlled tone, “Your ideas are juvenile. It is not like in the movies that you become powerful and 
influential and simply order that from today on no corruption and people would listen to you. Even 
established politicians in this city fear me and I in turn fear the political unions in the country. So, 
every time some deal has to be negotiated or something done, I put pressure on the local leaders and
the political parties put pressure on me. So, it turns into a game of chess when you make your move 
and they make theirs. You can play it till the end with all your tricks and resources until either you 
are completely destroyed or you crush them and clean all of them out of the map. It is too risky and 
the collateral damage is so high that you can never re-establish yourself, even in a lifetime. So 
instead, it usually ends in us making a draw and compromising with an acceptance that the pieces 



lost are collateral damage. You keep on making such huge lectures about bringing change whereas 
when you get into power, to fight against the system, you end up playing politics and deviate from 
the course”.

“But”, I interrupted, “you know that this is not always the case. I am pretty sure I can see you 
rejoicing about something inside your heart. I mean I know that even you know that changing the 
politics of a nation is not an impossible task. If you could plant an idea into the hearts of the people,
it would not let them sleep until they either forget it or they achieve it. You just have to keep them 
reminded of the idea and they will topple the system. I mean the BJP always plants the idea of 
Hinduism and snatches away the sleep of people. The agitated people either make their way into 
spreading the word and electing the BJP or when the emotions are strong, they start oppressing the 
minorities who are mostly unfortunate Muslims. The BJP then steps in and proclaims that the 
Hindus are the most peaceful people and stop the riot from taking shape and become saints of god 
in the eyes of the public and show the minorities that they are living at the mercy of BJP. This seals 
their deal. Or where the Muslim is not so minor, they have the risk of loosing and so, they let the 
riots happen to clean up a chunk of the minor population so as to win. This is an open secret and 
you know that as well. And if I am wrong, why does BJP always makes it a point to raise the 
question of Babri masjid destruction during even the 2014 general election when the incident 
happened more than ten years ago if not to spark more violence.

Even you have a similar tactic in which you inject into your workers the absolute devotion towards 
the company by gifting them with dresses from the industry instead of bonuses and salary hikes 
with a justification that a salary hike or a bonus will only lead to them drinking and wasting it 
whereas if you give them clothes, they will stay on forever. And because they are in a mood of joy 
of getting new clothes, they take the positive side of the argument and treat you as their godmother 
whereas you will be reaping profits from the so called clothes donation scheme because you always 
show them the MRP of the goods. Also by donating the factory made clothes, you suppress the 
worker's temptations of stealing the clothes. Many tactics like these and you have such a devoted 
army and lend it to the highest bidder amongst the politicians during election campaign and you are 
telling me that it takes a lifetime of work to change the system. You know Mrs. Tiwari, I have been 
doing my homework”.

At this point, she corrected me that she was miss Tiwari and not anyone's mistress. Coping up to the
matter that I have just vomited into her face, I knew that her dominance in the meeting was 
shattered when she said,” You have the thinking power of a 50 year old man well versed in 
everything and yet you fail to realize the magnitude of misery and devastation that you are going to 
cause to yourselves and your followers. Do you think that your opposition will sit with a popcorn 
watching you destroy them. And all for what? So that the people who are left can have an extra 
chocolate with their money in the next 5 years. By the way, there would not be an extra chocolate to
buy after the whole revolution thing of yours. Get some sense”.

By this time, like the dominant tiger would roam around in a pack, though it was involuntary, I was 
roaming from one corner to another in the room showing my dominance. But now, it wasn't a matter
of who the boss was. I grabbed a chair and sat facing her leaning on the table on my elbows with 
palms clasped together. Now, I think back into that situation, I think that I was a big fool back then 
with my mind completely masked by the idea that the justice has to be served. Because it was the 



first time after what was almost an era of misery and torment that I had the opportunity to finally 
strike back, I was not letting the opportunity slip away from my hands. I was hung up on the idea 
that I could finally I could let the justice be served and nothing can deter me from that.

So, with a mind fixated on getting things into order, I started, “but there are other ways of doing it”. 
At this point, she was a bit irritated and lost her patience trying to remind me how dreadful things 
are going to be. She stopped me by saying in a very deep voice of sorrow, “honey, honey honey. 
Only if you could understand”. After a deep sigh, she leaned onto the table and held my clasped 
hands with both her hands and was staring straight into my eyes as she continued, “Let me make 
you an offer. I will give you the promised 5 lakh rupees. And when you are done with all your 
madness, come and join me as a manager and I will help you get back on your feet”.

Though I was a bit pissed off at her last words pointing towards my awesome ideas as a madness 
and my status as broken, I had stratospheric amount of joy of funding and did not let these small 
niggles bother me. So, I jumped out of my chair and said deal.

She chuckled a bit and then got up to head into her office. I ran towards the other end of the room, 
grabbed my stuff in a hurry, disconnected the cables and chucked the laptop into my bag. With a 
coat hanging by my one arm with the files in the hand and a laptop bag in the other, I started 
walking briskly towards the door. As I struggled to open the door which was meant to be pulled as 
my hands were overloaded with stuff, happiness was surging through my body and I could not 
control the overflowing joy. I was biting my lips to stop the bursts of smiles that I was giving out 
and rather sheepishly, I walked past her secretary who was staring at me, giving me looks as if I 
were an alien creature from another planet.

I barged into her office, at which point she said rather charmingly, “don’t worry my dear. I don't 
have a big red button which would make me disappear so that I can run away from you”. She 
buzzed in her secretary and ordered tea for both of us while her chequebook was being fetched. A 
lovely tea with some biscuits later, I complimented on tea as a formality. She started, “you know, 
this tea is hand picked from Dispur farms in Assam and brewed for one hour to get the perfect 
flavour”. I was filling in the formalities saying, “are these biscuits too something of a connoisseur’s 
taste?” . “no”, she said, “I don't have biscuits with tea. So they are not”. She then threw the classic 
artificial aristocratic smile at me, pulled out a cheque leaf and started writing. It was then that I 
noticed that she was a rather beautiful woman. No denying the fact that she was not old and looked 
younger because of the make up and what have you not these days. And her richness meant that she 
could wrap herself in the finest silks that too a black one which contrasted against her skin colour 
enhancing the look. With all the glitter on it in a beautiful design so exquisite and painstakingly 
hand crafted. And she also maintained the perfect posture at all the time as if she was home trained 
like the British royal family does. I was getting distracted now  on her body shape and others when 
suddenly a hand emerged in front of my eyes. She was handing over the cheque to me. As she was 
handing the cheque to my hands, she gripped it a moment longer and said, “I mean it”. “What?” I 
asked. “you can join my company at the end of all of this”, said she.

You might be thinking that the title suggests yet another man coming forward to form a muslim-
only state or has radical thoughts of sorts. And you might be even spurred by the peep into a part of 
my life by my asking of money and etch it in your mind that the book is all about how I want to 
make an Al-Qaeda or a muslim version of RSS. And if you think so and I bet most of you are 



thinking that way, you are just a blithering idiot like the common man of this world because what 
was actually happening was  that I was asking Swetha Tiwari to fund me to establish a software 
startup that would rival apple and microsoft and then we got sidetracked.

And that is what's exactly wrong with the society and the world, to be honest. We people read the 
front page of a book of encyclopaedia and think that we are more resourceful than wikipedia itself. 
And that's the reason why the radical muslims of some nations think that they are doing jihad when 
they are just killing off innocent people, like lunatics. And since the world is stupid enough to just 
read the headlines and consider itself as a Ph.D in the subject, the world is telling that all the 
muslims are terrorists and is insulting the muslims wherever it goes. And that discrimination against
the muslims is enraging even more muslims to join the mindless armies of radical muslims to take 
'revenge' against the ill-treatment. And so the cycle keeps going on without a foreseeable end. And 
what's worse, even the governments are joining the bandwagon of the blindfolded fools and the fire 
is now fuelled with even more deadly ammunition. And that makes me wonder who is going to stop
the world from becoming a massive burial ground. Can any of the parties not bear patience and 
break the spell of war. I mean that if the non-muslims stop assuming every muslim as terrorist and 
looking down on them, why would more muslims join the ruthless armies. And if the muslims bear 
the insults just like their prophet did, would the spell of curse words and exchange of missiles and 
bombs not come to a halt.

And so looking at all of this like an ominous creature, I embark on a journey to preserve the fabric 
of peace in the society in my very own way. And that is what a caliph is meant to do. He is one of 
the omnipotent creatures who has no personal agenda or emotion or grudge or anger; in short, a 
saint. He critically examines every little thing to the minutest detail and forms a clear idea of what 
is happening and passes on the commands. And when the caliph issues an order, it means that 
people ought to follow it, just like presidential rule; point to notice president only issues orders in 
case of emergencies. And so I decide to become the self appointed caliph of the great nation of 
india, diffuse situations of intense rupture and forge new relationships to make them prosper. And 
then the followers start to swell in number everyday and even though the muslims are the most 
eager to form a caliphate, because of my training, they restrain from using any words similar to that 
to prevent making the others in our community feel insecure. And as impossible it might sound for 
you to accept, one day the non-muslims request me to end the democracy for they are fed up with 
the rich and the powerful being brought into power by their disciples who only wag their tails for 
the money. And so I abolish democracy and bring about the rule of caliph thus making THE 
INDIAN CALIPHATE.

But that administration is the topic for the sequel of this book. This book is about what made me 
change, what made me become a saint and how the idea formed in my mind with justification for 
every single thought of mine. An origins story, if you like. Enjoy the book and please don't be like 
the rest of them, reading until the point where you get a doubt and throw the book aside and start 
protests. That is unwise and only wastes our time.

Chapter 2 : the starting of my real life
Let me introduce myself. I am Haneef Nadvi. I am a student of IIM Bangalore. I was born in a 
Warangal in the then Andhra Pradesh. And that was where I got my habit of not being brave 


