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Deep trouble  

A fictional account based on a true event 

  

Bolo is 17, Babul 16, and I’m 15.  They call me Vivek.  We come from what is generally referred 

to as a disadvantaged region.  I confess: on two occasions we have broken into houses to lay 

hands on small things; just a couple of weeks before the confinement, we pilfered a number of 

articles from a shop in the vicinity.  We have never been caught.  I also go by the name of 

Tirouz.  I don’t know why.  At first it irritated me a lot.  But I’ve got used to it.  I take life as it 

comes. 

 

During the lockdown, we used to secretly meet at Bolo’s place in a small, rundown store 

reeking of stale smoke.  Keenly aware of the importance of social distancing, we didn’t hug each 

other.  Over some bottles of beer, Bolo suggested that we could make some money by taking 

advantage of COVID-19 to steal vegetables from Shamlal’s field.  There was a great demand for 

food in the difficult times of lockdown.  The vegetables could be sold on the sly and perhaps at 

a slightly higher price. 

 

Well, too risky, said Babul, shaking his head.  Our presence in the open would be easily 

detected.  The Police wouldn’t hesitate to nab us.  I shared his views.  What was the point of 

endangering our lives? 

 

Bolo wasn’t one to give up.  He proposed that the plan would be executed at night.  No one was 

going to know anything.  People would be sleeping soundly at that time.  And no one would be 

on guard in the field for fear of catching the virus.  Besides, the field, wasn’t it ten minutes 

distant from the residences?  Not seizing the opportunity would be stupid.  On the other hand, 
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Shamlal and his wife were both above 60.  Their sons were living in other localities.  And then, it 

was known that he was used to taking a drink every evening.  Moreover, there wouldn’t be 

dogs to give the alarm.  So, it meant that from whatever angle you looked at it, the way was 

clear. 

 

I must say that the idea appeared appealing.  Who was going to discover? 

 

Bolo planned the robbery down to the least detail.  He knew a person who could transport the 

vegetables in his truck.  He made it clear who would do what.  Babul, always the most alert in 

the group, was tasked with loading the loot.  There would be plenty of things to take away: 

tomatoes, carrots, pumpkins, manioc, aromatic herbs, bred chow chow, bananas and 

pineapples.  And ginger as well. 

 

I was quite skeptic.  What if the buyers asked where we had got the vegetables from?  What 

would we say?  Bolo made a face.  We were not obliged to reply or explain.  It was either take it 

or leave it. 

 

Bolo said that we wouldn’t be penniless anymore.  It was nice to hear this.  The whole idea 

seemed tempting.  Babul thought it was worth giving it a try.  If parakeets, tortoises and rabbits 

were disappearing from people’s places, the disappearance of a few vegetables from a small 

planter’s field was nothing new.  Robbers, he said, had to make a living too. 

 

My throat was dry.  As we had never attempted anything on that scale, it really got me worried.  

Pinching two packets of cigarettes or snatching a woman’s chain or a girl’s handbag wasn’t the 
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same thing as stealing vegetables in utter darkness.  And selling them at a time when we were 

supposed to be confined scared me.  Frankly, my heart wasn’t in its place. 

 

I had my misgivings.  Policemen would be patrolling strictly.  Were officials not saying on 

television that if you were found in the streets for no sound reasons, you would be arrested 

straightaway?  Hadn’t a man been roughly handled by the police?  The more I pondered about 

it, the more I was convinced that we would be heading for deep trouble. 

 

What do you say? Bolo asked. 

 

A voice inside me told me not to reply affirmatively.  It must have been an instinct, my 

deceased mother’s voice, a divine call, an intuition, a hunch, prescience, a guardian angel, or a 

gut feeling.  I had never experienced anything of the sort before.  I’m at pains to put a finger on 

the precise word. 

 

It’d be somewhere near midnight that “travay-la” was going to be done   -   the time for ghosts 

to appear, women in  white to roam with lamps, owls to hoot and horrible creatures to seek 

their prey.  My blood froze. 

 

What’s your opinion? Bolo asked again. 

 

He was pressurizing me.  I felt uneasy.  I wasn’t in the mood to go along with them.  Bolo’s idea 

seemed absurd.  I was under no obligation to follow him blindly. 
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The voice was buzzing in my ear: Just say no! 

 

It wasn’t easy for me at that moment.  I could hear my heart hammering against my ribs. 

 

Mustering courage, I confirmed I wasn’t participating.  Bolo lowered his mask with a nervous 

finger and looked at me blankly.  He hadn’t expected this from me.  In his capacity as self-

appointed leader, he believed he possessed a flair for planning crazy acts and that he never 

erred in his judgement. 

 

Who was I to contradict him? 

 

He stared at me without blinking. 

 

I was determined to not let anyone influence or force me. 

 

Bolo said I was a coward and that I was betraying the group.  Hadn’t we vowed allegiance to the 

group in all circumstances?  Babul requested me to reconsider my position.  I said I was keeping 

my distance.  They felt hurt and offended.  I could read it on their faces.  Bolo looked pale and 

there was a kind of fury gathering in his eyes.  Then, he exploded. 

 

“Go!  Get lost!  Right now!” 
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 The words were like the stings of wasps deep into my flesh. 

 

I understood that there was no place for me anymore in the group.  The voice within me kept 

reassuring me that I had done nothing wrong.  I felt humiliated.  I felt the blood rushing to my 

cheeks.  The facility with which he had put an end to our bonding saddened me beyond words.   

 

I left. 

 

Two days later, I received the news:  Bolo and Babul had been copiously “corrected” with 

goyave de Chine sticks for trespassing and attempting to steal.  As they were about to begin 

their nasty business, some individuals had appeared out of the blue to encircle them.  Their 

nerves almost broke out of fear.  Bolo had ducked a blow but one from another aggressor had 

hit him forcefully in the back.  They tried to run away but the vines hampered their escape.  The 

darkness, the stones, the tall grasses and the thorns didn’t make matters easy.  Taken 

unawares, they darted towards the truck in panic but the pursuers meant business and soon 

gained on them.  The driver drove rapidly away without Bolo and Babul, to save his skin. 

 

Both of them were in hospital, the former with two ribs in bad shape and a sprained ankle, the 

latter with a fractured arm and injuries sustained on the head. 

 

I couldn’t believe my ears.  The pain of rejection hadn’t quite left me, yet I felt sorry for their 

agonies. 

 

How the plan had backfired, no one knows. 
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But what’s done is done.  Today, I’ve nothing to do with nefarious activities.  I feel the same 

relief that a hare feels on being released from its hutch after a long and painful confinement.  I 

must add that another lesson I’ve retained from my COVID-19 experience is how close friends 

can become total strangers in a matter of seconds.           

 


