
I had promised to help my grandfather with his work during my summer holidays. My 
grandfather stayed in the country and had a farm up there where he used to grow his own 
potatoes and cabbages along with a little bit of corn. Last year the countryside was hit with a 
huge disaster which caused my grandfather to lose a lot of crops. But it did not much affect 
his economic side because he just does it as a hobby and his sons, my father, and my uncle 
both provide for him by working full jobs. 
 
As promised, I was there staying with my grandfather now working on the farm and helping 
him as much as I can. It was always good being around my grandparents as they pamper 
me like I was still a small child. The countryside brought a sense of ease to me and my 
anxious city life. No deadlines, no tests, no social media. Far away from civilization and 
being engulfed whole by mother nature suited me. It was like being in a dream world, where 
I could be myself and not have to worry about the world around me.  
 
After a long day of picking cabbages from the farm, it was time to unwind and relax. My 
grandparents had already fallen asleep after dinner. I went up to my room which had a big 
window directly facing the fields. It was pouring down, but there were no leaves or rain falling 
on my window.  The only sound I could hear was the wind in my window and the rain. 
Everything was so calm and serene with the earthy smell as the droplets reach the dry soil. 
And suddenly, the wind started howling and all I could hear was the loud gushing of the wind 
coming through the seems of my windowpane. It became so loud that I thought that it would 
be better if I just opened the window. 
 
The wind was blowing so fast that it seemed like there was a huge hole in the sky. There 
was an old man standing in the middle of an empty field, looking up into the endless void 
that was the sky. He had his hands raised high as if trying to beg for something from the 
heavens above. The wind had started to combine into a  huge cyclone and looked like it was 
heading towards the man. I could see all of it from the other end of the field where I had 
been working all day long. I had been working on the field all day long and it was lush with 
vegetables but now all I could see was a barren land with no sight of greeny as far as my 
eyes could see and in the middle of all of it an old man, looking visibly exhausted, begging 
and crying. His wailing could be heard in the gush of wind that would pass through my 
window. 
 
The storm was approaching him fast and I had to do something as the old man would not 
budge from where he was standing even though the winds were strong enough to sweep 
him off his feet. I put on my raincoat and boots and rushed down and out of the house and 
towards the old man and also towards the storm. I could not think straight and I had this 
strong urge to save the old man from himself and from the wrath of nature even though I was 
putting myself at risk. Believe me, it was nothing noble, I was not willing to put myself at risk 
but something was just pulling me towards that man and I could not hold myself back. 
 
I got to the field and rushed towards the man, shouting at him to move out but it was as if the 
man could not hear me. He had his hunched back towards me so I couldn’t see his face but I 
could feel him speaking something and pausing for a while to sob and then go back to 
speaking but I could not make out anything as the wind was too loud for anything to be 



audible. Walking was hard as the storm was using all its force into pushing me back, my feet 
felt like there were weights tied to them and it was becoming harder and harder to pick up 
my feet every step I took. And the water splashing into my face like rubber bullets crashing 
into my face and ricocheting into different directions. 
 
Finally, after a treacherous walk towards the eye of the storm, I reached the man. He was 
slouching and his hands still raised were unnaturally long. He kept on apologizing for 
something constantly. And begging towards the sky to “make it stop”. I grabbed the man on 
his shoulder and I could feel that he was completely dry and also very warm. All of a sudden, 
the wind just stopped. The storm vanished. The rain disappeared. All there was, was silence. 
That short moment of silence was maddening. The old turned towards me, his face was 
disfigured, he had no eyeballs but his eyes were still somehow gleaming. His mouth was 
wide open and he had no teeth. And then he suddenly screeched at such high pitch right at 
my face, and that was the last thing that I remembered. 
 
The next day I was woken up by my grandmother who had come out for a morning walk 
through the farm and had found me sleeping in between the cabbages holding one of them 
like a pillow. There was no sign of any rain or storm from last night. I even inquired about it 
to my grandparents and they told me that nothing of that sort had happened last night and 
that it must have been a dream. But it wasn’t a dream, I could feel it like it had just happened 
to me and as if I was still experiencing it right now as I was talking to them.  
 
The summer vacations had ended and it now I had left the countryside in order to continue 
my busy city life but that experience didn’t leave me. I graduated from college and had a 
high paying job. I married the love of my life and had three children. Two sons and a 
daughter. I had eight grandchildren. I had a big house in the poshest part of the city, I had 
everything that I had ever dreamt of. And now I wanted to retire to the place which my 
grandparents had owned in the countryside because I needed a sense of calm in my life 
which had been missing from it for a long time. I was now living in the same house that my 
grandparents used to live in but everything was so different. The fields had shrunken and 
had been converted into small bungalows for the rich who needed an escape from society 
and could afford it.  
 
Our farm or whatever was left of it was not taken care of ever since my grandparents had 
passed away and now nothing grew on it and it was just a plain field with patched of grass 
growing here and there. I had been feeling a little unwell for a couple of days because of 
which I had decided to retire and relax. I was laying in my bed and as soon as I closed my 
eyes I fell asleep, and then I felt someone touch my shoulder and I woke up and I standing in 
the middle of the farm and turned around and saw younger self looking at me with such 
concern in his eyes. 
 


