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¢« Five Point Someone could achieve cult status.’ Outlook

“With the pace of an autobiographical account, the characters are simple
people with whom ene can identify with almost instantaneously
Needless to say this pocket friendly tome is a lucid and clear account
of a young wordsmith who succeeded in making this book a must
read for the fun of it.’ Timesofindia.com

...a well-constructed book with great characters and a captivating
plot. Definitely on the right side of five-point something on 3
10-point scale.’ India Todaj

'It’s casy to forget that five point someone has been penned by
first-time author. . . (the novel) is a gentle, humorous take on colle oy
life, and what constitutes growing up...a compelling read...”

Hindustantinmes.cod

‘...as racy and raunchy as Schumacher’s hotwheels, interesting 3
"r'v‘rl;}l}d:f Allen's sexc.‘s{;:tdts. ity Lececan Hera

‘., .dollops of humour and a conversation style that draws the reade
in.' The Hind

*...a breezy read. . .the universal appeal of its characters will strike

chord with most.' Timesafindia.

“The author ., . has been successful at making the vook sound sensitive
Readers will most readily credit hini for his complete hearted explori 1y
of his characters.” Pionet

... . fantastic account coming straight from the heart — fantastic pace.
You're bound to fall in love with the characters in the novel. ..}

Jl’obi#:eaﬂ{m -

‘Chetan Bhagat's debut book takes you on a fun-filled trip to 1T
Feonomic Tin

“In his first novel, a former 1 Tian gives us a glimpse into the eccentri
elitist world of India’s most prestigious engineering institutes.”
Indian Exp
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My mom Rekha Bhagat and brother Ketan, two people with
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craziness at times. My relationship with them goes beyond the
common genes we share, and 1, like every author, needed their
irrational suppert for me. |o

My NIT friends Ashish (Golu), Johri, VK, Manu, Shanky,
Pappu, Manhar, VP, Rahul, Mchta, Pago, Assem, Rajeev
G., Rahul, Lavmeet,Puneet, Chapar and all others. This is a
work of fiction, but fiction needs real inspiration. [ love them
all so much that I could literally write a book on them. Hey
wait, have [?

My friends in Hong Kong, my work colleagues, my yoga
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The editor and the entire team at Rupa for being so
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And lastly, it is only when one writes 2 book that one
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I had never been inside an ambulance before. It was kind of
creepy. Like a hospital was suddenly asked to pack up and move,
[nstruments, catheters, drips and a medicine box surrounded
two beds. There was hardly any space for me and Ryan to stand
even as Alok got to sprawl out. [ guess with thirteen fractures
you kind of deserve a bed. The sheets were originally white,
which was hard to tell now as Alok’s blood covered every
square inch of them, Alok lay there unrecognizable, his eyeballs
rolled up and his tongue collapsed outside his mouth like an
old man without dentures. Four front teeth gone, the doctor
later told us,

His limbs were motionless, just like his father's right side,
the right knee bent in a way that would make you think Alok
was boneless. He was still, and if | had to bet my money, 1'd
have said he was dead.

“If Alok makes it through this, I will write a book about
our crazy days. I really will,” I swore. It is the kind of absurd
promise you make to yourself when you are seriously messed
up in the head and vou haven't slept for fifty hours straight. ..



