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This book is dedicated to every women I have felt attracted to since I was born. Deep down, every 

story is a story of love, whether of its abundance or its lack. 

Specifically, I won't name you dear, but this is for you. If you are reading this, I'm grateful to you. It was 

me who messed things up between us and I'm sorry for that. 

A man has only one escape from his old self, to see a different self in the eyes of a woman. For me, that 

woman is you. And those eyes, are your eyes. 

If it were not you all who rejected me, I would have never been the man I am. If it were not you all who 

loved me, I would have never felt more connected to myself. This book is dedicated to you all. 

  



 

 

 

 

Your life will never be the same again after reading the stories that follow. 

And if you think it will, it won’t. 

And I don’t hope that you change. 

I want you to change and point out to all those things that hold us back. 

  



Few years ago there was a boy who fell in love with a girl. They sat together in class. They started 

talking and felt the instantaneous connection. All sunshine and rainbows.  All cherry and merry. They 

walked hand in hand in every evening. All was going well until that day. That day the boy’s insecurity 

overpowered him. He did what she could never expect. Attraction is not a choice. But falling out of 

attraction is. She gave him another chance. But he was totally wrapped in his core beliefs of childhood. 

He could not do anything. The connection broke. They never talked. They never ever looked at each 

other after that. Few years later, after realizing his mistake, he thought to give it a shot. She was going 

with her friends. She was far. But not so far that she couldn’t hear him call her. He shouted her name. 

The girls stopped. She turned around and came walking towards him. Each step by her made his heart 

beat a little more forcefully. Finally, they were standing close enough to stare deeply in each other’s 

eyes. He apologized. She smiled and forgave him. After their talk, there was silence. The world seemed 

to pause. She could have left, but she stood there. For more than what could be expected out of 

politeness. She stood there. Her ears longed to listen what his eyes were communicating to her eyes. 

She wanted to hear what he felt deep down inside. While he wanted her to ask first. Little did he knew, 

her eyes were already begging him to speak up. He was stuck in doubt and paid parting regards. He 

said bye. While he turned, she still had that look in her eyes. The look of longing that a woman has 

when she wants to feel desired by a man. He walked away in doubt. He could have said it. But he 

didn’t. She was waiting for him to turn up, but he left thinking that his time to love her had passed long 

ago. We don’t regret for the things we did, but for the things we didn’t. That was his regret. When he 

realized that, it was indeed late for him. She had moved. Time had passed. Nothing could get them 

together. They never saw each other again, ever. If they have a face-off, ever in life, it would never be 

the same as it was then. 

 

 

That is my story. 

That boy is me. 

I still regret that moment in my life. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Wherever you are, happiness to you dear. 



 

 

That last cup of tea 

 

 

 

  



When I was in my last year of school education, I had joined a reading group. I loved reading, making 

crafty items, playing and besides that, I loved her. More than anything else I cared for at that time in 

my life . The group had nine members and she was one of those. She was the neighborhood girl who I 

used to see every day. Every day since I saw her for the first time a month before. She lived a few 

houses away and was the only daughter of Mr. Goel. I thought to myself why didn't I see her before. 

Maybe she had gone to study to some other place. I rationalized to myself. The point was that I had 

been infatuated by her. I thought it was love. Maybe it was. But in my view, love is mutual. Infatuation 

is not. She was the one. I felt like that. She was older than me by at least a decade, but I convinced 

myself that in matters of love, age didn't matter. I was a chocolaty kid, little nerdy and shy. She was 

about an inch shorter than me. And I am five feet ten inches tall! She had thick and long black hair that 

rested upon one side of her head over her shoulder. Most of the time she had a ponytail that touched 

her hips. But her look in the red cloth hair band complimented her milky white complexion when I saw 

her for the first time. She was voluptuous and her clothing choice revealed her care for her body. In the 

reading group, I was the youngest one. Two other guys, I would rather call them men, used to hit on 

her. I thought I stood no chance. But one fateful day, it happened. 

She was coming home from her father's clothing store and I was walking past her. From somewhere, I 

gathered the courage to say "Stop" and handed over to her a toffee that I was carrying. It was really 

corny. I smiled and said, "This is mango bite, yellow in color just like your purse, tastes really good and I 

want you to have it". She took it and gave me a peck on my left cheek. I definitely had something that 

those two men didn't. Innocence. That’s what I had and have to this day. The touch of her warm lips 

makes me nostalgic. As a seventeen year old kid with curly hair and beady eyes, I felt like the prince 

charming of her fantasy while she was my princess. That week on Saturday evening, I went to the 

reading club as usual. While I was parking my cycle, she saw me and our eyes met. She smiled and I 

returned the same. My cheeks turned red and then I went in the room, with her on my side. The touch 

of our shoulders when we got in through the narrow door was amazing. We sat across the table. When 

her lips parted over her magnificent teeth when she spoke, it made me fill with amazing joy. We were 

discussing something about historical oppression of women in India. I gave my point about equality 

and everybody seemed to like it. Especially her. That’s what I cared. After the session was over she 

asked me from where I got this mind-set. I coyly answered, from my mother. She smiled and praised 

me and we left. This time, not together. But I felt good. Whether it was the good point that got praise 

or was it her praise, I do not know till this day the reason of that happy felling. I allowed it to sink in my 

heart. 

My mother used to get clothes from that woman's father's store. It had a boutique. It was a women's 

wear shop. Drishti worked there with her father. Her name was the most amazing thing about her 

besides her hair, tenderness and presence. My mother and I went to the market. To shopping. And my 

mother took me to the shop which Drishti's father owned. I was mesmerized that I would get to see 

her. But, to my surprise, my mother insisted that I should stay out and buy some stationary. I had 



missed my chance to see her. Whole credit goes to the lingerie model pictured at the entry and the 

female statue that was standing naked and looking towards my mother and me. No, problem, "I'll meet 

her in the reading group", I said to myself. I roamed around for some time and finally came outside the 

shop. Waiting for my mother and facing away from the shop, I heard someone call my name. A shrilled 

voice called "Manas, Manas". It was the voice of a female. Not my mother's, but someone else's. 

Before my mind raced further, there was a tap on my shoulder, "Where are you busy dear boy?”, I was 

surprised. It was her. I fumbled out something and said that I was wondering when my mother would 

return with the kurti that she had to get altered. She surprisingly asked, "The woman with boy cut hair 

wearing violet salwar, she is your mother, right? “ I answered yes. Then there was a moment of silence 

and eye gazing. She told me that my mother had left few minutes before and she had asked her to 

inform me the same. I had some time and a hundred rupee note in my pocket. I thought to give it a 

shot. Pointing to a coffee shop I asked her whether she wanted to have one with me. She looked at me 

for a second. I instantly felt it was over and expected a response that would piss me off. And then it 

happened. She responded. "I am not into coffee, but sure I like herbal tea, let’s go", she said. And we 

went. Together. At that moment I realized that fortune does favor the brave. On her insistence, I too 

ordered a cup of herbal tea. We sat down and before I could say something, she asked me a dreadful 

question. She asked whether I had a girlfriend or not. I felt she knew my answer and would ridicule me 

over my "single" status. I honestly answered and she didn't ridicule. She placed her cup of tea on the 

table and with the most empathic eyes looked at me. I was forced to put my cup down and look at her. 

She told me something that I will never forget. "What I see in you is innocence, you are not naive, but 

you are not smart either", she told me. I listened. We talked a little and then she looked at her watch 

and insisted on getting back home. As innocent I was, I complied. 

On our way back home while we were walking on the side track, I shifted my side. I gently touched her 

arms with both my hands and moving across her back, came over to the outer side of track. I was no 

romantic hero, but I was not naive either, I guessed. She seemed cool with the act. I asked her about 

her life and her ambitions. Her answer was the most heart-breaking thing I had come across till that 

day in my life. "I want to raise my son Prayas to be a strong man like his father. And as far as my life 

purpose is concerned, it is to be a designer of my son's life and grow into a better human being", she 

responded with delight. Maybe that is why she worked at her father's clothes shop, to learn new ideas 

and work on them. Why she joined the reading club was no more a mystery to me. My mind was racing 

like raging stallions and I was feeling like a tiny puppy stoned into a corner. There was no ring on her 

finger and not even a hint or signal of accessory that could project her married status. The fact that she 

even had a baby boy, or infant, or toddler, or kindergartener, was an utter shock. After that we didn't 

talk. We walked our way to our respective places and said good night to each other. But little did I 

knew, that night was not good and the following were not going to be. I cried in the warmth of my quilt 

thinking about her and cried some more. Finally I fell asleep on my own tears spread all over the 

portion of bed sheet under my head. I had no chance, I convinced myself. 



I woke up the next day to go for school. After spending my day feeling hollow, on my way back home I 

saw Drishti outside her main gate. She smiled at me and asked me to wait. I was confused. She came 

with a kurti and told me to hand it over to my mother. Then I left. I gave it to my mother and she 

immediately went to her room to try it on. And I went to my room. And I cried. Then came Saturday 

evening, the reading evening. Drishti was there. That day she wore a maroon lipstick and her eyelashes 

were darker than dark black. All routine stuff was going on, but I felt a knot in my stomach. I had to 

undo it. When the session at reading club was over, I asked Drishti if we could walk together on our 

way back. She agreed and my idea of not coming via cycle was a success. Infatuated as I was, I said 

nothing and enjoyed walking besides her. Embracing the sound of silence was too good for me to break 

with my adolescent voice. Then finally, I asked her about her family life. "My husband is in the army", 

the words came through her parted lips. At that moment I felt I should become an army officer. Then 

she told me her love story. She had met him during their college and since then, they were together. 

He was an army officer leading his troops in Kashmir as a Para commando. Their son Prayas was in 

Dehradun. He was being looked at by Major's family and was four years old. Drishti was here for a 

month to have some personal time with her parents. That made me question her motherly affection 

towards her son and her purpose to love him. Then I realized that a mother who is willing to have her 

priorities first, would make her boy a strong man. I didn't ask her when she would be leaving. Fear was 

grabbing me and to counter it, I held her soft hand in mine. She stopped. I stopped. I felt I was going to 

get slapped, or pushed, or kicked in the nuts. "It didn't happen, I'll pretend like that", I thought to 

myself. But no, she stood there with her eyes that met mine and I thought what I should do. Not 

having enough experience in romance, I just kept on looking at her. Secretly I was asking the almighty 

to grant me wisdom to do something. Suddenly, I felt in my heart, an impulse to hug her. I did that. 

Looking back at that moment, I think I could have kissed her. Maybe not on lips, but at least on cheek. 

But I didn't. Sometimes we do not have enough understanding to avoid the regrets of our future. That 

was how I felt back then. 

We hugged for a minute and tears dropped of my eyes. The touch of her tender body with my chubby 

one was magnificent. The sun was gone. It was a not so crowded road and we were having a moment 

of lifetime memory. Maybe that was enlightenment. I was not so sure. But definitely, it was more than 

joy. I had to tell her my desire to be with her. She was smiling with her eyes. We started walking our 

way back. The look in her eyes was an indication that she had peeped into my heart. But I had to tell 

her. The knot had to be undone. Mustering all my courage and controlling my shaky legs, I spoke. "Our 

lives are different but we connect”, I said. "And maybe that's why we can't be together, our lives are 

different", she responded. She went home thereafter and said good night while parting. That night I 

slept well. The knot was undone. 

Three days later an army gypsy was standing outside her home. She was greeting her parents and it 

seemed that her month long vacation was over. I was in veranda and just then, I rushed to my room, 

got the wind chime I made for her and ran like a racehorse back to the main gate. There she was. In an 



off-white sari with black eye shadows, standing just a foot away, she was looking way more beautiful 

than ever. I gave her the wind chime which took me four hours to make. Again she gave me a peck on 

cheek. Her presence was enough as a return gift, but she gave me a peck. Since I had no facial hair at 

that time, she must have felt my soft cheek, I wondered. My mom saw this. My mom said bye to 

Drishti and later had a talk with me. The kind of talk that parents have with their child when they 

suspect the possibility of failure in an exam. That kind of talk was about to happen. I was sitting on the 

sofa and in front of me, was my father. On my side was my mother standing with arms crossed. I was 

terrified. To my surprise, she didn't scold me and my father told me something that I distinctly 

remember to this day. "Everybody you love may not be with you when you want them", he said. They 

knew what I was feeling at that moment even though I never expressed it verbally. My emotions 

projected something that my vocal cords couldn't. I cried and my mother consoled me. My first 

infatuation was no more a secret, my parents got to know about it. Maybe that's why I have a different 

outlook towards love and intimacy. 

It was a warm Thursday evening and the sun was just paving its way down into the horizon. Looking at 

the sea, covered in sweat, I finished my running practice. The sight was beautiful. On my way back 

home I picked up vegetables from the local grocer and sipped water. 

***** 

My wife had cooked our favorite dish. Ladyfingers. We both love these tiny, long, sticky pieces of 

nutrition and when sprinkled with pepper and salt, deep fried in mustard oil, they taste better than any 

ice cream I have ever had. Count chocolate fudge as an exception. Also the Brownie that is there at 

McDonalds. Those two items don’t count. My wife and I are total health junkies. There are some 

people who are foodies. We are that. Then there are some who are exercise fanatics. We are that too. 

This is one of the things that have kept us bonded in a seven-year-old relationship. Six years without 

papers, and one year with papers. Looking at our photo in the lobby, I remembered our anniversary 

last week. I had cancelled all my appointments. All patients on were on hold in every hospital where I 

saved lives. Samara had prepared carrot halwa and invited our parents and close friends for 

celebration. One of her students was also there. I wondered, what was this college guy doing in his 

professor’s anniversary? I found out that he was infatuated with my wife Samara. A moment of pause. 

For reflection. 

***** 

  



My wife’s lover at our anniversary 

On one side it was awkward to see him. But on the other side, I remembered my experience with 

infatuation when I was in school. All happened in fraction of a second on the anniversary night. All my 

memories came to my mind. Time had distorted. 

Being a doctor by profession, I am specifically a psychotherapist. Patients with depression, PTSD, 

ADHD, schizophrenia, suicidal tendencies come to me for help. Deep down I feel that everyone has a 

dark side in their lives that they never reveal. I didn't, but my parents found out. 

After my mind got over my teenage infatuation story, I came back to the anniversary party about which 

I was thinking. I was greeting Samara’s mother. The boy was standing near the kitchen, I recalled. He 

had a gift in his hand. Part of my job as a psychotherapist is to help people open up to their deep 

rooted beliefs about themselves. I went up to him to find out his beliefs. I could have asked his name 

first, but I chose not to. Name discloses your religion, caste and even stereotypes. A doctor needs none 

of that. The dialogue began. 

"How do you know the host?” I asked pretending that I did not know the answer. Although, I did. 

"She is my history professor", he said. 

"Do you often go and gift your professors at their anniversary?”, my curiosity grew a little. 

"No, this is the first time", he replied. 

"And what made you make this choice?” I asked. 

"Her beauty as a woman", he replied. I was not expecting that out of him. Especially, from a boy of his 

age. 

"She is married", I asserted. 

"I know", he said with a grin. And to my surprise, he told me that he knew the fact that I was her 

husband. 

I just looked in his eyes, waiting for him to say something more. The uncertain pause between 

conversations. There is something magical that uncertainty does to people. It makes them speak more. 

The boy turned his head towards her and the priceless expression on his face conveyed something. It 

surely was not nervousness to fill an awkward silence. It showed conviction. 

"Look at her", he said. "She is really happy.  A woman who is in love always looks beautiful. She is 

happy with her family even though you are here", and looked at me thereafter. 

"What do you mean by that", I asked. 



"You know that feeling that you get when you have somebody so close that even when they are not 

with you, you never expect them to be around. I am talking about that feeling", he answered with a 

distinctive look in his eyes. 

I just smiled and let that thought sink in my mind. 

"Do you think you will get her?” I asked him. 

"She is not a thing that I want to have and brag about. I'm more than happy to see her with you", he 

replied. 

I felt that he said that to flatter me. I had to confirm it by digging a little deep. 

"You must have persuaded her at least once. Didn't you?” 

"No, I didn't. There was no point. She has a different life and has made her choice. All that I could do 

was to put forward my intention and desire for her. I did that and the rest was all up to her. The thing 

that matters is that I told her", he said. That was a very well presented view, I felt. 

Most people don't have the courage to put forward their desire and wants. He was in the tiny majority 

who have that courage. Sign of a strong person. But I had to ask something more. He was not tall but 

taller than average, although shorter than me. Fairly handsome and very well built. The kind of man 

with naturally wide upper body and a masculine square jaw. Just like a GQ model. I asked him about his 

previous relationships. He looked like the archetype of a guy who gets all the girls in school and college 

and who's a natural born women magnet. I thought so until he stunned me by his reply to my question. 

"I have had two long term girlfriends in last three years. Other than that, nothing". There was not a 

hint of feeling lack as his words came out of mouth. 

What went wrong with them, I asked further to get into his head. He told that nothing went wrong, it 

was just that they didn't connect at some levels as partners. I liked his framing. I asked him about his 

father's work. "He works with the government, other than that I can tell you nothing about him. His 

profession is not something to be disclosed", he replied. There are many things that I learned as a 

therapist. One of them was about secrets. People who keep secrets create deep, dark places in their 

psyche and are liars in a way. It is a sign of weakness and lack of vulnerability. It builds shame and 

regret. But that boy was being discreet. Discreet and secret are different. Discreetness is an honest 

signal of the strength of a person's character. Especially a man's. He was strong. A man with character. 

After that, we parted and he went to meet Samara. He gave her the gift and she gleefully hugged her. 

His face was filled with the charm of lively innocence. I bet there are many men who secretly lust for 

my wife. He was the one ballsy enough to accept his feelings and tell her. Here's the thing about 

infatuation, it may be one sided, but when it is known to both the people, it gets its real worth. I have 

no idea whether more than two people can have feelings for each other that every other person knows 



and happily accepts. Maybe they can, but I have never met those people. The boy and I had planned to 

meet a week later at his house. He invited us and I agreed, without talking about it with my wife. It was 

meant to be a surprise. 

***** 

After getting back from the memories of anniversary, I realized that my wife was sitting across the 

dining table. We were supposed to dine. Then, as she served lady fingers, I finally asked her. "When did 

you realize about his infatuation?” I spoke sounding as casual as I could. But she knew why I had asked. 

Her answer was quite obvious to me. Some signals are universal like a handshake, but some are subtle. 

Moreover, exclusive. You never know what the other person means until you are experienced enough 

in love or rejection. Or maybe both. She told me that in her class, he kept looking at her. One day, after 

the class he saw her struggling to get the car out of parking area. He offered to help her and was 

nervously smiling. Samara dropped him to the bus stand. In that short journey he never spoke, note 

even once. He did the right thing, his words could have ruined the dynamic between them. "But, while 

getting off of the car, he opened the door, stepped out, and while looking at me he moved to my side, 

crossing the front of the car. I lowered my window glasses. Then was when he finally spoke and 

confessed about his attraction towards me", she said. "He was almost to tears when he finished", she 

completed in her tender voice. He then said he would never see me as a teacher but as a woman of her 

affection who he never had as a partner to love. She went on to say further. "He is the kind of guy I 

never had while I was in my younger years", she finished. My bowl was filled with lady fingers and 

plate with salad. She passed the casserole and rice bowl. I was moved. Not just by the tasty food, but 

also by the boy's conviction. He had guts. Definitely. But more than that, I felt that he had something 

that many mature people don't have. That was vulnerability. I had to meet that guy. Tomorrow was the 

day planned to meet him. 

***** 

  



 

The night I will cherish even after death 

Sitting at my seat in my cabin in the hospital, I was thinking about my wife. She had a characteristic 

way of carrying herself. She exuded the rare quality of confidence along with feminine radiance. 

Theory can never give justice to practice. True in my work as a therapist and also true for my wife. The 

first time I saw her was in a charity event. I could feel her smile across the whole row of tables. She had 

high cheek bones, thin lips and doe eyes. She still has all those intact. Even to this day, I am not sure if 

her makeup gives her those eyes or is it a result of her good genes. But I am sure, her gaze is her own. 

No woman can put on the gaze that pierces a man's heart. That is innate. She has that. 

The bell rang and I got back to my room. A middle aged man entered the room. I intuited while looking 

at his sunken eyes that he was not very happy. Before coming in he was little hesitant and nervously 

blurted out, "mmmm....Dr Manas, the therapist?” Then told me his name. My work ethic and personal 

code prevents me from disclosing that. That man was stumbling on entering the room that clearly had 

my name plate outside. He had an appointment. Still he was not sure whether he was at the right place 

or not. I was right. 

My intuition was confirmed. He had really low self esteem and more than that, he had vulnerability 

issues, I found that later. He was stuck in his job and had mild depression. His family was supportive 

but he had lost it all while conquering over his life and his problems. I had to make him accept his life 

first. I got to my work. 

Finishing off after two hours, I looked at the patient list. No more. I spent almost a decade in learning 

my science, and just got a few patients a day to practice. Sometimes just one. Some days none. I cared 

to heal people but only if they could show up. There is only so much a person can do, some has to be 

reciprocated by the other one. I took my bag and went to the exit. I messaged samara to be ready by 5 

pm. 

I still had one hour left to pick her from our residence. So I headed to one of my favorite places. The 

hospital's play room. Doctor's and patients' kids used to play there. They loved the chocolate cookies 

that my wife baked. I had saved them from the share that Samara gave me for my snacks. I served the 

kids as a middleman. There is something meditative about playing with kids. I cannot think about 

anything other than their cheerful acts. They love their biscuit man and I love their presence. 

Everybody wins. Time just flew. 

I picked up Samara. I didn't feel the need to go inside my home and add something to my appearance. I 

was so excited that any delay could ruin our experience. She sat in the car. There is something about 

women that always fascinates me. Their dressing. Some men love to see their bodies naked, I adore 

them in their feminine essence. And that for me is the way they present themselves, emotionally and 



physically. That is their real beauty. She was wearing thick black mascara, with dark eye shadows and 

kohl. Her eyes were speaking volumes about her feelings. She never wears heels. Maybe because she 

doesn't like them or maybe she doesn't want me to look shorter than her. "You have painted your nails 

really well, they are looking so magnificent that I can see my face in them", I complimented her while 

her hand was in my palm. She chuckled and went on to explain me her choices for that day's plan. I 

never ask her to put something on. I just praise what she chooses and every time she looks as beautiful 

as she looked the previous time. Sometimes I feel, beauty cannot be measured, it can only be felt. If it’s 

there, it just is. Not more not less. 

The distance was not much. We arrived there within fifteen minutes. The soldier asked us for our 

identity and purpose. We were in the cantonment area. The boy never told me about his father's work 

but the address he gave, spoke for itself. We arrived in officers’ area after the soldier gave us 

directions. Big houses, clean gardens, shining cars and silence. The kind of silence in the place where 

our nation's protectors reside, is soothing. I assumed this was a result of soldiers' loud, bloody and 

frightening experiences in the battlefield. My therapy sessions with a soldier having post traumatic 

stress disorder led me to derive this unproven theory. 

We stopped at our destination. The big house belonged to a Brigadier. We asked the soldier to inform 

the residents. Surprisingly, he knew we were the guests for that evening. He smilingly opened the gate 

and asked for our car keys to park the car. I always appreciate the respect I get from others. I handed 

him the car keys. We went inside. Samara was just about to knock the door when a lady opened the 

door. She was wearing salwar kameez that fit amazingly over her well maintained body. We greeted. 

She then led us to the guest room. An air of nostalgia wrapped my body and I felt an irresistible 

impulse to utter "Drishti". But I stopped. The woman looked at me, our eyes met. And at that instant I 

knew that the boy whose name I never asked, was Prayas. He was her son. Drishti's son. The woman in 

front of my eyes was Drishti. It was as if time had come to halt and my whole life was turned back. I felt 

like the seventeen year old chubby version of myself. Prayas came in and hugged Samara. They sat 

together on the sofa. She took out a gift from her purse and gave it to him. It was very neatly wrapped 

but I instinctively knew that it was a book. She gifted me the same when we began our journey as a 

couple. A person gives same value and valuables to whom they value. I smiled to myself. 

The fragrance of coffee beans led me to the kitchen. I left Samara and Prayas in their conversation. She 

was making coffee. "Drishti, I thought you loved tea", I said. She turned around and our eyes met. 

There she was. Even after fifteen years, she was as pretty as she was then. We hugged. Her husband 

who was then a Major was now a Brigadier. Saving the nation, since then. Her face lit up and my 

cheeks turned red. "The coffee is not for us. I like tea. You know that", she said. "But what you don't 

know is that I have recently found love for green tea. I hope you won't mind having a cup with me", 

she asked while slightly turning her head to the side. I nodded in agreement and she got my answer. It 

was obviously a yes. "You have changed, but I instantly recognized you when I opened the door. Your 



innocence is intact", she said as her soft fingers were on my cheek. I was once again infatuated by her. 

"I never told Samara about you. You are my muse", I said while looking at her lips. They were not 

covered in lipstick and reflected the elegance of youth which her age could not match up to. She had 

defeated her age. She then lowered her eyes and her lips met mine. Whether it was surprise or 

spontaneity, before I could decide, our hands were at each other's waist. We enjoyed our moment. It 

was an innocent kiss, without any expectation of result. We were totally lost without any regards of 

our individual lives. It was all about us in the moment that had been missed fifteen years ago. Now I 

realized I could have kissed her then. Sometimes we fantasize about a person so much that when the 

moment of taking action comes, we feel contented enough. If she hadn't made a move, I would still 

have missed this expression of mutual affection that we were having together. I thanked her by 

whispering in her ear while touching her ear hangings with my hand. While my hand was on her cheek, 

she gave me a warm peck on forehead. She put her hand on my cheek and we realized somebody was 

waiting. She then took the coffee mugs and I took the tea cups, and we headed to the guest room. It 

had the sound of life. Sound of infatuation. "Your mother has brought you up really well", I said looking 

at Prayas. "She never compared me to my father, and that is why I am what I am", he replied.  The boy 

was indeed the strong man Drishti wanted him to grow into. I looked at Drishti and she smiled. Just 

outside of her bedroom, there was something hanging and pleasingly ringing. It was the wind chime I 

gave her fifteen years ago. People who value the gifts they receive are the ones who actually deserve 

to be gifted. We picked our cups of green tea. I expected it to not be the last one with her and secretly 

hoped that it never finished. I wanted the evening to never end. My parents knew about my 

infatuation, but not about my muse. She was my muse and will always be. And I was discreet about 

that and would always be. 

 

********** 

  



 

 

The man who I never saw again 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

She was lying in a pool of blood. On the side tracks of a main road at 8 am on Thursday morning. 

Nobody came to help her. The back of her head was almost split in half. He saw her and saved her life. 

What that boy didn't knew, was that he gave the most precious gift to that sixteen year old girl. Not 

just the gift of life, but the gift of every woman's fantasy. He was her savior, her hero and she never 

saw him again. 

I was going to my school. I was in eleventh grade and it was 1987. No mobiles, not much cars and no 

fancy school uniforms. I had ponytails and a brown bag that my mother had stitched. My father was a 

government engineer. We had money for our needs but not for our wants. That's what my father told 

all of his three kids. I being the eldest one had to be more careful about school attendance. No 

holidays. Be it rain, fever, function, but no holidays. 

As any normal day, I was dressed clean and my mother packed my lunch. That day, it was carrot and 

potatoes. I love them, even to this day. She said bye to me and I left. My younger brothers had already 

left. We had different timings. I had to walk for more than one kilometer to reach the bus stand. I was 

waiting for bus. It was coming. Coming closer and closer and finally it stopped. All the kids got in. I was 

the last one. Just when I placed my foot on the stepping stair, my hand slipped of the rail that I was 

holding on to. The bus was in motion and I fell off of a moving bus. Just because I was looking back at 

the pups playing behind me on the footpath. And little did I realize, there was an electric pole just 

behind me when I fell. The pole didn't hit my head. The corner of the metal box attached to its lower 

end hit the back of my head. It struck so painfully as if a doctor had pierced a dozen syringes 

simultaneously through my head. Blood was all over. The pups were still playing. The bus went ahead. 

And before I fell unconscious, I clearly remember that the bus stopped at a distance. A boy came out 

running. He wrapped his shirt over my head and lifted me up. He ran towards an auto. Although the 

auto drivers never go without 8 passengers, that day, that miraculous feat happened and auto driver 

went on to save my life. 

My eyes were getting dizzy. It was all blackening out. My head was on his shoulder and his white vest 

was turning red. At some moments in life, time really slows down. It happened on that day. The next 

thing I remember is that I woke up on hospital bed with him on my side. Just when I opened my eyes, 

he placed his finger on my lips and asked me to relax and not say anything. He then went out and after 

some time, I was discharged. While I was lying unconscious on the hospital bed, he had changed his 

shirt. 

We then left for my home. He asked my address and we went together. It was 4 in evening. My parents 

would be worried, I thought. I usually returned from school at 2 but that day I was late. And injured. 

We came to my house and he knocked at the main door. My father opened. The expression of anger 



that his face had was instantaneously changed to affectionate hugging. Maybe because I had bandage 

wrapped all over my head. Or maybe, my clothes were full of blood. We went in and that boy narrated 

the whole incident to my parents. Meanwhile, my head was in my mother's lap and she was caressing 

me. And my brothers eagerly listened from the corner of their room. My father asked the boy's name. 

He didn't tell. "If I tell you my name, you'll find religion and caste in it. What I did was help, as a human 

to another human. If it were anybody else, I would have done the same", he replied. My father took 

out some money to hand him, but he refused. He paid regards to my parents and left. 

Later that evening, I had my parents and brothers care for me. I didn't move a finger and they got me 

everything I asked for. It felt good. But at the cost and pain of 11 stitches and loss of at least a liter of 

blood. The next day, I had my school. My father, as strict as he was, didn't allow me to rest. I woke up 

the next day and went to the same bus stand. I had no ponytails. A different bag and also a 

pomegranate for snack. Amazing. The bus came and I carefully entered. I searched through the whole 

bus but I couldn't see that boy. He was nowhere. I even inquired the conductor. He told that he didn't 

saw that boy that morning. I had forgotten to thank him for what he did. But he was nowhere to be 

found. Nowhere to be thanked. 

Day in and day out, I looked for him. And every time, I couldn't find him. I never saw him again. He was 

a savior from the sky. He came, he saved and he flew. Just like in a fantasy story. To this day in my life, I 

distinctly remember his face. Among a million faces, I can spot his. Precisely. I've still not thanked him 

in person, but a man with gratitude like his, would always be happy without any desire for praise. I 

don't know his name and I have not seen him for the last 19 years, but I am sure, if he comes in front of 

my eyes, I'll recognize him. Thank you. 

 

********** 

  



 

 

School, is it really fun? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Just like every other kid, I went to school. Just like every other parent, my parents sent me to school. I 

complied. There is not much that a boy of 5 years can do as are rebel. And by agreeing to go to school, 

every evening I got a melody toffee. I was happy, but only with the other half of my life. Not at school. 

My experience in Pre School just revolved around listening and obeying my middle aged teacher. She 

told us where to sit, what to play with, which color to use and take permit from her to for pee-pee or 

number two. She never allowed me to make a tree with red colored leaves. Although I had seen one in 

a picture on my father's computer, she never allowed me color a tree red. I always had to comply. To 

obey. The woman who helped me eat my food during lunch was very sweet. She never told me 

anything. She allowed me to eat with hands rather than spoon. She didn't ask me to wipe my face. In 

fact, she never even asked me to wash my hands. She only did so when I said. And, the dirty secret that 

my preschool teacher doesn't know till this day is that I used to wipe my hands with her scarf that lied 

on her desk. She never knew who did it because I carried this naughty act of mine while she had gone 

to ease herself up. Very funny. But this lasted only a little while. 

Soon, I was in mainstream school. "Welcome to primary department", said my teacher in the first day 

of grade 1. She taught us how to write in a cursive way. Why was I supposed to do that? It doesn't 

make any difference how I make an alphabet. But to her, it mattered. She didn't give me good marks in 

English. My parents got worried and forced me to write the way it was required. Otherwise, my friends 

would leave me for next grade and I would be categorized as a poorly disciplined and bad child in 

everybody's eyes. In my teacher's eyes. For my school reputation. Also bad for my grandparents. 

Everybody cared for what would happen to them if I didn't write in a cursive way and pass in grade 1, 

but nobody asked me what I wanted. Nobody. That was my first experience realizing that I had no 

value. It was all about others and I had to care about them and not about myself. And others included 

everybody besides me. 

There was a girl in my class when I was in 4th grade. She used to sit with me. And surprisingly enough, 

she only talked to two people in our class. One was me and the other was herself. She used to sing 

songs to herself and talk to her own. Be it her dress, the problem of triangles, planets near the sun and 

every other thing she knew of, she talked to herself about it. She didn't have cursive handwriting but 

her hands moved in a funny way when she wrote. She used to hold the pencil from its middle. Very 

uncommon sight. When I asked her about her style, she said it came naturally to her and she learned 

to write this way own her own. She never scored high marks. I always did, that is why she was made to 

sit with me. So she could study some more and become an intelligent girl. But, the opposite happened. 

I became less interested in studies and more interested in myself. I started drawing more and more. 



My notebook pages were filled with funny cartoons and strange objects. Like a woman smoking pipe, 

grass raining from clouds, rainbow in moonlight, dragons in dog house, gigantic grapes and crossed 

dressed people. One of my favorite cartoons to this day is a man in police dress with face of a woman 

wearing lipstick and having pigtails. A lot of fun. But this didn't last long. 

All of this "self-interest" showed up in my grades. They went from A+ to B- that year. Little did I realize 

what my father would feel about it. He stood in front of me with my report card in his hand and looked 

at me with the angriest eyes I had ever witnessed. He told me to never repeat this again. I had to 

agree. What could a boy of 10 years do? Nothing. I had no choice other than obeying my parents. For 

the next few years this same thing went on. My practice of cartoon drawing in secret and getting A+ in 

studies. Nothing more, nothing less. My parents appreciated it when I took part in extra-curricular 

activities but it didn't mean that I could take my studies lightly. And as a boy with lack of self-value, I 

could only comply. My friends went to play, did acting, did quiz, did debate and more importantly, they 

had fun. I didn't have fun and just had my face immersed in books. Until that day. 

That girl came to our class on the first day of 10th grade. She was from a different branch of our school 

which was situated in Delhi. I was the most intelligent guy and had my seat on first desk in the third 

row. And to my luck, that day my partner was absent. She was made to sit with me. I may be a bookish 

intellectual guy, but I was not going to miss my opportunity to talk to her. I told her my name. She told 

me hers. Yashasvi. What an amazing name she had. I even told this to her at that very moment and 

asked her to spell it out. And to my surprise, she enthusiastically told me everything about her name 

and where she came from. We shook hands and things went ahead from there. Every day we greeted 

and talked. Greeted and talked. More and more. She was intelligent. Not the way I was, but in a 

creative way. She was into poetry. She wrote poems about love, friends, life, birds, sorrow and 

everything she could think of. And when she got tired, she asked me to give her new themes to work 

on. We became very good partners. I had my share of friends but she didn't. Since she was new in 

school and the only girl who did poetry, most girls didn't connect much to her. And all boys liked her 

for her pretty face and nothing more than that. She told me so. I was the only person she deeply 

connected to and I was the only guy who treated her as a person and not as an object of pleasure. And 

honestly, I did treat her like a person. But instincts take over our mind at times and the inevitable 

happens. That's when it happened. 

That day after school, we went together to her home. She used to go walking along with her 

neighborhood girls but that day she asked me to come with her. I informed my mother that I would 

come late by making a call from PCO. I used to go via cycle and that day I just carried it along with me 

to her house. We were walking and talking. Our bags were on the cycle carrier. Easy and relaxed as we 

were, I took out some money and bought two ice creams. Cone for her and mango frost for me. Hers 

was expensive and mine was cheap. That's what happens to the psyche when a person is taught to 

think about others more than what he thinks about himself. But she shared half of her with me after I 



gulped mine down my throat. I'm a fast eater when it comes to ice creams, chocolates and other sweet 

tasting food. Then we came to her home. It was big. Bigger than normal. I knew that her father was a 

businessman, but I never thought that his house would be so big. I parked my cycle and we entered. I 

greeted her mother and she was really happy to see me with her daughter. I imagined what my mother 

would think if she saw me with her. But as soon as I saw the chocolate bowl that her mother had 

brought for us, that thought disappeared. Yashasvi took the bowl and we headed to her room upstairs. 

She close the door and bolted it. I felt a little insecure. But the decoration of her room with her poetry 

and craft mesmerized me. I immediately ran downstairs and got my notebook from my bag. Once I got 

back to her room I rebuild the privacy that she had build before. 

I tore one of my drawings from the notebook and gave it to her. It showed a couple walking hand in 

hand and the sight of pleasing sunset in background. I asked her for a thumb pin and she got one. Then 

I pinned the drawing on the corner of her giant sized bulletin board. It was way bigger than what we 

had in our school classrooms. She then came close to me. So close that I could feel her breath. I held 

her hand in mine and with the other one, began playing with her hair. Then we moved close. Our 

foreheads met and as we turned our heads to the side, our lips met. She had thick and plump lips while 

mine were crisp and thin. We had a moment of more than what could be mistaken for connection. I 

felt as if it was my validation as a person. All because a pretty girl was kissing me. It was my realization 

that somebody cared for me. Our hands moved from our backs and shoulders to places forbidden by 

the morality that surrounds the society. 

I began kissing her neck while she unbuttoned my shirt. I had her breasts cusped in my hands while I 

unbuttoned her shirt. She unhooked her bra and with the first flash of pubescent breasts, I felt hard in 

my pants. She could feel my hard on as we cuddled and kissed. The door was bolted and her mother 

had asked us to feel comfortable and have private time. We were just following what she had told. We 

threw away our belts and lowered down our lowers. I had never seen a lady in her underwear before. 

It was an amazing sight. She told me that it wasn't underwear, it was a panty. She touched me through 

my underwear to feel what she had seen figures of in the science class. She removed her panty and I 

also got rid of my private belongings. Here we were. Two 15 year old pubescent kids, standing in close 

proximity in the most vulnerable situation. Standing naked. Before I could wonder, she opened her 

drawer and got a small packet after a minute of search operation. It was a condom. Neither did I ask, 

nor did she tell from where it came in her drawer. 

We were virgins at that time. Inexperienced as we were, we kept on kissing each other’s bodies all over 

where we could  when I finally decided to touch her down there. I thought I had found it, but she 

redirected. There it was. I slid in two of my fingers and it didn't bleed. Maybe it was all a myth about 

stained white bed sheets on wedding night. I would agree though, it was a little uneasy for her. Slowly, 

I went deeper and she smiled. She took my head in her hands and kissed me passionately. Then I lied 

down and she began exploring the place between my legs. First with her hand, then with her mouth. 



And then I realized. I came. Just like that. I thought it was supposed to happen while I was inside her 

privates and not around her lips. She wiped her face and mouth. With the handkerchief that I had in 

my pant pocket. Then she lied down and I did the same with my mouth to her privates. Some liquid 

was dripping while I was rolling my tongue around her soft skin down there. It had a taste but I 

couldn't rationalize it despite being an A+ student. Slowly I realized that my energy was getting back. 

After some time listening her moan and giggle, I was ready to experience what nobody ever taught me 

and her. I rolled on a condom and entered her. Slowly, I went deep and laying on top of her, kissed her 

with love. Not to avoid her discomfort with penetration but to merge into each other's souls. The 

thrusts began. It came naturally. Then she came on top and had her freedom of motion. I enjoyed the 

sight of looking at a woman in her most feminine self. It felt amazing. Not just sex, but watching her 

feel the pleasure of me inside her. Then I pushed her on the bed by forcefully grabbing her waist and 

felt the sigh of relief. I came once again. This time, it was more pleasurable than before. We lay there 

cuddling and kissing. I played with her hair and she played with mine. As innocent we were, we decided 

to keep this to our self and kissed and then I got dressed. I left and she gave me the chocolates as 

return gift. 

When I reached home, my mother asked where I was. I replied that I was at my friend's place and we 

played video games and some Frisbee. She didn't care what I did as long as I scored good grades. I still 

do believe that the whole school experience and my parents' attitude messed up my value for myself. 

If it were not that girl, life would have been just like that. 

I was taught to follow orders. When I was small, I did that for toffee. When I grew up, I obeyed out of 

fear. Now, as a 15 year old kid, I still do have fear of my father, but something has changed. Earlier, I 

lived as if others were more important than me, now I care equally for all. Nobody is superior or 

inferior but some people are special. Yashasvi is one of those. My parents and teachers are not. They 

never asked me what I wanted and forced rules over my little heart's tender desires. That girl helped 

me be myself. She gave me the freedom to be the person I was rather than to be the person that 

others wanted me to become. She loved my drawings, I loved her poems. She spoke, I listened. I smiled 

and her eyes lit up. No matter what my score card may show, what it can never show is who I am. It 

only shows what I have done. From now on, I'm on my path to being the owner of my own desires and 

she is there to help me grow and heal my wounds. Together we will learn and express our respective 

selves and nurture the connection that holds us together. 

 

********** 

  



 

 

The secret contract of which I knew nothing about 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

My parents brought me up really well. I thought so, but finally I realized it was nothing like that. All was 

part of a plan. It was all about them and nothing about me. A female in our culture is just an entity to 

care for and give away after two decades of care. Add four more years in my case. The journey may 

vary, but destination is same. The frustration may vary but pain is same. The love may vary but 

enmeshment is same. While you wonder what enmeshment is, I'll make it easy for you. It is emotional 

blackmail with dark manipulation coupled with conning of desires. It is what my parents did to me. And 

nobody knows, it may be happening to you. The thing about enmeshment is that it’s rosy and colorful 

but the price is misery, low self-esteem and lots of self-pity. 

I lived in Ambala. And lived there long enough to know about every shop that sells gol-gappas.  

Although we lived in sector, our village was just in the sub-district. About 20 kilometers. Visits kept on 

happening, not too often but often enough to set me back in regret. Every time my aunt came home, I 

felt sorry for myself. "Get married Soumya, your youth which is now supporting you will later become a 

piece of mockery for society", she said once again. That time, it was my 24th birthday. I felt I was just a 

kid, but she didn't. She was married at the age of 16 and had her son at 17. I'm wasting my life in 

learning and should raise a new human being. She felt like that. I was on a journey in getting to know 

my deep desires and pursuing them. When I was still raising myself, how would I devote myself to a 

husband, in-laws and my kids? When I was still learning about relationships, how I would devote 

myself to a man I knew nothing about. Except for his income, property and social status. My aunt felt 

that only those are the things that mattered. Rest comes with commitment and bond within a 

marriage. It felt more like bondage to me. 

I was blessed with good parents. I felt like that until that day. They raised me into who I am. I devote 

everything I am good at to their upbringing and nurture. Beginning from my name, Soumya, they 

wanted me to be unique. I went to Vidya Devi Jindal School. It is in Hisar. One of the most reputed 

schools in north India for girls. I was really good in connecting with females but secretly longed for the 

companionship of men. My mother loved it when I scored the highest marks. My father appreciated 

my extra-curricular activities, especially debating. He always came to see my debates. People with well 

established and successfully running businesses have a lot of time to devote to their family. He was 

one of those. He always clapped. In fact, he was the person who initiated clapping whenever I finished. 

My mother cooked delicious food for me when I used to come home during holidays. And I always 

agreed to her request of learning something new every time during my holidays. Little did I knew, it 

was all a contract. And the more I obliged, the more debt ridden I was getting. My parents knew about 

it, but I was kept behind the doors of innocence. And the doors had barriers of gifts, compliments, 



praises and emotions. I could have opened the door, but emotions were hard to push through. I 

couldn't. Now I realized I was being played. 

I know how to cook food. Thai, Mexican, Mughlai.  I’m a professional at making mock tails. Yeah, there 

are courses that teach that. I know how to stitch women's dresses. From salwar kameez to 

sophisticated business attire. I know it all. And you may be surprised to know, the blouse I'll be wearing 

for my marriage, will be stitched by me. I've had this dream since childhood. Whenever the marriage 

may be, the blouse will be stitched by me, for sure. Some years ago,  one particular evening I was 

practicing hupa hula in the larger than large balcony of our home. The big colorful ring that is moved 

around in a circular fashion around the waist. That's what hupa hula is. At the age of 20, it was 

unacceptable for my father to see me do that. Even my mother supported him. My grandfather too. I 

thought if my grandmother was alive, even she would have felt the same. I was asked not to repeat 

this act. The fact that hurt them all was that I was wearing a sleeveless top which showed my bra strap 

and the most part of my thighs was visible in my short knickers. I was barefoot and with ponytails. My 

painted toes and finger nails added to their anger. My well maintained body and tout waist 

compounded to it. It was a perfect recipe for slut shaming by my family. I complied with their demand 

and went to my room. I cried. A lot. My eyes lost all their moisture through tears, the reason was not 

because I was forced to leave my practice. But because I overheard the loud conversation between 

them. It was typical for someone from our caste. I won't name it, but it’s what Haryana is famous for. 

You know it. That's the culture I belong to. 

It has been many years to that incident. I have not forgotten it, neither have my parents. But we don't 

talk about it and pretend that it never happened. Lack of inclusion doesn't mean exclusion. Worse was 

going to happen that day. I didn't know that my aunt had planted a seed of my misery in my family's 

heads. And since then I was stuck with anxiety. My aunt was leaving. All had gone out to pay parting 

regards. Bye bye. And I was asked to wait in the lobby for a conversation. It was important, I couldn't 

leave. I knew it was about my marriage. 

"You have done what you wanted. Now it’s time for you to do what we want for you", my father said 

this. And I couldn't say anything. 

A conversation similar to this took place when I had finished my school. I refused to take admission in 

college and pursue higher education. My mother didn't talk to me for two days. My father supported 

me despite the disagreement he had with his parents. My grandmother was alive at that time and 

could not see me wearing lipstick and mascara. Not before marriage. Thank God she is no more. I have 

always been a creative person. I have created many things out of ordinary things lying at my home. 

Since the age of seven. They include paper bags, newspaper sticks' pen stand, wind chime, structures 

made of ice cream sticks, paper craft and coaster made of wool wrapped on cardboard. And much 

more. I wanted to be in creative and artistic field. But this aspiration of mine broke my mother's heart. 

Her only daughter wanted to do this informal work. She couldn't bear this. And the fact that I was my 



school topper from humanities, shattered her dream of watching me become an officer. Specifically, 

IAS officer. I could have complied at that time, but I had a choice. And I actually had, but it had a price. 

That price I was paying now by agreeing to the marriage that was being forced upon me. At that time I 

had my father's support and I asked him to give me five years to devote to my life. I was 18, fresh out 

of school. Ready to be in the world. Follow my dream of being an artist. He gave me time but it had 

underlying terms and conditions. Unknown to me, but known to all my family. 

Nobody treats a woman as a person. I have been objectified. A lot. From my butts to my eye lashes, 

I've been stared at almost everything my body shows. But the fact that I've been stripped of my 

dreams is more painful than all those years I've experienced looking at men lust for me as an object for 

bodily pleasure. My own father said to me, "You are our blood, we have raised you, and we have fed 

you. You owe us everything you have. If it were not us, you wouldn't have been in this world. We didn't 

have another child because we wanted to devote our time towards you. And now you don't want to 

marry? You wanted five years. I said nothing. Now we want to see you as a bride and we will hear 

nothing. This conversation is over". I couldn't say anything. When kings move, pawns just bow down. I 

did the same. 

In my five years of learning, I did a lot. I was already good at drawing. My paintings were selected for a 

gallery exhibition. I'm well renowned among artists, even to this day. Especially for my oil paintings. 

That was what got me some money. I created my website for teaching people art and craft. The 

surprising thing is that I got requests from Delhi. Workaholic people in big cities crave for connection to 

themselves. Artists don't. Maybe that's why they wanted to give it a shot. I moved to Delhi. Away from 

my parents and stayed there for more than two years. My parents faced a lot of criticism for sending 

their only daughter to Delhi. If it were for study, they would have sent me to Ireland, but for my 

dreams, not even to Delhi. But they said nothing to me. They just added this to that secret contract. 

My character was questioned and I was ordered to come back. I had my freedom of being with fellow 

people of my age and priorities. I had my adventure and experience in relationships, business, 

adventure, food and being myself. But I had to get home. And that is when the incident of hupa hula 

happened. It was as if all my family members were waiting for me to do something to call me out on. 

Besides that, I started a reading group in Ambala upon my return. Since then, I've self published two 

digital books that are available on kindle. My income comes to my bank account. Not in the one that 

my father opened for me, but in my own account. I had experienced freedom, independence, 

boundaries and that day, I felt enmeshed. Sitting on the sofa, I sobbed. Alone. Then I felt to myself that 

I had not realized my full potential. Not then. And I was sure my future husband wouldn't let me realize 

it. He was the owner of a big rice company which was a household in Haryana. Even now it is. His 

father owned more mills than what I could count on the fingers of my hands. Very affluent family. 

Although they refused to take divorce, but I doubt they would be satisfied. Just as my parents had a 

contract, even they would have one. By not giving them dowry, I would definitely owe them 



something. And god forbid, if my husband expected my body to be pure on wedding night, I would be 

subjected to shame for not being chaste. 

This cycle of love disguised as demand had to end. It won't on its own so I had to end it. No matter 

what the consequences are, I'll take my choice and chance to be me. I said to myself. I didn't pack any 

bags. I needed nothing. All I took was my phone. I wore my shoes. Took a water bottle and undid the 

hupa hula ring and kept the pieces in my hand. That very day, I left my home. I jumped from the 

balcony onto my father's Jaguar XJ. Staying fit got me a practical benefit. It was so easy. I had my 

reading group running, books published and paintings being sold. What did I need more? The 

conditional and dark love of my parents? No, I chose myself over their respect in society. Respect that 

they had already lost for themselves in their daughter's eyes. My heart may beat because of them, but 

I owe nobody anything. Even my credit card had got no debt. That's what I call real independence. Not 

debt-free credit card, but a life without any hidden contracts. That's what I mean. Even to this date, I 

give my parents credit for whatever good they did to me. But I feel nothing bad and no shame in saying 

that they cheated on me. They forced their hidden desires onto me. They enmeshed me. The most 

important day of a woman's life is her marriage. And I was in charge for that and not them. "I will make 

a hole in the sky and even dig a tunnel through hell, but I'll never leave my choice of choosing my own 

life", I said to myself as I was heading towards my car. And even to this day, I mean it. I felt a different 

kind of confidence as I drove my car away from my home. The feeling I got when I was first in my 

school, won debates, sold my first painting, won in creative writing and what not, that is not what I felt 

at that particular moment. It was more like the burden of doing something for my parents was lifted 

from my shoulders. The knot of uncertainty about my family's secret demands was undone. I was free. 

At that moment I pushed through the doors to unveil my dreams. The emotions that were holding me 

back were totally shattered when I decided to live in my own reality. 

I left Ambala. Being clear, I left Haryana. I've never ever looked back. Not even for once. Neither my 

parents contacted me, nor did I. I didn't change my number, but blocked all those who told me that 

they genuinely cared for me. The block list still has 37 of those numbers. They used to be my blood 

relatives. Now they are not. 

I still paint. And those paintings are still being sold. People who love art visit my exhibitions. I have 

written dozen more books since then. That includes my life story. My autobiography. I wrote it with my 

name and launched it publicly in Ambala. Out of nostalgia, not validation. My parents never turned up. 

Whose parents don't know that their only child is a best-selling writer in the whole country? I bet my 

parents knew, but they didn't turn up. They used to care for me. But the moment I decided not to 

comply with their hidden agreements, they stopped caring. Love comes at a cost. Instead of paying 

that cost, I rejected their love. They will resent me till death. I feel they deserve it. 

Today, I am going to get married. At 33 years of age. I have stitched my wedding blouse and also my 

husband's wedding dress by my very own hands. My husband is not very rich, but we know each other 



long enough and deeply enough that we'll give our kids unconditional love. No agreement, no contract, 

no enmeshment. Unconditional love. This would have never been possible without my experience with 

my own parents. I thank you mom and dad, but please don't expect me to call you for my marriage. I 

owe you nothing. No dues, no regrets. Nothing. 

The love of parents is unconditional. I was told. Honestly, even unconditional love has a condition. I 

faced that. 

 

********** 

  



 

 

Thanks to all my friends who gave these pictures for use. 

Rangoli (Walking couple) 

Sonal (Girl weeping) 

Sharad (Cover Santa) 

Kanav (School life is best) 

Rest of the drawings are mine (The man, the lady) 

If I have missed anyone, feel free to take credit. 
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Arpit Chhikara is not any better than you are. He just is different. This is his first book and better ones 

will be coming in the future. He has been around the sun for two decades. He is on his journey to learn 

from various life experiences.  

If you felt that the book was helpful, feel free to share it and help him expand his readers. He deeply 

cares about saving lives of people by making them aware of the realities that are often neglected. 

You can find him on Google. Also on: 

Speaking tree - Arpit Chhikara (Seeker) 

Twitter - @ChhikaraArpit 

Facebook – Arpit Chhikara / modestarpit@gmail.com 

Blog - www.arpitchhikara.wordpress.com 

Email - impworkarpit@gmail.com 
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