


I smiled at them, they never returned theirs,

And when they did, my age was taken into consideration

This is as perverted as it could be,

But it is what I feel

For marriage may have laws, but my feelings have not

If it were easy, I would have gotten over it,

But this is not what I do, it is about me

I can't leave who I am l, for that will always be me

If it were caveman days, I would have taken you away,

But this is today and I'm still that deviant and as infatuated as I was that day

If we live long enough to know each other and deep enough to strike a cord, we shall meet, 
for sure.



Solitude



He was kind of an old man. Not of the age of my father, but at least a decade older than me. It 
happened when I was in my final year of college and had to see a theatre performance for making 
notes on a play on human relationships. Now, my life is all about taking care of my kids and being a 

good wife. At that time my life revolved around college, reading and being invested in my desires and 
ambitions. I was too much into reading books that I felt getting into sociology would be a better choice 

than medical college. Also, I thought studying sociology would make me more social. But, it had the 
opposite effect. I became more into myself and started observing people at a level deeper than what I 

did before. Being a keen visual observer and rational thinker earlier, that mindset got even stronger 
after coming into sociology. More often than not, what we expect is not we mostly get. I went deep 

into human psychology, child development, therapeutic interventions, platonic love and other bizarre 
themes. It was good at one hand but also a little tiring at other. I enjoyed more being in silence and 

feeling my emotions rather than blabbering out and wasting time. As a result, I became somewhat less 
gregarious and outgoing. I gave up watching ordinary movies and began attending cultural events and 
film festivals. I went out, but not with girls who endlessly talked and boys who had no ambition other 
than to get access to a woman's vagina. They were so pathetic. I mean, they went on and on and on. 

All about themselves. They never asked me what I loved to cook. They never looked at my dress. None 
of them took note of the earrings that I wore when I came to meet them. Either they were socially ill 
tuned or plain ignorant. For the most part, I believed the latter. And then they expect me to return 

them a kiss when they lean in after our date. Its height of stupidity and even worse, it is height of being 
a total dumbass. When you don't care about me, obviously I will befriend you. What makes you think 
you are worth loving? Pathetic dudes. I was too tired of being around with them that I focused more 

on my work and myself. And not to mention the girls who had no personality to speak of and had that 
fake sense of feeling like Cleopatra. It was years ago when I was in college.

My teacher had sent me to watch a play at Ramani Theatre at 2 pm. The main thing about the play was 
that it was about a man whose son dies in war and leaves his wife and daughter behind. It was an 

emotional play, my professor had told me. She had asked me to make notes over that as a part of in-
semester assignment. And, being her favourite student, I had to do that alone. Watching the play as 

well as making notes. So, I asked Mouna to cancel her ticket. I went alone and reached in time.

The theatre was full. All around there were people wearing Kurtas, ladies having short white hair, men 
with long hair and beards, people with lots of artistic aura as to speak of. The theatre was exuding a 

sense of acceptance and curiosity. A shift in identity happens when I visit these place even now. I feel 
as if I am in clouds, nothing seems sure and everything seems somewhat clear. I had to find my way to 

my seat. This man was sitting at the edge. My seat was next to him. Before I could make my way 
through his knees, he stood up and came over to the side of his seat. I went in smoothly. Not many 

people cared about manners in those days and even now they don't. We sat adjacent to each other. I 
took out my phone and put it on silent mode. While I waited for the play to begin, I saw that man 

sitting besides me take out a small diary and write down something in it. He was not a typical hipster 



kind, but seemed like one. He had long hair that reached his shoulders and were curly. He looked like a 
musician but his loose fitted shirt and carefree pants signified something else. He was wearing those 

cloth shoes with rubber soles. His shirt was more like a kurta if I can call it that. He had a thing around 
his neck that wasn't actually a necklace. It wasn't even that religious thing that some people wear tight 
around their necks. Something between the two of those. He was carrying a black coloured cloth bag 
and before he put back his diary in it, the play started. The lights went off and a pretty woman draped 

in a black sari came up on the stage. She was strikingly beautiful. I wondered whether she was a model. 
Anyways, after her introduction and greetings for the day, the play began exactly at 2 pm.

It is a very funny thing. In our country, we people don't like to be on time. But we always expect other 
people to be on time. Hypocrisy, if you can call that. The play began. It revolved around the life of a 

woman whose husband dies in war and a father whose son sacrifices his life for the nation. The 
character was Flight Lieutenant Ramandeep Sehrawat. It was a great play with lots of insight into the 
minds of family members who have someone in the armed forces. It was a great play. The best thing 
was that it was narrated by a young girl who was playing the role of the martyr pilot's daughter. The 
play was from her perspective. It was a lovely experience to be a part of the audience in that play. 

Purely spectacular. The lights were on. We all stood up and gave a thunderous round of applause for 
the actors. They bowed down in modesty. I took my water bottle out of my bag only to find that I had 

finished all its water over the course of one and half hour of that sentimental stage performance. 
While the empty bottle was still in my hand, the man who was standing besides me in amazement took 

out something from his bag.

"Here's some water", he said while giving me his water bottle.

I took it and finished whatever water he had in there. Before I could say thank you, he took out his 
glasses from his shirt or kurta pocket and wore them. I returned his bottle to him with an honest smile 

on my face. I don't really find the please, thank you, sorry concept very appealing. People use these 
words so often that they lose the sense of their real meaning. A waiter pours you a cup of hot tea and 
we say thank you. Its his job, he needs to be accepted for that and not complimented over it. We say 

sorry when we come late. It's obvious but not needed. We say sorry when we touch somebody by 
chance in bus. Its not needed. It wasn't your mistake in the first place. We are too much into 

apologizing, thanking and pleasing others that we have lost our sense of self. Anyways, I handed over 
the bottle to him and he put that in his bag. He turned around without expecting a verbal expression of 

thanks and began moving towards the exit. Then, he calmly turned his head and looked at me.

"I saw you looking at the actors in a very curious way. I would love to discuss with you about the 
underlying philosophical beliefs that were projected in their act. Do we have some time for that, 

miss?", he said with a sense of comfort while looking at me. Most guys I found in college stared at my 
boobs and some even creepier ones stared at my butts when I walked away from them. He looked at 



my face. I was able to see the colour of his eyes. His green eyes. He had dilated pupils because of the 
semi lighted environment inside the theatre.

"Sure, I would love to discuss about that", I said. My reply was obvious. When I go to art galleries, 
artistic events, plays and book clubs, I meet a lot of great people. We have some basic level of common 

interest and this acts as a way of screening people. Only smart, creative, artistic, brainstorming 
intellectuals come to these places. Not the regular fun loving, partygoers and verbally disgusting 

people. We began walking side by side towards the amphitheatre.

We sat there on the platform facing each other. He began asking questions about how I felt about the 
play. I kept on answering. I asked him and he gave his point of view regarding the play. Some people 
say that to be a great communicator and conversationalist, you need to be very good in expressing 

your views and opinions and have great knowledge about lots of things. That is not really true. To be 
an effective communicator and conversationalist, you got to ask right questions without the hint of 

sorry, thank you or please in your words. Its is little too much to grasp at one go, but that's what I feel 
about it. And that man was asking the right questions. And non judgmentally accepting the answers. All 

through our two hour long discussion, he just answered about half a dozen times. Maybe even less 
than that. He wasn't sitting there listening like a passive puppy. Instead, he was actively listening to my 
responses and taking good care about not interrupting me. It happens all the time when I text. I begin 

typing something in regard to a previous text and the other person gets to a different topic to text 
about. When you see I am still typing, can't you wait for my text? People are so interrupting and not 
caring that when somebody accepts you unconditionally, you feel as if you are the most important 

person in this world. At least to them. Not many people have this ability. That man had.

"I saw you writing something in your diary.......was is about the play?", I asked him.

He took out his diary and gave it to me. He took my hand in his hand and placing it there he put the 
diary over it. "Its a collection of my experiences at various places I have been", he said.

I opened it. It had a picture of a woman. I didn't ask who she was. She was pretty and young; I 
wondered whether she was his girlfriend. Stifling thorough the pages I got some insight into his mind. 
While I read his diary he sat there with his back to the wall and looking at trees around us. He was a 

very great writer. He knew his way around words. He wasn't a poet, but his writing reflected his deep 
sense of observation and a lot of philosophical opinions. I read about his experiences in courtesans' 

houses, talk show with Ruskin Bond, a discussion with a Bengali female poet and lots of other things. 
He wasn't like those guys who walk with inflated chests and big arms thinking that women would love 
their muscles and fake confidence. And he wasn't even like those who listen to a girl complaining and 
help her out just so that she has sex with him someday realising his kindness for her. Shramana Sen 
was too much invested in his life that he had no time to please others and seek their approval. His 



name was Shramana Sen, I saw it on his diary. After going through his memoirs of a well lived life, I 
handed it back to him.

"You write very nicely. I like the way you speak between the lines. You are sarcastic while at the same 
time not insulting. Not many people who use sarcasm are like that. Good work!", I said. He smiled and 

kept his diary back in his bag.

"Who is that woman in there?", I asked while pointing to his bag. He knew it was the photograph of 
that lady in his diary that I was talking about.

He looked at me and said, "She was my girlfriend".

"Where is she now?” I asked.

"Now she is no more", he replied. An air of nostalgic reflection mirrored his eyes.

Maybe I had pushed the wrong button. That was when I felt a compelling and genuine sorry from the 
core of my heart.

"I didn't mean to make you feel bad. I'm really sorry for that", I said while I held his hand. He smiled 
and gently squeezed it back.

"I know. It is what it is", he said.

We sat facing each other for a while. And then with our backs to the wall, we looked at the trees and 
saw the sun go down and down and down. There is a way of expressing our emotions through silence. 
Most people speak too much because they want to fill in the silence as it makes them feel awkward. 

There is an inherent fear of uncertainty in us that makes us uncomfortable in being silent. I am one of 
those who love to spend time in solitude. He was also one of those. I had met my partner in solitude. It 

was amazing to sit besides him and not say a word. His back was touching the wall; my back was 
touching the wall. We were sitting with our arms touching each others' and we were enjoying our 
moment of connected solitude. Sometimes we miss out on our inner joy by being silent where we 
should be freely expressing ourselves. Other times, we miss out on it by speaking when we should 

embrace the uncertain. I was having my fair share of feeling my emotions while sitting besides a man 
who unconditionally accepted me. I accepted him. We sat there looking at the trees. The sun was 

setting and we were still sitting there. In silence.



The door bell rang. My kids came back from school. And the daily chorus of regular life began. No more 
joyously enjoying my past. No more. Back to being a good mother and housewife.



Healing thyself of too much love



I have seen a lot of people in my life who are suffering from a lot of emotional shit. Being a 
psychotherapist, it’s a part of my life. It’s what I do to make a living. It’s what I paid to learn in medical 
college and have been practicing my skills for the past two decades. I began when I was 24. Over these 
years, I have seen sex addicts, low self esteem folks, drug addicts, a-pack-an-hour smokers, and porn 
addicts, chronic masturbators, totally messed up sociopaths, compulsive eaters and schizophrenics. 

And much more.

I don't understand why these people keep coming to me day after day, month after month and year 
after year. Their problems just don't seem to finish. They are as messed up as they came in and some 

are even pathetically worse. Anyways, life goes on.

"Send her in", I shouted, rather loudly. My assistant has a real physiological problem of hearing unlike a 
delusional psychological issue like the woman who will be coming in here. She is one of my regular 

visitors for the past 2 years and ....... 7 months. She comes every week but no improvement has been 
there in her. She came as a patient, but now she is just a visitor. Her issues were dealt with long ago, 

now she comes here because she is too afraid of handling herself own her own. Anyways, my life is just 
like it is.

"Hello", I smiled and extended my hand.

"Hi", she said with an overwhelming sense of excitement. Her handshake was a practical example of 
the dead-fish one that most people have heard of. The first sign of your personality is your handshake. 

Hers was lacking strength, the handshake as well the personality.

"Would you like to share your feelings of excitement with me, Arnika?” I said.

"Of course, doctor. Yesterday was my birthday. I turned 24. It was an amazing experience. My parents 
got an ice cream cake. We celebrated in our home. All my best friends from work, college and school 

were there. It was really amazing. My mother gave me an amazing black coloured jump suit. My father 
got a pair of sunglasses for me. I loved being the centre of attention. It was so amazing. All my friends 

gave me gifts. I felt so loved. I felt like a princess", she said. Her eyes were glittering with joy. She really 
was happy.

Emotions and feelings are like weather. They keep on changing. They keep on getting better or even 
worse. There is this concept of polarity of human emotions. The more you feel a certain emotion, the 
more you feel or are likely to feel the opposite of that. It’s like being pulled from both sides by a rope. 
The more you dwindle towards one side, the more prone you are to dwindling to the other side. It’s 

not a great analogy but it is a loose representation of polarity. A person who is emotionally healthy in 
the purest sense doesn't dwindle towards the extremes; he or she stays in the centre, emotionally 

detached from the surroundings. It’s not to say that they don't feel what they feel, it means that they 



just snap back to the centered place inside their self. That's what we refer to as the integrated self. 
Arnika was not integrated in her self. She was on the polar extremes.

"What do you wish was there in your birthday celebration that you were missing out on", I said. These 
are the kind of questions that plant the desired seeds in a patient's mind allowing him or her to fully 
express themselves. It’s what we as psychotherapists practice while we direct, lead and make pre-

suppositions. I had planted the right seed and knew the result to some extent.

"I wish I had a boyfriend who would love me as much as my family and friends", she said.

"Who made you feel the most special yesterday? Of course, everybody showered you with love and 
affection, but who was the most memorable person to appreciate you?” I asked. It had to be her 

father. I just wanted to show her the inherent flaw in that. I had been doing it since the time she first 
came here. I gave another shot at healing her psyche.

"Obviously, it were my parents. And it was my father who loved me the most. He told me to never let 
him down and gave me a warm hug and a kiss on my forehead", she said.

She thought she had problems. No. I wasn't anything like that. She had problems not with people, not 
in love, not at work, but, she had problems with herself. She was too afraid to let herself be honest 

with herself and take responsibility for her life. That was her main problem. Denial.



When I was about the age of nine or ten, I had gone to play with my friends. I didn't tell it to my 
parents that I had gone to park. They thought I was at my friend Shrishti's place. I was making some 
mud house in the park and my friends were playing on the swings. There was this little kid of my age 

who came there and began helping me out with the mud house. He was really sweet and had tiny soft 
hair. We made the house with mud and he placed his shoe on top of its roof. I too put my slippers on 

that. We were laughing very hard at that sight. It felt really amazing. Then we put on our footwear and 
headed to wash our hands near the tap area. We went there giggling and discussing he-man and duck 
tales. He was really into cartoons and very kind. When we reached the taps, he opened it for me and 
we washed hands together. He helped me get the dirt away and I helped him. We then washed our 

feet and splashed water on each other. It was a lot of fun. We began walking to the exit while holding 
hands and swinging our arms. At the exit, Danish kissed me on my cheek and I giggled. Then suddenly 
my father came and slapped him. He began crying and I never saw him again. Then he slapped me and 

I never disobeyed my father again.



That was the story Arnika had told me when I got deep into her emotional issues. It was inherently a 
problem of bad parenting she was facing. To say that her father ruined her life would be a better 

statement. A child is very vulnerable in his or her developmental years that correspond to pre-teenage 
life. She had a fundamental problem in having romantic relationships. Rather, not having romantic 
relationships. Not because she wasn't good for that, but because she didn't feel she was worthy of 
that. She was afraid of loving someone and being loved by someone other than her father. At that 
young age she had not obeyed him and did something bad like playing with that guy who later on 
kissed her on her cheek. To compensate for that one small misdeed, she was being the best in her 
father's eyes by following him and not having a lover. Being in love would mean she would have to 

think for herself and make decisions. But it wasn't what was expected out of her. She was daddy's little 
princess. She was his best daughter. How could she love somebody else when her father was there to 
love her? No wonder she thought of love as a misdeed. It wasn't a misdeed objectively, but it was like 

that for her subjectively. Anyways, I proceeded further.

"Have you recently had any guy felt attracted to you and you too felt attracted to him?", I asked. I 
knew the end result, but I wanted her to see through her emotional issues.

"I have had a lot of guys hit on me. Whenever I have to go for my field assignments, they always find a 
way to flirt with me. They care only about my tall well maintained body and physical beauty. They 
don't appreciate my real self. They want to have short term relationships with me and then would 

leave me feeling hurt", she replied.

"And what makes you feel that they want to have short term relations? Have you ever given them 
enough time to know about their real feelings? You never know which one of them might be a really 

good boyfriend....” I said and looked at her changing facial expressions.

"My father advices me to stay away from these guys. He knows what is good for me", she said.

The problem with these sorts of people is that they live in denial. They disown their judgment just 
because somebody gives them a crappy piece of advice. It is total nonsense if you look at that from a 

detached perspective but Arnika was not able to realise that. She was too much attached to her father 
that she felt no need to act from her own gut. She fundamentally ran on her father's programming. It’s 
like having a Windows pc and using the keyboard shortcuts of Mac. Obviously, it will turn out a disaster 

with no fruitful result. That was the same case with her. It is what we refer to as emotional incest. It 
happens when we don't get enough love or we get too much of it. That's why there are 24 year old 

mature, smart and beautiful women moving through the world believing that they are still that little 
girl who walks with her father's finger in her hand. They don't seem to have a sense of independent 

existence. They are too clingy to realise how clingy they are.

"I was out with a guy about two weeks ago. I met him while working on the schooling case sheet when 
I had gone to Nagpur. We met again when we returned to our head office. He was good. We went for 



dinner and had a long talk. While we were walking towards his car, he took a strand of my hair and put 
it behind my ear. I felt loved but as soon as it was time to get in his car, I felt frightened. I ran away and 

took a cab", she said while lowering her eyes. I could see a tear rolling down her cheeks.

She was too afraid to let a guy love her. She felt as if her father would come and hit him just like it 
happened with Danish more than a decade ago. It was really pathetic to think of it like that but it was 
what reality was. She had too much of past hurt that it was very hard for her to let that go. It wasn't 

her who was making herself feel miserable and not worthy of love. It was actually her father who was 
doing so. And he had done that since the day he slapped her for disobeying him when she was a little 
girl. Inside her head she still was that little girl. She hadn't grown up from that place of hurt. She was 
capable enough of leaving her parents and having an independent life, but she was emotionally too 

dependent to act that way. That would mean hurting her father. That would mean she wasn't a good 
girl who respected her father. And, she wouldn't be loved back by him. Parental love is supposed to be 
unconditional but I doubt whether it is like that in reality. Just as ideal gases exist in theory, similarly, 

unconditional love exists in our mind's eye. We don't receive it, we just imagine it to come upto us one 
day failing to realise it shall never happen that way.

I handed over a tissue to her.

"It is not your fault, but it is always your responsibility", I said. I didn't know whose words they were. I 
wondered where I read them.

She wiped her tears and asked, "What should I do to help myself... Why I am always like that? I obey 
my father but I am not happy. I want to be loved by a man but I don't give them a chance. I am so 

harsh on myself. What should I do?” She began sobbing.

I looked at her while thinking of some way to heal her. I had tried talk therapy. Even word association 
was done. The ink blot test was also done. I knew her deepest issues. She had also been into traditional 
hypnosis. Also NLP. They had worked in short term bursts but her real issues were still not sorted out. I 
had something in my mind. Either she would totally refuse to do that or it would make her take a step 

towards her emotional health.

"What we are going to do now is called exposure therapy. You have a lot of self afflicted pain that 
needs to be taken out in a safe way", I said with an authoritative charisma and saw her feeling curious, 
"your emotions have been trapped inside for a really long time, you have to let them out before they 

further mess up your psyche", I said.

It had to be a week long procedure. I had planned out daily work to heal her psyche. What more than 2 
years of therapy couldn't do to her, was to be done in this one week of total exposure. We left the 

office and moved towards my car.



"Are you willing to do whatever it takes?” I asked.

"If it can make me happy, I will do it", she replied while wiping her tears.

"It won't make you happy. You won't be having a smile on your face 24*7, but it will surely release your 
pain and leave you more competent to handle yourself and your problems", I said.

"Sounds great", she said. Her tears were gone.

"Now we will be going to your home and you will go and pack your clothes in a bag. For one week 
you'll be staying with me. Whatever you need should be there with you. No questions no answers", I 

said.

"But what if my father asks where am I going?", she said. I looked at her and didn't reply. She looked at 
me expecting an answer. When I didn't reply, she just sat down my car and said, "Let's go". No reaction 

is the best response in times like these.

I was waiting outside her house. She went in and I looked through the front glass for a few minutes. 
She came back with a bag and a photo of her family that I had asked her to get. Everything was a part 

of healing strategy. All planned for her.

"My father wasn't at home. I told my mother I am going on an urgent assignment. She asked me 
where, but I told her nothing more than that. I am feeling sorry that I didn't tell her that", she said 

while she closed the car gate.

"You have to create boundaries with your parents. This is the first step", I replied. Feeling sorry for your 
parent is a trap, I had to get her out of that.

We headed to my home. I stayed with my cat. Her name was Panama. Arnika had to stay at my place 
for a week to get her psyche healed. I gave her guidelines regarding my home and some general 

directions on being my guest. She nodded and we headed inside.

Day 0

Her father called at night after he arrived at Arnika's home. He was as usual interfering in her life and 
she did what I had told her to do. She created appropriate boundaries.

"Papa, if you have anything to say other than worrying about me, say it. Because I am mature enough 
to handle myself and I will come home after a week. Don't call me till I return because I have to spend 

most of my time on this assignment", she said and hung up. And we were one step ahead in her 
healing process. We sat down for two more hours after dinner to talk about her issues in life and 

overall significance of self esteem, objective realism and rights of passage.



Day 1

She woke up early and I asked her to list out the things she hated about her mother. It was an easy 
exercise. She called her harsh, sentimental fool, overweight, too much questioning and more. Then I 

went on to ask her to list out the things she hated about her father. She was stuck. He was her hero in 
her head but a villain in reality. I made her think from the perspective of an outsider about her 

relationship with her father. How she was terrible in romance. Why she felt sorry for him. Why she 
pleased him. And more and more. Finally, she began writing out her experiences and some more shit 

came out of her head. Some more experiences of her traumatic emotional incest came up and she 
began experiencing a sense of relief.

I had cancelled my appointments and was there with her for a week. Totally with my patient. And 
Panama was with us too. We did some more talking and in the evening, she made dinner which she 

hadn't done before. Her father always believed that girls should only cook when they get married. Her 
useless negative programming from her parents and especially her father was to be cleaned up. This 

was the first step.

- talking

- listing out hate points

- cooking dinner

- not responding to mother's call

(she dropped an audio that she was fine and not able to talk - creating boundaries)

Day 2

From now on, it was upto her to cook food for us and also for Panama. It was her responsibility to take 
care of Panama from bathing her to cleaning her dirty utensils and shit pot. For her whole life she was 
kept safe and inside a shell. She hadn't taken any responsibility and now was the time to make her a 
responsible grown woman who had an independent sense of identity. In the evening we watered the 
plants in my garden and talked about the things she wanted to do in her life but couldn't undertake 

because of her parents. The following things came up:

- dancing (her parents thought she was too bad a dancer)

- play with Frisbee (they told her to study instead)

- run (it was for boys, girls should walk instead, they said)



- talk to guys (she was daddy's little princess, how could she care more about a man when her father 
was there)

- dress in shorts (she had to have some sense of shame)

She also listed cooking but we had already tackled it. Before dinner we sat together and did some 
sentence completion work regarding her sexuality and feelings around romantic love. I took those 

responses, understood them and found some interesting patterns emerging. That was to be tackled 
the day after. We had dinner and went for a walk later on. We discussed some of her ambitions only to 

find that her ambitions had been judged by her father as too ambitious. That's why she felt shitty 
about herself. When you live your life without moving forward, you become stagnant. You become 

still. And stillness leads to the death of that inner child that used to live inside you. I had to reconnect 
her to her inner child.

Day 3

We began the day with some breathing exercises. Not yoga ones, but some more organically appealing 
ones. Like the crocodile breathing and partner belly breathing. It made her relax. We then went to park 

to play ball along with Panama. I didn't have a Frisbee but I felt that a ball would surely help her out 
release some of her emotions. She ran while being a little conscious of her breasts and hair, but slowly, 

her negative beliefs about herself began evaporating. I tied her hair with my handkerchief and asked 
her to feel safe in running the way she felt like. I could see her body language change after some 

minutes of throwing ball and running after Panama. She felt safer in her femininity. It is very normal to 
see women dressed beautifully and having a lot of surface level things, but it is rare to see a woman 
totally in love with her womanhood. I could see her feeling secure in herself. It was her time to feel 
connected to that part of her which had been repressed by her parents just so that they could make 

her feel safe. Safety is a tricky thing. Everybody wants to feel safe, but if that safety comes at the cost 
of your desires, its better to risk your relationships for that. Especially when you have a desire to 

express yourself and specifically when that relationship is with your parents. We spent the rest of our 
day at my friends place. He was married to a beautiful woman and had a four year old daughter. We 

enjoyed our time with them and came back late after dinner. We were too tired to talk so we went to 
sleep.

Day 4

We began with breathing work just like the previous day and went ahead to do some more hypnotic 
stuff. I got her to my small library and made her sit in a chair. Slowly, I made her go deep into trance 

and replay the memories of her past.



"See your 19 year old self, see the 19 year old Arnika feeling loved by her father only if she obeyed him. 
Look into her eyes that speak of independence and feel the rage that you feel. Let your anger come 

out", I said.

When we are in a state of trance, our identity is shifted and we see ourselves more objectively. She 
followed the instructions and was in an altered state of consciousness. It was all going well and I had to 

push it further ahead. I gave her hypnotic commands and suggestions to take her rage out and she 
screamed at the top of her voice. If it were possible, she could have lost her voice. Fortunately, that 

didn't happen.

"That man is destroying your life. Ask him to get away. Tell him not to interfere. Get him away", I said.

"You son of a bitch, you think I am stupid? Get the fuck out of here you motherfucker.... Go away.... I 
want to go out with Raman. I love him.... Who the fuck are you to decide for me? I am your daughter, 
not a slave. Get away you bald asshole. Get the fuck out of my face. I am 21. I like Raman, why the hell 

are you interfering between us? Get away you piece of shit. What the fuck are you looking at bitch? 
Just because I came out of you it doesn't mean you have to interfere with my life. Get away you fat ass 
lady; get the fuck out my life. You both are those pieces of crap that have made my life rot like horse's 

bottom. Now its over. You don't own me anymore. Fuck you. And that Pune convention, I am going 
there even if you disagree. Get your ass away from here you filthy pieces of stinking shit. Get away....", 

she screamed. I listened.

There was more expression of rage and she was slowly getting back her sense of acceptance for her 
inner self that she had long before disowned. She began crying when she came out of the trance. Her 

eyes were full of tears and her face red. Her fists were sweating as she had clutched them tightly.

That was enough for the day.

Day 5

After some more detailed talk about the previous day's experience in trance, we proceeded with the 
next task in evening. I prescribed journaling to her to let her inner turmoil get out in a healthy way. 

After showing her my journal as an example, we went ahead.

"You have to drink this mug of milk along with me. It has a drug that is commonly referred to as 
bhaang. It’s a psychedelic drug. I have been using this since I have been practicing, and patients have 

had great results with it", I said.

She had faced enough shit in her life. Now was the time to heal. Psychedelic drugs make the way 
shorter and much more meditative for those who are out of tune with themselves. She drank. I drank. 

After a few minutes of blabbering, she moved to the garden and I followed. I held her hand and we 
began dancing. It was somatic therapy in action under the influence of psychedelic drugs. Amazing. I 



too began releasing those trapped feelings of dealing with emotionally unhealthy people day in and 
day out. We danced till we were totally exhausted and even more exhausted was Panama. Panama too 

had her fair share of psychedelic drugs in milk. Arnika was dancing as if she was possessed. She was 
flashing her torso and bare legs without any regard of whether her parents would approve of it or not. 

All her inhibitions were down and we had taken another step to healing her. And her parents would 
still believe she was a bad dancer.

Day 6

We discussed what she felt when she danced the previous day. After some work on her self esteem 
and redoing the ink blot test, we proceeded to a very important task at hand.

"Call Raman", I said.

"The last time I talked to him was three years ago", she replied.

"I saw his number in your phone. I rechecked it on true caller. It is him. You have to call him. And 
arrange for a meeting. There is a reason you still have his number", I said. If I had told this same thing 

to Arnika a week before, she wouldn't have had the courage to do so. After her past few days of 
healing, she felt strong and called him despite not knowing what she would speak to him.

They talked for about an hour. It was great to see her connect with a man whom she loved. She 
confessed about her problems to him. Most people are afraid of vulnerability as they mistake is for 

weakness. It is nothing like that. When you feel vulnerable without seeking approval, that is when you 
feel strong. She felt strong. Over the last few days, her negative self talk had vanished and her deepest 

beliefs came to light. She was no more that same Arnika.

"We will be meeting today evening. I hope you won't mind if I don't cook your dinner", she said. I 
smiled and asked her to dress in her best. Finally, she went to meet him and me and Panama had our 
dinner while looking at ramp walking models on television. Great evening, for her and also for me and 

Panama.

Day 7

"Today, we'll be going to a graveyard. Be ready at 4", I told her while we were going through discussing 
the past week's activities.

She nodded and felt a little surprised at this exercise. It was supposed to be the most helpful one, so I 
saved it for the last day. And since her parents had not called after she had told them not to, this was 

going to sail way smoother than what I had expected before.

We headed to the graveyard. I had told her to get her family photo when I had asked her to stay with 
me. I had secretly taken that photo and put it in my bag that had the digging tools. I knew the man who 



owned that graveyard and had been there a lot of times before. So we went in towards the burial 
grounds. I took out the tools and handed over a shovel to her. I began digging the grave and she took 

the soil out to the sides. After a few minutes we switched sides. She was now digging and I was 
working with the shovel. It went on for an hour and after that we had a big enough grave to bury a 
teenage boy with his computer. It was good enough for our final exercise. I took out the notebooks 
from my bag that had Arnika's case history and threw them in. Then I threw in the registers that she 
had filled while working through her healing process since the time she came to me. Then I threw in 

the three notebooks that we had together filled in the last week. Then, finally, I threw in the photo of 
her parents with her 12 year old self. It was the photo that was hanging in her room on the wall for 

more than a dozen years. Her father was sitting with his hand over her shoulder and her mother with 
her head touching Arnika's. No wonder she never felt independent and confident. When you have 

these sorts of things in close proximity, you tend to get stuck to identifying with them. It is the same 
thing that happens when you don't clean you work table and then wonder why you don't feel like 

studying and working. In this case, the work table was her mind and the dirt was her parental 
programming.

"Why have you thrown that photo in there? And all this work that we did....why did you throw all of 
that? Don't tell me that you are going to bury all of this....", she spoke with a sense of aroused 

sentiments.

"You are no longer that 12 year old dependent Arnika. You are mature enough to handle yourself. You 
have to detach from your parents. That photo has to go. And whatever work we did, is now over. All of 

it was past. Now all of that has to be buried and you shall look forward to a new you from now on. 
Ok....?", I said.

She nodded. We began throwing back the soil on the emotional burden that was lying in that dug up 
grave of old and unhappy Arnika.

"Who gave you that ring?” I said while pointing to the ring in the index finger of her right hand.

"My mother gave it to me. To make me more confident when I was in college", she replied. The things 
that we do to make ourselves feel better end up making us feel worse because they first remind us of 

the need to have them to become better. In Arnika's case, to become confident. It’s the way we cripple 
ourselves. Rings, threads, prayers, tonics....all these are ways to delegate responsibility and feel safe 

while feeling shitty at the same time. I went towards her, took her hand and removed the ring.

"You don't need it anymore. You are confident and worthy of what you desire and dream. This too has 
to go", I said and threw the ring into the grave. It was finally over. We put the soil back in grave to 

cover the stuff that was finally removed off from Arnika's mind. I didn't put a tombstone since it would 
remind her of the location where we dug up the grave. And what I wanted her to do was to let go.



Her phone rang.

"Hello", she said, "Yeah Raman, I can't even tell you how great...” Arnika went on to talk to him while I 
looked at Arnika's grave with shovel in my hand.



Allahabad….



I wasn't a very social kid. I was, I mean, but not with those around me in my life. My parents and 
teachers gave me a view of myself as the nerdy, introverted and silent guy. Of course I was nerdy, I still 

am. But I wasn't so introverted. I just didn't like spending time with people who weren't my type, 
especially those who expected me to greet them with a sincere namaste. Those people who depend on 
the respect that they receive from others, they don't have any self respect to speak of in the first place. 

Anyways, I had no fucking clue to what I would be doing in life after school. I hated the idea of 
conforming to mediocrity by giving the JEE and becoming another engineer. I spent my day at school, 
studying and evenings at the park, exercising. Between these two activities came my study time and I 

was good enough to gain admiration from my teachers. The education system makes kids reward 
seekers. I realised it very late. In our society, a person's worth is tied to their academic performance 

and their prestige depends on the degree they have. My parents denied it. You parents deny it. But, it 
is reality. And since most people live their lives in a delusion, the reality often takes a back seat. That's 
why they believe one thing and say another thing. I was great in school so everybody expected me to 

be somebody they themselves couldn't be. Our lives are not really our lives. We run on beliefs that 
were instilled into us when we were naive enough to question the world and its working.

In between my class 12, I gave the National Defence Academy (NDA) exam. I was still in class 12 and 
had no clue about half of the syllabus that was there in the exam. Despite that, I passed. Call that luck 
but somehow I passed. If there is one thing that I believe has shaped my life and made me who I am, it 
is the day I decided to tune into my primal instincts. To hunt, to run, to have a tribe, to stay true to the 
basic human nature of the primal man. And the armed forces bring out all those instincts of felling like 
that. There was an air of curiosity in me about my future and just below that was the smoke of fear of 

what might happen. I had no clue about the interview procedure that was to be held after I had 
cleared the exam. All around me, people who didn't have any idea about the armed forces started 
acting as advisors and mentors to make me an army officer. Success leaves clues but a successful 

person is rarely vocal about them. Most people who gave me tips and real insight into the interview 
procedure had half-ass knowledge and no understanding of the psychology behind that testing 

methodology. It was all happening for my good, I was told. I laugh at that as I write this. Whenever 
somebody tells me something for my good, I doubt them more than I would doubt a charlatan.

The trolley bag was packed. I had the necessary documents, clothes and shoes. The train was booked. I 
had my toothbrush, paper soap, nail cutter and Vaseline. I had the call letter in my hand. My pocket 
had chewing gums and there was a cloth washing bar in the side pocket of that crappy trolley bag. I 

had told my mother not to give me that, but she knew better. You don't fell bad about the choices you 
make for yourself, you feel bad over the choices others make for you. Prayagraj Express. Blue coloured. 

AC 3 tier. B - something. Side seat, lower birth. No matter whether you are in Rajdhani's AC 
compartment or Kerala Express's General compartment, the toilet stinks the same. I had to go alone 
for further testing. My parents had come along with me to say bye. They said all their sugar coated 
things and the train began moving. They were standing on the platform waving their hand while I 



looked ahead to my bright future. I had never thought that a journey of about ten hours would be a 
lifelong battle with a never ending conquest over my self.

In front of me were three dudes who were also heading to the SSB. To be precise, they were to my side 
and I was on the side seat. We were moving to the same place. Services Selection Board, Allahabad. 

They were for air force, I was for army. They were discussing things that were obviously hinting at their 
intentions. We don't realise that we leave too much information with the other person to manipulate 
us and then we wonder when we revealed our secrets to the world. They were playing romantic songs 
on their phone and I was felling sorry for them. What kind of people play love songs and expect to be 

armed forces officers, I wondered. Sometimes our own reluctance to see through our repressed selves 
becomes the cause of our failures. The same was being done by me, unconsciously. I just sat there with 

my pillow at the back of my head and the blanket covering the rest of me. There is sense of solitude 
that I felt lying there and wondering over my life. And then, a lady did my curtain to the side and asked 

me to swap my seat with hers. I was in a deep trance of past memories and she spoiled all of that. I 
refused. She requested once again that it won't be any problem with the TT, and I still refused. She 

went back to her seat with a sad face. Maybe she called me an uptight arrogant asshole. Maybe a jerk. 
Maybe not. I tried to get back into my memories to write some more poetry on the wall inside my 

head, but I couldn't concentrate after she had disturbed me. My mind and memory recall was messed. 
Her request was rejected. Both of us lost. If I had complied, we both would have got what we wanted 
and would have felt happy over that. We make others feel shitty to feel happy about ourselves, and 
instead we end up feeling shitty about ourselves. While I lay there thinking, I went to sleep silently 

cursing the guys on my side who were playing music and laughing and enjoying. Not because they were 
disturbing me, but because I was missing out on something while not being comfortable with the 

sound of my own silence. I slept to escape the feelings that were surfacing my mind. I slept.

I woke up at 5 when the alarm in my phone rang. It wasn't my phone; I had got that from home. I 
wasn't very much into facebook and phone thing although I wasted a lot of my teenage years playing 
computer games and reading books whose names I don't like to reveal to anyone. It was my thing. I 

drank some water and looked out of the window. The country side felt so great. The street lamps, the 
broken houses and the sleeping existence of our nation. I felt great. I sat there looking out until I felt 
the urge to shit in one of those disgusting toilets. I went up, put on my shoes and took out the paper 
soap. I checked the bag and its lock. There always is an inherent fear of losing our materials while we 

travel but there is no fear of losing our deepest identity while moving through the world. Human 
nature is dogmatic. We chase safety to such an extent that we lose our drive to take new 

opportunities. And then we wonder what we spent our life doing. I checked for my handkerchief in my 
left pocket and went to end of my compartment. I saw my face in the mirror. My cheeks were oozing 

out a sense of direction and my eyes were giving out a wave of hope. I saw myself looking at my 
younger self who was feeling his first taste of independence. Of being away from the safety of home. 
Of being alone in another world. Of being away from parental boundaries. Of being in charge of my 



life. I was letting that feeling sink in when the toilet door opened and I grabbed the first opportunity to 
face somebody's stinking shit, since that obese lady had forgot to flush. Later I realised that the toilet 

didn't have a flush. There was a big pipe that threw water and that thing was broken in middle. 
Anyways, I squat and begin thinking what I had left in between at night. The words of my poem began 
revolving in my head and another stanza was created. The paper soaps I had torn out of the pack were 
on the side of wash basin. I washed my hands and went out. Only to find a disgusting middle age man 

spitting tobacco in the sink. Anyways, I washed my hands again in that sink to wash off the germs that I 
may have touched while opening the toilet door. What we most fear in our lives is what we are 

doomed to do most of the times. That's the irony of life. I was being too clean at that time failing to 
realise that I would be facing situations worse than that and also come out safe and healthy out of 
them. Sometimes we gotta see the bright side of life to appreciate the worse when it comes. I was 

looking at the brighter one while the SSB was still to come.

I went back to my seat and sat in silence looking at the people sleeping around me. Every face tells a 
story and every sleeping face tells a dream. The woman who was lying face down with her butts 

demanding attention; she was seeking independence to be her honest self. The man who was lying on 
his side in a careful manner had been a victim of life and was a risk avoider. The teenage guy who was 
sleeping with his mouth open was trying to figure out himself carefree of results. The old lady who was 
lying face up in attention pose was waiting for the almighty to release her from the burden of worldly 

existence. People speak so much when they don't and too much when they shouldn't.

I sat there imagining what the interview procedure would be like. How would we be greeted? What 
would we eat? Where shall we stay. How will we be tested? What will I be asked? How do army 

officers look like in combat dress? Will there be commandoes in there. As the train was reaching near 
our destination, my mind was racing further and further into imagining what would it be like to reach 

the Services Selection Board of Allahabad. After all, I was the future army officer of India; it was 
justified to imagine what I would be going through in the next few days. In between the dialogue that I 

was having with myself, I wore my jeans and changed the t-shirt. I wore my shoes and packed the 
blankets and bed sheet and kept the pillow on top of them. There are some small little habits that 
decide the fate of our destiny. Some wise man said that, if he didn't, then it’s my original belief. I 

cleaned up the trolley bag and put it on my seat. We were in the city. I was able to see the air force 
training area not being clear whether it was the same place where I had to be in the next few hours for 
the next few days to come. I got up and saw people rising from sleep. It doesn't matter if the whole city 

is burning; we tend to take action only when fire reaches our own butt. That's human nature, and is 
somewhat predictable. Hedonic adaptation, that's what it is called. I saw the sun rising outside amidst 
the cool weather. It was time to get that trolley bag on the floor and get going. The train was slowing 

down with the platform visible. Coolies were running and so were the tea vendors. Allahabad. 
Welcome to Allahabad, I said to myself. I dragged the trolley bag with obvious discomfort. I had told 
my mother to give me a back pack but she felt she knew better about travel. She knew better about 



travel, but I knew about myself more than she knew about me. I was the one who had spent most time 
with myself. That was the first and last time I dragged that crappy trolley bag. It was a great deed on 

my part to give up using trolley bags because that morning marked my journey into a world that made 
me dive deep into my inner world.

I stepped out of the train with my desire to pursue my dream. To find who I was. I thought it would end 
in Allahabad, but it had just begun. Six months of wait had led me there. Little did I know it would take 

another few years to find who I truly was. No clue was with me about the journey I had begun. And 
then I realised I was already on the platform. I didn't knew when I stepped ahead and I haven't looked 

back ever since.



It has been a long time since then, but the memories of my search for myself are wax. With a little heat 
of desire they come alive and begin flowing into my present. Allahabad, there I was and there still I am.
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If we live long enough to know each other and deep enough to strike a cord, we shall meet, 
for sure.


