


The echo of their comments still reeks in my ears,

For they knew not what they were really doing,

I called them ma and pa,

Foolishly I trusted them for my healthy being.

I listened to them say their wants,

They pretended to listen to mine,

I obeyed them out of respect and sometimes out of fear,

But they responded with hostility to mine, most of the time and every time.

You have to go to do this and that they told,

I had to comply,

They asked me to follow their dream,

For that I never replied.

I drew my life out of line,

The beginning in chaos was to lead towards order,

They threatened me to not withdraw and left my hand,

My conscience was my only guide to lead me across my safety’s price.

The journey had begun,

I was not going to look behind,

What all I had left with them,

Was no more mine and instantly out of my mind.



The Mother I never Had



I came from her home today, just like I was doing for past many months. Today, I massaged 
her feet and painted her toenails. She had those long, flat and shiny toenails that showed 
how healthy she was. I read somewhere that a person's toenails signal about their health 

more than what any blood test ever can. She had large feet, almost as large as mine. I filled 
some warm water in a small tub and she dipped her feet in that for ten minutes. 

Meanwhile, I moved my hands through her feet while massaging her fingers and heels. She 
was sitting on that small chair of hers while I was on the mat with my legs crossed. Her 

hands were moving through my hair and we were making each other relaxed. I went up to 
her ankles to relieve her off the tension she was carrying in her lower legs. The more we 
walk, the more we feel calm but subtly over time, our body gets worn out. I pressed a bit 

hard to push through the tightness and she pulled back on my hair. She was feeling better, I 
was realizing that. I then went to the bathroom and placed that tub there after emptying it. I 

came back with a bottle of olive oil. I had tried coconut oil before but she didn't like that 
smell very much, so this time I experimented with olive oil. I sat with my back touching the 
flat bottom of her chair while her feet were in my hands from over my shoulders. She was 
still playing with my hair and massaging my scalp. I poured a few drops of olive oil on my 

hand, rubbed until my hands were warm, and began with the work. I began from her toes, 
went to her ankles covering her heels and whatever else that was there to feel and massage 
in her feet. Every time I pressed a little hard, she too pressed a little hard on my scalp, and I 
knew it was going great. I massaged some more and then with my eyes closed, I tilted my 

head back in her lap. She kissed my forehead and I stayed clutched to her embrace.

Then there was a strike at the door. It was Rupa, she said. Her daughter had come back from 
school; I had to get back home after playing with Rupa and her stuffed animal toys.

*



Her name was Sheena. It was one year ago when I first went to her home. She was our 
neighbor but I never had a talk with her until that day we met in the park where she was 

playing with her daughter.

"Come here Rupa, where are you my dear, your mum cannot find you, where are you hiding 
my dear.....", as these words left her mouth, I struck her from behind the bushes. She was 

finding her daughter who was playing hide and hide and hide with her and I was looking for 
my football.

"I'm sorry", I spoke without any emotion and left with my ball to play with my friends. I 
didn't look back at her.

After my game was over I was going back home from the back gate of park when I saw 
Sheena with her daughter having an ice cream. I went up to her.

"I didn't know you were coming from there, so we had a collision. I'm sorry, I didn't say then 
as I was in a hurry", she cut me in between, "No, I'm good", and I began moving away.

I held myself being called from behind, "Oye, hairy guy what is your name?” it was Rupa 
laughing with joy pointing to my long messed up curly hair. I smiled back and shook hands 

with her.

"I am Dheeraj, and who are you sweetie?”

"I'm not sweetie, I'm Rupa. This is my mum", she spoke with excitement. I was still smiling 
but now it was out of nervousness and not joy. The reason being her mother who was 

strikingly beautiful and stood facing me with her hand extended to shook mine. She was as 
tall as I was, 5'9". I shook her hand. It was as tender as her voice, "Sheena. Nice to meet you 

Dheeraj", what a woman she was, "Good evening", said her cute little daughter and we 
began moving to our homes.

I came to know that she stayed about five minutes away from my place. She had shifted 
there a week ago, maybe that's why she was left unnoticed by local teenagers filled with 
raging hormones of growing manhood. Now that I had seen her, I wanted to know more 

about her.

She had dark black hair that were just above her shoulders and a face that reflected beauty 
with a built that showed she cared for herself. These were enough of clues about her for me 
to feel interested in knowing more about her. I went to the park everyday to catch a glimpse 
of her but for the whole week I came back with a sad face. She wasn't there, neither in the 

park nor in the balcony of her house. The clothes were on the hanger and grills, but I 
couldn't see her moving them off of those. Where was Sheena, I wondered while playing 

with my football alone at home.

*



I have a well maintained body. When I was young, about eleven, I was very thin. I began 
playing and slowly moved towards exercising and by my early teens, I was better in health 

than most kids in my age group. But it never seemed to satisfy my mother. When I was thin 
and weak, she wanted me to be strong and well built. Now when I am strong and well built 

she still considers me thin and asks me to put on some weight. She never accepted me being 
as tall as I was. I am pretty well built for a 5'9" guy at 18 years of age, but she feels I am 

short. She never approves of my body let alone my thoughts. I feel so small while being in 
her presence that I don't like to speak much to her. I go to school, get home and do what I 

feel like doing it between. Study, play, mandolin, I do that while being in my room. She 
never paid me any compliment, only blames, criticisms and as if that wasn't enough, she 
shamed me for being selfish. If I don't want to go with my parents to a celebration, am I 

selfish? When I don't know anybody there and I am in no mood to socialize with people who 
only value my marks in school, why should I be going out with them to that celebration? 

And she called me everything between arrogant and socially fearful. No wonder I never liked 
her and enjoyed more being with Sheena.

*



I don't know why I go to her place so often. She is a woman whose husband separated from 
her about a month ago after years of constant fights. He wanted to take their elder 

daughter with him, but since she was 20 years old, she was left to be own her own. She 
stays with Sheena's sister. Sheena's younger daughter is 8 years old and stays with her and 
plays with me. Her first daughter is two years older than me, and she herself is four years 
older than my mother. She is 45. I don't know what I do with her. I just go and sit with her 

for hours without talking, looking at what she does. She looks at what I do. She cooks 
something in the kitchen; I sit on a stool at the door. I play guitar for her while she sits on 

the sofa adjacent to mine and looks with her head tilted to her side. She weaves a sweater 
and I keep on observing her hands moving in a rhythmic fashion. I cut salad for her and she 

moves her hand through my hair and softly takes the knife out of my hands when I'm done. I 
don't know why I go to her place so often.

*



My father is too busy to spend time with himself; I don't have any chance to get love from 
him. This has been a normal part of my life ever since I was born. I have a younger sister 

who is three years my junior. She gets a lot of care from my parents because she scores the 
highest marks in her class and I get whatever left over consolation I deserve for not standing 

up to my parents expectations.

"Why don't you talk to me, am I a bad sister to you?”

"No, it's not like that. Why do you ask that?”

"You never take me for walk. You never give me gifts like my friends' brothers give them. 
You don't seem happy with my marks. You don't even say hi to me when we see each other 

in school. And....”

"...Don't say all of that. Go to your room and leave me alone", I said while cutting her in 
between.

I didn't want to be rude to her but I had to be. She was the star in everybody's eyes, while I 
was my own very best. I don't like people coming over with their expectations out of me. 

Whatever I want to do in my life, I do it for myself. I don't go to other people asking for what 
I want for myself. And if someone comes to me complaining, I turn them away just like I did 
to my sister. She isn't bad; she just is following the crap that has been filled in her head by 

people around us who appear to be taking care of her. I hope one day she comes out of this 
mindset of getting validation over what she does.

*



The first time I went to Sheena's place was when she had invited me over for some help 
with her laptop. She was an editor for a magazine.

"There is some problem with my laptop; the office seems to not save files, would you help 
me out with that?”

I agreed. I went to her place the next day after I had my exercise routine finished. She 
opened the door smilingly and I saw Rupa doing her homework. I smiled and checked out 

her laptop. After about an hour of work and one mug of coffee, her office was fixed. It was 
all fine to go ahead with, I told her. She leaned towards me and her hand moved over my 
legs to scroll on the touch pad and open some files. I didn't know whether it was a sexual 

invite or a gesture that went unconsciously unrecognized by her. I let her there for a minute 
and when she returned to her position just like before, I placed a few strands of her hair 
behind her ear. I was young and innocent but not naive and stupid. She looked at me. I 

looked at her. She looked at my lips, I looked back.  She thanked me and we stood up. Rupa 
was still doing her homework and we hugged and said bye to each other.

With one of my hands on her waist and the other through her hair, I whispered in her ear, 
"Would you like to have your hair combed and braided by me tomorrow evening?”

"Yeah sure. Why don't you come at 4 when Rupa goes to sleep. Just knock at the door, don't 
press the bell".

I went home elated and bursting with joy. When I was small, of Rupa's age, I used to comb 
my mother's hair, massage her feet and scalp and listen to her complaints about me not 
being good. This time I was given a chance to do what I had earlier done from choice. I 

waited for the next day remembering how much I missed my mother's love and affection 
while growing up.

*



I didn't get good marks; I was stupid and not intelligent enough. Every other kid who my 
parents knew was smarter than me.

I wore something I liked; I was dumb to make that choice. I didn't know what clothes to 
choose and what not to wear.

I wanted to go to picnic with my friends, I was denied. I was too small to handle myself 
without them being around.

My computer was password protected and I could not play games on that without doing my 
homework. Even after doing homework, I had to choose between playing outside with my 

friends or to play on computer. I had to give up one of those two.

I had to tell my mother why I didn’t arrive home on scheduled time.

She never trusted me enough to see what was in her and father's wardrobe. They were kept 
locked.

They always spent time with my sister and not me. She used to sleep with them sometimes 
even at the age of fifteen. I was sleeping alone since I turned seven.

I never felt they ever understand me. I wanted to spend some time with myself but they 
called me names. I was fearful of social situations, egotistic and what not. All I wanted was 

to be alone.

They never approved of me playing and practicing my mandolin. They didn't even buy it for 
me. My friend gave his mandolin to me when he bought a new one. How I could be foolish 

enough to play music, they always said.

My mother never felt I was enough for her. Whenever I used to bath in rain and she used to 
come with towel afterwards, I was made to feel small. My body was not good enough for 

her even if it was just fine.

When I used to wear clothes, she came and said how out of proportion I was. Kids my age 
were so well-built while I was having a 28" waist.

When she had headache I massaged her hair and scalp without any thanks from her. She 
didn't even acknowledge my effort after she got well.

My sister broke a special glass tray in the kitchen while my parents were out. She told them 
I had done that as soon as they arrived. I was sleeping in my room. The slaps from my father 

woke me up and kept me from sleeping for days after.

I wanted to stay one night at my friends place to practice mandolin. She denied. Not 
because of distance, but because she knew we would not be practicing our instruments. She 

didn't trust me.



I once was in park and met a girl from my class who lived nearby. My mother saw us talking. 
When I went home, I was greeted with a slap and not given access to computer for a month.

Maybe that's why I was spending time with Sheena, I thought. She didn't complain, blame, 
criticize and beat me. I felt accepted while being with her. I never thought whether she 

would understand me or not, because it didn't matter. We seek understanding where we 
are not getting enough acknowledgements for our existence. Here, with Sheena, it wasn't 
anything like that. She was the mother I never had while growing up. I was satisfying the 

needs that were unfulfilled from years of living at my parents’ expectations, especially my 
mother's. I never told my mother that I used to go to her place. I became a liar. When we 

seek joy, nothing is right or wrong. It wasn't lying, it was seeking joy.

*



She was in her room reading a book. My parents had gone out to some relative's place. They 
were to arrive the next day. My sister wasn't at home, she too was with them. My mother 
gave me the house keys but with a warning to not lose them. I went to Sheena's place to 

spend time with her. She was sitting wearing her spectacles and her eyes were completely 
focused on the book that she held in her hands. I was sitting next to her playing games on 

her laptop. Rupa was sleeping adjacent to us and we three were together on bed. After my 
mission failed to get bombs planted in the basement of the under construction building, I 
got up and went to the kitchen. I drank some water and got a glass of same for Sheena. 

With one hand of mine placed on her head, I took the book out of her hands. She looked at 
me with her eyes still having that focused gaze. She took the glass of water from my hand 

and drank it all.

"It’s pretty late. We should switch off the lights", I said. She placed her book and spectacles 
on the book shelf and came to bed. I was lying with Sheena and Rupa on either of my side.

"Rupa is being brought up very well. I wish I had someone like you while growing up", I said.

She held my hand and spoke pleasingly while looking at the roof, "You still are growing and I 
am with you".

We lay there in bed with our hands clutched together and not saying anything and looking 
at the roof. There were stars all over it which gave an illusion of us being in space. Maybe 

we were. It was so unreal for me to have this level of bonding with someone. I looked at her 
and whispered in her ear, "Sheena, I miss you when I am not with you". We turned to our 

sides while facing each other. She began moving her fingers along my jaw line and my hands 
were playing with her earlobes. We kept on looking at each other until we realized our 

bodies were close enough to merge into each other's. Maybe it was wrong, maybe it wasn't. 
It was coming from a place of joy, and I didn't think further over that. She moved a little 
close, I moved some. Our lips met and we laid there embracing each other. If it were lust 

that I was feeling, I would have found a release for it. It was joy that I was experiencing and 
intimacy was how I was getting to it. We lay there with our lips touching and wondered how 

great it would be if the sun didn't come up in morning.

***



A life so delusional, I pity your soul

Now that you stand in front of devil, you have your final chance

Ask for what may you ask and it shall be granted

They asked for some more time to please their caretakers

For life wasn't already too small to think big, even death could not show them the potential 
they had within.

I pity your soul, may that find some peace

You were conditioned to follow others

Maybe that's why you died unaccomplished.



Who Am I



I have been living my life for more than three decades but I am not really sure whether it 
was me who lived that life or was it somebody else. I don't know who I am for if I knew, my 

life would have been so mine.

I was born to a family just like everybody else is. I didn't grow up listening to how unique 
and beautiful I was. I wasn't. My parents had two more kids before me. One was my elder 

brother and the other was my sister who was the eldest. I wasn't any special for my parents 
for they had already experienced the joy of parenthood before me. I was not growing with 

love; I was just another job of theirs besides what they did professionally. Both of my 
parents were doctors. Nurses are so affectionate while doctors are so distant, I always felt 

while growing up. My parents were not bad doctors; they were just not very good at 
handling their kids. Or maybe it was just me who they never loved. They were gynecologists; 

maybe that's why they were more interested in what to do before birth than after birth. 
Anyways, they were who they were, but who was I?

I grew up feeling same but different. What most of the people do, I did. What everyone 
feels, I felt. I went to school to study. I never found it interesting to see all lady teachers 

around and no men to teach us. Maybe they were too busy playing video games and sports 
to teach young girls. I spent more than a decade in that environment struggling to find what 
I was really looking forward to do in my life. The more we do something, the more we begin 

to question why we began it in the first place. I didn't realize what I was doing and when I 
had a thought over my misery, it was too late. I was sitting in the sociology department of 
Miranda House being the topper of my school from medical stream. We never know what 
life has in place for us until we accept what we never thought of doing because of our fear 

of feeling small. Whatever it was, however it happened, I just went with my purposeless life. 
I didn't know why I began studying biology in school in the first place to finally gain the 

insight to question my choice to study sociology in college. I was lost, not really, but still, I 
was lost.

After three more years of grinding my bottom along with my fellow classmates in college, I 
moved ahead. I moved ahead in my life but I was still moving on the surface. I still was as 

lost as I had ever been. And now, I was having somebody to accompany me in my 
purposeless drive towards my non existing purpose in life. I can't even say it was love, 

because it was and I always lived in denial. He was nerdy, like me. He was not very talkative, 
like me. He was affectionate, like me. He was inexperienced to handle himself, like me. We 
both were sailing in the same boat with nobody willing to handle the sails and rudder. And, 
we went nowhere. With regular walks, talks and more, we still were not able to figure out 
what we were trying to figure out. Maybe because we trying to figure out, that's why we 

didn't figure out. After college was over, I was still not satisfied with my unsatisfied life and 
took another step to let myself be who I didn't want to be.

I became an intern cum journalist for a newspaper and began going on filed assignments to 
find interesting things going on the world. People who find the most happening things are 



the ones whose lives are the most non happening. That's why they do what they do in the 
first place. Whatever, I was already hopeless, so I became more of who I really was. 

Hopeless. I went to a lot of places for six months and had a few more non awakening 
moments to help me realize what I wanted in life. This time I realized, I didn't want to hang 
around with guys who were aimlessly moving in their lives. And I was wrong. They at least 

had a purpose to be with lost girls like me, while I had nothing in my life to look up to.

When I was small, I used to talk about being a pilot, being miss world, acting on stage and 
what not. While I began growing, I disowned all of that what I once wanted to do. Maybe 

that was the reason for my misery. I was my own worst enemy and was very good at playing 
that role. I wandered some more only to realize I was coming across new opportunities that 

I didn't want. So I tried being with myself. It was hard, but I had seen so much of nothing, 
that I wanted to see something. Something that I could experience not just for boasting on 
my job profile or marriage profile, but for myself. I had to be with myself to see who I really 

was, even though I had been with myself for a long time.

I stayed at home for most part along with my fellow mates in despair over a life lived in 
waste. My brother, he was working and sustained a living by making virtual maps and 

seemed happy. He just waited for Saturday night to come and another reason to wake up on 
the Monday of next week. And he was happy. My sister, she was pregnant and was 

spending time with my mother to learn all about raising a kid who wasn't even born. Instead 
of being concerned with those things that have not yet happened, how great our lives would 

have been if we could just live in the present. It was easy on my part to say that, but 
anyways, I said and didn't give a second thought to that.

I read a couple of books only to realize that self help was self sabotage. The more I read 
stuff to improve my life, the more I felt missing out on things in my life. The more I read the 

more I wanted to cultivate new habits and more I felt small over my past self. It was not 
working the way I had expected. It is not about the habits you follow if you don't have 

supportive people with you. So I began finding those people. I joined a gym only to find 
people who were seeking perfection in their bodies to mask the hole that was there in their 
soul. I joined a reading club and realized in the first meeting that it wasn't about reading; it 

was about socializing and complaining about the materialistic aspects of life. And then those 
people went to their workplace being corporate slaves the next day to find more ways to 

incorporate conspicuous consumerism in their lives. I gave up on the book club too. I went 
with my father to laughter club to find some happiness. I did find that, but I was looking for 

something else. It was joy that I was searching.

After a few months of trying to find myself, I was even more lost. I was trying too hard that I 
had lost the idea why I was on this search. Anyways, I collaborated with a group of people 

who helped homeless kids just to figure out my soft side towards humanity. I ended up 
having serious throat infection that lasted for two weeks. I gave up on the idea to help poor 
kids at the expense of my own health. It’s better to help yourself when you are lost than to 



be a guide in somebody else's shitty life. I lied on the bed for two weeks and thought over 
my life until that point.

When I was in school, I was pathetic in painting because my teacher said so. I was not really 
good in sports because I knew it was true. I was not very exceptional in the beauty 

department because of bad genes and not enough money to get medical help for my looks. I 
was intelligent but not enough to sail through PMT and become a doctor. I didn't try the 

next time because I was too tired of pleasing my parents. Even they were too tired of 
looking at their expectations being worn down by me. While my classmates were busy with 

discussions on social issues, I saw no interest in making a change in this world while not 
being able to know my self. I gave up on that too. I did work in a news company but it got 
me nowhere other than giving me insight to not join another journalism thing. I fell in love 

at times but it was too deep of a fall that I had pull myself back up from the roots of my hair. 
I gave up on experiencing romance for I was put off with connection to myself. I saw many 
people going for this CAT thing so I went ahead with that to check what it really was. It was 
nothing more than a waste of six months spent trying to figure out what I wanted to do. I 

still didn't know what it was I wanted, but it wasn't MBA at least. CAT was out of options but 
not that guy I met in coaching. We stayed together until he went to IIM. I desperately 

wanted to sit for the civil services exam but then how could I be of any help to others when I 
wasn't even sure of my joy. I eventually gave up on the idea to go ahead with that.

I thought over something that I had never thought. Did I have any talent? The answer was a 
clear no and came with a harsh punch in my gut but I still thought over that for some time. I 
knew how to cook, but not every cook turns out to open KFC. I knew how to cycle, but other 
than cycling, what could I do with a cycle. I had a nice voice but singing was too much to ask 

from my empty soul. I was not very sporty, so I kept my sports to cycling and yoga and 
headstands. I knew how to read and write, but I didn't want to be that teacher who gets 

blame from people like me for ruining young kids' life. So I gave it up. I was good in speaking 
but what could I do with it for myself. I just thought and thought and eventually got nothing 

to think of. So I slept in solitude.

Between this mess with my life and myself, I got married. Although I wanted some more 
time to pursue my non existing dreams, I felt it was too much to live with my misery. I 
wanted someone to help me out. And he did help me out, but I was still as lost as I had 

begun. We went together to places but I felt distant from myself. I loved him more than I 
loved my self but again, I was still aiming to shoot in the dark sky with stars all around. So, I 
kept the bow down and bowed down. For sometime it was going great and one day I found 
out I was to become who I never wanted to become. A caretaker, a mother. I was pregnant. 
Everybody was wishing and congratulating me but it was me who had to face that little one. 

I went with the flow without questioning only to realize I was just like my little boy. He 
drank milk, spit, shit, cry and sleep. I let him suck my breasts, clean myself, wipe him, let him 

sleep, eat, shit and sleep. We were so different but we were so same.



I always wondered how big, smart and successful people became so big, smart and 
successful. Somebody told me that they had a vision early on in their life that guided them 

to become who they wanted to become. I never had that vision; I was too naive for that. Or 
maybe I was too stuck for that. I felt as if some sort of heavenly mystical force was to come 
up over my head and guide me to lead by life but it never happened. My parents were busy 
with their patients that they left me feeling a victim for nothing. Really, nothing. There was 

nothing that I wasn't given. I had good food, education, clothes, picnics, books but what was 
it that I was really looking for? Neither I knew it, nor did I have that. It wasn't anybody's 

fault, but then how was it to be corrected, I wondered. I don't have any idea why people live 
the way they live in a delusion that they are really living. To me it was as if I was rolling in 

snow with no idea where I would land. And then I realized that rolling in snow is much more 
of a thrill than moving through life with open eyes and yet being blindfolded. I thought some 

more over that and slept in solitude.

Some more time passed while I saw my little kid grow and meanwhile I had another one 
coming. My husband was happy since he at least had an idea where he was pointing with his 

pointer, I didn't even have the privilege to do that. I was simply too busy to have a look at 
myself from the eyes of a passer-by. So I let things unfold as they were going.

When I was about the age of seven something happened to me. It was not what happens to 
most kids in that age but it happened to me. I was sitting with my father and my mother was 

serving food. My brother and sister were in their room doing their homework. My mother 
had made something that I didn't like very much. So my father was making me eat that thing 

while my mother sat along and saw. I began eating and did not complain. I ate whatever it 
was and after that they kissed me goodbye and I went to read my cartoon comic. I read for 

sometime and then I felt a bubble growing from the inside of my intestine and emerging 
through my throat. A wave of energy came through my food or wind pipe or whatever it 

was and I vomited on the table in front of me. And I vomited some more. A lot of crap was 
there in front of me for my mother to clean. My father patted me on my back and said 
nothing. My mother cleaned the mess and gave me a glass of water which although I 

refused, my father forced it down my throat for he knew it was good for me. He was a 
doctor after all, who was I to question him, and I drank it. I went to sleep and since then I 

was sleeping with my eyes open.

I never asked my parents what they were feeding me then through my mouth, and I never 
asked them what they were feeding me later through my mind. I never questioned them 
and never put forward my word, for I thought they knew what they were doing. After all, 

they were my parents and doctors, who was I to ask them what they were going ahead with. 
If I had spoken up for myself, I would have been better at dealing with myself since it would 

at least have been my choice to face. I just took whatever I was given only to realize later 
that it was worth vomiting. No wonder I was so lost in my life. It was not even my life I was 

living; I was like a puppet moving without effort and conscience. I really was so.



He came back from school and threw his bag on the bed. I was too calm to talk to him, so I 
just observed. He went to see the newspaper and found no cartoon to show me. He went to 

the kitchen to get his sipper from refrigerator and began drinking water. I looked at him 
with the eyes of an observer, not a mother. He untied his shoelaces and put his shoes in the 
rack. He took his bag to his room and threw the lunch box in kitchen sink. I saw him. I didn't 
ask him to do anything; I let him do what he felt like. Maybe he wasn't that lost for he knew 

what he was to do next. One order, one complain, one comment from me would have 
messed up his ritual, so I kept calm.

"What do we have to eat mumma?” he asked. I held my impulse to tell him that it was 
something he didn't like in the cooker and he had to eat that crappy brinjal. I had been 

forcing down his throat what I had been forced down mine. It was time to let him speak and 
ask for himself before he could vomit and feel lost like me.

"What is it that you want my dear?” I asked.

"Will you make it?” he spoke with his eyes bursting with liveliness.

"For you, I'll make it", I said and he whispered in my ear, "... Cake ...”

I nodded and went to the kitchen while he stayed in my arms.

***



To buy a soul is devil's deed,

To sell a body is whoring,

To steal a heart is love,

To kill a man is crime,

To get in blasphemy is sin,

To break someone's dream, is it none?



The White Flower



I went to Delhi. I didn't tell anybody from where I had come. I don't reveal a lot of things 
about myself and my personal life. My home was just like it was two decades ago. My father 
was a gazetted officer in the ministry of external affairs. I used to see him sign documents of 

other kids who came to our home when I was young. He died and left nothing for me to 
remember his love for me, since both were never there. My father, as well as his love. I 

began thinking about this when I looked at his photo on the wall. My mother had died and 
her body was cremated a day before I came home. Yesterday. Preeti was sitting on my side 

with her kids. There were some relatives in our home and were trying to talk silently to each 
other. The more we try to do something, the less we end up doing that. I sat there in silence 
remembering my most joyful moments with my mother. I could come up with only two, her 

death and one more.

"What happens when they burn a dead person, ma?” I said. It was a long time ago. I was 
seven years old and my mother was arranging clothes in her wardrobe while I was looking at 

her.

"They take their ashes and let them flow in the Ganga River", she said.

"What are ashes", my curiosity crept in.

"When you burn something, what remains in the last that is ash. And when some living 
being dies, it is called ashes", the words came out of her lovely mouth as she moved her 

plump lips.

"Oohhh that is ashes", I said.

"Why do you ask, by the way?” she said while placing her bras in the drawer.

I said nothing. What could I say? I saw in a movie a man being burned after he died. I had 
seen that in many movies. I also saw a body lying upon something being taken by some 

people on the road that day when I was getting back from school. I wanted to know about 
life as well as death. There are a lot of things in life to think upon but what has always 

fascinated me is what I see but can't put my finger on. Death was one of those things when I 
was seven years old.

"What happens when ashes flow in Ganga River?” I asked.

"The dead person reaches heaven and we feel joy in our hearts", she said while she placed 
her hand on my cheek.

"What happened Vaman dear, why do you ask such questions? You want to say 
something?” she said.

I looked at her. She was very beautiful. Whenever I used to go with her to market, people 
used to look at her. Especially men. I don't like when somebody looks at my mother. I don't 
like when my father is with her on the same bed. I want to be with her. I don't like when she 



talks to my father late at night. I don't like when they go to shopping without me. When I 
am in school, I feel what my mother would be doing. I fear what other men would be 

thinking about her. I fear what will happen to me when she dies. Who will love me? Who 
will cook food for me? I love my mother and I don't want her to be with any other man 

besides me. My father is not good for her, how do I tell her this? I want to kiss her on lips, 
how do I tell her? I want to lie besides her and hold her hand when she tells me stories, how 
do I tell her? I want her to stay with me and not my father, how do I tell her? She has such 

beautiful brown eyes and plump lips, I just keep on looking at her and she doesn't 
understand my love. When she moves her hand over my body while we bath, I feel tingling 

sensation in my gut. I don't know why she doesn't see my love. She has so pretty hands. 
When she wipes my face and washes my dirty face, I want to kiss her hands. When she 

paints her nails, puts on lipstick, puts on mascara, wears nose pin and earrings, she looks 
even pretty. She makes me love her even more. I feel so joyous to have such a pretty 

mother. She is so beautiful. I will not let her ashes flow with the ashes of those who are so 
dirty and look at her in bad way. I will not let this happen. When she dies, she will stay with 

me. Always. I love you ma, I love you and would always do.

"When you will die I will not let your ashes flow in river", I said with my eyes getting moist.

"What will you do then, my dear", she asked while kneeling down and holding my small 
hands in her gentle ones.

"I will grow a plant having white flowers with your ashes", tears began rolling from my eyes. 
I was weeping while imagining her leave me.

She hugged me tightly to her chest and even more tears came out of my eyes. The warmth 
of her body was being felt by me and her hand was moving through my hair. I loved her so 

much. I love you, ma, I wanted to say but I didn't. She was so lovely.

"You are so lovely, Vaman dear, so lovely. I will not leave you, I promise".

"I will also not leave you, I promise ma".

She kissed me on my forehead and cheeks and kissed some more. I kissed her cheeks and 
forehead and kissed some more. My beautiful lovely ma. I love you so much. I wanted to 
kiss her on her lips but I was scared. Her lips were so close to mine that I could feel her 

breath leaving and coming. With our chests and foreheads touching, I moved in and kissed 
her lips. She didn't say anything, she didn't move back. She kissed me and tears were still 
coming out of my eyes. She hugged me tightly and said something in my ear that I would 

never forget, "Nurture those white flowers as much as you love me. I will be in those white 
flowers".



"You will never go away from me. Not in heaven. Not in river. You'll stay with me. I will 
water you. I will talk to you. I will take you with me in the pot. I will protect you from bad 

insects, ma. I love you so much. You are my beautiful white flower, ma", I said.

That beautiful lady had died. I never turned up to see her dead. If I would have done that, I 
would have collapsed. Thankfully, I didn't. And fortunately, I came now to take my beautiful 

white flower with me. Sobha, my beautiful white flower, I am here ma. I am here.

"Did mother say anything for me to know before dying?” I asked Preeti.

"She said you know what it is. She told me to hand you over her ashes", she said and went 
to the other room.

She came back with a pot. An ivory pot. My lovely ma was in there. We are so much into 
being dressed our best while we are alive that we love our ashes being placed in ivory pots 
when we are dead. I held the pot in my hands. It was packed tightly and I took it with me.

"What are you gonna do with it?” Preeti asked.

"Fulfill my and ma's last wish. Thanks for informing me", I said and began leaving. It had 
been a long time since I said thank you not just for the sake of saying thank you. No matter 
how much I disliked Preeti and my relatives, I came up to see their faces for my ma's ashes. 

Fuck all of them. Sobha Rathore, her ashes were in my bag, and I left. For nothing now 
remained to get me back to my home or so called family. I took away the last bit of 

memories of my mother and life moved ahead from there after.

*



Her hand was in my hair. My hand was on her waist. Vimala was on my side. Alia and I were 
almost one. We were looking at those white flowers in our garden and the small pot that 
was on the side. It was my mother looking back at me. I promised her I would never leave 
her and she would not leave me. But we had to leave each other to know what was really 

there that would get us back. For we never know what life is till we die, we never know 
what attachment is till we are abandoned. We water her everyday. We protect her from 

insects and weeds. I talk to her and even Popo sits besides her in the evening. She doesn't 
know how to talk, Popo just barks in evening to signal me to come outside. Sometimes we 
refuse to express what we feel in the moment to feel the same in future, only to realize it 

wasn't that hard to express it back then. I don't have any photo of my mother. I don't have 
any photo of my family. I don't have any photo of my childhood. For what was not my 

choice, why would I choose to have memories of that. I have these beautiful white flowers 
and enough emotional health to deal with what may come in my life. What I always wanted 

in my life, I now have. Sometimes we have to let go of who we were to become who we 
want to be. I have left a lot behind, for now I am really free. I live in hills and only me and my 
real family knows where I live. Preeti no longer needs to call me. She is blacklisted anyways. 

I gave up the life I had and that I always wanted to have while growing up. Grass may be 
greener on the other side but sometimes green here is just fine. For now my parents are no 
more that I am free to do whatever I desire, but I choose not to. It is when we are really free 
that we feel the power to say no to what we always wanted to do. I tell this to my beautiful 
white flower, Sobha. She may be no more with me but she always is. If in my younger years 

had I received her love, there wouldn't have been so much chaos in my life. We can't change 
some things, but we can at least take responsibility for ourselves.

***



I came out of you, I owe you none

You conditioned me, I owe you none

I grew messed up, I owe you none

You made me feel small, I owe you some

For I chose not to suffer anymore, I have done what I have done
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I was born naive, got filled with crap

I was born strong, grew up seeking other’s strength

I was destined to deserve, went to chase other's loss

I lived for myself, was shamed for that

For now I am making all feel so cared, I wonder why I have no happiness to speak of.


