


When a man is on the verge of dying,

He only thinks of the things he was never alive enough to try



Rachna And Me – By Arpit Chhikara



We were together at home. Just Rachna and me. It was a winter morning and we were 
dozing around in our warm quilt while the curtains kept us closed us off from the sun. It 
is good to feel sunshine in your skin but not when you want to over sleep by putting the 

alarm on snooze and lie down some more. It was a free day for me as well as her. The 
alarm tried to disrupt our sleep but stubborn as we were, we laid there with our arms 

wrapped around each other's neck. Warmth of human touch under the warmth of 
natural fibre, it was genuinely a great combination.

A long ring of the excruciatingly painful sound of doorbell woke us up. It was the 
newspaper man asking for money.

"How much is it?” I asked.

"Umhh......475 for newspaper and 60 for magazine...” he said while handing me over the 
bill slip.

"I will give you money tomorrow", saying that I closed the door.

Sometimes when we desperately want to do something, we get distracted and 
disturbed by those folks who are totally oblivious to our concerns and shamelessly ask 
and demand things for their own selfish purposes. It felt as though the newspaper man 
had committed a sin to interrupt Rachna and me while we were enjoying a pleasurable 
winter morning. Nevertheless, I went to our room only to find her tying her hair into a 

pony tail. She was always so fond of fancy rubber bands. Half of her collection was 
gifted by me on occasions other than just her birthday.

She came out wearing her red track pants and black sweat shirt with a white hoodie. I 
always admired her nose pin and more often than not she wore that in front of me to 
make me tick at the sight of her act of irresistible desirability. She went to the kitchen 
and began making some tea. I don't like tea, but if she makes something I don't like, I 

still have it.

While she was pouring water into the pan, I wrapped my hands around her waist. One 
of my hands went ahead to add a spoonful of sugar into the pan which already had tea 
leaves boiling in it. She stirred the tea and waited for another round of boiling. There 

was no milk although there was sugar just enough to taste well and not spoil the 



sweetness in our mouths. After a few minutes of cuddling while the tea boiled, Rachna 
poured it into a big mug. If you can share bed and quilt with somebody you bond with, 
why not share a tea mug? Though I wanted us to have the same brush, she thought it 

would be too much to share. Maybe it would be so, I thought after I followed her 
thoughts.

We sat in our balcony facing the sun with the tea cup on the stool in front of us. We 
were sitting on well furnished wooden chairs that had cushions on them. It was 

comfortable and soft to sit in there but we still wanted to stay in touch with nature. The 
more we progress and develop, the more I come to realise what I am missing out in the 

name of civilisation. Life is not hard, it is ironical.

She placed her lips on the mug and took a sip. I saw the tiny blemishes on her face and 
felt more connected to her. Her imperfections drew me more into her perfections. Her 

lips parted and with a slow exhale she passed me over the cup. I took a sip and sat 
facing the sun. I read somewhere that to improve your vision and keep your eyes 

healthy, sit facing the sun with your eyes closed for a few minutes. I was doing that 
itself. She was wondering something with her eyes distantly focussed somewhere far 

and I had no idea about what that was.

"What are you thinking?” I asked.

"I was making a vision to live in mountains after I am satisfied enough with my worldly 
pleasures", she replied with her eyes piercing my lips. She wiped off my lips with her 
long fingers. What we often crave the most is what we fear deep down inside. I felt 

close to her while being on different pages in our respective lives. Despite that we were 
there for each other. Maybe that's what bonding is all about. Being apart yet being 

close.

A bird came and sat on the electricity wire and did an inverted hang.

"You looking at that parrot?” I said as an exclamation.

"We don't have parrots in here in India. That's a parakeet. It's pretty", she replied.

She was always a step ahead of me. I was a different type of learner. She learned by 
memory association and I learned by visual stimuli. We both had a knack for reading. 



We read books that we had and together went to literary events. There was only one 
thing that was discreet between us. Her poetry diary and my daily journal. That's 

actually two things for us as a couple but one for each of us as an individual. We shared 
deep stuff among each other keeping those private things private. In time of social 

media, nothing really is personal. From your latest check in I can make out what sort of 
food you enjoy and what your socio-economic status is. Nothing is private enough in 
today's world where what we see is more than just socializing and having great time 

together.

I never took notice of the time while we were together. After some time we went in and 
straight away headed to the kitchen. We began washing the utensils from last night. Our 
hands were touching each other's hands. When we sit in silence with the people we feel 
connected to, we experience intimacy. When we do some activity with the same people, 
we again experience similar feelings. Maybe that's got nothing to do with activity or no 

activity. It is all about what exists in feelings and gets rarely expressed with words.

"Why don't you put on nail paint? Black colour suits you really well", I broke the silence.

"I will. After this dishwashing is over, I will oil your hair and later paint my nails", she 
said, "paint them black", she smiled while holding the pan under tap water.

The door bell rang again. This time it was the milk man. I went with the double handle 
pan and took milk in it. Rachna placed it on stove to boil but it would just be fine 

without boiling, I told her. Initially she was reluctant, but when we say something with 
seriousness and unjustifiable rationalization, people believe. She didn't light the stove 

and milk was left there as it was.



We came to the drawing room and I sat on the floor on carpet. I had Femina in my 
hands and my head was in her hands. She was sitting on the sofa with olive oil bottle on 

her side. I tried coconut oil, it was stingy after washing. I also tried mustard oil; it was 
good in starting but later became rest house for dust particles that stuck to it. Olive oil 
worked fine, I realised after few hits and misses. She was massaging my scalp and I was 
flipping through the pages of Femina admiring the beautiful women that were in there. 
Shame is not what you feel in public eye; it is what comes to you in private closets. She 
was moving her fingers through my scalp and my tension was melting away. Her hands 
touched my ears and I felt a tingle of energy in my legs. We carry tension in areas we 
work the least and most with. My tension areas were being relaxed. I felt calm and so 
calm that I kept the magazine on my side and closed my eyes.  I was feeling dizzy and 

sleepy. And suddenly, she withdrew her hands.

"Hey! Why did you stop"?

"I have to paint my nails, that's why, you sleepy dude", she said and stood up.

I was sitting there on the carpet letting the feeling of calm sink in my body.

"Why don't I paint your nails today?” I said as I stood behind her while she was 
searching for black nail paint in our cupboard drawer. She turned around in amazement.

"You have never done that before. Have you?”

"If I don't start sometime, how will I do it then...” She looked at me.

"Cool. Start today then", she said and threw the nail paint bottle. I catched it and sat on 
the same carpet with her sitting on the sofa. We were facing each other.

I held her hand in mine and began paintings her nails. She had sweet feminine hands 
and almond shaped nails. It felt good to do something I always wanted to do for a very 

long time. I carefully did my work.

"Really good for the first time", she assuringly smiled while raising her eyebrows.

"Let's practice on toe nails too in that case!” I said. She kissed me on the cheek and 
nodded with a smile. I turned around and had her place her feet in my hands from over 



my shoulders. Both of us were facing in the same direction. After a few minutes of 
careful nail painting work and no more wet paint, we stood up.

"You did a great job. From next time onwards, you'll paint my nails".

"You say dear and it shall be done", I touched her forehead and kissed it.

We went to our room to have a nap under the warm quilt on a winter afternoon. There 
was surely a plan to bath, cook and have food together but it was postponed for a few 

hours. We covered our bodies with the quilt and rubbed our feet together.

"It is so great in here", she said.

"Yeah... It is", I said.



We lay there spooning and waiting for mom and dad to arrive. She had her work 
pending from college and I had to make my assignment of social science for FA-3. Till the 

time they arrived, we lay there spooning and embracing each other. Me and Rachna.

**



Poems – By Tanisha



Swinging



I am swinging alone,
to and fro.

No one here.
The breeze is playing with my hair,

extinguishing the fire of my anxiety.
The dried up leaves, the dead ones

on the ground,
fly freely than those on the trees.
They are trampled on and burned

but they look beautiful and appealing.
The roads that you never took because they didn’t have what you wanted,

sometimes are the ones that have what exactly you needed.
You can’t figure yourself out,

sometimes visited by many doubts
that make you question all that you believed in before.

You were positive about them earlier but now, not quite sure.
You learn new lessons.

You unlearn a lot of content.
You find out your mistakes.
You mess up in new ways.

You want to wave your flag high,
but then you choose to sit in a corner and sigh.

I am swinging to and fro,
trying to sort what all to let go.
whether to stay the way I am

or as they call it, to become mature.
Or to be an amalgamation.

Sometimes my true self makes me love it,
Sometimes it makes me regret.

But in phases like these, I feel so complete and hollow at the same time
that I choose music to overpower me, and reminiscing 

about the beautiful times that have gone by
and then, I simply tell myself



to stop thinking so much and let it go.
Let time tell me, which side of me to show.

Be patient. When time will come,
you will know what to do and who to be.

And those regrets, don’t have them because they make you complete.
Afterall, it’s your quirks and qualities that make you who you are.

What sets you apart are your scars.
Though there are infinite of them, but you are a beautiful star. So let yourself burn and 

shine. Be warm and give light. Because one day we’re probably gonna be swallowed by a 
black hole.

So just be what you are now.
Feel what you are feeling.

Experience it all,
feel it all,
do it all.

Keep swinging to and fro, 
people will keep coming and they will vamoose.

You are your best friend, your soulmate, your muse.
But, you just enjoy, what is happening right now and feel intensely, what you are feeling 

right now.
So, don’t be still 

till the time you are living.
Keep swinging.



One of those days



One of those days when the smell of mocha soothes the heart’s ache.
One of those days when the white or sepia coloured pages are your best listeners.

One of those days when your true friends are the ink and the feather.
One of those days when the rage is on paper, 

And in your hands is the quill 
with which you spill

out all that is in your mind and the heart.
One of those days when the thoughts become words and the chaos in your mind turns to 

peace,
One of those days when your diary puts everything to an ease.



Vain



I should have known I’d regret this
Should not have held on, just left it

And did things that I was supposed to do-
Put my senses back in my mind

And should not have faced all these consequences constantly in an ugly line
Here I am opposing the curve of my smile

It is me. Not anybody else.
It is me. Right from the start I could tell.

It was not you,
Still I kept holding on

Love hurts and now that I am bleeding
I am letting you go, with my blood stains on your hands

So you remember you lived on such a land
Where the weather is never the same

And that this girl was insane
You will feel sagacious and then very lame

Will never want to walk down this lane
We will keep blaming each other 

Only to realise
Warmth is good but when you get too close,

the fire burns you alive.
You would be like,

“She writes songs like that pretty superstar
but she sucks at singing, she is a mean girl who gave me scars

She is paranoid, clingy and crazy
I have been through hell

She seemed to be a miracle.
Turns out, she was a devil.



Once she was my heaven
But that was only an illusion
She is the queen of confusion

She seemed so good when it all began
Then it thundered. I ran

She came down like a heavy rain
drenched me completely 

and now I feel so vain”
And I think to myself -
I am the one to blame

for this funny pain
Should have known what I am valuing so much

will turn out to be a bane, he was so vain.



Poem - By Shatakshi



I went too far when I was begging on my knees
Begging for your arms, for you to hold them around me
I went too far and kissed the ground beneath your feet

Waiting for your love, waiting for our eyes to meet
Crying; give me some love, give me some love and hold me

Give me some love and hold me tight
Oh, give me some love, give me some love and hold me

Give me some love and hold me tight.
I went too far when I was begging on my knees

When I cut my hands, so you could stand and watch me bleed?
I went too far and kissed the ground beneath your feet

Standing in my blood, it was a taste of bittersweet
Crying; give me some love, give me some love and hold me

Give me some love and hold me tight
Oh, give me some love, give me some love and hold me

Give me some love and hold me tight.
Why can't I turn around and walk away?

Go back in time
I'll have to turn around and walk away

I couldn't stay, I had to walk away
I'm left behind with an empty hole

And everything I am is gone
I try to reach for another soul

So I can feel whole
Oh, give me some love
Oh, give me some love



The Spoon Story – By Gregory



This is a story of a spoon. Not an ordinary spoon made of plastic or metal, but one that 
was designed to only get better. Created and crafted with care and critic, though it had 
not a mouth, some words it might speak. “Use me!” it cries, “you might be surprised, 

that though I’m merely a utensil, I’m also a pencil. For a story I tell, not of fine meats or 
rare spices, but one of redemption and the tension of extension.” You see, a spoon has a 

purpose of service for its holder but what happens when the servant gets a little bit 
bolder? Could he reject his singularity of a carrier of calories? Could he fight the fallacy 

that an empty plate is his casualty? What a tragedy to trade his freedom flag for a grave 
inside a plastic bag.

Bragging before me was a friend, seated with such a spoon as he explained the 
invention from beginning to end. “Could you lend?” was my question, I had an idea that 
could be made clear from my mouth to his ear. As a willing volunteer I outstretched my 
hand and he gingerly gave over his rounded four leaf clover. It was as light as a feather 

balanced between a finger and a thumb but what happened next struck me 
devastatingly dumb. The shifting spoon became a balloon, my fingers now needles and 
before I could say kung fu, the spoon had broken in two. The fractured bowl in my left 
hand, fissured handle in my right, my surprised eyes bounced off the floor to greet my 
friend in fright. His face now white as mine, I pressed the button to rewind but with no 
words to turn back time, I sat convicted of my crime. The depths of impending doom 

lingered over his splendid spoon but as darkness descended upon the room; a sparkle of 
light impeded our relational swoon. It’s okay; don’t worry about it, no troubles, and its 
fine. “I screwed up” I repeated but he halted each word on a dime. Though I pleaded to 

be guilty, his prize no longer pristine; he needed not a prisoner, providing my saving 
vaccine.

This same friend and I sat for lunch a few days after this happened. I met him early on 
last year so we’d been friends for a while and although we’d talked of spiritual things 

and the gospel I felt as though I’d never really challenged him with believing. As I 
reflected on my breaking of his spoon, I had a funny feeling that God was giving me an 
opportunity to share the gospel with him in a cheesy but personal way. I doubted this 

message at first but then slowly began to see how this message God not only wanted for 
him but also for me. You see God gave me his spoon, but this one even more valuable 



than the last. It was his prized spoon, more valuable than all the gold in the world put 
together and made uniquely for me with my name etched exquisitely on the side. He 

gave it to me because he loved me but when I took it I broke it. Split into two, beyond all 
repair, I knew it was my fault and that I had to be punished. But instead of punishing 

me, his son took my place. He had received a spoon too, even better than my own, but 
his was in its original, perfect form. Placing his spoon down beside him, he pushed me 

away and stood silently as he took the punishment I deserved. I watched with 
bewilderment, my mind not computing when God picked up his son’s spoon and 

extended it out to me. I couldn’t take it, I didn’t deserve it but I knew it was the only 
way. As I glanced down at my broken spoon before me, he gently opened my fingers 
and placed the spoon inside. God said, “I love you no more and no less than before. 

You’re punishment has been paid and I’ve even given you more.” I shared this with my 
friend, he didn’t accept my offer to grab hold of God’s spoon but I know the offer still 

stands just waiting for his open hands.

**



Author

I am Arpit Chhikara. My life is so normal that people call it extra ordinary.

Other than writing I do reading. Also, cycling and exercise. And yeah, I also go to college. 
Before I forget, that hair you see, it is genetic gift and I haven’t spent a rupee on them.

For my next month edition of If I Could Live Once Again, Just Once, I am looking for you 
folks to send in your works. I have realised over the course of last few months that I am 

not alone in this journey of creating a life worth living.

You can reach me at asafoetidafenel@live.com or 9711370566 for sending in your 
works. It will be in the next edition, I promise. Even if it is bad and not really your best, it 

is good enough to be in here.
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