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Preface 
 

Some people tell me ‘Love stories’ come naturally to me, since they see me as an emotional man. 
Some tell me that my stories make a good reading because my narration and the way I capture 
details in a short space. And there are some people who tell me my stories are crap. I shouldn’t be 
wasting my time and space. Well while all of this might be true, none of it actually motivates me 
or prevents me from writing. It is the love of capturing other people’s emotions in different forms 
that keeps me going. In all my stories, I try to capture different facets of human emotions. For 
every sigh and smile has a story to tell. 

When I started writing stories, about 1 year and 7 months ago, I was never sure of going this far. I 
was pretty much a toddler then and the first story I wrote on December 1, 2008 was indeed about 
a young high school guy starting his first love affair. That started my love affair with love stories 
and I’m glad it has continued. 

The journey as a blogger from there to the present day has been interesting thus far. Starting from 
no readers to over a hundred thousand hits clocked on the blog till date, this tiny little man on the 
planet has witnessed criticism and praise. My posts were recently voted best on Blogadda’s Tangy 
Tuesday as well as Spicy Saturday picks. My story was also featured in Indiblogger’s top 10 most 
viewed lists. My take on terrorism and 26/11 attacks was also featured on the CNN, BBC websites 
under ‘What top Mumbai bloggers have to say’ heading.  

This ebook makes an attempt to create space in the minds of those who have not read my stories 
on the blog. I’m distributing the collection of 5 stories compiled by a select few readers to you all 
in order to have your feedback. I’d like to know what you all think about my stories and my 
writing. This will prove decisive in publishing a book of my stories. You can send me your feedback 
by the following means. 

You can email me here mayur(dot)pathak(at)gmail(dot)com 

You can also catch me on the facebook fan page   http://www.facebook.com/pages/Love-
Stories-by-Mayur-Pathak/115056865210705?ref=sgm 

Or add me on Twitter  max_mayur 

 

I look forward to hearing from you on my blog, on facebook page, twitter or as you may like.  

 

Yours truly, 

Mayur Pathak 

July 25, 2010, Mumbai 
 

You can also embed a badge on your web page by using this code  
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1. Raqeeb 
 

Late July afternoon makes it the sweetest spot in Nainital. But not for Mahi. A wait for half and hour at the ‘other’ 
side of the lake was troublesome. There were these occasional visitors passing by on the walk way. And there was 
this threat of some one known spotting her around this cozy place and letting her father know about it. Moreover it 
was not only about some one spotting here there. It was also her dress. Born to a Brahmin, she was standing there as 
a burqua clad woman. Juzer was late again… this time by 30min. It made her even more restless. Mallital other wise is 
a beautiful place to be, especially with the accompanying rain. 

Some one’s watching, she thought. She frantically looked around. There was an elderly couple who had come for an 
afternoon walk. She glanced her watch, it was about 4:30 and beginning to get dark due to the rain threat. A couple 
of small droplets settled themselves on her delicate palm. Suddenly there was a sound, as if some one roared. Mahi 
got a feeling that some one was asking her to go home. But who? There was no one on the path way. The clouds 
roared again. It was probably the sign for Mahi to head home. She quickly wet behind the bushes, removed the 
burqua and stuffed it inside the polyethylene bag. The rain droplets had now doubled in frequency. Mahi decided to 
rush towards the temple. It was a good 5-10 min walk before she could reach the first shelter, one of the shops near 
the Naini Devi temple. The intensity of the rain increased and Mahi matched it by walking faster, jogging and then 
running to the shop. “Stop following me…” She yelled at the skies. The clouds responded with another roar. 

On reaching the shop, first thing she did was to call Juzer. 

“Hello… where the hell are you? … What are you doing in Haldwani when we had decided to meet? (pause) …What 
do you mean (pause) … Listen Mr., I have had enough. So either it is me or you know what I can do. (pause)… No you 
listen to me; ok wait lemme put another coin… Yes. See nothing more can be done now. We will (in a low voice) we 
will have to run. Yes I know the plan you made last time. Yes I’ll get the money… okay. (pause)… ok this is my last 
coin. I have to call my father… huh? Juzer!!! You are such a… such an adorable guy… hmmm… hmmm… I get it. Listen 
I’ll give you a call from my father’s cell phone late night. Then we’ll freeze every thing. … okay cya… yes love you too 
my baby… muuuwwaaaah! ” and the line went dead. The clouds had now started roaring fiercely. Although it was just 
a drizzle. But they were probably letting the girl know that they were not happy. 

But it didn’t matter Mahi. She was happy. She almost ran on the road like a small child enjoying the first rains of the 
season. She lived with her father in a small but a heritage house overlooking the Manu Maharani Palace. Her father 
was already home when she stood at the door, soaked from head to toe. “Bauji… I’m going to my room upstairs… and 
please dont ask me why I didnt carry my umbrella.”  Her Bauji was sitting on the tarmac trying to get a feel of the 
rain. He only nodded in dejection. Mahi was old enough to know basics. And she had never been irresponsible. But 
these days it was different. 

Mahi went straight to the Balcony. The rain, as if waiting for her to come out, became even fiercer. As if they had 
been keeping a watch on her. As if they knew every thing about her plans and they were showing resentment. The 
rain drops were piercing her body, dripping through her bare hands, landing on the cheeks and sliding down her neck 
onto her bosom and further. As if the water was trying to wash her off the perceived sins. But Mahi was unperturbed. 
She already had her plans drawn out. A train started at 08:50am from Kathgodam to Delhi. They had to catch it. So 
she would leave the house at 6am, with some clothes bundled and some cash from her father’s chest. She would 
then meet Karim, Juzer’s friend who will drop her to Kathgodam station. Juzer will join from Haldwani and they will 
both move to Ghaziabad at his friends place. They will get married next day and then inform their parents. Plan 
looked simple and straight. But Mahi had a notion that some one was keeping a watch on them. But who? 

Juzer didn’t pick up Mahi’s call that night. But Karim ensured that if Juzer had promised, he would keep it. And that 
their train tickets were also done. The next big task was to get some money out of Bauji’s chest. Mahi struggled as 
strangely, Bauji remained awake for long time, looking at the heavy rains. “It is raining very heavily” he said to 
Mahi. “I heard there was a possibility of a land slide near Aryabhatta institute.” Oh shit! That is on the way to 
Kathgodam, Mahi thought. But she dismissed it, thinking it was common to rain so much in July. What she was 
worried about was Karim to honor his commitment. Bauji slept after some time, giving Mahi a chance to steal some 
money. The chest was heavy and Mahi was scared. But she managed to pull out two wades of notes and slipped them 
in her polythene bag. The clouds roared the highest now. Yes they were following her. 

Mahi woke up next morning, only to look the lawns and the pathways of adjoining Manu Maharani Palace hotel 
completely flooded. The waiters were frantically trying to save as much as they can from the lawns and the store 
room outside. He went down and saw her father looking at the news on a local channel. The highway was flooded 
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and there was no contact between Nainital and Haldwani. The roads were blocked leaving many passengers 
stranded. There was no way Mahi could make it. Knowing that her father’s mobile was still with her, she quietly 
slipped back to her room and dialled Juzer’s number. 

“Hello… Hello Juzer? Sorry who is this?… Inspector who? (pause) … Sorry I think I have dialed a wrong number. 
(Pause)… Okay. No I dont know him as such. He was my tour guide once. We had been friends but nothing in 
particular. (pause)… no… no… alright. It is flooded outside. I’ll see if I can come” … and Mahi almost wanted to throw 
the phone out of the balcony. The water was now drenching her cheeks, mixing with the tears rolling down. The rain 
had mellowed down and was keen to take Mahi in his embrace. 

Juzer had been arrested in Haldwani last night on charges of forgery, polygamy and in connection with a sex racket in 
New Delhi. The ‘raqeeb’ had done its job. Mahi was safe and at home. 

 

 

Like this story? Catch the original on the maxmayur blog. Your comments are welcome  http://wp.me/pgCup-lV 

You can also catch me on the facebook fan page  http://www.facebook.com/pages/Love-Stories-by-Mayur-
Pathak/115056865210705?ref=sgm 
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2. It is Never too Late 
‘Basant Agrawal, Senior Manager, Central Bank of India’ or Basu, as his friends used to call him was looking at his 
name plate on the compound wall. Basu was on his way to his routine morning walk. He was going to the joggers’ 
park nearby where he would be met with other few friends. Although at 55 Basu was not as old as the other 
members in his club, he looked 10 years more than actual. It was a routine walk to the park, except a small stall just 
outside the park that was about to change his life. 

Basu had always been a lover boy. He was loyal to his work, his wife, his life and every thing that came his way. He 
grew up looking at Jitendra, Amitabh Bachchan and later Anil Kapoor and Govinda romance girls, woo them and enjoy 
the ultimate pleasures of the life. No… Sex was not on his mind. But trying to portray a larger than life image to woo 
hundreds of girls was indeed his passion, which he never achieved. A guy with average looks and average built, Basu 
was born in a clumsy but cunning family of ‘baniyas.’ His father ran a profitable grocery shop in downtown Indore. He 
could have endured a fortune. But unfortunately he was the youngest of 4 siblings his father managed, other three 
being girls. By the time he grew up, whatever his father had earned was used in paying dowry for his elder sisters. 
Meaning all his lovely youth went at the shop and later at running a small cycle shop with a friend. He some how 
managed a commerce degree and got a job at the Central Bank of India. The job brought him good life, if not fortune. 
It made him interact with lot of people daily. He tried all tricks, including imitating Dev Anand, Dilip Kumar and others 
to impress all men who came to the bank. He knew, one day the girl of his dreams will walk in and then his love story 
would start. What he was not aware however was, the job required him to travel to places. It was a transferable job… 
making him travel from Mathura to Mysore and Patna to Patiala. Finally after resisting for 6 years, he bowed down to 
his father and got ‘arranged’ married Pushpalata Patodia, a bride worth 2 lacs of dowry. Pushpa was a pure home 
maker, and hardly a romantic person Basu had imagined. 

From there on, he waited 24 long years to find that spark in him. He spent another 10 years traveling places before 
finally settling down in Pune. He built himself a nice house in Baner, just on the outskirts of the city for himself and 
his two sons. Readily and slowly he settled himself into the conventional routine life. A morning walk with colony 
elders at 7, breakfast at 9, to office at 9:30, back at 6:30, to the club at 7, back by 8:15, television there after, dinner 
at 9 and to bed at 10. He led a perfectly uneventful life until this day changed every thing. 

Basu was just about to enter the park when he saw a young lady demonstrating some kind of sauna belt to one of his 
elderly club members. Out of curiosity, Basu joined there conversation. The lady was explaining the old man about 
how the belt might help him lose the excess weight. Slowly she turned her gaze to Basu. Now she started explaining it 
to him. She asked him if  he had back pain or any other supposed disorder. He didn’t. But he was tempted to tell her 
his real disorder, his inability or rather under exposure to woo females. “Alright Sir, if you found this useful you can 
buy it from me right here. I will be on this stall for next 4 days. My name is Arti Sharma and you can call me on 
9890…… Sir?” Basu was already lost. “Yes Yes, sure I’ll call you.” 

Throughout the day Basu couldn’t concentrate on any of his routine tasks. Arti had completely captured his mind. She 
had dusky looks and little better than an average figure, but very good skin. ‘She must be around 5’2” tall, Basu 
thought. And now he had just about 4 days to strike the cord. Finally after lot of deliberations, he called her at 4pm 
same day. 

“Hello Arti?” 

“Yes?” 
“Hi Arti this is Basant Agrawal here from Baner. Remember you were here early morning at our jogger’s park today? 
Oh yes. How can I help you Mr. Agrawal?” 

“Oh well, I lied today morning about my health. I do have some back pain and I want to buy your belt. 
Thats great, I will bring a spare new one tomorrow. It will cost you…” 

“Well thats fine. Actually I also want some one to help me use it. Will you help me if that’s not much of a trouble? 
Ah, it shouldn’t be. Let’s meet tomorrow morning. Bye Mr. Agrawal.” 

And Mr. Agrawal was on seventh heaven. What followed next was chivalry at its best. He convinced her about his 
back pain and requested her if she could give him treatment for next 4 days, morning and evening. Arti wasn’t a 
doctor, neither a physio. But she needed extra money, and she found Basant to be a nice man. Basu would tell her 
jokes, imitate the actors and also helped her sell some extra belts. Arti in turn liked her new company. She was a 
lonely girl. She was 32, married but separated from her husband. “I am out of a hell hole and now entering a bigger 
one” she had told Basu once. She had a 5 year old daughter and a 65 year old father to look after to. With little 
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support from her estranged husband, life was tough. Her job as a receptionist at a mid sized builder in city hardly 
made up for the expenses. So she had to work with tele brands in morning and in the evening to keep up with the 
inflation. The only reason for her to smile was her daughter. 

Basu came as a nice surprise for her. He was old, probably like her father. But he was very cheerful. He made her 
laugh and made her believe that she was still indeed very beautiful. So when on the morning of the fourth day when 
Basu asked her if she could accompany him for a cup of coffee at the Law college road, she wasn’t surprised. She 
wasn’t oblivious to the bond developing between them. But she didn’t mind it and agreed to take a half day. They 
met at the FTTI gate and occupied a corner table at the Cafe Coffee Day. After all, both were married. It said lot can 
happen over a coffee. Well it was about to, and both of them were afraid. They both stayed there for almost 2 hours 
before it was beginning to get dark outside. They spoke about life, about Basu’s bank, about Arti’s estranged 
husband, about her kid and all… Finally when it was time to go, Basu insisted they stroll till the Symbiosis junction. 

“Hey Arti, to be very frank it’s the first time I have ever come out for a coffee with a woman.” 

“Oh? Is it? Dont tell me that.” 

“Yes… it is true. You know what? I always wanted to get ‘love-married’. But never got a chance. He he…” 

“Don’t tell me, you are impressive Mr. Agrawal.” 

“No seriously, the problem is, girls like you always called me Mr. Agrawal or Basant Bhaiyya. That was a full stop you 
see. I used to watch movies and think… Basu? When are you going to find a girl for yourself? Finally it was my father 
who did it for me. And for the last 24 years, I have been trying to find love and romance in my wife. I tried hard to get 
that feeling in my, but failed. I never knew I would actually find it at the jogger’s park.” 
“Mr. Agrawal… I…” 

“No wait. Let me speak. Yes, Arti I have started liking you. I dont know what this feeling is. May be it is love, may be 
just attraction or may be infatuation at this ripe age. I know this is wrong for a guy like me who is happily married for 
the last 24 years. I have 2 young sons, one of them works. I have a responsible job and I’m about to retire in few 
years. There is no reason for me to search infidelity at this stage. But tell you what? You are the first person who 
sparked love in me. You have given me what I lunged for all my life. I know you have your own life and a daughter. I 
know this is not what you expect from me. May be you will start hating me after this. May be you will never meet me 
or talk to me. But all I want to do is to confess what I feel and say thank you.” 

“You are right Mr. Agrawal. I’m not going to talk to you now and meet you again. But I hope you will understand why. 
One thing is for sure, I’m not going to hate you. Life has been very cruel to me. And today it gave me another chance 
to curse it. But instead I’m happy now. Thank you.” 

In a flash of second, she kissed Basu’s cheeks, stopped a cab and was gone… leaving a smile on Basu’s face. His dream 
had come true.  

 

 

Like this story? Catch the original on the maxmayur blog. Your comments are welcome  http://wp.me/pgCup-aN 

You can also catch me on the facebook fan page  http://www.facebook.com/pages/Love-Stories-by-Mayur-
Pathak/115056865210705?ref=sgm 
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3. When they met in Paris 
Part I 

* * * 

Charles De Gaulle airport in Paris is considered to be one of the top five busiest airports in the world. It handles more 
than 6 million passengers in a year, which makes a whooping 17000 passenger movements every day. On one such 
busy afternoon, a beautiful Indian lady was making her way to the airport lounge. She had just landed on the 
Terminal 2 by the Air France flight and looked visibly tired. This was not her first visit to Paris. But this was surely the 
visit she so much wanted to avoid. She had been working with one of the top Indian IT companies in India. 5 years 
into the job now, she was their one of the trusted employees. She had successfully handled multiple projects at a 
very young experience and age. Now married, it was difficult to tell looking at her petite frame that she was a mother 
of a two year old kid… a reason why she wanted to avoid this trip. 

So there she was, in Paris at the Charles De Gaulle and headed towards Lille, where her client’s office was located. 
There is no direct flight to Lille. So she now had to take the TGV to reach the destination, which was 5 hours from 
now. Add to that, she was sick of the troublesome flight and the food they fed her on the way. She just hoped she 
could find good food at the lounge. The lounge was well decorated and at least the menu suggested they had great 
variety of food. She had picked up French in some of her last few visits. So she decided to try a sentence. “Excusez-
moi, je voudrais avoir…” 

“Avni… hey!” A not-so-familiar voice interrupted her French connection. She was stunned to see who stood behind 
her. It was Yuvraj! 

Yuvraj was a young, charismatic, handsome and unmarried  man. He and Avni were classmates during their 
engineering days. Although lot of people had notions about they being a couple, they were best friends. Or that is 
what they thought. Both were practical, in fact so much that it came in their way of being a couple. The three years 
they spent together in Engineering, and the next three years when they were still in touch were full of long 
(loooooooooooooooong) talks on the phone, messages, of the cold coffees, insurmountable telephone bills, long 
walks in the alleys of Avni’s hostel and so many other things that would make you believe they were a couple. But 
they weren’t, they so damn weren’t! 

Some times they say, when togetherness cannot spark love, the distance does the trick. Avni got placed in a big IT 
firm and was posted in Chennai for the first year. Yuvraj too, after dabbling with father’s interior designing 
business for a while, decided to go for a management degree and shifted to Pune. That was when they felt what they 
meant to each other. As they grew apart, they missed each other more than any thing else. They were together, in 
the sense through emails and then through occasional telephone calls. But they were still apart, unsure of each other. 
Yuvraj knew he loved her. At least he knew he couldn’t live without her. But he didn’t realise even Avni felt the same. 
They had been together for time long enough to know each other in and out. And yet the time was really short for 
them to tell each other what meant so much to them. Finally luck did them in and Avni’s marriage was fixed by her 
parents, amidst loud protests by her. 

Yuvraj was shattered when he knew about it. He was returning from the training during initial days of is management 
career. So much he had dreaded that conversation every time they jokingly discussed marriage. But they avoided the 
conversation with much disdain. But then this had to happen one day. And he had paid the price for not being sure 
about the best person he knew in his life. He had no idea how much pain he was going to endure for the rest of his 
life. And some how he knew it. 

3 and a half years had passed since it happened. And 4 years had passed since he last met Avni. He always wanted to 
meet Avni. So much he wanted to tell her what he felt about her. But he never did. And he knew since that day, it 
was no use either. He thought if Avni knew him so well, she would have spotted his love and accepted or rejected it. 
And he thought Avni didn’t. Avni kept in touch with him for the next 6 months, till she got married. She wanted to 
convince herself that she hadn’t made a right choice. She wanted Yuvraj to plead his love for her and force her to run 
away with him. She hoped Yuvraj will say that once. But as they say, fortune favors the brave. Yuvraj wasn’t brave. 

Yuvraj had completed his masters and joined an export oriented unit that required him to travel away from India 
frequently. He enjoyed that. He was now in Paris on a business trip and was on his way to London. As usual, he had 
arrived late for his departure and missed his flight by a whisker. After one good cup of cappuccino with french 
whipped cream, he went to the news paper vendor behind the lounge to by a copy of Time Out Paris and Le Monde. 
He was leaning on the stand to read the fine printing on the ‘Investir’ latest stocks. When he leaned back normal, he 
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was stunned to see the beautiful Indian lady standing in the lounge. He just couldn’t believe his eyes. It was Avni. 
Gosh… a million moments spent together danced their way on to him mind. “Avni… hey!” his excitement was out of 
control! 

* * * 

 

 

Part II 

* * * 

“Avni… hey!” 

Even before Avni could connect with the familiar yet not so known voice, Yuvraj had already paced his way through 
the lounge pathway. Avni felt pangs in her throat. She couldn’t believe who she was staring at. At an instant she 
almost felt as if her feet had started moving, wanting to run… run fast and make her fall in the arms of the tall man 
approaching her. All that she didn’t speak to any one over the last 3 years was about to explode like a balloon filled 
with hot air. 

Yuvraj was not standing right in front of her with an anxious smile on his face. He too had realized the sudden surge 
of excitement he felt when he saw Avni for the first time in last 4 years. She looked beautiful, though there was 
dullness on her face. Jet lag may be, thought Yuvraj. He suddenly realized they both weren’t speaking but staring at 
each other for a good 30 seconds. 

“How are you? And what are you doing here in Paris?” Yuvraj broke the silence. 

Avni suddenly realised she was no longer Ms. Avni Dewan now. She was Mrs. Bansal and a mother of a 2 yr old kid. 
Her line of thought had strayed to the good old days she regretted. She almost hated herself for not asking Yuvraj. 
When she got married, she hated Yuvraj for she couldn’t help but compare her husband Sujit with him. Sujit was a 
good family oriented guy. ‘… but most guys are good, doesn’t mean I’ll marry all of them’ Avni had argued with her 
parents. For her parents, it was unreasonable that she rejected every good guy for no reason. The point was, she 
couldn’t explain them the reason. The point was, she herself wasn’t sure. Finally she succumbed to her parent’s 
relentless following and agreed for the next ‘good guy’ they select. Both fortunately and unfortunately, it turned out 
to be Sujit. 

Where Avni was the only child of her parents, Sujit was second of the three siblings in the Bansal household. They all 
stayed together, despite the obvious space challenges. Sujit was the earning member of the large family, along with 
his father and elder brother. This meant Avni had no say over either the household activities or Sujit’s pay, which 
went straight to his mother. But this also proved a boon for Avni, as she now could continue working on the pretext 
that they will be better off and start saving for them as well. Avni’s first tryst with her bad fortune came when the 
united household literally forced the new couple to bear a child only few months into the marriage. This meant Avni 
sacrificed on numerable things, including her onsite trip. She only took a break for 6 month to avoid any more rusting. 
To escape this, she engaged herself with her work. She started spending long hours at the office, much to the 
discomfort of the household. But she had convinced Sujit that it was important for their bright future. He was a nice 
guy. She got herself on board of an important project in France and made sure she had to travel onsite at least twice 
a year. However she wanted to avoid this trip as her son Aarav was not keeping well. But she couldn’t… and since she 
couldn’t, she was standing in front of Yuvraj. 

“How are you? And what are you doing here in Paris?” Yuvraj was now talking. 

“Hi… I mean, what a surprise” She extended her hand, which Yuvraj reluctantly accepted for a shake. The touch sent 
shivers inside his spine. 

“Nice to see you here. How come in Paris?” Yuvraj gathered some composure and spoke again. 

“I have been here earlier. I have a project going on at Lille. What about you?” 

“Oh I work with Gokaldas Exports. I too keep travelling in Europe. Paris is only my second time though. I was on my 
way to London from here… and now I have missed my flight.” Yuvraj said with a sheepish grin. 
“Ah… Mr. Late Latiff! When will you learn?” 
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“Never!” 
“So… hows life?” 

“Good… looks like you came here for a brunch? Shall we order some thing?” 

“Please Yuvi. They fed me such bad food in the flight. Need a good bite.” Yuvi! A name she christened when they 
were cheering the division’s cricket team. Although Yuvraj was so much unlike the real cricketer ‘Yuvraj Singh’. One, 
he was right handed and two he wasn’t a batsman but a fast bowler. 

“Hmmm, let me think. I dont know much about the cuisine here. And in any case, my mantra is ‘when you are hungry, 
go for the basics.’ So a sandwich and juice will do good?” 

“Club Sandwich and Orange juice Monseur” 

“Il vous madame” Yuvraj said mischievously. 

“Hey you know French? I’m trying to learn and haven’t been able to for last 3 years.” 

“Keep calling me every day Madame, I will teach you.” It changed Avni’s expressions. Yes, she needed to talk to a guy 
who understood her very well. She so much wanted to… sigh! 

“Ahem, sandwich? I’ll get it for you.” He turned to the serveur at the corner. “Pouvez-vous fixer un club sandwich et 
deux verres de jus d’orange pour moi?” “Dans un instant, monsieur” He replied. 

* * * 

 

Part III 

* * * 

Serveur’s efficiency in delivering the sandwich and the juice was commendable. For by now Yuvi and Avni had barely 
decided on the table yet. Yuvi helped Avni to pull their luggage bags. All these years he had been thinking about her, 
about her (rather their) fate.  Couple of common friends would at times tell him about Avni and how she was finding 
it difficult to cope with her married life. He cared for her. But he never mustered courage to call once. He knew Avni 
was a free bird who could not be caged by social and cultural boundaries. She indeed was. 

“Voici votre sandwich et jus Monseur. Souhaitez-vous ajouter quelque chose d’autre?” The serveur was back with the 
sandwich and juices. 

“No Merci monsieur” It was Avni now, thanking the serveur for his services. 

When people are hungry, people feel they are alone in the world. Avni was no strange to this fact as she quickly 
pounced on the neatly cut sandwich. “Yummmm, Yuvi! This is heaven.” She said. Yes indeed, Yuvi thought. For how 
else could he describe heaven? He was sitting there with the woman he loved in the beautiful Charles De Gaulle 
airport in Paris, alone away from the prying eyes of any one they knew in common. He allowed Avni to munch on the 
delicious sandwich while he sipped the Orange juice. He just wanted to clock to go slow on them today, at least 
today. He remembered how they had missed the train once, and once more all due to his mistake. He so much 
wanted to compensate the journey today. 

“So what are you going to do now?” Avni asked at her howling and munching best. 

“I wish I could do any thing” Yuvi said sheepishly. 

“Sorry?” 
“I mean I wish I could do any thing to the flight that left early. I guess I will have to take another one now, unless 
there is another way.” 

“There is, if you wish to try.” 

“How?” Yuvi knew she is going to mention the TGV. 

“You can take a TGV to London. But I dont know if there is one from here that goes directly to London.” 
“Okay. Good idea! That way we can…” Yuvi stopped. Was he making it too obvious? 

“We what?” 
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“We can travel together. Can we?” 

Avni could only smile. Yuvi indeed was making it obvious. 

They spent the next one hour discussing about IT projects, about what Yuvi’s job profile was, about how Avni’s last 
trip to Lille was so boring… the topics were endless. When the serveur came to clear the tables, Yuvi asked him about 
the TGV schedules. There was indeed a train to London about 2 hours from then, passing Lille. Avoiding the smile was 
now getting difficult for him. He checked Avni’s tickets to make sure if she was traveling by the same train, which 
wasn’t the case. 

“Oops! But can we not travel by the same train? You will end up reaching early. Is it not.” 

“Yeah… but.” 

“Now c’mon. It is possible right? Please Avni. We have met after such a long time and you are doing this to me. Spoil 
sport!” 
“Now dont start okay? What spoil sport?” 

“Yes, you have always been like that. You couldn’t even…” 

“Yuvi!” 

“Okay okay… take your time till I clear the bills.” 

If only he could understand what Avni was going through? He hadn’t changed a wee bit. He couldn’t understand her 
then, 4 years back. And he couldn’t understand her now. ‘But then he has always been like that’, she thought to 
herself. She finally agreed, much to Yuvi’s joy. 

Charles De Gaulle indeed is a beautiful airport. It served perfect rendezvous for the two lost lovers in disguise. Their 
talks meandered from the college days to projects to economies and then to Yuvraj’s marital status. He avoided it 
with his guile and chivalry and threw it back at her asking her about her marriage. Avni was stunned. A ten minutes 
silence walking past the series of branded stores and some comforting words from Yuvi brought her back to the 
composure. Avni wanted to talk. And she did. She just exploded. 

They spoke about her marriage with Sujit, about her discomfort with the traditional household, about the forced child 
and about how much she missed the life before marriage. She wanted to tell him how much she compared him with 
her husband. But he retained her composure. “I was going around with some one else. I mean not exactly having an 
affair… but thinking about some one.” Yuvi was taken aback, but this time knew who the guy was. It was him! Within 
an instant they were standing looking at each other… holding hands. It felt like the lost love had come back. And the 
silence was broken… by a sound. It was the ring tone of Avni’s mobile and the CLI software in the mobile was reading 
a name sending chills down her spine. “Sujit” 

* * * 

 

Part IV 

* * * 

“Hello” 
“He… Heylooooooo? Mumma?” 

Avni’s expressions now changed from shock to relief. It was her son Aarav. 

“Hello beta Aarav, how are you? Kaise ho beta?” 

“Mu… Mummy? Mumma kaha hai? Mummaaaa” Aarav was at his childish best. 

Suddenly Avni felt a surge of emotions coming from within. She couldn’t hold back. Two tears rolled her cheeks. 
Aarav was the only reason she felt like going back to her home every day. Her husband Sujit wasn’t a bad guy at all. 
He was actually good and a very homely fellow. He made sure he came home on time, earlier than Avni on most days. 
He was very cordial and an emotional person. He was a family man and made sure he looked after every one in the 
house. Above all else, he loved Avni very much. He had never had an affair in is life, not even a good friend from the 
opposite sex. He never had the regret either. What he probably missed was intimacy. He could never win Avni in 
three years of their marriage. Because he could never understand her. Some times Avni thought he was the best 
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husband on earth. But then they were hardly a match. Three years had passed, and here Avni was… sitting with the 
man she loved without knowing he loved her too. And on the other side of the phone was her husband and a doting 
father to her son. 

Yuvraj watched Avni drift apart and walk in the alley ahead of them. She was not looking at him, but he could see her 
from her reflection on the large glass panels lining the alley. He could make out the tears that rolled on her cheeks. 
He was startled when Avni dragged her hand back. But he knew the meaning of it. It was a faint reminder that Avni 
was now married to Sujit. Although she thought she wasn’t happy, it was not her fault. He knew the reason for her 
unhappiness now. It was him. Only if he could have mustered some courage and composure to go and ask her for 
marriage. Only if she could have been a little less reluctant. Only if they bold were bold enough. Only if… there were 
too many variables. 

Yuvraj knew there was nothing that could be done now. If any thing could have been done, it was with his life of her 
life. Nothing was possible together. He so much wanted to make her happy. But probably now the only way he could 
do it was by letting her to live her life. He was the hindrance. He had to move on… 

Avni had been talking on phone for 10 minutes now. She had walked fair distance and almost forgot who she was 
with. She realized and turned backwards. The alley was relatively empty, except for few passengers passing by. She 
hung up and started walking back. Se came to the turn where she was earlier standing. Yuvraj wasn’t there. Her 
luggage was neatly stacked along the wall. In the front left pocket of her bag, there was a piece of paper tucked in. 
She pulled it out to see it was the copy of the bill along with the TGV ticket. Some thing was scribbled behind the bill. 

“Hey Avni, 

It was nice meeting you after a long time. But I guess its the time for me to go. Just wanted to tell you that you are the 
best person I have ever met. I wish I could say this every day to you. But I guess life has written different stories for us 
and we should honor that. I’m happy with what I am and I wish greatest happiness to you too. 

Enjoy life and take care. 

Luv, Yuvi” 

A tear rolled on Avni’s cheeks again. But she wasn’t unhappy now. She had hoped for the best and life had thought 
the best for her. She punched some numbers on her mobile phone. “Hello, Sujit? Nothing… just wanted to say, I Love 
You!” 

– End– 

* * * 
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4. Tejas and Namita 
Part I 

* * * 

“Eknaathji, with your permission, I’d like to meet Namita alone once before we arrive at a decision.” 

Tejas’s request silenced the 500sqft living room at the Vaidya residence. It was full of people, young and old. On one 
side were the Joshis sitting on a huge sofa. There was Mr. Dinkar Joshi, his wife Alka, daughter Tanvi, his sister 
Snigdha, her husband Vishwas Lad and of course, Tejas sitting in the middle of the entourage. Whereas on the other 
side on a makeshift sitting arrangement were Adv. Eknaath Vaidya, his wife Sujata, his brother Vishwanath and his 
wife Sunita. Namita coyly stood besides her mother. The premise was Tejas’s marriage to Namita. The families had 
met each other twice before and they were all set to finalise the brewing relation. Eknaathji was about to discuss the 
wedding date when Tejas raised his request. 

“Beta is there any problem? I mean have we failed to…” Dinkar was quick point out the concern when Eknaathji 
interrupted him. 

“No No Mr. Joshi. That is perfectly fine. After all they have to stay together. Namu, why dont you show him your 
room upstairs?” 

“No. I mean yes, it’ll be good. But… I mean I thought if we can meet some where… some where outside.” Tejas put his 
view in a very low voice, fearing a backlash from his father. Eknaathji looked at Namita and then at her mother… and 
nodded much to the delight of Tejas. It had been a tense afternoon for both of them and they were much relieved to 
be given some time alone in Namita’s room. She was a smart girl. Like her father, she too had studied law. After 
spending three years in London for specialization and experience, she was back to Pune and had been practicing with 
her father since then. The Joshis were there old clients and she knew Tejas since few years, but never had a choice 
encounter with him. Although she was miffed by the fact that her parents wanted to marry her in a hurry, she 
secretly adored the handsome and super-rich Tejas Joshi, the ‘eklauta waaris’ of the Joshi’s chain of hotels in Pune 
and around. 

Tejas was an innocent and charming young man. He had spent most of his life under the shadow of his father’s 
wealth and mother’s care. He enjoyed being pampered and had grown up with a golden spoon in his mouth. He was 
all set to take over his father’s role in the business. But a small scuffle during his days at the management institute 
changed the way he looked at life. A fellow student passed a comment on how ‘ready-made’ his life has been and 
that he understood nothing of money and struggle. In a bid to prove the commentators wrong, he vowed to create 
an identity of his own. It had been three years since the incident and he never had good terms with his father. He was 
literally forced into agreeing for this marriage. He resisted. But Namita wasn’t a girl to be refused. 

Namita’s room was very well made up. She had this pink charm to the whole of stuff, which complemented very well 
with the mood. Tejas saw old pictures of friends and family functions in different sizes adoring one of the walls. Some 
were from her child hood while many of them were from her graduation and post graduation days. ‘Too many boys’ 
Tejas thought. But he convinced himself thinking that a girl who spent 3 years in London had to be a modern and 
frank girl with open thoughts. None of them spoke for couple of minutes. Finally Namita opened the conversation, 
telling Tejas about the different pictures and their references. He just nodded with an occasional ‘hmmm’ or ‘how 
nice’ comment. She gradually ran through all of them… and then followed another silence. 

“So do you like coffee or tea?” Tejas thought it was his time to start the conversation. But he didn’t have any thing 
better to ask. 

“Huh? … Well I prefer tea more. You?” Namita was a bit surprised. 

“Hmmm… no wonder all your coffee cups are lined up here. I like both. But nothing in particular… and I know it was 
very stupid of me to ask that. Actually I didn’t know where to start” 

That put a big smile on Namita’s face. They both had been tense with the happenings around. Namita had a notion 
that Tejas was a very reserved guy and had lot of attitude. In fact, he was a very homely person, though a bit shy. 
They shared a very light conversation. He told her how afraid he used to be to approach girls whereas she told her 
about the guys who would do any thing to woo her. She reluctantly shared that she had a boy friend when Tejas told 
her about a girl he liked in his college but never mustered the courage to woo her. 

“I some how thought that you must have had a boy friend… in fact many of them.” 
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“Oh is it? I wish I was so lucky ha ha ha… oops! I mean what made you think so?” 

“You are so modern and have stayed outside India for some time. And you are so beautiful as well. I’d be stupid to 
think you were single.” 

Namita was flattered by the comment. “Thanks for the good words. But I’m surprised to know that you were always 
single.” 

“That is luck, both good and bad. Had I been lucky earlier, I wouldn’t have been here right?” and they both laughed. 

They decided to meet in a quite restaurant near University Circle the next day. Namita was excited about it. She loved 
him. He was what she had dreamt of. A simple, good looking and rich guy. She wanted to run and tell her father she 
wanted to marry him right away, but controlled herself. Tejas on the other hand was delighted that Namita was a 
very open and frank girl. She spoke so freely, it didn’t seem they were fairly alien to each other. He called up his 
friend Abhi and told him every thing about the day. But that turned out to be a mistake. 

“… Tejas I’m telling you. I know you like the girl. But do some background check mitra.” 

“What are you talking about Abhi…” 

“You know what I’m talking about friend. She is a modern girl. She was in UK for 3 years and had a boy friend there. 
She must have been laid…” 

“Abhi! Watch your forked tongue. You know what you are talking about?” 

“Okay… dont listen. It doesn’t make a difference anyway. These days which groom expects to marry a virgin? And 
your ‘to-be’ is a UK return. Best luck buddy. And I’m not against you. Just be sure of all thi…” Tejas banged the phone. 
He picked up the mobile and typed a sms to Namita. He almost wanted to cancel the meeting. But he deleted. He sat 
there for some time, idle. Few minutes later he sent her an sms. 

“See you tomorrow. Be prepared.” 

* * * 

 

Part II 

* * * 

During his days at the management college, Tejas secretly admired a girl named Reena Samuel. Reena was a 
Malayali Christian. She was beautiful, very open and a good natured girl. Although the conversations Tejas had with 
her were limited to exchanging notes and a casual hello every day. He did watch her every move in the class. He had 
decided to go slow and steady. They were part of the same role play during one of the college functions. On one such 
night of rehearsals, he saw Reena in strange guy’s embrace and overheard talking to him about freaking out for two 
nights in Lonavala. That killed Tejas’s feelings and he started avoiding Reena there on. Few weeks later, a common 
friend had told him that Reena had had a dirty breakup and that it was a good opportunity for him to win her. He had 
detested the move and rudely said that he was not interested in second hand love. 

It had been more than 4 years since that happened. Tejas forgot Reena and got on with life. And now he was caught 
in a fix again, thanks to his friend. He couldn’t sleep that night. Every time he closed his eyes, he remembered Reena 
talking to her boy friend. He knew the things his friend Abhi spoke didn’t matter. But he still hoped it not to be true. 
Most of his time, when awake, went in parading between his balcony and his bed. His heart was all ga-ga over 
Namita. He loved the cheerful lady. But his mind wanted him to doubt her. ‘Just one meeting and so 
much possessiveness?’ he asked himself. But yes he was getting possessive about her; possessive about a Namita 
who existed in the past. Or rather, what he thought existed in the past. The night seemed to him as if there were two 
Tejas battling with each other. 

Namita too couldn’t sleep that night. But her reasons were different. She had been associated with many boys in her 
college days. But there was no affair to remember. All were touch and go. The boys were either bowled over by her 
beauty or were interested in just boasting their so called ‘lists’. The only guy she really admired was Andrew 
McDonald. Andy was her boss in the law firm CMS Cameron McKenna in city of London where she did her internship 
when in UK. He was a true gentleman and an amazing orator. During her last few days of the assignment with CMS 
Cameron McKenna, Andy asked her out. Andy took her to Bombay Brasserie in Keningston, in a bid to impress her 
with his unique liking for the Indian food. The date went well and Namita was impressed. Next night, Andy came to 
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the place where Namita stayed and tried to do what no Indian would have liked. The chapter was closed then and 
there. And Namita came back to Pune. 

She saw the same gentleman in Tejas. That made her get excited all the more. But she was surprised with the choice 
of restaurant. Tejas opted to go to Kiva, a restro-bar on the range hill road; where as Namita expected him to select a 
quite place for this rendezvous. In any case, she didn’t mind it. The next morning, every one at the house could make 
out the change in mood Namita had. The excitement was to hard for her to conceal. She spent the entire afternoon 
trying different dresses to be sure of wearing nothing but the best. She finally settled with a beautifully embroidered 
pink and white salwar kameez. Tejas came to pick her up at exactly 7pm, as he had promised. The journey from 
Shivaji Nagar to university circle was hardly a distance. But Namita was surprised to see that Tejas looked tense and 
hardly spoke during the journey. She knew he was slightly introvert, but not reticent. 

The restaurant was buzzing with loud rock music being played. But it was fairly empty. It again surprised Namita 
when Tejas didn’t show any particular preference for a table. She had to do the honours. 

“What happened? Are you alright.” Namita asked. 

“Oh yes… sure. I’m fine. Just li’l … cough.” 

“You dont look alright.” 

“No no… seriously. I had a bit of headache due to cough. So I couldn’t sleep last night.” 

“Oh so you couldn’t sleep last night? Because of cold… yes… I see!” And Namita sheepishly grinned. But there was no 
reaction from Tejas. “Tejas are you ok? I mean we could have met some other day if you are not well.” 

“No I said I’m fine Namita. It is good and important that we talk now. Rather than… having unsolved issues later.” 

“Why are you talking like that?” 

“Oh, just like that. You are a lawyer. So I thought you might understand that language.” Tejas said forcing a smile on 
his face. 

The meeting was definitely not going the way Namita had imagined. But she convinced herself thinking probably 
Tejas was not well. She spoke about her hobbies, her college life, her family. Tejas responded, but most of the 
answers and questions were dry or cold. He was being very strange. They ordered some kebabs and he asked if 
Namita wanted to drink. Then he said he expected Namita to wear a western dress, or a jeans and t shirt at least. 
Then he said she thought Namita would like Kivo as she might have been going to such places frequently. Now she 
had had enough. 

“Tejas, is there some thing wrong? Or are you always like this?” Namita was now a bit rude in her voice. Tejas chose 
to be silent. “What is the matter Tejas? Our parents have decided that we get married. I’m happy with it. We are 
supposed to sit here and know each other… and then go back and tell our views to them. But this is… I mean, am I so 
boring or are you always so nerdy?” 

“Look Namita I… there is some thing that is disturbing me.” 

“So speak out buddy. Whats the matter?” 

The time had come. Tejas had a fear and he had to overcome it. Although he knew at the bottom of his heart that it 
was not right, it didn’t matter to him now. He mustered all the courage and spoke. 

“Namita… last night I spoke to my best friend Abhi. And he put a doubt in my mind. Not that I care, but I must know 
this. I cant get it out of my mind and it is very disturbing. See you are from a different back ground. You might have 
seen such things and might be accustomed to it. But for me… I mean” and there was a silence. Namita was now 
tense. Some how she guessed the question. Was he referring to her affairs? 

“Namita, are… are you a virgin?” 

For some reason the speaker blew off and the restaurant turned into a silence for a minute. Namita looked stunned. 
She just wanted to get up and move. This was not she expected. ‘Oh yes, I’m a UK return. That is why’ she thought. 
“What if I say I’m not?” Tejas chose to remain silent and look down. “Haan Tejas? What if… how typical of you. All you 
typical traditional men are the same. You may have screwed 100 damsels in whatever corners of the world. But you 
expect your bride to be just out of the cover box… fresh maal. Is it not? When a boy has an affair, he is a smarty. 
When a girl has an affair, she is a bitch. Hai na? You M C P!” 
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Thankfully the sound system was restored in time. The waiter came to ask if they wanted to repeat their drinks. But 
Namita was not interested. She picked up her bag and stormed out. All Tejas could do was watch her walk briskly 
towards the door. What had he done? … And she turned back. 

“… and for your records Mr. Tejas Dinkar Joshi. I AM a virgin. Happy?” 

* * * 

 

Part III 

* * * 

After multiple smss’ and numerous attempts to reach Namita on her cell phone, the home and office land line 
number, Tejas finally picked up his father’s mobile and dialed Namita. 

“Hello…” 

“Hey Namita… this is Tejas here. I…” 

“Hey, listen I’m a bit busy. Can you call me after…” 

“Namita… I know you are trying to avoid me. Look I’m sorry for what happened the other day at the restaurant.” 

“Listen Tejas. I dont want to talk about it. What has happened has happened. Now let us not discuss it and try to 
reinvent some thing out of it. You have your own view points and I have mine. For me, the case is closed.” 

“It is very easy for you to say the case is closed… isn’t it? (Pause) I just asked a question and you stormed out of the 
restaurant.” 

“Tejas it was not just a question.” 

“I know… and it was very stupid of me to ask as well. But what could I do? That stupid Abhi put this thing in my head 
and it was just not going. Not that it bothers me… In fact I should have no bounds on what you did in your past.” 

“Exactly… you have nothing to do with what I did earlier. You just made an assumption because I’m a foreign return… 
thanks to your loose ears and stupid friend. And you just put blame on me. Did I ask you about your past affairs? I 
didn’t. Because it doesn’t matter.  It is your past. In my opinion, history should only be read… not followed and 
questioned in present.” 

“If you ask me, history shouldn’t even be read. A bad past, if remembered, always haunts the present. But that is not 
the point I’m trying to make. Now if you allow me to speak a li’l, I can explain.” 

“Hmmm…” 

“Thank you madam. Do you know what possessiveness is?” 

“Yes I do and I dont like it at all.” 

“No one does Namita. But it is important to find the cause that leads to possessiveness. And that is emotional 
insecurity. A feeling that your loved one will leave you one day for good and for some one else. Any contributing factor 
to it is then hated and looked at with regret. But you need to love some one so much to actually see how it works.” 

“What are you trying to say?” 

“I wish you could see me smile. Anyway, I’m only trying to tell you about the angst and despair these desperate 
possessive human beings feel. I’m saying ‘these’ because I’m not one of them. May be you are right in saying that I 
have loose ears. But I’m not driven by madness. The stupid taunt by Abhi and then the incident with you, actually took 
me back in my memory lane. Well, I had lied. I didn’t have any girl friend earlier. There was just this girl in my class 
whom I admired. But one day I saw her in embrace of another guy making a plan to freak out on a hill station resort. It 
killed me and my emotions… to an extent that I couldn’t even talk to her as a friend. Few days later she had a bad 
breakup and probably wanted a friend to comfort her. But I was hurt, and I never looked back.” 

“You left her… rather didn’t go to her because she had an affair.” 

“Not exactly. I loved her… but I just couldn’t come to terms with the reality.” 
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“Why? I mean why did you not go back even though you loved her? Probably she was no longer a virgin… that is 
why?” 

“No Namita. We Indians deal with the issue of virginity with a very light heart. A person who has had physical 
relationships before marriage is a person to despise. Although it is unfair… but do you know why there is some sense 
in it too?” 

“Tell me.” 

“It is called as an emotional affair. There is an old adage. First love is seldom forgotten. I dont know how true it is 
given today’s generation. But some where we are all like that. We tend to carry an emotional baggage with us, good 
or bad, with every step we go ahead in life. We are always so serious about life and emotions that we tend to take 
every thing as a bold line. And we would never indulge in what we call a physical relationship unless we are sure about 
it ourselves. Dont you think you will want to have an emotional connect with a person before you actually offer 
yourself to some one?” (pause) “Namita?” 

“Yeah. I’m here. You are right. We are far too emotional in taking decisions. I stormed out of the restaurant the other 
night because I thought you were biased. I thought even you believed in the physical rather than the emotional. May 
be I was wrong.” 

“You were not wrong. Because in a way I questioned your modesty. My question itself was wrong. May be I should 
have asked how far you were involved in your affair… or did you have a dirty emotional break up… or… or do you still 
remember the bits and pieces of the old relationship even today?” 

“Tejas I … I dont know what to say. But believe me, I dont have such an intense past. And whatever I had, I have 
dumped and buried it in the past. It doesn’t bother me today at all.” 

“I cant tell you how happy I am to hear that. Because a new relationship can not start if you have a lingering 
emotional past. And if the past is intense, it is difficult to let some one in.” 

“You are right. Tejas, I’m sorry for the emotional outburst. I almost ruined every thing.” 

“It is all right. Have you spoken any thing at home? Did you tell them any thing?” 

“No. As in, any thing about what?” 

“About us. I’m sure you remember we were supposed to get married.” 

“No… I mean yes I did tell them that I need some more time. But thats it. I go by a quote. Never take a decision when 
you are very angry and make a commitment when you are very happy.” 

“Oh wow. Nice quote and a good judgment as well. So what are we telling them?” 

“Well… Let me think some more Mr. Joshi (giggles). I’ll let them know.” 

“And what about me?” 

“What about you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Okay. Now the truth is, I was actually busy doing some thing. So I’ll have to hang up now. Call you soon. Okay? C ya” 

“Namita…!” 

“Yes?” 

“I aaa… I Love you!” 
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5. White Noise 
Part I 

* * * 

“Hey Amit, how are you doing.” Said a young petite girl walking inside a small closet sized office in the Ismail building 
on the busy streets of Crawford market. Amit’s office echoed exactly the same sentiments that of Bani’s mind… 
cramped for space. 

“Oh hello… look who’s here. Bani! Oh my, long time dearie… whats up?” said Amit. Of all the good professions, this 
talented engineer from one of the top engineering colleges in the state opted to become a electronic scrap dealer.’ At 
least some one needs to clear the crap you guys design.’ he used to say. And he became a successful one at that. In 
fact he was earning much more than his highly paid brand hungry blokes who ran behind IT companies for on site 
jobs. He was a practical guy with a no nonsense attitude, one reason why many of his friends came to him for advice. 

“Nice office” Said Bani looking at the mess spread around. “I must say you have an eye for perfection. Every thing is 
so… organized” 

“Awww… C’mon! What is more important? Convenience or look?” 

Bani just smiled at him. “It needs a different forum to discuss. Anyway, I have come to discuss a problem with you. 
Need your advice.” 

“Oh my god Bani? YOU need and advice from ME? Bless me O’lord. Oh beauty with brains! The girl who’s topped 
every exam, the girl who led a demonstration against a lewd professor, the girl who was amongst the first people 
who got placed, the girl who blasted her boss in her first job and kicked it for self pride, the girl who…” 

“Cut the crap Amit! Will you? It’s about Yogi… and it’s urgent!” 

— — — — 

Yugandhar Dhanraj, also known as Yogi. It was a pretty unusual name for a short, dark, bloated and a reticent guy. He 
was actually not reticent, but under-confident. Yogi was known amongst his friends as a brilliant engineer with 
average academics. In fact his inability to communicate properly meant that he lost out on many opportunities to 
more eloquent colleagues. His introduction to Bani was through a similar incident. Bani was amongst the few smart 
students selected to redesign the college intranet. She had no idea about how to design the user journey, forget 
applying the logic. She asked Yogi to help and he obliged. 

Yogi was exceptional in his work. In fact he was so good that Bani had to acknowledge it to her professor that the 
design was actually his. His composure and calmness created a lot of respect in Bani’s mind. She started admiring him 
as a person. As the days progressed, they started spending more time together. The lunches grew, so did the movies 
and the trips to the gardens. Slowly the cordial relationship became an inseparable bond. Both had started loving 
each other… but none spoke. Bani was worried that it might put their friendship in jeopardy. Love would make them 
change and things will never be the same again. Yogi, on the other hand didn’t think so much about it. He was just 
too scared to speak up. And he was happy as long as Bani didn’t have any other boy friend. 

The remainder of the engineering studies flew past in a flash. As always, Bani was amongst the top students. She got 
a job in the first company that came for a campus… and was the first person to kick the boss’s ass as well. But that 
was how Bani was. The IT sector was booming and most of the people opted to soak in the glory, barring a few who 
opted for higher studies. Yogi was one of them. He shifted to Pune to pursue his post graduate studies. In few 
months, Bani followed him in search of a job and the trips to the garden restarted. 

What attracted them to each other was sheer understanding and ability to think through each other’s minds. No, 
they weren’t similar in nature. Bani was an aggressive, brazen and a sexy looking girl unlike Yogi who looked average 
and possessed a calm personality. That was the beauty of their relationship. They complemented each other. Bani 
used to say, “You know Yogi, you are like an Iris, the machine that reads retina. I only need to bring it close enough 
and you exactly know what to read from them.” And Yogi begged to differ almost every time. He was not able to read 
if Bani loved him and was didn’t have the courage to tell her what he felt. Add to that there was another problem; he 
didn’t have a job yet! 

Days went by as Bani got another job and shifted out where as Yogi continued his studies. They remained in touch 
through phone calls and email. There were times when he rued his decision not to take up a job just after his 
engineering. Had he been working, it would have been easy to talk to Bani and later her father about the marriage 
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proposal. He had decided that he was going to make a daring proposal the day he got his job offer letter in hand. But 
it was more than a year to go and the wait was excruciating. 

Yogi’s pre terms clashed with Bani’s domestic onsite opportunities and her leave because of her mother’s health. It 
was a time when the talks between them dried out a li’l bit. They were not able to keep in touch. It was about the 
same time when they had the placement interviews in the college. And finally the day arrived when Yogi got his offer 
letter. He had decided that he’ll call her in the night and tell her what he felt. The whole day went by rehearsing what 
he wanted to say. On his way home to his hostel on his bike, he couldn’t hear the mobile ringing and the message 
beeping. It was from Bani. Reaching home when he finally checked, it read… 

“Hi, my engagement is fixed. Today they did Rokka. Tried calling you. You seem busy. Call when you are free.” 

* * * 

 

Part II 

* * * 

“… and he called me late on the same night. All he said was congratulations. I tried telling him how difficult it was to 
decide for me. In fact I was not even aware. Dad had met Rohit’s family and instantly knew he was the guy. I hardly 
got a chance to do any thing. We met once and thats it. It was done!” Bani was now looking sullen and a bit more 
worried. 

“Okay… hmmm, go on!” 

“Yogi has been behaving very weird lately, you know. There was a time when we used to talk twice a day and there is 
a time now when we hardly talk. And that too when I call. He seldom calls. And on all the calls we hardly have a 
decent conversation. I think he has become very restless since the time I got engaged. It’s almost 2 months Amit!” 

“You got engaged 2 months ago? And you are telling me now? How are you going to explain that Bani? This is sad… 
SAD!” 

“It was just a rokka Amit, and any way thats not the point. The point is Yogi… and me” 

“Hmmm… alright I get it. So may be Yogi loved you silently. And he is not able to accept the fact that you are now 
going to marry some one else. And now you dont know how to handle this situation, right?” 

“Some thing like that. But…” 

“No if, no but! Only Amit! … Well sorry that doesn’t exactly rhyme, but who cares? Dont you worry. Meet Yogi once 
and tell him exactly how you feel when he behaves so weird. Tell him now you are going to be married and he has to 
accept that. He must know that nothing can be there between you guys. Nothing ever was, so no point of him being 
hung on you. I think he will understand. If he doesn’t, tell me. I’ll talk to him.” 

“Well Yogi… there is a small twist in…” 

“Amit” 

“Yeah Amit… so there is a small twist in this story. All these while I wasn’t aware that Yogi loved me so much. I mean I 
never realised. But now that I do… I dont want to marry Rohit any more.” 

— — — — 

Speaking to Amit eased a lot of tension off Bani’s mind. Although things were still inconclusive, she was happy that 
she at least confessed her love some where. So there was a positive step. She contemplated telling this to Yogi right 
away. But she thought it was important for her to speak to all those people who mattered first before she took 
another step. She and Rohit had been going around for 2 months now and she was pretty sure that nothing matched 
between them. It didn’t matter to her if he felt sad or disheartened. So telling Rohit about the proposed break up was 
not such a big deal. But convincing her parents was. They had hand picked the guy for her. And Rohit indeed was a 
good guy. He earned twice as much as Bani, owned a house, he was smart and well settled. So there was not really a 
reason why Bani would’ve said no to him. She had hopelessly tried to tell them that they dont gel along well. “I hated 
your father when I married him. But eventually it ironed out. In fact it you who say that we are the best couple today, 
Bani! And you tell me you dont find Rohit as a right match? Well…” Her mother argued whenever Bani brought the 
topic out. The whole thing was approaching a dead end and Bani’s frustration was growing by the day. 
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“I dont know what to do Amit. I cant tell that I love some one else. They would not understand. They will think that 
I’m trying to find excuses… Yaar!  There has to be some other way for this marriage to break.” 

Yogi on the other hand was very happy to keep in touch with Bani, unaware of what was happening on the other side. 
He loved speaking to her. But didn’t like when Bani spoke about Rohit. He was certainly not enjoying another man’s 
presence in Bani’s life. Silently, he felt happy when Bani told that they dont go along well. He in fact hoped some 
miracle to happen which would just reshuffle some pages of future and past so that he could change some things that 
happened. And he could orchestrate few things coming in future. As of now, nothing was in sight… at least not a 
miracle. 

Their prayers were finally answered. One night Rohit called Bani and told her that he was getting an immediate onsite 
opportunity which will keep him out of India for 1 year at least. He proposed that they get married as soon as 
possible. He hoped Bani to jump with joy. Bani did jump, only the joy was different. After a series of altercations 
between them, finally the case went to their parents’ court. Few more altercations followed. Bani’s parents were 
obviously not willing to wait for more than a year. And Bani was not willing to get married in a week. So the marriage 
was finally put off for an indefinite period. In fact Bani’s mother also declared that she’d happily marry her daughter 
off to some one else, if they found a suitable groom. One problem was solved. The next important thing now was 
speaking with Yogi. 

— — — — 

“How long have you been waiting Yogi?” 

He gave her a very inviting smile filled with emotions. As if he wanted to tell her some thing. Since the time Bani had 
called him that she wanted some thing important to discuss concerning her marriage, he had been all prepared for 
this meeting. He wanted to tell her that he has been waiting for her since eternity. 

“Answer that Mr. Dhanraj.” 

“Oh… some time.” 

“Can you define that some time?” 

“Sorry?” 

Bani gave a small mischievous pat on his fore head. “Nothing you dumb” 

“Now what? You said you wanted to talk about your marriage. What happened? Is there any thing serious?” 

“Sort off…” 

“What do you mean?” 

“What meaning Yogi? How long have you known me? Can’t you even understand what I want to say?” 

“Bani please… stop. I’m not in a mood to solve the riddles. Tell me… please.” 

“Alright! You are an idiot, do you know that? I dont believe I did all the drama, broke my marriage and prayed for 
those many days all for an idiot like you! How can some one love you? You are such a… forget it.” 

“What? I mean… did you say…? Oh my… well. Do you?” 

“Yes I do you dumb. Do you love me too?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well who’s gonna propose me then… your father?” 
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