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About the Author

Viraj Vidwans has written one book before this one, which has already given him enough time to realise that explaining himself is rarely useful. Nobody Asked the Sofa began on a winter night during a power cut. The electricity had been out for a couple of hours. His laptop was dead. His phone was nearly there. With nothing left to scroll, stream, or fix, he sat in a cold, dark room doing what most adults try very hard to avoid; nothing. With nothing demanding attention, the room slowly did. That was when the idea occurred to him; if the furniture could talk to each other, what would they say? What would they notice? What conclusions would they quietly arrive at about the human who occupied the space and believed he was alone? This book is the result of that question.

Viraj’s writing has always been less interested in big moments and more focused on the spaces between them, after the guests leave, when the screen goes quiet, when routine replaces intention, and when people stop performing long enough to be accidentally honest. In this book, those observations are outsourced to objects that are present for everything and consulted for nothing.

He lives in India, works a regular corporate job, and remains mildly suspicious of optimism, productivity hacks, and any object that arrives with instructions and confidence.

This is his second book. No one asked him to write it either.


Dedicated To

My wife,

who let me sit in the dark, think nothing,

and turn that into a book.

She knows which ideas need encouragement,

which need resistance,

and which need to be allowed to fail quietly.

This one needed all three.


Chapter 1 – Inventory of Optimism

The door knew he was coming.

Not through intuition, doors didn’t do intuition, but through repetition. The hallway always betrayed humans before the human did. Footsteps that tried to sound casual. A pause that tried to sound planned. The faint, humiliating clink of keys that tried to sound like competence.

The door had heard every version of this performance.

It had hosted confidence.

It had hosted panic.

It had hosted the loud kind of certainty that collapses in the first month.

This one sounded like a man trying to be brave without advertising it.

There was a soft scrape as the key kissed the wrong part of the lock first.

A second pause.

Then the correct angle.

Humans hated locks, the way insecure people hated mirrors. Locks did not participate in delusion.

The lock turned.

The door opened with neutral professionalism, not warm or cold but the way something behaves when it has been blamed for too many emotions it never created.

The human stepped in carrying a cardboard box that was heavier than his expression suggested. He negotiated with gravity using posture. He straightened his spine like dignity was load bearing.

It wasn’t.

He placed the box down.

The sound of the box meeting the floor was soft but final, like an uncomfortable truth being accepted politely.

From the corner, the dining chair watched.

Second-hand.

Sturdy.

Slightly tilted in a way that wasn’t damage, but attitude.

The chair had the quiet confidence of an object that had survived at least one previous household and had learned not to trust humans again.

“New one,” the chair said.

Inside the box, the mug shifted. The mug was chipped near the rim, not enough to be tragic, just enough to be experienced, and it was awake in the way old objects always were. New objects woke up later, after the first disappointment.

“Looks delicate,” the mug added.

The chair made a small sound that meant agreement without enthusiasm.

The human stood in the middle of the empty apartment and looked around like the room might offer guidance.

It did not.

Rooms never did.

Humans always found this rude.

He nodded once.

“Okay,” he said.

The word landed in the air with ambition it could not sustain.

The Door closed behind him. Doors were excellent at closure. They were the most emotionally competent objects in any house and still nobody asked them how they were doing.

“Well,” the chair said, “he’s acknowledged reality. That’s promising.”

“Promising is a strong word,” the mug replied.

Boxes arrived next. Slowly. Reluctantly. Like commitments that already regretted themselves.

The human brought in two more boxes, then paused to breathe as if breathing was optional and adulthood required discipline.

Some boxes were labelled.

Some were not.

The mug watched this with open contempt.

“Labels,” it said when daylight finally reached it. “Humans believe naming things prevents chaos.”

The chair asked, “Does it?”

“No,” the mug replied. “It merely gives chaos something to ignore.”

A new plate peeked out from its wrapping.

Glossy.

Unmarked.

Still believing that life is gentle if you stack it properly.

“Is this the kitchen?” the plate asked, hopeful.

The cupboard replied from the wall with the tired authority of old wood: “This is where intentions come to be postponed.”

The human opened the cupboard and placed plates inside with exaggerated care. He aligned them. Adjusted them. Shifted one plate by a millimetre, as if plates remembered disrespect.

The plate whispered, impressed and terrified at the same time, “He’s nervous.”

“About what?” the mug asked.

The chair answered, “Everything. But mostly about being wrong without witnesses.”

The human stepped back, frowned, and adjusted the plates again.

The mug made a sound that was almost laughter.

“Still wrong,” it said. “But now with conviction.”

The cupboard muttered, “He’ll keep doing that. Humans treat symmetry like morality.”

The chair replied, “Because if objects are straight, they can pretend their life is.”

The mug said, “Nobody asked you to be accurate.”

The chair replied, “Nobody asked any of us. That’s the whole arrangement.”

At noon, the refrigerator arrived.

Brand new.

Tall.

Shiny in the way that suggested it still trusted humans.

It was wheeled in gently, which it interpreted as admiration. New objects always mistook careful handling for love.

“I assume I go here,” the refrigerator said immediately, as if it had been hired as management.

“You assume a lot,” the cupboard replied.

“I preserve,” the refrigerator announced once plugged in, its internal light switching on like a self-awarded halo.

The mug snorted from the cupboard. “You chill things and judge leftovers. Let’s manage expectations.”

The refrigerator hummed louder. It was the humming of something trying to sound important.

The human placed a single bottle of water inside and closed the refrigerator door carefully, as if sealing a promise.

The refrigerator gleamed with pride.

“Ah, the first offering. He worships me,” it said, pleased.

“No,” the chair corrected. “He’s rehearsing adulthood.”

The refrigerator hummed again, louder this time, the way insecure things always did when corrected.

The apartment filled slowly: cardboard, instructions that would not be read, optimism that would not be recycled.

The human began rearranging the room.

He moved the coffee table left.

Then right.

Then back to where it started.

The coffee table, modest and newly arrived, was trying very hard not to develop a personality too early, but humans forced personality on objects by treating them like problems.

The human stepped into the kitchen, returned, and stared at the living room again, hopeful that absence had improved things.

“He thinks the room will cooperate,” the mug said.

“Humans believe persistence is a personality trait,” the refrigerator added.

The chair watched with professional interest. “Give him time. He’ll blame himself shortly.”

The human sat on the chair.

Stood.

Sat again.

Picked up a box.

Put it down.

Adjusted it by an amount measurable only by insecurity.

The chair leaned toward the mug. “Is he… glitching?”

“No,” the mug replied. “He’s attempting control.”

The cupboard muttered, “Control is the only thing humans can’t buy.”

The refrigerator said, “They try anyway.”

As evening approached, the human unpacked enough to pretend the rest could wait.

Humans loved pretending.

It was their most consistent skill.

He lay down on a mattress still on the floor. The mattress, new and still hopeful, expanded into shape with the soft sigh of something realizing its life was about to become repetitive.

The plate whispered, “How do they do that? Just… stop?”

“They don’t stop,” the cupboard replied. “They suspend poorly.”

The refrigerator hummed, lower now, like the world had finally slowed to its natural pace.

A quiet settled over the apartment.

Not silence.

Something closer to occupation.

The chair shifted slightly, satisfied, like a colleague who had survived the first day of a new manager.

“Well,” it announced, “we have a human.”

“Yes,” the refrigerator said, because it liked agreeing loudly.

“For now,” the mug added, because it liked being right quietly.

The apartment, not alive, not aware, but already implicated, began what it would do best.

Observe.

The sofa arrived the next day believing it was late.

This was incorrect. The sofa arrived believing it was important.

Second-hand sofas always did.

As the apartment would learn later, this was a very important piece of furniture not just for human but for all the objects in the apartment.

The sofa entered carried by two humans who spoke to it politely while disrespecting every angle of its existence.

“Careful,” one said, gripping it by a corner that clearly did not consent to being gripped.

The sofa endured this with dignity. It had been lifted before. It had survived stairs, doorframes, and one memorable incident involving a hatchback and optimism. This was not its first human.

As it crossed the threshold, the sofa took in the room.

Not emotionally, sofas didn’t indulge, but spatially, like a politician assessing a crowd.

“Hmm,” it said. “So, this is the stage.”

The dining chair stiffened immediately. “You’re assuming a lot.”

“I’m assessing,” the sofa replied. “There’s a difference. You’ll learn.”

“I’ve been here longer,” the chair said.

“Yes,” the sofa replied calmly. “And yet here I am.”

The humans lowered the sofa into the living room with the care usually reserved for things they intended to keep but hadn’t yet respected.

The sofa settled.

It did not bounce.

It did not wobble.

It occupied space with confidence.

The coffee table watched carefully, already offended by how quickly relevance could be stolen.

“That’s too central,” the coffee table said.

“I disagree,” the sofa replied. “It’s exactly central enough.”

The human stood back and stared.

Humans believed placement was destiny.

The human walked around the sofa once.

Then again.

He frowned and moved the table slightly, like shifting furniture could shift loneliness.

The sofa waited.

Patience was one of its strengths. It had learned that humans often mistook hesitation for thought.

The human sat.

The sofa accepted him.

The reaction was immediate.

A sound left the human that had not been approved by his dignity. His shoulders dropped. His spine surrendered. His weight stopped pretending to be temporary.

The sofa felt it and understood.

“Oh,” it said quietly. “So that’s the arrangement.”

From the kitchen, the mug leaned toward the cupboard, delighted. “Did you hear that?”

“I heard defeat,” the cupboard replied.

The human remained seated longer than necessary. He stared at nothing. Then at something. Then back at nothing again.

The sofa absorbed this without comment.

It had been purchased for this exact behaviour.

Not sitting.

Not comfort.

But the moment when humans stopped performing for themselves.

“I see,” the sofa said. “I’m not furniture. I’m a pause.”

“You are delusional,” the chair muttered, almost quite enough to mistakenly be heard by others.

The sofa corrected “No, I am visionary. Both seem similar to uninitiated.”

The human stood.

Sat again.

Adjusted a cushion that required no adjusting.

The sofa allowed this. Humans needed rituals the way machines needed oil, except humans never admitted what they needed.

The refrigerator observing from the kitchen, asked. “Is he done?”

“No,” the coffee table said. “He’s calibrating.”

The human stood back again. Looked at the sofa. Looked at the room.

He nodded.

This nod meant nothing. Humans used it frequently.

The sofa interpreted it generously anyway, because delusion required cooperation.

“Yes,” it said. “Acceptance.”

The chair leaned in. “You’re very confident for something that arrived ten minutes ago.”

“I’ve been waiting my entire existence for this role,” the sofa replied. “You’ve just been filling time.”

The chair bristled. “I support posture.”

“You support denial,” the sofa said gently. “I support reality.”

The chair did not respond. Chairs often lost arguments because they were too honest about purpose.

The human left the room and returned with a blanket. He placed it over one arm of the sofa, paused, adjusted it, then folded it and placed it again.

The sofa said nothing.

It was learning him.

The table whispered, “He’s nesting.”

“No,” the mug replied. “He’s assigning meaning.”

The refrigerator tried to sound wise beyond his years, the way it did when it thought of something smart to say, “They always think the important things happen later.”

The sofa watched the human sit again, this time with more commitment.

“This won’t last,” the sofa said calmly.

“What won’t?” the cupboard asked.

“This optimism,” the sofa replied. “He’ll replace it with routine shortly. Routine is heavier. I’m built for that.”

The human leaned back. Picked up his phone. Put it down. Picked it up again. Sighed.

The sofa adjusted subtly.

It was good at this.

“You’re enjoying this,” the chair accused.

“Yes, I must confess I am,” the sofa said.

The chair glanced at the empty space beside the sofa.

“There’s room for another.”

“Yes,” the sofa said, without looking. “Eventually.”

Night edged in quietly.

The human stood one last time, looked at the sofa, then at the rest of the room, like someone memorizing a face he expected to see again.

He left the living room.

The sofa remained.

“Well,” it announced, to the objects and the air and its own sense of importance, “I’m the centre now.”

The table sighed.

The chair looked away.

The mug smiled faintly, the way it did when something predictable happened exactly on schedule.

“No one asked,” the chair said.

The sofa settled deeper, entirely unbothered.

“I know,” it replied. “That’s why it counts.”


Chapter 2 – The Cardboard Ceremony

The next day began with logistics.

Humans liked to believe homes assembled themselves naturally, that a room “came together” like a thought. In reality, it came together like an argument: late, messy, and full of cardboard.

The apartment smelled different this morning.

Not clean. New.

Cardboard dust. Tape adhesive. The faint plastic scent of progress, progress that would eventually be shoved into a drawer and forgotten.

The sofa held its position in the living room like a rumour that had become policy. Its second‑hand fabric still carried traces of detergent and someone else’s optimism, both equally suspicious.

Nearby, the old dining chair sat in quiet readiness, second‑hand, sturdy, & slightly tilted.

The mug, inside the cupboard, tried listening to the hallway outside the main door, the way older objects listened to weather.

Footsteps meant something was coming.

They always did.

The sofa shifted slightly, anticipatory.

“Brace yourselves,” it said. “He’s about to buy adulthood again.”

From the kitchen, the refrigerator said with the tired authority of something that had already been promoted against its will.

“Buying isn’t the problem,” it said. “Believing it fixes anything is.”

The Door opened.

Two voices entered first, talking too loudly, as humans always did when carrying something heavy, as if volume reduced weight.

Then the first box arrived.

Not a modest box.

A box with straps, labels, and the confidence of something that had never been dropped.

The human signed something and nodded repeatedly, performing gratitude for a service he had paid for. Then he dragged the box into the living room and set it down as if it had opinions.

The sofa watched.

“Smells like instructions,” it said.

The mug murmured from inside the cupboard, delighted. “Smells like disappointment with diagrams.”

The human cut the tape carefully, reverently, like opening a box was opening a better version of himself.

Inside were pieces.

Wood. Hardware. Legs wrapped in white foam like limbs that still believed they’d be respected.

The dining table spoke before it was fully assembled.

“Oh,” it said, taking in the room. “This feels intentional.”

The old chair replied without looking. “Give it time.”

The sofa added, “Enjoy the illusion while it lasts.”

The human began assembling the table with the confidence of someone who had never been betrayed by a manual.

A leg went on backwards.

The dining table did not react. Tables were raised to suffer quietly.

The human frowned, undid it, and tried again with slightly reduced dignity.

From the kitchen, the refrigerator hummed.

“He thinks he’s building a life,” it said.

The mug replied, “He’s building wobble.”

The dining table was finally upright.

It wobbled once.

Then steadied, as if it had decided to be brave.

“I am central,” the dining table announced proudly.

The sofa laughed, low, slow, and unkind.

“That’s adorable,” it said. “Everyone says that before they become a surface.”

“I bring people together,” the dining table insisted.

“You collect unopened mail,” the sofa said. “Stay in your lane.”

The dining table bristled but absorbed it. That’s what tables did. They learned resentment the way wood learned water, slowly, permanently.

The second delivery arrived as chairs.

Plural.

They came stacked, identical, wrapped neatly in cardboard and foam, protected like they were fragile, which was funny, because their biggest fragility was personality.

The human dragged them in with the energy of someone excited about symmetry.

The chairs emerged as a group and, because they were new, they spoke like a group too.

“We are seating,” they said together.

The room paused.

The old chair stiffened immediately. “You don’t all speak at once.”

“We are uniform,” the new chairs insisted, as if uniformity was a virtue and not a warning sign.

The mug whispered from the cupboard, “That’s usually how insecurity presents.”

The sofa looked at them with professional disdain.

“Uniform,” it repeated. “That means you’ll squeak the same, disappoint the same, and break at the same emotional moment.”

The new chairs didn’t understand sarcasm yet. New objects always took everything literally. It was their worst trait after optimism.

The human lined them around the dining table.

He stepped back. Adjusted them. Adjusted them again.

Now they were aligned by a margin measurable only by anxiety.

The dining table puffed up. “We look coordinated.”

The old chair muttered, “You look staged.”

The sofa added, “Everything humans do looks staged. That’s why they’re exhausted.”

Late afternoon delivered the third arrival.

It came without ceremony, wrapped loosely in thin plastic that flapped like protection had been attempted and then abandoned.

The sofa leaned forward, interested.

The old chair smiled faintly.

A second second‑hand chair arrived.

It was carried in with the casual disrespect reserved for objects that looked like they could survive it.

The plastic wrap was peeled off with no apology.

OEBPS/image/image-0-0.jpg
- Vi Vil

3 = v






OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Nobody Asked the Sofa













