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This short story book is a collage of human emotions. As a human being, we go through a lot. Happiness, sorrow are part of our life. I tried to capture those in this book. It also talks about various other subjects. I hope you will definitely like to read.
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[image: ]




You always used to say, “You don’t talk. Why don’t you talk? How are you like this?”

Sometimes, you even used to get annoyed with me. But then, you only used to calm yourself and say, “Everyone has their own nature, right?”

They say that opposites attract. Just like that, your lively, bubbly nature — like a gushing stream — and my silent, steady presence — like the calm flow of a river — came together.

You keep talking, and I would listen. That one-sided conversation I feel connected us. That’s why I never interrupted it by speaking unnecessarily.

But there’s one thing I never told you — when you spoke when I was with you, I was never truly silent. In my heart, an unspoken conversation with you was always happening.

Every word of yours, the emotions that played on your face as you spoke, and those unintentional touches— all of it, my heart responded to in its way.

Not just with you, but even before you arrived, with the breeze that signalled your presence, with the fragrance that lingered when you were with me, and with the memory of you that remained after you left — I kept talking to all of it, unknowingly.

These silent words within me sometimes rumbled like thunderclouds and sometimes sank deep into the ocean of my thoughts. And then, I would again look at you and focus on your voice. The moment, your sweet words reached my ears, that unspoken conversation would begin again.

“Alright, I’m leaving... see you again, bye!” you would say before walking away. And that was the only moment I truly became silent.

I don’t know why - but even after all these years, that conversation continues uninterrupted in my heart. A part of my heart remains captured by you, speaking to you in every moment — even in your absence.

And today, I saw you again. But... even now, expressing myself felt just as difficult. Words, like that one river suddenly disappearing into the earth, had sunk deep inside me.

Like someone drowning, my heart tried hard to convey what I wanted to tell you something — but those words never surfaced.

Tell me honestly; was it this silence that distanced me from you? Should I have spoken up? But you knew that’s just who I am. As this very silence was the delicate thread that bound us together, why did you still expect me to break it?

Now, I am gathering myself again — finding solace in those countless moments I spent with you. 

Will I make one last attempt to express myself — before you, just once?
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Detachment :(
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Yesterday, I read an article in a newspaper, it’s a story of a leaf, and how it started growing out of nowhere, from the faint green colour of adolescence to dark green being mature among others.

How it enjoyed the romance with the wind, that free flow, the way the wind makes it flutter. Then during fall, how the classic green slowly turns to yellow and a little blackish.

The wind, which used to flirt with the leaf, how with a big snap, it gets detached from the tree branch and how gravity takes it down, while the wind flow takes it away from the tree area.

This reading made me too emotional and also made me firm not to visit my friends.

After graduation, most of my friends started working in Pune; I came to Mumbai to pursue my post-graduation and finally settled there only.

Almost all of my friends except one guy and myself, used to be in Pune.

In those days, mobiles just started picking up, but due to exorbitant call rates, we mainly used to manage the messages or phone calls from public booths.

Late at night, we also used to play a strange game of giving missed calls, just to play hide and seek kind of thing. Just give one missed call and disconnect, whoever can pick it up in that time, then there is no option but to speak at least for that one minute, as the charges for the minute already have been deducted.

Meetings usually do not happen. As years passed, we all got married.

They used to call me to Pune on many occasions. On New Year eve, birthdays, festivities etc.

But I rarely used to go. It’s not that I never used to get leaves, but the big pain I felt was, that leaving them after enjoying those 1–2 days was a big task for me.

While travelling back to Mumbai, my eyes used to well up. On the train/bus while coming back, used to think what all the things we did, and started missing all those moments.

So, I decided, from next time onwards, I should avoid visiting them. Let them be angry at me, I can talk to them over that.
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