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​Dedication
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To my loving husband Michael Probst, who is my home, my love and my life.

Michael, you brought sparkle to the magic of life... which, I try to spread now... 

Inheritance is given.

Continuation is chosen.
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​Prologue
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There was a woman in my family whom many called difficult. Some called her controlling; others called her harsh. A few, in the quieter, dust-moted corners of the house, called her worse. 

She was my grandmother. 

I did not truly understand her until the final years of her life, when her voice softened and her confessions began to unravel. As a child, I inherited her nose—a prominent feature my mother would point out teasingly, though not always kindly. For years, I viewed it as a structural flaw. Later, I would choose to change its shape, yet what I truly inherited from her ran deeper than bone. 

I inherited her atmosphere: her vigilance, her precision, and her jagged fear of being left behind. 

In India, many of us are born into an invisible script. It dictates how daughters should behave, how wives must endure, and how mothers should hold their sons close enough to ensure they never truly leave. My grandmother followed these scripts to the letter—and she suffered for them. 

This book began as an attempt to defend her. It evolved into an attempt to understand her. It ended as a journey to understand myself. I invite you to step into her room with me—not to judge or to glorify, but to witness how fear travels quietly through generations, and how, finally, it can be made to stop.
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​​Author’s Note
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This book is a work of lived memory. While the emotional truth remains intact, certain names, details, and identifying elements have been altered to protect privacy.

The events described here are written from my personal perspective. Memory is not a courtroom record; it is a living experience shaped by time, understanding, and growth.

This book is not an accusation. It is an exploration — of inheritance, fear, survival, and the moment we choose differently.
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PART I
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I

​​Shadow and Sun


For sixteen years she sat in the same wooden chair by the window, and for sixteen years I did not really see her.

The house in Indore was built like many old houses that feared both heat and scandal — thick walls, narrow corridors, doors that opened inward as though protecting secrets from the street. Upstairs, above the daily noise of utensils and instructions and men clearing their throats, was her room. It was not large. It was not decorated. It was simply placed — as if someone had set her aside gently, but permanently.

In the evenings, the sun entered that room without knocking.

Indore light is not soft at first. It arrives harsh and unapologetic, bleaching walls to a tired white, flattening shadows, exposing dust. But toward sunset it changes temperament. It turns reflective. It lengthens. It forgives. The light would spill through the iron lattice and stretch across the teak floorboards, climbing slowly up the leg of her chair, resting finally on her folded hands.

That is how I remember her first clearly — hands folded, sunlit, unmoving.

Downstairs, she was a story.

Upstairs, she was a presence.

“Don’t go sit with her too long,” one of my aunts would mutter while adjusting the edge of her sari. “She fills your head with strange ideas.”

Another would say it more bluntly: “She was never normal.”

The word evil was never shouted. It was inhaled. It floated in pauses. It hung at the end of sentences that did not finish themselves.

I grew up on these half-sentences.

“She ruined—”

“She always—”

“If only she had—”

No one completed the accusations. They did not need to. Children absorb tone faster than content.

For years, I believed them.

From the staircase, I would sometimes look up and see her silhouette framed in the window. A dark outline against the brightness. Still. Watching.

I mistook stillness for emptiness.

It was only much later — when illness narrowed her world to a single lung and a single room — that I began climbing those stairs not out of curiosity, but out of restlessness in myself.

I was in my twenties then. Old enough to feel misaligned with the script written for me. Young enough to still believe I could rewrite it.

The first evening I entered alone, she did not turn immediately.

The room smelled faintly of sandalwood and something medicinal — sharp but clean. A small brass plate with burnt incense ash rested near the window. The ceiling fan rotated with a tired creak, stirring warm air that carried the scent of jasmine from the vine outside.

She wore white.

Outside the room, white meant formality. Discipline. Widowhood. Expectation.

Inside, she wore a loose white nightgown — soft cotton, slightly frayed at the cuffs. It transformed her. The severe matriarch dissolved. What remained was a woman shaped by breath.

“You’ve come,” she said, as though she had been expecting me specifically, not just company.

“I was bored,” I replied.

She tilted her head slightly. “Boredom is usually a sign of avoidance.”

I remember laughing defensively. “Avoiding what?”

“Yourself,” she said, finally turning her face toward me.

Her eyes were not soft. They were alert. Measuring.

This was my first fracture in the story I had been told.

Evil women, I assumed, were dramatic. Loud. Obvious in their cruelty.

She was precise.

I sat on the edge of the bed. The mattress dipped slightly. The room absorbed the movement.

For several minutes, neither of us spoke.

Downstairs, utensils clanged. A pressure cooker hissed. Someone called out for more salt. The world continued its ordinary performance.

Upstairs, she watched the sun descend as if it were a daily negotiation.

“Why do you sit here every evening?” I asked finally.

“Because I can,” she said.

The answer irritated me. It felt incomplete.

“That’s not a reason.”

She smiled faintly. “It is the only reason that matters at my age.”

I studied her profile then — the sharp line of her nose, the high bridge, the small nostrils flaring slightly with each measured inhale. My mother’s voice echoed from childhood:

You have her nose. Poor thing.

The comment had always landed like a small bruise. Not catastrophic. Just persistent.

As a child, I would press my nose against the mirror, wishing it were softer, narrower, more acceptable. I did not understand then that ridicule often travels disguised as humour.

“You’re staring,” she said.

“I was just...” I hesitated. “Noticing.”

“Good,” she replied. “Most people don’t.”

There was no bitterness in her tone. Only observation.

The light shifted. Gold replaced white. The lines on her face deepened, then softened. Her fingers began tapping lightly on the wooden armrest — a subtle rhythm. Not nervous. Intentional.

“Do you ever feel lonely?” I asked, unsure why the question escaped.

She considered it.

“Lonely is when you want noise,” she said. “I prefer silence. Silence tells the truth about people.”

“About people?” I echoed.

“Yes. When there is noise, everyone performs. When there is silence, you can see who fidgets. Who avoids eye contact. Who fills space because they are afraid of what it reveals.”

I felt suddenly exposed.

“Am I fidgeting?” I asked.

“Constantly,” she said.

For the first time, I laughed without defence.

That evening I stayed longer than I intended.

The sun disappeared completely, leaving the room in a diluted blue. No one called me downstairs. No one checked.

It struck me then: her exile had become invisible.

Sixteen years in that chair.

Sixteen years of being described, interpreted, reduced.

What had happened before that room? Before illness? Before white cotton and whispers?

I did not ask yet.

Instead, I returned the next evening. And the next.

I began timing my visits to when the uncles were out. Their presence altered the air in the house. Conversations tightened around them. Shoulders adjusted. Laughter became calculated.

She changed too.

When they entered her room, she shrank slightly — not physically, but atmospherically. Her responses shortened. Her eyes dulled. Her tapping fingers stilled.

It was performance.

On Mondays, however, the house emptied.

And on Mondays, she breathed differently.

The first Monday I arrived by accident.

“You chose well,” she said, noticing the absence of footsteps downstairs.

“I didn’t choose anything,” I replied.

She looked at me carefully. “You did.”

The windows were open wider that day. The jasmine scent was stronger. The sunlight lingered longer before retreating.

Her shoulders were not slumped. They were upright. Alert.

“People think I am simple,” she said suddenly.

I stiffened. I had not mentioned the word.

“They think I am frightened,” she continued. “They think I can be guided like cattle.”

Her eyes met mine.

“Do you think so?”

The correct answer felt dangerous.

“I don’t know,” I admitted.

She nodded approvingly. “Good. Certainty is laziness.”

That was the moment I began to doubt everything I had inherited about her.

Not because she defended herself.

But because she did not.

She was not interested in clearing her name.

She was interested in observation.

“You want to know what evil looks like?” she asked quietly.

I swallowed.

“Evil is not shouting,” she said. “It is control. It is fear planted gently and watered daily.”

Her fingers resumed their rhythm.

“And who planted fear here?” I asked.

She did not answer.

Instead, she turned her gaze back to the window.

The sun, now fully golden, rested on her face.

And for the first time in my life, I saw not a villain. Not a victim.

But a strategist waiting.

That night, as I descended the narrow staircase, I felt something shift inside me — small but irreversible.

The story I had grown up with had cracks.

And I had just stepped through one.

II

​​Bridge


“UNFORTUNATE FOR WHOM?” she asked.

The question did not sting. It rearranged.

I opened my mouth to answer, then closed it. The truth was embarrassingly small.

“For girls,” I said finally.

She leaned back slightly, considering this as though it were a hypothesis to test.

“Girls,” she repeated. “Yes. We are measured early.”

Her fingers rose to her face — not self-conscious, not apologetic — and traced the length of her own nose with something like familiarity. Not vanity. Recognition.

“It is bone,” she said. “It does not apologize.”

As a child, I had tried to soften mine with expressions. I learned to smile in a way that narrowed it. I angled my head downward in group photographs. I once pressed my thumb along the bridge in the mirror, wondering if pressure could persuade cartilage into compliance.

At fourteen, I researched surgery quietly.

At sixteen, I learned contouring from magazines.

At twenty-two, I had saved enough to change it.
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