
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Through Her Shadows

by Ajay Dhar Bhardwaj



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THROUGH HER SHADOWS

    

    
      First edition. June 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ajay Dhar Bhardwaj.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230457732

    

    
    
      Written by Ajay Dhar Bhardwaj.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the boy I used to be—who waited for love,survived without it,and still found the courage to love again.And to every silent soulwho was forgotten by the ones they never forgot—this is for you.



    



  	
        
            
            Karmanye vadhikaraste, Ma phaleshou kadachana;Ma karmaphalahetur bhurmatey sangostva akarmani.—Bhagavad Gita 2.47Translation:"You have the right to perform your actions, but not to the fruits thereof. Let not the results of your actions be your motive, nor let your attachment be to inaction."
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Chapter 1: My Mother’s Silence
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“Some absences echo louder than presence ever could.”

I was born into the world from her womb, but I never quite felt I was born into her heart.

She was my mother—but not my warmth. She gave me life—but not the comfort that life seeks in its earliest breath. There are women who are soft as spring rain, and then there are those who have long turned to stone—not out of cruelty, but because life hardened them before they could soften anyone else. My mother belonged to the latter.

As a child, I didn’t understand emotional absence. I only felt it—a hollow, a lack, an unspoken coldness that lingered in our home like damp air after a storm. She was present, yes, but her eyes always seemed to be looking elsewhere—into a past I wasn’t part of, or a burden too heavy for her to lift even with love.

And then, one day, she left.

––––––––
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Without warning, she returned to Kanpur and stayed away for two long years. No letters. No calls. No reasons. Just silence. For a boy who already felt abandoned while she was physically there, her actual absence was a cruel confirmation of every fear I held in my heart: I didn’t matter enough for her to stay.

Those two years carved a deeper chasm between us. When she finally returned, the bond hadn’t just been strained—it had broken. I could never look at her the same way again. Not with hatred, but with the ache of someone who had hoped too long and too hard for love that never came.

What made it harder was watching how easily she reconnected with her daughter—my sister. Despite everything, her heart remained open to her. Their bond seemed untouched, like no distance had ever separated them. While I stood at the edges, still her son in name, but a stranger in practice. She was near her daughter, and forever far from me.

There were moments I longed for—a smile when I returned from school, a hand on my head when I did well, a hug when I felt broken. But I grew up learning to survive without them. She wasn’t cruel. She wasn’t abusive. She just wasn’t... there.

And in her silence, I learned to speak to myself. I became my own comforter, my own cheerleader, my own guide. I wrote poems to fill the void. I prayed not for gifts, but for presence. I envied those who complained about their mothers being overbearing—I would’ve given anything to be over-loved, if only once.

But here's the truth I now accept with age: she too was broken. Maybe by her past, her losses, her own mother’s silence. Maybe she never learned how to mother. Maybe no one ever mothered her. And while that doesn’t excuse the emptiness I felt, it explains it. Pain, when not healed, becomes inheritance.

I often wonder—if she could, would she have loved me better?

Still, I don’t hate her. I don’t even resent her anymore. Instead, I’ve turned her silence into a language I now use to connect with others. Her emotional absence made me more emotionally aware. Her cold distance made me warm to strangers. Her neglect made me fiercely protective of those I care for.

And in this strange, paradoxical way—my mother, who never truly mothered me, taught me how to love completely.

This chapter of my life, this shadow of hers, shaped the man I became. I was never her priority—but I became my own. And through her silence, I discovered my voice.
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Chapter 2: The Sister’s Choice
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“Betrayal doesn’t always come from enemies. Sometimes, it’s the silence of those who should have stood beside you.”

We were born of the same blood. Raised under the same roof. Witnesses to the same fire. But somewhere along the way, she and I began to walk different paths—hers paved with preference, mine with patience. And in the end, she chose everything but me.

Growing up, I looked at my sister as someone I was supposed to protect. Not because she asked for it, but because that’s what brothers do. I held onto that role, even when we barely spoke, even when her actions quietly told me I was not needed—maybe not even wanted.

It was always clear who my mother favored. My sister could do no wrong, even when she did. She was protected, trusted, and handed keys I never even knew existed. I watched as she was given the benefit of doubt, while I was weighed against silence and expectations. I accepted it. Not because it was fair—but because I believed family deserved patience.

But patience can turn poisonous when mistaken for weakness.
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