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‘ye jo tanhai hai shayad meri tanhai na ho gunjna ho na samaat mein sukoot’


[This loneliness I feel - perhaps it isn’t mine, Perhaps the silence is only an echo in the air]


—Fahmida Riaz


It wouldn't have worked out anyway So now it's just another lonely day Further along we just may But for now it's just another lonely day


—Ben Harper, ‘Another Lonely Day’


‘Tui phele esechis kaare, mon, mon re aamar Taai jonom gelo shaanti peli na re mon, mon re aamar’


[Where have you left yourself, my heart which is why an era has passed without you finding peace, my heart]


—Rabindranath Tagore










Introduction
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Solitude is fine but you need someone to tell that solitude is fine.


—Honoré de Balzac





Loneliness, as we all know, is not confined by borders or cultures; it is a universal emotion. A recent article in India Today called it ‘a silent epidemic’. Steve Cole, a researcher quoted in the piece, describes it as a ‘fertiliser for other diseases’. The figures are striking: according to the Indian Express, four out of ten Indians (43 per cent of the population) report feeling lonely. The pandemic upset many apple carts and amplified many existing injustices and emotions. Bringing loneliness to the doorstep of most people and making it scream louder in hearts where it already lived was another of its many gifts. It is not surprising that for many young parents, the absence of physical schooling, and hence companionship, at the time sparked fears about the long-term psychological impact on their children, a worry that lingers as we slowly emerge from the pandemic’s shadow.


However, defining loneliness is no simple task. Over time, countless interpretations have emerged, each reflecting different lives, different longings. There has never been, nor can there ever be, a one-size-fits-all meaning to the word. And perhaps that is the point: loneliness is not merely a condition; it has become, for many, a way of being. A way of living. It is an experience that each person lives differently, every thinking mind views differently.


In an attempt to approach a definition, one might say that loneliness involves a certain solitude—a quiet, aching isolation that persists even in the company of others. But the truth is that the feeling resists containment. It transcends categories. It cannot be confined to a particular demographic or mapped neatly onto the outlines of a specific community or bracketed within a time period or age limit. It is an experience most of us grapple with at some point, though only a few manage to name it, let alone voice it. As a matter of fact, some keep visiting it at different times in life.


One could argue that loneliness, to be understood, demands time, a luxury not all of us have. But what if it also demands something else: someone willing to listen? In a world that rushes on, full of demands and silences, that one act—of being heard—becomes radical. Too often, societal norms stifle our attempts to articulate what we feel, and so the silence grows thicker, heavier. Think of those closest to you, perhaps those who share your home, your walls battling the same silence, nursing the same ache. It is all too easy to dismiss the emotion, to wave it away as exaggeration or indulgence. But it can be argued that to dismiss is a privilege. And the very act of dismissal affirms that loneliness isn’t always visible, but it is real. Maybe many do not get the opportunity to voice this feeling thinking that they do not have the right space or safety to do so.


This anthology is a gathering of voices that have been able to speak. They have stepped forward to take loneliness out of the shadows, to articulate it—haltingly, boldly, in fragments and in fullness. These writings traverse the jagged terrain of loneliness and urban life, drawing our attention to the strange comfort and desolation of cityscapes. In poems by Akhil Katyal, an essay by Manik Sharma, and a story by Maaz Bin Bilal, loneliness emerges from the city itself. The act of inhabiting urban spaces brings with it a quiet, persistent ache. Within the four walls of a room, between the clutter of memory and the debris of abandoned hopes, loneliness lingers, refusing to be ignored.


It seeps into the concrete seams of the city, magnifying as it travels, refusing to be contained by geography or logic, as in Mamta Kalia’s story and Mani Rao’s poems. In the din of traffic, or the silence of a parked car, or a crowded building, a friendly shoulder is remembered, or imagined, or longed for. Identity, space, and memory begin to braid themselves together, across waking life and dreams.


Loneliness, here, is also interrogated as refuge—a shelter and a trap. We see it built up, piece by piece, only to be dismantled and questioned in the next breath. Some writings—Geetanjali Shree’s and Nabina Das’s essays, or the conversation between Jeet Thayil and Nilanjana S. Roy—reflect on the paradox of yearning for solitude while also reaching out for connection. They explore how solitude can wound and heal in equal measure; how it can feel both like burden and balm. There are meditations on love or the longing for it in a landscape of emotional debris and disappointment as in Sara Rai’s story, Bhaswati Ghosh’s essay, and Jamuna Bini’s story. The question echoes: where does one hide loneliness?


Each contribution carries its own image-scape, its own rhythm. There is a recurring attempt to locate meaning amid shifting emotional landscapes, to find solace or stillness in a world that rarely offers either. In works such as Sumana Roy’s and Manjiri Indurkar’s essays, and Sampurna Chattarji’s poem, the reader is guided through emotional realisations, almost as if the act of writing itself reveals what it means to be alone. There is a sense of seeking for connection, for clarity, for understanding.


Several works such as Anil Menon’s story, Kamal Chakraborty’s work of fiction, Annie Zaidi’s story, and Nitoo Das’s poems probe the tension between truth and performance, between what one feels and what one is allowed, or able, to express. Here, loneliness becomes an existential inquiry, tangled with questions of selfhood and voice. In this collection, there are also writings that trace the roots of loneliness—seeking its origins, asking what circumstances or events give rise to it. In K. Srilata’s poems, Anukrti Upadhyay’s story, and Perundevi’s micro fictions, we find meditations on absence and loss. They show that the fragile threads of companionship remind us how much our lives are shaped by both connection and the lack of it.


What is striking is that these writers do not approach loneliness as something to be solved or explained away. There is no overarching attempt to diagnose or dress it up. Instead, there is a quiet and profound acceptance of living with loneliness, of naming it without shame and maybe sometimes celebrating the empowerment it can bring. There are reflections on the passage of time, on the slow unfolding of ageing as in Tarana Husain Khan’s essay and a poem by Suryakant Tripathi ‘Nirala’. The imagery in the latter evokes rivers crossed and not crossed, streams that run dry, a sense that even after one has braved life’s many trials, there are still moments when one finds oneself alone, with no clear way back.


While working on this book, what we held close was a clarity about the kind of voices we wanted to include. That we could not include a greater variety due to various logistical reasons is something we will always carry with a degree of regret. Our intent, from the very beginning, was to create an anthology that speaks not only to the intellect but the inner self—that soft space within us where the ache of isolation resides.


We want to make loneliness something that does not have to be hidden behind closed doors, something that need not be spoken of in hushed tones or cloaked in metaphor. At this point, we feel it is important to acknowledge why we have included the three writings by Sara Rai, Mani Rao and Kamal Chakraborty, in Arunava Sinha’s translation, that have already been published or are forthcoming elsewhere, since the other contributions to this volume are original and have not been published before. The inclusion of the former was intentional. These three works articulate emotional and formal registers of loneliness that are crucial to the conversation we hope to shape through this anthology.


Sara Rai’s ‘Love’, is a quietly luminous prose poem that drifts between dream, memory, and hallucination. Reading it, we realised just how important it was to include this register of interiority. The story gently tilts the imaginative terrain of the anthology, and expands how loneliness might be felt, inhabited, and remembered. It offers us a way to hold the spectral alongside the intimate, and we knew it had to be part of this collection.


Mani Rao’s ‘Island’ resists definition and that, in many ways, is what loneliness does too. The more we try to name it, the more it slips past containment. This is a poem that unsettles categories; it speaks, in equal measure, to the desire to be seen and the pull towards disappearance. From our very first reading, we knew we wanted to include it for the tonal charge it carries, for how it edges the anthology towards the surreal, the slippery, the unsolvable. It stays with what refuses resolution.


When we read an excerpt from Arunava Sinha’s translation of Kamal Chakraborty’s Maradona, we encountered a loneliness that lingers even in the full glare of public life; being seen endlessly, and yet never truly known. The piece captures the unravelling of a man whose anguish is always half-staged, half-private, pleading to be remembered even as he is being erased. There is something operatic in its emotional pitch, but just beneath the surface is a quieter ache—a need to explain, to be understood. We had to include this extract because it brings into sharp relief a form of loneliness that belongs to the hyper-visible, those constantly watched but rarely met in their vulnerability or shame.


We also sought to explore how loneliness has been addressed by writers who came before us, like Ruth Vanita has done with her translation of a poem by Suryakant Tripathi ‘Nirala’. In doing so, we are but adding to the tradition of luminaries like Rabindranath Tagore, Shivani, Jibananda Das and Majaz, among others. While this anthology focuses solely on Indian writers, we recognise that the theme explored within these pages has a global resonance.


Because loneliness does not choose its hosts based on who they are or where they come from or the time they inhabit, it seeps in and takes over. That emotional territory of what loneliness ultimately does, how it alters the mind, how it colours our sense of self is what we have tried to explore and make space for in this anthology.


We were lucky to read some remarkable translations—from Tamil, Hindi and Bangla, with one Hindi story from Arunachal Pradesh.


Ironically, while working on this anthology that explores loneliness, we found a community. At first, we sensed kinship among ourselves. A striking together of two disparate alaps to create the same raga. Then, came the discovery of different taals, friends, willing to give of themselves without hesitation, as though the theme had long been waiting within them.


Over the last year, we worked painstakingly with our contributors—reading some of their other writings, editing, going back and forth over phone calls, sometimes discussing, sometimes debating. But through it all, we are deeply grateful to each writer in this collection for their trust, generosity, and for allowing us to hold a part of their story. We are also grateful to HarperCollins India for letting us carry Mani Rao’s ‘Island’ from her collection, So that you know; Zubaan for letting us carry Sara Rai’s ‘Love’ from Other Skies Other Stories; Scroll.in for Arunava Sinha’s translation of the first chapter of ‘Maradona’; and Suitable Conversations for the permission to include Jeet Thayil and Nilanjana Roy’s conversation. Thank you all for reminding us that though we might be sitting alone in a room, staring into our screens, somewhere in the larger world we have you. Our many thanks to our publishers, Yoda Press and Simon & Schuster for believing in this book and recognising the importance of the conversations that it holds.


This book brings together voices we deeply wished to hear more of, voices that resonate with quiet intensity. Through their words, we begin to understand that to be alone is not always to be lonely.










Dying Alone
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Sumana Roy


We live alone, we die alone… Such a syntax of thought can come only in quotation marks. There’s an invisible balm in that realisation, that it comes to us in quotes—that one might be alone in space, but not in time, that others have felt the same, that this utterance, even when made without words, allows us to feel less alone. I say ‘less alone’ even though I know—for feeling is also knowledge—that it is the nature of the word and its experience that ‘alone’ exists without a comparative, that no one is more or less alone than another, that one is either alone or not. I’ve seen many live alone, finding company in themselves, books, God, animals, plants, water and stone.


It is only now that I see—almost suddenly—that we die alone.


In a text message about a person both of us knew, like a neighbour whose presence we’ve registered from their name on a post box, a close friend let me know that this person had probably survived a heart attack. My friend then sent me an urgent voice note. It began almost like an essay: ‘Both of us live alone. Most of us live alone here…’ It was impossible to not notice the expansion that was happening—from ‘both’ to ‘most’, and the qualifier ‘here’, for our location. She had diagnosed the reason for our future, and impending, death: where we were, but, more importantly, the weakness of numbers. We were alone. It was all true, then, what we had read in the children’s ghost stories: death came through ghosts when we were alone. As if the air in Sonipat, where we were, wasn’t enough to kill us, we had another agent of death to deal with—living alone.


The person who had survived a heart attack might have died, or he might have been rescued earlier, had he been living with someone. This thought, now that it had been articulated, swum inside us for days. I know, because when I saw my friend nearly a fortnight after this incident, we said the same thing to each other: ‘We live alone…’ She opened the door of her flat; there were more rooms than people, more chairs and sitting and sleeping places than people there. My friend was alone. Only one towel was wet.


For quite some time—the kind of time that neither breath nor the crawling hands of a clock can hold—we sat silently. We were probably not aware, that silence, from which we had come to each other, living alone as we did in our voluptuously solitary flats, was sitting with us, like the living are never aware of how we carry, and even nurture, death inside us. When we emerged from the silence, uncommon between us, it wasn’t into words but footsteps. I suddenly became aware that she had taken herself away, to the long kitchen from where the door-shaped sky looked like a postman. This is how her evenings are like, I must have imagined, the way a parent imagines their child’s activities in a creche: when there’s only light that knocks at our door, nothing seems inanimate anymore. This is how personification must have emerged, I thought to myself, as I watched my friend’s hand take out something from the fridge, personification not merely as a rhetorical device but from a spiritual need, to rest on the shoulder of those who do not have shoulders. Even god must have felt stung by their aloneness, hence the ascription of personality to fire and air and the other elements in the first verses of the Rig Veda.


The doors of the kitchen cabinets were open—many plates, standing, waiting to be called on duty, except that they rarely are. A plate, a bowl, maybe two, a spoon, a glass, every meal’s foot soldiers. We’ve accumulated cutlery and crockery for a war, for an army. We live almost like ascetics, constantly reminded not only of how much we need but of how little we now desire. A few years before she set up a flat of her own, she had asked me why I had bought a table to seat eight people. ‘My father wanted it,’ I said, in shorthand, telling her about the eight members of my family. My family has never visited me except once; the empty chairs, without stains or memories, remind me of that.


I mostly eat my meals sitting on my bed. I sit on my bed, always on the same side; it is not that I’m partial to this room, it is just that the other two, allotted to my parents and brother’s family in my imagination, are different territories. I would need permission from myself to be able to use them the way I use my bed, like a frog. Once, in March 2024, when I was very unwell, so ill that I, in what must have been a fit of fantasy and severe weakness, left the door of the flat unlocked in case someone came in to help or discover my unconscious or dead body, I forced myself to walk to my room instead of the one meant for my parents, which stands before mine.


I’ve become aware that had it been in our house in Siliguri, with people in every room and bathroom, I would have perhaps not done this. I wouldn’t have minded dying in any of the rooms. But here in this flat in Sonipat, aloneness had shrunk the perimeter of where death could come to me, as if it was only at this station, on the left side of the bed, its mattress at a slightly lower altitude than the rest of its plateau-like body, where it hadn’t felt the pressure of butt or spine, that death was allowed to stop.


Dust is the only visitor that comes to rest on the furniture. I feel an affection for it that might classify as madness. Sometimes, instead of using a rag, I wipe a neglected side table’s neck with my finger—dust, always intimate, sticks. Sometimes it’s the kitchen sink; three glasses and three plates have accumulated there, I’ve been too exhausted to do the dishes. Momentarily, I forget that these are my plates, not a guest’s, not a friend’s, not a relative’s. I become all three to myself at moments like this. Guest, friend, relative—this is not Whitman’s multitudes, this is perhaps the obverse. One doesn’t seem enough; one feels like a solitary finger often, unable to hold anything, hold onto anything by oneself.


Everything here is more than one needs. Everything here isn’t inexhaustible, like, say, time. To be inexhaustible would mean that it would be constantly accessible and available. But this everything rots, this everything rots for want of people; how many days does it take for a single human being to eat an entire watermelon? I feel sad for the watermelon and the papaya, and often the cauliflower and bottle gourd, darkening at the edges from lack of a job, from neglect. How much attention can a single person give to every member in the house, to all its vegetables, plants, fruits, furniture, bed linen, curtains, cushions, walls, floor, ceiling? Is it really possible for a lone person to distribute attention to all of these? One begins to understand why some humans feel deprived of God’s attention more than others.


Of all problems in the world, having to answer the calling bell when one is sitting on the commode, chained there by the unpredictability of one’s bowel movements, must rank as the most difficult one. There is no one to whom one can call out to answer the door. The delivery boy will leave; or the bowel movement will stop. One has to choose. It is hard. It is harder to choose between them than which nostril one wants to breathe with. There’s also the calling bell when I’m outside the flat. I know that there’s no one to answer the bell, but I press the switch occasionally when I return from work. My idea of luxury has now come to settle here—one should not have to excavate for the housekeys in one’s bag to be allowed into their flat. Aloneness is not the lack of a shadow trailing us; aloneness is a bell that makes no sound. Aloneness is perhaps in knowing that water casts no shadow unless it’s held in a transparent container. We are water.


In places like Sonipat, where we’ve come to work, leaving families in their older settlements, aloneness is a condition of living; I was about to type ‘a condition of the living’. It is often a condition of the dead. A storm comes. It seems that I’m the only person who didn’t know about its arrival. A couple of days later, the security guard downstairs supplies me with the reason for my lack of knowledge—I don’t have a family; if I did, someone in the family would have known, they’d have warned me. Warnings, like affection, travel like contagion. Where is the contagion in this bubble of aloneness?


I become aware of the storm only after I hear the sound of things falling. Living alone, not in houses but in tall buildings, kept away from the sound of the street and neighbourhood, one gets used to the accompaniment of silence. There is no one in the kitchen to drop a utensil, no one to turn up the television to catch a whispered dialogue, no one to call out to say that the food is getting cold. In the midst of such silence, besides the tapping on the keyboard, the ceiling fan’s whirr and the flush of the commode, all sounds generated by me, everything else sounds like what I imagine it must inside a thermos flask. Suddenly there was a storm, and, for a change, it seemed that it was outside me. Flower pots were falling from the sky. Palms with outstretched arms, helpless bedsheets and towels, so that one couldn’t be sure whether they were ghosts or clothes of ghosts, flying out of their washing machines; lightning, dust; I’m sure I saw chappals flying away from each other as well, as if they needed a break from being a pair. When one is alone, the violence is mostly within. There are no doors or windows to close then. One loses practice—every sound of something landing on the ground, so loud that all other sounds, of thunder and wind, seemed mild in comparison, made me run from one room to the other, to check that nothing from my flat had been allowed to fall, to die. It is easier to calm someone else, it is hardest to bring calm to oneself. I had no one to calm down. I had no one to calm me down.


During the power cut, I sat on my bed, with no candle or matchstick, not even the ‘torch’ option of the phone. There was no one I needed to see, no face to whom I could bring light. I wondered whether the last moment of life is lit or dark, whether light is of any use to the dead. I think less of dying alone than being discovered dead long after blood has stopped moving inside me. Five years ago, when I first moved here, to live alone, I had to leave behind a score of blouses to wear with my sarees—the hooks and buttons were at the back, and I would need someone’s help to button and unbutton them. Now, often against my wish, I find myself trying to imagine the face of a human being who would call for an ambulance were I discovered on the cusp of life and death. I have recently learnt that a patient cannot be operated upon without a legally authorised representative, usually a family member. If that is true, aloneness should be listed as the cause of death.


I know I’ll die alone here. Or I’ll die perhaps because I’m alone here.










And I’m thinking, again, of husbands and wives
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Akhil Katyal


(which I suppose


will hold true for husbands


and husbands, too, and wives


and wives)


and how they don’t


tell each other everything.


The promise


kept in front of me


years before, when my mother


was still trying, was very different.


In her telling,


there was a kind of


miraculous sharing that


made a couple.


She


—in her telling, it was always


a she, for years she tried


to recruit all my female friends


(a poet, a scholar, a Japanese


translator, and a haijin)


as possible companions—


she—which was her word


for that other person—


will take care of you.


Maybe, I mistook


the fact that care


doesn’t presuppose


transparency.


We are walls to each other


but walls are also something


people lean on.


The care we so badly need


also looks ghoulish sometimes.


Once, Virginia called Leonard


a relentless brass-beaked bird


pecking away at her


and the rate at which my coupled friends


look outside, for evenings of relief,


and for understanding


for miraculous sharing


which they devote a day or two


and then return


to the fold of their wives


and husbands, that familiar


looking shape


tells me there is something rotten


in the state of marriage,


by which I only mean


that it is ordinary


and beautiful


and composed of ghosts


as ordinary and beautiful


things are


that, all in all,


if I add up all the evenings


where the world


is firmly in my hands


and all the evenings


when the world


slips from between


my fingers


the sum would not


look very different


from married folks


for even that medicine word,


care, tells me something’s


awry with the promise


of once-a-month


music concerts, and of


children, and of worrying


over school fees. 


But maybe,


one shouldn’t say


something so certain about


what one hasn’t tried.










At the Lonad caves
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Akhil Katyal


the rock is cut into a Jataka.


Time has taken


off the eyes and mouths


of the sculptures


so their faces,


softened with fifteen


hundred years of rain,


no longer show a person


as distinct from another.


Given enough time,


we become each other.










Love*
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Sara Rai


Translated from Hindi by Sara Rai and Ira Pande


The door opens but no one comes in. Yet the sound of a latch being lifted had surely reached my ears….


No matter what time of night you wake, there is always the sound of a door opening. But no one comes in. Perhaps the door opens somewhere else then, in quite another place?


There is no breeze, but the leaves rustle. The chirruping of crickets—it’s an unseen orchestra—a spring of joy, welling out of the barren heart of the earth.


The moonlight gleams like a golden river. It drowns the crooked branches of the frangipani... no, it’s not a river at all but a snake with its mouth wide open in a grin... Look! It swallowed the tree... no, that’s not a snake... it’s light, waves of shimmering light. There are coins made of light that the moon has placed on the peepul, one golden coin on each leaf, thousands of coins that fill the night with their clinking, a tinkling echo that stretches to the end of the world, to the ends of the earth, to the end of time. To the end of time? Or to its beginning?


The door opens but no one enters. No, you won’t come through this door again. You’ve gone, but there’s this house that you left behind. Solitude—a blue solitude—drips from the silent walls. The loneliness is deep, not a soul to be seen for miles. And the peepul stands tall, heaving, sighing, whispering.


Come, come, come.


The leaves are restless, they never stop rustling. And this murmuring, this calling out—from you to me, from me to you—it returns and it keeps returning, wave upon wave, falling and rising, and rising again, in the endless ocean of our desire, shifting and merging, one into the other till our separateness is erased.


My hands are empty. The shadow of a flying pigeon flits across the floor, and the dove has poured into the air its bubbles of sound. There is a green reflection on the window pane, a tunnel of green within green within green, and that is where you are.


The curtain fluttered in the door. No, it’s not the curtain that moved, it’s a shadow. It’s a shadow that the eyes cannot see, but it changes the colour of the light. The shadow falls upon the senses—on breath, on sight, and upon touch—the shadow falls upon all that there is, upon all that can be felt.


She soothes his brow, brushes away the hair fallen across it…


‘Beloved!’ she says… ‘Beloved!’


‘You’ve come!’


‘Do you remember?’


‘This was the very room. The time, this very time of dusk, when the light coming in through the half-open door weaves a web of illusions. Your face lit up in the semi-darkness of the room.’


You said, ‘I’ve been calling out to you for so long. Didn’t you hear me? I was right here, beside you….’


The years carry the echo of centuries. The sound of retreating footsteps—they’re always retreating, receding till they are lost in the rustling of the peepul tree.


‘Do you remember that peepul? It’s still there, and those coins hang on its leaves still. It’s right there in front of the house, that house where we forgot the world, forgot ourselves, and drowned in our ocean… remember? The chirping of so many birds at eventide—as if a thousand waterfalls had broken out, inside of us and outside.’


You say you do remember. You remember Tchaikovsky’s ‘Trio in E Minor’, that surged up like a fountain. Or like a plume of smoke. That one note seeping through into every moment, into each pore—the note that was like a light-storm rather than a sound—such an intricate filigree of tones, those evanescent rainbows flowing one into the other! Just as one end of it faded, another rose from its disappearing depths—supple, lambent, necessary, like a dream of hope—following the first note, deepening it and completing it, as if the piano, the violin, and the cello were entangled in an extremely delicate, very complex act of love.


‘Beloved,’ she says, ‘beloved, the earth is dry, it doesn’t rain.’


‘Look what the wind is saying. A storm has just broken. Look how it’s gathered up the dry leaves in its arms.’


‘The trees weave webs of darkness. The beam of light that we sought, see there it is, behind the mirror. That dark mirror—it’s the mirror of death, and that of time gone by. It was this mirror that lay between us.’


She left years ago, after shutting all the doors and windows. He went east and west, north and south and he found a house at the bottom of the mountains.


A lantern stood on the windowsill, its light a pale yellow. He lifted it and raised the wick higher.


‘Beloved!’ he took a deep breath, ‘It’s been so long!’


Arms entwined, they passed from one room to another like the breeze.


‘Look, this is where we slept… this is where you said that …and this is where the moonlight stole in through the bars of the window to draw lines upon the floor… and above us the sharp glitter of the stars… the parijat flowers in the courtyard … steeped in sadness…and parrots on the boughs of the guava tree… and… on the stairs… and here… the mist in winter… and … and….’


Far away, there is the sound of doors closing, one after another, gently, as though someone’s heart were softly beating.


A gust of wind leaps into the room. The mirror shatters and shards of black glass scatter on the floor.


The mirror’s broken!


‘And where’s the beam of light that we were after, that beam of light trapped in the mirror?’


‘It’s here, it’s here, it’s here!’





* The story is from her collection, Other Skies Other Stories, that is to appear from Zubaan under an Ashoka University project in 2025.










The Mysterious Gifts of a Fake Snake
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Bhaswati Ghosh


It’s a snake that slithers upon you without warning. One that had remained silently coiled while you were too busy, or perhaps too happy, to notice. When it does grip you, you’re completely unprepared to face the lesions its bite inflicts. You scrape at them, hoping they would heal, but the wounds only scab.
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