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‘Dad’ Rohan Whispered steadily, turning his neck delicately to slow down the steps of his dad. 

Rohan’s dad had a serene mature smile on his face like a young book. It was a vivid Friday morning before the Independence Day when the sun was above their heads, warning them to leave the terrace. To say terrace to the mighty garden, might be disrespect for it. His dad belonged to a middle-class family but always cared that at least his family deserves a beautiful terrace surrounded by end number of natural, soothing and enchanted plants and flowers. 

Rohan was gazing at a pigeon with his rooted frozen legs without even any eye blinks, and his dad was waiting for him to say, ‘over it now, Rohan’. He was glaring at the pigeon, and his dad was eyeballing him in return. Just like a chain reaction, they both had their rationale for being on the terrace. 

Rohan’s legs wanted to move, but that artistic pigeon made him freeze even for life. The pigeon had tiny grey round eyes with no sense of fear, but still looking at us like it had minute fear of being caught, as we all have with people when they come towards us. The pigeon was gulping water slowly from the wide brown mud pot filled by his mother every day. Rohan’s eyes were glimmering because he was seeing it from a distance of just two feet. How easy is to make fool to pigeons! We freeze, and pigeons think and feel like us the stationary objects. How innocent they are. 

Rohan’s dad was getting impatient because he was stirred with something in his hand, something that could bring a bright smile on the face of Rohan but he hadn't even moved his neck an inch to give some respect to the surprise gift. 

After a few seconds, his dad got edgy and moved an inch deliberately, which made it easy to get recognisable in front of the pigeon. The fearless moment of Pigeon turned into terror. It flapped and flew away nicely like the wind, and in a few seconds, disappeared.

‘Dad!’ Rohan glared. ‘Dad! That pigeon has flown away just because of you. I wanted to see it more, even for more few seconds.’

‘Oh, come on, Rohan!’ His Dad tried convincing him. ‘That pigeon comes every day to gulp drops of water. You will see him some other day.’

‘Still Dad. Once I said freeze, then you have to freeze. Promise me for not repeating this in future.’

‘Okay Rohan, I promise.’ His dad laughed. ‘Why do you wait for this pigeon every day? Pigeons are everywhere. Why are you so much excited to see this pigeon only?’

‘Because this pigeon is special dad.’

‘Special?’ His dad made a delighted face with a question mark. ‘So, how is it special?’

‘Dad, it has no claws. It has legs but no claws.’

‘Oh, I see! That's why my son always gets frozen to see it every day.’

Those conversations were winsome even with the blaze-burning sun on their heads. They had a terrace, unlike everyone. They had rare flowers and plants which couldn't be found in the whole of Jaipur. They grow everything within their limits. They were the family of four persons including his mom, dad, and a little cute sister Naina. Rohan was stubborn about things, but he was also attached to his life. He saw people differently. Rohan had the age of fourteen, but he felt like forty. 

‘Dad!’ Rohan made a suspenseful face. ‘I asked you for something.’ 

But before his dad answered, the same pigeon arrived and managed to sit on the pot once again.

Rohan indicated to his dad to stay still, but this time; it was looking like a warning.   Events were changing like; the dad was obeying the orders of his son and the pigeon that came again because he found the place trustworthy. We all have our fears, but we still go to places to overcome our fear and the pigeon was doing the same. They had similarities. The wind was slow and warm but not polluted. The pigeon legs had no claws made it difficult to stand on one side of the wall, but it had to stand on its own. He was swallowing water again, and it was like last time it didn't vanish the thirst completely. Rohan wanted to fetch and touch him and feel the beauty of nature, but humans never see animals more than the training pets. The pigeon had no claws to protect itself, and that was arousing fear in its mind. Once again, he flew away but was left with a story of broken legs. 

When the whole world had been diagnosed with the coronavirus, Rohan and his family were doing their duty to stay home. They were doing duty for the nation and feeling like soldiers with no guns, but had the power of more than that. 

‘I forgot,’ Dad announced.

‘Dad, don't play with me. I know my dad. You always have the habit of giving surprises.’

Rohan’s dad had crossed his hand behind the back like a lover who was about to propose to his girl, but love is similar in all relationships. 

‘Here's your surprise,’ His dad with a graceful face, opened his hand.

‘Dad!’ Rohan staggered because it was something more than he had asked for. His dad had about hundreds of kites and two reels (Catherine Wheel) of strong thread. He hugged his dad promptly, as if he had accepted the proposal. 

‘I didn't think,’ Dad continued, ‘that you will get so much happiness.’ 

‘Dad, thank you so much.’ Rohan just jumped slightly, but that was much for his dad. Rohan took everything from his hands; put it on the floor, and started to count the kites gladly.

‘But Dad, how did you manage to get so many kites?’ Rohan was glad but surprised also. ‘Are the shops getting open? As we know these colourful kites and sharp thread don’t come under essentials.’

‘I'm your father,’ his dad said proudly. ‘I know situations better than you. I managed it from my friend’s shop.’ When people were rushing to hoard grains in their homes, they were looking for something different, non-essential items. On that day, the father's duty was getting much heavier in front of our national duty. We wanted to fly the kites when people were dying from the coronavirus and becoming stars. 

Rohan’s dad indicated to go, leaving happiness in his hand. His dad never made him feel awful on any day, but some days we make mistakes when we forget the significance of one obligation over others. 

The terrace filled with silence along with the melodic voice of birds in the infinite sky. Rohan was all alone with his contentment and wanted to see that beautiful pigeon again. His dad made the terrace but his mother made it heaven with a terrace garden. No neighbours had such a magnificent terrace like them. 

‘Dad you made my day,’ Rohan whispered inside. ‘You are the best Dad’ He took the red kite and tied the perfect thread. People fly kites, no matter whether it's rain or dazzling sun on their heads. In lockdown, they were caged but with open sky. Someone said it right; freedom is the state of mind. 

Rohan tied his first kite to the thread, which was not less than a sharp blade. He observed the sky with clever eyes like he was going to slit all the kites. Those independent kites were making him mad. He gave thrust to the kite, and the wind elevated it in a matter of seconds. That's why every person wants to fly a kite with no effort. We want success, but without efforts, that's wrong. 

Rohan got thrilled to have a kite flying sky-high above his head. He took intense breaths to allow it to rise higher. We all want to reach the sky, but some things are ahead of us, but still infinite; that's the beauty of God.

Suffering from sunburn and sweat, he took a plastic bottle from the floor and started to drink water like he was thirsty for some births. He threw the bottle recklessly and popped his head high towards the kite. Situations are dynamic, and it can change in a matter of seconds. The same pigeon came again and Rohan got stable again to allow it to take place just near his legs. He got fortunate having a friend but was downhearted for its broken legs. His legs looked like the pieces of pebble, stiff, and completely folded.

‘You have come again, my little bird,’ Rohan smiled and whispered some mellifluous words. May be the pigeon was listening to his words calmly, and that's why the pigeon was still in its place. Before Rohan could do anything, his kite got messed up with another kite. He was still & confident for
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