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It is not every time that you fly for over 4,900 miles from your country just to go and support your best friend. My friend from school was opening a school in Bihar so I had to go to support him. Not because I wanted to, but just because it’s what brothers do. We’ve always done anything for each other and he’s the longest friend I’ve had.

Delhi is a wonderful place. There are many beautiful girls, and I managed to talk to at least one before I had to take another flight to Bihar. It’s a nice country, and the people are friendly. I think I like India already. I like the girls.

Patna is a small town in Bihar. It is where the school is located. Patna is much different from Delhi. Patna has what the people need but in India it becomes obvious if a place is developed or if it’s rural. Patna is rural.

But I think I saw a beautiful girl here too, so I’ll manage. 

“This is a nice place.” My friend said after showing me my room and helping me unpack my stuff. It’s not a lot. I don’t carry around a lot of things when I visit. Just enough to help me live.

“Patna is one of the religious towns in rural India. So no alcohol, no wine, nothing. It’s better because you don’t even drink.” He says. We get outside to see the view from the room. It is beautiful. Places you don’t usually see have the tendency of being beautiful every time you look at it. Patna was like every other place.

But this is not a story about me or about Patna. This is a story I heard from a man I met on a train from Delhi to Patna after I reached Bihar. It is not a story about him either.

+×÷

(On a train from Delhi, 08 October 2025)

I wouldn’t have noticed him if he didn’t shout at the boy who was selling leather belts. He was tall and lean. He had a wheatish skin which many people had in the train. If I was a cynic I would call him angry like everyone else, but I knew better than that. I took one look and saw that he was a broken man. A sad man. Sorrow was trapped inside him. Sorrow had found its voice.

He looked drunk but I can tell you he wasn’t . He was broken. 

The man sat next to me. He didn’t say anything, he just sat down. The trip from Delhi to Patna would take the whole night, so I just pulled my cellphone and logged into Facebook. I just cannot be the one who starts the conversation. I never could. If you sit next to me and you keep quiet then nothing will help us, for I too am fluent in silence.

After a while he started talking. He greeted me. I greeted him back. I was glad he could speak in English. Msimisi said most people in Patna can only speak Hindi. I believe that is why he chose to be an English teacher, so that he could change the people’s lives. He always likes doing something for the community, especially children.

“Are you drunk?” I asked him. I was just trying to start a conversation because no matter how much I love reading and not talking but I cannot read for a long time when someone is sitting next to me. I just find it a little bit rude. 

He turned his head to look at me. He sure as hell was drunk.

“Is it too obvious?” He asked.

“Sure as hell.” I tell him. “Aren’t you not supposed to be drunk?” I asked him. I remembered what my friend had told me: in Delhi as many other places India is a free country, but in Bihar... it is such a religious region. Drinking is prohibited.

“No. My father is a Hindu priest to make it worse.” He laughed while saying it. He reached to his bag and got something out. A bottle of rum.

“Want some?” He said, handing the bottle to me. I was afraid. I started looking around in the train. Most people were asleep. It was the middle of the night. I was looking if there were no guards or officers around.

“Take it.” He insisted. “Don’t be afraid to take risks. Life is so short. It will be over before you know it.” 

I saw it in his eyes that those words meant a lot to him. They meant everything. If I wasn’t wrong I’d say they were part of his story. Written in his heart. That’s why I took the bottle and drank. Because it made sense what he said. Some wrong things are meant to be done. Rules are meant to be broken. Life is meant to be lived.

“You’re from Africa?” He asked after I had handed the bottle back to him. He took another gulp.

“Don’t drink too much. We’ll be at Patna at dawn.” I reminded him. “Yes, I’m from Africa.” I answered his question.

He looked back at me again. He half smiled.

“What are you doing in India?” He asked. I think he saw I wasn’t familiar with the place, so I wasn’t here to study or something like that. Because there was no university in Patna also. Patna was just a rural place that was used to being abandoned by people who went searching for life. It barely had schools and my friend’s school would be the third school that allowed multiple religions and genders in it.

“My friend is opening a school in Patna. I’m here for the opening event.” I told him.

He looked at me in a strange way.

“What about you, you live in Patna?” I asked him.

“No.” He said and became silent for a long while. 

“I’m also going to the same event.” He said.

We were two strangers in a train headed for a place we both barely knew. I looked at his eyes again and saw that whatever had brought him to Patna, it had value. It was heavy on him.

“There’s someone I am hoping to see in Patna. Hopefully in the opening event.” He said, staring outside at the dark.

“It’s a girl?” I asked. I already knew the answer to my question. I was sure that if a man could endure an all night train trip from miles away for someone it only meant that person was more than important to them. It meant they were special. And his eyes just told me that this person meant more than a guy would ever mean to another guy, so it had to be a girl.

“How do you know?” He asked.

“I see it in your eyes.” I said. I was right.

“Yes. I’m here to see Khushi.” He said. The moment he said her name I saw something in him. Her name filled him with hope. His eyes shone like he was talking about someone he had waited for a lifetime to see. And I think I saw a little smile on his cheek when he said it. She meant something to him, perhaps everything. And I longed to see her too. I
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