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Synopsis

In Toronto, where maple leaves meet Punjabi traditions, marriage is rarely left to chance.

When two respected Punjabi families, the Sandhus and the Gills, discover that a horoscope match falls just short of approval, one unexpected decision quietly sets events into motion. Soon, relatives, well-wishers, and self-appointed matchmakers are weaving through the streets of the Greater Toronto Area, determined to help destiny find its way.

As software developer Malkeet and interior designer Parmeet reluctantly step into an arranged introduction, what begins as polite conversations slowly unfolds into something neither of them anticipated. Between winter festivals, streetcar rides, family gatherings, and the comforting familiarity of a city they now call home, an unexpected connection begins to grow.

But every match has a story, every family has a secret, and sometimes destiny arrives wearing a disguise.

Set against the vibrant backdrop of Toronto's Punjabi community, A Destined Mismatched: Canada is a heartwarming romantic comedy about love, family, tradition, and the wonderfully unpredictable ways life brings two people together.

This is the first book of Destined Mismatched series.

Blurb

Some love stories begin with destiny.

This one begins with a mistake.

When two Punjabi families Sandhus & Gills in Toronto discover that a traditional horoscope declares Malkeet and Parmeet an impossible match, the story should end before it even begins.

Instead, fate or perhaps someone with a mischievous streak has other plans.

As families quietly take matters into their own hands, chance encounters become impossible to ignore. A streetcar ride. A winter festival. A shared cup of chai. What starts as an arranged introduction slowly grows into something neither Malkeet nor Parmeet expected.

But every perfect match hides a secret.

And when the truth finally surfaces, they must decide whether love is written in the stars... or created by the choices we dare to make.

Warm, witty, and set against the vibrant backdrop of Toronto's Punjabi community, 

A Destined Mismatched: Canada is a heartwarming romantic comedy about family, tradition, unexpected love, and the beautiful chaos that follows when destiny takes an unplanned detour.
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Chapter One: The Scroll
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The thing about a Saturday morning in January is that it asks nothing of you. It is the most honest morning of the week. It sits there, grey, and cold and without agenda, and if you are Malkeet Sandhu, thirty years old, senior software developer, fourteenth floor, King Street West, all it requires is that you remain horizontal and allow the CN Tower to stand in the fog outside your window without demanding that you have feelings about it.

After a decade, Toronto had faded into background noise; the CN Tower was just wallpaper. The 504 streetcars, squealing along the tracks below, were simply the city clearing its throat.

He had coffee. He had silence. And he had precisely nothing scheduled until noon.

His phone rang.

He looked at the screen. Tayi Balwinder. He looked at the ceiling. The ceiling offered no counsel. The phone continued to vibrate with a persistent, heavy thud that felt less like a ringtone and more like an eviction notice. 

“Sat Sri Akal, Tayi ji,” he said, because one does not send Tayi Balwinder to voicemail. To do so he would initiate a series of tracing protocols that would eventually involve his mother, three neighborhood WhatsApp groups, and possibly the Brampton local authorities.

“Malkeet beta,” she said, her voice like a judge announcing a verdict. “I am coming.”

“Today?”

“I am at Union Station.”

He sat up. “You're in the city?”

“Beta, I took the GO train. Your uncle Gurcharan is at home. He saw a yellow-bellied sapsucker on the feeder this morning and he cannot leave.” A pause during which Malkeet could hear, distantly, the ambient announcement system of Union Station. “I have brought something important. Put on a proper shirt.”

She hung up before he could ask what qualified as a “proper shirt” for an early Saturday morning in January, which, he suspected, was entirely the point. 

She arrived not long after breakfast, with a tote bag from the Brampton Gurdwara's langar fundraiser and the focused energy of someone who had been thinking about this visit long before boarding the GO train.

Without removing her coat, Tayi Balwinder stepped into the apartment and surveyed the room. Her gaze paused on the shoes by the door, the cushions on the sofa, and the faint ring beneath a coffee mug on the center table. At sixty-one, she had survived enough to know that a home revealed more about a family than ever through introductions could.

She wore a purple salwar kameez beneath her winter coat, her dupatta pinned with the precision of a woman who regarded careless pinning as a moral failing. 

The apartment was reasonably clean, a word doing an impressive amount of work. She said nothing, which was far more alarming than criticism.

“Chai?” Malkeet said.

“Yes.” She set the tote bag on his kitchen counter and began removing items from it with the ceremony of someone unpacking the Ark of the Covenant. First a steel dabba of mathis. Then a smaller steel dabba that smelled of achaar. Then a Ziploc bag of something wrapped in foil that turned out to be, upon investigation, a small aluminum container of kheer.

And then, last, managed differently, two-handed, a rolled document secured with a rubber band. 

Malkeet stared at it. 

It had the unmistakable silhouette of a binding cosmic decree. The kheer, he realized with sudden dread, had been a sedative. 

“Sit,” Tayi Balwinder said. 

“I'm making chai,” Malkeet stammered, holding the kettle like a shield. 

“Sit first. The tea can wait. The stars have been waiting much longer.” 

He sat. She remained standing, which was a power move so practiced it had become instinctual.

“I spoke to Gurpreet,” she said. His mother's name. “Your mother. She called me.”

“Mama called you.”

“She called me,” Tayi Balwinder confirmed. “She says she does not believe in kundalis. She also says she has already spoken to Panditji Bakshi from the Brampton Gurdwara Satsung group about a girl whose family attends on Tuesdays.” She said this without a flicker of irony. “Both of these things are true at the same time.”

Malkeet became aware, as he sometimes did, that he was thirty years old with a mortgage, a favourite booth at Tim Hortons, and absolutely no defence against family matchmaking. 

“Tayi ji,” he said carefully.

“She is twenty-four. An interior designer.” Tayi Balwinder unrolled the document. “The Gill family is originally from Chandigarh, but they've been in Canada for twenty-six years. Her father is a lawyer. Her mother is a doctor. She finished her studies in India and moved here recently.”

“I'm sure she's very...”

“Very intelligent. Good family,” Tayi continued.

“Her name is Parmeet. And this,” said Tayi Balwinder, spreading the kundali on his kitchen table over the place mats he never actually used, “is the horoscope. Panditji prepared it himself. Do you know what you scored?”

The front door opened.

Malkeet had, in his weaker moments, considered giving his younger brother, Bunty, a spare key to have been an error in judgment. At twenty-one, Bunty was in his first year of computer science at York University and moved through the world with the energy of someone who had recently discovered it existed and found it extremely exciting.

“Paji,” said Bunty, removing neither his shoes nor his jacket and walking directly to the kitchen with the magnetic pull of a man who knew where the refrigerator was.  “There is a girl on  our floor with a small dog who held the elevator for me and said Hi and I think I am in...” 

He stopped. He saw Tayi Balwinder. He saw the kundali on the table. His face arranged itself through several expressions in rapid sequence before settling on something approaching dignified neutrality. “Tayi ji. Sat Sri Akal.”

“Waheguru,” said Tayi Balwinder, with the tone of someone who has noted the absence of shoes being removed. “Come. Look at your brother's horoscope.”

“He doesn't need to,” Malkeet began.

But Bunty was already at the table, jacket still on, scanning the document with great interest. He picked it up and turned it ninety degrees. It looked exactly like the way he'd left it. He then turned it another ninety.

He tilted it slightly toward the window. He held it up against the January light. He squinted at it from about fifteen centimeters away and then from approximately sixty centimeters away, which was not, as a methodology, going to produce different information, but which conveyed a sense of rigorous assessment.

“Bunty,” Malkeet said.

“I'm reading it.”

“You're reading it upside down.”

Bunty turned it back. “I was checking for hidden messages.” He set it down and pointed to a number in the lower quadrant. 

He squinted at a complex geometric planetary chart with the profound focus of a man attempting to decipher an ancient language he had never studied. 

He set it down and pointed to a number in the lower quadrant of the chart with the confidence of someone who had no idea what that number meant. “This is good, right? Twelve. That's a lot. Out of...” He squinted. “Twelve out of sixteen?” 

“Fourteen,” said Tayi Balwinder. “It says fourteen out of sixteen.” 

Bunty didn't blink. “Fourteen. Exactly what I meant. I was leaving room for the margin of error.”

“It’s high, paji. It’s practically an invitation to buy a suit. You should call her.”

“Nobody is calling anyone,” Malkeet said. “Tayi ji, I appreciate you coming, and I appreciate that Mama...”

“Your mother says she doesn't believe in kundalis,” Tayi Balwinder said again, settling into the chair at the head of his kitchen table as though she had always sat there and he was the guest. “She also says, and I am quoting directly, 'Balwinder, my son is thirty, do something.' She sent me a WhatsApp voice note. Six minutes long.” She looked at him steadily. “I have been in your life since before you could walk, Malkeet. I am not here to pressure you. I am here because your mother called me and because...” she opened the mathis container, “...these needed to be eaten fresh.”

A silence settled in the kitchen. Outside, January pressed its grey face against the window. The CN Tower stood in the fog, indifferent to the proceedings.

Malkeet looked at the kundali. He looked at Tayi Balwinder, who was now eating a mathi with the patience of someone who has nowhere else to be. He looked at Bunty, who was peering into refrigerator with the focus of a man who has identified a secondary priority.

“Do we have eggs?” Bunty said. “I can make eggs.”

He opened the refrigerator with the practiced ease of a man who considered a spare key a permanent invitation to all refrigerator contents, assessed the situation, and closed it. “There are no eggs. There is leftover pizza and something in a steel container that is either dal or punishment. We should get eggs.”

“The dal is fine,” Malkeet said.

“How long has it been there?”

A pause. “Tuesday.”

Bunty opened the refrigerator again. He smelled the container. He closed it firmly. “It is Saturday.”

“Bunty.”

“I'm just saying. If we're going to have a whole conversation about paji's life, we should have eggs.”

“We are not having a conversation about my life,” Malkeet said. “We are having chai. We are eating Tayi ji's mathis, which are exceptionally good, thank you Tayi ji. And then we are all going to have a very normal Saturday.”

Tayi Balwinder refilled her own chai from the pot on the counter, which Malkeet had not yet made but which appeared to have materialized anyway.

He looked at the pot, then the counter. He had a distinct memory of not making chai, only of putting the kettle on and sitting back down because Tayi Balwinder had said to sit first. The kettle had boiled, and the chai had, apparently, made itself. This was not the first time this had happened in her presence; he had stopped examining it around the age of twelve.

“The girl's family attends the Brampton Gurdwara,” she said, conversationally, to no one in particular. “Her mother and I sit near each other at Satsung on Tuesdays. Very lovely family. The Dadi has been in Canada so long she cannot remember when she arrived. She watches Hockey Night in Canada.” A pause. “She calls it the stick game.”

Despite himself, Malkeet looked up.

“She sounds,” Bunty said, egg mission apparently abandoned, “like an incredibly cool Dadi.”

“She is,” Tayi Balwinder said. Then she looked at Malkeet. “The Gills would like the two of you to meet. Just for chai. No pressure. The girl herself suggested it, apparently,” she added, “that she'd rather meet someone once than imagine him for six months and be disappointed.” She smoothed the kundali with one hand. “I thought that was sensible.”

Malkeet looked at the document on his table. He thought about a woman in Scarborough or somewhere who had said something sensible about imagination. He thought about his mother recording a six-minute voice note.

“What's her name again?” he said.

“Parmeet Kaur Gill,” said Tayi Balwinder. And she said it with the small, careful neutrality of someone who is extremely pleased with how this is going and has no intention of showing it.

“I haven't agreed to anything,” Malkeet said.

“Of course not.” She pushed the mathis toward him. “Have one. You look thin.”

Outside, the 504 streetcar went past with its familiar complaint. The CN Tower remained in the fog. January said nothing, as January does.

Bunty, having located and eaten a leftover paratha directly from the container without heating it, looked at his brother with an expression of great warmth and zero subtlety. “Paji,” he said. “I have a really good feeling about this.” 

* * * 
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TWELVE FLOORS LOWER, in a Scarborough apartment with east-facing windows and a crystal on the windowsill that caught the grey January light and bent it into something almost warm, Parmeet was checking the moon phase from her room.

Waxing gibbous. Seventy-two percent illuminated. She wrote it in the small notebook she kept by the window and then made a cup of coffee and looked at Gerrard Street below, where the India Bazaar shops were beginning to open, their signs in Punjabi and Tamil and English all at once, and she thought about the conversation she'd had with her mother the previous Tuesday.

Her mother, Dr. Ravinder Gill, had mentioned the name the way she mentioned everything, in passing, over dinner, with a casualness so studied it was visible. “There is a boy in Brampton, well, he lives downtown now, King Street somewhere. Software. Very settled. Tayi Balwinder's nephew, you know Tayi Balwinder, she sits near me at Satsung, lovely woman.”

And Parmeet had said, “Mama.”

And her mother had said, “I'm just mentioning.”

And her father, Gurmeet Singh Gill, senior family lawyer, twenty-six years Canadian, season ticket holder (lapsed) for the Leafs, had looked at his phone and said, without looking up: “She's mentioning. Let her mention.” He had spent a lifetime defending clients, and he knew a losing battle when his own wife was leading the prosecution.

And her Dadi, seventy-eight years old, had come in from the living room where the television had been showing Hockey Night in Canada, sat down, had one roti, looked at Parmeet, looked at her son, looked at the wall where the puja room and the framed medical degree shared the same wall because this was that kind of house, and said:

“Meet him. Then decide.”

Four words. The matter was settled. This was how Dadi worked.

* * * 
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PARMEET HAD CALLED her best friend, Jassi, that night. At twenty-five, Jassi Grewal was a nurse at Toronto General and received information about the way a particularly good doctor received a chart: quickly, completely, and with an instinct for what was going on underneath.

“Wait,” Jassi said. “They checked the horoscope already?”

“Apparently Tayi Balwinder has the kundali.”

“And?”

“I don't know. Apparently it's good. My mother made extra kheer after the call.”

A brief silence on Jassi's end. Then, “Okay. Tell me one thing. Do you want to go or do you feel like you have to go?”

“I think,” said Parmeet, “that I would rather find out he's boring in person than imagine he's interesting for six months.” She paused. “Does that sound terrible?”

“That sounds,” Jassi said, “like you already made the decision.”

Parmeet looked at the waxing gibbous moon climbing over the Scarborough rooftops.

“It's probably nothing,” she said.

“Probably,” said Jassi, with the tone of someone who thought it was very definitely not nothing but had the professional discipline to wait and see. 

“I have to go. They're calling me. We'll talk tonight.”

“Okay.”

“And Parmeet?”

“Hmm?”

“Don't overthink it.”

The call ended.

***
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ACROSS THE CITY, ON the fourteenth floor of a King Street condo, a thirty-year-old man was eating mathis at his kitchen table while his aunt rearranged his Saturday with the calm inevitability of a city that had been here long before either of them or would be here long after. The kundali said fourteen out of sixteen. It said twelve.

But nobody knew that yet.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two: The Research
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Tayi Balwinder left at 11:14 a.m. 

Malkeet knew the exact time because he checked his phone at 11:15 a.m. and typed Parmeet Kaur Gill, interior designer Toronto into LinkedIn's search bar. The timestamp was there in the corner of the screen as evidence, should evidence ever be required, of exactly how long he had waited. 

He would, if asked, say he had waited until the afternoon. He would say he had only glanced, because glanced implied something that happened to you rather than something you deliberately chose to do. 

The LinkedIn profile was private. He could see a profile photo in which she was standing somewhere bright, wearing orange, her hair pulled back, laughing at something off-camera. Her profile described her as an Interior Designer at Studio Kaur in the Distillery District. Her education listed Chandigarh College of Architecture, and her hometown simply read Chandigarh. They had zero mutual connections, which felt like information, though he could not have said what kind.

He lingered on the photo longer than professional curiosity required. It was data gathering, he told himself. Definitely not curiosity. 

He switched to Instagram. Parmeet Kaur Gill. Three accounts came up. The first was a teenager in Mississauga. The second was a woman in her fifties who posted exclusively about gardening. The third matched the profile photo, the same face, the orange clearly not a coincidence. It was private, with 847 followers and a bio that said: making spaces feel like themselves. distillery district. ✦ 

The small star at the end caught his attention. He closed the app. Opened it again. Then closed it properly.

From behind him, from the direction of his refrigerator, came the sound of Bunty Singh, who had never left, eating the kheer that Tayi Balwinder had brought. 

“Did you look her up?” Bunty said. 

“No.” 

“Paji.” 

“I haven't had time.” 

“You've had,” Bunty checked his phone, “forty-five minutes. Also, your phone screen was facing the wrong way when I came out of the bathroom, which means you were hiding it, which means you were definitely on it.” 

Malkeet said nothing. 

“LinkedIn first?” Bunty asked. 

Silence. 

“Private Instagram?” 

More silence, which Bunty correctly interpreted as confirmation. 

“The star in the bio is a good sign,” Bunty said sagely, as though this were a field in which he had expertise. “It means she has an aesthetic.” 

“Please go home.” 

“Paji, without me, you would navigate the digital matching market like an absolute grandfather. A star symbol requires confidence. If she had used a crescent moon emoji, I would tell you to back off immediately, too much moodiness. But a star? It’s practically a green light.” 

“Don't you have anything to do today? Go home,” Malkeet said, sounding like someone who had just been caught.

Bunty shrugged. “I live close enough that going home feels unnecessary. Besides, the 504 is delayed. I checked. “ He came and sat on the couch with the kheer container and a spoon and the comfortable ease of a man who has decided he is staying. “Also, I looked her up while you were making chai.” 

Malkeet turned. “You? When?” 

“When Tayi ji was explaining the kundali. I had her name. I had my phone. What else was I going to do?” 

He showed Malkeet the screen with no shame whatsoever: Instagram, the same private profile. “847 followers. Not too many, not too few. That's the right number. It means she's selective.” He scrolled to the tagged photos, which were public. A studio space in the Distillery District. A group photo of what appeared to be a design event. “She has good taste. Look at that chair.” 

Malkeet studied the chair. It was a good chair. “I'm not basing a life decision on a chair,” he said. 

“Nobody said life decision. Tayi ji said chai.” Bunty put the phone away and ate another spoonful of kheer. “Just chai. One chai. In a public place. You've had worse Saturdays.” 

This was true. Malkeet had had considerably worse Saturdays. 

“She's twenty-four, Bunty,” he said. 

“You're thirty.” 

“That's six years.” 

“Mama and Papa are eight years apart,” Bunty said this with the calm of someone deploying a fact he has been saving. “I'm just saying.” 

Outside, January pressed against the windows. The CN Tower had disappeared into the fog. Malkeet picked up his phone and opened the LinkedIn profile one more time, the orange, the laughter, the something off-camera and put it face-down on the couch cushion. 

“I'll think about it,” he said. 

Bunty nodded with enormous restraint. It lasted about four seconds. “I'll text you the Facebook link. Her Dadi is on Facebook and she posts the best,” 

“Bunty.” 

“Sent.” 

* * *
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THE FACETIME CALL WAS connected at night.

Jassi appeared on Parmeet's screen in her Toronto General scrubs, hair still tied back, eating toast in her car outside the hospital. Behind her, January was doing the same thing it was doing everywhere, being grey and relentless and entirely without apology. 

“Okay,” Jassi said. “Name.” 

“Malkeet Singh Sandhu” 

“Spelling?” 

Parmeet spelled it. There was a brief silence of typing. 

“Senior software developer,” Jassi said. 

“I know.” 

“U of T, computer science. Graduated,” a pause, “years ago? So, he did his undergrad here. Ten years in Toronto you said?” 

“That's what Tayi Balwinder told Mama.” 

“Okay, so he came for university and stayed. That's different from someone who just landed.” A considered pause. “LinkedIn is public.” 

“I know.” 

“Have you looked?” 

Parmeet had seen. She had checked right away after Tayi Balwinder had called her mother to confirm that the conversation with Malkeet had gone, and Tayi Balwinder's word, relayed through Dr. Ravinder via WhatsApp, was, well. Well from Tayi Balwinder meant something had not been immediately refused. In the kundali matching economy, well was practically a standing ovation. 

“Yes.” Parmeet said. “Briefly.” 

Jassi ate her toast and said nothing, which was more effective than saying something. 

“He has a public LinkedIn,” Parmeet said. “Senior developer at Skrots, it's a fintech company. Four years there. Before that, two other companies. Clean profile. No weird motivational quotes in the About section.” 

“That's the bar? No motivational quotes?” 

“Jassi, you have no idea how many kundali matches Mama has shown me where the guy's LinkedIn says Hustler. Visionary. Blessed.” 

Jassi conceded this with a nod. “Instagram?” 

“Private.” 

“Tagged photos?” 

“Some. He's not very online.” Parmeet let the silence settle for a moment.  “There's a photo from last April. A Raptors game. He's with a group of friends and he's laughing and he's wearing a terrible jersey.” 

“Terrible how?” 

“It's a 2019 championship jersey. Which is fine. Correct, even. But he's wearing it un-ironically at an actual game in 2025, which means he either genuinely doesn't think about what he wears or he's the kind of person who commits to a thing and doesn't update it.” She paused. “Jassi, it’s a severe design violation. I haven't decided if it's stubborn loyalty or an absolute fashion emergency.” 

Jassi had finished her toast and was now looking at her own phone, scrolling. “There's a LinkedIn post about database architecture. No caption. He just shared it. Quiet. Not performative.” 

“I know. I saw that.” 

“You said you looked briefly.” 

“I did. Briefly. Several times.” 

Jassi smiled at her screen. 

“Parm.” 

“Don't.” 

“I'm not saying anything.” 

“You're smiling.” 

“It's a neutral expression.” Jassi put her phone down. “Okay. One question. When your mother said his name last Tuesday, did you feel anything? Before you thought about it. In the first second.” 

Parmeet checked the east-facing window. The crystal on the sill was doing its best with the January light, bending it, making something out of nothing. The moon phase notebook was open on the table. 

“I thought,” she said carefully, “that King Street is forty minutes by TTC from Scarborough.” 

“That's not an answer.” 

“umm...” she stopped. “It occurred to me that if he'd lived here for ten years, he probably had a favorite coffee place, routines that belonged to him, a life he'd already built.” She paused. “I don't know why that mattered to me.” 

Jassi was quiet for a moment. “Close it,” she said. “The LinkedIn, the Instagram, all of it.” 

“I already closed it.” 

“Good. Go say yes to the chai.” 

“I haven't decided.” 

“Parmeet,” Jassi said it the way Jassi said things when she meant them. “You decided before you called me. You called me to have someone watch you decide.” 

Parmeet opened her mouth and then closed it. 

“The chai is just chai,” Jassi said. “Find out if he's boring in person. You said that yourself.” She started her car. “Also, text me the minute you know what he orders. That tells you everything.” 

“You're a nurse. You believe in evidence-based medicine.” 

“I believe,” Jassi said, pulling out of the hospital parking lot, “that chai orders are data. Milk tea, no sugar. Thoughtful. Double? Uncomplicated. Black? Trying too hard.” She waved. “Text me.” 

She hung up. 

Parmeet sat with her cold coffee in the east-facing apartment and watched out at Gerrard Street below
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