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TO MY HUBBY,

“I want to start by thanking my adorable husband. From listening to early drafts to giving me moral support through every progressing chapter and every tear spent, he was so important to getting this book done as I was”

“No amount of words could justify how much you mean to me hon!”
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It is widely believed that a woman looks for her father’s heart in her life partner. It is so true.

I think it would be fair to say that CHILDREN FROM DYSFUNCTIONAL FAMILIES are slaughtered into a million pieces. The reason I say this is because far too many children in this world are least fortunate to experience a normal childhood.They may look as regular as other infants. But from the inside, they are frozen and fail to find a self. 

I may sound dramatic here but the reality is a lot harder for some of us. It almost feels like a nest of spiders crawling in and crawling out from what the eyes can see. We cannot tell you where it hurts. Trees begin to look like monsters and suffering twists itself in the gut like a hot knife. Restless and dissatisfied, they grow into phantoms saying something like – “What regurgitated Mask shall I don today?” 

Pain doesn’t stop with us. Happiness becomes a glossy varnish that hardened over our flesh. The body starts to feel like an urn of marble. We open our mouths and we become wounds, confused and bruised lying in the bedroom with the curtains drawn. The real world outside home looks like a terrible dream. When we realize that we are not going to get any better, we still fight to know why. Tested by the floods of heavy dark blues, we just wish for lesser pain and nothing else to touch our God-like suffering.

Some day, a bright, white light walks to us. Now all of a sudden, we are unsure and shuttered by the stellar luminosity. Quite obviously because we were all fist and blades in darkness. On a blurry horizon, we now begin to hear ourselves from far away, begging for permission to come back. We start to visualize OUR own desires, OUR own voices and OUR own needs and nothing less. 

The Light reminds us that transitions are hateful. Most often, we are already aware about this. But, in our own time we choose to come back and face the mirror. First slowly, and then all at once.

Letting go of that grief feels as if we’re giving up. Something like surrendering to the enemy. As if we’re admitting we were wrong, and that it didn’t matter or hurt. Yet no matter what force or happenings one may contribute to saving a life, it is no will other than our own that kept us and many other women of fire and heart alive.

Eventually, someday, the road back to redemption becomes seeable exactly like a sandglass often twisted upside down for every puny speck of cosmic dust to resettle and rest in everlasting harmony. I’d like to think of myself as one of the lucky few who made it out of the matrix of mental madness. 

How does this convey what I want to articulate?

I would want for my readers to know that my life changed after meeting somebody who correctly coached me through trying circumstances, seasons, dare I say, even the wind. For this reason I feel inspired to share my story. 

As I recall my younger me, I let myself go back into my yesteryears of dark curly hair days and cold, frozen stares, morbid and exuding guilt and how often my heart hardened into a lump of dead wood. What I am essentially talking about is vivid flashes from the past, of my father’s all-consuming loneliness and a rage that went out axe-wielding at my family’s throats. 

My Father is no more to hear what I want to narrate. And so, I dedicate this poem to him and all those souls who are longing to erase a past, right from the moment they were born to letting go of their trauma and march voyeuristically to become women of fire and heart.
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ONE
​When I Opened My Eyes

I remember the first time I saw my father. He was dark, with darker hair on his body, a face looking tomato-red with eyes balling out at me. He had no clothes on. I was scarily watching him from my mother’s arms. She was sauntering away gently from dad as I held onto her chest staring with my eyes wide open at him. 

As I looked hard enough at his clenched teeth and bulging neck arteries, he kept repeating these sharp high pitched words, “ Get out of this house! Now!”

This man was my father. The best thing about him was his inflamed crimson nose. I was amused each time his eyes squinted. Something in my throat felt really heavy like I swallowed down a stone or something. I remember my little chest palpitating like a ticking timebomb. 

My chest thomped faster every single second father kept nearing my face. I actually freaked out because I thought I was going to be killed. My eyes were staring down at him and my face frowned into several wrinkles. 

Surely this can not be the memory anybody would look forward to have in their baby pink, imaginary album from their tender firstyears!

My mother who held me firmly in her arms tried her best co-existing between dad’s beastly temperament and defenseless me. But I have to admit, she did a great job of saving me from Papa, the pirate. It almost felt like a desperate mother and child running for cover from the unexpected bombings of a middle eastern terrorist. 

Mother was unsure about her future with Dad who was very unstable and always insidious in his ways. It felt like we were living in a slaughter house. Neither of us knew what was to be expected from father raging all day long.

I still tremble when I think of the ludicrous situation back then. I clearly recall panicking in my room. I thought to myself I have two options to anticipate. Option one, either I was going to be kicked out of the house. Option two, most likely I was going to get stabbed in the stomach. 

Eventually I told myself perhaps I happened to be an unwanted child. The more I watched my Dad fade into the obscure, the less fond I grew of his shadow.

Given the unusually well-founded comedy of tragedies, my lovely, young and slim mother was constantly aggravated and embarrassed with me. Sometimes I tend to wonder when did I actually become the perfect role model for her vocally nutritious chastisements. 

Most likely she flared her nostrils at me because I never washed up my three year old self within five seconds. Or for not being able to gulp down a glass of sour, yellow creamed milk that made me throw up. Perhaps I deserved her punishing eyes for gobbling down every single piece of chocolate cake my mother wanted to keep for herself from MY birthday cake. Better still, for not being able to enunciate words like ‘ma-ma’ or ‘pa-pa’ each time they verbalised to show me. The voice enactment was so precise that they looked like the famous comedian Charlie Chaplin’s long lost cousins. 

And of course, lastly, I was the subject of her human experimentation because I may have been purposely slow at the forgetful age of three. Even today, she never fails to remind me how frustratingly long it took for me to pick up two letter words as a child. But what she may have never reflected about is that her abrupt and non-filter tongue was way too harsh and uncouth to submit to. 

In the Himalayan lap of clouds and misty mountains, a legend was narrated to me again and again. The great legend was about my conception into this planet. With usual monotones, my father would boast that on a lovely day, my father and mother had sex on a boat on a placid lake between the snowy ranges. However, they would tend to see me like I was a total chowderhead who was destined to be the firstborn of their supposedly excellent bloodline.

It is widely accepted that newborns upto the age of seven thrive like the well-known comedy cartoon SpongeBob SquarePants. Much like the animated character, children breathe in precisely what parents breathe out, literally word to word. 

My limbs and arms chose to stay unarmed during the day. My unblinking eyes would wander around like a worthless vagabond in a parched desert, except that it was a desert with dank rooms and a kitchen. I was scared all the time. All my fingers and thumbs considered, my head and heart were flung into a muddy ditch of enraged voices without any warning.

Talking about the kitchen, I did run in and pull up the drawer to find a dozen knives in it. My small palms picked out a random steel knife and held them above my left wrist. It was right then, a clear loud voice sounding like a spiritual documentary commentator emanated from inside my tiny chest. 

A God-like voice uttered, “No. Don’t do that. Are you really sure you want to take your life because your Mum and Dad are busy fighting?”

Like a ready believer, I obeyed the stern voice and put the steel knife away into the kitchen drawer. 

Back in that body, I wanted my father to pick me up in his arms and play with me. But whenever I saw my father’s squinted eyes, I took it as if he was saying to me, “Oh! You think I look cute when I’m angry. Wait till I look gorgeous !”

Eventually I told myself that I have to get used to the parenting practices of ‘Mister And Missus Amusingly Normal’.
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TWO
​Father Why

I would spend most of my time ogling at a big red bible in the other room and the antique, old-fashioned wooden furniture scattered across in every single empty room in the house. I would run, hide or stay away from ‘Mister And Missus Amusingly Normal’. I’d never look at my Dad for fear of being banished from the house. 

Amusing as it might be, my ribs complained about having to carry endless jibes from my father and mother, things said like “Stupid”, “Idiot” or when they were having a brighter day, “You Are A Great Grand Fool”.

The next seven years of my co-existence became subject to a sort of conditional fondness from my scrupulous mother. Mum wanted her daughter to walk the tight rope of English mannerisms and meticulous math. 

In fact, once my mother sent me to the tuck shop with my father. By now I was certain that he would throw me out of the flying scooter or stab me and dump me in some unknown squalor of the city. As he kickstarted the candy red light-weight scooter, my heart jumpskipped to nasty thoughts of getting butchered outside the house like wet, chopped meat.

Much to my fate, nothing like that took place. After taking the ride through the city, I got off the back seat. Right then, his brownish hands gently picked up the bottom skirt of my dress between his brown phalanges. The other hand moved swiftly with a long, white and saffron cigarette. With utmost sincerity and gentle maneuvering he took his last smoke and blotted out the rest of the cigar into my skirt filled with pink and yellow flowers. 

As he bounced from one hole to the other into the flowery skirt, my eyes stopped moving. My lips were frozen and my heart stood still like a stopped clock. I stood passively feeling humiliated. 

Why in the world would any father do that to his daughter?

On walking in through the door of the house, my fast feet took me to Mom to report the grotesque incident. Hoping that her judiciousness would serve a purpose in my case, I put in an urgent appeal. 

At once she frowned and her large, black eyes became larger. Right then she noticed dad walking in through the door. 

In her husky and harsh voice she cross-questioned him, “Did you really burn her skirt with your cigarette?” 

He paused briefly at the dining table and stated non chalantly, “No”.

Mother looked down at my face to look into my searching eyes. I immediately whispered to her that he was lying. But the matter was adjourned until future notice of any such similar occurence. 

In that moment I felt like my justice had been denied. I murmured to myself silently, “Wretched mother of mine, she bought into his decpetion”. 

From then on, I decided not to tell her anything ever. But father’s blind and threatening stares towards me would never end.

In that moment I prayed to ‘Lady Justice’ present in every courtroom of the world who had her eyes blindfolded with a black sash. The high priestess of truth and common sense, the one who sought to demonstrate her ‘unbiasness’ to the world through the perfect balance between her tipping scales. I so wished for her to give me answers about the whole family mess I was squelched under. 

Unfortunately for me, Mum was lost in her own ignorant darkness. Mother would threaten and cuss at me for saying anything at all. 

One time, I was summoned by Mum for not finishing my meal and loittering around the house in ‘dirty’ clothes. I stood with my looming eyes and helpless hands in anticipation of my fitting punishment. I felt strongly that prosecuting me for something I wasn’t even aware of was unarguably unfair. 

Dashing away to the closet when father would hurl things at us was somehow okay. But letting me stand in front of mad dad’s attacks while he still flung ashtrays and table dishes towards both Mum and me was somehow acceptable. 

“That was a felony!”, I thought. Yet I had nobody to deliver me from this vicious cycle of cruel punishments. My own father tied my little arms at the back with his hands when I was being court marshalled by mother.

Sometimes I lamented to myself, “You are such an idiot yourself mother”.

Ultimately a day came when she got to hear it out loud. Like a maleficent queen, she strolled towards me with narrowed eyes. 

She bit her teeth and questioned me in a huff tone, “What did you just say to me?”

I took a deep breath and lied from my timid mouth, “You’re right Mummy. It is my fault”.

Mum’s big, bulging eyes stared through my ribs and she pointed her index finger at me and reproached, “Yes, you better be sorry about what you just said”.

I would have nightmares about a vague, dark ghost chasing me inside a thick, black never ending tunnel. My pulses ran faster as soon as I would wake up with shivering breaths. In every dream I wanted to get as far away as I could from the beast. 

After dinner I would often get scared of going to bed. Either way, I was terrifed of opening my eyes only to recall myself being thrown against the dining table by my father or I could choose to go back to bed every night for another ghost waiting to chase me down the never-ending tunnel.

Like a horror film going on repeat, their sadistic tortures never saw a sunset. On the contrary, she continued to train me into a ‘Good And Less Embarrassing’ version of myself. 

By the time I was in the fifth grade, I felt like a lonely little parrot caged inside a beautiful, golden cage called ‘MY HOME’.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER
[image: ]


THREE
​Fly Away

It blew my mind away to contemplate the possibility of running far, far away from home. Every single evening my family and I would sit down to watch an old ‘Ninety’s’ film. Every one out of four films was based on a homeless child, or should I say A ‘Home’ Less Child’ who would be forever perturbed by his brutish parents. 

Eventually in the climax, what the lad did was undoubtedly a fantasy to my ebullient mind. On one hand, the juvenile actor would take the heroic decision of fleeing away and his troublesome parents. On the other, I would replay this sequence over and over in my head about eight to ten times a day. His Atlantic escape excited me to a level that was almost mesmerizing and unparalleled in every sense of the word. 

The child playing the character of a runaway kid was always a little boy in a navy-blue cap paired with an Indigo blue T-shirt and Pinafore denims. He would gladly step out of a charred, black coal train with feet running at the speed of light. He finally bid a ‘Good-bye’ to the clichéd kind-hearted engine man who helped him endure long, cold nights of his arduous journey. 

His coal masked nose and cheeks seemed to me, the brutal marks of a miraculous survival in the vast wilderness. I ended up imagining weeks upon weeks about that one scene of the brave little boy seizing the day. 

True enough, this became the escape my soul began to look forward to. I so badly dreamt of being at someplace that looked exactly like that. 

Without haste I mentally drifted along with our brave hero to where he finally wanted to be – a wide green forest with crystal clear streams and grey smooth-cut rocks. 

Like a desperate vagabond, I wanted to fly away to a far-off eastern mountain. My eyes pictured myself sitting next to the runaway child actor in the same evergreen forests. The sky would look cloudless blue with a few westbound white storks dashing their wings up and down. The streams would be pristine and placid. The brave boy and I sat all day on the natural bare rocks laughing at something we said. We also cooked up a bonfire in my animated thoughts. 

White fumes went up from the iron pot that boiled restlessly sitting upon a fiery wood pile. We danced and ate together under a full-grown orange tree. Right then, an eight-foot yellow python falls onto the shoulders of the newly turned jungle boy.

Right then I heard somebody snapping fingers before my face. Maybe it was mother. Suddenly my imagery was all gone. My eyes begin to see the same drab old room with its pale white walls and odd coloured tiles. Once again, the eight year old self was standing within the iron bars of her own room.

I’d draw into my shell like a small amazonian tortoise each time I witnessed hysterical episodes between my father and mother yelling at each other with every last inch of their breath. The rooms , its walls and I were all in shock to know how much these two hated each other. 

As a consequence, their steaming energy ruffled a feather or two, of my ruby red plumes I held in my tiny hands for my parents. I wanted for them to resolve their differences and come together. 

Unquestionably, my parents meant the sun, moon and stars to me. Every footstep, every look, every opinion and head nod told me so much about how much I mattered to them. 

I can’t speak on behalf of other children if they ever felt the same way about their parents under the same circumstances. But I will go ahead and say I was a lot more receptive of the ambience my Mum and Dad created. I can never let go of the terror that pulverized my little heart with the pounding weight of a sinking self-esteem. 

I really felt like the Titanic that had to finally sink into the cold and consuming waters of the North Atlantic Sea because of the iceberg’s monumental collapse.

I see the darkness and terror within,

No joy, No love, No Hope within,

How far I’ve come never knowing that,

This is where I would fall flat,

But every step just scarred my legs,

And my feet gave up in spite of my begs,

How miserable and alone I felt inside,

It drowns me into an ocean of high-tide,

So I sit down quiet with my hair neatly made,

My face all clean and my hair in braids,

So what if my father just blew off his steam,

And my mother cried, screamed and screamed!
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FOUR
​Acing School

Dad got transferred to a city situated in the north of the country. We travelled six hundred miles away from our old town. I was thirteen when I remember entering my new classroom. Walking past a few benches with some heavy-bottomed girls sitting upon them, I put down my school bag and took a chair.

When it was time for school break after four long hours, I gladly pulled out my plastic yellow tiffin box. When I opened it, I was ecstatic to find a deliciously juicy chicken leg piece with some bread inside the box. In a second’s glance, the prominent heavy-bottomed girl turned around with her boy-cut hair and declared, “No, you can’t eat that. Chicken is not allowed in our classroom”.

After twelve painful years of forcing down cold club sandwiches, I was finally here to see my favourite food made for me. Before I could get to touch it, I get corrected by this girl and the others who nodded their head unanimously in agreement. Like a clasp of thunder, I pushed my lunch box away from my face. The yummy looking chicken leg was sitting inside for everybody else to look at and analyse. I sat throughout those angry thirty minutes with a clenched jaw while the rest of the girls cheered me on to eat up. But I refused to put down food into my stomach.

I remember going back home with an empty stomach and explaining to mum that I was stopped from eating chicken in school. When I added that I had the chance to eat it right then, mother disagreed with me by saying that the chicken must have gone stale in the last eight hours. My eyes widened and my face hung like a pillar when I saw the chicken leg getting chucked into the garbage bin.

This particular school was weirdly different from the previous schools I had been to. Most of the time I’d notice the girls of the class huddling up in groups with their bottoms on the table. What would they usually do? They would get busy gathering their followers by talking about a certain senior from a certain class who kissed so and so. The rest of the girls who were probably new to the concept of kissing would rush in to find out more. 

On to my right side sat the boys of grade seven. They were tall, good- looking, husky and sweaty young teens who added to the overall fragrance of the class. I decided to talk to a certain boy who always laughed at his own jokes. Within a few minutes of a jovial interaction with him, the class would fall silent. Everybody watched both of us laughing together as they whispered into each other’s ears. 

In my eighth grade, there was a particular boy who suddenly stole my attention. One fine day, he walked right into the class with spiked hair and eyes that
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