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				Boss was running by the time we reached the address. I requested her to slow down her pace but boss wasn’t listening to anything i was saying. It was as if, she was in a different world altogether. 

			

		

		
			
				Fourth visit
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				Boss called me in her cabin the moment she completed reading the stories. She was looking extremely restless. She asked me to close the cabin door. There was a strange light in her eyes. I had never seen that look on her face in the whole twelve years of my association with her. I wanted to ask so many questions. I wanted to know if she liked the titles of the stories. But i could see that she was not interested in answering any of my questions. Boss was deeply agitated. She had a dozen questions and she wanted answers. 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				3

			

		

		
			
				I sat down quietly for a few minutes, took a deep breath and told her the whole truth. I told her about the pamphlet, the bus-ride, the mysterious grey building, the stray dog, the cheesecake and the old lady. I told her about the tarot cards. I told her about my tarot card reading and then i told her about the stories. 

				There was pin-drop silence in the cabin. It reminded me of the Shree Ram Bhakt Tarot Reader office. The noise outside the cabin was like the moving traffic around the building. Sometimes, we managed to follow silence beyond the chaos of life. I looked at boss. She was still quiet. Her silence started disturbing me. I looked in her eyes. They were brimming with tears. It was extremely surprising. I could understand her initial reaction. Reading those stories could trigger a million questions. But her present state of mind was beyond my comprehension. I was getting worried about her.

			

		

		
			
				I picked the glass of water from the table and offered it to her. She took the glass but didn’t drink the water. She was still quiet. She was crying by now. This was unbearable. Boss couldn’t cry like that. Something was hurting her badly. I needed to console her. I took the glass of water from her hand and returned it to the table. I held her hands. They were so cold. Her fingers were shaking. We sat quietly for a long time. The office was buzzing with activity. Thankfully, nobody entered the cabin. 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			
				4

			

		

		
			
				After some time, boss asked me to hand-over the glass of water. She drank the water, picked her handbag and stood-up from the chair with quiet determination. The interesting part about working with the same person for years was that you knew the exact moment when something that person said was ‘urgent’. You could see-through the fog of a hundred mundane statements and recognize a command. So, when boss told me that she wanted to visit the office of Durjaya Tarot Reader; i knew that it was a command. I showed the pamphlet to boss when we were in the bus. She looked at it through-out our bus journey. When we got down at the bus-stop, it was difficult for me to keep pace with boss. She read the address on the pamphlet. Boss knew the town like the back of her hand. She was running 
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				by the time we entered the lane. We entered the building, climbed the dirty stairs and found ourselves facing the dog; napping, right outside the entrance door of the office. Everything was exactly how it was when i made my last visit. It was as if i was revisiting an old dream. 
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				Some places have a distinct and very strong aura around them. You knew that the place was part of a building, a block, a state and a country. But you could feel that those facts didn’t apply to that place. The cave had a mysterious vibe. It made you feel that after travelling the length and breadth of the whole world, you were finally at home. It made you realize that although you slept every single night; you were tired to your core. It coaxed you to sit-back and relax. It held your hand and requested you to share all your troubles with it. 
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				While i was busy thinking; the old lady prepared the dining table. She placed three big soup bowls on the table and invited us to join her. I looked at boss. I could see that she was mesmerized by the impact the cave had on people. It was her first visit. I could understand what she was feeling. We settled ourselves on the chairs. The soups bowls were filled with a piping-hot golden liquid. The air in the room was thick with the aroma of the spices. We started eating. It was food for the soul. My mind and body felt a different kind of peace after i finished eating. It was as if the soup ‘fixed’ something malfunctioning inside me. I looked at the old lady. Her kind eyes were observing me keenly. The lady started talking to the boss. They were busy exchanging pleasantries. I looked in the direction of the aquarium. The table was set with the tarot card packs. Nobody; just by looking at those cards could imagine the sheer depth of the wisdom packed inside them. Those cards reminded me of a deep ocean. I had a feeling that the old lady had been swimming inside that ocean for years. It was probably her real home. It was fantastic to believe that the lady belonged to the world we lived in. She seemed to be someone who only visited our world sometimes. 
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				The lady and the boss were getting up from their chairs. I knew they were heading towards the tarot card table. I sat on the rocking chair placed at a distance from the table. Boss sat down on the chair facing the old lady. The lady started explaining the map to boss. 
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				Package

				Each individual is navigating their life 

				With an invisible ‘package’ in their hand. 

				Package is the bundle of fears, blocks and doubts that stops us from becoming the best version of ourselves. This package chains us to the quicksand called life. We fight when we feel chained. We keep fighting until we are free. We refuse to agree to any terms and conditions. 

				It is a fight that stretches beyond the limitations of physical strength and mental toughness. This fight is for the ‘soul’. We fight until we die. We keep fighting until we rise from death. 
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				To rise from death, soul needs to transform itself. What we want from life is terribly ‘different’ from what life wants from us. We are expected to become a different person. This expectation seems ‘unfair’. The change intimidates us too much.Valley of wrong

				Fears need validation and sympathy in order to feel at ease. 

				It’s a tedious task to get a fear approved by others. You need to fill a long application form and get it duly stamped by the world. You have to cite all the ‘right’ reasons that could explain the presence of that obstacle in your life. 

				Nobody is immune from a pointing finger. A pointing finger is a volatile entity. 

				The valley of wrong is where a crowd turns into a mob. 

				In this valley, ‘many’ choose to lose their conscience and attack the ‘one’. 

				This place is not a war zone. Big or small, there are two set of armies in any battle. Valley of wrong is a hunting ground. Hunters can smell the doubts. They feed on fear. 

				They make a pack and hunt the prey. 

				The eclipse erases the hope of a new day. The soul is tired of resisting change. The ‘breakthrough’ seems to be an impossible task. The sun drowned in the ocean long, long ago.

				Vagabond brook

				Tears of helplessness break the dam of possibilities. 

				Soul changes into a watery form. A brook is a stream of life. 

				It travels far and wide. It carries the fear in it’s folds. 

				It meanders around rigid rocks. It leaves behind everything in the search of light. It must find the ocean that swallowed the sun. 

				The mob is still on the look-out. World is a long, long night. 

				Home is a distant dream. But dreams are so special. 

				They have a way of soothing the heart. The vagabond brook remembers the old dream. It sings a long-forgotten song as it meanders it way around nameless roads.

			

		

	
		
			
				9

			

		

		
			
				Moor of madness

				Pointing fingers are magical creatures. They follow you the whole day. 

				They don’t leave you alone at night. They choke the dreams until they become nightmares. 

				They destroy the self-esteem. They erase the hope. 

				Moor of madness is a room inside the head. An invincible demon lives inside this room. 

				It’s name is ‘failure’. Failure feeds on our life-force and kills our will-power. 

				We imagine the worst in it’s company. 

				We lose ourselves inside this room. We can see the whole world laughing at us. 

				Everything is pitch dark. We can’t hear anyone. Nobody can hear us. 

				Life is no longer a free-flowing brook. It is a deep wound infested with worms. 

				Now we know that we were not destined to die. We were destined to experience excruciating pain. 

				We were destined to become someone who is a ‘foreigner’ to us. We can’t identity the person. 

				Life seems futile. The joke is on us. Everyone else is laughing out aloud.

				Leap of faith

				The lost brook finds itself drowning in the ocean. The ocean is freezing cold. 

				The obstacle is twice the size it was before. Fear permeates deep inside the soul. 

				The soul is tired of sewing the pieces of it’s core. 

				A silver crescent appears from behind the clouds. Moon is sun’s best friend. 

				It keeps guard when sun is absent. Moon whispers the secret to the soul and breaks the dark spell. 

				The ocean is nothing but an illusion. Moon holds the hand of sun. It reminds sun that it is the soul. 

				Sun is the spirit. It was sun that chose to look straight at the fear. It was sun that escaped the pointing fingers. Sun transformed itself into a 
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				brook. Sun confronted the fears and survived the eclipse. Leap of faith is our understanding that the obstacles placed in our path are a part of the plan of universe. It is our faith in ourselves. It is our faith in light. We fight until we die. We keep fighting until we rise from death.

				Leap of faith nudges us to change for the better. It opens the gate of different possibilities and underlines the opportunity of embracing the ‘different’. We work hard to become the foreigner. We conserve energy and fight for the right reasons. We are ready to embrace the change. Change is good.

				The gift

				A soul sans fear is the golden gift we can gift ourselves if we choose to accept our obstacles as opportunities in disguise. 

				Sometimes, it takes us a whole lifetime to be blessed with the gift we desire the most. 

				Fears alienate us from others. We go to extreme lengths to shield them from the world. 

				Doubts fill our mind with pain. Our failures humiliate us. 

				A soul needs to cover many milestones to understand that obstacles are the bridge that connect it with the universe. Fears don’t kill us. They make us stronger. 

				Nobody has the power to decide our fate. The foot-prints on sand fade away with time. 

				But time also fades away. 

				Soul is the only entity in the universe that can survive the loop of time. 

				We become invincible when we choose to fight our fears. 
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				The lady shuffled the cards and explained to the boss that she needed to pick two cards; one each from the two sets of cards. She told the boss that the first card will speak about the fear overwhelming her life and the second card will tell the solution. She told boss that the cards were her well-wishers. She wanted boss to trust them. 

			

		

		
			
				I didn’t say a word. Boss didn’t make a noise. We were still processing the description of the Map. It was a deep, deep tunnel. 
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				The boss was listening to the lady with rapt attention. I looked around and for the first time realized that one wall of the cave was lined with photographs. It was a kind of magnetic attraction. I wanted to leave the chair and devour those photographs. 
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				I wanted to know the old lady. I could see her peeping from inside them. Her whole life was looking at me though those pictures. I could see some people posing with her. The lady had a family. She actually belonged to some people and some people belonged to her. It was such a happy thought. I overcame 
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				The old lady looked at boss and told her that she was most afraid of loneliness. I couldn’t see the reaction of boss. Her back was towards me. I got up without making a sound and peeped at the cards lying on the table. There was a picture of a solitary street lamp on the ‘fear card’. I was highly surprised. I could have never expected that boss was so very worried about being lonely. I wanted to hug her and tell her that i belonged to her. I was always with her. My dear boss was processing some very painful emotions inside her. I looked at the card sitting next to the ‘fear card’. The old lady was explaining the ‘Solution to the fear’ card. It said that boss’s destiny was to become a mother hen. Boss was already a mother hen. I wanted to speak it aloud. 

			

		

		
			
				my urge to run towards the wall with the photographs. Boss was picking the cards. I didn’t want to disturb the reading. It was important for boss and a sacred ritual for the old lady. So, i sat very still. 
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				Boss and i were too stunned to speak a word after the old lady stopped speaking. It was such a deeply ‘moving’ moment. Boss recovered first and shook hands with the lady. I could see her face when she moved from the chair. Her face was wet with tears. She had been crying silently. The boss and the lady sat next to each other with their eyes closed. I had a feeling, when i was watching them that they had seen the world from more than one lens. It was as if they knew that there were many worlds inside the world, we lived in. 
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				I wondered why i had been so scared to write stories. Stories were a whole universe. Stories created an alternate universe. They opened different gates for us and gave us the experience of witnessing a world we could never have known otherwise. Writing my first story made me realize that stories were a powerful therapy. They healed the writer and the readers. 
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				I asked the old lady if there was another person who picked the same cards. She met unique people. She met people with magical destinies. Her silence told us that there was indeed one such person. The moisture in her eyes told us that her experience was very emotional. Boss asked the old lady to tell her the story of that person. 
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				The lady smiled and headed towards the kitchen counter. When she was preparing tea, she told us that we needed to eat before she started telling the story. We devoured the piping hot tea and sandwiches. And then we huddled around the tarot card table. 

			

		

		
			
				Boss asked me to slow down when we left the building that housed the magical office of Shree Ram Bhakt Tarot Reader. I was a little surprised because i was under the impression that i was walking slowly. I looked at boss. She was still very sad. She didn’t speak a word when we were travelling in the bus. She stopped abruptly and asked the question when we were about to reach office. 
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				When will you start writing the story?

				Boss asked me as if we had been mulling over that question from hours.

				You want me to start writing today?

				I asked the question to the boss.

				YES

				Boss said that in a very commanding tone.

				I nodded my head in affirmative. 

				“I will start writing the moment i reach home. I don’t want to forget the slightest detail.”

				“That is perfect. You are on a paid leave for two weeks. Go home and write the golden story we have heard today. I can’t wait to read it in your words.”

				I smiled and turned in the direction of the bus-stop.
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				The story was about someone who lost her home and whole her world in an accident. Destiny pushed her to the very edge. It wanted her to jump from there. I decided to call the story Dasgreev Darpaha. The story was about the soul. It was about a person who kept her promise. The experiences in her life made her forget who she was when she made that promise. But she remembered promising herself that she will never break the promises she made. She fused her soul with her promise. 
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				I couldn’t get rid of the feeling that i was destined to write the story. Boss sent me two smileys when i shared the title of the story with her. It took me twenty-one days to write it. Boss extended my leave happily. She started editing it immediately after i sent the first draft to her. 

				I didn’t miss being a journalist when i was writing the story. I didn’t miss the field-work. I aspired to be a good writer because i had a feeling that writing stories was my destiny.
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				PACKAGESunlight was visible through the curtains. A new day was taking birth. Darkness was receding away. The house was quiet. I moved inside the rooms. I touched the walls. A tap was leaking somewhere. My restless feet started moving in it’s direction. 
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				Air was heavy with a strange stillness. The clock was ticking. Tears started rolling down my cheeks. I sat on the floor. My feet felt so heavy. I didn’t want to tighten the tap knob. I didn’t want to do anything. I clutched my chest. The hollow feeling inside it was a dark well and i was falling non-stop inside it. It was a long fall. It was killing me. The fear i was feeling was morbid. 
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				It had a unique way of attacking my body and my mind. I tried to breathe. I wanted to breathe but the silence in the house was deafening. It was penetrating inside the pores of my skin and mixing with my core. 

				Sun was out and about. It was busy lighting the world. I could see that it was a good and bright morning. Bright light made me nervous. I got up and locked myself inside the store room. 

				There were no windows there.
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				 I needed to drink water. I was so thirsty. There were empty water bottles on the kitchen slab. I forgot to fill them the day before. I was busy filling my stomach with food. People lost their appetite when they were sad. My appetite was ravenous. I needed to eat every hour and a lot more than i used to eat. Food filled my mind. It filled an empty space inside my mind. That sinking feeling inside me took a pause when i was eating. I needed to make a quick trip to the market to purchase food. 
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				World was super busy in the morning. Everyone was running a race. Everyone aspired to win that race. They didn’t have the time to give me attention. World left me alone in the morning. 
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				The only exception was the housemaid. She rang the doorbell every morning. Everyday she came to wash the clothes. She washed the used utensils and cleaned the house. I was scared of her. She was a housemaid and she was a spy. World kept a check on me through her eyes. She was a very important person. I couldn’t take her for granted. I couldn’t afford to make a mistake when she was at home. I was mourning a huge loss. My red, swollen eyes earned me brownie points. The maid approved of my silence. But i couldn’t switch on the television in her presence. Her feedback to the neighbours was critical. I needed to bathe everyday to produce clothes that she could wash. I washed some utensils before she arrived. I couldn’t let her know that i was eating too much. I was grieving. People didn’t eat so much when they were sad. It was not normal. 
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				My family passed away in an accident seven days ago. I survived them. A reckless driver smashed his truck in the car they were riding. They all died on the spot. It was the headline news in the newspaper that day. Many people gathered at the cremation ground to mourn my loss. There were people i had never met before. Everyone was scared of my fate. They told me they were sorry. I could feel that they were being honest with me. I nodded my head and thanked them for the gesture. Only a few hours before that hour, i was waiting for my family to return home. They left in the car together. I stayed back at home to answer the doorbell for the housemaid. I was still doing the same. 
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				They were not returning ever. All three of them were gone. They didn’t get a chance. The collision was very strong. I wondered if they had the time to remember me. I wished one of them was alive. We could have cried together. I badly needed company. The ‘crying alone’ business was pathetic. It scared me so much. I didn’t know how to stop when i was crying. I needed a familiar voice to stop me from crying. I needed a loved one. But there was nobody left. All my loved ones were dead. 
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