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No career path comes free of negativity...We live in a world where anybody has the right to say anything about you at any time, but just remember that you have the right to prove them wrong.
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Braveheart, Hiding Secrets

X

"I

f you can dream that, you can surely do that, so never stop dreaming, because dreams do comes true, but yes, there is one condition, you will have to work hard for that. Now there is one more essential thing that we need to have, willpower. Your willpower is the most potent weapon which is required when you are determined to achieve something with all your heart. What does your mind tell you when you begin a task? 'This is so tough,' this is what your mind constantly reminds you, isn't it?

My mother often says that if the task could have been easy, everyone could have done that, right? Always remember, you are not here to do easy things. Train your mind in such a way so that when you begin a difficult task, it tells you, 'I know it's tough, but I know you won't give up.' If you believe you can do it, trust me, you are halfway done, your willpower will drive you towards your goals, and your hard work and dedication will let you achieve that, be it professional or personal."

"So start believing in your actions, and everything will fall into place. With this, I would like to give it a pause. Thank you so much for having me here."

'Ladies and Gentlemen, let's give a huge round of applause for our speaker of the day', "Miss. Vedika."

I looked at my wristwatch. It's just 11:30 yet, and I have my flight at 6 pm. I returned to my hotel room, thinking about what to do next.

"Why did you book such a late flight? What am I going to do here for so long"? I said over the call to my Brother.

"That was the earliest one available. If you want, I can ask someone to arrive at your hotel, and they can take you to explore Delhi a little", he said.

"What? Do you realize it's mid of June? The temperature out there is hot and humid, and I dare not step out of my hotel room if the other place is not convenient enough. But sitting here in my hotel room for so long would be so boring, okay, let me plan this out, I will let you know, bye", I said and hanged the call.

I moved towards the window and looked outside, people moving outdoors, women wrapped up in stole to save themselves from the sun-tan. 'No, no, no, I am not in a mood to explore any more of Delhi right now. Hey, yes, I can do that; yes, I can go and chill out at the airport. At least this time, I would be able to explore T-3 entirely. Gosh! Why didn't I think of this earlier?' I thought.

I immediately called my Brother.

"Hi, I am going to the airport; I believe I can have a great time there," I said.

"But will they allow you so early?" He asked.

"Oh, you are telling me this, don't you remember you once dropped me at the airport at 10 pm on the previous day, while I had my flight at 5 am? Just because you were afraid that you wouldn't be getting cabs at midnight, so I think I can do it, I will find a way, just wanted to inform you, bye" I said and hanged the call.

I packed my bags and started to book a cab. Terminal-3 was not far from my hotel. It took me 20 minutes, and I reached the airport. My luggage was a little heavy, I realized after getting to the airport. But I carry a lot of stuff while travelling, and the other thing might be the shopping that I did for my Mom from Chandani Chowk on one fine day out of the entire five-day stay.

'Air India' oh, that side. It was a long queue of people, and I couldn't stand for so long. Also, that would be trouble if I had to explain why I want to go so early. I saw a coffee shop nearby, so I went and took a can of iced tea. Nothing can beat this heat except for this little pleasure right now. "I feel good," I said, taking a sip. I sat there for probably 15 minutes, enjoying my ice tea and scrolling through my phone. Then I saw that there were just a few people in the queue. I got up and started to move towards the gate.

It was becoming a little difficult to roll the baggage from one hand since the other hand occupied ice tea, my cell phone, and my handbag. "Come on," I said. I stopped and turned towards my luggage for a while and realized it was a paper cup coming along, stuck in one of the wheels. I used my toe to remove that, and then I rolled my baggage again.

"Wao, now this bag works like the one in that sky bags commercial; let's go," I said and rolled my luggage so hard without even looking in front, and as I turned in excitement, "splash!"

It was a guy whom I collided with and spilled the iced tea on his shirt. I stood there, my hands covering my face because I caused trouble to someone. I moved my hands and looked around, the people were looking at the incident already, and then there was this guy. He was tall, my eyes were at his shirt where I created a dark shade on his light blue formal shirt, and then I rolled my eyes at his face; he was already looking at me "you," we said in unison.

And then I lowered my tone, realizing my fault.

"Hey, I am sorry, I was just a little busy fixing my luggage, and this happened, wait, let me help you in cleaning this," I said and started to search for a hanker-chief, which I knew I do not carry.

"Here, you can use this napkin. I got it along with the ice-tea," I said, passing the napkin.

He made a face and snatched it from my hands "how is it going to help?" he said, crushing the napkin in his hands.

"The rudest and ungrateful person on this planet," I said slowly.

"What did you say?" He asked me.

"No, nothing, I was asking, what are you doing here in Delhi and wait, do you still remember me?" I chuckled.

"You are still the same, the stupid and silly girl; however, your professional life seems different." He mocked.

"Oh, I am glad you know all this. I do have grown professionally, but I would never let that kid inside me die. You get that," I said.

"Hey, I did not mean that. I am going to Bangalore. I have a connecting flight at 5:30 from Terminal-1, gate number – 27, and I can't believe you spilled ice tea on me," He said.

"Look, it was an accident, okay, and yes, this is making me so sad as well that my iced tea got wasted on someone like you," I said, making a face.

"Are you serious? Huh, there is no point arguing with you. What are you doing in Delhi, by the way?" He asked.

"Oh, so you are finally bothered, but see, this is none of your business," I said fiercely.

"You..." he was saying something while his phone rang, and he got a little busy answering that.

I kept on looking at him while he spoke, his deep and confused eyes as if trying to hide something. He looked the same like he had been four years ago. The memories from the past started to flash in front of my eyes. Before I could begin to feel the old pain, I moved towards my luggage.

I got absent-minded for a while. Everything started to seem blurry. As I moved back, the ice-tea can that fell on the floor came beneath my feet, and I almost tripped backwards.

"Hey, be careful, are you alright," it was a Foreigner, a woman, who saved me from falling, and then he came running.

"Are you okay? Why don't you look around when you walk?" he said and held my arms to support me.

Something flashed in my mind, and I came back to my senses while the woman was telling him, "Please take care of her," and went. I immediately pulled my hands away from him.

"Hey, where are you going, and what were you doing in Delhi?" he asked as I walked away.

"I was the speaker of a seminar, and I had to attend that, heading back to my home now. And if you don't mind, I am going inside now; if you wish to, you can come and meet me there," I said and started to leave.

"I am going to Terminal-1, won't be able to meet you hereafter. I was at my friend's place, and he had his flight from T-3, and look where it brought me," he said.

I kept on looking at him for a minute without saying a single word.

"Why ain't you saying something?" He walked to me and said.

"It's just that all this while you were out of my sight and hence out of my mind. And now in front of me and getting in my head, I need to leave, bye," I said.

I turned and moved towards the gate, entered straight away, and did not look back. I moved towards the check-in because I wanted to get rid of my baggage first. I walked towards the restroom and splashed water on my face. 'Oh God, what have I done? Why did not I speak to him? What is happening? Was that a coincidence, or was it the will of the almighty?' I thought inside my head.

I moved out of the restroom, wiping my face. I walked at the airport like a lost kid. I started to find a quiet place to sit. I went and sat on a vacant chair where a small kid of probably 2-3 years was playing around. He came to my seat, kept his tiny hands on my lap, said "Didi," and smiled. As a child, life is fearless, life is beautiful, you don't have to worry about anything, and as you grow, you start to carry a lot of pain in your heart, much of that pain that you cannot even express that in front of people.

"Didi sad, Mumma Didi sad," the kid said, moving towards his Mum. Children are so innocent; how would they know that as an adult, you cannot cry sitting in public. I got up and walked away from that seat. And then I reached Gate 56; very few people sat there. I went and sat on a chair facing the airport runway. Here, nobody would disrupt my peace.

'I thought that I have 4-5 hours; I would go to the airport, enjoy and explore, and look what happened,' I thought in my head. I kept my hand on my temple and sat there with my eyes closed.

"Excuse me, hope you won't mind if I sit here," a familiar voice it was.

"Oh, not at all, please sit down," I said.

I realized the woman was the one who saved me from falling while I tripped over the can.

"Hey, Thanks; you saved me from falling back then," I said.

"Oh, that's you, that's alright, it's my pleasure," she responded.

"Are you fine now?" she asked.

"Yes, I am fine," I said and started to look away.

"So, you came to Delhi on a trip or something?" I asked.

"No, it was an important meeting with a company we are tying up with. I am Sophia. I came here with my husband. Something urgent popped in, and he had to rush back to the U.K., and I had to carry on the meeting after that," She said.

"I am Vedika; I was invited as the speaker in an Institution; it was a five-day event, so heading back home now," I said.

"That's great, and where is that guy who was with you?" She asked.

"That guy..." I paused for a moment.

"We were not together... I knew him earlier, I mean, I know him, we are just friends, we just met each other after many years, and that's it," I managed to speak, a little fumbled.

She sensed something fishy from my voice.

"No, I don't think that was it; there's a lot more to it, I guess," she said.

I looked at her as tears filled in my eyes.

"Oh, Dear, you don't have to cry, please stop; I did not mean to hurt you," She came forward and hugged me. I needed a hug, and I broke down.

"I can sense you are dealing with it for a long time, and you are still carrying it in your heart. Was he your boyfriend?" she asked.

I paused for a moment.

"No, he was not," I said.

"Then what is it? I mean, you can share it with me, if you want to, that's up to you, maybe that could help you get rid of the pain," she said.

"It's excruciating right now; I feel like him coming back even as a coincidence has scraped my old wound," I said.

"Don't worry, speak your heart out; maybe I could help in any possible way," she said.

"That is so sweet of you, Sophia, but how would you even help?" I asked.

"I still have 3 hours until my flight; maybe I can help to lessen your pain by listening to it," She said.

I smiled.

It's been four years since this beautiful phase changed my entire life....
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Reading an Old Book

X

I

ndigo flight 6E794

I had my flight from Kolkata to Pune at 7 in the evening. Flights for Pune are readily available from Kolkata. Papa and I reached the airport around 4:30 pm.

Now it was the time to depart, the moment when I am just not able to make eye contact with Papa. I always have this sad face when I leave home, especially at the railway stations and airports, when Papa comes to wave me off. So I moved inside, looked back and waved 'bye' to Papa, and then turned.

The airports do not have that hustle-bustle that we find at the railway stations, and that's what I like about it, no screaming, no shouting, it's all calm. As I was early, I explored things, moving towards the handbag store, soft toy shops, and mainly at the book depots. Then I thought of visiting the inquiry panel to ask about the check-in updates of my flight.

As soon as I asked the women at the panel about the check-in, she asked me back, "Are you traveling alone?"

"Yes," I replied.

"And you travel alone often?" she asked again.

"Mam, so far, I have always travelled alone, so, yes," I said.

"Oh, okay, it's a little time before we begin the check-in; I will let you know," She said.

I thanked her and left. I wonder what made her ask that. Oh! Maybe because I looked like a little girl from std. ten or so. Never mind. The check-in started at 6 pm. This was the first time I had to remove my jacket and shoes at the security check-in. come on, we little girls do not carry cocaine or bombs.

I had to board my flight from Gate no. 28, which I struggled to find. As soon as I reached, I sat beside two Chinese women; damn, these women looked so beautiful, "boarding to Pune?" one of them asked me, "yes," I replied. Soon the boarding started. I moved inside and saw a guy sitting in my seat.

"Excuse me; you have occupied my seat, 13F," I said to him, showing my ticket.

"Hey, can we please exchange our seats? Mine is the middle one," He said.

"Hey, I'm sorry, but I have paid extra for booking that window seat, so..." I said, and he had to move.

How stupid of this probably 25 years old guy to think that I would give him my window seat, never. I want my window seat, and I can even lie for that.

I landed at Pune Airport around 10:30 pm. I pulled out my phone from the handbag to call my Brother. Soon as I stepped out, I saw Bhaiya waiting for me outside. We went to the restaurant at the airport and had dinner. And then we stepped out to catch our cab to my new place. Soon we found our cab, and the driver asked, "What is the drop location?"

"Baner, near Royal bakery," Bhaiya replied.

I cared very little about the place and focussed more on sleeping. I called home, informed the family about my arrival, and then laid my head at the back and closed my eyes. I was back in Pune after two months. I wanted to start this phase positively. It took around 45 minutes to reach Baner.

It was all dark when we arrived there. I stepped out, and we entered a small lane; it was all dark, Bhaiya directing me with his iPhone's flashlight. I wondered what sort of PG it would be at the end of such lane. We came across an open place, and then we entered the main building. We entered the lobby and took the lift, which dropped us on the 6th floor. The floor of the PG was clean, shiny and the floor had six rooms on both sides.

We kept walking until we reached the last room – Room no. M22. Bhaiya knocked on the door.

"Yes," a voice came from inside.

A girl opened the door. Bhaiya explained to her the words he had with Somesh (the caretaker). She agreed to it, and then Bhaiya left for his apartment.

I started to talk with my new roommate. She was from Kolkata who worked as a trainee in an MNC. She said she would leave for her office by 9:00 am. That gave me immense pleasure. I had a few words with her and then went to sleep. I tried to sleep but couldn't. New place, new bed, and it felt good.

The next day, I woke up with the loud noise of music and the hustle-bustle of my roommate. She was getting ready for her office. I lay on my bed, awake, waiting for her to leave. As she left, I got up and closed the door. My phone buzzed; it was a message from my brother asking me to have my breakfast on time. I loved this new place.

The room was entirely above my expectations. It had a big window, combined almirah with mirror on its above frame. It had a small balcony, a TV in each room; I loved it. I was happier. I got up and tried to smooth out the effects of my eight hours of sleep. Then I went for my breakfast. It was a tiny canteen, and they had Poha (flattened rice) for breakfast. Bhaiya arrived a little later and introduced me to the caretaker, who taught me how to use the key, which was slightly tricky for me for the time being.

One particular evening, it was the Annual Function at my college, so I went to college with Akriti. Akriti, my best friend, my movie partner, my shopping partner, and my college companion who has waited for hours in the college canteen for me. We have bunked lectures together, played Ludo in the café at the time of classes, and whatnot. She holds many of my college memories.

We planned to meet at the parlour near the college. Being a final year student, you rarely visit college, but it was fun visiting the college after so long; we saw many of our mates around, saw many and ignored all. I returned to my room by 7:30 pm, but I got this immediate craving for Panipuri, and I knew that where I could get them now, at the end of the lane, yay, where the cab dropped me; yum, let's go!

I got up to leave since I was ready but wait, where are the keys? Gosh! That was an everyday struggle to me; this would happen every consecutive day. I would be ready for college or going out for my lunch, dinner and had to spend the next half-an-hour searching for the keys.

Well, this reminds me of an afternoon when I was about to leave for lunch. I got ready, got out of the room, and slammed the door, and before I could proceed, I realized I forgot the keys inside the room and locked myself out. I thought of calling my roommate, but it would not make any sense. I thought of calling Bhaiya, but that would make no sense either. I thought I would have to stay out until Bhaiya or my roommate arrives.

I texted Bhaiya; I knew he would be mad at me, but still. He asked me to call the caretaker. I kept roaming in the hallway until he arrived.

"Beta, I have no spare key; when will your roommate arrive?" the caretaker said as he came.

"She will be arriving late in the evening, do something. I cannot stay out for this long," I said.

"Okay, let me see," he said and went downstairs and then returned after 10 minutes with a wooden stick and opened the door by entering the stick from the window.

"Please take care of the keys, and you have any problem, call me, okay," he said and moved towards the lift.

[image: https://notionpress.com/diy/assets/editingtool/images/sec_break.png]

Well, then happened something that pulled me out of my messed-up past life. Just like any other afternoon, I went to the canteen around 1 pm. I liked going to the mess in the afternoon rather than in the evening because there would be very few people for lunch, probably those who had their workplace nearby.

When I had been new to this, going alone and eating, that would make me feel so awkward that I would often speak to Mumma or Anika (my younger sister) over the call throughout my meal. But as time started to pass, I became familiar with this, and I stopped using my phone while having meals. I filled my plate and sat at one of the corner tables. The food of the PG was miserable. The lunch would consist of rice, dal (with swimming onion pieces), and some alien chutney, that's it.

While I had my lunch, I saw a guy sitting on my left at another table. I couldn't look at him directly, so I tried to peep from one or the other end. Meanwhile, he was done with his lunch, so he got up and went outside. Damn! He was tall. He entered again after washing the plate. He picked up his orange bottle from the table and moved outside. He then refilled the bottle and went. He wore a blue check shirt; checks are my favourite, he seemed sweet, but he looked kinda' confused or disturbed by something. Why didn't he stay for longer?

"Anika, listen, you know what happened today? There came a guy in the canteen, who is from the PG and he looks completely like George Dockrell," I said to Anika over the call after returning to my room. George Dockrell is a cricketer who plays for Ireland, and the guy looked exactly like "Dockrell." I kept smiling the entire day; days were going to get better, I believed. It was the time when Miss Priya P Warrior was famous because of her wink, and the entire social media would be flooded with her memes.

Well, at my place, putting an alarm to wake up was not required at all. The loud sound of music and disturbing sounds of dumbbells dropping would do the work. The topmost floor of the PG was a big gym. My mornings would begin with all those loud Punjabi songs being played in the gym like -Munda badnam ho gaya, Daru badnam kardi, and the sound of dumbbells dropping as if they would come and fall on my head.

Another alarm was my roommate herself. She would wake up early for her office, and the hustle-bustle would wake me up, and if not that, then her perfume would. Her perfume had the fragrance of the sweet Mogra flowers, which would remind me of the beautiful Ganga Ghat of Varanasi. My bed was placed close to the window, and the warm sun rays would force me to sleep more.

I got up an hour later and quickly rushed to my college to submit the journals. My college was at a distance of an hour from my PG. I got off my cab and walked towards the first building. I ran for the submission of my journals which just required one more signature. Well, it was a normal thing in colleges to run a thousand times for a single signature.

It was my visit to college after three months, so I called Vihaan for a quick meet-up. Vihaan, my best buddy, my music partner, the one who annoys me hell-a-lot, and the one who got a problem for every solution lol. We are friends since the 2nd year of my graduation. My Coordinator introduced Vihaan to me since he is a guitarist and was looking out for a singer, and we are best friends since then.

There he came, with his batch-mates. We sat at the Admin area for a while, mocking and teasing each other. He was showing me his new phone and some snaps, stating,

"This is how people wish Good Morning," he said.

"Move aside; I don't wish people; I'm a busy one," I said.

"Hey, let's go to the canteen; you're back after so long," Vihaan said.

"Vihaan, I don't feel like having anything, I will have my lunch in the PG, and by the way, I am already booking the cab," I said and stood up to leave.

We started to move out of the building. Vihaan snatched my journals on the way to annoy me while I was busy booking my cab.

"There it is, 5 minutes away," I said. I took my journals back and started to move towards the gate, and then a similar voice from back startled me, "shaka-laka".

I turned to have a look, "Mohit," I said.

"Mohit... I can't believe why are you calling me out so loud; how are you doing?" I asked him.

Mohit is my friend and my batch-mate, a super crazy guy who always looks out
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