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For the ones who stayed.

And for the ones who left -

you taught me the same things.
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“What we cannot speak about

we must pass over in silence.”

- Ludwig Wittgenstein

“The most terrible thing about it

is that it is entirely my own fault.”

- Ismat Chughtai
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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

This novel began not as a story but as a question: what does it cost a person to speak dishonestly to someone they like? Not in grand lies-but in the accumulated smallness of broken promises, deflected truths, and words used as shields rather than bridges.

June-November Corridor is a work of fiction. But like all fiction that matters, it is made of true things-the texture of friendships formed in monsoon, the particular silence that follows a friendship’s end, and the long, private reckoning of learning to be honest with oneself.

The girl at the center of this story does not have a name-until the very last page. That choice was intentional. She belongs to anyone who has ever stood at one end of a corridor they did not know they had entered.

I hope, by the time you reach her name, it feels like your own.

Priy Yuvraj
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The Monsoon Introduced Us
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“Some people arrive and make such a beautiful impact on your life,
you can barely remember what life was like without them.”

- Anna Taylor



The rain came before he did.

It arrived the way monsoons always do in this part of the country - not gradually, not with warning, but all at once, like something that had been holding its breath for months and simply could not anymore. The sky turned the colour of a bruise. The trees outside the college corridor bent sideways. And everyone in the first-year common room pressed themselves against the windows, watching the courtyard flood in real time, the way people watch things that are beautiful and a little terrifying.

She was one of them. Standing at the far end of the corridor, her dupatta damp at the edges, her notebook already bleeding ink at the corner where the rain had caught it. She did not care. She was watching the water rise around the roots of the old peepal tree in the courtyard, and she was thinking - the way she always thought then, before everything - that there was something honest about rain. That it did not pretend. That it simply fell.

She did not know his name yet.

✦

His name, she would learn, was Aryan. He sat two rows ahead of her in the Literature elective they both had on Tuesday afternoons - a class of eleven students in a room built for thirty, with a professor who read poems aloud with his eyes closed and asked questions no one ever answered correctly. The first time she noticed him, it was because of his handwriting.

She had dropped her pen. It had rolled forward, underneath two chairs, and come to rest near his foot. He had picked it up without being asked, turned around, and handed it back. And she had seen, in that brief moment, the page open in his notebook - full of small, cramped, furious handwriting, with words circled and arrows drawn between ideas, margin notes arguing with the text itself. It looked like the inside of a mind that never stopped moving.

“Thank you,” she had said.

“Your pen leaks,” he had replied, and turned back to the front.

She had looked down at her fingers. Blue ink, faint, on her thumb. She had almost smiled.

✦

Friendship, she would later understand, does not announce itself. It does not arrive the way monsoons do - all at once, undeniable. It arrives the way light does in the early morning: slowly, and then everywhere, and you cannot say exactly when the room stopped being dark.

They began to sit near each other in the Tuesday class. Then they began to walk out together afterward, because their next classes were in the same direction, and it seemed wasteful not to. Then the walks became longer than necessary. Then there were cups of chai from the stall near the college gate. Then there were books recommended and borrowed and argued over. Then there were long silences that were not uncomfortable.

He was from Lucknow. He had an older sister who was a doctor and a mother who called him every Sunday morning without fail. He liked Faiz Ahmad Faiz and Urdu poetry and got quietly, genuinely angry at people who misquoted things. He had a habit of tapping his pen against his knee when he was thinking, three times, always three times. He did not laugh loudly but he laughed often, a private kind of laugh, like something meant only for the inside of a room.

She learned all of this the way you learn things about people who matter - not by asking, but by watching. By being present. By the accumulated weight of afternoons.

There is a particular quality to friendships formed in monsoon. She thinks about this now, in the way you think about things when they are already gone. The rain creates a kind of enclosure. Everyone is sheltering from the same sky. The world outside is blurred and unreliable. And so you turn toward the person beside you, and you talk - really talk - in a way you might not have otherwise.

They talked about everything. About the books they had read that had changed something permanently inside them. About the cities they had grown up in and felt both loyal to and trapped by. About what they were afraid of - not in the abstract way people discuss fear when they want to seem interesting, but in the specific, embarrassing, honest way: she was afraid of being misunderstood. He was afraid of becoming ordinary.

“Every person I know,” he said once, on a rain-soaked afternoon in late June, “wants something from their life that they cannot name. They just know when it’s missing. Like a word in another language, you don’t speak yet.”

She had written that down later. In the notebook with the leaking pen.

What she did not understand then - what she would spend the next five months learning, the hard way, the only way some things can be learned - was that she had already begun to take him for granted.

Not cruelly. Not consciously. The way you take for granted the light in a room you live in every day. You stop noticing it. You stop being grateful for it. And somewhere in that forgetting, you begin to behave as though it will simply always be there. As though presence does not need to be tended. As though someone who has chosen you, again and again, in small daily ways, will continue to choose you regardless of how you choose them back.

She did not know this yet. In June, she only knew the rain, and the peepal tree, and the boy with the furious handwriting who handed back her leaking pen without being asked.

She only knew that something had begun.
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“All those who wander in the margins

are not lost - some are simply reading more carefully.”

- Anon.


He wrote in the margins of everything.

She noticed this the third or fourth time they sat near each other in the Tuesday class - not because she was watching him, she would tell herself, but because the margins of his books were simply impossible to ignore. Where other people left white space, he left entire conversations: underlines that became circles that became arrows pointing to other pages, questions addressed directly to dead authors, translations of words he liked the sound of into languages he was still learning. Once, she glimpsed the word “saudade” written in the margin of a Keats poem, followed by a small question mark and then, in even smaller letters: “but in Hindi?”

She did not ask him about it. Not yet. She was still at the stage of learning him from a distance, the way you learn the map of a city before you actually walk its streets.

✶

The library became theirs without either of them deciding it.

It was the college library on the second floor of the main building - underfunded, slightly damp in the monsoon months, staffed by a librarian named Mr. Verma who fell asleep at his desk every afternoon at exactly two-fifteen and woke at three with no awareness that any time had passed. The shelves were haphazard. Literary fiction sat beside engineering manuals. Tagore was shelved between a 1987 almanac and a book on poultry farming. But the reading tables near the north window were good - long wooden tables, slightly uneven, with afternoon light that came in sideways and turned the dust in the air into something that looked almost like intention.

They came separately. They always came separately. And yet somehow, three afternoons a week, they ended up at the same table. Across from each other, or diagonally, books open, not always talking. Sometimes an entire afternoon passed with only a handful of words exchanged.

She found she did not mind the silence. That was the first surprising thing about him.

✶

The second surprising thing was that he lent her a book.

It was not a grand gesture. He did not say, “I think you should read this.” He simply placed it on the table beside her notebook one afternoon and said, “Page forty-three,” and went back to his own reading.

She picked it up. It was a worn paperback - Ismat Chughtai’s collected stories, the spine cracked from repeated reading, the cover soft at the corners with use. She turned to page forty-three. A story called “The Quilt.”

She read it there, at the library table, with the afternoon light coming sideways through the north window. When she finished she sat very still for a moment. Then she looked up at him.

“Why this one?” she asked.

He looked up from his own book. He seemed to consider the question seriously, the way he considered most things - not performing thought, but actually having it.

“Because she wrote what she was not supposed to write,” he said. “And she wrote it anyway. And she wrote it so well that it became literature before anyone could call it anything else.”

She looked back at the page. She thought: this is a person who has an interior life.

She did not say this aloud. She said: “There are dog-ears on page sixty-one.”

“That’s the one about the wedding,” he said. “Read that one next.

She began to notice the books he carried the way you notice what someone orders at a restaurant - as a form of information, a small window into something private. He moved between languages without apology: one week it was Premchand in Hindi, the next it was Borges in translation, then Mahasweta Devi, then Akhmatova, then back to something utterly contemporary and English that he would finish in two days and set aside without ceremony.

She had always been a reader. But she had been a loyal reader - the kind who found an author and stayed with them, who built her interior world from a small number of well-loved books. Watching him read was like watching someone move through a city she had only ever seen from one neighbourhood. It made her feel, for the first time, both the smallness of what she knew and the largeness of what she might come to know.

She started making lists. In the margins of her own notebook - not the clean, careful notes she took in class, but a separate section at the back, pages she kept for herself. Books he mentioned. Words she wanted to look up. Observations that had nowhere else to go.

At the top of the first page, she wrote, in her own handwriting: “saudade - but in Hindi?”

She crossed it out. She wrote it again. She left it.

✶

The afternoons accumulated the way afternoons do when you are not counting them: unremarkably, one after another, until suddenly there are enough of them to look back on.

They argued about books. This was perhaps the most natural thing they did together - disagree, with real feeling, about things that did not matter at all and mattered enormously. She thought Devdas was a man who had wasted his grief on self-destruction. He thought she was reading him too harshly. She said that reading someone harshly was sometimes the only honest way to read them. He said that honesty without mercy was just another kind of cruelty.

She had gone quiet after that. Not because she was hurt. Because she was thinking about whether he was right.

Later, walking back from the library, she had said: “I think you’re right about Devdas. But I still think he wasted it.”

“Maybe both things are true,” he said.

She thought: I want to keep talking to this person.

She did not say that either. She had not yet learned - would not learn, would
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