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Sumi was my first and last love in my life. I loved her more than my life. I didn’t know why I loved her so much. I guess it is called love. In this way, love just happens. She was my love at first sight. The moment I first met her, I felt that she was my life, and she was my world. Almighty God sent her straight into this world only for me as my soul mate. Yes, only for me. She was only mine.

When I saw her and met her, I started forgetting everything, as if something was pulling me towards her automatically. I lost my senses. My mind, heart, and body were eager to see her again and again and meet her again and again. I didn’t want to miss her for a second. I wanted to keep her image in my eyes. I forgot myself; I forgot to eat; and I forgot to drink water. I forgot to think about anything. She had stolen my mind, heart, and soul. I couldn’t sleep soundly at night. I only glimpsed her angelic face while awakening and in my sleep. Her crimson-white complexion, her oval-shaped face, her dimpled chin, her pink petal-like lips, her deep ocean-like black eyes, her black ponytail hair, her streamlined body, and her sweet nightingale-like voice didn’t allow me to close my eyes.

I became utterly blind. No, I didn’t only become blind, but I also became dumb and deaf in her love. I couldn’t see anyone except her; I couldn’t speak about anyone except her; I couldn’t hear anyone’s voice except hers. I found her here and there, everywhere, like a hallucination of her image in front of me; I could only glance at her smiling face. Her smiling face was always dancing in front of my eyes. And I wanted to lose myself in the deep ocean, like her eyes. Her beautiful face enchanted my mind, heart, and soul, as if she had arrested me in the core of her heart; and I, too, didn’t want to leave her. I was always willing to be imprisoned in her heart.

All of a sudden, my entire life changed. Every day, I woke up at dawn just to catch a glimpse of her before anyone else could. It became my daily ritual to follow.

Earlier, before I fell in love with her, even the shrieking sound of an alarm clock couldn’t penetrate my hard shell of ears to wake me up in the morning, but everything changed the day she came into my life. It was a significant change for me. It was the power of love. Truly, love can change anyone.

My parents were surprised by the sudden change in my morning routine. They might have thought that I woke up early to study my college books, but I was preparing to meet their future daughter-in-law.

I brushed my teeth, bathed, and prepared myself as if I were preparing for an interview. My clothes were neat and clean. I combed my hair well and used hair gel to keep it shining, even though I could see my own reflection in it. I looked at my face again and again, like an actor examining his face in the mirror before the final shoot; I kept checking myself until my inner voice gave me the green signal to go ahead. I talked to my reflection in the mirror, like a crazy person, saying, “You’re okay now... Go, good luck....” 

I gave myself a thumbs-up while winking. I checked my mouth to see whether it smelled fresh. When I felt that my breath was bad, I took out fresh chewing gum and chewed it.

I didn’t want anybody’s eyes to fall on her face, and her face became impure; no doubt, it was a sign of my jealousy, but she was the first rising sun of my life. I couldn’t take any chances. I couldn’t allow anyone to view her smiling face before I quenched the thirst of my heart. I knew how tough it was to spend the night while remaining awake for her, changing the sides of my pillows; how many times I looked at my alarm clock to check the time, wondering when it would be morning. I was afraid that if I missed her in the morning, then I would have to wait for her in the evening. She was like the elixir of my life or the breath of my life; without her, I couldn’t survive. My day began with her glimpse in the morning, and my day ended with her glimpse in the evening. Her slightest appearance was a boon for me, enough for me, like a morsel is enough for a starving soul. So, I got ready to meet her on the way.

I waited for her ahead of time; I couldn’t miss her for a moment. I knew when she would come and when she would return from her tuition classes in the morning, when she would go to her school, and when she would return from her school at noon. I started bunking my classes to meet her at noon. I couldn’t focus on my studies in college or at home. The moment I opened my books to study, I first looked at her smiling photo. I got her photo from my friend, Panu. I had asked him to take her photo when she was performing a solo dance at her school’s annual function. I saw her smiling face in front of me, as if she were sitting face to face, passing her sweet smile and asking me, “Hi, Vicky... What are you reading?” “Hi, Sumi... I am reading your face...” Her face turned red like a cherry, and she turned her face away from me. I started dwelling in a world of illusion, forgetting everything.

I got all the information about Sumi from my best friend Randhir. He was like my trusted informer who reported to me every single detail about her. I would always remain indebted to him for his service. Without him, my love story couldn’t move further. He was like my Hanuman. At that time, there was no cell phone to call me or send me SMS to inform me about Sumi. However, Randhir was faster than any means of communication at that time; he was faster than a cheetah. He ran so fast to inform me about Sumi, telling me when she would go and when she would come. He informed me of her exact location and who was with her, whether her friends or family members. He didn’t miss a single piece of information to inform me. He was really my best buddy. I was sure that he would become a great informer in the future. I felt lucky to have friends like him. In fact, he was the source of information for me.

In the same fashion, my love story moved on. I couldn’t propose to her since the moment I was bitten by her love bug. Six months elapsed. I couldn't dare to approach her. Whenever I got close to her, I didn’t know what would happen to me. I felt like I was having a seizure; I couldn’t utter a syllable in front of her. I didn’t know why I felt helpless
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