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It was three o'clock and my son had just returned from school. After giving him slices of three different fruits, a few biscuits, and a cup of coffee, I picked up my mobile and started dialing. At the same time, I heard the ring of our landline phone. I set my mobile down and hurriedly reached for the land phone, picking it up before my son could get to it.

“Hi, yes, I had my lunch, how about you? Yes, he has just arrived, he is eating his snacks. How was your day? Yes, I know it's the same routine; can you come home early today? We can plan for a movie, if possible - Arjun would love to go. Don't worry, everything is fine here. Oh, I haven't decided yet about dinner. You men are always like that, only thinking about breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Hey, listen; don't yell at people in the office like you do here, okay? Sorry dear, I'm just teasing you. Listen, don't forget to take short breaks, don't sit in front of the computer for hours. My Mum might come tomorrow or the day after, she just called. Yes, she is fine, honey, everyone is fine. Hey, I know you don't have much time,” I looked around and lowered my voice to a whisper.

“Listen, don't bring chocolates for Arjun. I know he loves them, but it will harm him. Do you know about Sheila's daughter? She is so little and already has diabetes. Mother's instinct is always right. Let your son get angry, I will manage. Okay dear, see you soon, drive slowly, okay? Bye.” I hung up the phone and returned to the kitchen, only to receive a strange hostile glance from my son. I ignored him completely and immersed myself in a magazine.

“Mum, I'm going to the playground,” my son announced, looking at me uninterestedly.

“Fine, but come back before it gets too dark and be careful not to fall, okay?” I emphasized the last word.

“Okay, Mum,” he said submissively. Yet, my instincts told me his eyes lingered on my face. Once again, I ignored it and kept my eyes on the magazine. After a short while, I sighed in relief when I heard the sound of the front door lock. It was time to let my tears flow.
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It was almost seven, and I couldn't resist looking out and craning my neck. Instead of my husband's face, I saw Saroja, one of my ex-colleagues, walking towards our home.

“Hi,” I greeted her cheerfully.

“Hi,” she awkwardly returned. 

“Come in,” I hesitantly invited.

“I had come to shop, thought of seeing you on the way,” she pointed to a big paper bag and walked in. I quickly scanned the contents of her bag to make sure she wasn't lying.

“Where is Arjun? Is he...” Saroja stopped her question awkwardly.

“He is doing his homework, he's fine,” I replied hastily.

“How are you?” she asked, hesitantly looking into my eyes.

“I'm fine, why do you ask so many silly questions?” I snapped, though I knew I was being rude. But I felt like I was changing, for better or worse.

“Sorry, I mean, I just wanted to say that sometimes-” Saroja began, but I cut her off.

“Look Saroja, I really don't want to hear any ‘Vedhantha’ now. My husband will be home soon, I have to cook dinner,” I discouraged her, hoping she would leave, even though I had invited her in. I instantly dislike people who try to advise me with high Vedhantha's.

She looked bewildered and taken aback. I have learned to speak my mind and make my friends and relatives uncomfortable, just like I did with Saroja.

“Sorry, I - I will leave, I'll come another time, please take care,” she said quickly, standing up and walking away.

I locked the door and returned to the kitchen. I realized my husband had not kept his promise again. But I wasn't angry with him; I understood his work pressure. He had to work long hours for our sake. Movies could wait; we could go another day. He must be tired, enduring long meetings and arguments at the office. I started making onion parathas for the three of us.
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An hour and a half later, I opened Arjun's bedroom door. He was playing one of his favourite computer game.

“Arjun, dinner is ready, come and join us?” I asked.

His fingers stopped on the control keys, and after a moment, he looked at me with a sad expression. Finally, he said, “I would rather eat here.”

Kids and their world! I didn't push him and silently served two parathas, a cup of curd, and some Sabjji. I brought a glass of water and placed it on his table.

“Mama, when is granny coming?” He asked humbly.

“Probably tomorrow, why do you ask?” I was curious.

“I'm scared,” he announced, head bent. I hugged him at once.

“What is there to be scared of? I and Papa will take good care of you, won't we?” I asked, looking into his eyes.

He threw many soft sobs and finally said, “I would be happy with granny.” I silently brushed his hair and came back to the dining room. It is very difficult to understand kids these days.

“Shall I serve you?” I asked my husband. I knew my husband; he would never talk over dinner except for nods and hand gestures. I silently placed two plates and served parathas.

“Too tired to talk?” I inquired casually. Again, he said nothing. However, I have to talk; otherwise, I would not be able to eat my dinner.

“Hey, shall we plan a small tour this summer, perhaps to Singapore? Yes, I and Arjun would love to go, and I know you would too. I know your silence is acceptance. I will inform Arjun; he will cheer up. What? Sabjji is tasteless? Well, I think I have forgotten salt. Sorry, dear, don’t get upset for little things now. Here, let me pour salt.” I said in a soothing voice and poured a few grains of salt on his Sabjji and mine as well. We continued to munch while I chit-chatted about the movie that I had watched this afternoon on TV.

“It was a good movie. I like her character, Damini, is innocent yet so strong. I also loved the connection between her and her husband. Rishi Kapoor acted well too. There should always be a strong, never-ending bond between husband and wife, isn’t it? A strong bond can sustain anything in life, isn’t it?”
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