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Dedication
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To all the quiet women who have carried generations in their silence —
This book is for you.
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Epigraph
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“In every still afternoon, there hides a story —not of what was spoken, but of what was 

endured.” 

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Preface
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These stories were born from the everyday — from the murmur of rain against tiled roofs, the rustle of sarees in dark kitchens, and the faint laughter that fades before it reaches the heart.
In every home, I found an untold story — sometimes heavy with memory, sometimes light as the scent of curry leaves.
This collection, Footprints in the Monsoon Mist is not about grand events or heroes. It is about the uncelebrated — the woman waiting by the window, the old tailor mending time, the daughter who lights her lamp though no one watches.

Each story reflects a small truth of life as it unfolds in quiet corners — effort has been to echo that honesty without imitation, to find my own rhythm in the same silence.

I hope these stories remind you that gentleness is also strength, and that the smallest whisper can sometimes echo the loudest.

— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
November 2025
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Introduction
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Malayalam literature has long been rooted in the soil of realism — in homes filled with laughter and longing, in women who carry invisible burdens with grace. The stories in this collection attempt to continue that tradition.

Each tale unfolds around a moment — a fall of rain, a cup of tea, a sound from the radio — where something shifts quietly inside the human heart.
The language is simple, the emotions deep. There are no villains here, only ordinary people caught between duty and desire, silence and expression.
Though these stories are set in Kerala, their emotions are universal — the ache of memory, the struggle for dignity, the tenderness that survives disappointment.

Footprints in the Monsoon Mist is not a loud book; it is a gentle conversation with anyone who has ever paused to listen to the silence after a storm.
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1. The Last Train to Thrissur
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The 6:45 evening train to Thrissur was running ten minutes late, and Meenakshi sat quietly on the worn blue bench at Ernakulam Junction, her small handbag resting on her lap. Around her, the station was alive in that peculiar way of Kerala evenings — the metallic smell of rails mingling with the faint scent of roasted peanuts, the distant cry of a tea vendor echoing under the curved roof.

She wasn’t in a hurry. She hadn’t been in a hurry for years.

Her ticket, folded twice and tucked inside the corner of her purse, bore the name Meenakshi S. Nair — Age 62. She looked at it now and smiled faintly, as if the printed letters belonged to someone she used to know.

The train to Thrissur wasn’t new to her. It was the same one she had taken hundreds of times with Raghavan — her husband — back when he was alive. He had been a schoolteacher in Irinjalakuda, and she, a librarian at the college nearby. Every Friday evening, they would board this train together — he carrying the tiffin box she insisted on packing, she holding the weekly Mathrubhumi in one hand and a small steel flask of coffee in the other.

Now, years later, the train remained the same — only the faces had changed.

When the train finally arrived, its headlights cut through the misty dusk like tired eyes. The familiar screech of metal wheels filled the platform, and people hurried — clutching bags, children, and half-finished phone calls. Meenakshi climbed into the ladies’ coach slowly, holding the rail. Her knees ached, but she didn’t complain.

She found a window seat — third from the door — and sat down. Outside, the vendors were still shouting. A young girl selling jasmine strings passed by, her thin fingers deftly tying flowers into neat loops. The scent filled the compartment, mingling with the warm smell of iron and the faint mustiness of old vinyl seats.

Meenakshi leaned against the window. The cool glass pressed against her cheek, and for a moment, she closed her eyes. The rhythmic clang of the train as it started reminded her of a heartbeat — steady, old, and deeply familiar.

It had been almost fifteen years since Raghavan’s death. A heart attack, sudden and quiet, one summer night while they were watching the news. She had called his name twice, and he hadn’t answered. The doctor said it was painless. She never believed that.

After the funeral, life had become a long silence. The house at Irinjalakuda — once filled with his humming, his mild arguments over misplaced spectacles, his cough in the morning — felt too large. Too empty.

So she moved to Ernakulam, closer to her son, Arun, who insisted she live nearby. But he was always busy — office, clients, meetings, traffic. He tried to visit every Sunday, but more often, it was every other week. She didn’t mind. At least, that’s what she told herself.

Now, once every few months, she took this same train to Thrissur — to visit her old house, to water the plants, to make sure time hadn’t swallowed the last pieces of her past.

As the train left the city, the view outside softened. The bright chaos of shops and neon lights gave way to darkened coconut groves and scattered lamps glowing in small houses. Somewhere far off, temple bells chimed faintly.

Opposite her sat a young woman with a sleeping child resting on her lap. The child’s fingers twitched occasionally, as if chasing dreams. Meenakshi smiled — a small, involuntary warmth that rose from deep inside.

When she was that age, trains had felt like promises. She remembered her first journey as a new bride — sari pinned carefully, a small streak of sandalwood on her forehead. Raghavan had carried all the bags himself, refusing to let her lift a thing. He had been quiet then too, not talkative like others, but his silence had always felt safe.

Once, on a similar journey, the train had stopped suddenly near a small bridge. It had been raining, the kind of heavy, silver rain that made the air thick with scent. They had both stood by the door, watching the swollen river below. She remembered how he had pointed out a paper boat floating along, and said, “Look, even the smallest thing tries to find its way.”

She hadn’t realized then how much those words would mean to her later.

A vendor entered the compartment, balancing a steel kettle and a tray of tea glasses. “Chaya, madam?” he asked, his voice cheerful.

“Yes,” she said softly, handing over a ten-rupee coin. The tea was hot and sweet, the kind that always tasted slightly of dust and train smoke. She sipped slowly, watching the lights blur outside the window.

For a moment, she imagined Raghavan sitting beside her, reading the evening newspaper. She could almost hear him mutter about politics, about the state of education, about how people no longer cared to read. She smiled at the emptiness beside her — the space that had once been his.

It wasn’t sorrow she felt anymore. It was something quieter — like the ache that remains after a wound has long healed.

The train stopped briefly at Aluva. Passengers shuffled in and out, the air thick with the scent of fried banana chips. A group of college students boarded, laughing loudly, their energy filling the compartment. One of them helped Meenakshi adjust her bag onto the upper rack.

“Thank you, mone,” she said.

He smiled and said, “It’s okay, aunty.”

She smiled back. The word aunty didn’t sting anymore. It felt like belonging — a small recognition that she still existed in the world of the young, even as a quiet observer.

When the train moved again, she looked out. The night had deepened, and the world beyond the window had turned into dark shapes gliding past — banana leaves, a distant light, a flash of rain on tin roofs. The rhythmic motion of the train lulled her thoughts into a gentle flow.

Halfway through the journey, the rain began — not a drizzle, but a proper monsoon burst. It lashed against the windows, turning them opaque with streaks. Water seeped through tiny cracks, dampening the edges of her seat. The smell of wet earth filled the compartment — that unmistakable fragrance of Kerala rain.

She closed her eyes and let the sound wash over her. In that moment, it felt as if time itself was breathing — the same rain that had fallen when she was a young woman, the same rain that would fall long after she was gone.

The young mother across from her pulled the window shut and smiled apologetically. “Sorry, aunty.”

“No, no,” Meenakshi said gently. “Let it rain.”

The woman laughed softly. “You must be from Thrissur too?”

“Yes,” Meenakshi nodded. “Born and brought up.”

“I’m visiting my mother,” the woman said. “She keeps saying she’s fine, but you know how mothers are — they won’t tell you when they’re lonely.”

Meenakshi smiled faintly, her eyes turning to the blurred window. “Yes. I know.”

By the time the train reached Chalakudy, the rain had softened. The child woke and began to cry; the mother rocked him gently. Meenakshi looked away, not out of annoyance, but because the sound reminded her of something she had long buried — the small cries of her own son, years ago, when he would wake up hungry in the night and she would hum him back to sleep.

Those were simpler days — before ambition, before distance, before silence became their shared language.

Arun was a good boy, she reminded herself. He always called, always sent gifts on her birthday. It wasn’t his fault that the world had changed, that life now moved faster than a train could carry.

Still, sometimes, she wished he would ask about the small things — the taste of her coffee, the new neighbor’s cat, the way the morning light fell on her balcony.

The train slowed as it approached Thrissur. Meenakshi felt her heart tighten slightly, as it always did near this station. The familiar yellow boards flashed past, the voices of porters rose above the hum of rain. She gathered her bag and stood up slowly, careful not to lose balance as the train jolted to a stop.

When she stepped down onto the wet platform, the rain had turned into a fine drizzle. The air smelled of damp concrete and roasted peanuts. She paused under the iron roof, taking a deep breath.

It was the same air she had breathed all her life — and yet it felt new each time she returned.

Outside the station, the street glistened with reflections of lamps and rainwater. An auto driver approached her. “Where to, madam?”

“Irinjalakuda side,” she said. “Parambath House.”

He nodded. As the auto moved through the sleeping streets, Meenakshi watched the rain blur the headlights into soft halos. The city was quieter now, its noises muffled by wet air. She could see the outlines of familiar landmarks — the clock tower, the old post office, the church spire — all softened by the drizzle.

When the auto turned into the narrow road leading to her old home, she felt her breath catch. The house stood still among overgrown plants, the paint faded, the gate rusted but intact. The jasmine bush by the fence had bloomed again — small white stars glistening in the rain.

She paid the driver and stood before the gate. The key was cold in her hand.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of dust and memory. She switched on the light. It flickered once and then glowed dimly, revealing familiar shapes — the wooden chair by the window, the brass lamp on the shelf, the photo of Raghavan smiling from the wall.

She placed her bag down and walked slowly through the rooms. Each corner seemed to breathe with echoes — the creak of floorboards, the rustle of curtains, the whisper of the past.

In the kitchen, she found the old kettle still on the counter. She filled it, lit the stove, and made herself a cup of tea. When she carried it to the verandah, the rain was still falling — thin and silvery, soft as a lullaby.

She sat in her usual chair, the same one Raghavan had repaired once long ago. Steam curled from the cup, fogging her glasses.

For a long time, she said nothing. She didn’t need to.

The world outside was alive — frogs calling in the wet fields, distant thunder rolling beyond the trees. Inside, only the ticking of the wall clock broke the silence.

She took a slow sip of tea, then whispered, “I’m home.”

The rain seemed to answer, soft and steady, as the night folded gently around her.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2. When the Jackfruit Fell
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The jackfruit tree stood tall at the back corner of the courtyard, half its roots inside Meenachil House and the other half pushing into the neighbor’s compound. No one could say for sure which family it truly belonged to. It had been there long before the wall, before the new tiled roof, before the cement path that now divided the two plots.

Every year, it bore fruit — huge, green, spiky globes hanging like secrets among the leaves. And every year, the question returned: who owned the fruit that grew on the side of the wall?

This time, the quarrel began on a humid afternoon in June, just after the monsoon had softened the ground and the air smelled of wet earth and soap nut.

That morning, Ammu had been sweeping the courtyard when she heard a dull thud — the sound of something heavy hitting the ground. She looked up and saw the jackfruit lying half in the mud, half on the stone edge of the compound wall.

For a moment, she stood still, her broom mid-air. Then she called out, “Ammachi! The jackfruit has fallen!”

Her grandmother, Parvathy Amma, came out from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her saree. She squinted toward the tree. The fruit lay still, golden sap oozing from its torn stem, the ground below littered with tiny flies already gathering for their feast.

“Which side did it fall on?” she asked, voice sharp with the authority of decades.

Ammu hesitated. “Half in our yard... half in Balan uncle’s.”

That was all it took.

By the time the jackfruit’s smell began to thicken in the air, both families had gathered on either side of the wall — the Nairs on one, the Menons on the other — staring at the fallen fruit like it was evidence in a courtroom.

“It clearly fell toward our side,” said Balan, puffing his chest, his rubber chappals sinking slightly into the wet mud. “Look at the stem — it’s facing our wall!”

Parvathy Amma folded her arms. “Don’t teach me about trees, Balan. That tree was planted by my husband when Ammu’s father was a boy. The roots start in our courtyard.”

“But the branches cross into our compound!” Balan’s wife, Leela, shot back. “Last year, the shade killed my hibiscus plants. And we didn’t say a word.”

Parvathy Amma sniffed. “If your plants are weak, don’t blame our tree.”

The air grew heavy, not just with the jackfruit’s sweet, sticky scent, but with years of unspoken irritation — the borrowed grinder never returned, the loud music during temple festivals, the missing coconuts that “fell accidentally” over the wall.

Ammu stood between them, broom still in hand, unsure whether to laugh or disappear.

By evening, the story had spread through the neighborhood. The jackfruit quarrel was discussed over tea at the ration shop and even reached the WhatsApp group of the local Residents’ Association.

Someone joked, “Only in Kerala can two families go to war over a jackfruit!”

Someone else said, “You don’t know Parvathy Amma. She once refused to return a neighbour’s umbrella because the rain had blessed it on her side.”

A few laughed. A few agreed.

At dusk, the jackfruit still lay there, now attracting ants. The wall, stained with sap, looked like it had bled yellow.

That night, Ammu’s father, Ramesh, returned from his printing press, tired and smelling faintly of ink. He found his mother still muttering in the kitchen.

“Amma,” he sighed, “isn’t it just a jackfruit? Let them take it. We’ll get another next year.”

Parvathy Amma looked at him as though he had blasphemed. “Let them take it? From our tree? Do you think your father planted that tree for others to eat from?”

He rubbed his forehead. “No one planted it thinking of this. It’s just a fruit.”

“It’s not the fruit,” she said, lowering her voice. “It’s about respect.”

Ammu watched from the doorway. Her father looked at his mother for a long moment, then said nothing more. He had learned, long ago, that logic had no place in matters involving pride, roots, or trees.

The next morning, before dawn, Ammu woke to the sound of something being dragged. She peeked through the window and saw her grandmother in her white night blouse, pulling the jackfruit toward their courtyard using an old broom handle.

“Amma!” Ramesh shouted from the door, startled. “What on earth are you
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