
The Collision

When Love Crossed Paths with War



    
        
          The Collision  When Love Crossed Paths With War

        

        
        
          THEMBA T TWALA III

        

        
          Published by THEMBA T TWALA III, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE COLLISION  WHEN LOVE CROSSED PATHS WITH WAR

    

    
      First edition. May 28, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 THEMBA T TWALA III.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235094352

    

    
    
      Written by THEMBA T TWALA III.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

The Collision  When Love Crossed Paths With War

A Soldier’s Letter

1. The Collision

2. College Life

3. Homecoming

4. Mumbai Meri Jaan

5. The Promotion Party

6. The Burning Taj

7. Clash of the Killers

8. To Love and to Lose

9. Life after Him

10. Kashmir, the Paradise

11. Pain Gives You Purpose

12. The Prime Minister’s Visit

13. That Stranger Again

14. Knight in Shining Armour

15. When the Stars Speak

16. Jungle Love

17. Behind Enemy Lines

18. Surgical Strikes

19. Love Always Finds a Way

Epilogue

How much you loved, How gently you lived,

Sign up for THEMBA T TWALA III's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Lament of The Siren’s Twins

Also By THEMBA T TWALA III

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all lovers who have ever collided with destiny without warning,who have felt a single moment change the direction of their entire lives.
To those who loved quietly, fiercely, imperfectly, and truthfully—even when the world did not understand them.
May you always find meaning in your collisions,and courage in your love.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some hearts do not meet, they collide, and the impact changes everything."

      

    

THEMBA T TWALA III

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organisations, places, events and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.

All rights reserved

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

We are all broken and damaged and we aren’t quite fixed yet,

A lot of us have gone through hell, But you know what?

We come back, and come back stronger

You know why? Because we are warriors, And warriors fight!
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A Soldier’s Letter
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Dear World

This is not my story. This is her story and she will tell you all about it. But I requested her to begin the story with my letter to you. A letter which was never meant to be written in the first place! You see, I am a Commando, bound by duties and tangled with obligations that come with the uniform I wear. Warriors like me don’t have the luxury of leading a normal life filled with bliss and everlasting peace. We dare to go where others fear to go and we do what others fail to do.

We  are  the  country’s  most  elite  counter-terrorism  faction  of  the

Special  Forces  and  you  know  us  by  the  name  ‘Black  Cats’  or  as  the

‘National Security Guards’. The black uniform and a deadly weapon or a survival device are our trademark. Also, we only aim for the heads of our enemies unlike other forces. We are swift, sharp and dreaded just like the black cat insignia on our sleeves. We are the death warrants for terrorists who dare to come to our cities and harm our citizens.

One bullet, one enemy! That’s the simple part but the tough part is fighting our own demons.

I have seen the face of terror in its worst avatar. The image of broken pieces  of a skull  splattered  all across  a blood-soaked  ground  sometimes awakens me in the middle of the night only to be stung by bone piercing trepidation. I fight my own demons.

You know, you are always at the risk of turning into one when your job is to eliminate every kind of homicidal savage who threatens the sovereignty  of your nation.  Harrowing  blood-soaked  gun  battles  and  the mourning silence afterwards make up my routine life.

Then, one day, she entered my life like a cool breeze after a hot sunny  day  and  overwhelmed  me  with  her  beautiful  presence.  How  do I describe her? A beautiful mess? An organized clutter? A mystifying aroma gently filling my lungs and coming out as my own breath? How do you describe someone who was meant to create chaos in your life and muddle that self-imposed hard-earned truce with your own soul?

My life suddenly found its purpose and I felt alive.

The mourning,  the howling,  the curses  suddenly  disappeared.  All logic was thrown out of the window and suddenly, a warrior feared by the 

deadliest people surrendered meekly to a girl who was never meant to be a part of his life.

We collided when we first met. It was my fault actually.

One glance at her glowing face, when a chance breeze lifted the damp hair at her temples and ruffled the hem of her patiala suit, and I was stumped.  I could  not  move  when  I should  have.  Instead  of holding  her firmly,  I let her fall over me. Trust me, it was not intentional.  But that precious  moment  is  still  frozen  in  my  mind,  carefully  wrapped  in  my dreams. I don’t know what she thought of it. She must have considered me some kind of pervert.

But thankfully it did not put a full stop to my little love story there. We were destined to meet again. It was some kind of game the gods

were playing with me, with her or us. Frankly, I was never meant to meet her again. At least my heart was on a leash and how good it would have been to leave it like that.

But I did meet her again, in those corridors of the burning Taj where bombs were exploding and monsters were lurking around and humanity was dying every second. But she was there, and I saw her drowning. Once again, I turned to stone. I left my ‘hit’ of four for her. You could say I abandoned my team, a rare feat, you see, because we are trained never to do so.

We hunt in teams, and leaving your hit means you put everyone and your life in danger.

I saved her but lost my heart forever. I never meant for anything to happen, there in those lonely corridors, but her sheer presence in my arms and her quivering lips had more power than any nuclear arsenal. I loved her like no man could have ever loved his woman. She sealed my heart with an emotion I never knew...LOVE! It still beats to her rhythm.

How stupid I was! What was I thinking?

Perhaps, the blood, the burning dome, the blasts and uncertainty of the next moment and, most importantly, the fear of losing her again took away my senses. It was not hers, but my vulnerability that led me to lower my guard. But I saved her, and I am so glad I did, otherwise I would not have survived.

But then what did I do?

Did I get down on my knees and ask her to be mine forever? Hell no! I had to leave once again. This time, for my advance NSG trainings by the Mossad in Israel. I could feel my heart sinking when I chose to disappear from her life again. She never forgave me, and she still does not. But did it end there? No, our story was meant to reach an extraordinary conclusion far away in the Pakistani jungles.

But this is her story, not mine! And she will tell you all about it herself! 

I will disappear, like I never existed. I have cried in pain and hope but  most  of all I have  lived  through  times,  others  would  say  were  best forgotten.

Sincerely, THEMBA T TWALA III
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1. The Collision
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I met him at an art exhibition. The kind of exhibition that absorbs your entire being  into  its  beautiful,  mad  colours.  At  first,  you’d  think  that  there  is nothing in common between a dull, boring canvas and the spirited, vivacious colours on it. But they are meant for each other and it is together that they create art and culture, and sometimes, even history. Together, they have the power to shake the world and also inspire generations. Their very irreconcilability creates the opportunity for an extraordinary relationship where the existence of one is solely based on the presence of the other.

If only I knew that one day I too would witness a relationship just like a canvas and its colours in my own life.


It started when I met him for the first time. Actually, it was more of a collision than a meeting.


We collided into each other like shooting stars, illuminating the dark space around with magical light. My world was shattered, elucidating the state  of  my  illuminated  heart.  In  the  movies,  this  kind  of  thing  usually happens to the guys. Our handsome hero spots a beautiful girl and things slow down as he falls in love with her. But things don’t always happen the way  they  do in the  movies  or in romance  novels!  Even  women  can  be smitten by love at first sight.

But anyway, that is not the point. The point is, I was mesmerized by his broad shoulders, tall frame, masculine face, hazel eyes and full lips. He was an army officer. At least, that is what I could gather from his uniform. He wore a regal olive-green uniform with six golden stars on his shoulders, like the ones that twinkle in the sky. His boots were glossy, and his olive- green shirt was tucked neatly into his pants. The dark green beret was resting rather smugly on his head. He definitely stood out in the crowd.

You don’t exactly associate a warrior and art together, do you? And so, it struck me as rather strange to find a warrior in an art gallery. After all, it was not an arms exhibition but an art exhibition.

I was here because of other reasons too. I, along with a few friends, had  decided  to  bunk  our  horrible  physics  class  which  was  taught  by Mahapatra Sir. In a way, it was a protest against his horrible self-imposed, rustic  ideas.  He  belonged  to  a  village  in  Orissa  and  loathed  all  urban dwellers. He had a theory that it was city folk who were responsible for his

childhood  miseries,  of  belonging  to  a  poverty-stricken,  drought-prone village, the kind of place shown on TV.

Of course, no-one deserves a fate like that, but tell me, how can it be our fault?

We’re just a bewildered and lost generation who are fighting our own battles while embracing our new-found independence as youth and the responsibilities that come with it. And to top it off, we’re at the age when our parents compare us to some Sharma ji ka beta and glare at us disapprovingly. Our mentors and teachers shake their heads at us. The heartbreaks are as common as the sun during summer. The mind wanders in the  jungles  of  quizzes,  assignments,  projects  and  dreaded  examinations, which will eventually decide our future.


A future, which looks bleak and where hope is an alien word.


Our nights are spent listening to crappy music like 50 Cent and Good Charlotte over a beer can and sometimes with a little porn thrown in, which frankly is lame because at that age we truly believe that ‘Love is God’ and the porn on the internet feels so fake. Where is that passion and affection that created Heer–Ranjha, Laila–Majnu? Where is the fire to ignite the souls into one flame, which could easily be felt even while watching two flowers doing hanky-panky onscreen in Zee Classic movies? That love doesn’t exist these days. Is there even such a thing as ‘true love’?

My mother keeps saying that love is the strongest energy on this planet which sustains our survival and perpetuity. I wonder if I will ever witness the intensity of true love as my mom describes it or as my dadi fondly  remembers.  The  creases  beneath  her  sunken  eyes  suddenly  start shining and her eyes twinkle every time she talks to me about Dadu, whom I never met.


I guess I will never know.


But I love being young and reckless.  I love the feeling  of being rebellious, watching Splitsvilla , listening to pop, rock, country, rap, worshipping David Guetta, swaying to Ed Sheeran tunes. And I do believe that Fifty Shades of Grey is all about true love. Such are the pleasures of college life!

I  never  knew  the  world  beyond  this,  and  my  limited  exposure hindered the wisdom life could bestow upon me. In this life of comfort, I did not know that there exists passion, bravery, agony, gallantry, supreme sacrifices and love. What was true love? How was it supposed to be? I didn’t know  there  were  some  audacious  souls  who  love  our  nation  above  all! Exactly the kind of love by which you don’t hesitate to sacrifice your life and leave your people in the cities to live amidst danger and risk your well- being just to save the honour and integrity of the thing you love. That is one true love not so common these days. I wish I could have known that I was

destined to be part of this world soon, then I would have prepared better and cried less...if only I would have known!


But back to Mahapatra Sir.


However lowly he thought of us, we thought our state was worse than the drought- or flood-affected people. We had our own battles to fight. But he took it upon himself to personally avenge his forefathers and torment all kids born with a silver spoon in their mouths. It was not fair. We had six lectures in a week with him where he would conduct surprise quizzes, with no dearth of cruelty.

That fateful day we gathered our courage, bunked class, and hopped over to nearby Janpath to ease our nerves by indulging in some street shopping.  The  shopping  went  on  for  three  hours  straight  and  then  we decided to check out ‘Celebrations of Life’, an art exhibition by Subroto Mukerjee. There were two reasons we picked the exhibition—it was free, and since it was really hot and humid outside, the air-conditioning inside the gallery was a bonus. Delhi heat can be deadly even without its soul sisters— smog and pollution.

Even though my patiala salwar suit, khadi jhola and Osho chappals were not appropriate, I couldn’t be bothered. No one in our pack of four was appropriately  clothed  for that kind  of sophisticated  event.  Everyone  else there looked dapper and suave in their tailored suits and designer dresses. They mingled naturally with the rest of the debonair people there while we looked terribly out of place. The occasional stares were meant to make us feel insignificant and worthless, but we roamed around the gallery like we owned it.

I stopped before a vibrant oil painting. It was huge. A princess on a horse was kissing a warrior in armour who stood with a sword hanging at his side. He was holding the princess with one hand and the other held the reins of the horse. Everything beyond them, the trees, the mountains and the river, was  blurred.  The  intensity  of  their  romance  was  so  deep  that  I  stood transfixed in front of them for a long time. Such love stories are rare these days. People don’t risk their lives, strip away their pride or get stoned to death to live an enchanting romance even if only for a moment, inspiring generations with the ferocity of such forbidden relationships.

Just as I turned around, still thinking about that fascinating painting, I ran smack into someone who was standing behind me. My bag slipped out of my hands and I started falling; all because some jerk could not keep his distance. I wanted to kill him if I didn’t die of the approaching head injury. Within a flash of a second, I took him down along with me straight to the marble floor.

Immediately,  I felt  two  strong  arms  around  me,  a  strong,  musky masculine smell filled my nostrils, and my gaze rested on a set of hazel eyes

which looked amused. I could feel his warm breath on my cheek and hear his heart thudding beneath me.


All in a second!


This entire world, the whole universe and the entire human species stopped  existing  in that one second.  It was as if I was waiting  for that moment all my life and now this moment was going to define the reason for my existence. Something unexpected had moved inside my heart to shake my soul and leave me gasping.

I am still looking for a word to describe that eternal moment which has the power to alter one’s beliefs and change one’s life. It happens!

I did not want to move, and I did not see him making an effort to do so. But just then, one of my friends noticed me. We have our personal little monsters to ruin every perfect moment designed exclusively for us. In this case, it was Susan.


‘Hey! Oh my God! Riya! Shit man! What happened? Are you okay?’ She lifted me up, pulling me away from him and thereby breaking


that wonderful moment, that perfect enchantment. I turned again to look at him properly. I saw the most handsome face I’d ever encountered in my life. I was already devastated. An old Falguni Pathak song, ‘ Maine payal hai chankayi aab to aaja to harjai’ started playing in my head.

‘I am really sorry, ma’am. I hope you are not hurt?’ he straightened himself as he apologized.


Ma’am? Oh, he was referring to me !


‘Oh, yeah, I am absolutely fine. I am really sorry for my clumsiness.’ What was I saying, I wondered. That is not how I talk to people! My usual reactions were along the lines of ‘Oh, you! Can’t you see? Where is the police? You’re trying to eve tease? Listen, mister, I am a Punjabi kudi and I will beat the shit out of you. It’s all your fault! Okay ?’ As simple as that! But something was not right.

‘Are you sure, ma’am?’ he said. ‘I am really sorry. I just didn’t see you turn around.’


‘Oh no! It’s actually my fault. I could not see you. I apologize.’

Something’s definitely not right. Sigh!


‘No, ma’am, you don’t need to do that. I did not see you. I am really sorry,’ he said.


‘ Yes, mister, it’s your fault!’ Susan interrupted. ‘You better be sorry


.’


Susan was being extra helpful now when I did not need her help.


Where was her friendly concern when I literally pleaded for her perfect C++ code notes for our assignments last week? She had refused to acknowledge my presence that time and had many brilliant excuses.

‘Susan,  don’t  worry  about  it!’  I  said  through  gritted  teeth.  ‘He actually saved me from falling and hitting my head directly on the floor. ’

Frankly, I had never liked Susan. She was my classmate and part of our gang, but we never really got along.


‘No, she is right, ma’am. I should apologize,’ the handsome stranger


said.

––––––––
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‘By the way, I am Captain Virat.’

He stuck his hand out for a handshake. I took it and gripped it for a

long  electrifying  moment.  Electric  shocks  advanced  across  my  body instantly. I am not a pervert, nor I have been devoid of male presence in my life and I had my share of flings by the time I was nineteen.

But nothing like the head-over-heels  kind of love I’d seen in the movies. Most of my relationships were pathetic and lousy because of my non-committal nature, which resulted in catastrophic break-ups eventually. The saving grace was that I at least had relationships where guys were not psycho   killers   or  possessive   nippers   controlling   every   inch  of  their girlfriend’s lives.

When I was in class ten, I lost my heart to a college senior. He would hang around my school, and it was a matter of pride for me in my peer group that an older boy wanted to roam around with me—until the day I come to know that he had eloped with my best friend Nicky. That was embarrassing and catastrophic  at the same time. I did not even have a BFF to cry to because the love of my life (as I presumed that time) eloped with my only best friend.


Needless to say, I stopped making friends for a long time.


The relationships which I thought were perfect could not withstand shifting of cities, schools and testing times. My first official boyfriend in college whom I actually introduced to my parents dumped me because he could not deal with my A league summer internship in which I was placed in a five star MNC while he struggled to get one even locally. It did not matter to him that I had a backlog paper in Algorithms, and I needed to make up for it desperately. By the time I returned to my college after my month-long internship, he already had a girl in his arms. Such a misogynistic bastard!


Something was missing!

‘Hi, I am Riya,’ was all I could utter.

‘Please tell me what can I do for you?’ he asked.

‘Everything,’ I said

What was I saying?

‘Err...I meant what are you doing here?’


‘Ha ha! What do you mean? Exactly the same thing you are doing here,’ he smiled.


‘No, I mean you seem to be on duty. Uniform and all!’


Oh my God, Riya. Really? You have just met him. Try to be better than that.

‘Actually,  I  have  been  assigned  to  buy  a  few  paintings  for  our Officers’ Mess but honestly I know nothing about paintings. So, you see, I was struggling to find the perfect pieces, and, trust me, firing bullets are a lot easier.’  He  gazed  at  me  expectantly  and  I  realized  that  I  should  laugh because he was being funny and looked damn cute saying all those things.


I laughed. Maybe a little too much but he looked pleased.

‘I am sorry, I’ve just been talking about myself,’ he said.


‘Oh, no problem. I am Riya and I am doing B.Tech in computer science from Delhi College of Engineering. And we are here for...err...an educational excursion.’ Well, telling him about our bunking would be embarrassing.

‘That is so nice. Riya, could you please help me buy a few paintings. I am sure you possess great taste in art and culture,’ he asked very politely, and I could not have said no.

If only he truly knew about my taste in art, he would have surely looked for an alternative. But I knew how to shop, how to find the hidden marvels at every street side shop and finding the right kind of exclusive looking items at a throw away price from little shanties. These were just some exquisite-looking overly priced paintings.


I was confident of doing a good job there.


I needed to ditch my friends. Buying the paintings would take some time and my friends were in no mood to wait. It was better to work in peace than tolerate their taunts for helping out a stranger in uniform, even though it was technically service to the nation, I was helping a soldier after all. I also had an urge to be with him and that meant I needed to get rid of my friends.

I was not a desperate girl wandering around looking for love, or the kind of girl who would ditch her friends over a guy, but I was just not myself at the time. I was elated, overjoyed and maybe a little dreamy too. Maybe this happens to everyone who falls in love or perhaps this is how love at first sight is supposed to be. Although I did not recognize my exact feelings at the time,  I was  happy  at the  thought  of being  with  him.  It’s  not  that  I am promoting the concept of blind dates or dating strangers who could turn out to be psycho killers, but this was different.

It was like I had known him over the centuries and had longed for him forever. It sounds flimsy, but it happens, that’s all I can say about it. Hanging out with him seemed like a very nice idea at the time.

If only I would have known, that that little interaction was going to change my life very soon...

I asked my friends to give us some space. Manisha, another friend of mine, laughed and said, ‘What? Now you are already leaving us for him?’



‘Go, please,’ I pleaded. She blinked at me.

‘Goooo, just go and take everyone along with you. Okay?’ She hugged me and waved goodbye. That was easy.
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2. College Life
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Our dalliance with the colours on those canvases began. It is amazing how each painting has a language of its own. How pink, blue and red evokes passion in your heart and agitates you to the very core, and how brown and black smeared ruthlessly on the canvas can make you sad and disturbed. Art has a language of its own. Perhaps that is the reason why the Neanderthals painted their caves beyond the boundaries of language and created a simple world.  How  many  stories  and  emotions  those  little  caves  might  hold,  I wonder!

It was magical. Sometimes we would talk about how the painter had done injustice to a particular painting and how it felt incomplete. At other times, we would just stand transfixed before another painting, appreciating every single colour and emotion that it held. Finally, he ended up buying five beautiful contemporary abstract paintings for his Officers’ Mess.

Right then, the reality hit me hard that we were still strangers and might never meet again.

But life is pretty mysterious. And sometimes, a chance encounter can change the course of your life without you even realizing it. Such chance encounters, with powers to alter the course of your life and change you as a person, are not very common, but when it happens it is more powerful than a nuclear bomb. Such chance encounters might birth myths and legends for generations to muse over.

Do you believe in such stories? I did not, until I witnessed it
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