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I didn’t set out to write love stories.

I set out to write about loss. About the way a whisper travels farther than a scream. About how memory ferments, quietly, like pickles in forgotten kitchens. About what we are forced to leave behind, and what follows us anyway.

But love has its own way of showing up—in the fold of a banana leaf, in the torn corner of a saree blouse, in a train that almost stopped, and in the spaces where language fails and touch begins.

These thirty stories are not about perfect endings.
They are about rain that arrived too late.
Letters that were never sent.
Kisses that had no place to land.
And yet—love was there. Always. In ruins. In resistance. In rhythm.

These stories belong to no one, and everyone.

Maybe they are yours, too.

— Fazal
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What happens when love doesn’t fit inside marriage halls, temple rituals, or caste boundaries?

What remains when no one remembers the names?

This book is a gathering of stories that were never officially archived—because love doesn’t always make it to the panchayat records, nor does it wear a mangalsutra or sign its name in ink.

Each story comes from a different corner of the South: from the banks of the Chalakkudy river, the backwaters of Thiruvananthapuram, the alleyways of Madurai, the rain-soaked rooftops of Coimbatore.

These are not urban romances. These are stories soaked in jasmine oil and protest, stories that smell of rasam, rain, gunpowder, and longing.

The language here isn’t just Tamil or Malayalam or Telugu—it’s the language of absence, of unspoken yearning, of rituals undone.

You may find yourself in these pages.
Or someone you almost loved.
Or someone who almost loved you.
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1. Where the Dust Settles, She Waits
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In the half-light between afternoon and evening, Parvathi sat on the stone veranda, her legs folded neatly beneath the faded border of her cotton saree. The wind carried the scent of drying cow dung and wet clothes from the washing line, mingled with a memory she couldn’t name.

The dust never truly left the village of Nerur. It lived in the folds of curtains, in the skin between toes, in the corners of prayer rooms where old gods slept. And in that dust, Parvathi waited.

She had waited for eleven years, four months, and some scattered days that no calendar accounted for.

Not always on purpose.

But like turmeric stains on steel tumblers, some habits stayed even after washing.

Once, Venu had stood right there on that same veranda, palms open, words falling out of his mouth like coins dropped too quickly:
"I’ll be back after the harvest season in Erode. Two months."
She had laughed at him then—he was a man who could not find his sandals without help, and here he was making travel plans.

Still, she packed him pickle in a bottle wrapped in yesterday’s newspaper.

He left in slippers and a white veshti.

He never returned.

No letter. No telegram. No funeral.

Only the silence.

And the dust.

Parvathi told no one. Not her sister in Coimbatore. Not the village council. Not even the priest who came every Thursday to collect leftover ghee.

She told herself he had been swallowed by something bigger than explanation.

Maybe a train.
Maybe a woman.
Maybe himself.

But still, she kept the veranda clean.

Every evening, she swept the red oxide floor with a broom made of coconut veins and sat down just before the light changed. The time of day when you could still lie to yourself.

The children in the village called her Thalli, though she had no child of her own.

They said she was strange, always watching the road like someone expecting a guest who lost their way. One boy dared to ask her once, “What are you waiting for?”

She smiled and said, “Dust takes time to settle.”

There was a boy who came by every Friday now.

A milk vendor with cracked heels and a good singing voice. He always lingered longer than necessary.

“Thalli, shall I bring some ginger next time? It helps with the knees.”

She would nod, never looking up.

He didn’t know about Venu. He didn’t ask.

That made him kind.

One day, an old man arrived at the bus stop, wearing a veshti and a checked towel over his shoulder.

He looked like everyone and no one.

He asked for Parvathi’s house. He said he had known Venu.

She offered him tea in a cracked tumbler and did not ask why he came now.

“I saw him once in Trichy,” the man said, looking at the floor. “He was selling glass bangles on the roadside. Looked thin. Like someone who forgot how
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