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To my grandma,
who won’t be able to read this book, because she is no longer with us.
Had she been here, she would have loved listening to me read it to her, translating every line into Sindhi – the language she understood best. And then, with her gentle half-smile and half-understanding expressions, she would have looked at me with faith, pride, and love in her eyes, paused, and said, “Suthi aa.”
Miss you, Dadi...

Be it a weakness, it deserves some praise,
We love the play place of our early days,
The scene is touching and the heart in stone
That feels not at the sight, and feels at none;
The wall on which we tried our graving skills,
The very name we carved subsisting still,
The bench on which we sat while deep-employed,
Though mangled, hacked and hewed, not yet destroyed;
The little ones unbuttoned, glowing hot,
Playing our games and on the very spot;
The pleasing spectacle at once excites
Such recollection of our own delights,
That viewing it, we seem almost to obtain
Our innocent, sweet, simple years again.

— William Cowper, from “Tirocinium; or, A Review of Schools”

I hope this book tells you that it’s okay to be confused, to overthink, to mess things up – because somewhere between all that, you mostly find yourself.
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Growing up is a very confusing process.

One day, you’re sure about everything. The next day, you’re questioning your career, your feelings, your decisions... and sometimes even your own logic.

This book lives exactly in that confusion. Because somewhere between bad decisions, emotional overthinking, and “I’ll deal with it later” moments... life happens.

This book is about that space. The space where we don’t understand our own feelings, we take advice from friends and still stay confused, we miss people but don’t call them, and we are absolutely sure about our future... until we are not.

It is about friendships, the silly and irreplaceable kind that feel like forever... until life happens. It is about choices that don’t come with guarantees. It is about overthinking and the strange habit of complicating things that are actually quite simple.

And yes, it is also about love. Not the perfect, movie-type love. Rather the awkward and slightly confusing kind that doesn’t always arrive with clarity.

No life lessons promised. But you might quietly find a few.

Basically, you will find real life.

If you’ve ever overthought something simple, avoided a difficult conversation, or realised something important a little too late, welcome. You’re going to feel at home here.

Cheers,
Mamta
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We Were Just Sixteen

“I have only two desires in my life,” Arman said, suddenly sounding very serious.

“Oh really?” I tilted my head and asked, “And what are they?”

“First, I want to keep my mom very happy.”

I smiled. “Yeah, that one was obvious. Anyone who knows you can guess that. You love your mom more than anything, right?”

“Right,” he nodded. “I just want to give her the happiness she deserves.”

“Of course, Mr. Mumma’s Boy,” I laughed. “So what’s the second wish?”

“That one,” he said, looking away, “I can’t tell you.”

I stared at him. “Wait, are you blushing?”

“No, I’m not.”

“You totally are,” I giggled a little. “Since when do we keep secrets from each other, huh? Haven’t we always shared everything? Our thoughts, daily routines, wishes, stupid dreams, all of it?” I leaned closer. “Come on. Now tell me.”

But he just smiled and stayed quiet. And for the first time, I wondered if there was something he wasn’t ready to tell me.

That thought felt strange. Arman and I had grown up together. Same school, same classrooms, same after-school walks home. Somewhere between home-works and annual day rehearsals, he had quietly become an inseparable part of my everyday life.

He was friendly with everyone but reserved at heart. He didn’t reveal his emotions easily. In fact, very few people ever got to see what he truly felt. I was one of those few. Maybe that’s why I valued our friendship so much.

He wasn’t the kind of boy who demanded attention. Mid-sized, slightly dark, with small yet observant eyes, he carried himself just like any other boy of his age – carefree. There wasn’t anything extraordinary about him.

And yet, he was close to me. He loved spending time with me (I could sense it). In fact, I loved it too. After school, we would sit for hours, talking about nothing and everything. He was notorious in his own harmless way, teasing me, pulling my leg, making me laugh, but underneath all that mischief, he was deeply sensitive.

“Actually, I’m not sure whether I’ll be able to achieve it or not,” he said, clearly trying to avoid my eyes. “So don’t force me. Let’s talk about something else.”

By then, I was almost certain something serious was going on. Arman never hid things from me. Never.

“Come on,” I said, not ready to let it go. “Why are you talking like this? Tell me. Maybe I can help you. After all, we’re buddies, right? And you know I’ll do whatever I can for you. I promise.”

But the look on his face told me he wasn’t going to say anything.

Slightly irritated, I turned away and took a deep breath, trying to calm myself.

“I want to marry you,” he wrote on a piece of paper and passed it to me. (Yaa right. He couldn’t say it out loud, but he could definitely write it down).

It was around six in the evening, towards the end of September, and there was no electricity in the room. Thanks to the faint twilight sneaking in through the window and playing hide-and-seek with the shadows, the room was only semi-lit. 

The room was simple – just a few benches, a blackboard, a small bookshelf, and of course, the two of us, sitting there like idle fools in a twenty-by-fifteen-foot space. It was our usual maths tuition classroom.

That day, neither our teacher, Mr. Sharma, nor any other student turned up. Just us, two supposedly obedient students who had actually shown up on time.

After a while, it struck me that we really were obedient, in our own strange ways. I was obedient in friendship (always ready to do anything to help him achieve his dreams). And he was obedient in love (how could he possibly see the ‘love of his life’ upset? Please. Obviously, he had to say it.)

My eyes widened, and something inside me paused for a second. Did he really just say marry? 

Pretending nothing had changed, though something, very quietly, had, I broke the silence. “Marry? What? Really? I mean... why?” 

He struggled for a second, as if every single cell in his body was dancing with nervousness and excitement, yet on the outside he didn’t move an inch. He didn’t even maintain eye contact. It was clearly visible that it took real effort for him to speak up. Maybe his heart was shouting out loud, but softly, lovingly, nervously, he said, “Because... I... I love you, you fool!” 

“Why?” I asked again.

“What?”

“I mean... since when?” I corrected myself quickly, pretending I wasn’t actually the fool in this situation.

He leaned back, trying very hard to look relaxed. “Not sure... maybe from the day I got to know you.”

There was a long silence in the room. My mind was still stuck on that one word – Marriage.

I had expected something softer, something safer... maybe an “I like you,” or at the most, an “I love you.” But this? This was a straight jump to wedding bells.

Good God! We were just sixteen. In eleventh standard. Still asking each other for homework and extra pens. And my best friend was talking about marriage. I mean, yes, this was the age of dramatic feelings like attraction, infatuation, blah blah. But marriage?

However, I broke the prolonged silence with what was probably the silliest question I could have asked. “Wasn’t it a joke?”

He looked at me, almost offended. “Do you think I would joke about something like this?”

I was taken aback. The seriousness in his voice unsettled me. Trying to steady myself, I asked, a little more carefully this time, “And... what if you’re not able to fulfil this dream?”

He didn’t think twice. “I would rather die,” he said calmly.

That scared me more than
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