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For my Bluebird
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who taught me to keep walking,

even when no light was in sight.

“What we have once enjoyed we can never lose

for all that we love deeply becomes a part of us.”

— Helen Keller
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Preface
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I did not plan to write this book.

It began the night silence stopped feeling like peace.

When my mother—my Bluebird—left, the world kept moving, but I didn’t.

Everything familiar suddenly needed translation: light, sound, morning, breath.

For a long time, I thought grief was something to survive.

But over months of unspoken prayers and ordinary days,

I realized it was something to live with—like air, invisible but constant.

This book grew from that realization.

The poems that follow are not eulogies.

They are small records of how a home learns to breathe again—

how the rooms, the rituals, and even the silence start to listen back.

They are also about what remains when love has done its job:

the quiet courage to keep the lights on.

I call her Bluebird because the name lets her stay in flight.

It gives her freedom from the body that failed her,

and gives me language to speak without breaking.

But every feather in these pages is hers.

If you have ever lost someone who taught you how to live,

I hope this book reminds you that love doesn’t end—

it just changes the way it speaks.
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Prologue 
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When the Soul Leaves Before the Heart Breaks

Night spilled across the walls,

when I found her.

A flickering flame,

snuffed out before the dawn.

The room was still warm,

but she was cold —

cold in a way that made the air forget how to carry breath.

I touched her,

and winter folded itself into my fingers.

My soul felt the silence first,

long before the lights painted truth,

on her blue lips.

Grief has strange rituals.

It arrives quietly,

like a thief slipping through cracks,

stealing warmth before you realize what’s missing.

I stood there —

half woman, half shadow —

waiting for the earth to open

and swallow me whole.

But the floor never broke.

It made me stand,

the way daughters always do.

She was my fiercest critic —

the voice that sharpened me

when the world would have left me soft.

She was my first teacher —

correcting every word,

guiding every step,

even when I stumbled against her rules.

But she was also my loudest cheerleader —

clapping for the smallest victories,

as if every broken piece of me

was still something to be proud of.

I called Papa,

my voice stitched in fragments —

“Come home.”

He asked why.

I didn’t answer.

Some truths feel heavier when spoken aloud —

as if naming them

would make the universe listen.

After that,

I became a ghost in my own skin.

Tears traced their way down my face,

but I never cried —

not the way hearts are supposed to break.

I moved through the mourning like someone

watching from behind glass —

folding hands,

pouring tea,

pressing flowers into the creases of goodbye.

They dressed her in suhagan red —

sindoor still resting in her parted hair,

glass bangles singing softly

as if she was only sleeping.

A bride to life,

a bride to death —

wearing love in every shade

even when the world called her gone.

Nobody tells you,

that grief isn’t loud.

It’s the empty spaces

that hurt the most —

the hollow in the bed,

the missing clink of bangles,

the half-finished cup of tea still resting on the kitchen slab.

Almost three years now,

and the world calls it time.

But I still carry her in every breath —

hidden beneath smiles,

folded inside laughter.

They say grief becomes smaller —

but they never tell you

how the ache stays the same size.

how the missing still pulses,

in every second she’s not here.

Papa still walks through the house,

like he’s afraid to touch her absence.

And I —

I’m still looking for pieces of her in reflections,

hoping I’ll find her in the curve of my smile

or the way I tie my hair.

Maa...

if you’re out there,

pressed between the sky and the wind —

know that I carry you—

in every breath I don’t cry,

in every prayer I haven’t finished,

in every piece of me,

that still waits to break.

and in every word I’ve ever written,

that you aren’t here to read.

(June 2022)
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PART I
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THE SILENCE AFTER

When memory still breathes in every room.
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A Letter I wrote in my Sleep
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I saw you in my dream,

laughing, scolding,

arguing over nothing—

just like we used to.

You felt like a warm hug

I’ve been missing for years.

And for once,

I forgot.

I forgot you’re gone.

When I woke,

the air still smelled like you.

Life felt whole again.

The ache went quiet.

For a moment,

I almost heard your voice—

an echo from forever ago.

Then the world caught up.

The dead don’t give warm hugs.

The dead don’t talk.

And grief—

reopened by a dream

that let me hold you

for one heartbeat more.

If only dreams could last forever.

If only you could write back.
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The Silent Weight
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Home used to be the place

I went to recover—

the place that exhaled when I walked in,

as if it had been saving warmth just for me.

It waited for me—

not to be fixed,

not to be managed,

but to pamper me

in the quiet ways only a mother knows.

It was the last place

where I was still allowed to be a child.

But now...

It has joined the long list

of things that need me to hold them up.

I walk in thinking I’ll lay my burdens down,

and instead I find new ones waiting.

Bluebird once took the weapons from my hands.

Now the house looks at me

as if I’m expected to carry more—

as if rest is a luxury

I no longer qualify for.

Somewhere in that shift,

I lost the only place

where I was allowed to be soft.

The warmth that once waited for me

now waits from me—

as if comfort is something

I must manufacture.

The table that once offered delicacies

now lays out quiet lists of chores—

each one calling my name

like a duty I never asked for.

And the arms I used to melt into

have become a familiar hollowness—

a silence that expects me

to be the strong one,

to keep walking,

to keep carrying,

even when I’m the one

who needs to be held.

––––––––
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So...

I gather the responsibilities into my arms—

not because I’m fearless,

but because no one
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