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Walking down the lustrous stairs, I was busy walking towards my lavish black car. Today the day was special for me. I should be glad but having smile on my face is the costliest ornament for me. Happiness is the pounding heart on my chest but it caged inside my ribcage. I was lost stepping down stairs frequently to prevent my heart to tremble my legs. Open weather and chill winds had already seized me. 

‘Mr. Anand’ A strange voice halted my steps. The sound was soft and rich. I stopped because it was the second time a girl called me Mr. Anand. I paused a bit.  

‘Mr. Anand! I am here, just behind you,’ she insisted her presence. ‘Please turn around’ She added. She was gasping like she had followed me a mile’s distance. 

I turned in the heroic way and astonished to find her. She was gorgeous enough to catch the sight of the crowds. She had the layer of make up to accentuate slim body. Her long bony fingers and a blade of eyes made close to a perfect physique.

‘Sir! I want to talk to you,’ she requested in soothing voice. She wore a hard-rectangular batch of NORTH NEWS around her neck and had the tangy style of speaking.

‘Is there anything to talk about me?’ I declared in rich confident voice. I was adroit in avoiding such questions.  

‘Yeah, absolutely you are the great revolutionary guy,’ she announced. ‘The great revolutionary man I have ever seen in my life.’

‘Really? What do you want Ms. Pooja kumari?’ I got straight to the purpose. She wore the black tight fitted dress with full sleeves to cover her hands properly. Her identity batch was moving continuously like pendulum with the strong cool wind. She was looking adorable and affirm as well. She was agile may be faster than kangaroo.

‘Sir! How do you know my name?’ She asked with the surprised face.

‘Just by seeing your batch,’ I answered cleverly.

‘Oh, you are too smart even more than my expectations Mr. Anand,’ she said to me in seducing language, like to calm the environment. 

So, what can I do for you? I said again to her in normal voice.

‘Actually, I am the editor of NORTH NEWS in Mussoorie. I have listened lot of news about your new book Revolutionary Love and keen to know about the success story of your book. Moreover, I also want to know about you. I want to publish an article regarding your success in our newspaper. It would become an inspiration for many people who fail in their real love and life.’

Why should I share my personal story with people who didn’t even bother in real life?  Why I should. I was struggling with my thoughts like each and everyday and Pooja was explaining her reason continuously.

‘I want to take your interview hardly for two hours,’ she requested and begged. ‘Just two hours to get familiar with you.’ 

She was speaking non-stop to get me ready for the interview and I was confused within me. When someone tries to dominate on you, be silent and calm, take a deep breathe and move away but not in case of girls. Finally, I bent my knees in front of the almighty girl. She was doing altercation and I accepted it quietly.

‘Okay come with me,’ I said to her in sympathetic low voice.

The climate was not clear that day. The clouds were wandering over our heads. The beauty and climate of Mussoorie had close emotions within me. The clouds were thundering and, in a moment, rain started, failed the prediction of Weather department.  The rain was heavy so we opened an umbrella while walking down the slippery black wet stairs. I was moving ahead slowly and slowly but she was moving swiftly even with the 5 inches heels. Why was she in so much hurry? She was excited more than more. Of course, she was a reporter and her attributes were the great evidence for me. The giant drops of rain were killing us from back, forcing us to keep moving.

‘I am going to Dehradun. Will you join me?’ I asked. ‘And you can take my interview till we reach the Dehradun. It would take hardly two and half hour to reach there. You can take my interview on our way to reach there.’

‘Of course, why not sir!’ She delighted.

Ms. Pooja Kumari was too excited to take my interview so she didn’t deny me.

In a few seconds, the driver came towards us in the black lustrous luxurious car. He halted the car in the front of the end of the auditorium’s stairs and opened its lavish gate. I was trying to close the umbrella but it was stucked somewhere. Ms. Pooja snatched it from me and closed it immediately. I was thinking whether she is powerful or I am weak. Yes, these types of poor thoughts were teasing me in the bad weather. She buttoned the umbrella and handover it to the driver.

We took the back seat of the car. I sat at the left and she was on my right. The driver closed the door and took his seat immediately. He accelerated and killed the rain drops with the first gear. He was driving the car on the dangerous hilly road of Mussoorie. The weather was translucent enough to see cars on the slippery black road. The voice of the rain and accelerating speed were soothing our ears and except this everything else was silent. I was counting stones on the little mountain instead of talking with her. I was used to it as I had lived most of my life here. I had seen the good and bad at the same place. How could a boy busy in his own thoughts even a beautiful girl was sitting beside him? Yes, I have the worst quality to ignore girls and I don’t want to talk about that. Not because I hated the girls but because I never spent much time with the girls.  

‘Would you like a cup of hot chocolate coffee?’ She asked and smiled. She was looking for the unanswered questions in her mind.

I was still wandering in my own dreams and looking outside through toughened glass on which, the rain drops were fighting with each other for survival. The rain drops were creating a rhythm on the tough condensed glass.

‘Yeah sure,’ I said and break my line of deep thoughts. My eyes were in pain, controlling the flood of tears. I was good enough to hide my tears.

‘Do you like chocolate coffee?’ She asked hoping for a positive response. I could see hope in her sparkling eyes.

‘No! I don’t like chocolate coffee,’ I answered.  ‘Instead I like the hot chocolate coffee’ and I burst into the loud laughter to hide my pain and tears. She smiled and frightened at the same time. My reactions confused people sometimes.

‘Oh exactly,’ she mumbled and smiled gently. Maybe she was thinking about my strange behaviour. She was confused with my abrupt switch in emotions.

‘You have written a wonderful book title ‘Revolutionary Love’ and broken all the records,’ she delighted. ‘So, becoming author was your dream, passion or something else?’ She added.

‘No, it was not my dream nor my passion. I never wrote a single line before. It was my madness to become successful in life,’ I completed my answer in one go. ‘People care for success not for your presence. Having a pure soul is boon these days.’

‘Yeah but I didn’t understand Mr. Anand,’ She said, looking for more elaboration. ‘Madness? In which sense,’ 

I was talking formally and she was trying to talk in an informal way. I was still stubborn with the formal way and yes, there was a long story behind my formal attitude.

While taking the sip of the hot chocolate coffee I answered, ‘Madness is nothing but to follow, listen and speak to our heart. Our mind and heart have different opinions & dreams. Once we understand our heart, we convert our passion into madness,’ I continued in a psychological manner and took the one long deep breathe.

She was astonished with my answer even she never listened this type of answer from an author. It was breathe taking moment for her. She was writing each and every statement in her diary while taking the large sip of hot chocolate coffee. The condensed fog was coming from our mouth, depicting the chill weather.

‘Wonderful sir, I really have a nice day with you. So, can you please tell me about your family members,’ She questioned eagerly. ‘Like where they live and what they do?’

‘They were. I am orphan now. I lost my parents a long ago,’ I said in low tone. I was not in the mood of giving any interview but her attention was alluring me to do so.

‘Oh sorry, my intention was not to hurt you, she apologized. Yes, everyone has this dialogue ready when they hurt each other and we were also the same culprit with the same statement.

‘Why did you choose the title of this book Revolutionary love? Is there any special reason,’ she questioned and switched the topic quickly. In spite of being reporter, her girl attributes were dominating on herself rather than being a right reporter.

‘Yeah absolutely it has. Everyone does love. They smell the love from closeness. They feel the love from the same soul, heart and voice but what will happen if a lover doesn’t get his love then it would become revolutionary love and my story is revolving around this orbit,’ I said in my revolting voice.

She could see the tears of pain in my eyes and excited to listen the answers of remaining questions because I was answering each and every question in a psychological manner.

The rain was falling heavily and we were on our way in a beautiful black car doing conversation with each other with the hot chocolate coffee. I was still looking outside the car into the deep hills and trying to hear the echoed sound of silence with my psychological mind.

‘So, this love story revolves around your psychological answers?’ she questioned sarcastically and laughed out loud. Her sarcasm level was good like other girls and her deep black eyes were saying each and everything.

‘Oh absolutely, I said with the wide smile and took a careful sip of hot coffee. Sometimes I wandered in my own thoughts and trying to explain everything to my mind but heart was halting me very well to dominate over my mind.

‘Who was your inspiration to write this story? Is there anything special?’ she asked while cleaning the icy foam on her light lips with the red handkerchief. She had the diary in her hand and writing each and everything like a stenographer with the bonny hands.

‘There was no one,’ I lied beautifully. ‘But still I used my pain to write this story. I never thought of becoming a writer but the pain inside my heart lured me to write about my pain in each and every nerves of my heart. Otherwise my heart would get burst out leaving death for me and nothing else. So, I used the ink like blood to express my thoughts in front of the whole world. I used my agony to write this book,’ I added the sentences continuously to convince her and trying to control the flood of tears from my lonely eyes.

She had seen the pain in my eyes. We both got quite in the car. May be out driver Khan Uncle was listening to our conversation.

‘What happened Mr. Anand?’ she asked me when I was wiping the tears. She was saying me Mr. Anand and this was paining more than anything else. I told her to say me Anand only.

‘Nothing Ms. Pooja! Tell, from, where are you? Tell me about your family members,’ I questioned to change atmosphere inside the car. All the windows were closed and it was creating suffocation in the car. It was dumping our mind. I opened the window swiftly to feel the fresh cold air with some rain droplets.

‘Nothing much, I have a nuclear family with retired father, a housewife mom and a younger brother. Basically I am from ludhiyana, Punjab the state of five rivers. I was here to attend and capture the celebrating moments of your book.’

‘Oh, that’s great,’ I said to her in low pitch sound. ‘You have a happy family.’

‘Yeah absolutely.’

‘Have you loved someone in your life? Do you have any boyfriend?’ I asked her in simple voice which crashed the voice of the rain.

‘Yeah, I have a boyfriend. I love him too much. Even he is my life,’ she said in the delighted voice.

‘Oh! So now it’s too significant for you to read the story of my book,’ I insisted.

‘Yeah absolutely. Can you please tell me about your story? I want to listen it from the author himself Mr. Anand. I will tell everyone that I heard the story of revolutionary love from Mr. Anand with the hot chocolate coffee in a car on the Mussoorie hills with the heavy rain outside,’ she requested like a child stubborn for the toys. I already said she was good enough to insist me to do anything.

‘Yeah why not! We have enough time to cover the story very well. Maybe you will like it and understand it well, I hoped in the calm voice and finished the last sip of my hot chocolate coffee.
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I am Careless

‘Mom! Please spread more butter on bread,’ I requested my mom while opening palm in front of her just like a poor beggar.

The butter was lavishly spread on the soft brown bread. She spreaded more butter eve more than I asked for. My mom took some crystal cube of sugar with her soft weak fingers and sprinkled it on the bread carelessly. It was my favorite breakfast, soft brown bread with the thick slice of butter and large amount of sugar over it but my mother loved it more than that. I never bored with the same breakfast in life.

‘It’s too much butter, I would get fat day by day,’ I mumbled to myself.

Finding my black shoes was my everyday activity like other children. I was much careless about my things. Sometimes I hide things and forget. 

‘Where’s my shoes Mom? can you please help me to find out my black shoes,’ I asked formally to my mom while seeing here and there in the hall.

‘Where did you place it last time?’ my Mom yelled sarcastically.

‘I really don’t know mummy. I have forgotten as I was much tired after my cricket match,’ I said in my proud voice. I was answering each and everything straight on the face of my mother. Mother is the one who can change the phase of your life. I was good at inside but failed to express emotions in front of people. I loved
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