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Chapter 1 Me Starting Out
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Before I start—

Time isn’t linear. We’d think it is. We follow it minute by minute, hour after hour, and day after day. So, we’d think it would be one long string of experiences, actions and circumstances actively played or consciously thought out; or negligently forgotten or even frivolously frittered away.

Some, we’ve taken responsibility for. Others, we’ve borne the blame. Yet others have been choices we’ve thoughtlessly made and yet smugly congratulated ourselves for. Some choices have been made for us and, in retrospect, were the right ones. The list is endless. An endless series of possibilities and opportunities—simply Life.

Hindsight is 20–20. Haven’t we all heard that? If only I’d known…I would’ve done it differently.

But—

But what if that isn’t really true?

What if we could change every choice we’ve made consciously or unconsciously, willingly or not? What if we could walk back through our lives and tweak, nudge and shove our choices in a different direction? Where would we be? Right where we are now? In a different place?

I’d like to think that even if we weren’t right where we are, we’d still be just who we are. Whatever life gave us, we’d have played it the same way, because I think we only become what we’ve always been.

I’d like to try an experiment.

Walk back through my life, and do the tweaking, nudging or shoving, as required. Change decisions to change circumstances, live different lives.

See if it is who you are that really makes your life what it is.

Just to make sure, I’m going on this adventure.

And you’re coming with me.

As I write this, there will be me, the one living this life. And there will be Anahita, the one who will live all the other lives I would have, take all the other paths on life’s forks. In fact, there will be many Anahitas with all the different choices that she, we, could have made.

Obviously, the paths I’ll be treading, as I come to the forks, will be coloured by who I am today. I’ll probably walk roughshod over all my qualms and distress, tone down the enthusiasm and bubbles, and sneer at the self-important ego that actually led me to make decisions I have made. But adventures are a bit like that, aren’t they? The “I’m invincible, and I’ll handle it!” attitude.
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So…Where does this begin?

My first fork in the road.

I’m going to stick to the choices I’ve consciously made, not those I’ve had thrust upon me, otherwise, there will be way too many.

And I will begin at a point in time when I was allowed to make my choices. Not too young, but not too old either. Just at the cusp of adulthood, and yet, feeling the insouciance of my teenage years.

It starts in my room. Painted blue. Posters of Madonna and Wham!, and A-Ha on the walls. A room we shared, my sister and I, for over 10 years. In Chennai, India. Back in those days, it was Madras. Beautiful nostalgia. Happy adolescence. All the joys and the pangs and the drama of growing up. Growing up safe. Growing up super confident. The building blocks, the DNA of my life, of me.

In India, in the late 80s, Madras (as it was then called) was a metropolis in name, a provincial town at heart. Traditional values. Watchful eyes. Well-meaning yet nosy adults. Was Madras everything a teenager or a young adult would need, yet offered none of what a teenager would want? I wonder now.

I honestly had a good, better than good, adolescence. Enthusiastic about my studies, enjoying my activities, things came easily to me…for want of a better word—it was golden. Good friends, fun friends and even (though we had to sneak around) a couple of boyfriends.

I know you’re waiting for the But so, this is where I’ll slip it in.

But there were a lot of rules to live by.

We could hang out with friends, but to a certain extent, we should ‘be home before dark’ (which in India is around half past six p.m.!).

Friends, activities and fun were great, but studying and scoring well in exams was the priority.

I was enjoying life with all the guardrails firmly fitted. So long as I conformed, it was fine. This is what perhaps imperceptibly, yet firmly, nudged me towards dreaming of escape. And France.

Yet what did I know? A version of the truth that I’d been told. My strict upbringing was as much of a help as a hindrance. As much as these guardrails, the preconceived notions and my upbringing would have allowed me to smoothly navigate in a familiar environment, it probably left me disoriented and bewildered in a society with different values, in a game where the rules had changed.

In France, I would become a compass with no needle.

So, Madras.

I was 17. I’d just finished my second year at uni. B.A. Sociology. A great college, a good course, and motivating teachers. Lots to do. College lessons. French classes at the Alliance Française. NCC Navy classes and camps. Going sailing at weekends. Seeing friends. Helping out at the local animal shelter. Beach picnics with the family.

Sunday morning, late breakfasts at the drive-in at Woodlands, where we’d park the car under the shade of broad leafy trees and enjoy idlis and dosas. Mum, Dad, my sis and my dog and I. As I said, it was golden.

And then, a letter.

Or rather, a letter-bomb. Because when it exploded, life as I knew it, innocent and carefree, life as I knew it, was over.

I’d been waiting for it. Hoping for it. Willing it to arrive. Or maybe I’d forgotten about it. Left it to the universe. I’m no longer sure I actually remember. Memories are not just selective; they are also sometimes imaginary. So, I’m not going to commit myself here. Let’s just say that back then, I wasn’t a worrier. Not me. No sleepless nights worrying about whether will it, won’t it?

At least not for things like this, even if there was a lot of the silly romantic will it, won’t it, will he, won’t he was playing in my head. My life was full, busy, happy, and fulfilling. So this was just going to be the icing on the cake. Not the best metaphor, the icing’s actually the part of the cake I remove before eating it. Don’t much care for icing. So well, whatever.

Anyway, there it was. With a French postmark. A thick envelope stuffed with documents with the Université de Nancy 2 letterhead. And a letter saying I’d been accepted at a French university to do a course in communications. Along with a whole bunch of other documents that needed signing, stamping, and other admin messing around.

So, this letter-bomb arrived one morning when I’d been out at college. When I got home that afternoon, Mum was waiting for me with barely suppressed excitement. She handed it over and asked me to open it. Given the size of the envelope, I guessed it was good news.

After all, a rejection letter wouldn’t require so much paperwork, would it? So, I opened it up and translated the letter to my mum. I’d been accepted. If I were still interested in studying communications in France, the Université de Nancy 2 would be happy to take me on.

Wow! The high! I’d done it! I’d actually done something none of my school or college mates had done, I’d been accepted at a French university. I’d dreamed big, and the dream had come true!

Parlez-vous français?

You betcha, monsieur!

Now the waiting began for Dad to get home in the evening. And this is the mental image I still have, to this very day. Dad got home. Mum said I had something important to tell him, so he came into the room and perched on the exercise bike. Out of habit, he began pedalling as he waited for me to tell him the news. I handed over the letter to him.

“I’ve been accepted,” I said as he unfolded the letter and saw the letterhead and the text in French.

I could see the pedalling slacken and finally stop, as the penny dropped.

And he slowly leant backwards a little, like he’s trying to take in a deep breath before he says anything.

“And what do you plan to do, then?” he asks.

“Go! Of course!”

“But, you’ve just started your third and last year. And things are going well. Shouldn’t you wait a few months, graduate, and then go? Because, if I get this right, you’re going to start the whole thing again. Go back to doing a first year? And lose out on this BA degree.”

He was right, of course. Absolutely. That is what I should’ve done. Waited, graduated, applied again, and then gone on to do a master’s in France.

Because the whole exercise was going to be expensive. They’d be paying my tuition, accommodation and living expenses. And the Indian rupee was way down the scale when it came to international currency exchange.

Let’s put this into perspective. This was, oh God! 30 years ago. The beginning of the 90s. France wasn’t, to be honest, it still isn’t, a likely destination for an Indian student. To start with, French isn’t one of the many native tongues of the Indians. English certainly is. A student wanting to study in the USA or the UK could avail of financial aid, scholarships, grants and student jobs.

A student who wanted to study at a French university had a harder road to walk. They had to show diplomas and certificates and sit a language exam held by the French Embassy. The results, along with the other academic results, recommendations and certificates, were then sent on to the French universities that you applied to. At that time, there were no scholarships, no links between universities in France and India, no subsidies, grants, in short, nothing!

“But Dad! They want me now! I may not be accepted next year! I mean, I did jump through quite a few hoops. And I’ve made it. I want to go!”

Dad gets off the exercise bike.

“Okay, darling. If that’s what you really want. If you’re set on it, we’ll work it out. Just think about it carefully before you decide.”

BOOM!

There it is. The tweak. Or maybe even the shove I want to give my destiny. The tipping point. This is the fork I still see so clearly.

This is what led me to France, to the university, where I had a lot of fun, made friends, learned to feel insecure, learned to fight the feeling of insecurity, learned homesickness and fought that too. Learned how easy it was to be manipulated.

Learned how important was the kindness, freely given, of strangers. Learned gratitude. Learned to make do and learned to go without. But also learned sheer freedom and the crazy, empowering feeling of holding your whole life in your hands.









Chapter 2 Anahita, a Fool For Love
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Anahita.

“Okay, darling. If that’s what you really want. If you’re set on it, we’ll work it out. Just think about it carefully before you decide.”

BOOM!

So, she thinks about it carefully. Weighs the pros and cons. A guardian angel whispers in a dream that she’ll be better off not going away, at least, not yet. Friends who congratulate her on getting the admission also ask why she’d drop out of her degree course now. She doesn’t go to France.

And destiny plays a different hand of cards.

She has many choices open to her. She’s wanted to be a journalist (hence the course in communications). She’s toyed with the idea of sitting for the exams to join the Foreign Service. She may go into advertising.

Or she will have gradually moved from being a student to becoming a teacher at the Alliance Française de Madras. And the Dean of the Sociology Department at her college has had hopes that she’ll finish a postgraduate and then go on to teach at the college where she is studying.

Which hand of cards does she choose? Dizzying heights? Journalist? Diplomat? Or something a little tamer? College professor? A French language teacher at the Alliance Française?

Looking back from her vantage point today, she knows she wouldn’t have much enjoyed the cut and thrust, the lies and omissions; the choice between the ethics and the slant to the story; the back-biting and the ruthless ambition of most of the world of journalism. So even if she had gone down that route, she would soon have veered off that course through sheer disillusionment.

Diplomat then? The political game has just as much of the cut and thrust, the lies and omissions, the ruthless ambition, and probably no choice between ethics and the national good. But still, she loves her country, she sees the greater good of it all. And she will be able to travel, see and learn more than ever.

Anahita doesn’t accept the offer at the French uni, but her dream doesn’t go away. She’s always dreamed of seeing the world, of living in the world. Not just visiting it. She doesn’t want to be a tourist. She wants to be a citizen. To feel the pulse of a new country, the cadences of another language, the dance of a new culture. Eat their food, hum their songs, make their idiosyncrasies as familiar to her as those of her own country.

Anahita’s always been a winner. In debate competitions, she would win. In extempore public speaking competitions, she would win. In short story competitions, her story would get published in a magazine.

She knows her parents will be proud of her. She wants, needs their approval. But the underlying hunger isn’t just the approval or even the prestige of the job. It is the hunger for the impossible possibilities of the big outside world.

So, let’s say, there are a few years of hard, dedicated studying and endless exams. She still sees friends, but they’ve begun living more distinct lives as well. Some have gone away to other colleges in other cities. Others have gone on to pursue their studies abroad. Yet others have moved on to other lives, other friends. And a couple of them have even got married.

Anahita is going to become a diplomat. So, these changes don’t matter. She becomes more serious, more focussed. The early days of insouciance have gone.

She learns a lot, academically, but maybe life itself isn’t really teaching her anything new.

Would she exchange her days of heady freedom and homesickness for the somewhat stifling comfort and ambition? She’ll never know.

Her first years as a civil servant are spent in India. Learning the ropes, staying on top of national and international news, politics, manoeuvrings, and making the right contacts. She enjoys these years among her peers, sharpening her wits and honing her skills. Making new friends, they are intelligent and astute. Making even a few enemies who are wily and manipulative.

And then, one day, her first posting out of the country. A junior officer in a European country. After that, slowly but surely, like a merry-go-round picking up speed, the whirlwind circus, changing countries, changing postings, changing lives.

Consulates and embassies, special committees and the UNESCO, the ASEAN. A never-ending stream of powerful truths and lies in a web so intricate, she herself has to believe in them thoroughly. Back in India, politicians and policies change, but the IFS officers themselves are the guardians of India’s doors to the world, what India shows, and what others see.

She rushes back now and then to see her parents, soak up their love, let herself just be in their serenity.

Every time she heads back to her job and her real life, it feels like leaving a calm port and rushing headlong into a storm, like a crazy ship that has either made a wrong decision or has no choice. Breakfast meetings where she eats too much and drinks too much strong coffee.

Lunch meetings where she barely has time to eat; dinners and evenings spent talking and smiling too much. Signing and counter-signing. Following orders and making split-second decisions. Negotiating, persuading, ordering and pressurising. And learning, always learning.

Woven through this heady mix, at a time when she’s in her 30s, she meets Philippe. She’s working at the Indian mission in Paris. The sexy lilt and sway of the city have cast a spell on her. The young diplomats, on posting here, generally decide to enjoy the three years in the most romantic city in the world. There are quite a few parties where the diplomats and local staff of the different services in the embassy meet.

Most of the local staff are Indian nationals, looking for a steady job which also gives them a chance to live with their own, a sort of Indian oasis right in the heart of the French capital—their comfort zone. Only a chosen few are French, mostly the ones with strong links to India, and excellent credentials in their job.

At one of these parties, in a high-rise flat with stunning views of the Seine in the 15th arrondissement of Paris, she meets Philippe. It isn’t the first time she’s seen him; he works at the embassy, and he’s a nodding acquaintance. She doesn’t really know what attracts her to him that evening.

He’s not particularly her type. Maybe it’s the alcohol creeping through her system. Maybe it’s the novelty of seeing a French face among all her countrymen and women. Maybe it’s the fact that he seems to have singled her out for the evening.

When she’ll think back later, much later, when everything has soured, and reflect on his single-minded focus, she’ll cynically tell herself that he was simply uncomfortable in the crowd, and she’d been only too happy to entertain him. But that will come later; for now, she thinks it’s because she’s special.

She ignores the curious glances and knowing looks of the other staff members, and even some warning comments from her colleagues. It’s an unspoken rule she’s breaking. Partying is fine, fraternising is good, but her diplomat colleagues seem to notice she’s crossing a further line here. Philippe is local staff, he’s French and her subordinate.

Their host, Sudhir, comes up to her, just as Philippe leaves her to get a refill.

“Anahita, are you actually trying to draw attention to yourself? Because if not, you’re doing a pretty good job of it.” His softly spoken question and paternalistic tone irritate her.

“Come on, Sudhir, are you being jealous? God knows, you’re no saint yourself!” she hisses back. “You want to talk about Mr Snug-Jeans at the club last weekend?”

Sudhir’s mouth tightens in annoyance. “Are you being purposely thick-headed? Raphael knew nothing about who I am, he was just a pretty and anonymous lay after a night out. This is different, against the rules. Philippe works at the embassy. He’s part of the damn local staff, for God’s sake. And you’ve probably guessed he’s younger than you are. You two are hardly being discreet. Do you think that no one will talk about this tomorrow?”

“Talk about what? That he and I shared a couple of drinks? That we had a chat? Stop being so patronising. This is hardly the 19th century, and a mingling of the social classes. And he’s 28. It’s not like I’m cradle-snatching!”

Philippe’s return brings an end to whatever Sudhir may have said in response. But the look he gives her as he leaves is unmistakable—you’re being a fool, Anahita. Philippe has sensed the tension between them and lifts a questioning eyebrow, though he doesn’t say anything.

She knows she’s taking a risk here, and wonders if he knows it too. She somehow doesn’t want the answer to that. She doesn’t want to burst her bubble.

Not long after, they leave together, she hopes, discreetly. They’ve had little to eat, too much to drink, the night is cold, but even a cold night in Paris is enchanting. They leave the quiet streets of the quartier and walk towards the gaudier bustle of the Champ de Mars and the Eiffel Tower.

In spite of the hour and the temperature, brightly lit shops are still open. Tourists are clicking souvenirs to post on their social media, and a few hardy late-evening roller-bladers are honing their skills. They walk briskly through a biting breeze coming off the Seine. Somewhere along the walk, he has taken her hand, and it happens so naturally that she barely notices that she’s holding on to it tightly.

“Veux-tu venir chez moi ce soir?” he suddenly asks, inviting her to his place. “It’s not as smart as Sudhir’s place, mais, c’est sympa,” he says with a somewhat mocking air.

She’s been thinking along the same lines, and she throws caution to the wind. It’s not like they’ve been followed; no one will know. She lives only a few streets away from where they are, but there’s no way she can take him there. Her housemaid would be scandalised, and by tomorrow, all the other house staff of all the other Indian diplomats would know what is going on.

The embassy grapevine is a formidable thing. For reasons of secrecy and comfort, house staff of the diplomats follow them through a good part of their career, country-hopping much the same way as their employers. Saku, her housemaid-cum-cook-cum-dictator, has been with Anahita for almost a decade now. Her children are older and studying in Indian universities.

Saku joined her service after she lost her own husband to a road accident. Her salary is comfortable, her needs are few, she lives with Anahita, and she’s able to pay the expensive tuition fees for her son and daughter. Given the nomadic lifestyle imposed on the house staff, they tend to befriend the other servants of the diplomats in the same mission.

Anahita knows that the grapevine has often worked in her favour. She’s been told of postings before they’re made official, shuffles before they’ve been announced, and has quite a bit of inside information on the personal lives of her peers. She knows that Saku is loyal, but she also knows that testing that loyalty can come at a price. Saku, like most other underworked maids, loves gossip.

Philippe, with the casualness of the French, has no such qualms. He is giving every indication that he likes her. His thumb has been moving leisurely in circles on the inside of her wrist, and now he’s looking at her with an intensity that she finds exhilarating.

“Ou habites-tu?” Where do you live?

She’s proud of her fluent French and uses it as often as she can, and always in her conversations with the local staff. Practice makes perfect, she knows that. After all, she had had a chance to come and study in France a long time ago.

“Cergy. It should take us less than an hour to get there.”

“D’accord, allons-y.”

The journey by metro and RER takes around 40 minutes. The trains are fewer, but quiet, and she enjoys the ride. Once there, Philippe leads her through the sleeping streets where only a kebab shop and a video rent shop are open. Soon, they come to a sort of plaza, surrounded by smaller buildings. The plaza is quiet, clean, with even a fountain at its centre. They enter one of the buildings fronting it.

“Third floor. And there’s no lift. I hope you aren’t too tired.”

She’s nervous, edgy, excited, but definitely not tired. She’s surprised by the pleasant, even posh interior of the building. Philippe’s apartment is similar. Thick wall-to-wall eggshell white carpets, low divans with bright Indian prints on the walls. And a huge bronze Nataraja in one corner.

There are a few cups and a glass in the sink, but otherwise, the small kitchen area is clean. There is a good-sized balcony, with a bistro table and two chairs. She slides open the bay window and steps out.

“Tu avais raison, c’est sympa chez toi,” she tells him. It’s a nice place. She turns to see him rinsing out the pot from under the coffee maker.

“Do you want a coffee? Or would you rather have something else to drink?”

“Oui, merci. Coffee’s fine.”

The Indian in her shudders to think what her mum would say about drinking a cup of coffee in the middle of the night. But this is France, and she’s living like the French.

Maybe sleeping with a Frenchman, says her mind slyly, and a shiver runs through her.

She’s going to see if they deserve their reputation.

That’s how it begins. Anahita is new to the seduction game. She has always been too busy working and climbing the ladder. Philippe’s typically French, self-assured flirting is irresistible. And he is relentless. Working in such close proximity means it’s impossible to avoid him, and she is thrilled by his pursuit. No one at the embassy notices, or at least that is what she tells herself. She even refuses a couple of business trips, because she’s addicted to their meetings.

When Philippe hears this, he is displeased.

“Anahita, ma belle indienne. You can’t do that! You’ve fought hard for your posting, don’t give up now. This is important…your career is important. Moi, je t’attends, toujours.”

I’ll always wait for you.

It warms her to think that he cares about her sacrifices, her hard work, and her career.

A few months later, on a Friday afternoon, he bursts into her office.

“This evening you aren’t going home,” he announces.

As usual, her heart beats a little faster when he’s so close. She thinks of all the things his hands do to her and feels a little breathless.

“Et pourquoi pas, Mr Perron? Why not? Is there going to be a kidnapping?” she asks, smiling coquettishly.

“Tu verras. I’ll see you at the train station, the Gare St Lazare at half past six.”

And before she can ask him anything more, he’s gone. He’s barely left her office when a slight knock announces one of the local staff of her service. She can’t help wondering if they’ve been overheard.

She arrives at the Gare St Lazare station with a few minutes to spare. Given the rush hour and the hundreds of commuters, she wonders how she’ll even spot Philippe. The train station also carries the Parisian population out of the city towards the greener, sweeter pastures of the Normandy region at weekends, and the crowds at the station every Friday evening are chaotic.

She begins to think that she’s been a bit rash. What if someone from the embassy spots her? What is she going to tell them? But she’s hardly been there a few minutes when he taps her on the shoulder before picking her up bodily and twirling her around.

“I was wondering how I was going to find you in this crowd,” she says breathlessly, even as she looks around a little furtively, hoping no one she knows has seen the embrace.

“Je te retrouverai n ’importe ou, ma belle indienne.” I’d find you anywhere.

And suddenly, at that moment, she feels a twinge of uncertainty. He has meant it as a promise, but she has somehow heard it like a threat.

The feeling is gone as swiftly as it appeared.

“So, are you going to tell me what the surprise is?”

The changing trains on the display board have caught his attention. He takes hold of her hand and pulls her along.

“Allez, viens. I’ll tell you once we’re on the train, we don’t want to miss it.”

“On the train? Philippe, wait—”

But he isn’t listening. He’s weaving through the crowds and she hurries along, afraid she’ll lose sight of him.

He pauses briefly to validate their tickets before hurrying off again. On the platform, she has just enough time to see it’s a train heading for Evreux, in Normandy.

“We’ve been invited by my parents. We’re spending the weekend there,” he announces excitedly once they are seated.

“Your parents?” She is stunned.

Philippe has often talked about his family, but there has never been any indication that he has wanted her to meet them.

“Mais oui! They’ve been impatient to meet you. I’ve been talking about you for these past few months, ma belle indienne.”

This is where you tell him, Anahita, she thinks to herself. This is where you tell him, you’ve been sleeping with him for the sake of an exciting adventure. Because he’s sexy and he’s crazy about you. This is where you tell him that you’ve no wish to meet his parents, that you’ve already been tentatively approached about your next posting in a few months.

Tell him it was only his body and his mind that you wanted, not the whole package. Tell him that your lives and paths and futures have been mapped out differently. Sudhir was right, I’ve been a fool.

But she says nothing. She tells herself that it’s because she doesn’t want to humiliate him, here, in a train full of people. It has nothing to do with a lack of courage and a strong desire to avoid a very public row.

So, she sits through his chatter about the beauties of the Normand countryside in late spring. She smiles, nods, and keeps her eyes fixed on the window, seemingly enjoying the landscape, but in reality, avoiding his eyes, because she’s afraid he’ll read the confusion in hers. It’s only a weekend, not a marriage proposal.
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The weekend in Normandy has, after all, been a staking of territory. Philippe’s parents drop subtle hints about how much he’d always been attracted to India, and how they’d never seen him so in love.

How, oh! He’s a pure Normand at heart, but so adaptable, travelling would never be an issue.

Anahita has heard enough after a day, and on Saturday afternoon, she politely asks to go back to Paris, claiming she needs to prepare for the week ahead. Philippe tries to dissuade her, but she is firm, and he decides to make the trip back with her.

His parents invite her back. “Quand tu veux, ma cherie.”

The explanations on the train are public and very French. She tries to switch to English, hoping that the few other passengers won’t follow what is being said, but he mutinously is speaking only French. He even sheds a few tears, asking why she’s led him on? Wasn’t he good enough for her? Why has she made him believe they were in love> Was there maybe even someone else? Maybe she had a boyfriend in every one of her postings? The other passengers look at them, some amused others disgusted.

Anahita is relieved to arrive in Paris.

“Au revoir, Anahita. This is the last time we speak.” And he stalks off dramatically towards the exit.

She makes her weary way home, holding back her emotions. Once she arrives, she has Saku run her a bath and lets the tears fall. The truth is that breaking off with Philippe has dealt her a blow. She foolishly hoped that he would understand, see things from her perspective. But she also knows that it is impossible.

What he’d said was true. She’d fallen for him and had wanted to revel in the moment, without actually thinking about where they were heading. Her life had been so in control until she’d decided to give in to him. And her desires and the sweetness of their secret meetings have been like forbidden fruit. Oh, so tempting. She’d simply given in to temptation.

For many weeks, Philippe keeps his promise. He goes out of his way to avoid seeing or speaking to her. There hasn’t been a single text from him after that Saturday. She’s written a few messages trying to explain, but then given up. Probably best to let him get on with his life. But that thought is a knife in her chest.

Whenever she catches sight of him, she notices he isn’t quite himself. He looks like he hasn’t been sleeping properly. And she’s heard whispers around the embassy, about how Philippe wasn’t quite getting over a broken heart. Nobody knows who the girlfriend is, but she’d played him for a fool.

At the Indian Independence Day celebration on 15 August, the ambassador gives his usual speech. And before he ends, he finally announces her new posting.
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