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Epilogue

I live and study at Samundra Institute of Maritime Studies, I
am a cadet, a Mariner.

24 September,
2013

I was sitting in my cabin
and was surfing through Facebook , enjoying the weather of this
hill station, when suddenly I received a text,

“AYYAN”

Oh man!!! It was a text
from her, its almost after a month when I had received a text from
her. As soon as I saw the text I rose to the seventh heaven and
Without wasting any time I replied.

“ Hey. How are
you?”

“ I am fine. Can we please
talk on the phone?”

Wow!!! My heart beat
increased tremendously and it seemed like my heart will pop out of
my chest and say “ Asshole give me your phone, I will talk to her.”
I was smiling as if she just came towards me, hugged and kissed me.
Taking a deep breath and keeping my
imagination safe, I called her. Just a single ring and she picked
up. My whole body was trembling and I was beaming that after so
long I could at last hear her voice but at the same time silly
questions were striking my mind. “Why does she want to talk to
me?”, “What has happened?”“Does she want to apologize for her
previous behavior? .”

“Hello. How are
you?”

“ I am good and
you?”

“ Badiya”

She said this and stopped
speaking and I was wondering what had happened. After waiting for a
while, I said.

“Haanji bolo?”

“ Kya bolu yaar???
Disturb toh nhi
kiya.??”

“Nahin
nahin, I was free”

“ Yaar can you please do me a favor? ”

I should have guessed that
she was calling for a favor.

“ Yaa sure”

“ Can you please convince
Dhruv that I can't go to his birthday party? ”

“ Sure, but what happened?
Are you fine?”

And what happens next is
the reason why my heart melts again and again.I hear her voice
break into tears. She was trying to gather all her courage and
utter whatever came to her mind first, “ Ayyan, I am in a big
trouble, please make them understand that I am not well. Please lie
to them for me. I don't want to lose all my friends
again. ”

To this I nervously
replied- “ I will do that, don't worry, but please
tell me what has happened and why the hell are you crying? Please
stop crying and tell me. ”

Crying and sobbing, she
replied rudely- “ I can't tell you. You just do what
you are asked to do and please stop asking what has
happened?”

I was trying to console her
again and again asked her to stop crying and tell me her problem.
But as usual, she didn't tell me anything and hung
up by saying-“ Please do convince them all that, I am not well and
I can't come to the party and
please don't tell anyone anything.
Please don't ask me what happened.
I can't tell you.”

After our little so called
“Just Friends” chat, I turned numb. My body along with my heart tried to absorb the mixture of emotions that reflect
from this quick conversation. What the hell is her problem? Some
hours passed and I was still thinking about her. I was not able to
eat, think, or do anything. So I decided to call her again and talk
to her. Though I so much feel like sharing my feelings with someone
but right now I need to be alone. It a wondrously diverse situation
when you are at a battle with your heart and mind.

I chose the best place
where I could sit alone and talk to her in a peaceful environment.
I went to the backside of my college where the scenic beauty is
simply fabulous. A lush green valley, clouds hovering over the
green hills, making a canopy, a small river flowing in.. Cutting
through the valley, making it a small paradise to look at. This is
what Lonavala is known for, the best place where you can pass your
time alone, thinking about someone special in your life.

It was the evening time
and I was all alone sitting in the dark having a look towards the
natural beauty and I called her. I could actually picture her right
now, her expressions on seeing my number flashing on
screen.

After few bells she
received my call and she angrily asked, “ Yes?? “

I politely asked her, “
what happened yaar? Why were you crying?”

She burst
out and
said, “ I told you, I don't want
to share it with you, why the hell you don't understand?”

I was still calm and polite
to her and tried to calm her down. “Ok, fine, it's your wish if
you don't want to share, then
don't. I was just asking so I
could help you.” This was the line I always used to get people to
tell me their problem, and it worked here too.

Sinking into the speaker,
she cuddled and calmly replied, “ neither you nor anyone can help
me, I just broke up with my boyfriend.”

Now, it was a confusing
situation for me, whether I should be happy or sad that the love of
my life is single now. Happy, because now I can finally have her
and sad because she is upset. But before I should try to make her
feel good and console her. I nervously replied, “ but why?
“

She sadly replied “
yaar I was talking to a
guy JUST AS A FRIEND whom he doesn't, like, without
letting him know about it. This guy is just like a best friend to
me, but my boyfriend doesn't like, me talking
to him. ”

To this, I was not able to
reply and all I could say was ohhhhh…”

When she told about what
all happened I was totally numb, I don't know why
but I didn't like it. May be it was
because once I used to be her best friend and when her boyfriend
asked her, not to talk to me, she cut off all contact with me and
left me alone.

Then she continued and said
“ maybe god is punishing me for doing all this to you. For hurting
you. For not accepting your proposal even after knowing you how you
felt for me. You liked me, but I didn't like you
and I didn't accept you.
That's
why god is doing this with me. ”

Now what the FUCK was
that?? She was blaming me for her breakup and all mess in her life.
WHY THE HELL IS SHE BLAMING ME???? Where was I in between all this
?

But still I
didn't
say anything to her. I was about to cry, but I
controlled my emotions and tried to make her understand that she
should not burden herself, her boyfriend will be back because he
loved her. This was the only thing I could say to her, though
disheartedly. For about fifteen minutes I tried to make her feel
good and asked her not to be bothered about all this.

After her call was
disconnected, I was in tears. It is a messed up situation when you
try to support a needy person, though you are aware of the fact
that you require it most. I wanted to cry but couldn't. This was the moment I regretted being in love with her. I
was out of my mind sitting in darkness, watching those dark
mountains, playing an irony in my life, local trains passing by. I
wanted to talk to someone, I wanted someone's shoulder to cry on but I couldn't share
this with anyone around me. Now this was the time I missed my home,
my family, my friends more because I wanted to talk, because I
wanted to share, but I was sitting alone 1500 kilometers away from
my native place and my people.

Some time passed and I was
still sitting there all senseless, I received a text from my
closest friend, my sister and the one with whom I could share
everything, Ridham. I called her and after hearing her voice I
started crying, I was in tears, but I didn't let
her know about this. I said to her, “ Ridhu, she called me
today.”

She nervously replied and
asked me “ Who??? “

“SIYAA”

She replied angrily “what
the hell she wants now? Why can't she just leave you
alone?”

I tried to calm her down
and said “ yaar she was crying.”

Ridham, still in an angry
tone “ Why? And if she is crying, it should not bother you. She
must be getting bored and wanted someone for time pass. So please
ignore her.”

“Ridhu at least listen to
me first and then comment on her” this time I burst out loud,
though she was my best friend. I could not hear anything against
Siyaa.

“Ridhu, she broke up and
she didn't want to go to
Dhruv's birthday party. So she just
asked me to convince all our friends from SPC for her
absence.”

Ridham was less calm and
asked me, why was I upset then?

I replied, ” I am confused
that now as she is single so I should try to hit on her once again.
Just a try.“ I said this to lighten the tension.

She burst out laughing and
said “ Mere Bhai to itna pagal Kyun
hai. Try it, but this time be careful, I
don't want you to be a Devdas
again.”

I hung up because I
didn't want her to know the real
thing. I always wondered if at anytime Ridham met Siyaa, she will
murder her, just for hurting me. I was sitting in the dark and
lonely place for more than an hour and was still thinking about the
same thing, Why did she blame me for her breakup even though I was
nowhere between all this. Was loving her my mistake? If that is so,
then from now I'll never ever be in touch with
her not now, not ever.

That day I was broken, I
wanted to cry out loud but could not. I went back to my room with a
fake smile on my face. My roommates were busy in doing their stuff,
I entered, looked at them, smiled and went back to my bed.
We didn't share even a single word.
That night was a torture night for me, all the old memories kept
coming back to me.

*************
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MEMORIES


1. FIRST
GIRLFRIEND



The best part of school
life used to be the first day of the new academic session. It was
the first day of ninth standard. Me and my best friend Vikrant
chose Sanskrit as our sixth subject. In our school there was a
choice between Sanskrit and Hindi as our second language. Our
sections were shuffled, students who chose Sanskrit were in
section B and those who chose Hindi were
in section A.

2nd April 2008 was the
first day of our ninth standard. This morning I was very excited,
new dress, new books, new school bag, new teachers, new class and
new memories. I left home by shouting from outside, climbing on my
Avon bicycle "mummy main ja raha
hun". This was the line I used to say
whenever I left home. Whether I was going to school tuition or any
other place. I speed up my bicycle
with full speed to reach school as soon as I could, I was too
excited to go to my new class and also I wanted to see the first
reaction of my best buddy when he would enter our new class and
find me there before him.

I reached school, met all
my friends and discussed out our last standard's final result and
was comparing who got more marks. I was a fat, dark and not so good
looking guy, but still I was a kind of a cool lad. I used to make
others laugh, was sincere and yet naughty, very obedient and an
average scoring guy. Vikrant, on the other hand was the topper of
the school; from the fourth standard till date no one had come
across him. Though I was always jealous of him, but still I was
happy that my best buddy was a trooper.

Our class started as usual,
we both were sitting together and chit chatting about the past
vacations and resorts. Suddenly he asked,"BHAI, do you have a crush on
someone?"

I was shocked at his
question because we both had never discussed about it and were far
away from crushes, relationships and making outs. To this question
I laughed aloud and replied,"do you
have a crush?"

Vikrant told me that there
is a girl in his neighborhood and both of them like each other, but
didn’t want to be in a relationship because they were scared of
their families. At that time being scared from families meant
scolding from mom, dad and some sort of punishment too.

One week passed and still
we didn't know the name of all our classmates. So we decided to get
introduced to everyone. One by one we went to every bench, talked
to everyone and got introduced. Then we came across a girl with a
sweet smile, super sexy as well as cute eyes, fair, smooth skin,
thick hair and a long pony tail and a magical voice.

I put forth my hand and
said,"hi, I am Ayyan".

She very sweetly replied,
"hello, I am Siyaa" and we shook hands, the moment I touched her
hand, the period bell rang, but it felt as if the same bells were
ringing in my heart. Gradually we all became friends, we used to
chit chat, play games and do a lot of mischievous acts. The game we
mostly played in class was "truth and dare" and "red hands". One
day, as usual, we were playing truth and dare, pen was rotated and
it pointed towards Shefali. Shefali was one of the good friends of
Siyaa and me.

I questioned her,"what do
you choose, truth or dare?"

"Truth", she
said.

Suddenly Siyaa said,"Ok
wait everybody, I will ask her".

"Accha tell me, do you have a crush
on someone in our class?", She asked in a mischievous
way.

All of us were waiting for
her response. After a few minutes she said,"yes, I do ". All of us
got very much excited to know about her crush. Everyone shouted,
"woohoooo... who.. Who?"

But she didn't tell
us.

**********


One of the most fun day of
school life used to be annual carnivals and school trips. Luckily,
we were having both within a gap of two weeks. This time I was very
excited about the carnival because I had gotten my new personal
mobile phone. In 2008, very few school kids used to have their own
mobile phones at least in middle class families. I was showing off
my new touchscreen phone to my friends when Shefali came to me and
asked for my number. She was the first girl with whom I talked on
the phone.

A week passed and now it
was time for the school trip. We all were very excited as we were
going to Manali and staying there with our
friends for a week and with no worries and tensions of exams was
very refreshing. We boarded the bus to leave, grabbed our seats and
started singing, dancing and playing games. After some time I
received a text from Shefali asking me to come and sit in the back
seat with her.

I went to her asked,"what
happened?"

She replied very
sweetly,"come sit with me, I want to talk to you".

I sat there very nervous
and asked her what did she want to talk about. She opened her
handbag, took out a piece of paper and gave it to me and asked me
to read it. I opened it, it was decorated with sparkle inks with
the words I LOVE YOU written on it in a very stylish way. It was
very surprising for me, I looked at her flabbergasted, and asked
her “ What is this?"

She started crying and said
something. I could not understand what she said, but after
listening to her cry all our fellow mates came towards us and
started inquiring about her crying. Suddenly someone snatched that
paper from my hand and read it aloud on the bus. They all thought
that it was me who wrote all this and was giving it to her. They
all started cheering loudly and asked Shefali for her answer.
Obviously, she said yes and I was standing there absolutely
clueless, trying to make them understand that it was not me who
wrote that. But those silly people didn't listen to
me and made us a couple.

This is how I got my first
GIRLFREIND.

*************


Mall road of Manali is
filled with couples all around, sweet
strawberries, lot of tourists and chemist shops displaying packets
of condoms on top. Though we all were secondary school students and
were not into all this, yet were standing within the sight of these
shops, looking at the condom packets and jiggling around. The class
was divided into groups of boys and girls. We were roaming here and
there and looking at the stuff which we could find in Manali and
which was not available in Delhi.

Vikrant shouted, " Dude,
why don't you gift something to Shefali."

I looked at him strangely
and said," Me?? Have you gone mad?"

He stared me with a dirty
look for some time and then angrily said, "Dude, she is your
girlfriend and every boyfriend has to gift something to his
girlfriend. Now you should also do that. "

I replied, " But I don't
know what to gift her, I don't know anything about girl's
stuff."

He took my phone, called
Siyaa and asked her to meet us alone. She came to us and asked what
the matter was. Vikrant told her that I wanted to gift something to
Shefali but didn't know what to buy.

She smirked and said,
" Teri girlfriend, tu khud
soch."

I insisted, "please help
me."

I forced her to help me,
after a long argument and a lot of efforts, she agreed. She took me
to a shop and anywhere I looked there was girl's stuff. Artificial
bangles, necklaces, earrings, cosmetics, and many such things about
which I had the slightest idea. She asked me to buy a set of
earrings for her. I stared at her for a while and gave her grinned
sheepishly.

She screamed at me, " Now
what? This also I should do?"

I grinned and said, "
Please. "

She chose the best pair of
earrings and asked me to give her when both of us would be alone.
That evening, I went to her room, she was all alone there. She was
wearing a red hooded top and blue jeans and it seemed she was
playing the main protagonist of the famous story "Little Red Riding
Hood". The room was filled with the fragrance of her perfume, her
Kajal was making her eyes look prettier and her cheeks were red
because of constant blushing. She sat on bed and I was sitting on
the sofa. We talked for some time about what all happened on the
bus. I didn't want to spoil her trip, so I didn't tell her that I
don't like her and don't accept her as my girlfriend, and I tried
to make the moment special for her.

I looked at her earrings
and said," Your earrings don't suit you. Why don't you try
something else?"

She smiled wickedly and
said, "Baby for you I'll change them and buy a new pair tomorrow
only."

I smiled and said, " I
don't think you need to buy any." I asked her to close her eyes and
tried to change her earrings. But I was so dumb that I didn't even
know how to do that and ultimately I ended up hurting her. Her
right ear was all red and she was holding her ear due to pain but
still she was smiling. She stared at me for some time. I could
sense the love in her eyes. She came close to me, held my hand in
hers and hugged me tightly. She was too happy to spend such a great
moment with me, but on the other side, I was feeling very awkward
and diffident. Yes, I was timid because it was the first time when
a girl was hugging me.

She said, " It was so
sweet of you that you tried to do all this for me and your gift is
amazing, I love it."

While saying all this she
was very close to me. She was in my arms and her face was very
close to mine, our breaths were collapsing. Our lips were only few
millimeters away and they were about to meet and we were about to
feel the sweetness of each
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