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“Some loves exist only in silence pure, complete, and entirely one’s own.”
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​​When my body decomposes and the maggots reach my mouth one by one, they’ll eat every word that I never had courage to say and when they reach my ribs they’ll discover a heart that carried every love I was afraid to Confess.
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​Reader’s Foreword

WHAT YOU ARE ABOUT to read is not a love story in the conventional sense. There is no proposal under the stars, no grand confession at the airport, no climactic kiss in the rain. There are no roses given, no hands held, no whispered promises. There is only a boy, a girl, a classroom, and a silence so vast that it lasted nearly a decade.

This is a memoir of the heart, written by Sarabjit Thakur, an ordinary young man who experienced something

entirely extraordinary: the complete, consuming, and unrequited love for a girl named Manpreet Kaur, who walked into his life on the first day of Class 11 and never once knew what she had set in motion.

Sarabjit has written this account not to elicit pity, not to assign

blame, and not to romanticise suffering. He has written it because he believes that silence, too, deserves to be witnessed. That a love which is never spoken is still love - real, humbling, and transformative.

In these pages, you will follow him through two years of school, watching from the corner, listening more than speaking, building an elaborate inner world around a girl who simply lived her life. You will sit with him in that library, feel the exquisite torture of proximity, and understand, perhaps, why some people choose silence over vulnerability.
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​But this is ultimately not a story of regret. It is a story of growth of

a young man learning, through heartbreak, what love actually

means. That it does not always demand a response. That it can exist, quietly and completely, in one person’s chest, and still change them forever.

To every reader who has ever loved someone in silence, who has

carried feelings too large and too fragile to speak aloud, this book is for you. Sarabjit’s story is yours too.
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READ WITH AN OPEN HEART.


— The Reader’s Companion
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​​PART ONE
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THE BEGINNING
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In which a boy sees a girl and the world quietly rearranges itself.
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​Chapter 1

The First Day
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I STILL REMEMBER THE day you walked into our classroom. It was the first week of Class 11, and I was sitting in the third bench from the front, right corner, where I had strategically positioned myself to have a clear view of the blackboard without being noticed.

The morning was unremarkable. Mr. Sharma had been droning on about the importance of studying hard in Class 11, how it was the “foundation for your future”, words I had heard countless times before. My notebook was neat, my pen was ready, and I was doing what I did best: being invisible, taking notes, and pretending I didn’t exist in the social sphere of school.

Then the classroom door opened.

I didn’t look up immediately. I was too focused on copying the formula Mr. Sharma had written on the board. But the sudden silence that fell over the classroom, the way the other boys stirred in their seats, made me glance up from my notebook.

You were standing there, framed by the doorway, and I felt something shift inside my chest, a sensation I had no name for at that moment. You wore the school uniform like it was the most natural thing in the world, your dupatta draped casually over one shoulder. Your hair was open, falling in waves to your shoulders. But it wasn’t
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​​​​​​​​your appearance that struck me most, though I would later replay every detail of that moment countless times. It was the way you stood there, completely at ease, with a small smile on your face, as if you found the entire situation of being the new girl mildly amusing.

“Class, this is Manpreet Kaur,” Mr. Sharma announced,

gesturing toward you. “She’s just transferred from her previous school. Please make her feel welcome.”

Manpreet. Even your name had a melody to it.

You walked toward the empty seat in the middle of the class. I watched as you settled into your chair with an ease I could never have mustered. You didn’t look nervous. You didn’t scan the classroom anxiously to see if anyone was watching you. You simply existed, fully and completely, as if you had always belonged there.

I turned back to my notes, but I couldn’t focus anymore. The formulas blurred together on the page. I could feel your presence in the classroom like a tangible thing, a shift in the atmosphere that made the air feel different, warmer somehow, charged with a new possibility.

It was ridiculous. I was being ridiculous. You were just a new student. There was nothing special about it. Schools transferred students all the time. I had seen new faces come and go before.

But somehow, I knew, without understanding how I knew, that this was different. This girl would matter to me.


I didn’t know how much.
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​Chapter 2

The Observation
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OVER THE NEXT FEW WEEKS, I developed an elaborate system of noticing things about you without being obvious about it. It was a skill, really something I perfected through months of practice. I would sit at my desk, my eyes fixed on my notebook or the board, while my peripheral vision tracked your movements, caught fragments of your conversations, noted the small habits you developed.

I learned that you were left-handed. You would grip your pen in a way that always smudged the side of your hand with ink, and sometimes you would laugh about it, rubbing your hand on your

uniform as if that would somehow solve the problem. It never did, but you seemed unbothered by it.

I learned that you weren’t as serious about academics as I was. Your notebooks weren’t organized. You would miss classes sometimes and ask your friends for notes. Yet somehow, you managed decent grades without the obsessive studying I subjected myself to. There was a casualness to your approach to school that both fascinated and frightened me.

I learned that you were funny in a way that made entire groups of people laugh without really trying. You would make jokes in Hindi, mixing in Punjabi phrases, and the classroom would erupt. Even

teachers would smile, even when you were technically being
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​​​​​disruptive. There was a warmth in your humor that wasn’t cruel or mean-spirited.

I learned that you were kind. When Radhika, a quiet girl who rarely spoke, was struggling with a math problem, you spent your entire lunch period helping her, explaining concepts patiently, not

making her feel stupid. When Mr. Patel’s wife had a baby, you were the one who suggested the class pool money for a gift. When old Mr. Verma the janitor lost his son, you were the one standing at the school gate to offer condolences.

I learned that you liked to read. During free periods, you would pull out novels, most of them contemporary fiction or romance. Your reading habit meant you weren’t focused on socializing during those periods. I would note the titles down mentally, thinking about reading them myself, to understand what you found so engaging about stories of love and heartbreak.

I learned that you loved music. You would hum while working on assignments, sometimes Bollywood numbers, sometimes English  songs,  sometimes  classical.  Your  voice  wasn’t professionally trained, but it was genuine, unselfconscious. I began anticipating which songs you would hum, and sometimes I would find myself humming the same tunes in the solitude of my room, pretending that we were connected through this shared melody.

Most importantly, I learned that you had no idea I existed. This last fact was both a comfort and a source of deep pain.

You were kind to me on the rare occasions when we had to interact. You never made me feel like the awkward, shy boy in the corner. But you didn’t particularly notice me either. I was just another classmate, background scenery in your vibrant world.
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​​I told myself this was fine. If you never knew about my feelings, you could never laugh at them, never be uncomfortable around me, never pity me. You could simply exist as the brilliant, warm, fascinating person you were, and I could exist in my corner, admiring from a distance like one might admire a painting in a gallery, with appreciation but without expectation.

Except paintings don’t laugh. Paintings don’t make your heart

race when they turn to look in your direction. Paintings don’t make you feel alive in a way you’ve never felt before.
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​Chapter 3

The Torture of Proximity
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BY OCTOBER, CLASS 11 had settled into its natural rhythm. Groups had formed, hierarchies established, and the newness of the school year had worn off. For me, it meant that my awareness of you had become almost pathological.

I began timing my routes through the school to coincide with yours. I would linger outside my last class if I knew you would be walking by a few seconds later. I would volunteer for group projects hoping you might be assigned to my group, and then spend the entire project in a state of nervous energy, simultaneously wanting to impress you and fearing that my nervousness would make me seem strange.

The worst part was that you were so easy to be around. You never made me feel awkward about my quietness. When we had to work on a project together in November, a presentation on the Mughal Empire, you simply accepted my withdrawn nature, letting me organize the research and create the visual aids while you did the talking.

“Sarabjit, you’re like a machine,” you had said one afternoon in

the library, staring at the neat stack of color-coded index cards I had created. “Seriously, how do you have this much patience?”
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​​​​​​​​​I had shrugged, unable to meet your eyes. “It’s just organizing.


It’s not difficult.”

“It is difficult,” you said, and you smiled at me - a real smile,

not the polite one you gave to acquaintances. “You’re genuinely smart, you know. Not the ‘I’ll get 95 percent’ smart that everyone else is. You actually understand things.”

I had felt my face burn. You had noticed me. You had actually

paid enough attention to form an opinion about my intelligence. It seemed like everything and nothing all at once.

The presentation went well. You were animated and charming, explaining the political intricacies with ease. I stood beside you, showing the slides, feeling like a supporting actor in a play where you were the star. The class applauded. Mr. Sharma gave us an A. And I felt both incredibly proud and incredibly lonely.

These moments accumulated throughout the year. The time you borrowed my history notes and called them “like a novel, really detailed.” The two hours we sat in companionable library silence studying for semester exams. The time you asked me a physics question and said: “Why didn’t our teacher explain it like this?”

Small moments. Insignificant moments. The kind



​Chapter 4

The Realization
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