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The time was flying away from me. I woke up
late in the morning. I splashed my face in hurry and bit farewell
to father and mother, Hari dada and Mohan dada, and Savitri nabo
and Tulsi nabo. I knew they were not happy with my decision of
early return to my service.

 


“Vir, beta, have some breakfast,” mother
said.

 


“No maa. I’m getting very late. I’ll have my
breakfast on the way. Please don’t worry about me,” I said.

 


Mother wrapped the eating stuffs with the
old newspaper and put in my hanging bag.

 


I hugged father and mother, and touched
their feet. Mother kissed me on my cheeks and forehead. Her eyes
wetted with tears.

 


I left home hurriedly.

 


“Kalua, lets go,” I said. Kalua was our
servant boy.

 


“Okay, dada.” Kalua said.

 


I had to catch the bus from the town. It was
situated at a distance of 12 kms from our village. The thin rainy
shower was falling continued since the previous day morning.

 


Kalua dropped me in the bus stand on a
bicycle.

 


“Kalua, you go,” I said.

 


“Okay, dada,” Kalua said.

 


“Kalua, take this. Buy something for
yourself.” I gave a note of hundred rupees to Kalua.

 


“No, no, dada. I can’t take it,” Kalua
declined.

 


“KALUA?” I showed him my black eye
balls.

 


“Okay, thanks dada,” Kalua said.

 


Kalua left me in the bus stand.

 


 


I reached in the bus stand very early. Then
I waited there.

 


I was wetted a bit. I seated on cement made
bench. I knew the exact time of bus. Its timing was as usual late,
always one hour or half hour late. It never reaches its correct
time and destination until its seats were fully occupied by the
passengers. It was one and only bus service available from our
place. It covered both on and return journey from our place to the
district town.

 


I was waiting for more than half hours, but
I didn’t see any passengers coming there. Usually at that time the
whole bus stand would fill with the clamours and commotions of
passengers and flooded with their heavy trunks, beddings and
luggages. But at that moment everything was empty; no one was
there, only the silent chorus of crows and few house sparrows;
flying to and fro; swinging their tiny feathers in the open
sky.

 


The thin shower of rain was gone and in its
place the bright Sun was shinning overhead.

 


I looked at my wretch watch.

 


“What happened today? No passengers! No
bus!”

 


I stood and loitering there to know the
exact scene.

 


I saw a man coming over
there. He was wearing blue stripe color longi.

He was brushing his teeth.



I approached to him.

 


“Dada, why there is no bus today?” I asked
the man.

 


“O, you didn’t know! Today
is all state bandh,” the man replied, spitting the white
colgate foams on the
road.

 


“Bandh?”

 


I felt like a sudden shock waves in my
spine. I didn’t know what to do. I felt that somebody had snatched
something from me.

 


“O, I see! I didn’t know that! Thanks!” I
said.

 


He gazed me in surprised look.

 


“By the way dada, how many hours bandh?” I
asked the man again.

 


The man spitting the
colgate foams at the
roadside again and cleared his mouth.

 


“It’s for an indefinite hours of state
bandh,” the man replied.

 


“Indefinite hours of bandh?” My voiced rose
a bit.

 


“Yes, it’s for indefinite hours of bandh…..”
the man said.

 


“By the way, what’s the reason dada?” I
asked.

 


“Last night, there was an encountered
between the newly formed extremist group of the region and the
police force and the Army forces….” the man said.

 


He cleared his mouth.

 


“….And in that encounter
seven comrades of the extremist group were killed. So in protest of
these killings; they have declared an indefinite hours of state
bandh,” the man concluded.

 


These bandhs were not new things in our
place. I had seen these bandhs since my childhood days.

 


“So, do you want to go somewhere?” the man
asked.

 


“O, dada,” I replied.

 


“Where?” the man asked.

 


“In the district town!” I said.

 


“O! I guessed you better go home, bhai.
There is no chance of any relaxation of this indefinite bandh,” the
man suggested.

 


The man was busy again in his brushing
teeth. Then he chased the three street dogs with a bamboo stick.
The poor souls were loitering there, disturbing nobody. The poor
street dogs ran for their lives, barking aloud.

 


Within a minute the man lost in the midst of
crowded colony houses in the town.

 


I felt bad while witnessing the ugly
treatment with the poor street dogs.



I didn’t want to return home. But I didn’t
know what to do next.

 


The next day I wanted to catch my train.
Even I had no reservation of ticket.



“I’ve still full twenty-five days leave to
report in my service.

 


“How could I get hell out of this place as
soon as possible?”

 


I didn’t get any idea.

 


I was waited there if I could get any
vehicle to reach to my destination.

 


I kept my hanging bag on cement made bench
in the bus stand. I stood up and walked there aimlessly; gazing the
road ahead.

 


There was no bus or any kind of vehicle on
the road, only the herds of cattle were grazing at the roadside far
away distance. A few cyclists were riding on the road, but there
were no co-passengers of mine and no bus for my journey.

 


I walked slowly and slowly, wondering there.
I didn’t know what to do.

 


I was waited there.



I had already decided that I wouldn’t return
home.

 


“I’ll go with any vehicle that comes on my
way.” I said to myself.

 


I walked for a while on the road and
wondered in the deserted weekly market place. And I recalled my
early days when I used to come with my parents; sometimes with my
brothers and sister; and sometimes with my friends. Those days were
my golden days.

 


“How many long years have been past away
just like a few days?” I was feeling nostalgia.

 


I came back in the bus stand. I lay down on
cement made bench; putting my hanging bag beneath my head. And I
dozed off.

 


When I woke up I felt very hungry and
thirsty. I looked at my watch to check how long I had dozed off
there. I found that I had slept almost two and half hours. It was
10’o clock in the morning. But I thought it would be 12 at
noon.

 


I took out the stuff from my hanging bag
that was packed with the old newspaper. I didn’t know what mother
had given me. I unpacked the stuffs to silence my burning
appetite.



I saw it was my favorite stuffs. It was
roti-pudi, pittha, nemki and some sweets. The glimpses of these
stuffs watered my mouth; and increased my hunger. I ate one after
another, relishing my hungry stomach.

 


“Aha, it relaxed me for the day without
feeling hungry.

 


If mother couldn’t give these stuffs then
what would happen with me. I must be remained hungry for the whole
day.”

 


I was delighted.

 


“Aa, Aa…..hmm…hmm....take this…..” I called
the three street dogs; beckoning them.

 


They were gazing with their starving looked
at me while I was relishing my stuffs.

 


I shared my stuffs with the three street
dogs as well.

 


They were my companion in my solitude. Then
I felt thirsty. I didn’t carry any water bottle. Mother had
insisted me to take one, but I declined her.

 


I felt very thirsty; my throat was dried up.
I started coughing. I needed water desperately; otherwise I’d die
of thirst. But I didn’t have any option.

 


I looked here and there to get some water.
All the hotels were remained closed. There was no any source to get
water and quench my dried throat.

 


The villages were situated at far distance,
only the silhouette of few houses was appeared and the hotels and
the colony houses of town were completely shut down. There was no
human soul to ask for anything. There were only three street dogs,
my newly made friends and I.

 


I swallowed my spits to keep my dried throat
wet.

 


I roamed for a while and I seated on cement
made bench in the bus stand. Just then my eyes caught the running
three street dogs, my newly made friends.

 


They were running towards the running tape
water at a distance, not far away from the bus stand. I too
followed them.

 


When I reached there they gave me a way.
They too shared the tape water with me. I quenched my thirst
kneeling under the tape water, and splashed my face.

 


I returned to my place in the bus stand. I
lay down there again and dozed off.

 


I woke up with a roaring
sound of a motor bike all of a sudden. I got up and saw a fast
accelerating black Enfield
motor bike zooming on the road.



The biker was wearing black jacket, black
jeans and wearing a black helmet. And the man in the rear seat was
also wearing the same dress code like they were men in black
chasing somebody. Their backs were laden with heavy dark and shaded
colour bags.



I stood up to get their clear views.

 


The motor bike was zooming like an aircraft
before it takes off on the runway. Only the whirring sounds and the
black smokes were oozing out from its two silencer pipes; polluting
the silent ambience.

 


I got the smells of burning unburned carbon
particles of petrol. I fanned off the dark smokes away from my
mouth and nostril. I took out a handkerchief and covered my mouth
and nostril immediately.

 


Within a fraction of second their views were
disappeared in the thin air. I saw their disappearance.

 


“Who are these two men in black in this
indefinite bandh!? They may be in some urgency or going for a
war!”

 


I laughed making fun of them.

 


I got back in my seat on cement made bench
in the bus stand. I tried to get some more sleep and complete my
lost sleep. But I couldn’t sleep.

 


I couldn’t kill my time.

 


I took out my Nokia mobile handset to check
some old messages in the message box. I checked every message, but
I didn’t find anything worthwhile.

Then I played mobile game of cricket match
between India vs. Australia for a while. But it also failed to kill
my time.

 


I checked the time once again. It was just
12:30 at noon.

 


I browsed the newly taken photos with my
mobile handset and flipped one after another. It also didn’t give
me any good feelings or sweet memory. I deleted some photos from
the album and closed it.

 


I opened music file and played my favorite
songs. I put on the mobile headphone on my ears and listened
it.

 


I lay down, entangling my legs; closing my
eyes, and trying to lose in the rhythms of music. The music played
its pleasant lullaby in my ears and soon I dozed off.

 


When I woke up it was continued playing its
songs. I put off and rubbed my eyes. I went to the tape water to
splash my dried face. I splashed my face; cleaned my mouth and
quenched some water.



When I returned to the bus stand; suddenly
my eyes caught the glance of a couple on a bicycle.

 


They might be coming from a distant village,
I could assume them clearly.

 


The man was carrying his pregnant wife on a
bicycle career and carrying a girl child on his back.

 


The poor woman was moaning; touching her
swelling belly.

 


I was confused why the man was not riding
his bicycle. Then I saw the broken chain of his bicycle.

 


I felt very sorry for the couple.

 


The maternity civil hospital was situated at
a distance of more than 16 kms from our place.

 


“Keep patience dear! Keep patience, dear!
Only few hours! Only few hours! I’ll carry you in time in the
hospital,” the man said.

“I can’t! I can’t!.......I can’t resist
anymore!......I’m dying…..” the woman said.

 


The man was sweating heavily. He kept
pushing his bicycle in hurry and in desperation.

 


The girl child was crying aloud.

 


“Maa……Maa…….Maa…….”

 


“Keep quite, beta…..Keep quite , beta….Look
we’ll have to reach in the hospital in time…..Don’t you want to see
your brother, huh?” The man said.

 


“Hmm…Hmm….” the girl child acknowledged. She
nodded; back on her father.

 


She smiled; wiping her welling tears and
running nose with her little hands.

 


“Good girl!” the man said, pushing his
bicycle harder and harder.

 


I didn’t know how I could help them in their
tough time. I lost in my speculations.

 


When I was struggling with the webs of my
own thoughts, till then the man and his wailing wife and his
daughter were lost from my eye sight. I could only view their
disappearing silhouette.

 


For a while I walked on the road just like I
tried to feel their ailing breaths left behind in the humid
air.

 


I walked like I was lost in my own
world.

 


I walked back to the bus stand. I checked
the time again. It was almost 2 pm at noon.

 


The weather was very hot and humid. I waited
there all alone for hours, speculating and anticipations one after
another and lost in my own random thoughts.

 


How the entire day was ended I had no idea
and it was almost the night fall.

I was still lying on cement made bench in
the bus stand. The soldiers of mosquitoes started attacking me with
their sharp needles like stings; pinching me; and sucking my bloods
one after another. I was their only prey for them.

 


I was beating them in the mid air; clapping
with my hands; and kicking them with my legs.

 


I woke up hurriedly in desperations;
breaking my reverie.

 


It’s not a good place to stay here any more
time. Otherwise I’ll get malaria very soon.

 


Malaria is very common disease in our
place.

 


I got up and left the bus stand,
immediately.

 


I walked slowly and slowly; gazing the
lonely road, ahead of me which was about to curtain with the
shadows of darkness.

 


“Now what? There is no vehicle. How could I
reach to my destination?”

 


I had no option.

 


I stood in the middle of the crossroad. In
one hand I didn’t want to go home; and on other hand there is no
vehicle to start my journey ahead.

 


“There is only one option left on my hands
and that is to return home.”

 


I was about to turn back to my home, just
then I heard the honking sounds of three to four trucks coming in a
row. I was vividly known the honking sounds of those trucks.



I felt euphoric.

 


I returned to the road and waiting for the
in coming vehicles. I took out my ID card immediately and waited
there.

 


I signaled the in coming vehicles. I was
correct in my speculation that the vehicles belonged to the Army
platoons.

The Army truck halted immediately.

 


I ran to the driver’s door and saluted the
Army driver.

 


“Saluting sir.”

 


The Army driver acknowledged my
salutation.

 


“This is Rifleman Vir Chandra Sharma of
Assam regiment posted in Kashmir,” I introduced myself.

 


“This is my ID card, sir!” I showed to the
Army driver.

 


The Army driver took my ID card and handed
over to the Army commander sitting besides him.

 


The Army commander looked my ID card.

 


“I’m on one month leave, sir. Now I’m in an
urgent need to go in the district town to get back in my service in
Kashmir. I don’t have any vehicle to go there. I need your help,
sir,” I said.

 


“Alright, get in back of the truck!” the
Army commander said.

 


“Thank you, sir!” I saluted.

 


The Army commander acknowledged my
salutation.

 


The three trucks were fully occupied. I got
up in the fourth Army truck.

 


The Army jawans in back of the truck pulled
me up.

 


“Thanks!” I said.

 


“You’re welcome, brother!”
the Army jawans greeted me.

 


I introduced with the Army jawans as I was
their lost brother.

 


I shared light moments with the Army jawans.
They had their base camps in the district town. They were just
returning from the night long operation against the terrorist group
in the hills, and they were heading to their base camps.

 


I was happy that at last I got lift to my
destination.
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My journey started.

 


Soon I fell asleep instead of rattling
sounds of Army trucks and the bumpy concrete road. The road was
zigzag like a crawling snake passing through the middle of the
dense reserve forest.

 


The forest was dense and thick with the
trees of sal, sigun and varieties of different plants and trees.
Even in day broad light the sun rays couldn’t pierce through these
dense and thick forests.

 


There were hills and mountains with narrow
gorges, rivers, streams and waterfalls surrounding these reserve
forests. These forests, hills, mountains, gorges, rivers, streams
and waterfalls were created a unique natural beauty all around. But
unfortunately these natural beauties were not yet known to the
world.

 


It was probably after two hours, I didn’t
know exactly, when I woke up all of a sudden with the loud
explosions.

 


It shocked me terribly. I was rumbling and
tumbling down inside the Army truck. And suddenly the Army truck
halted screeching with a loud bang and with the twisting force it
struck against something.

 


I was falling down and down; lower and
lower. I didn’t know whether it was a miracle or any heavenly
blessings bestowed on me. I felt that something was holding me
gently and safely on time. I was stuck with something. I felt like
I was landed with the help of parachute on some hard surface.

 


I heard the loud banging sounds of Army
truck, crushing against some hard stuff.

 


In the dark patches of night, nothing was
visible clearly over there. I could only see the twinkling stars in
the night sky and the exact location of the pole star. I could hear
the splashing and rippling sounds of flowing river; and the nearby
roaring sounds of high waterfalls.

 


Everything was just happened within a flick
of second like a moving dream or deadly scenes in a movie in front
of me. For a moment I had lost all my senses.

 


I was landed on some hard stuffs probably it
was a rock or something. I didn’t know what had happened with the
Army platoons and the Army trucks.

 


In darkness I couldn’t figure out whether
any one would survive or death. I didn’t know anything at that
moment.

 


I was wondering with my random thoughts;
just then I heard the wild firings of gun shots. The firings were
continuous; wildly and madly. It was continued for ten to fifteen
minutes non-stop. The sounds of firing gun shots were ear
deafening, coming from the road. It was shaking the entire
area.

 


Thereafter I heard the sounds of shouting
slogans in unisons.

 


“Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Long Live
United!”

 


Then I heard the zooming and honking sounds
of many motor bikes leaving the spot with their triumphing
slogans.

 


All of a sudden there were overcast shadows
of eerie that silenced the entire area. There were only the sounds
of roaring waterfalls, splashing sounds of river; the sounds of
wild insects and crickets and the cries of nocturnal birds;
creating heart shocking cacophonies all around.

 


I lay down on the hard surface where I was
landed. I was shocking terribly, and then I was waited for dawn;
remained awake, but when I dozed off I didn’t know.

 


I woke up with the rising of sun and the
rowdy chorus of birds, the trumpets of wild elephants, and the
howling of foxes and wolves. I looked around to know my exact
location.

 


I found that I was in the middle of the
flowing river where there was a big flat rock and a huge uprooted
tree having numerous branches which was my rescuer.

 


I was unhurt and without a slightest bruise
of anything on my body. At that moment I truly believed that there
is Almighty god all around us. For the first time in my entire life
my instinct of atheist of God turned me into God believer.



The river was wide with many twists and
turns full of rocks and stones. Some places were very deep like a
gorge. And some places were shallow.

 


I was very lucky that I didn’t fall into the
lower course of a river which was very deep. I was safe in the
middle of a river in the upper course which was shallow.

 


The road was situated at a height of
probably twenty to thirty feet above the river.

 


When I looked above the river, I saw the
dead bodies of army jawans hanging and dangling with the twigs of
trees.

 


And when I looked at the lower course of the
river; I saw the wreckages of Army trucks, and the dead bodies of
many army jawans, lying and flowing over there.

 


It was the most horrible scene I had ever
seen.

 


I looked around to find out any route to
reach the road safely as soon as possible.

 


I thought for a while.

 


Then I broke the branches of a tree that
rescued my life. I choose the branches with hook like shapes. I
broke ten to twelve branches of tree with similar sizes.

There were many wild creepers dangling above
the river bank. I pulled off those wild creepers and used as ropes.
I tied the hook shape branches with the ropes of wild creepers and
tied stones.

 


Then I tied those ropes of wild creepers on
my waist. I swung the ropes of wild creepers repetitively and threw
it above the river bank with all might. It struck with some hard
stuff. I pulled it back, but it came down without any obstruction.
I threw again and again. I tried five to sixth times
tirelessly.

 


And in my seventh attempt it struck with
some hard stuff. I pulled it back. I felt that it was nailed intact
somewhere. I pulled it back again to check whether it was nailed
tightly or not. I rechecked many times; pulling harder and harder,
and as much as I could. Finally I confirmed that the hook was
nailed there intact.

 


Then I started climbing slowly and slowly,
following the same processes of throwing the ropes of wild creepers
having hooks and climbed on continuously like a rock climbers.

 


I had to take a lot of breaks while climbing
the height above the river bank to die out my tiredness.

 


Two to three times I was about to fall; but
luckily I was saved. At one moment I felt that I was going to die.
I lost my breath and felt numbed when one of the hooks couldn’t
hold me, and it was broken suddenly.

 


Immediately, I threw another hook in its
place and held it safely.



Finally, I reached on the road. It took me
at least one and half hours.

 


I was perspiration, fatigued and dead tired.
For few hours I couldn’t get up. I lay down there like a dead
corpse.

 


I woke up from my tiredness when I felt the
climbing ants and hovering flies all over my body and when the
smells of fresh and dried bloods, burning petrol, iron materials
and ashes caught in my nostril.

 


I opened my eyes wide in disgraced. I looked
around to check where I was exactly.

 


I was lying at the roadside. I was feeling
hard pains. My hands and legs were aching terribly; bruise marks
and injuries were all over my body.

 


I saw the blood stains all over my body and
clothes; and sticking tiny green and dried leaves on my clothes and
hanging bag. My clothes and hanging bag were torn a little bit. I
stood up and brushed off my clothes and hanging bag.

 


But when I stood up, I saw the most horrible
catastrophic scene surrounding me. I saw the complete messed up,
damaged and destructions of everything.

 


The half of the road was dug out like a big
and deep hole with the explosion. There were thousands of broken
pieces of glasses. There were burning parts of trucks and hoods.
And there were half burned rubber tyres and ashes.



The road was filled with fresh pools of
greasy and sticky bloods and dried blood stains.

 


The torn and half burned body parts of dead
bodies of army jawans were lying like waifs and strays, hither and
thither.

 


Some body parts were without head; some body
parts were without legs, some body parts were without hands, some
body parts were without fingers and thumps, some body parts were
without limbs, and some body parts were only with few pieces of
sticking tiny tissues. All these body parts were beyond any
identification.

 


I was shocked and fainted. I started
vomiting.

 


I looked around to find someone alive.

 


“Is here anybody? Is there anybody?” I cried
out.

 


“Please, answer me! Please answer me!”

 


But I didn’t get any reply. I only got
reverberations of my own voice.

 


I didn’t find anyone.

 


I spent for few minutes there, and then I
felt suddenly a pang of terrifying shocks while staying in the
midst of dead bodies of jawans. I felt that the dead jawans might
awake me at any moment and call me for some help or some
stuffs.

 


I was scared and my inner instinct asked me
to leave the horrible spot as soon as possible.

 


I ran and ran, fast and faster; leaving
behind the dead spot without turning back. How much speed I had
been running and how much distance I had travelled; I didn’t
know.

 


I just kept running and running; non-stop
and continued.

 


Finally, I halted.

 


I had almost lost my breath. I sat down for
a while on the crossroad. My throat was dried up. Somehow I stood
up and looked around to find some water.

 


I saw two to three hamlets a far distance. I
saw some rays of hope to get water there. I started walking. I
walked fast; faster and faster. And I ran.

 


But as long as I walked and running; I
didn’t get the hamlets. Then I realized that it was very far away
from me. I saw its mirage. I was dead tired; I couldn’t walk, but I
kept walking slowly and slowly.

 


When I reached at the hamlets; I saw a well
there where many women were drawing water from the well and pouring
water in their pots.

 


“P-PANI, P-PANI…Give me some water please!”
I cried out and fell down there.

 


The crowded women and children around the
well gazed me in astonished look. They gave me sides
immediately.

 


One of these women fetched me water in a
bucket. I gulped a bucketful of water. And I asked for another
bucket of water.

 


I splashed water on my face and pulled off
my full sleeve shirt and pant, took off my shoes and socks; keeping
my hanging bag aside and washed my hands and legs.

 


Then I lay down under the nearby tree. And I
dozed off.

 


I woke up when the herd of cattle were
returning to cowshed and the flock of white cranes were returning
to their nests and the birds were started their usual broodings in
the nearby tall bamboo trees.

 


The sun was gone down behind the steep
mountains; and the perspectives of orange-red hues in the west
direction were scrabbling few straight lines in the sky.

 


I felt hungry. I took out my eating stuffs
that left in my hanging bag. I ate my eating stuffs.

 


Then I started walking and left the
hamlets.



After walking a few miles, I got a small
deserted market place. Everything was remained closed there. There
was no human soul; only a few cows on the crossroad, munching
fodders and grasses. There were sparking tube lights and bulb
lights on the advertising boards on the roofs of few shops.

 


“Oh, thank god, at least this place is not
in the shadows of darkness.” I heaved a sight of relief.

 


My destiny was still 16 kms left from
there.

 


I seated on bamboo made bench at the closed
shop there. I breathed a fresh air of relaxations and stretching my
aching legs.

 


I tried to walk, but my body and legs didn’t
help me to move further. I felt that I couldn’t walk anymore.

 


I decided to spend my night there and resume
my further journey the next morning.



I looked around to find my safe haven for
the night. I roamed hither and thither.

Finally, I got my safe place to spend my
night. I saw many unused home pipes lying there. I chose the home
pipes as my safe haven.

 


I brought two empty asphalt drums lying
there on the road and blocked the first side of the home pipe. Then
I didn’t find to cover the other side of the home pipe. I searched
here and there; again and again. But I didn’t find any useful
stuff.

 


I decided to break the bamboo fence of a
nearby abandoned government office. But my instinct didn’t allow me
to do anything like that.

 


“No, no…”

 


I saw the sign board
Men at Work of PWD workers
on the road repairing site. I brought it to cover the other side of
the home pipe.

 


I entered inside my safe haven.

 


I switched on my mobile torch to check
whether my safe haven was clean or not.

 


I found that it was not clean as I had
assumed. I saw many plastics packets, torn biscuit packets, torn
pieces of old waste newspapers, stain marks of many colours, and
black stools of goats lying inside there.

 


“Oho, small kids used to play here and the
goats spent their times after grazing grass, huh?”

 


I came out from my safe haven and looked
around.

 


I saw many dried leaves lying on the ground.
I gathered those dry leaves having long twigs. I joined together
and made like a broom. I swept my safe haven cleanly with a broom
of dried leaves.

 


I got inside my safe haven. I unrolled an
old newspaper on the floor of my safe haven.

 


Then I lay down and tried to sleep.

 


My tiredness and fatigued didn’t allow me to
think or speculate anything at that moment. I couldn’t get sound
sleep. The terrifying scenes of killing army jawans; their
mutilated dead bodies and the deadly explosions were appeared in
front of my eyes again and again.

 


I was shocked. My heart was pounding harder
and harder, again and again. I tried hard to forget those horrible
incidents. But I couldn’t. At last my tiredness and fatigued helped
me to get some sleep.

 


The heavy downpours were pattering, non-
stop, pouring like a bucketful of water in the night.

 


The angry thunders were flashing lights and
roaring aloud. It stroke somewhere mercilessly with a loud bang. It
seemed that it had stroke some big trees. Instantly the electric
current was cut off; and the darkness engulfed everywhere. Its
flashing lights shocked me hard and its deafening sounds blocked my
eardrums.

 


I woke up in shocked. I found that with the
splashes of raindrops, my safe haven was wetted.

 


Actually, I didn’t cover the mouth of the
home pipe properly. Immediately, I covered the mouth of the home
pipe. The splashes of raindrops halted instantly.

 


The heavy downpours were continued for more
than one hour. Then it was halted. I checked the time on the screen
of my blinking mobile phone. It was 12:30 am.



I went to sleep again.

 


Suddenly, I woke up with the zooming and
rattling sounds of motor bikes. I looked through the holes of my
safe haven. I saw a dozen of men on their motor bikes.

 


All the men were in black masks and wearing
leather jackets. They all carried AK-47, Assailers, and different
sophisticated guns on their backs.

 


They halted on the crossroad.

 


They brought three men in blindfolded. The
hands of three men were tied on their backs. They stood the three
men on the crossroad.

 


“Yes, stand them there…..Okay, okay….” One
man on a bike commanded.

 


The three blindfolded men were stood in a
row on the crossroad.

 


The men got down from their motor
bikes.

 


They kept the headlights of their motor
bikes on; and focused on the three blindfolded men. Then they
started firing indiscriminately over them.

 


The bodies of three blindfolded men were
fallen down with the pools of bloods on the crossroad.

 


I closed my eyes in disgraced.

 


“Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Long Live
United!”

 


They were shouting their slogans after
killing the three blindfolded men brutally.

 


Then they left the spot on their motor
bikes.

 


I had witnessed the most unseen heinous
crime for the first time in my entire life with my naked eyes;
although I had seen many war crimes and battles in my life. But not
that kind of crime.

 


I lay down inside my safe haven, terrified.
I couldn’t sleep. I remained awake, and waited for dawn.
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I left the place before dawn.

 


I kept running and running till I reached
the district town. It was noon when I reached the Railway
station.

 


I ran straight to the Railway waiting
room.



There were a lot of passengers waiting
there. I looked around for a vacant seat. But I didn’t find any.
All the chairs and benches were occupied by the passengers.

 


I couldn’t wait for any vacant seat. I was
very tired. I couldn’t walk. I couldn’t stand. My body, muscles,
hands, limbs and legs were aching awfully.

 


I was about to fall when I found an empty
space at the corner most part of the waiting room.

 


I went and lay down there on the floor;
unrolling an old newspaper. I was gasping and dying for
breathe.

 


“O god, no more any trouble!” I evoked.

 


I had no food and no water. I was dead
tired. I got sleep, putting my hanging bag beneath my head.

 


I woke up suddenly with the loud whistling
sounds of a train.

 


I saw the sitting passengers; sleeping
passengers; lying passengers; walking passengers; standing
passengers; and running passengers to the railway platform.

 


I heard the final bell of the railway
station. Probably a train was about to arrive or about to leave the
station. I checked the time. It was 11:30 pm.

 


I was feeling hungry. I opened my hanging
bag to have my food. I unpacked the packet. But there was nothing
left in the packet accept a few pieces of nimkies.

 


I stood up and left the waiting room to have
some food in the railway platform.

 


I looked around.



There was an announcement
that the Intercity train was about to leave.

 


The passengers were hurried to get inside
the train. They were pushing and pulling each other with their
beddings and luggages. Some passengers were already in and some
passengers were getting out.

 


The station master was signaling the green
light. And the Railways TTEs were responding the signal.

 


Some passengers were got down in their
destinies and crossing the railway bridge above the railway tracks;
carrying their heavy bags and suitcases.

 


The hawkers, the venders and the chaiwalas
were running behind the running train; carrying their stuffs.

 


And some people were giving their farewells
to their kilns and friends. The train was left within a minute;
heading to its destiny, with its whistling sound.

 


I was waiting in the railway platform
watching the leaving train.

 


Within a minute the railway platform was
appeared as a deserted place; no more people and no more passengers
and no more hustles and bustles, only the blinking red signal
lights at the railway tracks.



I went to the railway tea stall.

 


I ordered some paranthas and tea. I ate and
had tea. I bought one bisleri water bottle of one litre. The
shopkeeper charged extra two rupees from me, more than MRP mark
price.

 


“Why did you charge extra price from me?” I
asked.

 


“Babu, we’ve to pay to the railway
authorities, GRPs, the police and the local goons,” the shopkeeper
replied.

 


I had no more query for his reasons.

 


After having paranthas and tea I went to the
railway counter to check my train status.

 


I asked about its correct schedule. I got
its correct schedule written on the schedule board.

 


My train was in its usual schedule time at
7:15 am. I booked one current ticket of Brahmaputra mail to New
Delhi in sleeper coach for the next morning.

 


I was lucky that I got one ticket in the
waiting list. I was sure that my ticket would be confirmed.

 


I returned to the Railway waiting room.



There were very few passengers left in the
waiting room. I got vacant chairs and benches, lying there. But I
lay down on my earlier place, the corner most part of the waiting
room. I placed my bedsheet on the floor and I dozed off.

 


I put on alarm clock at 6 am in my mobile
phone.

 


I woke up sharp at 6 am in the morning; a
micro second before the mobile phone awake me with its sharp ear
deafening ring tone.



I brushed and bathed in the bathroom of the
Railway waiting room. And I came out from it before the schedule
time of my train.



I reached in the railway platform; but I
didn’t find any passenger waiting there. The Railway platform was
empty.

 


I check the time again in my watch. It was
only 6: 50 am.

 


I went to the Railway inquiry room,
immediately.

 


“Dada, is the Brahmaputra mail in its
schedule time?” I asked the person in the Railway inquiry
room.

 


The person in the Railway enquiry room was
in his sixties. He was coughing terribly before replying my
query.

 


He indicated me to go out and check on the
schedule board.

 


“O thanks,” I said.

 


I came out from the Railway enquiry room
hurried. And I looked at the schedule board.

 


Brahmaputra Mail- 12 hrs late…

 


Busy Express-10 hrs late…

 


Intercity Express- 8 hrs late….

 


JanSatabdi -6 hrs late….

 


………………………………….

 


The schedule board reads, scrabbling with
white chalk pencil.

 


“Oh, No! Now what? What the hell is this?
All the trains are delayed?”

 


I seated down for a while on the beach of
the railway platform.

 


I didn’t know how to spend those 12
hours.

 


I looked around to figure out something. I
didn’t know what to do. Different haunting thoughts were flooded in
my mind and attacked me one after another.

 


“Is that whatever happening with me
indicating something bad omen?

 


“Is it better to go home? Is it better to
stop my journey?”

 


I didn’t know what to do next.

 


I stopped thinking and decided whatever
going to happen would be happen.

 


I went to the same tea stall the night
before I had paranthas and tea. I asked the same stuffs and had my
breakfast and tea.

 


“Bhaiya, what has happened? All the trains
are delaying today?” I asked the shopkeeper.

 


“I have heard that there is a riot in the
district last night because of the killing of three men brutally,”
the shopkeeper replied.

 


He was busy in preparing paranthas and
tea.

 


“WHAT!?” I was shocked. “Are they the same
three blindfolded men killed by the dozen of mask men that I have
seen with my naked eyes the previous night?”

 


I felt a cold sweat on my body.

 


I couldn’t figure out anything.

 


“Yes, Babu, I’ve heard that!” I shopkeeper
said.

 


I had no other option rather than wait
there.

 


I waited in the railway platform with the
companies of my old memories and nostalgias. I felt that all the
old memories of my life was rewind in my mind again and again, one
after another, and leading me in the world where once I had knitted
my dreams.

 


I kept my hanging bag beneath my head and
lay down on the vacant bench in the railway platform, looking at
the whirring ceiling fan and the couple of pigeons, cooing together
like expressing their love.

 


It reminded me every golden moments of my
life.

 


The railway platform was already turned as a
deserted place. There were no chaiwalas, no hawkers, no passengers,
and no train.

 


I closed my eyes; putting hands on my
forehead. And I lay down there.

 


I heard an old melody song played on a
mobile phone of a shopkeeper in my background.

 


It was a song of Kishore
Kumar from the film Safar.

Jindagi ka safar

 


Hai ye kaisa safar

 


Koi samjha nahi,

 


Koi jana nahi……..

 


I became hysterical and emotional.

 


And I lost in my old memories.
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Twelve years ago…….

 


 


Our school was the only English medium
school in our place. Our school was situated at a distance of 6
kms.

 


I met Sunita everyday on the way to the
school and way back to home. But we never talked with each
other.

 


I met Sunita for the first time in our
school when I was in eighth standard. Sunita came to take her
admission in seventh standard in our school. Previously she had
studied in her aunt’s place. Then she joined in our school.

 


Sunita was beautiful, sweet and cute. She
was soft spoken girl. I saw her whenever I crossed her classroom in
the school hours. And I always tried to steal her glimpses from
outside. She was sitting in the first bench of her class.

 


I had never seen her talking with anybody or
peeping outside when a teacher was teaching in her class. And I had
never seen her talking with anybody outside our school.

Whenever I saw her she was silent and
attentive in her class. I had never seen her absent in her class
either.

 


When she was sitting in the middle of the
crowded students of our school in co-curriculum activities and
games and spots, I had never seen her shouting aloud in excitements
and happiness like the other girls of her class did. She was just
passed her sweet smiles and clapped her hands silently and cheering
in the midst of the crowded students. And at the end of the school
hours she softly bid farewell to her friends and rode her bicycle
straight to her home.

 


And if anybody passed her any comment or
teased her in the school or outside the school she never reacted
anything like the other girls did. She remained pre-occupied
herself.

 


In her house she was always busy with her
household chores and helping her mother. She was an ideal daughter
of her parents.

 


I had visited in Sunita’s house in two
occasions earlier to invite her family for Hari dada and Mohan
dada’s(brother’s) marriages.

 


In both the occasions I didn’t get her any
glimpses. She was not available at that time. She was in her aunt’s
place.

 


 


It was only few days left for Jyoti didi’s
wedding. Everything was arranged and prepared for the marriage.
Mother and I started inviting our relatives and friends a week
before. But still a half of our village folks were left.



I accompanied with mother to invite Sunita’s
family. It was my third visit in her house.

 


Sharda khuri (aunty), Sunita’s mother,
served us tea and malpauya.

 


“Baiduo (elder sister), have tea,” Sharda
khuri said.

 


“O, Sharda, no need for this, why did you
trouble with these stuffs?” mother said.

 


“Vir beta, have tea and malpauya,” Sharda
khuri said.

 


“Thanks, khuri,” I said.

 


Mother and I had tea and malpauya.

 


“Sharda, you might get news that the next
week we’ve arranged marriage for our Jyoti. So I invite you and
your family for the occasion,” mother said.

 


“O, baiduo. (Yes, elder sister). I got that
good news,” Sharda khuri said.

 


Then mother and Sharda khuri both busy in
their tit-bits gossips for a while. They were talking like two lost
sisters meeting after a decade long separations. And they had a lot
of things to share with each other.

 


But my eyes were searching for Sunita. She
was nowhere there.



“Sharda, where is your daughter? Is not she
in the house?” mother asked.

 


“O, she is? She is inside her room. She
doesn’t come out until you’ll not leave. She is very shy girl,
baiduo,” Sharda khuri replied.

 


“O! Sunita is inside!” I got a sudden jerk
of excitement.

 


“I haven’t seen her since her tenth
birthday,” mother said.

 


“O, baiduo, what to say she is so shy girl.
I don’t know what to do with this girl,” Sharda khuri said.

 


“Aaha, Aaha, (Come, come). Don’t feel shy.
I’m not here to look you for my Vir; when I’ll come for Vir’s bride
then you feel shy,” mother said, laughing.

 


“MAA….!” I said. I was feeling very
embarrassed.

 


Both the old ladies laughed aloud.

 


I turned my eyes away from them.

 


“Sharda, today I ask your daughter’s hands
for my Vir. Will you accept my proposal?” mother asked
jokingly.



I bowed down my heads.

 


“But, baiduo(elder sister), will your son
ready to marry with my shy girl?” Sharda khuri replied.

 


“Why not? My Vir is an obedient boy. He’ll
accept whoever I chose for him,” mother said.

 


“Do you, Vir?” Sharda khuri asked.

 


I couldn’t reply anything.

 


But somewhere in my corner most heart I felt
euphoric when mother asked Sunita’s hands for me.

 


Both the old ladies chuckled.

 


“Okay Sharda, we’re leaving now. I’ve to
invite a lot of people. Still half of our village folks are left,”
mother said.

 


“O, thank god.” I heaved a sight of
relief.

 


“Okay, baiduo(elder sister). Thank you for
inviting us!” Sharda khuri said.

 


“And haa, Sharda, don’t forget to give your
pretty daughter’s hands to my Vir,” mother said.

 


“Why not baiduo(elder sister)? Off course,
off course,” Sharda khuri said.

 


Both the old ladies chuckled again.

 


“Okay, Sharda, don’t forget to come. And
bring your daughter along with you,” mother said.

 


“Okay, baiduo(elder sister),” Sharda khuri
said.

 


“Ahisu khuri( Leaving aunty),” I said.

 


“Okay, Vir beta,” Sharda khuri said,
touching my head and raffling my well combed hairs.

I just passed her fake smile and caressing
again my raffling hairs.

 


Actually I hated whoever disturbed my well
combed hairs, but Sharda khuri was about to be my future
mother-in-law. I couldn’t say anything.

 


Earlier in two to three occasions in my
school I had fighting with the boys for the same reasons.
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On the wedding day of Jyoti didi, Sunita
came in pink and white salwar kameeze along with her mother, Sharda
Khuri.

 


She was looking absolutely stunning and
gorgeous. Her face was only visible in the midst of many young and
pretty girls.

 


I loved her way of dressing. Instantly I
fell in love. I thought if I were young enough to marry, then on
the same day I would marry her along with Jyoti didi.

 


Sunita and her mother took active part in
the make room of Jyoti didi.



Three to four times I had entered inside the
make room of Jyoti didi for unwanted stuffs like to give water
bottle, to provide tea and to check the lights and so and so
forth.

 


Sunita was very busy inside the make room
preparing Jyoti didi.

 


I looked into her eyes. But she had no time
to look at me for a fraction of second. I was very disappointed
with her attitudes. But I couldn’t do anything.

 


I was asked to attend the guests in the
reception hall. But I kept my eyes glued in the make up room of
Jyoti didi.

 


At one moment Sunita was coming out from the
make up room of Jyoti didi. When I saw her coming, I followed her
instantly.

 


“Sunita……Sunita…..” I called her from
behind.

 


There was an ear deafening loud trumpeting
sounds of drums and music bands all around inside the pandal. And
the singing and dancing people were matching their steps with the
beats of music.

 


Sunita turned to my side.

 


I was just standing behind her.

 


Sunita looked around to find the person who
called her name. Our eyes met with each other for a fraction of
second for the first time.

 


I looked into her eyes for a flip of second.
She lowered her eyes. And I turned away from her.

 


When I turned back to look Sunita, she was
disappeared in the crowds of singing and dancing people. I stood
there and looking for her. But I couldn’t find her.

 


I went straight to the make room of Jyoti
didi. I flipped the curtain to see her. I saw Sunita. She was busy
inside the make up room, preparing Jyoti didi.

 


I came back in the reception hall.

 


In the mean time the groom and the party
were arrived with the floral and banana plants decorated cars and
bus. There was a sudden euphoria and happiness of breaths mounted
amongst the people.

 


There were voices of our men and women
relatives.

 


“The groom has arrived! The groom has
arrived! Hurry! Hurry! Get ready to welcome! Get ready to
welcome!”

 


Mother came with sacred water and a tray of
rice to welcome the groom.

 


The groom was allowed to
stand at the entry gate of our courtyard. He covered his half face
with a white handkerchief. He was under a black umbrella, carried
by his hokhi (friend). He was surrounded by his closed relatives and
friends.

 


Everywhere there were echoes of smiles and
laughter.

 


The groom was allowed to stand on pirha (a
wooden made short plank) and placed his feet on a bronze
plate.

 


Mother splashed his feet with sacred water.
She rubbed his wetted feet with her sari. Then she brushed his
cheeks with betel leaves and kissed on his cheeks and
forehead.

 


There was loud cheering of groom party.



The groom was carried on arms by one of our
uncles to the mandap.

 


The groom was seated at the sacred fire. The
pujari started chanting Vedic mantras of marriage, non-stop.

 


Jyoti didi was brought at the mandap by the
woman folks and her friends. Sunita also accompanied with Jyoti
didi. Jyoti didi was seated besides the groom.

 


All our relatives and friends were present
on the occasion.

 


The video cameraman was taking live shots of
each and every event of marriage ceremony. I had already instructed
my friends to take the photos of pretty girls in my camera. And
they were doing exactly as I instructed them to do.

 


Father and mother, Hari dada and Mohan dada,
Savitri nabo(Sister-in-law) and Tulsi nabo(sister-in-law) and I, we
all stood together at the mandap.

 


The pujari asked father and mother to
perform some rituals. Hari dada and Mohan dada, Savitri nabo and
Tulsi nabo and I were also asked to do the same.

 


The pujari was chanting the mantras non-stop
and asked the groom to put the ghee and the flowers in the sacred
fire after every completion of mantras.

 


The ceremony of chanting mantras continued
for an hour.

 


Father tied the knot of both the groom and
the bride.

 


Both the groom and the bride were garlanded
each other. Then the ceremony of circling of seven times around the
sacred fire was performed. Both the groom and the bride were
showering with flowers.

 


There were a loud cheering of joy and
happiness all around.

 


Then the ceremony of blessings of elders was
performed. Father and mother, all the elder family members and
relatives of our family blessed Jyoti didi and her groom.

 


The wedding of Jyoti didi was solemnized
with great joy and pomp.

 


The parties of groom were dinned in the
dinning hall with grand reception.

 


Jyoti didi was allowed to sit in a decorated
bed in the bride’s room. She was accompanied with her closed
friends, our relatives and the relatives and guests of groom’s
party.

 


Jyoti didi’s bedside was flooded with
colorful gift packets and items. Sunita was also sitting besides
Jyoti didi. She smiled a lot and laughed. Her laughter was audible
to my ears.

 


Our eyes met for the second time without any
expression.

 


“Vir, come here!” Hari dada called me.

 


I excused my friends and went to Hari dada.
He was very busy.

 


“Ki hol dada? (What happened
brother?).”

 


“What are you doing there?”

 


I couldn’t reply anything.

“Go to the dinning hall and look after the
groom and his parties and other guests. Go quickly! I’m busy here,”
Hari dada said.

 


“Okay, dada!” I said.

 


I turned back when I was almost collided
with Sunita.

 


“O, I’m so sorry!” We both said in
unison.

 


Our eyes met for the third time.

 


Sunita smiled and lowered her eyes like the
previous two occasions and left. I was euphoric. I was flying above
the seventh clouds in the sky.

 


Sunita disappeared again in the midst of
crowded people before I react anything.

 


“Come here!”

 


I beckoned one of my friends who were busy
talking with the pretty girls present there.

 


They were trying to flirting with the girls
who were accompanied with the groom’s party.

 


“Take her photo.”

 


Just then mother called me.

 


“Vir, beta, call Sunita in the dinning hall
immediately. It has been very late that she hasn’t taken any stuff.
Her mother is waiting for her in the dinning hall,” mother
said.

 


“Okay, maa,” I said.

 


I jumped with joy. I got a golden
opportunity to meet and talk with Sunita.



I went straight to the bride’s room where
Sunita was seated besides Jyoti didi.

 


“S-Sunita….Sunita,” I called her.

 


My voice was so feeble that Sunita didn’t
hear my voice. I beckoned her, but she didn’t notice me. I went
close to her.

 


“SUNITA…” I said.

 


Sunita raised her eyebrows and looked into
my eyes like I had committed a crime while calling her name.

 


Our eyes met for the forth time. She didn’t
lower her eyes at that time.

 


“S-Sorry! Actually, Sunita, your mother is
waiting for you in the dinning hall, you come with me,” I
said.

 


“O! Thank you,” Sunita said.



I was glad that at last I heard her sweet
voice.

 


Sunita stood up. She spoke something in
Jyoti didi’s ears.

 


“This way……!” I said.

 


Our fingers brushed with each other.

 


“O, I’m sorry!” I said.

 


“It’s okay!” Sunita said.

 


Sunita followed me. And I led her to the
dinning hall. For a moment I felt that Sunita and I got married and
we were revolving the sacred fire seven times.

 


Sunita joined her mother in the dinning
hall. I served Sunita and her mother with my own hands.

 


“Khuri(aunty), if you want anything, then
please call me,” I said.

 


“Okay, Vir beta,” Sharda khuri replied.

 


I would be more delighted if Sharda khuri
addresses me as her son-in-law instead of calling me ‘beta’. I
thought.

 


Sunita was eating silently. She was bowing
down her head.

 


I stayed in the dinning hall, watching her
till she finished her dinner. She didn’t raise her eyes above for a
fraction of second.

 


When she raised her eyes; our eyes met for
the sixth time. She smiled and lowered her head.

 


Just then I got a signal from my friends
that they had taken Sunita’s photo along with me. They raised their
thumps up sign.

 


“WOW! That’s great!” I was euphoric.

 


Every now and then I took care of both
mother and daughter.

 


“Khuri(aunty), Sunita, do you want
something?”

 


“No, Vir beta. I don’t want anything.”

 


“Sunita, do you want something?” Sharda
khuri asked.

 


Sunita shook her head in reply.

 


“Hey boy, bring here some rice, dal, meat
and fish,” I cried out.

 


“No, no, I don’t want anything,” Sunita
said.

 


“O, sorry,” I said.

 


“Dada, who wants rice, dal, meat and fish?”
the serving boy asked.

 


“Not here, go there. Give them,” I
said.

 


“Khuri(aunty), how was the food?” I
asked.

 


“It was excellent, Vir beta. You people have
made very good arrangements,” Sharda khuri said.

I led Sunita and Sharda khuri to the tape
water. I opened the tape water to wash their hands and mouths.

 


“Thank you, Vir beta,” Sharda khuri
said.

 


“You’re welcome, Khuri(aunty),” I
replied.

 


Sunita didn’t speak anything. She lowered
her head when I opened the tap water.

 


Then I led them to the
reception hall. I handed them gamusa
(hanky or small cloth) and betel nuts.

 


Sunita rejoined Jyoti didi in the bride’s
room, and her mother seated in the reception hall accompanied with
other guests.

 


Finally, the moment of farewell of Jyoti
didi was arrived.

 


Jyoti didi was crying bitterly, hugging and
kissing mother and father, Hari dada and Mohan dada, Savitri nabo
and Tulsi nabo and her closed friends. Their eyes were wetted with
tears.

 


I couldn’t hide my tears. I too broke down.
I hugged Jyoti didi tightly.

 


“Baiduo!!” I cried.

 


Jyoti didi kissed me on my cheeks and hugged
me.

 


I saw few tricking down of tears on Sunita’s
cheeks. She was accompanied with Jyoti didi until the final
farewell.

 


Jyoti didi hugged and kissed Sunita before
giving her final adieu.

 


Jyoti didi got inside the wedding car and
within a few minutes she left us forever and gone to her new house
and new world to begin her new life.

 


Within a minute our house became like a
deserted and lonely place. All our relatives, friends and
neighbours were started leaving our house one by one and one after
another.

 


Before leaving our house Sharda khuri met
our every family member.

 


“Okay, baiduo, dada, we are also leaving
now,” Sharda khuri said to mother and father.

 


“Bye Vir,” Sunita said. She passed me a
gentle smile.

 


“O-O….” I was fumbled.

 


I couldn’t expect that Sunita would say
something to me before leaving our house.

 


I was thrilled with joy.
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Then in the school I tried to meet Sunita
and tried to speak to her. But she avoided me before I could
approach her and to speak her anything. She turned her face away
from me.

 


Whenever I tried to approach her; she left
the place before I reach her.

 


In many occasions in the school I came face
to face with Sunita. Our eyes met with each other. She lowered her
eyes as previous occasions. Many times my heart pounded for her.
But there was no smile on her face.

 


“Why Sunita avoided me like this? In Jyoti
didi’s wedding she has responded me at least for once or twice. But
now what’s wrong with her?”



I didn’t understand her alien
behaviours.

 


In spite of that four to five times I tried
again to meet her and speak to her in the school, on the way to
school and on the way back to home. But her reactions were remained
the same.

 


“Okay, fine. She has too much weight.” I
felt very hurt and humiliated.

Then whenever I met her in the school, on
the way to school and on the way back to home, I too avoided her. I
maintained safe distance from her.

 


But as much as I wanted to avoid her we both
encountered again and again in many occasions in the school
activities, in the village and in the market place.

 


Our eyes met with each other again and
again. I tried to avoid her and turned away from her glimpses again
and again. But it happened again and again. I didn’t know whether
those moments were happened by accidents or by co-incidents.

 


After one year I was entered in ninth
standard and Sunita was in eighth standard.

 


In ninth standard I was made a captain of
cricket team of Shivaji house. There were four houses in our school
viz. Shivaji, Tagore, Ashoka, and Raman. We called STAR in short in
our school.

 


Accidentally Sunita was in our Shivaji
house. Again we encountered with each other in the house meetings
and in house activities; and every time I got the responsibilities
of house along with Sunita.

 


I tried to avoid Sunita as much as I could
but in vein. We encountered each other again and again.

 


Even in my dreams I started looking
her.

 


But in my dreams I saw very different scene.
I saw that we talked with each other; we walked with each other
holding each other hands; we smiled with each other; we laughed
together; we cracked jokes together; we shared a lot of things
together and spent our quality time with each other in the school
and outside the school.

 


And even one night I saw that I had proposed
her.

 


Time and again I saw her in my dreams. I was
tired of dreaming Sunita again and again in my dreams.

 


Then one night I started yelling aloud, ‘I
HATEE YOUUUUU……….. WHY YOU COME IN MY DREAM AGAIN AND AGAIN?”

 


Even mother woke up in the dead of the
night.

 


“What happened Vir, beta? Do you saw
nightmare, huh?” mother asked.

 


“N-No…..O yeah….” I said.

 


From that night I didn’t see Sunita in my
dreams again. I felt relaxed.

 


“Oh thank god, no more haunting dreams of
that witch!” I heaved a sight of relief.



Then my days went on peacefully; and only
few occasions we encountered with each other. I thought that she
had heard my yelling voice to her in my dream.

 


After couple of months an inter house
cricket tournament was held in our school.

 


Our Shivaji house won all the league matches
and reached the final match under my captainship.

 


In the final match when I was batting on 49
runs, I felt very thirsty. I was dying of thirst. I halted my
batting in the middle of the match.

 


I asked for water, beckoning to the members
of our Shivaji house.

 


I didn’t know who was bringing me
water.

 


When I reached to the person who fetched me
water; I saw it was Sunita. She fetched me water.

 


“O, god no….” I thought.

 


“You’re playing very well, Vir,” Sunita said
smiling; giving me the water bottle.

 


Again we were encountered with each other.
At that moment I wanted to shout aloud,

 


‘NOOOOOOOOO………I DON’T WANT TO SEE YOUR FACE
ANYMORE. I HATE YOU. DON’T COME TO ME.’

 


I didn’t reply her anything.

 


I took the water bottle from her; and
looking away from her.

 


But I didn’t know what had happened with me
at that time, I took the water bottle from her; but I didn’t drink
a sip of water. My dying thirst vanished immediately.

 


I returned the water bottle without saying a
word. And I went back to bat in the field.

 


I saw Sunita, running back to her place,
weeping and buried her face with her palms.

 


For a second I lost my concentration.

 


And in the next bowl I was caught out in the
boundary line in the most crucial moment of the match when I was
just one run short of my half century.

 


Thereafter there was a row of dismissals of
our batsmen in every over. And there was the last wicket left and
we needed four runs in just one bowl.

 


“That witch has spoiled everything. She
spelt her black magic on our team,” I was cursing Sunita in my
mind.



The moment was Do or Die situation for our
team. If we win the match, we would be the champion.

 


I was praying to win the match.

 


Every member of our Shivaji house, our house
masters and our house teachers were closing their eyes and holding
their breaths for a moment.

 


The bowler was running very fast to deliver
his last and final delivery to the batsman.

 


I closed my eyes. I knew that it was
impossible for a tail under last batsman to hit the bowl of a
strike bowler for a boundary.

 


The bowler delivered his final bowl.

 


There was a loud cheering everywhere.

 


I knew that we had lost the match. I opened
my eyes to know what was happened exactly.

 


What I saw was that the last bowl was hit
for a six. I jumped in the mid-air.

Our Shivaji house won the match by one
wicket.

 


Our Shivaji house became the champion for
the first time in cricket tournament in our school under my
captainship.

 


There were congratulations and celebrations
all around in the field.

 


After the post match, I was looking for
Sunita. But I didn’t find her. I realized what mistake I had
committed.

 


I felt guilty.

 


“Why did I behave her like that? I’ve to say
sorry to her.”

 


I ran to Sunita’s classroom.

 


But she was not there.

 


The final bell of our school was already
gone.

 


I took my bag and bicycle and waited for
Sunita at the school gate. I waited for her more than half and
hour. All her classmates were already left the school.

 


“Where is Sunita?” I asked Sunita’s
classmates.

 


“She has already left.” I got the
reply.

 


“Thanks!”

 


I rode my bicycle heading to home.

 


I rode my bicycle not in my usual speed but
very fast; beating my fellow classmates.

 


I was thinking if I would meet Sunita on the
way. I rode my bicycle as fast as I could.

 


I knew Sunita always rides her bicycle
slowly like a snail pace. I was sure in my speculations that I
would meet Sunita on the way.

 


I was accurate in my speculations. I met
Sunita on the way half a distance from our school.

 


But she was not riding her bicycle. She was
walking instead of riding her bicycle. She was pushing her bicycle
slowly and slowly.

 


“What happened to her? Why she is not riding
her bicycle?” I thought.

 


I crossed her on the way without giving her
any word. After crossing her, I felt that I was hurting her
again.

 


I stopped my bicycle holding the brakes,
screeching the tyres on the katcha road, blowing the dust.

 


I turned back to Sunita. She was walking in
her snail pace; bowing down her head.

 


When Sunita was very near and about to cross
me, I called her.

 


“Sunita…….”

 


Sunita didn’t respond.



She was walking continued in her snail pace.
She was pushing her bicycle slowly and slowly.

I saw the pulled off chain of her
bicycle.

 


“Sunita wait for a second!”

 


She waited; bowing down her head; and
looking away from me.

 


I went closed to her.

 


“Sunita, I’m extremely sorry!” I said
coldly.

 


“For what?” Sunita replied softly.

 


“Whatever that happened in the field
today.”

 


Sunita looked into my eyes. Our eyes met. I
lost for a second. She smiled.

 


“It’s okay Vir. It happened!”

 


“That’s means you’ve forgiven me
Sunita?”

 


“What are you saying Vir? You didn’t commit
any mistake that you’ve to ask me for forgiveness.”

 


“But, Sunita! I’ve hurt you.”

 


“No, Vir you didn’t hurt me. But because of
me you caught out. You couldn’t score your fifty runs.”

 


“No, Sunita. It was because of you we won
the match. You’re our lucky mascot.”

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“Yes, Sunita.”

 


“But Sunita, I’ve misbehaved with you. I’m
extremely sorry.”

 


“It’s okay Vir.”

 


“But Sunita?”

Sunita halted me in the middle.

 


“Yes, I’ve forgiven you.”

 


I felt euphoric that I had loosened some
extra fats from my body.

 


“But, Sunita, why did you cry there in the
field?”

 


“No, I didn’t cry.”

 


“You’re crying Sunita.”

 


“No, Vir. I didn’t.”

 


“I’ve seen you crying there.”

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“Sunita you’re lying.”

 


“No, Vir. I didn’t.”

 


“I know you’re crying, Sunita.”

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“You got humiliated. I know that.”

 


“NO, NO, Vir. You got wrong
interpretation.”

 


“Actually, I didn’t know what has happened
with me at that moment. I’m extremely sorry Sunita for my
misbehavior.”

 


“No, No, Vir. It’s okay.”

 


“Sunita, I’m……..”

 


Sunita halted me in the middle again.

 


“Vir, please………!”

I didn’t speak anything.

 


“…….if you keep asking me
for forgiveness again and again; then right now I’ll start
crying…..”

 


I looked into her eyes. Sunita didn’t lower
her eyes. Our eyes met.

 


We both laughed.

 


“That’s means you’ve forgiven me Sunita?” I
asked.

 


Sunita smiled.

 


“Haa Baba, Haa Baba….. I’ve forgiven
you.”

 


I smiled.

 


“Now happy?” Sunita asked.

 


“Yeah,” I replied.

 


I looked into Sunita’s eyes. She lowered her
eyes, avoiding my eye contact.



“Now you join my bicycle chain quickly. I’m
getting very late, maa will get angry with me,” Sunita said,
smiling.

 


“O, o-okay.” I replied; turning away from
her eye contacts.

 


I joined her bicycle chain and got ready her
bicycle for ride.

 


“Now your bicycle is okay. It’ll not pull
off again in the mid-way.”

 


“Thank you, Vir.”

 


“You’re welcome!” I said.

 


“Take this,” Sunita gave her pink colour
handkerchief.

 


“It’s okay.”

 


“Look, your hands are becoming dirty with
grease. Rub with it.”

 


“No, I’ll wash at home.”

 


“Please….!”

 


“No, Sinita.”

 


“Please….....Please…...”

 


“Okay….” I took her pink colour
handkerchief.

 


“Thanks!”

 


We both laughed and rode back to our
houses.

 


I had forgotten to return her pink colour
handkerchief. I kept it with me. At home I washed it properly with
kerosene oil and surf powder.

 


“YES! At last everything is gone well and
fine!” I was on cloud nine.

 


I recalled all the beautiful moments of
meeting with Sunita. Everything was revolving in my mind, again and
again, from the first moment to last the moment.

 


That night I couldn’t sleep well. I thought
very hard about Sunita to see her in my dream. But I couldn’t see
her in my dream.
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Thereafter Sunita and I met everyday on the
way to school in the morning and on the way back to home at noon.
Then it became our regular routine of meeting with each other.

 


Accept on Sunday and sometimes on Saturday
we couldn’t meet with each other.

On Sunday I had to find the way to meet her.
So sometimes I had to visit in her neighbours’ house to get her
glimpses. And sometimes I had to wait on the way to get her
glimpses when she was accompanied with her mother to the Sunday
market in the town. On that day I kept insisting mother to go in
the market until she wouldn’t ready to go. And sometime when mother
was not ready to go I started insisting Hari dada and Mohan dada,
and Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo. And sometimes I went along with my
friends.

 


And on the day when I didn’t see her face I
was so disappointed that I wouldn’t take my lunch for the day and
at night.

 


And sometimes when Sunita visited in her
aunt’s house for few days I remained very upset like I was sick. I
waited for her on the road for long hours forgetting
everything.

 


In one occasion I followed Sunita to the bus
stand when she was accompanied with her mother to her aunt’s place.
I too boarded in the same bus where Sunita and her mother were
traveling. And I had forgotten to get down. Even after sometime I
got asleep in the bus.

 


“Vir, Vir,” somebody awaken me.

 


I woke up all of a sudden.

 


“Sunita you?” I replied.

 


“Yes, it’s me,” Sunita said.

 


I was very confused. I didn’t know how to
say anything.

 


“Vir, where are you going?” Sunita
asked.

 


“N-No-where….!” I stammered.

 


“Then, how did you get in the bus?” Sunita
asked in blank looked.

 


“I-I just followed you and……” I said.

 


“WHAT??” Sunita retorted.

 


“H-How many distances did the bus travel,
Sunita?” I cut short.

 


“It has been traveling at least for half and
hour, it might covered 10-12 kms distances,” Sunita said.

 


“O Shit! O Shit! O Shit……” I cried.

 


“You stop the bus, Vir,” Sunita said
worried.

 


But before I stop the bus, one passenger got
down. And I too got down with the passenger.

 


I heaved a sight of relief.

 


“I love you, Sunita!” I whispered in
Sunita’s ear, before I get down.

 


“You’re mad, Vir!” Sunita said.

 


“Thanks!” I cried aloud.

 


I acknowledged Sunita for her
compliment.

 


I waved Sunita with a flying kisses. And
Sunita waved me back.

 


That day I had to run to my house for at
least 10-12 kms distance. I returned home dead tired and slept like
a dead corpse before the night fall. But I was thrilled with
joy.

 


Everybody in the house got surprised.

 


In every occasion I started visiting in
Sunita’s house whether Durga puja, Dewali, Holi, Bihu, New Year eve
or any occasion. I just need any reason to visit in Sunita’s
house.

 


Our intimacy was growing slowly and slowly
to its ultimate desperation as days, weeks and months were passing
by.

 


We couldn’t live without looking each other.
We couldn’t live without talking with each other. And we couldn’t
live without meeting with each other.

Even sometimes I used to visit in Sunita’s
house with unnecessary and unwanted stuffs. And as usual she didn’t
come out from her room. At that time I felt very tense and it hurt
me a lot.

 


And when she came at the window in the
backside of her room, I felt elated. I felt that I got something
very special thing for the day.

 


Sometimes I tried to test her intimacy and
acted as I was avoiding her. And I tried to avoid her in our usual
place of meeting on the way to the school and on the way back to
home. At that time Sunita became very emotional and upset and she
started crying.

 


Then I had to handle the situation
immediately.

 


“I’m sorry, Sunita……I’m sorry Sunita.”

 


Sunita didn’t speak anything. She was
continued welling her tears.

 


“Sunita, I’m sorry.”

 


“You’ll cry when I left you forever,” Sunita
said seriously.

 


At that time I felt a sudden pang in my
heart what Sunita had said something like that. I was very
scared.

 


Then I realized that never ever tried to
test your beloved girlfriend in your life.



“Sorry, sorry…. I’m just kidding. Look I’m
holding my ears.”

 


I held her hands and kissed.

 


“Never do it again.”

 


“Okay, I swear! I plugged my both
ears.”

 


Sunita smiled. And we both hugged each
other.

 


We hardly met with each other outside our
village and away from our school hours.

Sunita’s parents didn’t allow her to go
anywhere alone.

 


But we met with each other as usual in our
place.

 


And our days, weeks and months were went on
with sweet moments.
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Then I entered in tenth standard and Sunita
in ninth standard.

 


Every student of tenth standard was very
serious in their studies. Our subject teachers were serious. Our
class teacher was serious. Our principal was serious. Our parents
were serious. And every near and dear relative, friends and even
our neighbours were serious about Board exam. Accept me.

 


It was a fever of Board exam.

 


Almost six months were about to elapse and I
was not serious in my studies. I had not touched my text books for
months.

 


I was busy in co-curriculum activities in
the school and outside the school, taking participations in quiz
competition, essay competition, art competition, and playing
cricket matches for district level tournaments in towns and
cities.

 


Even I had very little time for Sunita. Then
one day Sunita stopped me.

 


“Vir, I’m very worried about you,” Sunita
said.

 


“Why, Sunita? What happened to me?” I
asked.

 


“Look, all your classmates are very serious
in their studies. They are not taking part in any of the school
activities and other stuffs. It is only you who is involved in
these activities? Why Vir?”

 


Sunita was weeping.

“Okay, okay, I’ll stop these activities very
soon,” I said.

 


“When?” Sunita snapped.

 


“Very soon! Now please stop this topic.
Let’s talk some other thing.”

 


“No, Vir. You’ve to tell me now when you’re
going to stop these activities.”

 


“Very soon….”

 


“Okay, you’ll not tell me, nah?”

 


Sunita rode her bicycle back to her home
without giving me any word. It was happened for the first time in
those two years.

 


“Sunita! Sunita……!” I called her.

 


But Sunita didn’t turn back.

 


From the next day Sunita started avoiding
me.

 


She stopped me waiting on the way to school
and on the way back to home and in the school hours.

 


When I called her, she didn’t respond me.
Even she didn’t like to see me. I tried many times to meet her, to
talk with her and to sort out the matters.

 


But everything was in vein.

 


It was lasted for two weeks.



Then I decided to quit all the co-curriculum
activities in the school and outside the school. I started busy in
my studies. But I couldn’t concentrate on it. I was lost and upset.
I couldn’t stay away from Sunita any longer. Every moment I was
dying for Sunita.

 


But I was helpless. Sunita didn’t want to
see me. She had completely avoided me.

 


After two weeks I met Sunita on the way to
school, waiting for me. I was thrilled with joy. I felt that my
withering life got a gush of new life again.

 


For a moment we didn’t speak anything. She
was silent. I was silent. We both were riding our bicycle
silently.

 


“I’m sorry, Sunita,” I initiated first.

 


Sunita didn’t reply anything.

 


“I’m sorry, Sunita…..I’ve quitted everything
as you asked me to do. I swear you.” I continued.

 


Sunita looked into my eyes and smiled.

 


“I’m sorry too,” she said.

 


“Why?”

 


“Because, I hurt you.”

 


Sunita’s eyes wetted with tears.

 


“No, Sunita, it was me I hurt you. Now I
realized you’re right. And I’m wrong.”

 


We both halted our bicycle in the middle of
the crossroad when there was no passerby. We looked into each
others’ eyes and lost.

 


From the next day we met with each other as
usual.

 


“Vir, I want something from you today,”
Sunita said.

 


“What?” I asked.

 


“You promise me that you wouldn’t say
no.”

 


“Okay, I promised you.”

 


“Are you sure Vir? Will you give me whatever
I ask from you?”

“Off course I’ll!”

 


“Okay!”

 


Sunita remained silent for a moment.

 


“Now what happened?” I asked.

 


“Okay…”

 


Again Sunita remained silent.

 


“Now speak up!”

 


“Vir, you’ve Board exam after six months.
So, I wanted you to be more serious in your studies,” Sunita
said.

 


“Okay, I’ll!”

 


“Vir, I wanted to see you amongst the top
most students of our school in the Board exam.”

 


I was highly inspired with her words of high
spirits.

 


I had no word to express my feelings. I felt
that I was blessed with a highly ambitious girl friend.

 


“Vir, you promise me that you’ll do the best
result in your forth coming Board exam,” Sunita asked me an
assurance.

 


She asked me the most impossible thing in my
life.

 


I had never thought to do the best result in
the Board exam in my wildest dream. But I couldn’t make her
disappointed.

 


I didn’t find any word.

 


I didn’t know what to say and what not to. I
didn’t know how to give her any word.

 


“O-Okay, I’ll try!” I finally said.

 


“Promise me?”

 


“Yes, I promise you!”

 


“That’s my darling boy!” Sunita kissed me on
my cheeks and forehead.

 


I jumped up in the mid-air like I was
uplifted above the ground. I got a jest of energies and
enthusiasm.



I felt that the whole world was mine. I was
king of this whole world. I felt that nothing was impossible for
me. I could do anything. I could see possible in every impossible
thing. I felt that I would defeat any battle of life.

 


For a moment I was lost.

 


“Hey Vir, what happened?” Sunita asked
me.

 


“No, No, nothing! You speak. You carry on!”
I said.

 


“Okay, Vir, right from today, we’ll not meet
again till your Board exam is not over. Right from today you study
harder and harder, okay?”

 


“NO, NO, NO…Sunita, it’s not fair!” I
retorted.

 


“Everything is fair in love and war!” Sunita
laughed.

 


“No, Sunita, you’re only my love not any
war.”

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“Sunita, how could I live without seeing
you? I can’t live without talking you and meeting you. I can’t make
any such tough promise,” I protested.

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“No, Sunita!”

 


“Yes Vir!”

“No, Sunita!”

 


Sunita started crying. I couldn’t see her
tears and weeping face.

 


The greatest weapon of a woman is their
tears. With their tears they could defeat or trap anybody in this
world.

 


“Okay, I promise you!” Finally I had to bow
down.

 


Sunita didn’t respond.

 


“Sunita, now stop crying! I’ve
promised!”

 


She looked into my eyes and smiled.

 


“Now happy?” I asked.

 


Sunita kissed me on my cheeks and forehead
again.

 


“Yes very much! You’re my darling sweet
heart.”



Our lips met with each other for the first
time.

 


We had a long kisses. We hugged together.
For a few minutes we were in the same pose.

 


Then Sunita parted herself from my holding
hands. She ran to her house. I gazed her from a distant.

 


But she turned back to me.

 


“See you after your Board exam. Best of
luck!” Sunita kissed me on my cheeks and forehead again.

 


Then she left to her house.

 


I gazed Sunita till her silhouette was
disappeared from my eye sight.
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From the very night I started slogging for
my Board exam. I study day in and day out. I also became like a
book worm; sticking with books day and night. I had forgotten food
and sleep. Both day and night became same for me. I had to crack
the Board exam in any cause with top rank and pleased my
Sunita.

 


Everything became secondary stuffs for
me.

 


When I felt tired I looked Sunita’s photo in
my purse and in my album. And again I resume my studies.

 


One week before my board exam I had
completed my entire syllabus. And I was ready for my Board
exam.

 


I didn’t know how the long six and half
months came to the end and I had appeared in my Board exam.

 


My Board exam went very well and all credits
went to Sunita.

 


Finally the day of our meeting was
arrived.

 


My eyes were thirsty to see her cute face.
My ears were eager to hear her sweet voice. And my body was
trembling to feel her soft touch.

 


I met Sunita on the way in our usual
place.

 


We were meeting after six and half months. I
felt that I had got back my life and my world again.

 


Those six and half months were very tough
moments for both of us. We didn’t meet each other; we didn’t see
each other and we didn’t talk with each other.

 


Sunita came to me. She was half smiling and
half crying. The same was happened with me. For a moment we
couldn’t speak a single word. We both lost in each other’s
looks.

“How was your exam, Vir?” Sunita asked
me.

 


“Fine, very fine! I’ve given my very best,
Sunita!” I said.

 


“How are you?” I asked her.

 


Sunita didn’t reply me anything.

 


She hugged me straightaway. She was crying
bitterly on my shoulder.

 


“What happened, Sunita? Why are you crying?”
I asked.

 


Sunita didn’t reply me anything. She was
crying continuously.

 


“Look, we’ve met!” I said.

 


“I’m very happy for you, Vir” Sunita
said.

 


“I missed you a lot, Vir.”

 


“I missed you too, Sunita.”

 


I gave a gentle kiss on her cheeks and
forehead.

 


“Let’s go somewhere,” I said.

 


“Where?” Sunita asked me, looking into my
eyes.

 


“Where we can be together,” I said.

 


I rubbed her welling tears from her cheeks;
and caressing her raffling hairs.

 


I hugged her tight in my bosom. We had a
long kisses. And we spent the entire day together.

 


After one month, I didn’t see Sunita again.
She got married in the town, far distance from our village.

 


 


 


10

 


 


 


When I got the news of Sunita’s marriage, I
was broke down emotionally, morally and mentally. I was completely
shuttered.

 


I felt that I had lost my life. I felt that
I had lost my world. I was completely lost. I didn’t know who I
was. I didn’t know where I was. I didn’t know with whom I was.

 


I was feeling deserted and lonely.

 


I had forgotten my home. I had forgotten my
parents. I had forgotten my brothers and sisters. I had forgotten
my relatives. I had forgotten my friends. I had forgotten
myself.

 


I had forgotten everybody and
everything.

 


Then my friend was wine. My home was wine
shops. My relatives and friends were drunkards of our village,
nearby villages and towns.

 


I drank wine. I smoke cigarettes and bidis.
I took tobacco and drugs. And I consumed whatever I got. I took the
stuffs that I never touched. I did the stuffs that I never done in
my life.

 


The whole day I roamed here and there. I had
forgotten to return home. At night sometimes I slept in the wine
shops and on the road.

 


I was becoming like a nomad.

 


When the whole area fell in the silent grip
of night and when no human soul was awake, I remained awake like a
nocturnal creatures.

 


I started singing at night and started
shouting aloud.

 


She is my heart……….

 


She is my soul……………..

 


She is my life……………….

 


She is my world………………..

 


She is everything for me………….

 


How could I forget
her...................?

 


 


I wanted to forget Sunita. But the more I
tried to forget her, the more I recalled her.

 


When I drank wine then only I could forget
her. I found my rescued only in wine.

 


Father and mother both were very upset with
me. Hari dada and Mohan dada, Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo, Jyoti
didi and her husband, they too very upset with me.

 


They all tried many times to stop me from my
bad habits. But their every try failed to stop me.

 


Even they stopped my pocket money. But I had
nothing to worry. My drunkard friends were always stood besides me.
They were indeed my friend in need. I relied on them and they
relied on me. We were like made for each other.

 


It was almost four months elapsed; I didn’t
know when my Board exam result would be declared. I didn’t know
anything. I was just like out of this world.

 


I was drinking wine with my drunkard friends
in one of the wine shops; one of my drunkard friends informed us
about the Board exam result.

 


“Friends, I’ve heard news that this year the
topper in the Board exam is from our place.”

 


“O really?” the other drunkards said.

 


“Yes, the topper is from our place.”

“That’s great news, bhai. For the first time
in our place,” they exclaimed.

 


“Let’s cheers buddies!!” they all got
excited.

 


I was silent; sipping my peg.

 


“By the way what’s the name of a topper
boy?”

 


“Ah…um….his name is starts with
V-V…..something like Vir…..”

 


“Okay, anyways, that’s great news! Let’s
cheers once again for the name of our topper boy!”

 


I stood up instantly.

 


“Hey, deka lora (young boy), what happened?
Where are you going, huh? Take another sip for the name of our
topper boy, Vir!”

 


They didn’t know about my real name. I never
introduced them my name or disclosed anything about me.

 


In the world of drunkards we all are same.
There was no cast system or no religion or no creed. We had no
differences, whether rich or poor; whether young or old. We had
always same glass of wine. We always shared whatever we had. We
addressed ourselves as brothers. We are the same brothers of a same
boat sailing together.

 


“I’m just coming, dada,” I said.

 


“Come soon, young boy. We need your
company,” they said.

 


“Okay, dada.”

 


I left the wine shop.

 


I ran to my school immediately.

 


When I reached in the school campus, I saw
the huge crowds of students at the school notice board. The
students and their parents were gathering there to check the Board
exam result.

I went straight to the notice board to check
my result.

 


I didn’t see or look or notice anybody. I
made my way in the midst of the crowded students and their parents.
I was unaware of my looks and my dress. I didn’t know how I
appeared or looked.

 


Many days, weeks and months were elapsed I
hadn’t bathed and cleaned my body. I didn’t wash my clothes. And
even I didn’t change my clothes.

 


I hadn’t seen my face in the mirror for many
long days. I didn’t know whether I was stinking bad odours or I was
sticking dirty. I didn’t know anything.

 


Everybody in the crowds gave me way to the
notice board. I didn’t care about anybody.

 


I checked my name and roll number on the
notice board. My drunkard friend was right. My name was in the top
most lists in the Board exam result sheet.

 


“Hey Vir, Congratulations!”

 


Many of my friends congratulated me. But I
was unaware of them. I didn’t respond any of them.

 


I returned to the wine shop. And I rejoined
my drunkard friends.

 


I sipped my half peg wine left there; and
asked to refill my empty glass. I sipped in a single breath.

 


The whole day I drank wine and fell down
unconscious.

 


 


 


11

 


 


 


When I woke up in the morning I found all my
family members inside my bedroom.

 


Mother was sitting besides me. Father was
sitting on my chair. Hari dada and Mohan dada were standing.
Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo were just got inside my bedroom. And
Jyoti didi and her husband both were sitting and standing besides
my bed.

 


They were smiling and laughing. I found
myself in complete messed up.

 


“Maa, w-what happened?” I asked,
stammering.

 


“WHAT HAPPENED??” They all exclaimed in
unison.

 


Mother kissed me on my cheeks and
forehead.

 


“We’re proud of you, beta!” father said. He
hugged me.

 


“I’m proud of my brother,” Jyoti didi said.
She kissed me on my cheeks.

 


Then one by one everybody congratulated
me.

 


“And many, many happy
returns of the day for your 16th birthday,” they all wished
me.

 


I didn’t know that the
double bonanza of happiness was waiting for me. On the same day I
had my 16th birthday.

 


“Beta, get up and fresh up quickly,” mother
said.

 


Mother was about to leave my room. Others
were already left.

 


“Maa, wait!” I said.

 


Mother turned back to me. She came to my
bed.

 


“What happened beta?”

 


“Maa, I’m sorry,” I said.

 


“It’s okay, beta,” mother kissed me on my
forehead. Her face was brimming with smile.

 


“Maa, I want to say you something,” I said.
Actually I wanted to confess for my mistakes.

 


“We’ll talk later!”

 


“But, maa?…..”

 


“No, beta. Not now. Now, you just go and
clean yourself. Look at your face how terrible and worse you’re
looking,” mother said.

 


“Maa….!”

 


“Vir, I’ve a lot of works to do for the
party,” mother said.

 


“Party!? What party, maa?” I asked.

 


“Party for your grand
achievement and for your 16th birthday.”

 


I didn’t respond anything.

 


I went inside the bathroom.

 


I looked my face in the mirror after so many
long days. I didn’t know exactly for how many long days I didn’t
see my face. I couldn’t recognize my own looks.

 


Mother was right. I was looking terrible and
worst.

 


My hairs were touching my forehead and
temples. It covered up my both ears with its blades like leaves,
and fell on the back of my neck. And my unshaven beards were
curtailed my white complexion.

 


I looked like an aspiring jogi with long
hairs and long beards; just returning from Himalayas after a long
year’s hard meditation.

 


When I smelled my armpits and body I smelled
the bad odours of my body. It would make me vomiting.

 


And when I rubbed my body with my fingers,
the thick black and brown dirt were coming out from my body. It was
itching me and made me feel very untidy.

 


Without any further delay I went straight to
the town salon on Mohan dada’s scooter.

 


I shaved my beards and cut off my long
hairs. Then I got back my original look.

 


But I looked very lean and thin like I was
recovered from some terrible illness after many long months. My
face was wrinkled a bit. There were dark circles near the edges of
my eyes. My lips were full of dried crack marks.

 


On the way back to home, I met my two
drunkard friends. They were on their ways to home, walking
tipsy-turvy and arguing with each other.



One was walking and the other was lying down
on the road. One tried to get up the other, but the other wanted to
sit there on the road.

 


“Ai bhai, get up! Look motor bikes and
trucks are coming!” one said to the other.

 


“Nai (No), it’s not a road. It’s my
courtyard. I’m in my house. Why should I get up, huh? Who are you?
What are you doing here? You get lost!” the other retorted.

 


“No, no, bhai. It’s a road. Not your
courtyard. You didn’t reach your house yet. We’ve to walk two and
half miles more to reach our houses,” one said.

 


“NAI! (NO!)” the other said.

 


Just then a heavy truck laden with bamboos
crossed them with loud honking sound.

 


“HEY, YOU ASS HOLES. It’s not your road the
way you like to drive,” the other yelled aloud.

 


“This road is not your father’s, and not
made by my father, either.”

 


He picked up few pebbles and started
hurtling to the zooming truck a far distance.

 


“YOU ASS HOLES, what do you think of
yourself, huh?” he spitted on the roadside.

 


He lay down again in the middle of the
crossroad.

 


“Now, lets see who the son of mother would
cross this road?” he said. He seated cross legs pose on the
crossroad.

 


He started murmuring something.

 


“Aree bhai, Aree bhai, please, for god sake,
get up! We’re getting very late!” one said.

 


“Ssh..Ssh..Ssh…..Don’t disturb me. I’m doing
meditation,” the other said; closing his eyes.

 


I drove the scooter in high acceleration to
cross them as soon as possible and avoid them.

 


With the whirring sound and turning the
wheels away from them I crossed them.

 


They didn’t recognize me.

 


“OHOO! What was that?” the other said. He
opened his eyes wide.

 


“It’s a scooter! Let’s get up!” one
said.

 


“Nai, (No) it’s not a scooter,” the other
said.

 


“Then, what was that? Tell me,” one
asked.

 


“It’s a jet plane,” the other said.

 


Their dramas were continued, going on, but I
didn’t know how long it lasted.

 


Soon I reached home.

I parked the scooter and went straight to
the bathroom. I bathed at least for half and hour.

 


I rubbed my body with hard and smooth stone
in the bathroom to clean my body. Even washing and cleaning my body
I got hurt.

 


Mother gave me newly sown shirt and pant. I
wore and got a new look. And I felt that I was awaken after a long
hours of slumber.

 


Till then all the preparations of
celebration party was completed.

 


Many people of our near and dear relatives
and neighbours were invited on the occasion. My friends and their
parents were invited. And my class teachers were also invited.

 


I met and greeted them one by one, and they
all congratulated me.

 


It was the grand celebration
party for my great achievement and my 16th birthday.

 


But on that occasion I was missing the
person who was the most responsible. And she was my Sunita.

 


I was missing Sunita terribly. Every second,
every minute, every hour and every day, I was missing her.

 


She was nowhere there to wish me. I was
searching her in the midst of people if I could get her
glimpses.



I had no one to share my feelings. Although
I was along with my friends, talking with them; cracking jokes with
them; playing pranks with them; and smiling and laughing with them,
but I was feeling lonely and deserted. I was void from inside.

 


Still Sunita’s sweet and sonorous voice was
reverberated in my ears again and again.

 


“Vir, I wanted to see you amongst the top
most student of our school…..”

 


“Why did she gone away from me? Why she got
married so early? Why she didn’t tell me anything?”

 


I know if she was not with me; if she didn’t
inspire me and motivated me, I couldn’t top in my Board exam.

 


Today everybody is here but Sunita is
nowhere. I didn’t know where she is now.

 


Without her, how could I celebrate anything?
This celebration party is not mine.

 


I cried alone in the corner most part of our
house hiding from everybody.

 


“Vir, where are you?” mother called me.

 


“Yes, maa. I’m just coming,” I replied.

 


I wiped my tears and I rejoined the
party.

 


 


The celebration party was continued till
mid-night.
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For few months I was kept away from drinks,
cigarettes, tobacco, bidis, and drugs and away from my drunkard
friends and their companies.

 


I took admission in the nearby town college
in Arts streams.

 


My family members and relatives insisted me
to take in science streams.

 


They wanted to see me as a doctor or an
engineer. But I knew my talents very well. I knew in which subject
I was good and in which subject I was poor.

 


So, I went with my own decisions. My parents
didn’t insist me. They supported me willingly.

 


Father bought me a new bike to go to
college.

 


I was happy and excited. Soon I mingled with
the new environment of college. I got new friends and new
gangs.

 


In the college, new student met new student
and old student met new student. And a boy met a girl, and a girl
met a boy for the first time. And then the new episode of affairs
began in their lives. Some busy in their studies and some busy in
their love affairs.

 


Senior students ragged new students to their
heart content. And the poor new students remained silent gnawing
their teeth and holding their tight fist helplessly. And waited for
their turns when they become seniors in the college.

 


And in between the local junior boys were
fought with the outsider senior boys of the college. And then there
were many clashes between the senior students and the junior
students in the college.

 


Some senior students proposed the new comer
girls in the very first day. And some senior students just remained
busy flirting with the junior girls. And the poor junior boys were
bound to break their hearts before proposing their dream
girls.

 


Some junior boys fell in love at their first
sight with the senior girls and junior girls of the college. Then
they kept following them like mad day in and day out.

 


Some got sweet smile of acceptance of their
love proposals. And some got a hard slapped of rejections and
warnings.

 


Some of them beaten black and blue and got a
death threat of proposing a girlfriends of seniors.

 


Some students had a strong crush with the
young lady professors. And they never failed to attain the lectures
of their favourite professors; and busy in their day dreaming.

Those boys and girls who were successful in
their love affairs; they were busy in dating in the college
forgetting their classes. They were always found busy in dating in
the college classrooms, in the college canteen, in the library, in
the common room, in the garden, in the open fields, on the road and
in any place of solitude.

 


For them college was a place of love
affairs.

 


And the unsuccessful lovers were still
trying their best to get their love ones even after getting a
rejection of hundred times.

 


Everything was happening in the
college.

 


But nothing was attracted to me.

 


In few occasions my classmates’ girls tried
to talk with me. But I didn’t talk with them.

 


Everything was gone fine for few months, but
all of a sudden I fell again in the ditch of my old memories. The
memories of Sunita started hunting me.

 


I started missing everything about Sunita,
her talks, her smiles, her laughs, her jokes and her kisses. Sunita
was everything for me. I felt empty without her. I started
searching her in the midst of crowded students.

 


Sometime I could feel her very near, closed
to my heart. Sometime I could feel her very far away from me.

 


Sometime I could see her same beautiful,
sweet and cute face. And sometime I could hear her sweet and
sonorous voice.

 


I searched her everywhere. I started
following her hallucinations. But she was nowhere.

 


I knew she was nowhere there. I couldn’t
meet her again. But my heart, mind and soul didn’t ready to accept
the reality.



One side of my mind says that she is only
mine and one day I would meet her again somewhere. And another side
of my mind says that she is not mine anymore; and I wouldn’t meet
her again.

I laughed louder and louder for my madness
and stupidity.

 


The more I tried to forget Sunita the more I
recalled her.

 


Again I started drinking wine, smoking
cigarette and bidis, taking drugs and took whatever stuff I
got.

 


I rejoined with my old drunkard friends in
the same place in wine shops and their houses.

 


“Aree deka laura (young boy) where are you
being so long days?” they asked me.

 


“Nowhere dada…..” I said.

 


“Anyways, welcome back in our old gang,”
they greeted me.

 


“Ai, baidoi (elder sister), bring another
glass of wine for our young brother.”

 


Everyday I drank wine before going to the
college and after the college way back to home.

 


Whatever I got pocket money I spent in
drinking wine, smoking cigarette, taking drugs and other stuffs.
And very soon my old habits of drinking wine and staying away from
home returned to me.

 


I started drinking wine heavily more than
earlier. Even the days were arrived in my life that I had forgotten
to return home for one to two weeks.

 


I had no more sense.

 


Then one day I was caught in the college by
the professor while drinking wine in the class. The professor got
me out from his class.

 


And from the next day I stopped attending my
classes in the college.



I started visiting in towns and cities along
with my drunkard friends.

 


I had hundreds of friends. I became ever
available, free guy, whoever calls me; I joined with them at any
time, and in any place. There was no question of whether I was
accompanied with man or woman, young boy or young girl. I had no
difference.

 


I met hundreds of people and I spent many
days and many nights in different places in towns and cities. Just
like the whole world was mine and I was for the whole world.

 


I had visited in the brothel houses where I
had experienced sex for the first time in my life and lost my
virginity. But I had no feelings of anything. I didn’t know whether
the first sex was wonderful or awesome or bad experience for me. I
didn’t have any idea.

 


But one thing I knew very well that I had
still carried the first gentle kisses of Sunita on my lips, cheeks,
and forehead.

 


When I had sex for the first time with a
young whore, for a second I felt that she was my very own Sunita
and I lost in her looks and made love.

 


Thereafter my visits to the brothel houses
in towns and cities were becoming my regular hang out places.

 


My parents and my family members were very
upset with me. They all knew about me. They tried many times to get
rid off my bad habits, but they all failed.

 


Then they lost hope on me and left me alone
in my world.

 


I had never turned pages of my college text
books.



During my examination I was in towns and
cities with my friends. I was spending my days and nights in
drinking wines, smoking cigarette, taking drugs and playing gamble
and sleeping with whores in the brothel houses.

 


I had already forgotten that I was studying
in any college.

 


I didn’t appear my H.S. first year
exam.

 


 


 


 


13

 


 


 


It was almost one and half year passed in
the same fashion.

 


There were no changes in me. Instead I was
completely turned drunkard of our place. Everybody was familiar
with me. I didn’t need any introduction of mine. People know with
my nick name, Modahi (the Drunkard).

 


One morning I was in my bedroom, got ready
to go in my usual hang out place.

 


Mother came inside my bedroom.

 


She was crying.

 


I didn’t know what the matter was. I had
never seen mother crying bitterly since my childhood days.

 


“Ki hol maa? Tumi Kio Kandisa? (What
happened, maa? Why are you crying?)” I asked mother.

 


Mother didn’t reply anything. She was crying
continuously. I didn’t know how to console her.

 


“What’s the matter, maa? Tell me please!
What happened to you?” I asked.

 


I couldn’t see her welling tears anymore, it
would make me cry. I hugged mother and seated her on my bed.

 


I wiped her tears.

 


“What happened to you, beta?” mother asked
me.

 


“W-What happened to me, maa?” I
replied.

 


I was half smiling and half laughing.

 


“Why did you turn like this, huh?” mother
asked.

She touched my head and caressing my
raffling hairs.

 


I didn’t know what to tell and what not
to.



“Tell me, beta!....Tell me beta! What is
your problem? What’s wrong with you? You’re never like this before.
You’re my good son. You’re my obedient boy. How did you turn like
this, huh?” mother asked me.

 


Every word of mother touched my heart, mind
and soul.

 


I was tongue tied.

 


For the first time I felt that I have been
hurting my parents and my family members.

 


I couldn’t answer anything.

 


“Vir, beta…..” mother cried out.

 


I stood and left my bedroom.

 


I started the engine of my bike. It didn’t
start at my first kick. I kicked again and again. Then it started
and I drove it as fast as its speedometer reads.

 


I didn’t know where I was driving my
bike.

 


After more than one hour drove I halted my
bike in the middle of the crossroad.

 


I didn’t know how many distances I had
travelled so far. I parked it at the road side.

 


I gazed all around. I didn’t find anybody. I
could only see a long road ahead of me and behind of me in both the
directions.

 


“Where should I go? This way or that way? I
didn’t know.” I had thousands of questions in my head.

 


I seated on the side railing of a wooden
bridge and heard the rippling sounds of a river.

“What should I do now? I’ve hurt my parents.
I’ve hurt everybody who loves me.”

 


I didn’t figure out anything at that moment.
Then I recalled my childhood friend, Pradeep.

 


I went straight to Pradeep’s house. But he
was not in his house on that day.

 


Sarala khuri, Pradeep’s mother told me that
he had gone to town early in the morning.

 


“Khuri (aunty), when Pradeep will return
from town?” I asked.

 


“Beta, I don’t know,” Sarala khuri
replied.

 


“Okay.”

 


“Any message for Pradeep, beta?”

 


“N-No, khuri(aunty). Um…tell Pradeep that
I’ve come,” I said.

 


I returned home.

 


When I reached home nobody was there to talk
with me. Nobody was waiting for me. I knew I was deserved for
that.

 


I recalled my old days whenever I returned
home from anywhere both maa and deota(father) and my entire family
members were always waiting for me and eager to know everything
that happened with me on that day.

 


I missed everything.

 


I entered inside my bedroom tiptoe.

 


I found my food on the table as usual.

 


“Saviti nabo, where are you?” I called.

 


Savitri nabo didn’t answer me.

 


“NABO!” I cried out.

 


Savitri nabo entered in my bedroom.

 


“What happened, Vir?”

 


“Nabo, take this food. I’ll have my dinner
with you people, tonight.”



“Nobody is left in the house to have dinner
at this hour.”

 


“O! Am I very late, nabo?”

 


“Look at your watch. What’s the time
now?”

 


I looked on my wrist watch. It was 10:30 pm
at night. And our dinner timing was at 8 pm at night.

 


“CHE…!”

 


“Nabo!” I cried out.

 


Savitri nabo was left my bedroom
already.

 


I was hungry, but I couldn’t eat anything. I
left the food untouched.

 


I lay down on my bed.

 


“What should I do to make my parents and my
family member happy? How could I change myself?”

 


I didn’t figure out anything.
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The next day for the first time I stayed in
my house.

 


I was lying on a bench and playing radio in
my background under the mango tree in our courtyard.

 


I didn’t know which song was being
played.

 


I was contemplating and repenting my
mistakes one after another. I didn’t know how to please my parents
and my family members and gain the same love and respect as
earlier.

 


I had made my parents and my family members
ashamed.

 


My father was a much respected man of the
whole region. Everybody knows his name, a retired masterji (Dr.)
Mr. Dinakanta Sarmah. He was the first graduate and PhD holder in
our entire region.

 


My father was the first person who had
started school in the whole region in 1947, after India got
independence. And besides my father did many social works.

 


But I have defamed my father’s name with my
bad deeds. Because of my bad deeds our family’s name became
laughing stock.

 


“It’s the time to amend my mistakes.” For
the first time I realized my grave mistakes.

 


I visited in Pradeep’s house the next
day.

 


“Aare Vir, after so many long days. Come on
in,” Pradeep greeted me.

 


Pradeep took me in his bedroom.

 


“Maa told me that you’ve come day before
yesterday.”

 


“Yes, Pradeep,” I said.

 


“I went to the town.”

 


“Khuri (aunty) told me about that.”

 


I seated on his small bed.

“So, what’s up Pradeep?” I asked.

 


“What to say, Vir? Good and bad both are our
parts of life,” Pradeep replied.

 


“Why did you go to the town, Pradeep?” I
asked.

 


“To collect an application form for the
recruitment of Indian Army,” Pradeep said.

 


“So, you’re going to join in Indian
Army?”

 


“Haa, Vir. I’ve decided to join in Indian
Army,” Pradeep replied.

 


“That’s great, Pradeep!” I patted on his
back.

 


“What can I do, Vir? This is the only
solution I found to solve our family’s financial condition. You
know that my father was expired when I was just one year old. Now
I’ve many responsibilities on my shoulder. I’ve to arrange
marriages for my two elder sisters and maintain family’s
expenditures. And we’ve no big land to cultivate ourselves. So,
I’ve decided to join in Indian Army,” Pradeep explained.

 


“And Pradeep, what will happen to your
studies?” I asked.

 


“Nai o dost (No dear friend), I couldn’t
continue my studies further,” Pradeep answered.

 


Pradeep was good in his studies. He was a
brilliant boy in both academic and sports.

 


Sarala khuri fetched us tea and
biscuits.

 


“Have tea and biscuits, Vir,” Sarala khuri
offered.

 


“O, khuri (aunty), why did you trouble with
these stuffs?” I said.

 


“Its’ okay. You take it.”

 


“Thanks, khuri (aunty).”

 


“How are your parents, Vir?” Sarala khuri
asked.

 


“They are fine, great khuri (aunty), thank
you,” I replied.

 


Then Sarala khuri left.

 


“Now, tell about you, Vir?” Pradeep
asked.

 


“I don’t know, Pradeep, from where I would
start, and what to tell you and what not to tell you….” I
said.

 


I narrated my entire story in front of
Pradeep, from the beginning to the ending.

 


Pradeep listened my entire story without any
interruptions.

 


“Pradeep, yaar, I didn’t understand
anything, right now. I’m totally confused and lost. I don’t know
what to do and what not to do. Please give me some solution.”

 


Pradeep didn’t speak anything. He took a
deep breath.

 


“What would I give you any solution, Vir?”
Pradeep said.

 


“Anything, Pradeep…...Anything, Pradeep…. I
just wanted to get hell out of this place, far away from everybody
where there is no looking back; where I could find peace and bliss;
and where I could forget all these haunting memories,” I said.

 


Pradeep gave his hands on me. We both
remained silent; closing our eyes.

 


“Why don’t you come with me?” Pradeep
said.

 


“Where!?” I asked.

 


“To try in Indian Army.”

 


“In Indian Army?”

 


“Yes, you can, Vir.”

“O, yes, yes ….I can, I can……You’re right,
you’re right, Pradeep. I can-can try in Indian Army. Thank you
Pradeep….. Thank you, yaar.”

 


I hugged Pradeep gladly and thanking him
thousands of times.

 


I was elated and excited.

 


I felt like that I got new wings to fly
again like a free bird in the open sky.
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Within few days, I started my preparation to
try in Indian Army.

 


Pradeep submitted my application form and
documents along with his own.

 


I didn’t inform any of these developments
before my parents and any of my family members and friends. I kept
everything secret. I had doubted that they might not agree with my
decision of joining in Indian Army.

 


I woke up early in the morning before
anybody awake in my house.



I ran for long distance for long hours. I
practiced running, long jump, high jump and all the sports
activities that were required for the Army interview.

 


The entire one and half months I practiced
before the interview.

 


I went to town and cities wherever the Army
interviews were held or conducted.

 


I got all the information from Pradeep and
other aspiring boys of our village.

I accompanied with Pradeep and other
candidates of young lads of our village and the nearby villages of
our place.

 


Within one year I had given three to four
interviews in a row, but I always failed in the last round of the
interview. I was repeatedly rejected one after another.

Initially I didn’t realize the reasons of my
failures. Then I realized my weakness and weak points.

 


These weaknesses were due to my bad habits
of drinking wine, smoking cigarettes, taking drugs and other
intoxication excessively. Then I gave up all these bad stuffs
completely.

 


I worked out in my weaknesses and weak
points.

 


I practiced more and more, harder and
harder, and I came over all my odds.

And in my fifth attempt I had cleared my
interview. I got selection in Indian Army.

 


Pradeep was already selected in his first
attempt.



I was glad and euphoric.

 



These new developments in my life bound me
to forget everything about Sunita and her memories and kept away
from my drunkard friends. I felt that I was transformed into a new
person.

 


I informed about my selection in Indian Army
to my family members and relatives.

 


Initially, everybody in our family didn’t
believe me.

 


When I showed them my appointment letter,
they were shocked. They were never believed in their wildest dreams
that I would do something worthwhile after doing so many worst
things in my life.

 


They were astonished. But at the same time
they were happy for me.

 


Father didn’t say anything and so as Hari
dada and Mohan dada and Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo.

 


They were very happy for me.

 


But mother was very upset. She reacted
differently.

 


“Vir beta, are you going to join in the
army?” mother asked me.

“Yes, maa,” I replied.

 


“No, I wouldn’t allow you to join in the
army,” mother opposed.

 


“Maa, I’ve already decided.”

 


“Beta, you’ve to fight with the enemies in
the border. How could I allow you to die in the war? No, no, I
can’t allow you to join in the Army.”

 


Mother cried. She hugged me tight like
somebody would snatch me from her grips.

 

 


“So what Gayatri? Our son will fight and
protect our country from the enemies. If he will die for the
country, he would be called martyr. He will become the real hero,
but not the filmy hero. You should be proud of our son. Don’t feel
sad. Feel proud, Gayatri. Let him go, Gayatri,” father said.

 


I felt great and motivated.

 


After a lot of pleadings and praying,
finally mother allowed me to join in the Indian Army.

 


Before leaving to the Army training centre
in Shillong, a grand celebration party was organized in our
house.
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I went for my Army training in the Assam
Regimental centre in Shillong for 34 weeks. It was located at the
scenic and salubrious Happy Valley in Shillong.

 


I got training in combat training, war
exercises, fighting on the land, fighting under the water, fighting
in hills and mountains, deserts, counter attacks and every tactics
to fight against the enemies under the qualified and able
instructors.

 


Initially I couldn’t cope up with the hard
and tough training of Army, but as time went on I managed
everything easily. Then I felt enjoying every moment of my training
period as I was playing a game.



Besides I got an opportunity to learn
Para-gliding, boxing training and other activities.

 


Towards the end of the training period, a
seven day camp was organized where our tactical proficiencies were
tested.

 


The camp organized an event of josh run of
40 kms and firing arms of long range.

 


In that events we had to run 40 kms distance
josh run and we had to fire arms at long range. Every recruit was
being attested as full fledged soldiers. In that event we had to
display our best qualities as a soldier.

 


The last three weeks were devoted to drill
and preparation for the attested parade or passing out parade.

 


In all the events of my training period I
always stood first. For my skillful and proficiencies I was awarded
the best qualified soldier award.

 


It was during the training period I had
learnt that as a soldier the greatest reward in his life is to die
for the cause of his nation.
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After the training I was posted in many
disturb areas to maintain peace, law and order.

 


My first posting was in the disturb areas of
Andra Pradesh, Orissa, Jharkhand, Chchattisgarh, and West
Bengal.

 


In these states the activities of Naxalites
and Maoist groups were very active.

In many numerous events there were bloody
wars and wild firings between our Army platoons and the Naxalite
and the Maoist groups.



During these bloody clashes and warfare we
had lost many of our brave Army jawans. And in retaliation we also
gunned down many of the Naxalite and the Maoist groups.

 


The Naxalite and the Maoist groups applied
the tactics of guerrilla warfare which were beyond our tactics of
fighting as we were trained.

 


They attacked us while making ambushes. They
never came face to face to combat fighting. They camouflaged
themselves in the thick bushes, forests, hills and mountains.

 


These bushes, forests, hills and mountains
were their guards and protectors. Our Army platoons were unaware of
these tactics.

 


They had no timing of their attacks. They
could attack at any time, in any place, and anywhere. There was
always uncertainty of everything. Anything could be happen at any
time.

 


Our well trained Army jawans were incapable
and inferior against these self trained Naxalites and Maoists
combatants.

 


During my posting periods I had witnessed
the greatest tragedies that occurred in the Janglemahal and
Dhantewada where many jawans of our Army platoons, CRPF jawans and
police forces were brutally killed in the deadly explosions of
landmines, bomb blasts and gunshots.

 


These incidents were very tragic and heart
shocking.

 


Many incidents were occurred time and again
which I had witnessed with my own eyes. Many raids were operated in
their secret camps in deep jungles and in their hideout
places.

 


Many villages were raided in search of
Naxalites and Maoists groups and their leaders. And in these raids
and search operations, many heinous crimes were committed by the
police forces, CRPF jawans and our Army jawans.



Many women and young girls were molestation,
raped and sexually assaulted. And many of them were killed
brutally, beaten and injured.

 


My second posting was in my home state in
Assam.

 


Again I had witnessed the deadly serial
blasts and explosions that shaken the entire city of Guwahati.
Hundreds and thousands of innocent people were brutally killed in
that explosions and blasts and many of them were seriously
wounded.

 


On the day of these serial explosions and
blasts I was just completed my rounds on duty in the entire city of
Guwahati at noon.

 


I was returning on the way to my camp when a
huge and deadly explosions and blasts were occurred one after
another all of a sudden.

 


I had no time to feel my senses.

 


The explosions and blasts were so powerful
that I had lost my hearing.

 


Our Army trucks were halted with screeching
sounds and struck with the trunk of a huge tree at the roadside. It
was our sheer luck that nobody was got hurt.

 


The cars, auto rickshaws, scooters, buses
and trucks were swung above the sky with blowing fires, flames and
smokes.

 


The dead bodies were spreading everywhere.
The roads and footpaths were flooded with the red pools of
bloods.

 


The helpless and hapless people were running
hither and thither for their lives.

 


Then one after another many serial blasts
and explosions were occurred in different places in the Guwahati
city within few minutes.

 


The entire city was turned like a cremation
ground, the pyres with the fires of blasts and explosions. The
entire city was reverberated with the helpless cries, chaos and
commotions of people.

 


Nobody took the responsibilities of that
deadly blasts and explosions.

 


Later it was known that those blasts and
explosions were done by some extremist groups of the regions to
demand for their separate states.

 


There were large strikes, hartals and bandhs
throughout the state after the serial blasts and explosions in the
Guwahati city. The public came out open on the road and demanded
immediate action against the culprits and punish them.

 


There were outbursts of people like the
giant waves. In order to maintain peace, law and order, the curfew
was imposed all over the Guwahati city and in adjoining towns and
districts.

 


The same situations were continued for few
months and then when it silently ceased nobody knows as usually
happened everywhere in India.



 


In my third posting, I was on deputation for
three years in the mission of UN peace keeping force.

 


I was sent in the mission of UN peace
keeping force in African countries and in the Middle East
countries.



That was the moment when I got the sad news
of Pradeep. He was killed in the 26/11 Mumbai terror attack
fighting against the perpetrators.

 


I felt very sorry for him. I had lost a very
good friend. I couldn’t attain his funeral.

 


In African countries like Uganda, Ghana,
Rwanda, Somalia and many countries as a UN peace keeping force, I
saw the ground realities of these countries.

 


These countries are in the grips of own
civil wars, ethnic differences, internal problems, anarchies,
regime changes and many other socio-economic problems.

 


Thousands of people are living their lives
in half bread everyday. They have no food, no water, no clothes and
no shelters.

Thousands of people are still living in
refugee camps for many years.

 


Everyday many people are dying and suffering
from terrible diseases. Diseases like dehydrations, malnutrition,
yellow fevers, plagues, Aids are very common in these
countries.

 


There are no hospitals, no doctors, and no
nurses.

 


The facilities provided by the UN and its
agencies like WHO and UNICEF and other funding organizations and
agencies are not reached in time in these countries.

 


And the stuffs which reached in these
countries are looted by the local goons, gangs and mafias. They
charged heavy commissions and bootees from these funding
organizations and agencies to enter in their countries.

 


Besides there are lacks of funds. Even those
NGOs and agencies which are assigned to provide the aid facilities,
they are corrupted.

 


There are hundreds of problems in these
countries which couldn’t be solved easily.

 


After one year I was posted in the Middle
East.

 


In the countries of Middle East there are
similar kinds of problems.

 


There are dominance of Monarchy regimes,
people are engaged in civil wars, outburst of regime changes,
ethnic violence and socio-economic problems.

 


There are non-stop clashes are going on in
these countries day in and day out, everyday between the ethnic
groups.

 


 


My last posting as a UN peace keeping force
was in Afghanistan.

 


I found the people of Afghanistan very
simple and innocent. They were very ordinary people, hard working
and friendly.

 


But Afghanistan is the most deadly country
in the world. I had never got such experiences as I got in
Afghanistan.

 


Nobody knows when the deadly blast and
explosions would be occurred; nobody knows who would kill whom;
nobody knows in which place what would be going to happen
next.

 


Everything was uncertain and unpredictable
there.

 


Nobody knows when the suicide bombers would
appear and blast and exploded themselves. Nobody could imagine that
the suicide boomers might be a small boy or a small girl or a woman
or a man.

 


Every moment there was a naked dancing of
death. Nobody had any idea what would happen next.

 


Everyday was a day of narrow escape. I had
witnessed many blasts, explosions, bombings, gun fires in front of
me.

 


During my one year deputation in
Afghanistan, everyday and every night I was spending with awaken
eyes. I couldn’t remember if I ever got sound sleep there.

 


Every moment was dead haunting for me. I put
my life on my palm wherever I went on duty, for anything, lying or
sleeping in my base camps.

 


I had lost many of my closed friends
there.



After one year deputation in Afghanistan my
mission in the UN peace keeping force was completed.

 


At last I was back in my own country after
three years.

 


I felt safe and sound after returning from
the places of blasts, explosions, bombings, and gun fires.
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I got one month leave to visit my home.

 


I felt that the soil of my place was waiting
for me for so long. I smelt its sweet smell. I felt the same
whistling sound of wind of my place. I felt the same greeneries of
fields of my land. I felt that the road where I once walked and
ran, and rode bicycle and bike along with my friends eagerly
waiting for me. I felt that they were welcoming me with their warm
hug.

 


I spent one month leave completely in my
home in the midst of my family.

 


Mother was very happy that I had safe
returned from the places of blasts, explosions, bombings, and gun
shots.



Father was happy and proud of me as
always.

 


Hari dada and Mohan dada, Savitri nabo and
Tulsi nabo, they were happy.

 


And Jyoti didi and her husband, they too
happy for my safe returned.

 


Then I was posted in Kashmir.

 


If there is any heaven on earth then it is
in Kashmir. It is very true that Kashmir is called the paradise on
earth. Whoever ever comes in Kashmir, he would see its elegant
beauty and feel heavenly.

 


When I was in my school days I only read and
heard about Kashmir and saw few of its beautiful picturesque in
some books and calendars. But I had never thought to be in Kashmir
one day. It was like a dream that I never saw in my life and it
comes true.



I enjoyed my days in Kashmir.

 


I loved everything about Kashmir. Everything
was eye catching; its beautiful valleys, gardens, lakes, streams,
rivers, waterfalls, deep gorges, natural sceneries and
landscapes.



I felt blessed that I was in the lap of
heaven.

 


Our Army base camp was in the Kashmir
valley.

 


We were deputed for the strict vigilance day
and night. We were on duty to guard the entire Kashmir valley and
keep on eye to the intruders across the border and at the LoC.

 


I got regular on duty to guard at the LoC
and in the Kashmir valley. I felt proud that I was serving my
country.

 


We had the responsibilities on our shoulders
to guard and protect our country from the illegal intruders. We had
the responsibilities to stop the external forces to create any
havoc in our country.

 


We had to guard at the LoC whether heavy
snow was falling or heavy hail storms were falling.

 


During the harsh weather we had to remain
even more alert and keep tight vigilance because the intruders
tried to sneak across the border taking these opportunities of
harsh weather. It was the toughest moment for us.

 


During my three months posting in the
Kashmir valley, I had accomplished many tough operations and
stopped the intruders across the border and gunned down many of
them.



I was highly acclaimed for these successful
operations.

 


My name was assigned in every operation.
Whenever I found my name in the first list of any operation I felt
proud and honoured. I never say ‘no’ to any of these
operations.
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My posting in the Kashmir Valley was already
six months elapsed. I had enjoyed every moment of my life lively
and vividly.

I spent my spare time in playing football,
basketball, cricket and badminton and other extra activities. I
enjoyed in sight seeing in the Kashmir Valley and taking photos
with my Nokia mobile. It was becoming my usual hobby and favourite
time pass.

 


As usual I went alone down the Kashmir
Valley on foot one morning. It was Sunday morning. I had my on duty
in the night shift at the LoC. I had full day to enjoy my
Sunday.

 


I went and taking photos with my Nokia
mobile phone as usual. I was enjoying the moment. Just then I was
taking photos of some people coming down the Kashmir Valley when my
mobile camera caught an image that shocked me very hard.

 


“SUNITA!?” I spelt out.

 


“Is she my Sunita?”

 


I didn’t believe my eyes.

 


I was dumbfounded. For a moment I stood
numbed and still.

 


I tried to catch the glimpses of Sunita. I
looked her hither and thither. But she was lost somewhere within a
fraction of second.

 


“Can you see her?..........Can you see her?”
I asked the people there, desperately.

 


“Yes, yes…” I got the reply from a young
lady.

 


“Where is she? Where is she?” I asked.

 


“She is gone. Over there…” A young lady
showed me down the valley.

 


“O thanks,” I said.

 


I followed her down the valley.

 


I saw her silhouette.

 


I ran as fast as I could. But before I could
reach her she had vanished in the countryside down the valley.

 


I came back to my base camp with a broken
heart and having zillions of questions in my mind.

 


I opened the photo I had taken her. I
zooming it again and again. And saw her photo again and again.
Sunita was wearing Kashmiri salwar kameez. And she was in
traditional dress of Kashmiri people.

 


“Is she the same Sunita? She is in Kashmir?
What she is doing here in Kashmir? But she was married in town. How
did she come here?”

 


I had numerous questions in my head.

 


I couldn’t believe. I didn’t know anything
about her.

 


I was thinking about Sunita. I felt that my
old memories were refreshing again in my mind.

 


I looked her photo again and again. She
looked exactly as same as we last met with each other.

 


“Vir, sahab, what happened today? What are
you looking in your mobile phone so engrossed?” One of my
colleagues asked me.

 


I was on duty in the night shift at the
LoC.

 


I was come back from my past memories.

 


“Nothing, yaar,” I said.

 


“Aare bhai, hame bhi to bhabhi ki photo
dekhao?” the others said.

 


“Nahi, yaaro…..kisi ka bhi nahi….I just am
looking my old family photos.”

 


“Give me yaar, let me see,” one of the jawan
asked. He took the mobile phone from my hands.

 


Immediately I was succeeded to flip the
other photos.

They browsed the photos one by one, passing
each other. They enjoyed flipping my family photos one after
another and the photos I had taken in the valley.

 


I was praying that they wouldn’t spot
Sunita’s photo in Kashmiri dress.

 


“OHOO….So, Vir sahab, you too fall in love
with her, huh?” asked one of my colleagues.

 


“What? With whom?” I asked.

 


“With Shah Bano or whom?” he said.

 


And the others started laughing.

 


“Shah Bano? Who is this Shah Bano?” I
asked.

 


I didn’t know who this Shah Bano is? I only
know she is my Sunita. How could she be some other woman? I didn’t
understand anything.

 


“Vir sahab, don’t hide from us. We know
everything while noticing anybody’s expressions.”

 


“No, no, yaar, I’m not hiding anything from
you all,” I said.

 


“O, really?” they said with frowning.

 


“Every thief denied after caught red
handed.” One said in the middle.

 


“Believe me, yaaro………….” I tried to clarify
them.

 


“Okay, okay, if you don’t want to disclose
anything in front of us, then its okay. No problem. But let me tell
you one thing about Shah Bano. She never looks anybody. Whoever
tried her so far, they all failed in their very first attempts. And
then they never dare to approach her again. So, dear friend don’t
waste your time for her. Look some other girl in the valley and
enjoy. There are many beautiful girls available here.”

 


“By the way Vir your number would be…..Um...
Ah… O Yes, I think in the list of 101 unsuccessful lovers.”

They had a loud laughs.

 


I didn’t reply anything.



“What? She is not my Sunita? She is some
other woman? How could it be possible?”

 


“What I was thinking about her and what she
is appeared? She is not my Sunita?”

 


I couldn’t believe.

 


I lost my Sunita again. I believed some
other woman as my Sunita.

 


Shah Bano’s face was indeed exactly as same
as Sunita, the true carbon copy of each other. There was not a
slightest flaw of anything. Her eyes, her nose, her lips, her
cheeks, her neck, her forehead, her head, her hairs, her figure,
her height, and everything matched with Sunita.

 


“How couldn’t I believe she is not my
Sunita?”

 


Sunita’s beautiful face appeared in front of
my eyes. Her sweet and cute smiles were visible in front of my
eyes. Her sweet and sonorous voices were reverberated in my ears
again and again.

 


Every memory of Sunita was refreshing again
in my mind, heart and soul.
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Whenever I saw Shah Bano, I recalled about
Sunita. I became hysterical and emotional. It reminded me
everything about Sunita.

 


I started following Shah Bano.

 


I didn’t know how my legs moved its steps
itself.

 


But I never gathered dare to talk with her.
I just kept following her from a safe distance, silently and
slowly; stealing from her glimpses.

 


“Is she the same person? Sunita or Shah
Bano? Or both are same?”

 


I had many doubts in my mind. I had never
come across like that.

 


My heart didn’t ready to accept it.



“It is only possible in cinemas and dramas
where one person can act double roles like Ram-Shyam, Sita-Geeta,
Gopi-Kishen and etc. and etc. But in reality is it really
happened?”

 


I thought again and again, but I couldn’t
figure out anything. I was complete messed up. I was confused.

 


“It might be the miracle of nature. Shah
Bano is born with the same face like Sunita.”

 


I started gathering all the information
about Shah Bano.

 


Shah Bano’s father was an old man of around
sixty years. His name was Rehamed Khan. He was very soft spoken
man. Everybody called him chachajaan. He lived in the nearby
village down the Kashmir valley.

 


Shah Bano’s father had a tea stall down the
valley. I had not visited in her father’s tea stall till that time.
Although I had heard many times about the good taste of tea serve
in her father’s tea stall from the other jawans.

 


I too joined with the other jawans in her
father’s tea stall one morning.

 


The tea was real taste
similar to my home state Assam
Tea. I got the same flavour as I tasted in
my home.

 


Then I started visiting in the tea stall of
Shah Bano’s father in the morning and in the evening everyday.

 


I always preferred to visit alone. I didn’t
accompany with anybody.
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Almost one month was about to elapse I had
been visiting in Rahamed chacha’s tea stall, morning and evening.
Even sometimes I used to visit at noon.

 


But I hadn’t glimpsed Shah Bano’s face for a
single flick.

 


Every morning and every evening I went to
Rahamed chacha’s tea stall. After having tea I waited there for
long hours sometime and talked with Rahamed chacha . And then I
returned to my base camp disappointed.

 


Then one day I decided to enquire about Shah
Bano. But I didn’t know how to start. I couldn’t approach him
directly.

 


I thought a lot and lot. But I couldn’t dare
to ask anything on that day.

 


The next day I decided again to enquire
about Shah Bano.

 


But again I couldn’t ask anything.

 


Then the third day, I dared again to enquire
about Shah Bano.

 


“Chachajaan, if you don’t mind, may I ask
you something?” I asked.

 


“O, sure, sure, why not beta, of course, you
people are like my own people. Please, go ahead,” Rahamed chacha
said; preparing tea on a gas stove.

 


I got little confidence and proceed.

 


“Chachajaan, I guessed, you’ve a daughter,
right?”



“O, yeah, yeah. I have. You’re right,
beta.”

 


“Where is she now? She is not seen around
you these days? What happened to her?”

 


Rahamed chacha smiled.

 


“O, she is? Her name is Shah Bano. She is
gone to her aunt’s house a month ago in Pakistan. She’ll return
home in the coming month,” Rahamed chacha replied.

 


“O, I see,” I said.

 


“That means I have to wait one month more to
get her glimpses.”

 


“Did you say something, beta?” Rahamed
chacha asked.

 


“N-No, chachajaan,” I said. For a second I
thought that Rahamed chacha had read my mind and caught me red
handed.

 


I was afraid that if I was not caught while
asking more than enough questions in a row.

 


I amended my mistakes.

 


Still I hadn’t had any formal introduction
with Shah Bano. Only we had met with each other on the way while I
was following her.

 


Even I was not sure whether she ever noticed
me or not.

 


Before Shah Bano’s arrival, I had already
gained good relation with Rahamed chacha.

 


Rahamed chacha started liking me. He had
shared a lot of things with me. He told me many stories of his
younger days. And instead of calling me babuji, he called me
‘beta’.

 


A week before Shah Bano’s arrival Rahamed
chacha informed me everything about her arrival.

 


He told me about Shah Bano’s arrival time,
about her bus, about the person who would accompany with her and
who would go to receive her and etc. and etc.



I got enough information about Shah Bano
before her arrival.

 


I was eagerly waiting for Shah Bano’s
arrival day.
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On the day of Shah Bano’s arrival, I went to
the bus depot very early in the morning.

 


The morning was very chill and nail biting
cold. There was heavy snow falling all around the Kashmir Valley on
that day. The people were inside their houses; sheltering
themselves from the cold waves. Nobody was out there.

 


I reached the bus depot very well ahead of
the arrival time of Shah Bano’s bus. I was waited there for long
hours. But there was no arrival of any bus or departure of any
vehicle.

 


Everything was under the white blanket of
ice and snows. I didn’t see any passenger or any bus coming there
or departure. I saw only the deserted people waiting for their
people in the bus depot.

 


I was very disappointed; waiting for Shah
Bano.

 


The time was flying away from me. My mobile
phone was started buzzing its ring tone once and again.

 


It was a call from my colleague Sandeep
Singh. I picked up his call.



“Yes, Sandeep?” I received the call.

 


“Vir, where are you?” Sandeep asked me.

 


“Ah….um…I’m in…….. Why Sandeep?” I stammered
and didn’t disclose anything.

 


“Vir, you’ve to report here,
immediately.”

 


“What happened, Sandeep?”

 


“Vir, we’ve to go for rescue
operation.”

 


“Rescue operation? Where??” I asked.

 


“Hundreds of people and vehicles are trapped
on the national high way road because of heavy snow fall.”

 


“Okay, I’m coming.”

 


Without delayed I reported in my base
camp.

 


I was ordered to carry out the rescue
operation on the national high way road.

 


Immediately I went with my platoons to
rescue the trapped passengers and vehicles on the national high way
road.

 


We carried all the require equipments of
disaster management and in very quick time we cleared all the
blockage of roads with ice and snow.

 


The trapped buses, trucks and cars were
cleared and passing them slowly and slowly to their respective
destinations.

 


While passing the trapped vehicles on the
national high way road, I was thinking about Shah Bano whether she
was arrived or not or she would also trap somewhere in the snow
fall in the middle of the national high way road.

 


As I was thinking about Shah Bano, I got her
glimpses. I was euphoric. I felt a warm touch of something in that
nail biting cold.

 


Shah Bano was sitting at the window seat in
the bus. She covered her head with pashmena shawl. She slightly
opened the window glass.

 


Shah Bano waved me with her hands. I too
waved her back.

 


Our eyes met for the first time from a
distance.

 


She smiled to me. And I too smiled back to
her.

 


Everything was happening unexpectedly.

 


I ran to her bus.

But before I reached to her bus, the bus was
started and left the main blockage national high way road.

 


I stood there waving her. Shah Bano waved me
and closed the window glass of her bus.

 


For a moment I was lost and looked her bus
until it disappeared from my eyes sight.

 


Then I was busy in clearing the blockage of
national high way road with ice and snows. The ice and snow falls
were falling continuously.

 


I thanked the falling of ice and snows for
helping me to meet Shah Bano. It was like a blessing in disguise
for me.

 


I didn’t feel any cold and tiredness. I was
happy that I would see Shah Bano everyday in the morning and in the
evening at her father’s tea stall from the next day.

 


That day I didn’t get time to visit in
Rahamed chacha’s tea stall.



It was already night when I returned to my
base camp. I had my dinner in the mess and slept in the memories of
Shah Bano.

 


I knew I would see her in her father’s tea
stall the next morning. But I was restless. I couldn’t wait for the
next morning. The night was not easy for me.

 


I had a sleepless night.
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I woke up very early in the morning before
my usual hour. Even I felt that I was late.

 


I ran quickly to Rahamed chacha’s tea stall.
But when I reached in the tea stall, it was remained closed. Nobody
was there.

“What happened to Rahamed chacha? He didn’t
open his tea stall?”

 


I was very tensed and worried. I didn’t know
what to do.

 


I seated on the wooden made bench and waited
there if Rahamed chacha would come and I would have a hot cup of
tea.

 


I was shivering in cold. In hurry I had
forgotten to wear my leader jacket.

 


The weather was becoming harsh and harsh as
the time was progressed. I had unaware that during harsh weather
maximum places in the Kashmir Valley remained closed.

 


The cold waves were blowing all the way,
shivering every spine of my body.

The tall pine trees and gulmohar trees were
covered with the white ice and snows. The entire Kashmir Valley was
enveloped with the white blankets of ice and snows.

 


I stood up and ran as fast as I could to my
base camp. I seated at the camp fires and got warmed up.

 


After duty in the evening I got ready to
visit in Rahamed chacha’s tea stall.

 


The weather was still harsh. The cold waves
were blowing continuously and the heavy snows were falling,
non-stop. But I couldn’t stay in my camp.

 


I walked slowly and slowly to Rahamed
chacha’s tea stall. And within a few minutes walks I reached there,
but it was still remained closed. There was no one.

 


I wanted to wait there and sit for a while
but the wooden bench was covered with white ice. It was beyond any
recognition. It appeared as a thick white ice bark. I didn’t sit
there and looked all around the valley.

 


The entire Kashmir Valley was covered with
white ice and snows. Everything was appeared white and white,
looking like somebody has painted with white wash.

 


I walked there slowly and slowly if I would
get any glimpses of Shah Bano.

 


I walked and walked to the village of Shah
Bano with a hope to glance her appearance for a second. Her little
appearance and her little smile was enough for me to get warm wool
at that nail biting cold evening.

 


I didn’t find any human soul to ask about
Shah Bano’s house. Every house was remained closed. There was no
one on the village road.

 


I loitered there for a while.

 


I was shivering. It was about to night. Then
I ran as fast as I could and returned to my base camp before I
would get cold.

 


The next few days the harsh weather was
remained the same.

 


Many times I thought to go down the valley
to have tea in Rahamed chacha’s tea stall and warm up. But the
harsh weather didn’t allow me to go out.

 


In that harsh weather everything remained
closed.

 


The harsh weather was very tough for me. I
couldn’t live without getting the glimpses of Shah Bano. I was out
of patience. But I couldn’t do anything.

 


“I have waited for more than two months to
have her glance and then when my grand day is arrived, the harsh
weather has spoilt everything.”

 


I was very upset.

 


The harsh weather was continued for more
than fifteen days.
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After more than fifteen days continued harsh
weather everything was started in its natural flow in the entire
Kashmir Valley.

 


The valley returned to its original
beautiful and elegant look, and the perfect weather was started
resuming.

The very early morning I went to Rahamed
chacha’s tea stall. And I waited there for more than one hour.

 


When I was tired of waiting and about to
return to my base camp, I saw Rahamed chacha and Shah Bano. They
were coming towards their tea stall.

 


Looking Shah Bano’s appearance I was feeling
new joy and happiness like I was getting back a fresh life.

 


“Walikum salam chachajaan, very good
morning,” I greeted.

 


“O, Vir, beta, very warm good morning,”
Rahamed chacha replied.

 


He smiled.

 


“Vir, beta, this is Shah Bano, my daughter.
I’ve told you about her.”

 


“O, Yeah, yeah…chachajaan….” I said. I was
very happy. There was no bound of my joy and happiness.

 


I looked towards Shah Bano. She was carrying
tea pots and utensils in her both hands in a bag.

 


Shah Bano looked towards me. I smiled to
her. She also responded me with her sweet smile.

 


Shah Bano put down tea pots and utensils on
the pavement of the tea stall.

 


“Beti, he is Vir. He always comes to have
tea in our tea stall both in the morning and in the evening,”
Rahamed chacha introduced.

 


I felt very uneasy in front of Shah Bano. I
felt that I was being stripped by somebody in the public.

 


“Aadap,” Shah Bano said, bowing down her
head.

 


I nodded and smiled.

 


I helped Rahamed chacha to open the doors of
the tea stall.

 


“Thank you, Vir, beta,” Rahamed chacha
said.

 


“You’re welcome, chachajaan,” I said.

 


“You sit, Vir, beta, I’ll prepare tea for
you.”

 


“Abbu, I’ll prepare tea for him,” Shah Bano
said coming forward.

 


I felt euphoric.

 


“Wow! I would get a cup of tea by her hands
for the first time. What a great day I’ve, today!”

 


I was feeling great and waited for her tea.
Even at that very moment I was ready to wait for her if she would
ask me to wait for her for my entire life.

 


“Okay, beti,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


“Okay, Vir, beta, you sit. I’m going to
clean up the stall.”

 


“Okay, chachajaan, you carry on,” I
said.

 


I was seated on the wooden bench and waiting
for tea, prepared by Shah Bano.

 


At that moment I lost in my past
memories.

 


I recalled our golden days when I used to
wait for Sunita at the time of going to school and way back to home
and in school hours. Everything rewind in my mind.

 


I felt that I was living again in my past
life.

 


“Vir Babu, your tea,” Shah Bano said.

 


“Huh…..O,….thanks,” I replied, taking a cup
of tea and biscuits.

 


Shah Bano smiled. I too smiled back to
her.

 


Our eyes met for the second time.

Shah Bano lowered her eyes. She did exactly
as Sunita.

 


It reminded me everything about Sunita.
Sunita’s appearance reappeared in front of my eyes.

 


Shah Bano entered inside the tea stall and
busy in helping her father. I kept looking her.

 


After having tea I bit farewell to Rahamed
chacha. I couldn’t say anything to Shah Bano.

 


When I was about to leave the tea stall Shah
Bano came out. I looked into her eyes as I talk with her eyes. She
looked at me and lowered her eyes.

 


We both exchanged smiles to each other.

 


Just then my mobile phone started buzzing
its loud ring tone. I knew that I was looking for duty in my base
camp. Sometimes I wanted to crash it when it interrupts me.

 


“Okay, I’m coming.”

 


I left Rahamed chacha’s tea stall in
hurry.
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The following two days I couldn’t visit in
Rahamed chacha’s tea stall both in the morning and in the
evening.

 


I had missed Shah Bano a lot.

 


Those two days were very tough moments for
me. I was deputed to carry out the operation at the LoC.

 


There were reports of trespassing of
intruders across the border and at the LoC. Our platoons were
successful to carry out the operation. We gunned down all the ten
intruders before they were trespassed our border.

 


After two days I returned to my base
camp.

 


It was about to night fall when I reached in
my base camp. I had no time to delay for anything.

 


I didn’t change my uniform.

 


And I directly went to Rahamed chacha’s tea
stall. It was about to closed down when I reached there.

 


“Vir, beta, you didn’t come for two days,”
Rahamed chacha asked.

 


“Chachajaan, I’ve gone to carry out
operation at the LoC. I’ve just returned from there,” I said.

 


“O, I see! Then you must be very tired.
Beti, prepare a cup of tea for Vir.”

 


“Ji, Abbu…..” Shah Bano replied.

 


Shah Bano prepared a cup of tea for me.

 


She served me a hot cup of tea. And she
passed me her gentle and sweet smile. Her expressions and hot tea
relaxed my tired body like I got a fresh energy.

 


We didn’t speak anything but our eyes talked
with each other and we exchanged our smiles.

 


And then the days were progressing in
similar fashion.

 


Everyday I had visited in Rahamed chacha’s
tea stall both in the morning and in the evening as usual. And Shah
Bano served me tea and biscuits and I took from her soft
hands.

 


We both exchanged our usual sweet smiles and
talking with our eyes.

 


Sooner or later I felt that Shah Bano was my
very own lost Sunita. I thanked All mighty God many thousand times
for getting back her in my life.

 


I felt that I couldn’t live without Shah
Bano for a second. I felt that she was dwelt in my heart. I felt
that she was everything for me both in my life and in my
world.

 


Many times I tried to speak to Shah Bano
alone and express my feelings, but I couldn’t speak anything.

 


And the needles of time were moving on and
on.
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To visit in Rahamed chacha’s tea stall and
had tea and biscuits in the morning and in the evening was my
everyday routine. Even I could skip my daily breakfast, lunch or
dinner in the mess. But I couldn’t miss a cup of tea prepared by
Shah Bano.

 


“Vir, bhaiya, going to meet bhabhi, huh?”
Junior asked me.

 


Junior knew about Shah Bano. I had told him
about her.

 


I smiled and nodded.

 


“How’s bhabhi?” Junior asked me.

 


“Ssh..Ssh…..f-i-n-e…..” I signaled him.

 


My colleagues and other jawans were there.
They were playing cards and gossiping at the nearby camp.

 


I was scared of them. If they would know
about the relationship between Shah Bano and me; they would start
blowing their wild trumpets and then what would happen to me only
God knows.

 


Junior understood my signal.

Junior was very young and handsome boy. His
name was Suraj Bhan Singh. He was hailed from Punjab,
Haushirpur.

 


We all called him Junior.

 


We all loved Junior in our platoon. He was
the youngest jawan of our platoon.

 


He was very well mannered and obedient boy.
He respects everybody in our camp. Junior was like our younger
brother.

 


I lowered my eyes in reply to Junior and
passed him a gentle smile.

 


And I went to meet Shah Bano in her father’s
tea stall.
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Another three months were quickly passed
just like three hours or three days in the similar fashion. But my
love story was in the same place where I had started once. It was
not move on as I was expected.

 


In the morning I went to have tea in Rahamed
chacha’s tea stall.

 


I had preliminary pleasantries as usual with
Rahamed chacha.

 


I was waited for Shah Bano’s tea.

 


I was feeling bored while listening Rahamed
chacha’s old stories of his younger days. He had told me the same
old stories numerous times that I had memorized everything.

 


I wanted to see Shah Bano. I didn’t see her
around there and what I saw was a boy serving tea to the other
customers. The same boy served me tea and biscuits.

 


I was very disappointed not seeing Shah Bano
in the tea stall.



“Vir, beta, this is Abdullah,” Rahamed
chacha introduced me with a boy.

 


“He has replaced Shah Bano from today.”

 


Every word of Rahamed chacha hit me like a
bullet or missiles and exploded my heart into thousands of tiny
pieces.



I didn’t know how to control myself.

 


I felt that somebody had taken away half of
my life at that very moment. I felt that I had lost everything. I
had nothing. I was empty and deserted.

 


“O, I see….” I said.

 


“Abdullah, he is Vir Babu,” Rahamed chacha
said.

 


Abdullah nodded and smiled to me.

 


I responded him with a fake smile.

 


“Call him Vir Babu, okay, Abdullah?”

 


“Ji….” Abdullah replied and nodded
again.

 


I had different stuffs in my mind, hitting
me harder and harder, and stressed me to enquire about Shah
Bano.

 


I couldn’t live without Shah Bano’s
glimpses. It would be killed me at any moment. I was about to cry,
tears might be trickle down at any moment. I was gnawing my teeth,
and biting my lips.

 


“Chachajaan, where is Shah Bano? Why this
boy replaced Shah Bano? Is Shah Bano all right?” I volleyed a
numerous queries in one stroke.

 


My heart was pounding very hard. I was
shaking internally and externally.

 


“I couldn’t lose Shah Bano anymore. She is
my life and my world. She is my lost Sunita. I couldn’t lose her
again.”

“Sunita’s separation has killed me thousands
of times and this time no more.”

 


“Shah Bano will be remained busy from
today,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


He was preparing tea.

 


I had already forgotten to sip tea. I was
holding it in my hand. Tea and biscuits remained as it was served
to me.

 


Tea turned cold. Its flavour turned
tasteless for me. I had no mood to have tea.

 


“Busy? Where? For what chachajaan?” I
asked.

 


“From today she will be busy in the Dal Lake
with tourist,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


“Busy in the Dal Lake with tourist? I didn’t
understand anything, chachajaan,” I said.

 


Rahamed chacha laughed.

 


“She will sail the Shikara boat there and
voyage the tourist in the Dal Lake from today,” he said.

 


I heaved a sight of relief.

 


“Really, chachajaan?” I smiled.

 


“Yes, Vir, beta.”

 


“Can she sail the Shikara boat?” I was
excited to know much more about Shah Bano.

 


“Yes, off course. She is very expert and
skillful in sailing the shikara boat,” Rahamed chacha replied,
proudly.

 


“That’s great. Can I have a voyage in her
shikara boat, chachajaan?”

 


“Why not, Vir beta? Off course, you
can.”

 


“So, chachajaan, you owned shikara boat
also?”

 


“Haa, Vir, beta……….. I just have one now……”
Rahamed chacha’s voice sounded heavy.

 


“…...Once I have a dozen of
shikara boats and during the season of visiting tourist I earned a
lot of money. But now, there is only one shikara boat left with
me,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


“What happened to those shikara boats,
chachajaan?”I asked.

 


Rahamed chacha continued.

 


“I had to sell off all the shikara boats in
the chronic illness of Shah Bano’s mother……”

 


“……..But I couldn’t save her
life….”

 


I felt very sorry for him.

 


“But, now I’m happy. Shah Bano looks after
everything. She is like my son,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


“Chachajaan, you don’t have any son?” I
asked. I didn’t know how that question was arisen in my mind at
that time.

 


“Um…..What to say, Vir, beta……Yes, I do have
a son. But….like I have no son…..” Rahamed chacha disclosed.

 


“I didn’t understand, chachajaan,” I
said.

 


“I’ve a son too, Vir, beta. But he left home
when he was just seventeen years old.”

 


Rahamed chacha’s eyes wetted with
tears.

 


“Left? Where chachajaan?” I asked.

 


“He joined
Jihadi group………… And he
didn’t come back home till today. It has been twelve years passed.
We’ve no news about him whether he is alive or death, nobody
knows……….”

 


For the first time I had seen Rahamed chacha
so crest fallen and sad.

 


I felt very sorry for the old man.

 


“Why did I ask him such a tough question? I
shouldn’t ask him such a personal question.” I amended
quickly.

 


“I’m so sorry chachajaan,” I said.

 


“Why Vir, beta?” Rahamed chacha asked.

 


“Because, I have asked you so many personal
questions.”

 


“It’s okay, Vir , beta, you’re not less than
my son,” Rahamed chacha said.

 


That morning Rahamed chacha and I had tea
together.

 


But I was missing Shah Bano terribly.
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From the next day morning I had new route
and new destination. I stopped visiting in Rahamed chacha’s tea
stall. And I directly went to the Dal Lake to meet Shah Bano in her
shikara boat.

 


On the first day when I reached in the Dal
Lake I was dumbfounded while seeing hundreds of colourful shikara
boats sailing in the Dal Lake. It was my first experienced to view
those colourful shikara boats.

 


There were thousands of tourists from all
over the country and around the world visiting the Dal Lake
everyday.

 


The weather was enjoyable and awesome, a
perfect season of sailing shikara boats in the Dal Lake. It seemed
like a grand festive season was going on all around the Dal
Lake.

 


Everywhere only the crowded tourists were
around the Dal Lake. Some tourists were sailing in the Shikara
boats. And some tourists were queuing to get tickets and to board
in the shikara boats.

 


The beautiful scenes around the Dal Lake
attracted every visitors and onlookers.

 


In the midst of crowded tourists, I was
looking for Shah Bano. I looked her all around the Dal Lake.

 


I didn’t know about her shikara boat. I
checked every on sailing and anchored shikara boats for long hours,
loitering at the Dal Lake. But I couldn’t find her.

 


The time was passing very swiftly away from
my hands. I couldn’t find Shah Bano.

 


I was getting late. And at the same time I
was feeling hungry. Even I had forgotten to take my lunch. I had
spent time while sipping tea.

 


I had an evening shift on duty in the LoC. I
had to return to my base camp. My mobile phone was buzzed five
times already. I checked the time on my mobile phone. It read 3: 10
pm. And I had to report at 3:30 pm.

 


I didn’t want to return to my base camp
without seeing Shah Bano, but I couldn’t bunk my duty.

 


When I was about to return to my base camp,
I heard a voice familiar to me.



“Vir Babu, Vir Babu…..”

 


I turned back.

 


I saw Shah Bano. She was approaching to me;
beckoning with her hands.

 


I waited for her.

“Vir, Babu, you’re here?” Shah Bano said.
She was very excited.

 


“Haa,” I responded.

 


Shah Bano smiled.

 


Shah Bano was standing very closed me. I
could feel her hafting breaths. And I smelt her sweet Rajanigandha
perfume. She was smiling to me. Her beautiful and cute face was
visible like a beam of twilights.

 


I smiled back to her.

 


Our eyes met with each other. And she
lowered her eyes.

 


My mobile phone started buzzing its ring
tone once again. I took it out. I disconnected it and kept it
inside my pocket. But it was buzzing again and again.

 


“Yes, I just came here to see the Dal Lake
and the shikara boats,” I said.

 


Shah Bano smiled at me and looking into my
eyes as she was asking me, “Are you missed me, Vir Babu? Did you
come to see me?”

 


“That’s great, Vir Babu,” She
exclaimed.



“O, Y-Yeah,” I said.

 


“Okay, Vir Babu, come with me and sail in my
shikara boat,” Shah Bano said.

 


“My shikara boat is over there.” She held my
hands to join with her.

 


“I-I’m S-Sorry, Shah Bano, I’m getting very
late. Not today, some other time. I’ve to go now. I’ve to report in
my base camp immediately,” I stammered.

 


“Okay, promise me that you’ll come tomorrow
here to sail in my shikara boat.”

 


“O-Okay, I’ll try,” I said.

“No, Vir Babu, you’ve to promise me that
you’ll come tomorrow.”

 


Shah Bano was holding my hands. I had seen
her childish mood for the first time.

 


I didn’t know what to say. I just
smiled.

 


“Vir, Babu, did you miss my cup of tea?” I
felt that Shah Bano was asking me.

 


And I answered her, “Yes, dear, I missed
both of you, you and your cup of tea very much.”

 


We both looked into each other’s eyes as we
were expressing something.

 


My mobile phone was started buzzing its ring
tone once again.

 


“Okay, Shah Bano, I’ve to go now,” I
said.

 


I bit farewell to her.

 


She smiled. And I smiled back to her.

 


I turned back and waved her and she waved me
back.

 


I returned to my base camp, happily and
euphoric. I felt that I got new wings of life.
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The next day in the evening I was ready to
go to the Dal Lake to meet Shah Bano and to sail in her shikara
boat.

 


I was happy and euphoric.

 


I wore my best dress that I had. I wore
white woolen sweater and dark blue jeans. I combed my hair again
and again. I sprayed the best perfume that I had. And I looked my
face in the mirror until I didn’t feel satisfied.

 




Junior entered in my camp like a storm. And
he stood in front of me. He was staring at me for a while and he
smiled.

 


“Junior, how I looked?” I asked.

 


Junior didn’t reply anything. He was staring
at me. I felt weird. I rechecked if I wore wrong dress.

 


“Junior, am I looking good?” I asked.

 


Junior didn’t reply me anything. He looked
at my dress closely. He walked around me once.

 


“Bhaiya, what are you asking me? You’re not
only looking great but also stunning,” Junior said.

 


“Really?” I asked.

 


“Yes, bhaiya.” Junior replied.

 


Junior combed my hair once again.

 


“Wait, bhaiya,” Junior said and he ran to
his camp.

 


“Junior, Junior, where are you going? I’m
getting late, brother,” I cried out.

 


“You just wait bhaiya. I’m just
coming.”

 


Junior came back within a minute.

 


Junior smeared cream on my face that I
didn’t know.

 


“Bhaiya, you turn this side, please,” Junior
said.

 


“What cream is this, Junior?” I asked.

“OHO, bhaiya, you please keep silent.”

 


“Okay.”

 


I followed him and kept silent.

 


“Bhaiya, now you’re absolutely fine. Bhabhi
will definitely impress and die on your looks today.”

 


“Really?”

 


“Yes, bhaiya. I’m damn sure.”

 


“Okay, Junior, I’m going.”

 


“Okay, bhaiya. Best of luck.”

 


“Thanks, Junior.” I said.
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I went to the Dal Lake to meet Shah
Bano.

 


When I reached there, the entire Dal Lake
was flooded with colourful shikara boats and crowded with hundreds
of tourists.

 


I felt that everything was waiting for my
romantic moment at that evening.

 


It was about to evening fall, the slight
snows were falling like white foams everywhere. But there was no
weakening sign of tourist over there. Many tourists were just
arrived there and boarded in the colourful shikara boats in the Dal
Lake.

 


I reached there and looking for Shah Bano. I
scanned her here and there, but I didn’t get her glimpses. Just
then I heard my name with familiar voice, sweet and sonorous. I
knew she was Shah Bano.

“Vir, Babu,” Shah Bano called me.

 


Shah Bano stood in front of me. She was
wearing colourful Kashmiri salwar kameeze. For a moment I couldn’t
recognize her. I was amazed and mesmerized on her looks.

 


“Wow, she looks beautiful. She is indeed
looking exactly as same as when I saw my Sunita on the occasion of
Jyoti didi’s wedding.”

 


I felt that I got back my Sunita.

 


“Come, Vir Babu,” Shah Bano called me, but I
heard like Sunita’s voice.

 


Shah Bano held my hand and led me towards
her anchoring shikara boat at the Shore of Dal Lake.

 


“Wait for a minute, Shah Bano,” I said.

 


I freed my hand from her soft gripping hands
and I ran quickly towards the flower stalls.

 


I had forgotten to bring her any gift in my
wild joy and excitements. Then I realized that I couldn’t meet her
with empty handed.

 


I stopped at the flower stall.

 


I searched the best bouquet of flowers. But
I couldn’t get the choice I searched for Shah Bano.

 


I went to the next stall. But still I
couldn’t find. Then after searching three to four stalls I got my
choice of bouquet.

 


“Bhaijaan, give me that bouquet of red and
yellow roses over there, please,” I asked.

 


The flower seller gave the bouquet of red
and yellow roses.

 


“How much bhaijaan?” I asked the flower
seller.

 


“Only three hundred rupees, Babuji,” the
flower seller replied.

“Okay.”

 


I gave three hundred rupees to the flower
seller.

 


I had no time to bargain with him. It was a
question of gift for Shah Bano but not its price. I was willing to
pay, even if it would cost thousand rupees.

 


“Thanks, bhaijaan.” I said.

 


I took the bouquet of red and yellow
roses.

 


And I ran back to Shah Bano at the Shore of
Dal Lake where she was waiting for me.

 


“Sorry for keep you waiting,” I said.

 


“Its okay, Vir Babu,” Shah Bano said.

 


Three to four tourists already asked Shah
Bano to ride on her shikara boat. But she declined them flatly
saying that her shikara boat was reserved for someone very special
person.

 


Shah Bano looked into my eyes like she was
asking me this bouquet is for whom? And in replied I said that this
bouquet of flowers is only for you my dear sweet heart.

 


Our eyes met with each other.

 


I handed the bouquet of red and yellow roses
on her hands.

 


“This is for you, Shah Bano,” I said.

 


Shah Bano took the bouquet of red and yellow
roses from me. She lowered her eyes.

 


“This is not required, Vir Babu,” Shah Bano
said.

 


“Why, Shah Bano?” I asked.

 


Shah Bano didn’t reply anything.

“Thanks, Vir Babu,” she accepted.

 


“Shah Bano, you promise me one thing that
right from today, you will not call me, Vir Babu. You just call me
Vir,” I said.

 


“But, Vir Babu?” Shah Bano said.

 


“Again, Vir Babu. Just say V-I-R.”

 


“Okay, Vir B-a-b-u….,” Shah Bano said.

 


We both laughed aloud.

 


We both boarded in the shikara boat
together.

 


But as we were boarded in all of a sudden we
toppled down over each other. Our bodies touched with each other
and our lips met with each other for the first time.

 


We lost in each other’s looks for a while.
And we didn’t know how our shikara boat was sailing itself slowly
and slowly in rhythmic way. And it was sailing itself for a long
way.

 


We found ourselves in the middle of the Dal
Lake.

 


I kissed her gently on her lips, cheeks and
forehead. She didn’t protest me. I hugged her. She nestled in my
bosom. She surrendered to me. And we both lost into each other. It
was just like that we both were waiting for this special moment for
so many years.

 


We expressed our inner feelings in our own
ways. I felt that true love never needs any expression. It feels
itself.

 


We spent on each other’s arms for a
while.



We heard the loud cheering voices of
tourists sailing in the shikara boats.

 


We both parted ourselves immediately.

 


Shah Bano controlled the oar and sail her
shikara boat. Then we sailed for hours talking with each
other.

 


We departed to our places when almost all
the tourist left the Dal Lake.

 


The evening was the most glorious and
memorial moment in my life. I couldn’t forget that evening. I
didn’t know for how many long days I was waiting for that special
moment in my life.

 


Thereafter, I met Shah Bano in the Dal Lake
everyday in the morning and in the evening. And sometimes I met her
at noon. I met her whenever I was free.

 


As days and nights went on my base camp
turned like my night shelter. And my shelter was in Shah Bano’s
shikara boat.
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It was almost six months elapsed of our
continued meeting in the Dal Lake. But still I couldn’t propose
Shah Bano officially. So, I decided to propose her officially and
make her for my entire life. I couldn’t live without her
anymore.

 


During all these six months I had disclosed
her everything about my life and shared her everything. We had
shared everything like husband and wife. We had a relationship of
both emotionally and physically. We were just like a married couple
in our hearts of heart.

 


On two to three occasions the tourists were
asked about us whether we were lovers or married couple. At that
time we couldn’t deny that we were just lovers. And we accepted
gladly that we were married couple.

 


I couldn’t tell her about Sunita. Many times
I tried to tell her about Sunita but I couldn’t dare to tell
her.

 


It was evening at around 3 pm, I had just
returned from my day round patrolling in the LoC. I refreshed in
the bathroom. And I was hurried to go to meet Shah Bano in the Dal
Lake.

 


I knew she was waiting for me.

 


I was excited and restless. I had decided
that at the same evening I would propose her officially and marry
her as soon as possible.

 


As I was stepped off from my camp, suddenly
I heard a loud bang of gun shots coming from the next camp.

 


“What happened?” I cried out.

 


I got a sudden shocked.

 


I ran straight to the camp. As I stepped
inside the camp and what I saw there was the lying body of Junior,
bathed with the pools of blood.

 


“HEY JUNIOR, HEY JUNIOR,” I cried out.

 


I held Junior on my lap. I bit on his chest
and tried to get him back to life.

 


“What happened to you, Junior? What happened
to you, junior?” I asked.

 


“Look at my eyes Junior, Look at my eyes
Junior. Don’t close your eyes…… Don’t close your eyes.”

 


“Somebody please call the ambulance
immediately…..”

 


Till then Junior closed his eyes.

 


“B-h-a-i-y-a………” Junior spelt his last
word.

 


“JUNIOR, JUNIOR …” I cried out.

 


I hugged Junior and cried. I felt that I had
lost my own younger brother.

 


Later the tragic incident of Junior was
known that the two senior most jawans of our platoon were having
heated arguments for the cause of sharing eating stuffs and drinks
in the mess. And soon their heated arguments turned into a brutal
fighting between them.

 


Junior was present there and he tried to
persuade them; but in vein. Both the senior most jawans crossed the
ultimate limit and ready to kill each other with their Assailer
rifles.

 


And the disaster occurred when Junior fell
between them. Both the senior most jawan’s triggered their Assailer
rifles to each other. The bullets of Assailer rifles of both the
senior most jawan’s targeted the chest and heart of Junior.

 


And poor Junior lost his life.

 


Junior was only son of his old parents in
Punjab. He was only stick of his old father and mother. I felt very
sorry for his old parents.

 


The dead body of Junior was given a guard of
hour before sending to his house in Punjab in Haushirpur.

 


I personally accompanied with the dead body
of Junior to his house.

 


I met his old parents. At that moment I
didn’t know how to console them. The tragedy of losing own son in
young age was beyond my imagination.

 


I couldn’t control my emotions and I broke
down there.
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I missed everything about Junior. His every
word, his every smile, his every laugh, his every cracking jokes,
his every naughty pranks and everything about him recalled in my
mind.

 


His memories made me cry.

 


For few days I remained very upset and
deserted. Even I stopped meeting Shah Bano for few days.

Then I started visiting in the Dal Lake to
meet Shah Bano. After meeting her I had forgotten about
Junior.

 


When I went to meet Shah
Bano in the Dal Lake, she too felt very sorry for Junior. Because
she too liked Junior very much. I had told her everything about
Junior. And in one occasion I had introduced Shah Bano with Junior.
That day Junior called Shah Bano as his bhabhi.

 


“I have heard about Junior. I felt very
sorry for him,” Shah Bano said.

 


“Yes, Shah Bano, I’ve missed him very much.
He was like my own younger brother,” I said.

 


I cried on Shah Bano’s lap.

 


“It’s okay Vir. Whatever has happened has
happened,” Shah Bano said.

 


Shah Bano hugged me tight. I too hugged her.
She kissed me on my cheeks and on my forehead.

 


The whole evening we spent together as usual
sailing shikara boat in the Dal Lake.

 


From the next day, everything was going fine
as usual.

 


I was busy again in my patrolling duty in
the LoC and busy in my love life.

 


Shah Bano had given me new meanings in my
life. She was always in my happiness and sorrow. And only I had to
propose her officially and marry her as soon as possible.

 


I was waiting for that special moment in my
life.
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I was happy and excite. It was evening time,
my usual time to meet Shah Bano in the Dal Lake. I knew she was
waiting for me with her shikara boat at the Shore of Dal Lake as
usual.

I was getting ready and
about to step off from my camp, just then I got news that there
were the abductions of two dozens of tourists and the local shikara
boat riders from the Dal Lake by the Jihadi groups.

 


The Jihadi groups had demanded to release
their seven comrades captured by the security forces in the Kashmir
Valley two days back. They had given 24 hours ultimatum to release
their seven comrades; otherwise they would kill the abducted
tourists and the local shikara boat riders.

 


The news of abductions of local shikara boat
riders shocked me very hard.

 


Shah Bano had no mobile phone with her. I
had bought her one mobile phone a month ago. I had asked her many
times to use it, and keep along with her; but she never used it and
denied me. I had no source to contact her.



I felt like I had a sudden pain in my every
spine; a cold sweat was coming out and a ghost bumps were running
throughout my body.

 


I was hurried.

 


I wanted to go and meet Shah Bano in the Dal
Lake as soon as possible and know about her.

 


But just then CO of our platoon Vikram Singh
called all the jawans to report in his office camp
immediately.

 


“Jawans, be ready. Get prepare for another
operation. We have got news that the abductors of tourists and the
local shikara boat riders are sheltered in the Model English School
down the Valley. Now they are planning to make a human shield to
protect themselves. And they have already abducted many school
children this afternoon from the same school. The situation is very
serious and challenging for us. We have to safe the tourists, the
local shikara boat riders and the school children, and at the same
time we have to capture the abductors alive. Be careful and
cautious. Let’s get ready for the operation,” the CO Vikram Singh
commanded us.

 


“Are you ready for this operation, jawans?”
he asked.

 


“YES, SIR!!!” We replied in unison and
cheering in one voice.

 


“Our operation will be begun after the night
fall. Is that clear?”

 


“YES, SIR!!!”

 


Our two platoons of Army jawans were
deployed to accomplish the operation.

 


After reaching at the school boundary walls
our two platoons of jawans were commanded to move in all the four
directions in groups.

 


We sneaked silently and climbed over the
boundary walls of the school. We got inside the school compound.
But as our jawans got inside there, there were heavy and
indiscriminate gun firings all the way from the school buildings by
the abductors.

 


They had already made an ambush to attack
whoever tries to sneak inside the school compound. Many of our Army
jawans were targeted by their bullets and fell down there.

 


I was leading from the front to one of my
group of jawans. There were fourteen jawans in my group. Our group
was got inside the school compound, but instantly there were
explosions of grenades and bombs all over there and blinded
us.

 


Five to six jawans of my group got hurt and
killed on the spot.



There was complete darkness all around,
whatever the tube lights and electric bulbs were glowing in the
school building were automatically cut down.

 


Then there were continuous heavy and
indiscriminate gun firings by the abductors on us. And in
retaliations we also fired them.

 


They had already made the human shields of
abducted tourists, the local shikara boat riders and the school
children.

 


We were ordered to rescue them safely
without getting them any harm. We followed the orders strictly but
in trying to follow the orders, we were losing our Army jawans one
after another.

 


And at last a moment had arrived when all
the Army jawans of our two platoons were killed before the day
break up accept my seven jawans.

 


I led my seven jawans very cautiously and
ordered them to cross fire them in retaliation. And as I ordered
them, they followed me and responded me very well. But they all
lost their lives and I was left alone.

 


I called to the head quarter to send an
immediate re-enforcement force but there was no response or any
message or any signal from the other side.

 


I had no option left on my hands. I had to
accomplish that operation single handedly.

 


I sneaked inside the school building,
scaling the wall of the school hall. I peeped inside the school
hall through the window glass. I saw all the abducted tourists, the
local shikara boat riders, and the school children inside the
school hall.

 


I broke the window glass and I entered
inside the school hall. The abducted tourists, the shikara boat
riders and the school children were in terrifying states, nobody
was ready to speak. I told them to remain cool and calm.

 


In the midst of the hostages I saw Shah
Bano. My heart started pounding very hard. She smiled to me. I
wanted to approach her but at that very moment I heard the sounds
of foot steps coming there.

 


I hid in the back of the door.

 


The two abductors got inside the school
hall. They were wearing black masks and loaded with sophisticated
weapons on their hands.

 


“What was that sound of breaking glass,
huh?” the abductors cried out.

 


They were gazing around the hostages inside
the school hall.

 


“Tell us immediately. What was that sound of
breaking glass? Otherwise we’ll kill you all one by one.”

 


Both the abductors were approaching towards
the hostages, pointing their sophisticated gun to them.

And at the same moment I also moved towards
them from behind. And before they could do anything with the
hostages, I attacked them from behind.

 


I hit on their heads with the handle of my
Assailer rifle. Instantly both the abductors fell down on the
floor, unconsciously.

 


Immediately there were waft of joys and
happiness amongst the hostages. Some of them started clapping and
applauded me.



I silence them.

 


I sneaked outside the school hall, looking
in the corridor of the school building.

 


I saw two abductors in the corridor of the
school building. They were approaching to the school hall. I hid
again in the back of the door.

 


“Commandos, where are you?....... Are you
inside the hall?........... Are you hear us?.........” they cried
out.

 


“Answer us?”

 


But they didn’t get any reply.

 


They started kicking the unlocked door of
the school hall from outside.

 


The door opened ajar and hit on the walls
with the forces of kicks. The two abductors got inside the school
hall.

 


I had already taken position to attack them.
And before they could take any position, I blew both of them with
my silencer Assailer rifle.

 


They lay down flat, bathing with their own
bloods. The hostages inside the school hall closed their eyes while
witnessing the horrific scene of killing the two abductors.

 


I sneaked outside the school hall. I didn’t
see anyone of the abductors.

 


I called Shah Bano to come near my side. She
came and hugged me tight. She was terrified.

 


“What will happen, Vir?” she cried.

 


“Don’t worry, Shah Bano. I’m with you.
Everything will be okay,” I said consoling and made her
comfort.

 


I kissed on her forehead. She nestled in my
bosom.

 


“Shah Bano, now you listen to me very
carefully.”

 


“What, Vir?” Shah Bano asked.

 


“You guard here and wait for my signal. When
I signal you to move away from here, you take all the hostages
along with you. Then you get out from here. I’ll show you the safe
direction. You just stay here. I’m going to check how many
abductors are there in the school building. Do you get me?”

 


“Yes, Vir.”

 


I kissed on her forehead. She kissed me on
my lips. Our kisses lasted for a fraction of second. Her eyes
wetted with tears.

 


“Vir, take care,” she said in quivering
voice.

 


“Okay, I’ll. And you too.”

 


I left the school hall and sneaking in the
corridors of the school building.

 


I saw there were dozens of guarding
abductors in the school building. I knew that I couldn’t attack
them openly all alone. It would be open suicidal attempt if I would
try. And in my foolishness I wouldn’t rescue Shah Bano and the
other hostages.

 


I thought hard to find out the way to rescue
the hostages. I couldn’t rescue them until I wouldn’t finish all
the abductors.

 


I decided to attack them from behind.

 


I took out a sharp knife laden in my
Assailer rifle. I took it in my naked hand and I went on sneaking,
stealing and escaping from the eyes of armed guarded
abductors.

 


Then like a swift tornado I attacked the
abductors one by one; throttled and cut off their throats with a
sharp knife and finished them off one after another.

 


I checked carefully if there would be any
abductors left behind in the school building after finishing them
off.

 


When I rechecked carefully and confirm that
no one was there, then I went back to the school hall.

 


I signaled Shah Bano to guide the hostages
and take them away from the school building safely.

 


Shah Bano responded me with a positive
signal. I guided her to get out of the school building from the
next corridor opposite to me immediately.

 


I had already rechecked carefully. I was
pretty sure that all the hostages were safely get out from the
school building.

 


I stood there, guarding them.

 


Shah Bano instructed and guided all the
hostages to get out from the school building safely and as quickly
as possible.

 


“Move on, Move on ….Hurry, Hurry,……Don’t
turn back, Don’t turn back,…..Keep moving, Keep moving…..”

 


All the hostages were got out from the
school building and moving on and many of them reached at the main
gate safely, out of the school compound.

 


Till then the re-enforcement team of Army
platoons were arrived there. They were taking their positions.

 


But still some school children were left
behind in the school corridor. Shah Bano was guiding them. And I
was guarding them from behind. I covered them from any of the in
coming danger.

At last all the children were safely got out
from the school corridor.

 


“Shah Bano you too go, you go……” I cried
out.

 


She was waiting for me.

 


“Vir, I can’t go without you,” Shah Bano
said.

 


“I’m okay. You don’t worry about me. I’m
coming. You just leave now.”

 


Shah Bano didn’t listen me. I signaled her
to leave. But she didn’t respond me.

 


Just then I sensed that something was wrong;
something was approaching to us.

 


“SHAH BANO, YOU JUST LEAVE,” I cried out
aloud desperately.

 


I ran towards Shah Bano.

 


She was still waiting for me in the corridor
of the school building. I was about to reach her hands, just then a
number of bullets hit her chest.

 


I couldn’t hold her hands; only our fingers
brushed with each other. Shah Bano fell down like a crumbling tree
on the steps of the ground floor of the school corridor.

 


“V-I-R…….” Shah Bano screamed. Her screams
reverberated in the entire school building.

 


I knelt down on the floor and I emptied all
the bullets of my Assailer rifle over the approaching four
abductors. They were blown away with the bullets of my Assailer
rifle.

 


I stood and ran to the ground floor of the
school corridor where Shah Bano was lying, struggling and bathing
with the pools of blood.

 


I reached her and held her on my lap. She
was breathing heavily and vomiting bloods.

 


“SHAH BANO, SHAH BANO……” I cried out.

 


“V-i-r,…..” Shah Bano said.

 


“Shah Bano, Shah Bano….you’ll be all right.
Nothing can happen to you,” I cried out.

 


“Somebody please call the
ambulance……..”

 


“V-I-R… I-I….L-O-V-E…..Y-O-U…..” Shah Bano
said.

 


“Shah Bano, I love you too…….I can’t live
without you…Don’t leave me… Don’t leave me…….”

 


Shah Bano smiled her sweetest smile and
closed her eyes.

 


“SHAH BANOOOOO…………………..” I cried out.

 


I kissed her. And I hugged her in my
bosom.

 


I didn’t know that I was hit by the bullets
in my arms. I was fainted and fell down there; hugging the dead
body of Shah Bano.
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After two days when I woke up I was in the
bed of Army hospital. I found everything was empty in my life
without Shah Bano. I had nothing left in my life. I had no one in
my world.

 


No one was there for me. I was lonely and
deserted. I had no desire to live. I had no reason to live.

 


“Why didn’t I die with Shah Bano? Why I’m
living? For whom I’m alive?”

 


I cried a lot and lot.

 


But I was helpless. I couldn’t do
anything.

 


I had lost Sunita. I had lost Shah Bano. I
had lost both of them.

 


The next day I went to Shah Bano’s graveyard
to pay her my last homage. I bought the same bouquet of red and
yellow roses.

 


“Shah Bano, I love you dear. I’m going to
miss you in my entire life. Rest in peace! Amen!”

 


I kissed Shah Bano’s graveyard and kept the
bouquet of red and yellow roses.

 


The same day I went to meet Rahamed chahca
in his tea stall. But he was not there. I came to know that he had
closed down his tea stall forever.

 


I went to his house and met him.

 


“I’m sorry chachajaan. I couldn’t safe Shah
Bano,” I said.

 


“No, Vir beta……..It’s a wished of Allah!”
Rahamed chacha said.

 


After the dead of Shah Bano I lost all the
attachments of life. Everything was appeared as fake and
meaningless for me.

 


“Why I’m living and for whom I didn’t know
anything. Even I didn’t know whether I was living or death.”

 


I flipped Shah Bano’s photos in my mobile
phone and in my purse day in and day out.

 


If I was asked to do some job or deputed on
duty, I didn’t know when the assigned job was completed and when my
deputation was over.

 


I was completely lost and shuttered. Nothing
was left in my life.

 


For the heroic deeds of saving the abducted
tourists, the local shikara boat riders and the school children and
gunned down the abductors single handedly, I was made hero.

 


My name was recommended for the gallantry
award to the President of India.

 


During the occasion of Republic Day, I was
awarded the gallantry award by the President of India.

 


But that award was not mine. It was an award
of Shah Bano’s sacrifice.

 


The entire nation saluted and accolades me
for my heroic deed.

 


I cried a lot while receiving the
award.
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I took one month leave. And I went home for
a month. After one and half years I went home.

 


Mother and father, Hari dada and Mohan dada,
Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo, all were very happy. They were proud
of me for my heroic deed.

 


While spending one month at home, I tried to
forget everything that happened with me so far. But I couldn’t
forget the tragedy of Shah Bano.

 


I tried to be busy. I started working in the
field and took part in all the activities of our village. But it
was not easy for me to forget the memories of Shah Bano.

 


In the meantime, mother started searching a
girl for me. But I was not ready to get married. I was not prepared
to engage in any relationship.

 


“Vir, beta, now it’s the time for you to get
marry and settle down. I’ve searched a very beautiful girl for
you,” mother said.

 


“MAA…..” I said.

 


“Her name is Rita. You’ll never get like
her. She is well educated and well cultured. Her family background
is very good and rich. She is only daughter of her family. She is
the only one in thousands of girls I’ve ever seen.”

 


“Maa, I’m not interested now.”

 


“Vir, beta, take her photo and have a
look.”

 


“No, maa.”

 


“Just have a look, beta.”

 


Mother gave me a coloured photograph of
Rita.



I looked Rita’s photograph.

 


It was really a nice photograph. Rita was
really beautiful. She was wearing green sari in her
photograph.

 


I guessed no man of marriageable age would
reject her after looking her beautiful photograph.

 


Rita’s beautiful face collided with the face
of Shah Bano in my mind. Immediately I put down the photograph of
Rita on the table.

 


“What happened, Vir? You didn’t like Rita’s
photograph, did you?” mother asked.

 


“No, maa,” I replied.

 


“Then, what happened, Vir?”

 


“No, maa. I’ll not marry now. I’m not
prepared for marriage.”

 


“Why, beta? Do you’ve someone in your life?”
mother asked me mischievously.

 


“No, maa. No one….”

 


“Don’t feel shy, Vir,” Savitri nabo teased
me.

“Haa, haa, Vir, tell us freely if you’ve
someone.”

 


Tulsi nabo also joined with mother and
Savitri nobo.

 


“Tulsi nabo, you too?”

 


“Beta, don’t feel shy. If you’ve someone in
your mine, then tell us. We’ll talk to her parents,” mother
said.

 


“Maa, I’ve told you that I’ve no one….”

 


“Then, it’s okay. Now you’ve to marry with a
girl of my choice,” mother said firmly.

 


“Maa, why don’t you people are not trying to
understand me that I’m not ready to get marry now.”

 


“Then when?”

 


I didn’t reply anything.

 


“When you become fifty plus or when I die,
huh?”

 


“Maa!!”

 


I got up.

 


The same episode of my marriage was going on
and on whenever I went home.

 


Then I decided not to visit home again.
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After six months I got an emergency call
from my home. I got news that mother was seriously ill. She was
hospitalized. And she wanted to see me immediately.

I took one month leave immediately. And I
went home.

 


But when I reached home I found everything
was all right. Mother was safe and sound health as ever. I learnt
that she had made a drama to call me. Her motive was to arrange my
marriage as soon as possible.

 


Father, Hari dada and Mohan dada, Savitri
nabo and Tulsi nabo, Jyoti didi and her husband, my closed friends
and our closed relatives, all persuaded me to get marry with a girl
of mother’s choice.

 


Eventually, I couldn’t deny them. And I
decided to go with the decisions of my family.

 


One week before the end of my leave, I was
accompanied with my parents and family members to see Rita. I
didn’t want to go, but I couldn’t deny them.

 


I was introduced with Rita. She was looking
exactly as same as I had seen her in her photograph.

 


“Beta, you talk with Rita,” Rita’s mother
said.

 


We were allowed to talk with each other
privately in the drawing room. And the rest of our family members
went outside in the courtyard.

 


I didn’t know what to talk or what to ask
Rita. I didn’t know how to initiate first. I was very
confused.

 


Rita was silent.

 


She was wearing the same green sari that I
had seen her in her photograph. She was looking more beautiful than
she was appeared in her photograph.

 


Rita was bowing down her head. Her hands
were on her lap, caressing her finger nails.

 


We were sitting face to face.

 


We both were remained silent.

 


I wanted to initiate our conversation. But I
didn’t know what to start and how to start. I was speculating in my
mind.

 


“So, when do you leave for your service, Vir
da?” Rita asked me before I could ask her anything. Her voice was
sweet.

 


“O it’s a good move.” I thought. At least
she has started the conversation. I was feeling comfortable.

 


“O, um, next week,” I replied.

 


“O,” Rita said.

 


We both smiled.

 


Then we remained silent again.

 


I was waited to speak something, but what, I
didn’t know. It was my turn to carry on our conversation. So I
decided to go to the main topic.

 


“Well, Rita, may I ask you something?” I
asked.

 


“Yes, sure, you can,” Rita replied.

 


That time our eyes met with each other for a
fraction of second.

 


“Well, Rita, I would like to know from you
whether you agree with this marriage or not,” I began the
topic.

 


For a moment there was no reply from
her.

 


I continued.

 


“Rita, will you be happy with this
marriage?” I asked.

 


“Yes,” Rita replied.

 


I was happy with her positive answer.

 


Then we talked about our hobbies, likes and
dislikes and so and so forth. I got all the positive replies from
Rita whatever I had briefed her in short.

 


But before the end of our conversations our
parents and family members came inside the drawing room and
interrupted us.

 


“So, Vir, beta, how did you find our Rita?”
Rita’s old female family member asked me.

 


I couldn’t reply anything. I just passed a
gentle smile.

 


“And Rita, beti, how did you find our Vir?”
mother asked.

 


Rita lowered her face.



Then there were smiles, laughters and loud
cheering amongst the members of our family.

 


My marriage was fixed with Rita. And it was
fixed to solemnize after six month in the first week of April.
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I took one month leave for my marriage. I
came home well ahead of my marriage day.

 


Before one month of my marriage, all the
preparations and arrangements were completed. Pandal decorators,
catering and all the necessary stuffs and items were arranged and
booked in advanced.

 


Marriage cards were printed and distributed
and sent to our near and distant relatives and friends in
advance.

 


Both our parents and family members were
happy.

 


On the day of my marriage, everything was
arranged as per planned and done perfectly fine.

 


All the invitee members of our family
relatives, friends, neighbours and other guests were present on the
marriage day.

 


Mother, father, Hari dada and Mohan dada,
Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo, Jyoti didi and her husband, my closed
friends and relatives were remained busy from morning to evening
and till night.

 


Then the moment was arrived when I was got
ready to go to the bride’s house.

 


I was bathed with haldi and chandan and then
fully make up and dressed up the full attire of a groom. I wore
white dhoti, kurta, rolled a white silk shawl on my neck and wore a
pair of leather chappal on my feet.

 


I got inside the decorated floral car along
with my friend who would hold an umbrella when I enter in the
courtyard of bride’s house. Jyoti didi, Savitri nabo and Tulsi nabo
also accompanied with me in the same car.



The rest of our party and guests were
boarded in another bus. And those who were not got enough space
inside the bus; they were following on their feet. They were
singing and dancing with the beating of orchestra.

 


The whole environment was euphoric and
electrifying.

 


Rita’s house was not a far distance from our
house. It was hardly at the distance of 5 kms.

 


The procession of our marriage party was
traveling in slow pace.

 


In the middle of the road many of the
village young boys and girls stopped us. They asked me to give them
party. And I had to give them money to celebrate party.

 


We reached after one and half hours in the
courtyard of the well decorated pandal of Rita’s house.

 


The schedule of marriage ceremony would be
solemnized before mid-night. We reached well ahead of time, one
hour before.

 


But when our marriage party halted in the
courtyard; we were welcomed by the awkward silence.

 


There were no receiving people and no
attending guests. There were no sounds of any music and songs and
no sounds of talking and laughing people.

 


There were only blinking colourful lights of
pandals.

 


No one from Rita’s family member came
forward to welcome us.

 


When our family members went inside Rita’s
house to enquire the matter, it was known that Rita had eloped with
someone just before we were arrived.

 


Then both the parents of Rita came forward
and running to me. They were weeping in front of me.

 


“Vir, beta, we’re ashamed. We are very sorry
whatever has happened. We didn’t know that anything would be
happened like this,” Rita’s father apologized.

 


I didn’t know how to react at that
time.

 


“Vir, beta, we’re extremely sorry whatever
has happened. If you can, then please forgive us,” Rita’s mother
said begging. And then the rest of Rita’s family members and
relatives joined.

 


Both the parents of Rita knelt down in front
of me. They were trying to touch my feet.

 


“No, No, Khura(Uncle), Khuri(aunty), what
are you doing?” I said and stopped them.

 


I made them stand.

 


They hugged me. Rita’s mother wept
bitterly.

 


“It’s okay, Khura(Uncle), Khuri(Khuri),
forget it,” I said.

 


I touched their feet and I got inside the
car.

 


I asked the driver to drive back home.
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Father and mother and my entire family
members were very upset. They were angry with the parents of
Rita.

 


But I managed them to remain cool and calm.
And I asked them not to take any serious steps.

 


“Vir, beta, I’m extremely sorry whatever has
happened. It was only because of my mistake. If I didn’t insist you
to marry with this girl; it wouldn’t happen with you. She will go
to hell. She will never get happiness in her life. It is my curse.
She has humiliated us. She has hurt you,” mother said, weeping and
cursing.

 


“Maa, its okay…Forget it. Just thank god
that she has eloped with someone before the marriage. Think that if
she elopes with someone after the marriage, then what happen.”

 


Mother kept silent for a moment.

 


“Beta, don’t feel upset. I’ll see another
beautiful girl for you far-far better than Rita.”

 


“Maa, I’m not upset. And maa, don’t look
another girl for me. I’ll marry when I’ll get someone of my choice.
But, now, please, for god sake, stop looking girl for me.”

 


Mother remained silent.

 


I decided to go back to my service and join
as soon as possible. Mother was not happy with my decision.

 


“Vir beta, why so early? Your leave is not
yet over; still you’ve many days left.”

 


“No, maa, I’ve to go.”

 


“Let him go, Gayatri,” father said.

 


“As you wish,” mother said. She was
crying.

 


The next day, I decided to go back to my
service in Kashmir.
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“Hey Babu, Hey Babu, ……..Wake up! Wake
up!.......”

 


I woke up all of a sudden.

 


I was still lying on a bench of the Railway
platform. I looked around to check the loud shrilling sounds.

 


I saw the shopkeeper of a tea stall of the
Railway platform. He was running away from there; leaving behind
his tea stall and his other stuffs.

 


“Hey Babu, Hey Babu, Get up! Get up! RUN!
RUN!......QUICK! QUICK!.....”

 


“Hey bhaiya, Hey bhaiya, what happened? Why
are you running?” I asked the shopkeeper in blank looked.

 


“RIOT!... RIOT!... RIOT!.......Riot has been
broke out.”

 


“RUN! RUN!
RUN.............................!”

 


The shopkeeper cried out and he disappeared
in the background of the railway station.

 


“W-H-E-R-E…….” I couldn’t complete my
query.

 


I saw hundreds of people chasing each other
with swords, knives, sticks, guns and different weapons in their
hands.

 


They were approaching to the Railway
station. They hit, chopped, butchered, fired and killed whoever
came on their ways.

 


They started burning down the houses, colony
of towns, shanties, shops and buildings near the Railway
station.

 


They exploded, fired, and burned down the
railway coaches and the standing vehicles on the road.

 


I got up and put the hanging bag on my back.
I started running and running; to safe my life. I didn’t know which
direction I was running.

 


The helpless people were running hither and
thither for their lives.

 


Within a few minutes the entire area was in
the gripped of riots, killing of mass people, burning of houses and
buildings, and burning of everything.

 


There were shakings of firings, gunshots,
explosions and bombings. The clear sky was turned into dark clouds
with the rising smokes.

 


The entire area was turned into a big
battlefield. There were increasing numbers of rioting people. They
were fighting amongst themselves. Nobody knows for whom they were
fighting. Nobody knows for what they were fighting for. Nobody
knows anything.

 


After more than an hour there were
deployments of police forces and security forces in the area to
take the situation under control. But till then it was too late,
the situation was already got out of control.

 


If there were hundreds of police forces and
security forces, then there were thousands of rioting people.

 


These rioting people were already turned
into barbaric and ready to kill each other. There were complete
chaos of people and anarchy everywhere.

 


These rioting people were started attacking
the police forces and the security forces. There were huge
counterattacks from both sides.

 


But there were no comparisons between the
hundreds of police forces and security forces with thousands of
rioting people.

 


I kept running along the railway tracks as
fast as I could.

 


But I had to stop in the middle of a cross
railway track. I had no way to go further. I was surrounded by the
rioting people in both the sides.

 


I looked in front of the railway track ahead
of me and looked back of the railway track far behind of me.

 


I had no option to go ahead or turn
back.

 


In both the sides I saw the clear picture of
my death. There was no escape for me. The rioting people were
chasing each other and about to reach me. They were fighting and
killing amongst themselves.

 


At that time I had only one option to safe
my life and that was to jump into the flowing river down the
Railway Bridge and cross over it.

 


I looked around again in both sides if I
would get any safe route or safe place to hide. But there was
nothing.

 


I had no more time to think anything. If I
wouldn’t jump into the river or cross the river at the other bank;
I would be killed by the rioting people there.

 


I was about to jump into the river when I
heard a loud screams of two children.

 


“UNCLE! UNCLE! SAVE US! SAVE US... WAIT!
WAIT! PLEASE, PLEASE, TAKE US ALONG WITH YOU, TAKE US ALONG WITH
YOU,” the two children cried out. One was a boy and the other was a
girl.

 


They were running towards me. They were
chasing by the rioting people.

 


I stood there and waiting for them. Both the
children were in terrifying state.

I didn’t know when both the children reached
to me and held my both hands firmly.

 


I had no time to think or look for
anything.

 


“HOLD MY HANDS TIGHTLY,” I said.

 


“JUMP!”I cried out.

 


I jumped into the flowing river taking both
the children along with me.

 


The river was not as deep as I was expected.
It was shallow; only few meters deep. There were no hard stones and
rocks in the river bed.

 


I landed on the sands safely taking both the
children. I swum and held both the children at the river bank.

 


“Hide there, quickly,” I said.

 


Both the children hid in the thick bushes at
the river bank.

 


The cruel barbarisms and massacres of people
were continued over the railway bridge and on the railway
track.

 


The poor people were brutally killed and
beheaded. Their chopped dead bodies were thrown into the river one
after another.



The river water was turned red colour with
the human bloods.

 


The disasters were continued.

 


There were the sounds of firings, gun shots,
explosions, bombings and screams of helpless and hapless men, women
and children all around.
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It has been long hours passed already, there
was complete darkness engulfed everywhere. I could still hear the
sounds of gun shots, firings, explosions and bombings.

 


I sensed a danger while staying at the river
bank.

 


Both the children were fast asleep on the
dry grasses at the river bank.



“Hey boy, Hey boy ….Hey little girl, Hey
little girl…wake up! Wake up!”

I awaked both the children.

 


“Uncle, Uncle ………….Uncle, Uncle….”

 


Both the children were still in terrifying
states.

 


“Shsh….Shsh…. Keep quite! Keep quite! Get up
quickly! We’ve to leave this place immediately.”

 


Both the children stood up. Their clothes
were still wetted as mine.

 


We left the river bank immediately.

 


We started walking continuously for miles.
We were walking for hours and reached in the hilly place far away
from the river bank and the railway tracks.

 


We climbed up to its top. The hilly place
was situated at some height; and from its top we could see the
entire area. It was a perfect place for hideout.



I saw the blazing fires of burning town and
the burning of many houses in the nearby villages.

 


Still the sounds of shrilling gun shots,
firing, explosions, bombings and the helpless screams of men, women
and children were not dying out.

 


There was a big flat rock at the top of the
hilly place.

I asked both the children to lay down there.
And I too lay down.

 


I was tired and fatigued. The same condition
was with the children. And within a few minutes both the children
got sleep.

 


I remained awake.



I didn’t know how long I remained awake in
that terrifying night. When I woke up, it was already broad day
light.

 


I was shocked when I didn’t find both the
children there.

 


“Hey boy, Hey girl….Hey boy, Hey girl… Where
are you? Where are you? Give me answer? Give me answer?” I cried
out, desperately.

 


But I didn’t get any answer.

 


I was worried and started looking them all
around the hilly place, but my gaze caught me on the rising black
smokes in the far sky. It showed that the disasters were still
continued in the town and the nearby villages.

 


“Yes uncle, Yes uncle…” Both the children
responded me.

 


They were appeared in front of me.

 


I saw both the children closely.

 


The boy was good looking, have long nose.
His complexion was dark brown. He has a good posture and sound
health. He was wearing black and white shirt and half pant. He was
not wearing any shoe or chappal on his feet. There were bruise
marks on his face, knees and legs.

 


And the girl was beautiful and cute looking.
She has long nose. Her complexion was fair. She has good posture
too. She was wearing polka frock. She has tied ponytail hair. She
too was not wearing any shoe or chappal. I saw her bleeding feet
and stains of dry blood on her legs.

 


I felt very sorry for them.

 


They both smiled to me. And I too smiled
back to them.

“Where have you both gone, huh?” I
asked.

 


“Uncle, we went down there at the river
bank,” the girl replied.

 


“WHAT? WHY?” I was almost shouted them.

 


“To drink water,” the boy replied,
coldly.

 


“Why didn’t you ask me? I’ll fetch you
water,” I said.

 


“Actually, we were very thirsty, uncle. We
were dying of thirst. And you’re sleeping at that time,” the girl
gave innocent replied.

 


I felt very sorry.

 


“But, beta, it’s too dangerous down there.
Don’t go down there again, okay?” I said.

 


“We are very sorry, uncle,” the boy
said.

 


“Uncle, we’ve fetched you some water,” the
girl said and she handed me water in a cup of dried leaves.

 


I hugged both the children.

 


I drank water in a cup of dried leaves. It
gave me relaxation. It was a boon for me at that moment.

 


Then we had briefed introductions with each
other.

 


“What is your name?” I asked the boy.

 


“Usmaan,” the boy replied.

 


“And what is your name little girl?” I asked
the girl.

 


“My name is Meena,” the girl replied.

 


“O, your name is very beautiful,” I
said.

 


“Thank you, uncle,” the girl said.

 


“You’re very welcome my dear little
girl!”

 


“So, Usmaan and Meena, are you both brother
and sister?” I asked.

 


“No, uncle,” the boy replied.

 


“Then?”

 


“We’re both neighbours. But I called him
Usmaan bhaiya. And he called me his sister, actually Usmaan bhaiya
has no sister, nah,” the girl replied.

 


“O, that’s very nice!” I said.

 


“And what’s your name, uncle?” the girl
asked.

 


“My name is Vir, beta,” I replied.

 


“You got a very nice name, uncle,” the girl
said.

 


I laughed.

 


“O, thank you very much,” I said.

 


“So, Usmaan and Meena, how did you both come
in the Railway station?”

 


Both the children remained silent.

 


Meena started crying. Then Usmaan followed
her.

 


“Hey, Hey, Usmaan, Meena, why are you both
crying, huh?” I asked.

 


Usmaan and Meena, both were crying. Usmaan
hugged Meena and comfort her.

 


“Our parents were killed in the riot,”
Usmaan said.

 


“Who killed your parents?” I asked in
shocked.

 


“They have killed our parents and our family
members in front of us. They have burned down our houses. They have
burned down everything that we owned,” Meena replied weeping.

 


“Who are they?” I asked.

 


“We didn’t know who they are. They came with
sticks, swords, knives and guns. They killed our parents and our
family members in front of us,” Usmaan said.

 


“How did you both escape from there?”

 


“We were playing outside our house at the
time when the attackers came in our houses. As the attackers came
in our houses, we too came back home. But when we saw their deadly
weapons in their hands, we were very terrified. We both hid in the
corner most part of our house. The attackers didn’t see us……….And
we both escape,” Usmaan said and cried.

 


“I’m so sorry,” I said.

 


I hugged both the children.
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We spent day and night in the hilly place
without food and water; both sunny day and rainy day. We were
waited there till the situation would become normal.

 


Three days were elapsed, but the situation
was still not in under control.

 


There were more deployments of Army platoons
and security forces in the entire area and in the adjoining areas.
But the situation was becoming worse and worse as the days were
progressed.

 


The Army platoons and the security forces
were failed to control the situation.

There were uncertainties of everything;
anything could be happened at any time.

 


The entire town and the nearby villages were
already destroyed. There were only the ashes of burning houses and
buildings left.

 


I had tried to venture in the town twice and
to get out from that place along with Usmaan and Meena.

 


But it was quite impossible to get into the
town and in the nearby villages.

I had to halt my plan to get out from our
safe place.

 


Still the rioting people were in the entire
area. They had made their houses, shops and buildings as their
ambushes and hideout places and waited to attack whoever enters in
their areas.

 


Ten days were elapsed. The situation was
still remained worse.



There were still the shaking of firings, gun
shots, explosions, bombings and screams and cries of helpless and
hapless men, women and children.



There was no escape from that place.

 


As long as days were passing by Usmaan and
Meena, both the children were unable to bear their hungers and
thirsts. I too couldn’t bear.

 


Usmaan and Meena, both lay on a flat rock in
hunger and thirst. They both turned lean and thin and fainted. I
couldn’t see their pathetic conditions anymore.

 


“I’ve to get them something; otherwise they
will die of hunger and thirst. I’ve to go in the town or nearby
villages immediately. I’ve to take some risk.”

 


I decided.

 


Immediately I emptied my hanging bag; taking
out all my stuffs and put down on a flat rock besides Usmaan and
Meena.

 


Both the children were fast asleep.

“Usmaan, Meena, wake up! …Usmaan, Meena,
wake up!” I awaked them.

 


Both the children hardly open their closed
eyes.

 


“U-n-c-l-e…!!” Both the children responded
me in their feeble voices.

 


“Usmaan, Meena, you both stay here, huh?
I’ll go in the town to get you something. Don’t go anywhere, okay?
Don’t go anywhere, okay?” I said.

 


They couldn’t speak a word in reply. They
slept again.

 


I left both the children.
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I started running and reached at the river
bank. I put my hanging bag on my back and swum the river. But its
current was very fast. Its water level was rose up with the night
rainfall. It was not as shallow as when I first swum in it. It took
me half and hour to cross it safely.

 


I ran on the Railway tracks and reached the
Railway station leading to the town.

 


I ran fast and cautiously, sneaking and
avoiding from the rioting people.

 


There were complete disasters of
everything.

 


The Railway tracks were derailed, the
Railway station and platform were vandalized. The railway coaches
standing on the tracks were burned down. And the railway bridge
over the Railway station was exploded.

 


I crossed the railway station safely.

 


I entered in the town.

 


But the scenes of town were more disastrous
and grim than the Railway station.

 


There were no shops, no houses and no
buildings left behind. All were burned down and exploded. The roads
and footpaths were crumbled and covered with the huge debris of
destroyed shops, houses and buildings.

 


There were complete disasters of everything
and everywhere.

 


I walked all around the town, looking for
any shop to get some eating stuffs for Usmaan and Meena. I searched
tirelessly inside the destroyed shops, crumbled houses and
buildings.



But I couldn’t find anything.

 


I pulled out the debris if I would get some
eating stuffs. But I pulled out the hands of a dead man. It shocked
me very hard.

 


Immediately, I put down the hands of a dead
man over there and I ran. But I fell down over the dead bodies of
men, women and children. The dead bodies were getting spoilt.

 


I started vomiting.

 


I got up quickly and I ran from there.

 


I searched again; everything and everywhere.
But I didn’t get anything. I was getting tired and fatigued.



I was all alone in the midst of orphan
corpses of men, women and children in the destroyed town.

 


I had crossed every road, every street and
every by-lane of the town, but I couldn’t get anything there.

 


The time was heading from me.

 


I was worried about Usmaan and Meena. Both
the children were hungry and thirsty. I couldn’t stop searching
food stuffs for them. I kept searching.

 


I was tired. I couldn’t walk any longer. I
lay down on the crumbled footpath.

 


As I lay down on a broken bricks, my eyes
fell on the nearby half burned shop. I felt like I got my life
back. I was euphoric. I got up quickly forgetting my tired and
fatigued.

 


I went inside the half burned shop.

 


I found all the stuffs there that were
required for me at that time. I opened my hanging bag and filled
biscuit packets, bread packets, cake packets, dried fruits, snacks,
water bottles and whatever the stuffs available there.

 


Soon my hanging bag was filled up with the
eating stuffs. There was no empty space left inside in it. Then I
was looking for a sack or any other bag to fill the other eating
stuffs.

 


But I didn’t find anything. Then I emptied
the rice filled sack and put the other eating stuffs in it.

 


I held the sack and tied it with a rope on
my back and carried the hanging bag in my hands.

 


I started running and left the half burned
shop. But as I left the half burned shop, I heard a loud screaming
voice of a woman.

 


“HELP ME……HELP ME……..”

 


“NOOO………NOOOOOOO……”

 


I felt that the screaming voice was calling
me.

 


I put down the sack and my hanging bag on
the crumbled road.

 


I headed to the incoming screaming voice of
a woman.

 


The sound was coming from a distant crumbled
building. I went inside the crumbled building and followed the
screaming voice of a woman.

 


As I approached at the crumbled building,
the screaming voice of a woman was clearly audible. It was coming
from one of the rooms of the crumbled building.

 


I reached at the room. The room was unlocked
from outside. I sneaked and looked through the keyhole.

 


I saw a woman.

 


She was struggling with the two masked men.
Both the masked men had guns in their hands.

 


They were slapping, beating and kicking the
woman mercilessly. Her mouths and lips were bleeding. She was
sobbing, knelling down and begging in front of them.

 


“Please leave me…….let me go…..”

 


Just then I saw a long iron rod lying there;
I picked it up quickly.

 


I approached the two masked men from
behind.

 


They were torturing the poor woman
continuously. I hit the first masked man on his head with all
might. He fell down instantly on the floor.



Then within a fraction of second I hit the
other masked man on his forehead. He couldn’t get time to react me.
And he too fell down on the floor.

 


“You’re safe now. Nothing to worry……” I
said.



“Let’s get hell out of
here……..q-u-i-c-k-l-y...”

 


I couldn’t complete my sentence. I remained
stunned and still.

 


I gazed the woman standing in front of
me.

 


“VIR?” the woman called me.

 


“SUNITA?” I called her.

 


Our eyes met with each other.

 


For how many hours, days, weeks, months and
years we were waiting for that moment. We were glued in each other
looks. We couldn’t speak with each other for a while.

 


“Sunita, is that you?”

 


“Vir, is that you?”

 


We both said in unison. We both smiled and
laughed.

 


Sunita was looking as beautiful as ever for
me. She was half smiling and half crying.

 


We hugged each other forgetting
everything.

 


I felt that it was the moment of our
re-union.

 


It was already twelve years elapsed; we
didn’t see each other. We didn’t meet each other. We didn’t talk
with each other. We had no news of each other.

 


For a moment we had forgotten everything. We
both lost in each other and gone to our old days.

 


“Sunita, I’ve never thought that I met you
again like this,” I said.

 


Sunita was weeping, bitterly.

 


“Hey, Sunita, it’s okay, it’s okay.”

 


“Vir, I’ve lost my husband …I’ve lost my son
….I’ve lost my daughter……I’ve lost everything……” Sunita said.

 


I hugged her tight. I tried to console
her.

 


“Vir, this riot has finished
everything……..I’ve lost everything……How could I live without my
husband………How could I live without my son…….How could I live
without my daughter…..” Sunita was crying terribly.

 


I didn’t know how to console her in her
grave situation.

 


I patted on her back.

 


“Sunita, let’s get out of this place.”

 


I held her hands and came out from the
crumbled building.

 


I picked up my hanging bag and sack.
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After one and half hours distance running,
sneaking and avoiding from the rioting people, Sunita and I crossed
the river and reached the hilly place in our safe place.

 


I found Usmaan and Meena, both in the same
place, lying like a dead corpse on the same flat rock. They were
still fast asleep.

 


“Vir, are they your children?” Sunita
asked.

 


“No, Sunita. I found them in this riot,” I
replied.

 


“Hey Usmaan, Hey Meena, wake up! Wake up!
Look I’ve brought you something to eat.”

 


Both Usmaan and Meena didn’t respond
me.

 


“Hey Usmaan, Hey Meena, wake up, wake
up….”

 


I shook them.

 


Usmaan responded me first. He slowly opened
his eyes. Then Meena woke up.

“Oh, thank god!” I heaved a sight of
relief.

 


For a moment I thought that both the
children were died of hunger and thirst.

 


“U-n-c-l-e, you’ve come back…….” Meena
said.

 


“Are you okay, Meena?” I asked.

 


I touched her forehead. I sensed her high
temperature.

 


“Meena, you’ve a fever. Beta, how are you
feeling?”

 


Meena started crying.

 


“It’s okay, you’ll be all right.”

 


I touched Usmaan’s forehead. He was all
right.

 


“Okay, have these eating stuffs. You both
are hungry for many days,” I said.

 


I gave them eating stuffs. Both Usmaan and
Meena ate.

 


“Usmaan, Meena, I’ve forgotten to introduce
with her,” I said.

 


They halted their eating stuffs in the
middle.

 


“This is Sunita.”

 


“Hello Usmaan, hello Meena,” Sunita
said.

 


Usmaan and Meena both smiled in
response.

 


 


Meena had very high fever at that night. I
didn’t know how to nurse her. I was very worried and felt
helpless.

 


“Vir, don’t worry,” Sunita said.

 


“Do you have any handkerchief with
you?”

 


“Haa, Haa…..”

 


I took out my handkerchief and gave it to
Sunita.

 


Sunita wetted the handkerchief in water.
Then she put on Meena’s burning forehead.

 


We both seated besides Meena and talked with
each other. For few hours we lost in our old memories.

 


I told Sunita my entire story after she left
me.

 


Then Sunita told me how she got married
under tremendous pressure by her parents with a much aged man. She
told me how tough for her to forget me. She was died every moment
of her life till she realized that she never meet me again. And we
couldn’t be together. And with time everything was buried deep
inside her heart.

 


Sunita told me that her husband loved her
very much even though there was much age difference. They got
lovable and doting son and daughter. She told me how they were
happy in their small world. But these riots had finished her entire
family within a day.

 


Sunita cried bitterly. And I tried to
console her.

 


 


Before dawn Meena’s fever came down. She was
doing well.

 


The whole day everything was went well and
fine, but as soon as the night fall Meena’s fever started
again.

 


The similar condition was going on for three
days. Then her condition was deteroited as days and nights were
progressed.

 


Usmaan also fell ill and I too felt the
same.

 


Sunita was only one who was fine.

 


I tried to control my illness.

 


I couldn’t allow any of them to notice my
illness. But Sunita sensed my illness.

 


“Vir, you’ve a high fever,” Sunita said
touching my forehead.

 


“No, No, Sunita. It’s just normal for me.
I-I’m okay,” I said.

 


“No, Vir.”

 


“I’m fine, Sunita. You’re worrying
unnecessarily.”

 


“No, Vir, we’ve to leave this place as soon
as possible, otherwise both the children will die with this
mysterious disease. They need immediate treatment. And we too are
fell ill with the same disease very soon.”

 


“Vir, please, try to understand,” Sunita
insisted me.

 


I remained silent and looked towards lying
Usmaan and Meena.

 


“I think you’re right, Sunita,” I said.
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The same night we left the hilly place.

 


I carried Meena on my back. Sunita held
Usmaan’s hands and we walked slowly and slowly.

 


We reached the river bank in the
morning.

 


We crossed the river safely and walked the
same Railway tracks and the same town where hundreds of people were
brutally killed, butchered and murdered.

 


Still the situation was as same as
earlier.

Every now and then the sounds of shaking
firings, gun shots, explosions, bombings and the screams and cries
of poor men, women and children were reverberated in the entire
area.

 


We walked on the crumbled roads, streets and
by-lanes in search of hospital tirelessly. But we couldn’t find any
hospital or health centre there.

 


“U-n-c-l-e…I-I can’t walk anymore…...”
Usmaan said. He was about to fall down.

 


“Okay-okay, Usmaan,” I said and held
him.

 


“Sunita, let’s wait here.”

 


“Okay, Vir,” Sunita said.

 


“Meena, beta, get down here for sometime,” I
said.

 


Meena got down from my back. Still she had
high fever.

 


We all lay down on the crumbled
footpaths.



Just then the patrolling Army trucks were
halted there. The trucks were full of Army jawans.

 


They got down; surrounding and targeting us
with their guns.

 


“HEY, YOU! What the hell are you doing here
in this bad situation? You didn’t know curfew is imposed all over
here,” the Army CO asked me.

 


I told him everything that happened with
us.

 


They allowed us to board in their trucks.
Then they dropped us in the civil hospital of another town.

 


We were admitted there and we got treatment
for two weeks.

 


 


 


 


45

 


 


 


Till we recovered from our illness the
situation of the entire area was brought under control.

 


I took Sunita, Usmaan and Meena in my
house.

 


I sent an urgent message in my base camp in
Kashmir and requested for one month leave.

 


I disclosed the entire incident that
happened with me.

 


My leave was granted immediately.

 


I spent one month leave in my house. My
parents and my entire family members were happy for my safe
returned.

 


Then I returned to my service in Kashmir
leaving Sunita, Usmaan and Meena in the custodian of my
family.

 


 


 


 


 


After one year………..

 


 


 


I married Sunita with grand and pomp
ceremony. And Sunita and I adopted Usmaan and Meena as our son and
daughter.

 


 


 


---------------------
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