
  



 1 A Walk Through Memories 

CHAPTER - 1 

 

The sun was slowly sinking into the horizon as our car rolled over the sand and to 

the edge of the compound. The waves lapped in and out quickly, its foamy white 

waters turning a serene orange in reflection. The bungalow itself hadn’t changed 

much. It was the same off-white color as it was when I last saw it, the potted plants 

were still drooping on the balcony and a thin film of dust (or was it sand) clung to 

the windows. I smiled. I looked at the sea, and it hadn’t changed either. It was as 

calm as I remembered it to be. And seeing my six year old daughter jump in and out 

of the waves brought back memories. This was where I belonged. This was home. 

 

But did I hear that right? This “was” home? Wasn’t it still? A tinge of sadness mixed 

with the joy I had been feeling since I got out of the car. Had it been that long? 

 

Seven years. Seven long years had passed since I had last seen this bungalow, this 

white castle where I spent most of my childhood years. 

 

It was a treasure trove for me back then, as I hunted for gold coins that my father’s 

bedtime stories had, for the two little mice that once drove my mother up the dining 

table and for one rupee coins that may have slipped into the crevices of the old sofa 

with the creaky springs. It was on these sands that I first dreamed of, and built my 

first sandcastle. It was on these shores that I made my first friend, a little stray 

mongrel I named Pooh after my favorite cartoon character. It was down this 

bungalow’s winding staircase that I first tumbled down and skinned my knees. 

 

It was in this bungalow that I first threw a party in college, and after an impromptu 

game of spin-the-bottle, shared my first kiss with the prettiest girl I knew and felt I 

had no chance to date. It was here I came to study for my finals, and here I came 

after I graduated with honors. It was in a big pandal on this compound that I got 

married to that very girl seven years back. 
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I remember the last time I saw these shores, and I I turn and look at my wife. I can 

see that she’s thinking the same thing. Leaving Vidya to enjoy herself with the 

waves, we rush inside the bungalow. 

 

A bottle with a note inside it sits proudly on the mantelpiece above the roaring fire. 

 

And we smile, seeing another memory still left unchanged after all these years. 

 

I open the bottle and take out the note. Reading it quickly, I can feel the tears 

welling up in my eyes. But I still read it out loud. 

 

“We know that promises can be broken, 

But here’s a promise we mean to keep; 

This bungalow is a palace of our memories, 

A castle of emotions we’ve stored deep. 

Here’s where we first, years back, did kiss, 

And where we first, that day, fell in love; 

And where we tied the knot, became one, 

Another memory is those unsaid vows. 

To this palace, we shall return every year, 

That’s a promise we wish to make today; 

For memories are what makes us realize, 

The value of those blissful yesterdays.” 

 

Seven years of broken promises, and here we were, for a vacation of seven days. As I 

read those words again, I realize this trip would not be easy. This journey back 

home was a journey I had wanted to take. But I had forgotten that a journey 

through these memories was another I would have to make. 
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CHAPTER - 2 

 

How wonderful it is that as some things change, others remain the same. This 

sunrise, golden through the heads of swaying coconut palms, is as picturesque as I 

remember it to be. The sky, blue like my daughter’s eyes, has but a few splashes of 

white. But I can see change on the horizon. That’s something that always stays the 

same, the unpredictable yet predictable weather. I imagine the clouds would stroll 

in soon, white at first and then turning dark. Then the showers will start, short 

spells of soothing summer rains. 

 

I remember going for long walks with mom and dad in the rain. I used to run ahead 

suddenly, out of the cover of the umbrella either they held above me, or leaving 

them to catch the umbrella I let go off. I used to cop hell for that later, but it was 

worth it. I imagine Vidya would love doing that as well. 

 

But Narayanan, our housekeeper, says otherwise. He says the rain won’t let up, 

there’s a storm coming. It might rain all day, for a couple of days at most. It puts a 

dampener on the vacation plans, and see it on my wife’s face too. The walk through 

memories may have to wait. 

 

It’s Vidya who sees the bright side of things, as usual. 

 

She has seen our old board behind the showcase in the living room, and is curious to 

know how to play it. 

 

“Daddy, come on. Teach me Carrom,” she says, the eagerness showing in her voice. 

She pulls at my hand, and points to the carpet on the floor. 
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Soon, the three of us are playing enthusiastically. The rain has slowly increased in 

its force, but it’s still not heavy. After five years in Manchester, this seems but a 

drizzle in comparison. 

 

The aroma of Narayanan’s wife’s cooking breaks our interest in the game. Between 

Aarthi and me, we start guessing what’s on the menu. 

 

“Smells like there is hot tomato and pepper rasam,” she says, sniffing the air and 

closing her eyes as she enjoys the fragrance. 

 

I agree with her. The aroma is divine, almost tempting me to get up and go into the 

kitchen to have a taste. But Sharada chechy has already barred us from the vicinity 

of her culinary castle, threatening us with stale dosas for lunch if we were to cross 

the border! 

 

“Yes. I think there’ll be avial and some kootu curry too I bet,” I chipped in, mimicking 

her expression. 

 

“And pappads. I can hear them being fried,” Vidya put her voice to our guessing 

game as well. We laughed. It was the only Indian thing she really craved. She could 

eat a dozen pappads if we let her to. 

 

If these childhood favorite dishes were the ones we enjoyed the most, they were 

what Sharada chechy enjoyed making the most. And our return after so long, she 

said, had called for a celebration. So we were barred from cooking, and she had 

taken charge of the kitchen, humming an old Malayalam song to herself as she 

worked. 

 

Soon, we heard the chimes of steel plates, and we got up to help her set the table. 

But she had already done it. It was like a Sadya on Vishu, the Kerala New Year. 
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There was steaming rice, hot rasam, avial, a erisheri of beans and pumpkin, channa 

dal fried in coconut oil with finely diced coconuts and ginger, beans thoran, a 

coconut milk stew, homemade mango pickle and inji-puli, and Vidya’s favorite 

pappads. The only difference was the steel plates instead of the banana leaves. 

 

On a rainy, somewhat cold afternoon, there was nothing as warm as eating rice and 

rasam. Every other dish was absolutely delicious, but all we wanted was that 

combination. After the burgers, sandwiches and pizzas of Manchester, this was 

heavenly. Even Vidya, who usually fussed about eating too much, was asking for a 

second helping of rice. 

 

As we sat on the front steps after lunch, Chechy bought us her special parippu 

payasam in steel bowls. The rain didn’t feel sad anymore. And the walk through 

memories happened again. It brought memories of New Year feasts and Onam 

feasts that our childhood was filled with. It brought memories of family reunions 

that happened on these days mostly. It brought memories of home… this home 

which I proudly called my own. 

 

I went up the staircase and to the old rooms that were bolted shut since years. 

Narayanan was trying to dust the cobwebs off, and looked at me sheepishly when I 

came up the stairs, as if to say, “My bad. I should have kept it clean over the years.” 

 

I smiled and went toward a door he had yet to reach. I opened it and stepped inside, 

only to start sneezing. 
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CHAPTER - 3 

 

Not once, not twice or thrice, but seven times I sneezed as I entered my old 

bedroom. I walked to the window and pulled the curtains open. The sun, peeking 

out from the clouds for the first time since morning, cast its rays into the room and 

in its brightness, specks of dust could be seen floating everywhere. The cot was 

without a mattress now, old rugs and sheets hanging on its age old frame. The 

cobwebs that were on the lampshades on either side of the cot were bigger than 

those I had ever seen. And on the wall opposite the door, just near the window was 

an old painting of the sea. The blue had faded, as had the white used for the sky. 

 

“Dadddddyyyy… daddy, where are you? The sun is out. Let’s go for a walk! 

Dadddddyyyy…” 

 

I turned to the door to see her run inside the room, closely followed by a breathless 

Narayanan. 

 

“Kutty, sookshichu! Not… safe. Mazha… come soon. Play naale again. Enne trust 

cheyu!” 

 

I couldn’t help but laugh hearing his mixed English and Malayalam dialogue, but it 

made me happy to see his concern for Vidya. 

 

“Chetaa, she understands Malayalam… manasilakum. Parayathilla, that’s all,” I 

explained to him. Hearing myself talk, I felt silly for laughing earlier. Sadly, I was 

just as terrible at speaking Malayalam now after the years away from home. 

 

“Daddy, who draw it?” she asks me, pointing to the painting. 

 

I smile and bend down to her. 
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“Daddy drew, Vids. Once upon a time.” 

 

She gives me two thumbs-up; she does that when she really likes something. I want 

to tell her all about it, but she has already started looking around the room, holding 

her hanky to her nose. 

 

“Daddy… book!” she says, and excitedly points under the cot. 

 

And sure enough, there’s an old book there on the floor. But it’s dusty and torn to 

bits, possibly worn out by the elements and silverfish. I take one of my father’s old 

walking sticks and pull the book toward me. The cover has faded, but I can make 

out a little of the lettering. It was one of my father’s favorite books, and mine as 

well. 

 

“Aaro took it out from big book room,” says Narayanan, looking worried. I just smile. 

If only I’d have been here, no book would’ve been discarded like this. 

 

“Which book, Daddy? Read me, read me!” 

 

“Book is dusty, Vids. But daddy knows the story. He’ll tell you soon, okies?” 

 

I remember a sunny, sultry May afternoon years and years ago. A boy was packing 

a bag with lots of food, a compass that was his father’s most prized possession, a 

thermometer that he’d stolen from a first aid kit, and then thinking hard about it, 

the rest of the first aid kit as well. There was a bag with clothes for every kind of 

weather… woolens, cottons, even trunks for the beach. He walked out after an hour, 

to the surprise of two ladies sitting in the living room… one with thick glasses and 

another with thick-rimmed glasses… both drinking coffee and reading magazines. 
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“Evide going, kocche? Kaapi no ready,” asked Sharada chechy, the one with the 

thick glasses, in English that she was learning from the other lady, my mother. 

 

“I’m going on an adventure. I want to follow in the steps of Herr Lidenbrock and 

Arne Saknussemm, to find and explore the Center of the Earth.” 

 

I can still picture my mother’s face upon hearing that statement. I see her lips 

curling into a big smile, trying hard to control the peals of laughter that would come 

later. She saw me go into the compound, and with a shovel, start digging the almost 

white sands outside. She sat on the front steps and watched me, till I could dig no 

more and fell down in a heap. 

 

“Would Herr Aanand like some lemon juice?” she had said, laughing and explaining 

what I had been doing to Sharada chechy. 

 

The book still remained my favorite even after that day, my eleventh birthday when 

I had read an illustrated copy of Jules Verne’s Journey to the Center of the 

Earth. I bought a copy of the unabridged version too, one that remains with me to 

this day. 

 

I’m brought out of my memory walk by the sound of laughter. I go downstairs to see 

Sharada chechy in conversation with Aarthi and Vidya. When they see me, they 

laugh harder, and I know my secret is out. They know I know it too, the sheepish 

grin on my face gives me away. 

 

“Saar left books. All in big book room,” she says as I reach them. 

 

We go back upstairs, and Narayanan has finished his cleaning of that room at last. 

Vidya’s eyes light up seeing so many books in my father’s old library. There are 

books of all kinds there… old leather bound volumes that are the classics like Great 
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Expectations and Anne Frank’s diary. Paperbacks of The Time Machine by 

HG Wells and the entire Famous Five and Secret Seven collection, my old best 

friends stare back at me happily. Old Readers’ Digests and some other magazines 

are also there. This was my heaven before, a treasure trove in glass cupboards I’ve 

only just rediscovered. 

 

In a moment, a few of the Enid Blyton novels are out, and Vidya curls up on the 

carpet near the window with the day’s last light for company. 

 

I think it was Stephen King who said, “Books are a uniquely portable magic”.  

 

Today, they transported me back to my childhood, and seeing Vidya read, I feel they 

might transport me to the future too. 
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CHAPTER - 4 

 

The pitter-patter of rain is music to my ears as I stir from my sleep. For a moment, 

I wonder where I am. I look around to see no one near me, and I panic. But the 

music drifts in through the window, and I feel at home once again, my heartbeats 

quickly go back to normal. 

 

“Vigneshwara janma nalikeram ninte thrikalkal udakyuvan vannu…” 

comes the song from the nearby temple. 

 

Lord Ganesha, remover of obstacles and giver of wisdom, I have come to pay 

obeisance at your feet. Indeed I have, and I used to do just that every day before I 

went away. I remember when I was a kid; the song that I first heard from the 

temple on any day would continue to be on my lips for the whole day. 

 

I get up and go to the window. In the distance, I can see the temple. It has got a 

fresh coating of white paint recently, but the brown tiles of the roofing haven’t 

changed at all. There are smaller shrines inside the compound, but the main deity 

is Lord Mahadeva. Even in the drizzle, I can see people heading down the steps into 

the temple premises, removing their slippers at the steps, or handing them over at 

the footwear stall. The men take off their shirts too as they enter, as is customary in 

many temples in Kerala. Even though it is too far to actually see, I can tell there is 

a smile on every face, some as they recognize their neighbors and friends, some just 

as amicable greeting. In the area, it’s like every person knows every other person. 

 

By the time I take a bath and get ready to go to the temple, Aarthi and Vidya are 

done getting ready too. The two pretty girls are in kasavu dresses, white with 

golden borders… mom in saree and daughter in a frock. We walk toward the 

temple, only to be greeted by the flower seller on the way. 
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“Evideyo kanda poley undallo?” he asks, a hint of recognition dawning on his face. 

Before I can reply, his daughter decides to translate for us. 

 

“Acchan thinks he’s seen you somewhere,” she tells us. She might be twelve or 

thirteen, her hair in a short ponytail and wearing her school uniform already. 

 

“Njan Aanand, from the bungalow,” I tell them, thankful I don’t need to bring out 

my mixed English-Malayalam dialogues too much. 

 

He recognizes my name immediately and we talk for a few minutes, the girl, Megha, 

joining in at times while she makes a garland for us to take along to the temple. 

Promising to buy one every day while we are at the bungalow, we take his leave and 

go to the temple. 

 

The ambience of this temple is such that I get lost in its calmness, its devotion and 

its music. As I enter the inner shrine, I can hear the rhythmic beats of the edaykka 

drum, its deep notes mixing with the chants of “Mahadevaya namah” or “Om 

Namah Shivaya” from all around me. I can see the devotees, their palms folded in 

veneration and eyes closed tight as they utter their prayers, seek his blessings for 

success and happiness. The sanctum sanctorum itself is closed, the priest preparing 

the deity for the morning darsan after the usha puja, the prayers during the time of 

sunrise. I join the devotees and close my eyes. 

 

“Bhagawaane, iniyum korey divasam ivide aaswadhikyan kittan anugrahikename! 

Nalladu varuthename! Kaathukolane, Mahadeva!” 

 

God, bless me so that I can spend many more days enjoying in my hometown. Bless 

me so that only good things happen and protect me, oh Lord Shiva. When I open my 

eyes, I see the sanctorum has opened too, and the sight of the Lord, in all his glory, 

greets me. There’s nothing as satisfying. 
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I apply a bit of sandalwood paste to my forehead; take the theertham given to me, 

along with a smile from the old priest who has no trouble recognizing Aarthi and 

me, as he was there at our wedding. We go for a pradakshinam, a walk around the 

boundaries of the temple, and then head back to the bungalow. The edaykka has 

stopped, as has the rain, but we’re greeted by the music of this little temple town. 

The tinkle of bells as school children rush past on their cycles, the caws of a crow or 

two or maybe even more, and from down the road, the clanking of chains as an 

elephant slowly approaches the temple. A cheerful “Pinne kaanam, Chetaa” falls on 

my ears and I see Megha waving goodbye as she rides off to school. I hear the honk 

of a horn as an autorickshaw rolls to a halt near a small hotel, and the morning 

banter between the driver and the owner of the hotel. Any new news in the 

neighborhood quickly goes around, and everything is worth discussing. 

 

From the temple, a new song stars to play, and I turn back towards it, fold my 

palms and say one more quick prayer. I can see Vidya mimicking me too. 

 

We reach the bungalow, and are greeted by Sharada chechy, who has already been 

to the temple and back, and cooked a delicious breakfast as well. As we help 

ourselves to boiled kappa and pazham with pappads, an unfamiliar hum joins us. 

Aarthi and I look at each other and smile, then look at Vidya as she eats, humming 

the tune of “Vigneshwara janma nalikeram ninte thrikalkal udakyuvan 

vannu…” to herself. 

 

And in that moment, it feels as if we had never left home at all. 
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CHAPTER - 5 

 

The sun beats down on the earth, and not a puddle remains. The waters of the sea 

feel warm as we run in and out of the waves, happily soaking in the family time. A 

fisherman’s son watches us curiously, and smiles back at us when he sees us 

watching him. He’s resting on the side of an upturned boat. 

 

“Paniya. Aduthu varenda kaetto,” he calls out to us. The poor child is having fever, 

and he’s concerned we might get it too if we go near him. For him, there is nothing 

new on the beach. He’s been here, done this. So seeing us do it like it was the most 

exciting thing in the world is strange for him. 

 

When we return back to the bungalow for lunch, Sharada chechy has finished 

packing our bags. 

 

“Where going Daddy?” a curious Vidya asks me. 

 

“On a road trip for two days, Vids.” 

 

A big smile comes on her face, and I can tell she’s excited. After lunch, she’s the first 

one to run toward the car. We put our bags in the back of the Qualis and start on 

our way. Sharada chechy is coming with us too. 

 

As we travel from through the city, we can see the change. From the calmer, more 

divine ambience of the seaside, to the more crowded streets here, everything seems 

to be happening more quickly. Buses go zooming past, more vehicles on the street, 

and more people around as well. Old houses with tiled roofs, some apartment 

buildings, bakeries with striped awnings, supermarkets and schools, not to forget 

the temples… there’s a splash of color now adding to the mostly serene green 
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nature. But it’s the greenery that makes the land look like heaven on earth, God’s 

own country. 

 

As we go back to the highway, it becomes more prominent. The traffic reduces, 

giving us ample opportunity to enjoy the journey. We pass by what seem like 

countless paddy fields, but I can tell that Vidya is keeping an approximate count. 

She’s not counting the fields, but the scarecrows that seem to be in every field. 

Sticks criss-crossed and planted into the soil, with an old clay pot as the head, and a 

face drawn on it with chalk possibly. Vidya laughs at them and points whenever she 

sees. What she cannot count are the coconut palms, tall and gracefully reaching for 

the clouds, for there are too many to keep track of as we drive past. 

 

The highlight of our travel though comes a little later. We cross a backwater, its 

waters blue-green like the reflection of coconut trees and the sky above. When we 

stop at the toll booth for crossing the bridge, Vidya, sitting near the window seat, 

spots an elephant at a timber yard on the backwater’s banks. She sits up and 

watches eagerly as the tusker hauls a log of wood and throws a tantrum asking us 

to stop the car, just as we finish paying the toll and move away. When she doesn’t 

get her way, she sits with her hands folded and looking aghast. I laugh, 

remembering how scared I had been when I first saw an elephant. I tell her the 

story, and her huff vanishes in an instant and she’s laughing at my silliness. I also 

let her in on a secret, and that makes her sit up in excitement again. 

 

We reach our destination just in time for tea, and we have that from a small hotel, 

just as another spell of summer rain drifts in. Hot tea and parippu vadas, warm 

and displayed in a glass case, make a wonderful tea. We drive into the town and 

memories flood through easily. No town would have that devotional ambience as 

this one. But Guruvayoor is more than just a temple town to me. It is where I 

studied, where I first met Aarthi, my college sweetheart and it is where Vidya was 

born. This place has more memories than any other I know of, and it is where we 
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knew we would have to go right from the time we decided on this long due trip back 

home. 

 

We check in at our hotel, freshen up and head to the temple. If the temple near our 

home was calm in its aura, Guruvayoor is just the opposite. It is a hub of devotees. 

As we enter, there are a thousand lamps lit around the temple premises for the 

Deeparadhana puja. We get a proper darshanam of the Lord, and go for a 

pradakshinam around the premises, something that Vidya has been waiting for. 

 

On one side of the temple, there are two elephants standing majestically, moving 

their ears to the sound of the music. Kids of her age watch the two tuskers with a 

mix of fear and awe, but Vidya has only excitement written on her face. I take her 

into my arms, and approach one of the elephants. I give some money to the mahout, 

who commands the elephant to bless the child. The elephant puts the tip of his 

trunk on a disbelieving Vidya’s head, who says, “Daddy, that was wet. Elephant has 

cold?” Aarthi and I laugh as we don’t know how to quite explain that to her. She 

says bye to the elephant too, and he winks happily. 

 

As we head out, I realize how big a shopping centre this town is. Aarthi stops at 

handicraft stores, buying trinkets for taking back to Manchester, and one of them is 

a painting of an elephant done on jute. I buy Vidya a bracelet, one very similar to 

what I once had. I buy one for me too, telling Vids that we’ll have a matching set 

now. We buy some pappad packets, the big fluffy ones that you only get in 

Guruvayoor. I buy two audio CDs and so does Sharada chechy. By the time we are 

done and heading back to the hotel, each of us are holding three bags. We are so 

tired that we fall asleep in no time at all. 

 

Leaving this place of memories was never going to be easy, but that’s what we have 

to do. It’s 9 in the morning when we begin the next part of our journey, leaving 

behind the songs of Lord Krishna. On the way, I show Vidya a big building with 
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brown walls, and tell her, “Daddy studied here. So did Mommy”. Much to our 

surprise, she tells, “I want to, too.” Never in a million years did I think she’d be 

ready and willing to leave her school back in Manchester. 

 

Many more coconut trees and paddy fields, backwaters and a few elephants pass by 

in the next three hours as we reach the city of Kochi, the Queen of the Arabian Sea, 

and the hometown of my queen as well. It is noon, but none of us are exactly 

hungry. 

 

“Where to, oh Queen of the Queen of the Arabian Sea?” I tease Aarthi, but she’s not 

sure either. For the first time, she feels like she is a tourist. And it shows on her 

face. Our driver, Cherian, takes the cue and drives us to The Dutch Palace, a 

historical place that seems to be more Keralite than Dutch, with white walls and 

the almost trademark tiled roof and lush green lawns as well. We visit the Jewish 

Synagogue after, and marvel at the chandeliers there, something I’ve never seen 

before. The blue tiles make it feel like we’re walking on water. When we are done, 

it’s nearly evening, and we realize we’ve forgotten lunch, and we make up for it by 

having masala dosas at a small hotel nearby. Taking Cherian’s suggestion, we take 

two rooms at the Bolgatty Palace hotel and spend the night there. Sharada chechy 

takes one room with Vidya, and Aarthi and I take another. As we stand at our 

window, the moonlight falling on us, I take her into my arms and hold her close. 

 

“The moon is beautiful tonight, but not as beautiful as you,” I tell her, and clichéd as 

it seems, she laughs and hugs me back. We’re tired, but we sit near the window, 

talking. I keep an eye on the clock, waiting for the minute hand to move to 

midnight. When it does, I kiss her. Looking into her eyes, I smile. 
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“Together we have traveled, 

A minute and seven years; 

Of happiness were our smiles, 

Of happiness all the tears. 

After a minute and seven years, 

Tonight, this little rhyme I do, 

I’m sure in this journey of life, 

I’d have only traveled with you.” 

 

“Happy anniversary, dear,” I tell her, wiping the tears in her eyes. In that moment 

I’m back at the pandal. I can hear us repeating the prayers the priest chants, 

smiling as we hold hands and take the steps around the fire. I can feel the flower 

petals and grains of rice touch my head, and I know now these seven years feel like 

just seven minutes. 

 

An hour passes by, but I can’t sleep. Looking at Aarthi sleeping, I wonder what it is 

that keeps me awake. 

 

Something feels missing, a void I can’t see. It’s something that’s taking a lot out of 

me. 
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CHAPTER - 6 

 

The sea glows orange as the sun sinks into its depths, and I watch it from the edge 

of the beach, writing my name with a broken stick, and letting the waves run into 

me as they wash it away. Behind me, Aarthi and Vidya play hopscotch in the 

bungalow compound. They know I’m distracted by something, because I was lost in 

thought all the time through the return trip from Kochi, but they don’t know what 

it is. How could they, when I myself do not know what it is? 

 

“If you want to be happy, be.” 

 

I think Tolstoy got it right. It is us who decide when to be happy and when not to. 

But what affects our decisions the most, in the end, are people. People who love us, 

and people who don’t. People who we know, and people who are but strangers to us. 

Their words shouldn’t really matter, their opinions needn’t become our choices, but 

somewhere, in this journey of our lives, they do. They change who we become, who 

we are, and even who we were. 

 

I look at Aarthi behind me. I remember the party with our friends when we first fell 

in love. It was because I knew she’d be there that I decided to host it. I remember 

one of my classmates suggesting we play spin-the-bottle. I still picture the room in 

my mind, the eight of us sitting in a circle, and watching the spinning bottle come 

slowly to a stop, it’s ends pointing toward the two of us, and a little gasp of surprise 

coming from all of us. 

 

“Just get it over with,” her best friend had whispered audibly enough. But Aarthi, 

she hadn’t hesitated. We were a little shy, a tinge of pink had crept into our cheeks, 

but we kissed. We had fallen in love that day, but that best friend continued to try 

and pry us apart. Was it jealousy? Or did she just think I wasn’t good enough for 

Aarthi and try to push that idea into my love? I don’t know. People are strange. 
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It was chance after all that we ended up in the same college. To pursue engineering 

was never my first choice. One morning after my pre-university results had come, 

my fate was decided. I wasn’t asked my opinion, or given a choice. 

 

“You’ve got distinction, the highest in your school. Nanda, you will become an 

engineer. You will fulfill our desire. I’ve fallen into some debt, and you’ll have to 

study hard, get a good job, help me clear it,” my father had said. 

 

Much like the 3 Idiots movie, I suppose. But I was the introvert back in those days. 

I kept silent when I should have spoken out. And for the sake of my people, my 

beloved family, I’d pursued engineering. I fit in, no one doubted my merit. But no 

one saw my sadness, and those who did, pretended that they didn’t. They had their 

happiness, so they didn’t look for anyone else’s. 

 

Even after I successfully completed my fate, the choices seemed to be out of my 

hand. People like to change other people, but they themselves don’t like to change at 

all. Or rather, they don’t like to accept changes to what they’ve been taught as 

correct. There are rules and regulations, customs and norms that cannot change 

and everyone is expected to stand by them. 

 

“Aalkar endha paraya? Venda. Vittekyu. Namalkariyam entha nallathu ennu.” 

 

“What will people say?” – Did it matter really what other people thought about 

how we wanted to lead our lives. Did they affect us? Not at all. But the idea was 

that it would. 

 

“No. Leave it. We know what’s good for you.” – I agreed with that a little. Yes, 

they knew what was good for me, but I knew what that was too. It wasn’t like I was 

a child still. My choice had to be respected too, right? 
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The introvert, silent Aanand had disappeared then, and I had battled their ideas to 

get my way. It wasn’t every day that one fell in love, and knew that she was the one. 

 

“Enthe ee vishamam? What’s bothering you, Nandu?” 

 

I’m snapped back to the present by Aarthi’s voice. 

 

“Ariyilla. I don’t know. This trip has been a flood of memories. Some have been good. 

Some not so. I’m just thoughtful of some decisions, Aari. Sheri aayirunno, ennu oru 

thonal.” 

 

She squeezes me cheeks, pulls my lips into a smile. 

 

“Don’t think too much. Whatever decisions you’ve taken for us, for Vids, they were 

right. We wouldn’t be so happy if they weren’t. Whatever decisions you’ve taken for 

you, if they can be made again, you make them now and right them if you feel they 

were wrong. Not every decision is a final decision you know?” 

 

As she walks away, I realize that perhaps not all decisions pushed on me were 

wrong. Maybe they were serendipitous. Had I not been pushed into engineering, I 

might not have met Aarthi. If I hadn’t met Aarthi, I’d not have broken out of my 

introvert shell, or got this curious, bubbly little darling daughter. If I’d not broken 

out of that shell, I’d not have stood up for my love, and if Vids hadn’t been there, I’d 

not be a happy father at all. Somehow, even the wrong decisions made the right 

pieces fall into place. 

 

Looking over my decisions, I smile and walk towards my two pretty girls. Not all 

those decisions need to be final. Perhaps there is hope for change after all. 
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CHAPTER - 7 

 

The bags are packed and in the car. The week has been wonderful, and has added to 

my memories of this white bungalow, for I’ve relived my childhood and seen Vidya 

live hers. I’ve not yet been to see Sharada chechy. I know, if I do, that I’ll cry, and 

she’ll cry too. But I’ve not been to see her mostly because I hate goodbyes. I never 

seem to know how to tell the word, especially to family. 

 

“Is it goodbye, if you come back soon?” 

 

I see her in the mirror and turn around. 

 

“Veluthayi kutty, but you are still same too. I know.” 

 

I give her a tight hug, my tears slowly falling on to her shoulder, and hers onto 

mine. When I leave her, she smiles, pats my cheek and leaves without a word. 

Silence speaks more than words, and there’s a lot of unsaid love in that hug. 

 

As the car rolls away from the sands, we turn and wave goodbye to the two of them, 

our family here. Beyond them is that titian sun, slowly and serenely sinking into 

the sea, as it has every evening I’ve been here. We drive past the temple, to the 

sound of bells as the deeparadhana puja happens. And we’re on our way back to 

Kochi again, past the backwaters, the bridges with the elephants, the now dark 

paddy fields with the clumsy scarecrows and the coconut palms with its leaves 

swinging in the evening breeze. As we reach the airport, the heavens open up and a 

cool shower catches us unawares. It’s like our home wants us to have these 

memories again, to keep close and return soon. 

 

In the flight, I watch Vids sleep. She was also sad to leave the beach and her 

Sharada velliamma. 
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“Chechy told me about a dream.” 

 

“Hmmm?” I look at Aarthi, and she’s staring at me seriously. 

 

“Your dream actually, the one you gave up on long back.” 

 

She pushes her phone toward me, and I see a photo there. The photo brings back 

memories. A summer morning, and a new canvas on a nearly broken easel… I had 

chosen the perfect spot, to capture the calm blue sea and the coconut palms and an 

off-white shade for the sky. When I was done, I had called it my masterpiece. I’d 

waited for it to dry, and then taken it to my amma for showing it off proudly. And 

she had been. I could see the glint in her eyes as she held the canvas delicately, as if 

it were a priceless artwork. 

 

“Why don’t you paint again, Nandu? If I’d known you were such a good painter, I’d 

have pushed you even earlier.” 

 

Why had I given it up? So I could focus all my energy into doing well in something I 

felt I would hate from the first day. I had hated it, till I met the love of my life. And 

then, over the years, it had just been buried somewhere so deep, that I had no 

energy to dig out. It had been years… years since I held a brush, and brought what 

I saw to life. 

 

“I’ll be asking Mr. Johnson about where to buy the things. As soon as we get home… 

and no, this is not up for discussion.” 

 

Mr. Johnson is our neighbor in Manchester. He runs a small art gallery, and is a 

good painter too. I’d always admired his work, but kept a distance from the gallery 

so I wouldn’t be tempted to pick up the brush. 
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“Say something, Nandu. I hate talking to myself, you know!” she laughs. 

 

I just look at her and smile, let silence talk and tell her how much I love her. I’m 

sure it will, because over the years, it always has. 

 

“I’m going to paint, Aari. But not everything will be displayed in a gallery,” I tell 

her. And in that moment, I take a decision. One that needed no push to make, one 

that felt like it was a long time coming. 

 

*-*-*-*-* 

 

A year has gone by, but it feels like only a minute, since we were at the airport, 

waiting to board a flight to Bangalore and then to Kochi. But it feels happy to be 

back again, and waiting to do exactly that. My heart beats quicker than last time. I 

can feel it, as I hold Vids hand, and it’s saying “Home… Home… Home…” Five 

thousand miles away, I know Chechy is feeling that same anxiety, waiting for the 

three of us to reach there. 

 

Nothing has changed. Then again, everything has. 

 

Packed away safely in one of our suitcases is a brown paper bag, and in it, a dream 

that has come true… a small hardcover book, released by one of the big publishers 

in the UK. 

 

Inside the book are some of my paintings, ten to be precise. A rhyme follows every 

painting… the fruits of my efforts over the past ten months. 

 

On its cover, written proudly in white lettering, is my name… “Aanand Menon” 

and the title… “A Deluge of Dreams”. Oh… and it is a cover that’ll come to life 
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soon, as our car will roll over the sands and to a stop near my wonderful white 

bungalow. I can never get tired of seeing that sunset, that which I painted first 

when I took up the brush again. 

 

On its back cover, a poem I wrote. 

 

A dream can never die, 

For it stays in your heart; 

Painted from your soul, 

A beautiful piece of art. 

Even if it lies forgotten, 

Where even you can’t see, 

Someone who loves you, 

Will soon set it free. 

 

The sun may sink fast, 

Into the sea so deep, 

But never is the sun, 

For the sea to keep. 

So are your desires, 

Sunken they may seem, 

But they’ll rush back, 

In a Deluge of Dreams. 

 

I’d last returned home for a walk through my memories. I now return home after 

swimming in that deluge of dreams that came true. 

 

Oh my family, my beloved family, I’m returning again, returning home…. home to 

you! 
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GLOSSARY 

 

I’ve used some Malayalam words to give the story a little more realistic feeling. 

Their meanings are as below. 

 

Chapter – 2:  

 

“Avial” is a dish that is common in Kerala as well as Tamil cuisine and Udupi 

cuisine. It is a thick mixture of vegetables, curd and coconut, seasoned with coconut 

oil and curry leaves. Avial is considered an essential part of the Sadya, the Keralian 

vegetarian feast 

 

“Inji-Puli” is a side dish made from tamarind(puli) and ginger(inji).  

 

“Parippu Payasam” is sweet porridge made with coconut milk, moong dal and 

jaggery with dry fruits like cashew and raisins.  

 

“Rasam” is a South-Indian style soup.  

 

“Thoran” is made from finely cut vegetables like beans or unripe jackfruits, and 

grated cocounut, mustard seeds and spices.  

 

“Erisheri” is a spiced curry.  

 

These form part of the traditional Kerala feast called “Sadya”. 

 

 

Chapter – 3: 

 

“Sookshichu”: Be Careful.  
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“Mazha”: Rain.  

 

“Parayathilla”: Doesn’t speak. 

 

“Aaro”: Someone.  

 

“Kocche”: Child.  

 

“Kaapi”: Coffee. 

 

“Chetaa”: Elder Brother.  

 

“Chechy”: Elder Sister. 

 

Chapter – 4: 

 

“Vigneshwara janma…” is a devotional song in Malayalam paying respects to Lord 

Ganesha, the Elephant God, considered as the remover of obstacles and the giver of 

wisdom. Lord Mahadeva (or Shiva) is Lord Ganesha’s father. 

 

“Edaykka” is an hourglass-shaped drum, a percussion instrument that is played 

with a stick. It is considered to be a divine instrument and accompanies the 

Sopanam music during the pujas. 

 

“Pinne kaanam”: See you later.  

 

“Kappa”: Malayalam for Tapioca.  

 

“Pazham”: Bananas, though for cooking this dish, ripe plantains are used. 
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Chapter – 5: 

 

“Parippu vada” is a saucer-shaped fritter snack.  

 

“Deeparadhana” is the evening puja at the temple. 

 

 

Chapter – 6: 

 

“Enthe ee vishamam”: Why this sadness?.  

 

“Ariyilla”: Don’t know. 

 

“Sheri aayirunno oru thonal”: I’m wondering if I was right. 

 

 

Chapter – 7:  

 

“Veluthayi kutty”: “You’ve grown, my child”. 
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Author’s note:  

 

This novella was written as part of the Seven-Day “Write Tribe Festival of Words - 

2” (www.writetribe.com). There was a different topic for each day starting with 

Memories, Food, Books, Music, Travel, People and finally ending with Dreams.  

 

Thanks is something that, as a friend, I do not like to use. But there were quite a 

few without whom I wouldn’t have had the motivation to write through the seven 

days or keep the flow and the interest in the story. Aswathi and Bhavya chipped in 

with that motivation when I really needed it, Jairam was the first to request that I 

make it into a PDF and Hema finally convinced me that I must do it. Better late 

than never I guess. 

 

I have always been a fan of simple cover designs, and when I asked her, Jaibala 

immediately told that she would design one for this story. And that’s what she did.  

 

Some parts of the novella reflect my memories and thoughts of my own native place 

in Kerala, but the work as such is completely fictional. 

 

I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. 


