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Conversation

               I have spent years wondering, questioning, picking, adding, deleting, trying to choose 
the place that we would first meet. Would it be indoors, within the confines of quiet, eavesdropping 
walls, or on a boat alone on the glassy waters of an undiscovered lake. Where the echo of my 
racing heart would be lost amidst whispering winds.
                I have wondered often, how you would sound, what you would say. Would you make 
it rain, or would you add magic in quite another way. Quiet for 32 years, would you only listen, to 
what I’ve been waiting all this while to say.Something tugged at me the other day, invisible, other-
worldly as I was on the side-walk. It beckoned, and I let it. I followed my feeling as it led me to the 
end of a line, I paid and waited while an elevator filled and opened. And when I got up here, I knew 
this is where we would speak, and that you had chosen for me again.
I walked out, I looked down, cars like matchboxes, people shuffling, dressed like scurrying ants. 
Standing there, transfixed, my feet having grown roots, I felt a stream of people maneuvering 
around me like a bubbling brook is forced to circumvent an immovable rock. 
               And then I turned the other way, and as I looked up, as my eyes brimmed, the sky seemed 
to lower its fluffy head. I stood tiptoed, the noise and the chatter, in its various dialects dissipating. 
As if the hands of time had stopped to wrap themselves around me and to gently prop me up.
At the hundred and second floor, ebbing and recurring confusion stopped. Like it was a threshold 
between fact and fantasy. At the vertical edge of the Earth, I whispered a wish into the ears of the 
sky. Nay, a prayer. A thank you. To someone I had never seen. Never held. Only imagined. 
And as the sky cleared out, and the sun showed off, I saw you there, the only face I recognized in 
the crowd. 
You knew somehow that if you came first, there wouldn’t be a third. And so you gave up your place 
by our mother, knowing very well, they’d have the next and another. 
               And so, today, as the sky and the earth permeate, I see a vision of you and all you could 
have been, and I promise, you aren’t an illusion, but my very mirror. Side by side, Siamese-like, we 
have often lived together. Through me you’ve seen, and often spoken, you are my mirror my 
brother, and in you I now see, someone I have started believing is me. And so I know, some might 
say, that even Wednesday can sometimes, be a very special day.



 
 
 
 

               Dean never could decide his stand on religion. His parents were Christian. That’s probably why 
he wasn’t. But spiritualism had his attention. You know they aren’t the same, right? He found solace in the 
adage that he was in fact, the loneliest of men. There was a sadness inside him, something he couldn’t quite 
put a finger on; a sadness that only his mirror knew about. Well, that and every pond, elm, gingko, bridge and 
arch of Central Park.  
                     He often just wandered around, lost to the world, trying to destroy the map this sadness 
followed back to his heart. Vaguely blank, yet surprisingly animated, he would speak to things that held their 
silence. He told them things he’d never heard himself say before. Other times he would read, sitting at the 
same spot, like the pointed end of a drafting compass that sketched the path of the sun over his head. 
Nothing could distract him. The twittering birds failed. And soon, so did the howling wind, that crept up from 
behind him, made dead leaves rattle, sent torrents through the red-bristled mop on his head, and sometimes, 
even managed to turn the page from under his thumb. The one topic that he read, and quoted most was 
reincarnation. 
                     He’d had a regular childhood, so he wondered if his sadness was brought forth by a past life   
perhaps. Yes, he scoffed at it too. How could that be? I mean, this was 2008 after all. But one thing had 
stayed with him, long after all the books were shut and returned to various shelves and libraries. Long after 
the winds had blown in vain. The belief that when you saw someone from another life, the first thing you 
recognized were the eyes. The little windows to the soul. They stay the same. These words were exactly    
that for Dean, just words, till the day his eyes met Celine’s. As if his yearning had taken the slightly curvaceous 
form and appeared before him. 
                     Everything from then on went like it was preordained. He spoke to her, she responded, he joked, 
she smirked, he smiled, it was beautiful. The days and months he spent walking with her in the park came to 
an end as suddenly as they had begun. As participating surgeon in WHO, she was required in Liberia. She left 
tomorrow. But there was so much yet to be said, and to be known.  
But he knew he had to let her go; her work in this life would trump what he meant to discover about some 
past unknown. And so, they stood on the black and white mosaic, speechless, hope-less, reminiscent of the 
inmates of the eponymous children’s home in Liverpool. Clutching at their present, one tearing towards her 
future, the other, holding desperately to his past. And as their parallel universes begun to diverge inevitably, 
they decided to see each other again, 5 years from today.  
The first day of Spring in 2013.  
                     Time played many cruel games with Dean in those 5 years, speeding up and slowing down. 
Turning days into years and minutes sometimes into seconds. Each corner of the park now had a happier 
memory, but his favorite place still, was where he had bid adieu. Strawberry Fields.  
And soon, it was the 3rd of April, the day he both dreaded and looked forward to. He got there before her 
obviously. He waited, she never came. Calm at first, then he panicked, his mood swinging more violently 
than a 10 year old in a playpen.  
                     He looked around, maybe she didn’t look the same, maybe her hair was shorter, her gait slower. 
And as he sat between the many tourists, the loneliest of men, his world crashed when a little girl walked up 
to him and said hello. His eyes welled up, bloodshot, as he looked at her.  
She looked like she could’ve been about 4.  
 

The portal in the park



                      Like a zebra colt in a stampede on the Mara that makes a wrong turn and comes to face 
the biggest cat in the pride. That’s how Sam described his first meeting with the St.Patrick’s Cathedral. He 
went by little Sammy then, walking down Fifth with his parents, the little scrunched up piece of paper his 
make-believe ball, the one he had been dribbling for the last 2 blocks, and dodging with surprising agility, 
preventing the countless feet walking into them from taking it away.
                      On the corner of the street, he aimed, and kicked, and as his mind screamed, Goalll and he 
imagined the cheering crowd as he somersaulted through the vacuum of his own mind, he suddenly felt 
the sun being eclipsed. And his curiosity followed the shadow. As his eyes drew an arc nearly as long as 
the diameter of the Earth, he saw the sunrays as they glinted off the top of the tallest spire of this marbled 
monolith.
                      Unlike kids his age, who only cared about the Atlas statue next door, he was drawn to the 
resplendent door, almost as helplessly as iron fillings are to a magnet. A pull so strong that didn’t feel the 
need to obey laws laid down by Physics, leave alone the ones by the traffic. And why not; here, 
surrounded by a sea of concrete and glass, with passing ships in the shapes of cars stood a beacon with 
the sun for a light, pointing to the past.
                      But the larger-than-life door was just the beginning. As he entered, he saw things grander 
than his young eyes had even imagined. With eyes bigger than asteroids, he regaled at them, gobbling 
up everything he saw in three-year-old-eye-sized-pieces. His gasp getting lost somewhere in the space        
between the ceiling and his face. He must have stood with his gaze fixed at the organs, following each 
pipe, long enough for the sun to shift and cast its rainbow shadow on his face as it filtered through the 
stained glass. It was like this meeting was part of some medieval prophecy. As if the light didn’t just fill up 
the hall but the caverns of his soul. Like these walls already knew more about Sam than he would find out 
in the next four decades. 
                      The years he spent wandering the globe, learning all there was to know about art and        
becoming a painter. Not the kinds that wore fitted clothes and stylish berets, but the kinds that carried 
off an unkempt beard with as much aplomb as a tattered wardrobe. For forty years he had lived away. 
And learnt much. He now knew more about the cathedral than the glib guide who beguiled mainly Asian 
tourists of their money. He knew, for instance, that the neo-gothic structure had spires three hundred and 
thirty feet tall and that the door on the west portal weighed twenty thousand pounds. A lot had changed 
in the years gone by, yes, but as he walked down fiftieth street in the stillness of the night, he felt the       
familiar tug and looked up to see the glowing white marble exterior and felt the laws of physics disappear.

The marvel in marble



                 Ellen knew everything there was to know about rainbows. All through school, and 
through her first fifteen years, nothing fascinated her more than the seven familiar bands that 
stretched across the sky, declaring the war the sunrays were waging against suspended drops 
of rain.
                Until that Saturday, a week before her sixteenth. Walking down 5th Avenue. As the 
sky turned a mournful grey, and as the wind picked up a few knots, it was almost like the ele-
ments were trying to say something just to her. And so, she shut her eyes and pressed her ears 
closer against the cool breeze as she was led by her mother to shop for the momentous anni-
versary of her time spent on Earth. And when she opened her eyes, she saw. 
Bergdorf Goodman.
                   As she walked in, and her curious eyes looked around, she read all these names. It 
was like an invasion by Europe - sigils etched across battle stations, with armies of women sol-
diers dressed in delicate, gilded armors, walking on heels as long as mythical swords, displaying 
loyalty to the words branded on them. She walked towards the elevator, her eyes struggling to 
keep up with the rest of her body. There were so many things to see. So much to take in. Then 
the elevator doors closed and opened on the 2nd floor.And just as her senses got acclimatized 
to the lights and the heavy concocted cloud of perfume lifted, she saw the shoes. All laid out 
like an extensive battle plan, covering countless walls, with seasoned veterans and hesitant nov-
ices fussing over them alike.
              The next five minutes went by as swiftly as Guy Ritchie movie. The scenes changed 
before her eyes could convince her brain what they saw. In quick cuts. The crystalline ceil-
ing. The alligator skin chairs. The suede chaises. Mirrors as long as runways. Currency bills she 
didn’t recognize, with accents to match. All set to the background music of a fashion show.
Everywhere she looked, there was urgency. In passing she heard older women giggling, feeling 
youthful; and younger ones, trying to prove they’d come of age. Even a girl on the phone trying 
to rationalize why only the $2000 Balenciaga was the perfect complement to the Tom Ford 
Chiffon and the Prada clutch.
              These were sights she had never seen, sounds she’d never heard. And to think this had 
been happening here for over a century. This wasn’t just any store, it was a place of history. 8 
storeys where the sands of time had left tangible proof of its shifting in the shapes of gladiators, 
stilettos, pumps and wedges. Each, ready to impart its own personality to anyone who held 
them, promising more things than the silver-tongued snake had once done in Eden. This may 
as well have been another world, with diamonds for stars and champagne for puddles. A world 
that was both inviting and unachievable in equal measure. She knew she was lucky to have 
even witnessed it. But that was not going to be all that day.
              And as the lights ricocheted off the shoes-the many prisms on heels-in colors that 
could put Van Gogh to shame, she saw the rainbow. And she followed its arch till it disap-
peared into a pair of black peep-toe pumps. And instantly knew, she had found her treasure.

The end of the rainbow



                  “Freedom Tower? We have 3 days in New York—one of the greatest cities in the world—
and that’s where you want to take us first?” exclaimed Ravi when his father showed him the itinerary 
for their holiday. “Why? Is 5th Avenue closed?”, he teased, “that we have to drown ourselves in the 
ocean of pinstripes and black and white that is affectionately known as Downtown.” Known for his 
quick wit, his father wasn’t the kinds to not join in on banter, so he quickly said, “It’s much like life, 
son, you always start at One.”
That’s the commercial address, you know. One World Trade Center.
                  As a citizen of a third-world, or should we say, developing country, Ravi knew a thing 
about or two about the price of Freedom. And that’s what he didn’t get why a country that was 
never colonized needed a memorial for Freedom.But it wasn’t until they got there, that he 
answered his own question. It wasn’t just any other day. It was May 29. 2015. 
A day nearly as momentous—certainly more cheerful—than the day lightning had struck. In the 
shape of two jumbos. And tarnished the golden leaves of the pages of History with a soot so dark, 
even Time shuddered to look that way.
                  And as they stood in the line that rivaled the height of the tower itself, a line that could 
help them witness the rebirth of the Phoenix that had risen from its proverbial ashes, he started to 
understand why just standing there would do him more good than all the mindless shopping he 
could do, or the romance of Central Park and the museums. This was going to be a very special 
morning. Standing amidst the bustling crowd, he could hear the deafening silence. A quiet storm. 
As he looked around, he saw the 16 acres surrounding him, that went from being the trade center 
of the world, to rubble, to mausoleum, to cursed land, to being one of the most important buildings 
of the century, and then a few steps-and floors-further to become a symbol. 
                  In the gasps of fellow tourists inside the high-speed elevator sky pods, that immersed 
people in the spectacle of centuries of creation, he heard the chants of victory of the few. And in 
the 102-floor ascent from Ground Zero, he saw the millions of stories that intertwined themselves to 
build a frame stronger than steel. As he stood on the shoulder of this Pantagruelian piecing of pain, 
as he looked towards the horizon, he saw the stubborn spirit of survival and invincibility of the city 
and of mankind. That shone brighter than all the LEDs, with a pulse so strong it drowned all other 
rumors of conspiracy. 
                  It wasn’t a site of a building anymore, it was a battleground. Where a fake sense of mar-
tyrdom had once struck a cosmic blow, and fallen on the world as strategically as a wayward com-
et. And from the crater it left, arose a giant that assured the world that the battle was far from over. 
That echoed the voice of the fallen thousands. And who flipped its steel-spire finger to anyone who 
thought otherwise.
                  And on the deck, as he turned around, Ravi saw his reflection in the $3.8b behemoth of 
stone, steel and glass, and realized how his destiny had mangled itself with the past. And how the 
future was pointing much like in the direction of this tower. Onward and Upward.

A good place for reflection



A pedal for your thoughts

                    Mike couldn’t sleep that night. He just lay there. As he had for the past one hour. 
He’d given up on the sheep and stayed supine, motionless, his mind racing. He turned to look at 
the nightstand. 1 am. This was both out of character and way past his bedtime. But he thought the 
only way to induce the mind to rest was to tire out his body. So he decided to take a walk. And 
when he turned on to 11th Avenue, his thoughts his bothersome companion, he saw something he 
normally didn’t bother noticing. A Citibike station. 
                     It had been a while since he’d sat on a bike. 4 years, 6 months and 3 months nearly. 
He remembered exactly. You see, bike accidents tend to do that. But in that moment, on that day, 
he realized it was time for him to let it go. So, he pulled out his card, paid, punched in the code and 
picked a bike. A bit hesitant, he wondered if time had changed that part of him.But his worry was 
misplaced. He remembered how special it was instantly. And joy replaced doubt. The feeling of 
totality flushed through his being. He felt connected with his body–muscles moving in unison–and 
that simultaneous sense of being disconnected with the world, and being able to see it go by 
slowly, from a distance. He saw many dualities coexist from up here–this vantage point on wheels.
                    Like the hustle and bustle of the city that never slept juxtaposed with its deafening 
stillness, broken only by the synchronized footing of late-night joggers. Like the few days between 
Winter and Spring - both undecided about who the blowing winds should announce. 
Whoever said you need light to appreciate beauty, obviously had never been on the West Side 
Highway at night. The view of a compelling skyline with the background music of dreamy lulls of 
the mini waves bouncing off the skiffs on the Hudson can turn anyone into a poet. On one side, 
geometric architecture, and the other, a vastness that could engorge ships and worries alike. 
He stopped. He stared. Into the invisible eyes of infinity. And knew instantly this is what he had 
needed.
                   With every second a new scenery, a new memory, the bike stopped being a mere form 
of transportation, and transmorphed into a vector of transcendence. Turning asphalt into the 
Rainbow Bridge, Mike forgot the happenings of the day, and opened his senses to the city and let 
himself get mesmerized by her sights, smells and sounds. And as he passed parks and playgrounds, 
even a driving range and ice rink, he noticed the only sound was the soothing whirr of the chain 
and of the soft whistle that the spokes made as they carefully sliced the chilly breeze. 
                  This ride soon ceased to become about him. Even about him. And he realized how even 
thirty short minutes could undo the burden of a jam-packed week. He felt lucky to be here. In this 
moment. For this bike. For his restlessness. For they had converged on a common crossroads and 
had reintroduced him to this city he called home, and to this long concrete stretch of 
perfection–lost to subway-hungry, photo-clicking, road-blocking tourists–his backyard, 
his very own secret.



A date with history

                    Josh was an odd guy. A “6-foot enigma waiting to be unraveled” if you went by his 
online-dating profile. But that was him being cryptic. Adding the unnecessary layer that people normally 
feel compelled to, while describing themselves to complete strangers. A flawed, rhetoric shield, which 
often couldn’t mask the grey personality it sought to, even ought to protect. Quite frankly, the only 
thing that was not a mystery once you saw the set of three awkward pictures linked to the misleading        
write-up, was the reason no one liked it. And that’s probably why he was more shocked than happy 
when he woke up one morning to see he had ‘matched’ with Mel. 
                   But how? He checked her profile again. And again. And one last time while he waited for a 
message that proved this was spam. But it never came. He typed out something. Stared at it. Then read 
it out loud. But he could hear his own heart beat in the silence of a room that seemed like it was 
suddenly shrinking. Then his phone buzzed. She had written to him. A simple, but all encompassing, hi.
Before he could come up with an apt reply, she wanted to know what he had planned for the day and 
if he’d like to meet. Nothing even remotely close to this had ever happened before. And so, between 
shrugging his shoulders, raised eyebrows and silently mouthing his reply, he wrote back–hardly as calm 
as the two words pretended–“Why not.”
                  The rest of the morning went by in a daze of mental echoes for Josh. In a voice he imagined 
for her, he kept repeating their plan for the evening. This was going to be a different kind of date. 
“Meet me at the corner of Carmine and 6th”, she had said, “Joe’s pizza. 10 pm.” Joe’s? That didn’t sound 
special, he feared. Had she already seen through the silken screen separating his bio from the reality.
Of course he showed up before time. You never keep a Goddess waiting - whether she was from 
mythology or 5 miles away.
                 On the way there, though, he remembered thinking to himself on the short walk from the 
W4th station, as he crossed other pizza spots and even a movie theater, why she had chosen Joe’s. 
Joe’s she had said. Like he was supposed to know. This wasn’t the Empire State building. But as he        
approached the corner, he saw a line that sure mimicked the one to the observatory deck. Then he saw 
her. This was really happening. 
                  And as the customary air of tentativeness lifted, their conversation was moving as fast as the 
person ahead. The human snake turned at the curb. And that’s when Josh realized why she had chosen 
this place. What looked like a hole in the wall was in fact a window into History. And then he walked in, 
and broke the space-time continuum. A simple menu that didn’t induce decision paralysis. 6 choices. 
And on the wall on the right, recorded glimpses of history in carefully framed photos. 
Movie stars. National heartthrobs. Even two Batmans. Yeah, that’s how popular it was.
                 They got two slices and walked over to Father Demo Sq across the street. And she headed for 
the fountain that spewed liquid gold thanks to the lights around. They sat on the two steps around it, just 
under the ‘no skateboarding’ sign. And then he bit into the pizza, and saw a similarity in the magic of the 
ingredients on the flour and the ones that made this setting so special.
                 And in that moment, there was no room for anything else–not the other couples in the park, 
not the honking cabs not the confused birds that sometimes chirp at night–just them, and the delightful, 
compelling authentic New York-style golden-brown crust and sauce that had made this evening happen.



               The view from Ryan’s corner office was quite spectacular. 32nd floor. 100 Wall St. He was living 
his dream. Crisp shirts. Silk ties. Broad stripes. It’s what he had wanted while growing up. Or at least what 
his family had. 
               A third generation banker, Ryan’s life was all about numbers. He was living in the Matrix much 
before the Wachowskis had brought it to our collective consciousness. He saw everything in code, albeit 
not streaming from top to bottom, but it had the same color. Green. And it decided how he valued 
everything in his life too. Something he had started believing was the reason he spent so many hours 
in office. Correction, corner office. At the time, the scales had tipped in its favor, over a normal life–you 
know, the usual–friends, lunches, basically, balance. 
              Hours spent with a fancy headset, ambling through office, selling, manipulating. He would often 
just stand by the larger-than-life French windows while the operator connected him. He’d always had 
an inexplicable fondness for the East River. Was it the sea gulls that glided around it, the many-sized tug 
boats he’d watch as he sold dreams, or just merely because it was always there, like a huge mirror for 
him to reflect on life. He didn’t know it that evening, but he was going to find out tomorrow. At lunch.
              It was strange, he didn’t feel like eating in his office. His secretary was just bringing him his 
usual, as he was on his way out. It was like something invisible had a hold of him. As he was crossing 
over to the river, he noticed there was a ferry loading up. He decided he was going to be on it. He was 
already on the boat while he was still wondering how something could cost just 2 bucks. He went up on 
the deck, and there he saw it. Governor’s Island. A regular driver and 3 wood approach, he chuckled to 
himself, a rude foghorn bringing him back from his reverie. 
             As he walked on to the island, he felt like he had set foot on the very antithesis of his reality. 
Unlike rows of brick and mortar, there were trees and flowers in a myriad hues, yet not one shade of the 
grey that engulfed him. Like an early explorer, he walked around aimlessly, crossing a pier, a park, even 
an erstwhile fort. Completely mesmerized, but more shocked at how something so different could exist 
in such close vicinity to Manhattan. Almost like a time capsule, he felt he had made a wrong exit on the 
Space-Time Freeway. And was instantly a part of history, of an America that he didn’t even know existed. 
There was no one here, except for the people who took care of the island. Of the few people he did 
see, he recognized one pattern. They had nothing to do. Nowhere to be. And in no rush. 
             He had traded lunch for a walk. And was happy with that deal. But it was only on his way back, 
that he saw a plaque with an even better deal that was made. Between two Indians and a Dutch Gover-
nor, Van Twiller. On June 16, 1637. An island of solitude. A world of wonder. 
All for the price of two axe heads, a string of beads and a handful of nails.

700 metres and a world away


