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REVIEWER’S TESTIMONIALS  

I read The River Knows Everything in two 
sittings, not because I lacked restraint, but because 
the novel did not permit it. Vairagi Sagar has 
written a book that belongs in the company of 
Mistry's A Fine Balance and Markandaya's Nectar 
in a Sieve. It is a novel of such moral precision that 
it makes you uncomfortable for days after you have 
turned the last page. And that discomfort is exactly 
what great literature is for. 

Professor Meenakshi Rao,  
formerly of Delhi University 

 

 

The River Knows Everything confirms what I 
have long suspected: that the most important 
stories about modern India are not being written 
in Delhi drawing rooms or Bombay apartments, 
but in the small towns along the great rivers, where 
the old India and the new India collide every 
morning at the water's edge. Vairagi Sagar writes 
with the authority of a man who has lived among 
these collisions, and with the restraint of an artist 
who knows that truth needs no embellishment. 

Narayanan Krishnaswamy, Author  

 



What astonishes me is the novel's structural 
perfection. Three generations, six decades, dozens 
of lives, and yet not a single sentence is wasted, not 
a single character is merely decorative. Vairagi 
Sagar has the uncommon gift of making the 
political feel personal and the personal feel like the 
fate of an entire civilisation. The River Knows 
Everything is a masterwork. 

Dr Anjali Sharma, Literary Critic 

 

 

I have spent forty years teaching literature, 
and I can say without hesitation that The River 
Knows Everything is one of the finest Indian 
novels of this century. It is the kind of book that 
changes the way its readers see their own country. 
Not because it condemns, but because it 
comprehends and comprehension, as Vairagi 
Sagar shows us, is a far more devastating act than 
condemnation. 

Professor Raghunath Srivastava,  
An Avid fiction reader 
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Chapter One: The Colony, the Dam, 
and the Sharma Family 

The ‘dal’ was burning again. 

Savitri Sharma pulled the pot off the flame, 
pressed her palm flat against the kitchen wall, and 
breathed. The gas connection was three months 
old, and she still misjudged the pressure. Outside, 
the Sutlej moved past the colony with its constant 
indifferent roar. Inside, eight people needed to be 
fed by six o'clock. 

"Kamla!" she called. "Come stir this." 

No answer from the sitting room. 

"Kamla!" 

Reena appeared in the doorway instead. 
Thirteen years old, still in her school uniform, bag 
over one shoulder. "Didi went to the river," she 
said. "To collect smooth stones. For a project." 

Savitri looked at her second daughter for a 
moment. "Which part of the river?" 

"The shallow part. Near the big flat rocks." 

"Alone?" 

A pause. "I was with her. I came home early." 
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Savitri took the pot back to the flame and 
stirred it herself. She did not ask why Reena had 
come home early. She did not ask what she had 
come home from. 

"And Anju?" 

"She was here when I left." 

But Anju was not here. Savitri moved to the 
veranda and looked down the colony lane, forty 
identical houses in four rows, the dam authority's 
idea of a residential settlement and saw nothing 
except Praveen from Number Two washing his 
father's scooter in the late afternoon light. 

She went back to the kitchen. Kamla would 
come home when Kamla came home. 

She did not yet know what her daughter had 
gone to the river to do. 

* * * 

The Kalpa Valley in 1984 sat at an altitude 
where the air was thin, and the mountains were so 
large they seemed less like geography and more 
like a permanent fact about existence. The Sutlej 
River ran through it not gently, the way rivers run 
through paintings, but with the force of something 
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that has been moving for ten thousand years and 
has no interest in what stands in its way. 

A large hydroelectric dam was under 
construction twelve kilometres upstream. The 
project had brought everything such projects 
bring: engineers from Delhi in Ambassador cars, 
supervisors from Punjab and Haryana, labourers 
from UP and Bihar, a city of machinery and 
ambition inserting itself into the ancient silence of 
the mountains. 

Anju's father, Ramesh Sharma, was the site 
supervisor. Not an engineer, a distinction he 
maintained carefully, but the man who turned 
engineering decisions into actual concrete and 
rebar. He was compact and serious, the first in his 
family to hold a government position, and he wore 
this responsibility the way he wore his hard hat: 
with constant, quiet awareness of its importance. 

The colony where they lived was built for 
senior and supervisory staff: two bedrooms, a 
sitting room, a kitchen with a gas connection, and 
a small veranda. To families who had come from 
hill villages where siblings shared single rooms 
and cooking was done on wood fires, it felt like 
abundance. Savitri had planted marigolds along 
the veranda railing the week they arrived, orange 
and yellow, the colours of auspicious beginnings. 
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Her way of saying: we intend to stay long enough 
for something to grow. 

There were six children. Three sons: Vikram, 
seventeen; Dev, fifteen; Hemant, twelve. Three 
daughters, Kamla, seventeen; Reena, thirteen; and 
Anju, six, the youngest by four years, the quietest 
by nature, the one who had understood from 
infancy that the youngest child's most useful skill 
is watching. 

She watched everything. She missed nothing. 

* * * 

Anju had followed them. 

Not because she was told to. Not because 
anyone asked. But because Reena had looked back 
at her with an expression Anju had never seen 
before, something that was not quite fear and not 
quite warning, but was absolutely a message: do 
not follow. 

But she followed. 

The path to the river ran through scrub pine 
and wild rhododendron. Kamla walked fast. She 
had no project bag. She carried nothing. Reena 
trailed behind her, looking back twice, three times. 
The third time she saw Anju, her face did 
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something complicated: a flash of panic, then 
resignation, then something else Anju could not 
name. 

Reena turned and ran back up the path. Past 
Anju. Running. 

Anju walked to where the path opened onto 
the riverbank. 

There was a granite boulder the size of a small 
house where the bank curved. The flat rocks Kamla 
had supposedly come to collect were beyond it, in 
the shallow water. Kamla was not collecting rocks. 

She was behind the boulder with Suresh. 

Suresh was nineteen. He worked at the 
construction site. His family lived in one of the 
temporary labour camps upstream. He was not 
supposed to be in the colony residential area at all 
during work hours. 

They were not hidden. The boulder blocked 
them from the main path, but anyone walking to 
the water, as Anju was walking, could see them 
clearly. 

Kamla's dupatta was on the ground. Her 
kameez was unbuttoned. Suresh's hands were 
inside it. Kamla's head was tilted back against the 
granite. Her eyes were closed. One of her hands 
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was gripping Suresh's shoulder. The other was 
doing something Anju could not see but 
understood anyway, with the animal clarity that 
children have before they are taught to pretend not 
to understand. 

Anju stood for perhaps five seconds. 

Kamla opened her eyes. Saw her. Did not 
move. Did not stop Suresh. Simply looked at Anju 
with an expression that was not shame, not quite 
shame, but was absolute knowledge. The 
knowledge that what she was doing was what the 
Tuesday committee meetings said destroyed girls. 
And that she was doing it anyway. 

Anju turned and walked back up the path. 

Not running. Walking. Her mind , very clear 
and very quiet. 

She thought: Kamla is seventeen. The 
committee says seventeen-year-old girls who do 
this are ruined. But Kamla does not look ruined. 
She looks like Kamla. 

She thought: Reena knew. Reena ran. Reena 
did not want me to see. 

She thought: I have seen it now. 

* * * 
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At home, she went to the outdoor tap and 
washed her feet and her hands. She sat on the 
veranda step. She was still sitting there when 
Kamla came home forty minutes later, her dupatta 
back in place, her project bag containing three 
smooth stones from the river. 

Kamla walked past without speaking. 

At dinner that evening, the family sat together 
as they always did. Kamla asked Dev Bhaiya about 
his cricket match, complimented Amma's dal, and 
helped clear the plates. She was exactly herself in 
every particular. 

Nothing was said. Not that evening. Not the 
next morning. Not ever. 

But the next Tuesday, Savitri came home from 
the women's committee meeting and spoke at 
dinner about a girl from another colony who had 
been seen alone with a boy from the labour camp. 
"These girls," Savitri said, "bring shame on their 
entire families. One moment of carelessness and a 
lifetime of consequences." 

Kamla said, "It is disgraceful, Amma. Girls 
should be more careful." 

Savitri nodded. "You and Reena are good girls. 
You make me proud." 
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Anju sat very still. 

She understood, at six years old, without 
words but with perfect clarity: the world had two 
versions. The version spoken at the committee 
meeting and at the dinner table. And the version 
that actually happened behind granite boulders 
and closed doors. 

And the second version was not allowed to 
have language. If you spoke it, you cracked the 
surface. And the surface was everything. 

Some things you see, you carry alone. 

Not because you choose to. Because you are six 
years old and you have just learned that truth lives 
in one place and words live in another, and you do 
not have the power to bring them together. 

Anju was eight when her father's younger 
sister came to stay. 

Chanda Bua arrived on the October bus from 
Rampur with two suitcases, a tin of biscuits from 
the best bakery in Chandigarh, and the particular 
warmth of a woman who is used to being welcome 
everywhere she goes. She was twenty-nine, young 
enough to still be pretty in an uncomplicated way, 
old enough to carry the faint air of a life that had 
not quite gone as expected. Her husband, a 
government official in Hoshiarpur, seemed to 



9 | 

require her presence only at Diwali. The rest of the 
year, she visited relatives. She was remarkable at 
it. 

"Anju!" She pulled Anju to her the moment she 
stepped inside. "Look at you. You have grown into 
someone." 

Anju, eight years old, had not yet thought of 
herself as someone. She considered this new 
information carefully. 

That first night, while Chanda Bua sat behind 
her on the bed, slowly working mustard oil 
through her hair, patient and thorough, section by 
section, she asked about school. About favourite 
subjects. About what Anju wanted to be. The 
questions were different from the ones adults 
usually ask. Most adults asked things they already 
knew the answer to. Chanda Bua seemed 
genuinely waiting for whatever Anju might say. 

"A scientist," Anju said. 

"Good." Chanda Bua worked the oil to the 
ends. "In Chandigarh, I have seen women going to 
the research institute on their scooters. Early 
morning. Briefcases and everything." 

"Women with scooters." 
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"And briefcases both." She began to plait. 
"Your hair is beautiful. You should oil it every 
week, not just when someone makes you." 

She gives me information I can actually use, Anju 
thought. 

* * * 

Praveen lived in House Number Two, directly 
across the lane. 

He was twenty, the maintenance supervisor's 
son, with a toolbox and a reputation for fixing 
things quickly and without complaint. Leaking 
pipes. Seized pumps. Broken switches. Colony 
residents called on him readily, and he came 
promptly, and the thing he came to fix was always 
working when he left. 

He was trusted completely. 

He also noticed that Anju had a particular way 
of filing things away that she could observe but not 
yet interpret as a quality of attention when women 
were nearby. Not rude. Not anything you could 
point to or object to. Just aware. His eyes moved in 
a way that registered without appearing to register. 

She was eight. She noted it and moved on. 
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* * * 

One Wednesday in November, her class 
teacher fell ill, and the school sent them home at 
noon without warning. 

Anju called from the front door as she always 
did. "Chanda Bua? I'm home." 

Silence. 

The house had the particular stillness of a 
house that believed itself empty. She stood in the 
entrance and felt it. 

She went to get water from the kitchen. The 
kitchen door, which was never closed, which she 
had not once seen closed in two years of living 
here, was pulled shut. 

Praveen's chappals were on the veranda step. 

She stood outside the kitchen door. 

She could hear them. Not words. Sounds. The 
particular sounds that adults make when they 
believe they are alone and unobserved. A woman's 
voice, low and pleased. A man's breathing, quick 
and focused. The rhythmic creak of the wooden 
table being moved slightly against the stone floor. 

Anju understood what she was hearing. 
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Not because anyone had explained it to her. 
But because she had two older sisters who 
whispered, because she had heard enough 
fragments of adult conversation at weddings and 
family gatherings, because children understand 
far more than adults believe they do. 

She understood that Chanda Bua and Praveen 
were doing what married people did. Except that 
Chanda Bua was married to someone in 
Hoshiarpur. And Praveen was not him. 

She turned. Walked to the bathroom. Filled 
her glass from the tap there. Carried it to the 
bedroom. Sat on the bed. Opened her science 
textbook. 

The water cycle. Evaporation. Condensation. 
Precipitation. 

She read the page three times without 
absorbing a word. 

Fifteen minutes later, the kitchen door 
opened. Chanda Bua came out, her dupatta 
slightly askew, her face flushed. She saw Anju in 
the bedroom, and her expression went through 
quick stages: surprise, then calculation, then 
decision. 

"Anju! When did you get home?" 
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"Just now, Bua. The teacher was sick." 

"Oh! Well. I was just in the kitchen when the 
drain got blocked. Praveen came to fix it." She 
adjusted her dupatta. "Let me make you lunch." 

Praveen appeared in the doorway behind her. 
His shirt was buttoned incorrectly, with the third 
button through the fourth hole. He fixed it while 
Anju watched. He met her eyes for one second. 
Looked away. 

"The drain is working now, Auntyji," he said. 
"No trouble." 

"Thank you, beta," Chanda Bua said. Her voice 
was perfectly warm, perfectly normal. 

He left. 

Chanda Bua made lunch. She talked about the 
film she had seen in Chandigarh. She asked about 
Anju's day at school. She was completely herself in 
every particular. 

That evening at dinner, Savitri mentioned that 
Praveen's mother had spoken to her. "She says our 
water pump sounds rough. She is sending Praveen 
tomorrow to check it." 

Chanda Bua said, "How kind of her. These 
neighbours are so helpful." 
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The next morning, Praveen came to check the 
pump. It was working perfectly. He checked it 
anyway. Chanda Bua gave him tea and biscuits 
afterwards. 

Nothing was said. Nothing was different. 

Except now Anju understood something else. 

* * * 

That Tuesday was a committee meeting day. 
Savitri came home and spoke at dinner about the 
importance of women maintaining honour in the 
colony. "With so many men away at the 
construction site, it is our responsibility to ensure 
no improper behaviour occurs. A woman's 
reputation is everything." 

Chanda Bua nodded seriously. "Absolutely, 
Bhabhi. A woman must be above suspicion." 

Anju sat and listened. 

She thought: The committee meets on 
Tuesdays to talk about honour. Praveen was here 
on Wednesday. Chanda Bua called it fixing the 
drain. 

She thought: Kamla was with Suresh at the 
river. At the committee meeting, Amma said girls 
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who do that are ruined. Kamla is not ruined. She 
sits here eating dal. 

She thought: The words exist in one place. The 
truth exists in another place. And nobody ever says 
the truth using words. 

She did not have language for what this meant. 
She was eight years old. But she understood, with 
the cold clarity of a child cataloguing patterns, that 
the surface and the underneath were not two 
accidental layers. There were two designed layers. 
The surface was what adults maintained so they 
could continue doing what they did underneath. 
And maintaining the surface required everyone to 
pretend the underneath did not exist. 

Including her. 

That night, she wrote in her school notebook: 
The water cycle. Water rises. It changes form. It 
falls again somewhere else. It is always the same 
water, but nobody recognises it. 

She drew a diagram. She labelled it carefully. 

She did not tell anyone what the diagram 
actually meant. 
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Chapter Two: The Shape of Absence 
of Men  

The dam took most of the men away for most 
of every week. 

This is not a side detail. This is the fact that 
shaped everything that followed, though no one 
ever named it directly, the way people rarely name 
the things that shape them most. 

Construction workers lived at the site camp 
fifteen kilometres upstream. They came home on 
Sundays. Sometimes not even then. The colony on 
any other day ran on women and children and old 
men and the young men like Praveen, who had 
found reasons to remain nearby. 

Anju grew up in this world. She accepted it 
without question, the way children accept the 
weather. But she watched it. 

She saw which colony houses had visitors on 
weekday afternoons, always with a cover story that 
sounded ordinary. A borrowed vessel returned. A 
question about a school form. Help with 
something heavy that had been heavy since 
Sunday but required attention on Wednesday. She 
saw the particular ease, slightly too comfortable, 
slightly too familiar, between certain women and 
certain young men who appeared regularly during 
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the daytime hours, always with a practical reason, 
always welcomed in. 

She saw it without judgment. She was a child. 
Children do not judge the world they are born into; 
they map it. 

And the map Anju was building, year by 
careful year, showed two distinct regions that no 
one acknowledged as separate: the surface, where 
everything was correct and proper and in 
accordance with what the women's committee 
discussed on alternate Tuesdays; and the 
underneath, where the actual life of the colony 
moved on its own currents, unacknowledged and 
therefore ungoverned. 

On alternate Tuesdays, Savitri came home 
from the committee meeting and spoke at dinner 
about reputation. About how quickly a girl's 
character could be damaged. About the families 
who had not been careful and what had followed. 

Anju listened. She always listened. 

She thought about the kitchen door. 

She thought about the borrowed vessels, the 
afternoon visitors, and the young men who were 
always reliably available. 
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She said nothing. There were no words in the 
house for what she was thinking. The only words 
that existed were the surface words, and those 
words could only describe the surface. 

The one below operated without language, 
without acknowledgement, and, most importantly, 
without consequence for anyone who lived in it. 

As long as the surface held, the underneath 
could do exactly as it liked. 

This was the lesson the valley was teaching 
her. She did not know yet that she had learned it. 
She would not know until much later, when the 
consequences arrived, and they arrived, as 
consequences always do, not for those who had 
built the system, but for the one who had grown up 
inside it without a map. 

When Anju was fifteen, her mother found the 
notebook. 

It was her Class Nine geography notebook, 
spiral-bound, blue cover, standard government 
school issue. On the inside back page, in soft 
pencil, she had written a boy's name. 

Deepak. 

He was in her class. Sixteen years old. Not 
particularly handsome or accomplished. But he 
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had a quality Anju had discovered was rarer than 
either of those things: he noticed the same things 
she noticed and found them equally worth 
attention. When their geography teacher made an 
error on the blackboard and looked satisfied with 
himself, Deepak caught Anju's eye across the 
room, and the corner of his eye moved, the 
smallest possible indication of shared 
understanding. 

That was all. But it was enough. It was the 
beginning of the friendship that, when it exists 
between a sixteen-year-old boy and a fifteen-year-
old girl, tends quietly and inevitably toward 
something more than friendship. 

His ears went red when she spoke to him. She 
had been observing this for six months. 

She had written his name once. Just the name, 
in pencil, on the inside back cover of a notebook 
she carried in a bag in a house where eight people 
lived. 

Savitri found it while looking for a pencil. 

* * * 

The conversation happened in the kitchen, the 
door open. Savitri's voice was even throughout. 
She did not shout. She was not unkind. She 
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explained, in the measured tone of a woman who 
has thought carefully about what she needs to 
convey, that education was Anju's future, that boys 
at this age were distractions and worse, that her 
elder sisters had not given the family cause for 
concern, and that Anju would not either. 

She did not ask who Deepak was. 

She did not ask what Anju felt. 

She said: "Erase it. And remember what you 
owe this family." 

Anju picked up the pencil. She erased the 
name. She rubbed until the page looked clean. If 
you held it to the window light afterwards, the 
ghost of the letters was still visible, pressed into 
the paper beneath the erasure. 

Deepak. 

"Yes, Amma," she said. 

That evening, she sat at the dinner table, 
answered when spoken to, and ate what was in her 
bowl. She was exactly herself in every observable 
particular. 

In bed that night, she lay still and felt the 
feelings she had not been permitted to name settle 
into the place where unfed things go. Not gone. 
Changed. Driven underground, where they would 
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do what underground things always do: grow 
without sunlight, without air, without anyone 
watching. Without Anju herself watching, because 
she had not been taught to look inward, only to 
manage the surface. 

The surface was what mattered. 

The surface was all there was. 

She believed this. She had been taught it 
thoroughly. It would be years before she 
understood that this belief was itself the problem 
that a girl who can only manage the surface has no 
way of governing what builds and pressures and 
moves beneath it. 

* * * 
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Chapter Three: Girish, the Brother-
in-Law 

Kamla got married, the summer Anju turned 
sixteen. 

The wedding lasted three days, with a properly 
done ceremony and feast, and the women's 
committee was fully deployed. Girish was thirty-
one: a revenue officer at the district headquarters 
in Rampur, a BA degree from Shimla University, 
government employment, and a pension. Savitri 
described him, with quiet satisfaction, as settled. 
He was exactly what a careful mother would have 
specified. 

Anju wore new clothes, sat through the 
ceremonies, and watched her sister move through 
each ritual with the practised grace of someone 
performing a role she had been rehearsing her 
whole life. Kamla had always been good at 
performing what was required. 

Three years passed. The dam neared 
completion. 

Anju was eighteen when Girish began. 

* * * 
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Kamla was away for ten days visiting her 
mother-in-law in Manali. Girish ate dinner with 
the Sharma family in her absence, as was correct 
and expected. He was, in every observable way, the 
model son-in-law: polite, appreciative of Savitri's 
cooking, and respectful of Ramesh's opinions. 

One evening, he came from the market in 
Rampur with mangoes. 

Not for the family. For Anju specifically. 

He set them on the table directly in front of 
her. "These are the Alphonso variety. Very special. 
I thought you would appreciate them." 

Ramesh thanked him. Savitri thanked him. 
The mangoes were eaten. 

But Anju had seen how he looked at her when 
he set them down. Not the way a brother-in-law 
looks at a sister-in-law. Something else. 
Something that made her skin feel wrong. 

Two evenings later, rising from dinner, Girish 
paused at the door. 

"Anju, walk me to the gate." 

Sixty feet down the lamp-lit lane. A perfectly 
ordinary request. 
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Her mother said, "Go, beta. See your Jijaji to 
the gate." 

She went. 

* * * 

At the gate, he stopped. Turned to face her. 

"You are becoming very beautiful," he said. 

She did not know what to say to this. It did not 
feel like a compliment. It felt like an assessment. 

"Thank you, Jijaji." 

"Not Jijaji. Call me Girish when we're alone." 

"That would not be appropriate." 

He smiled. "Appropriate. You sound like your 
mother."  He stepped slightly closer. They were in 
the shadow between the gate and the neem tree. 
The street lamp did not reach here. "Your mother 
is a good woman. But she is old-fashioned. You are 
not old-fashioned, I think." 

"I should go back." 

"In a moment." He reached out and touched 
her dupatta where it rested on her shoulder. 
Adjusted it. His hand brushed her collarbone. 
"There. Better." 
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She stepped back. 

"I should go." 

"Of course. Goodnight, Anju." 

He said her name differently from how other 
people said it. She could not explain how. But it 
was different. 

She went inside. 

* * * 

The second evening, Kamla was still in Manali. 
Girish came for dinner again. 

Afterwards: "Anju, walk me to the gate." 

This time her father was reading the 
newspaper. Her mother was clearing dishes. 
Neither questioned it. 

She walked with him down the lane. 

At the gate, in the shadow of the neem tree, he 
said: "I think about you often." 

She said nothing. 

"You know this, I think. You are intelligent. 
You see things other people do not see." 
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She thought: He knows I see things. He knows 
I saw Kamla at the river. He knows I understand 
about Chanda Bua and Praveen. He is telling me 
he knows I know about the underneath. 

"I am your sister's husband," she said. 

"Yes. And you are very loyal to your sister. This 
is admirable." He moved closer. She could smell 
his aftershave. "But what you want and what is 
correct are not always the same thing. You know 
this. I know you know this." 

He touched her face. His thumb moved across 
her cheekbone. His hand slid to the back of her 
neck. 

She stood very still. 

He pulled her toward him, not roughly, not 
violently, but with the confidence of a man who 
believes he is reading the situation correctly. His 
mouth was near her ear. "You feel it too. I know 
you do." 

His hand moved from her neck to her back. 
Then lower. He pulled her against him. 

She felt his arousal through his trousers. 

Her mind went very clear and very cold. 
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She thought: This is what Kamla let Suresh do 
at the river. This is what Chanda Bua did with 
Praveen in the kitchen. This is underneath. Except 
those were choices. This is not a choice. I am 
eighteen, and he is thirty-three, and he is my 
sister's husband, and he is touching me, and I do 
not know how to make him stop without 
screaming. 

She did not scream. 

She stood frozen. His mouth touched her neck. 
His hand moved to her breast, squeezed it through 
her kameez. 

Then footsteps. Someone is coming down 
another lane. 

He released her immediately. Stepped back. 
Adjusted his kurta. 

"Goodnight, Anju," he said. Perfectly normal. 
Perfectly calm. 

He left. 

She stood in the shadow of the neem tree until 
her breathing steadied. Then she went inside. 

Her mother said, "Your Jijaji is such a good 
man. So polite. Kamla is lucky." 

"Yes, Amma," Anju said. 
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* * * 

When Kamla returned from Manali, Girish 
became immediately and completely normal. He 
looked at Anju the way he looked at the furniture 
in his field of vision, entirely unremarkable. 

She understood. 

He had tested something. Found what he 
wanted to find. Put it away for later use, the way a 
person puts a tool in a box for when it might be 
needed. 

She thought about telling her mother. She 
imagined the conversation. 

What would she say? He touched me. Where? 
My neck. My back. My breast. For how long? Less 
than a minute. Did he force you? Not exactly. Did 
you scream? No. Did you tell him to stop? No. 
Then what did you do? I stood there. I let him. 

She imagined her mother's face. The questions 
would follow. What were you wearing? Why did 
you go to the gate with him alone? Why didn't you 
tell him to stop loudly? If you did not want it, why 
did you freeze instead of fight? 

She had no answers. She was eighteen years 
old. She had been raised to be obedient to elders, 
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respectful to family, and careful about making 
scenes. She had no framework for this. No words. 

The valley had taught her that the underneath 
existed. It had not taught her that she could refuse 
to participate. 

Six months passed. Girish visited regularly. He 
treated Anju with perfect correctness. He never 
asked her to walk him to the gate again. 

Then she was caught with Deepak. 

Six months after Kamla came back from 
Manali, Anju was caught with Deepak. 

Not at the river. Behind the water storage tank 
at the colony's eastern edge, where a surplus of 
construction fittings had been stacked and 
created, temporarily, a kind of privacy. 

They were talking; she wants to be accurate 
about this, even now, especially now: they were 
mostly always talking. Deepak made her laugh. He 
noticed the same things she noticed. When their 
geography teacher made an error on the 
blackboard and looked satisfied with himself, 
Deepak caught her eye across the room, and the 
corner of his eye moved the smallest possible 
indication of shared understanding. 
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That was all she had wanted. To be understood 
by someone her own age. Someone who was not 
using her. Someone who simply liked her. 

Behind the water tank, they were sitting close. 
Then they were kissing. 

Nothing more than kissing. She is precise 
about this. The truth of what happened belongs to 
her, and she will not give it a different shape than 
it had. 

Kamla passed the end of the lane. Saw them. 
Did not call out. Simply noted it and walked on. 

That evening, she told Savitri. 

* * * 

The family meeting was held in the front room. 

The front room was reserved for two things: 
receiving significant guests and matters of family 
gravity. Both communicated the same thing: that 
what happened here was serious, that it would be 
remembered, that normal life was suspended in 
favour of something formal and weighty. 

Savitri sat in her guest chair, straight-backed. 
Ramesh beside her, tired from the site, carrying 
the additional fatigue of a man called upon to 
perform authority he would rather not need. 
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Kamla sat to one side. 

And Girish was there. 

He had come for dinner. He had stayed. He sat 
at the edge of the gathering with his legs crossed 
and his hands folded, and the expression of a 
senior family member gravely concerned for 
household reputation. 

He was very good at expressions. 

Anju stood in the centre of the room. 

Her father spoke first. "Kamla tells us you 
were seen with a boy. Behind the water tank. In a 
compromising position." 

"We were talking, Pitaji." 

"You were kissing," Kamla said. Her voice was 
flat. Factual. "I saw you clearly." 

Anju looked at her sister. Kamla looked back 
steadily. Her face showed nothing but judgment, 
exactly, but something colder. The expression of 
someone who has performed a duty. 

Savitri said, "Do you understand what you 
have done? What will people say if this is known? 
Your sisters' marriages. Your brothers' 
reputations. This family's standing. All of it at risk 
because you could not control yourself." 
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"Amma—" 

"You were raised better than this. I taught you 
better than this. What will people think?" 

Anju looked at her mother. At Kamla. At 
Girish, who sat perfectly still, watching, saying 
nothing. 

She thought about the river. About her sister 
at seventeen with Suresh, his hands inside her 
kameez, her head tilted back against the granite 
boulder in pleasure. About how Kamla had looked 
at her when she was caught, not shame, just 
knowledge. 

She thought about Chanda Bua in the kitchen 
with Praveen. The sounds through the closed door. 
The third button through the fourth hole. 

She thought about the committee meeting 
where Savitri spoke about women maintaining 
honour while Chanda Bua nodded in agreement. 

She thought about Girish. Six months ago. The 
shadow of the neem tree. His hand on her neck, 
her back, her breast. His arousal pressed against 
her. How he had said her name. How he had tested 
her and found her and put her away for later like a 
tool in a box. 
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And now he sat in this room. In her house. At 
her family meeting. Watching her be judged for 
kissing a boy her own age. 

His face showed nothing but concern for the 
family's honour. 

She opened her mouth to speak. 

She thought: I could tell them. I could say what 
he did. His hand on my body. How he touched me. 
How he said I wanted it. I could tell them about 
Kamla at the river. About Chanda Bua and 
Praveen. I could crack the surface completely. 

And then what? 

They would not believe her. Or worse, they 
would believe her and still punish her. Because 
speaking the truth was a greater crime than living 
in it. The surface was everything. She was eighteen 
years old, and she understood this with perfect 
clarity. 

The words that existed could not carry what 
was true. 

She said: "I am sorry, Pitaji. I am sorry, Amma. 
It will not happen again." 

It was the only language available. 
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Her father nodded. Her mother wiped her 
eyes. Kamla looked at the floor. 

Girish said nothing. Did nothing. He sat for 
five more minutes, maintaining the appearance of 
family concern, and then he stood, retrieved his 
car keys from the hook by the door, said goodnight 
to everyone, and drove home. 

His pension was intact. His position in the 
family was intact. His marriage was intact. 
Everything about him was exactly as it had been 
before the meeting and would remain the same. 

He had sat in that room and watched an 
eighteen-year-old girl be condemned for kissing 
while he was thirty-three years old, married to her 
sister, and having molested her six months earlier, 
wore the face of someone concerned about 
morality. 

And no one had said a word. Because no one 
could. Because the underneath had no language. 

That night, lying in bed, Anju thought: This is 
the arrangement. The surface must be maintained. 
Whoever cracks it pays. Whatever happens 
underneath, whoever is harmed underneath is not 
the business of the front room. 

This is what the valley taught me. Not that 
people are cruel. But that cruelty is permitted as 
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long as it operates below the surface. That women 
can be used and judged and harmed as long as no 
one speaks it aloud. 

That the system is not broken. The system is 
designed this way. 

She was eighteen years old. She understood 
this so clearly that it felt like something closing 
inside her chest. 

Not a door. Something more permanent than 
a door. 

A wall. 

The dam was completed in the spring. 

Ramesh Sharma received his commendation 
letter, his bonus of three months' salary, and new 
orders: district office, Sundar Nagar. A proper 
town: a market, a cinema, a hospital, and a 
government school with eight classrooms and 
indoor plumbing. Neighbours who did not know 
their history. 

Savitri packed the marigolds. She had been 
rooting cuttings in tin cans since January, knowing 
the transfer was coming. The older children were 
already dispersed: Vikram in Chandigarh, Dev 
finishing his polytechnic, Kamla in Rampur with 
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Girish, and Reena completing college in Shimla. 
Hemant would finish school in Sundar Nagar. 

And Anju, nineteen now, carrying what she 
carried, would come to the new town and, her 
mother had quietly decided, be married within the 
year. A good match. A fresh start. The surface, 
restored and replanted. 

The truck came on a Tuesday. The driver 
loaded without sentiment. Mattresses first. Steel 
almirahs. Kitchen boxes. The tin cans of marigold 
cuttings, arranged along the truck's inner wall by 
Savitri herself with exceptional care. 

Anju sat in the back on a rolled mattress and 
watched the valley change behind them as the road 
climbed and curved. 

The construction camp was being dismantled. 
The machinery was gone or was on the way. The 
dam stood complete, concrete, permanent, 
indifferent. Behind it, the reservoir was forming: 
the old river bed drowning under still water, the 
flat rocks near the bank now somewhere far below 
the surface, the granite boulder where Kamla had 
been with Suresh submerged and dark and cold. 
Gone. Erased. The valley rearranged around what 
had been built across it. 
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The mountains did not change. They were 
there before the first person came and would be 
there when the last one left. 

She watched them until the road turned and 
they disappeared. 

* * * 

Then she made herself a promise, in the back 
of that truck, with the valley's dust on her clothes 
and her mother's marigold cuttings at her feet. 

She thought: I have learned what the valley 
teaches. I know that the world has two layers and 
that only one of them is allowed to have language. 
I know that women are judged by the surface, 
while men operate underneath. I know that 
families maintain honour by silencing truth. I 
know all of this. 

She thought: In Sundar Nagar, I will start 
again. I will be who my mother needs me to be. I 
will find the quiet, ordered life. I will marry well. I 
will maintain the surface so completely that no one 
will ever have cause to look beneath it. 

She believed this with everything she had. 

She was nineteen years old. She did not yet 
understand that what the valley had taught her 



38 | 

was not how to avoid the underneath. It had taught 
her that the underneath was the only place she was 
permitted to have needs, desires, and selfhood, 
and that accessing the underneath meant being 
used by people who understood its geography 
better than she did. 

Three months after the truck arrived in 
Sundar Nagar, a young man named Ajay stood in 
the Tuesday market and smiled at her. He was tall 
and easy in his skin. His smile rearranged the air 
around it. He looked at her directly, openly, with 
no calculation she could detect, and every careful 
promise she had made to herself in the back of that 
truck became, for one unguarded and completely 
human moment, entirely beside the point. 

She did not know yet what that smile would 
cost her. 

She did not know yet that she was carrying 
patterns from the valley that would determine 
everything that followed. 

She did not know that a society that teaches 
daughters to survive by silencing the truth has not 
taught them to survive at all. It has taught them 
how to participate in their own erasure. 

She would learn. 
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In the Mahabharata, Vyasa writes: 
"What is here may be found elsewhere. 

What is not here exists nowhere." 
 

This story exists here, in this valley, in this life. 
But it could exist anywhere that society builds a 

world in public 
and another in private, and sends its daughters into 

the gap between them 
with no lamp. 
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Chapter Four: The Market in Sundar 
Nagar 

The Tuesday market in Sundarnagar spread 
across three lanes and smelled of coriander and 
motor oil. Anju went with her mother every week, 
Savitri's way of teaching her daughter how to select 
vegetables, how to bargain without appearing 
desperate, how to carry herself in public spaces. 
The lessons were always dual-purpose: practical 
skills wrapped around constant surveillance. 

"Stand straight," Savitri said, not looking at 
her. "People are watching." 

People were always watching. This was the 
primary fact of being a young woman in a town 
where families knew families and reputation 
moved faster than news. 

Anju was selecting tomatoes when she felt the 
quality of attention that was different from being 
looked at. She glanced up. 

He was tall. Twenty-three, maybe twenty-four. 
He had the kind of face that made you look twice, 
not because it was perfect, but because it was open. 
Unguarded. He smiled at her the way someone 
smiles when they have decided, in the space of 
three seconds, that you are worth smiling at. 
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She looked away. Looked back. He was still 
smiling. 

"Anju." Her mother's voice was sharp. "Come." 

She went. But she had seen him. And he had 
seen her seeing him. 

That was Tuesday. 

* * * 

On Thursday, he was at the market again. Not 
shopping, waiting. He approached her mother 
directly, which was either very bold or very stupid. 

"Namaste, Auntyji," he said. "I am Ajay 
Verma. My father owns the hardware shop on 
Station Road." 

Savitri looked at him the way she looked at 
vegetables: assessing quality, checking for flaws. 

"I know your father," she said. Which meant: I 
know who you are, where you come from, and 
whether you are suitable. 

"I would like," Ajay said, "with your 
permission, to speak with your daughter. Here. In 
the market. With you present." 

Anju stood very still. Young men did not do 
this. They passed notes through friends, they 
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arranged secret meetings, they operated in the 
underneath. They did not ask mothers for 
permission in public markets. 

Savitri studied him for a long moment. "What 
is your education?" 

"BA, Himachal Pradesh University. I help my 
father in the shop. We are expanding my uncle's 
property next door next year." 

"Your mother?" 

"Died when I was twelve, Auntyji. Typhoid." 

Something shifted in Savitri's face, not 
softening exactly, but a recognition of shared 
experience. She herself had been motherless 
young. 

"Five minutes," she said. "I will be selecting 
the sabzi." 

She moved three stalls away. Close enough to 
see. Far enough to allow the appearance of privacy. 

Ajay turned to Anju. "Hello." 

"Hello." 

"I saw you last Tuesday, and I have thought 
about you every day since. I am not good at 
pretending I don't want things I want. So I am 
telling you directly: I would like to know you. 
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Properly. With your family's permission. With a 
view to marriage, if you are agreeable." 

Anju looked at him. This was not how these 
things happened. There were supposed to be 
months of negotiations, horoscopes compared, 
families investigated. There was supposed to be 
time. 

"You don't know me," she said. 

"I know you stood at the tomato stall and 
checked every single one before selecting four. I 
know you helped the old woman who dropped her 
onions. I know your mother trusts you to choose 
vegetables, which means she has taught you to 
judge quality. And I know that when you looked at 
me, you looked away and then looked back. That 
tells me enough." 

"What does it tell you?" 

"That you are careful. And that you are 
curious. Both are good." 

Savitri was selecting cauliflower with unusual 
deliberation. 

"I am nineteen," Anju said. "My mother wants 
me married." 

"I am twenty-three. My father wants me to be 
married. But I am not asking because they want it. 
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I am asking because when I saw you, I thought: 
this one. Not the others. This one." 

It was the most honest thing anyone had ever 
said to her. 

"I need to think," she said. 

"Think. I will be here next Tuesday. And the 
Tuesday after. For as many Tuesdays as it takes." 

Savitri returned with cauliflower. Ajay 
thanked her for her time, touched his forehead 
respectfully, and left. 

In the rickshaw going home, Savitri said, "He 
is direct. That is either a good sign or a dangerous 
one." 

"Which do you think it is?" 

"I think he is the first person who has asked 
properly. Your father will investigate his family. If 
it is suitable, we will consider." 

That night, Anju lay in bed and thought about 
his smile. About the way he had said this one. 
About the possibility that a life could begin this 
simply: with honesty, in a market, in five minutes. 

For the first time since leaving the valley, she 
felt something that was not the management of 
surface or the suppression of underneath. 
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She felt hope. 

Ramesh Sharma made enquiries. 

The Verma family was known. The hardware 
business was legitimate, profitable, and respected. 
Ajay's mother had died thirteen years ago; his 
father had not remarried, which was noted 
approvingly. There were two younger sisters, both 
married. Ajay himself had no history of trouble, no 
whispered stories, no red flags that emerged when 
the women of Sundar Nagar were quietly 
consulted. 

After two weeks of investigation, Ramesh gave 
permission for a formal courtship. Six weeks. 
Chaperoned meetings. An engagement, if all went 
well, and a wedding in the spring. 

Anju met Ajay on Sundays at the municipal 
garden. Her mother came. Sometimes her father. 
They sat on benches in full view of anyone who 
might pass by and talked about everything and 
nothing. 

He told her about running the shop. About 
customers who paid late and customers who paid 
early, and the particular satisfaction of fixing 
something broken. He talked about his sisters, 
Anjali in Shimla, Kavita in Mandi, and how he 
missed them but visited them monthly. 
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She told him about the valley. About the dam, 
the colony, and the move to Sundar Nagar. She did 
not tell him about the river, or Chanda Bua, or 
Girish, or the front room. She told him the surface 
version of her life, which was the only version she 
knew how to tell to someone who was not already 
inside the underneath. 

On the fourth Sunday, he brought her a book. 
"You said you wanted to be a scientist when you 
were eight. This is about Marie Curie. She 
discovered radium." 

She took the book carefully. No one had given 
her a book before. The boys gave bangles, 
dupattas, and sweets. Books meant he had 
listened. 

"Thank you." 

"There are more, if you want. My mother had 
a collection. I kept them." 

On the sixth Sunday, he asked: "What do you 
want? From marriage. From life. What do you 
actually want?" 

No one had asked her this. Ever. 

She thought about it. "I do not want to feel 
afraid." 

"Of what?" 
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"Of being seen. Of making mistakes. Of being 
judged." She paused. "I have spent my whole life 
being careful. I would like to be less careful." 

"Then be less careful with me. Make mistakes. 
I will not judge." 

"Everyone judges." 

"I am not everyone." 

On the eighth Sunday, he said, "I want to 
marry you. My father will speak to your father this 
week. I am telling you first because I think you 
should know before it becomes official. You can 
say no. I hope you will not. But you can." 

She looked at his hands. Carpenter's hands 
scarred, capable. She thought about the front room 
in the valley. About Girish driving away with his 
pension intact. About all the ways a marriage could 
be a trap. 

But Ajay was not Girish. He had asked her 
what she wanted. He had given her books. He had 
said I am not everyone. 

"I will not say no," she said. 

He smiled, the same smile from the market, 
the one that rearranged the air. 
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"Good. Because I already decided you were 
mine the moment you checked those tomatoes." 

They were married in February. Small 
ceremony. Both families. The women's committee 
gave its approval. Savitri wept not from sadness, 
but from relief that her daughter was settled, safe, 
and properly married to a suitable man. 

Anju wore red and gold. Ajay wore cream and 
looked at her as though she were the only person 
in the room. 

On her wedding night, for the first time in her 
life, someone touched her without agenda, without 
calculation, with nothing except wanting. 

It felt like being seen without being judged. 

It felt like safety. 

For three months, she believed this was how 
marriage would be. 

She came home early from her mother's house. 

This was not planned. Savitri had a headache 
and sent Anju home with leftover dal, saying she 
needed to sleep. Anju took the bus, got off two 
stops early to buy mangoes from the good vendor 
near the cinema, and walked the rest of the way 
carrying fruit and a steel container wrapped in 
newspaper. 
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Their rented house, two rooms, a kitchen, and 
a shared courtyard with three other families, was 
on the second floor. She climbed the stairs. The 
door was unlocked, which was usual. Ajay was 
home early, which was not the case. 

She heard voices from the bedroom. Two 
voices. She set the mangoes and dal container on 
the kitchen counter and stood very still. 

A woman laughed. Not loud. Comfortable. 
Familiar. 

Anju walked to the bedroom door. It was not 
fully closed. 

Ajay was in bed. His brother Rakesh's wife   
Pooja, twenty-six, married three years, mother of 
a one-year-old son, was also in bed. Neither of 
them was dressed. 

They did not see her immediately. She stood in 
the doorway for three seconds, maybe four. Long 
enough to understand completely. Long enough to 
see Ajay's hand on Pooja's waist in exactly the way 
his hand had been on her waist three nights ago. 
Long enough to see Pooja's face, not guilty, not 
surprised, comfortable. 

This was not the first time. 
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She must have made a sound. Ajay turned. 
Saw her. 

His face did what faces do when someone is 
caught: shock, then calculation, then a decision 
about which strategy might work. 

"Anju—" he started. 

She turned and left. Did not run. Walked. 

Down the stairs. Across the courtyard. Into the 
lane. Her body moved, but she was not inside it. 
She was somewhere else, watching from a distance 
as a nineteen-year-old woman walked through 
Sundar Nagar carrying nothing, going nowhere. 

She ended up at the bus stand. Sat on the 
bench. Did not cry. Could not cry. There was a 
space inside her chest that had been hope, and now 
it was something else. Something cold and still. 

Ajay found her forty minutes later. 

He sat beside her. Did not touch her. "I am 
sorry." 

She said nothing. 

"It was a mistake. It meant nothing." 

She turned and looked at him. "How long?" 

"It doesn't—" 
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"How long?" 

He looked at his hands. "Since before we 
married. She was at my sister's wedding. We were 
just there when it happened." 

"Before we married." 

"Yes. But I ended it. When I met you, I ended 
it." 

"You ended it." 

"Yes." 

"But she was in our bed today." 

He flinched. "She came by. I was weak. It was 
once. One time since the wedding." 

Anju looked at the road. A bus came and went. 
People got on. People got off. The world continued 
without noticing that hers had ended. 

"I believe you," she said. 

"You do?" 

"I believe this was once. I believe you ended it 
when we married. I believe you were weak today, 
and she came by, and it happened." She looked at 
him. "I believe all of it. And I will never forgive 
you." 
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"Anju—" 

"I gave you everything. I told you I did not 
want to be afraid. I told you I wanted to be less 
careful. And you—" She stopped. There were no 
words big enough. "You were who I thought you 
were for three months. And now I know that was a 
performance." 

"It was not a performance. I love you." 

"You love me, and you had her in our bed." 

"People make mistakes—" 

"I know. I have spent my entire life watching 
people make mistakes. Watching women be 
betrayed and stay anyway because leaving was 
impossible. Watching the surface hold while the 
underneath did whatever it wanted. I thought you 
were different. You were not different. You were 
just better at seeming different." 

She stood. "I am going to my mother's house. 
You will tell your family whatever you want. I will 
be back tomorrow." 

"To talk?" 

"To collect my things." 

"Anju, please—" 

She walked away. This time, she did not look 
back.  
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Chapter Five: The Trap and Divorce 

She went back. 

Not because she forgave him. Not because she 
believed him. But because her father came to her 
mother's house two days later and sat in the front 
room and explained, very carefully, that she had 
been married five months, that her mother-in-law 
was dead and her husband's family was 
respectable, that whatever had happened was a 
private matter to be resolved privately, and that 
divorce at nineteen with no children and no 
education and no income meant returning to her 
parents' house forever, a burden, a cautionary tale, 
a daughter who could not make a marriage work. 

"He made a mistake," Ramesh said. "Men 
make mistakes. You are his wife. It is your job to 
forgive." 

Savitri said nothing. But her face said, "I told 
you to be careful." 

Anju went back. 

Ajay promised it would not happen again. He 
begged. He wept. He said he would cut Pooja 
completely out of his life, that he would tell 
Rakesh, that he would do anything. 

She did not believe him. But she stayed. 
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They functioned. That is the word. They 
functioned like a marriage: he went to the shop, 
she managed the house, they slept in the same bed. 
He touched her, and she allowed it because 
refusing would create a conversation she did not 
want to have. 

She stopped wanting. Stopped feeling. There 
was a part of her that had been open and 
reachable, and it closed. She became efficient. 
Mechanical. Good at pretending. 

She was pregnant within two months of 
returning. 

Meena was born in April 1999. A healthy girl. 
Ajay was delighted. His family was delighted. 
Savitri came for the birth, stayed for two weeks, 
and left satisfied that her daughter was settled. 

Anju held her baby and felt nothing. Then guilt 
about feeling nothing. Then fear about the guilt. 
Then she fed Meena, changed Meena, sang to 
Meena, and acted like a mother, just as she did 
when she acted like a wife. 

It worked. Everyone said it worked. The 
surface was maintained. 

Fourteen months later, she was pregnant 
again. 
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Rohan was born in November 2000. Another 
healthy child. Another reason for everyone to say 
how blessed she was, how fortunate, how well 
married. 

Two children in two years. She was twenty-
one. She felt eighty. 

And Ajay, Ajay continued. Not with Pooja, she 
did not think. But there were evenings he came 
home late, smelling of someone else's soap. There 
were Sundays when he went to help at his father's 
shop, but the shop was closed. 

She said nothing. What would she say? To 
whom? 

Her father had made it clear: she had one job, 
and that job was staying married. 

She stayed. 

The night it ended, Ajay came home drunk. 

This was not unusual. Twice a month, maybe 
three times, he went out with men from the shop 
or from his father's business circles and came 
home late smelling of whisky and cigarettes. She 
had learned to simply go to bed, put the children 
between herself and the edge of the mattress, and 
pretend to be asleep when he arrived. 

But tonight he was not quiet. 
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He turned on the light. "Wake up." 

She sat up, careful not to disturb Rohan, who 
was asleep against her shoulder. "You'll wake the 
children." 

"I don't care. We need to talk." 

"You're drunk." 

"I am aware." He sat on the edge of the bed. "I 
saw your face today. When I came home. You 
looked at me like I was garbage." 

"I did not." 

"You did. You look at me like that every day. 
Like I disgust you." 

"Ajay, it is late—" 

"I made one mistake. One. And you have 
punished me for three years. Three years of this, 
this coldness. This performance. You sleep in my 
bed, but you are not here. You have my children, 
but you do not want me. I am your husband, and 
you treat me like a stranger." 

She looked at him. "You want me to want you." 

"Yes." 

"After what you did." 
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"People forgive. That is what marriage is. 
Forgiveness." 

"I came back. I stayed. I gave you two children. 
What more do you want?" 

"I want you to look at me the way you did in 
the market. The way you did on our wedding night. 
I want my wife back." 

"That woman is gone. You killed her." 

His face changed. "I killed her." 

"Yes." 

"By making one mistake." 

"By lying. By promising you were different and 
then being exactly like every other man I have ever 
known. By taking the one thing I asked for, safety   
and destroying it." 

He stood. "You are a cold woman." 

"I am tired." 

"You were never warm. Even before. Even 
when we married. I thought I could fix it. I thought 
if I was patient—" 

"Patient." 

"Yes." 
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"Is that what you were being when you were 
with her?" 

His hand moved. She saw it coming. The slap 
was not hard; he was drunk, his coordination poor, 
but it was loud enough to wake both children. 
Meena started crying. Rohan made a small, 
frightened sound. 

Anju picked up Rohan. Held him. Looked at 
Ajay. 

"Get out." 

"This is my house—" 

"Get out, or I will scream and wake the entire 
building, and tomorrow everyone will know that 
you hit your wife while drunk." 

He looked at her. She did not look away. 

He left. 

She locked the door. Sat on the floor with both 
children. Meena was two, crying because Amma 
was crying. Rohan was five months old, crying 
because the world had gotten loud. 

She held them both and thought: This is the 
moment. This is the line. 

In the morning, she packed one bag. Clothes 
for the children. Clothes for herself. She left 
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everything else, the mangalsutra, the wedding 
bangles, the cookware from his family, the 
furniture they had bought together. 

She took the children to her mother's house. 

Savitri opened the door. Saw the bag. "No." 

"He hit me." 

"You are married—" 

"He hit me in front of the children." 

Savitri looked at Meena, who was clinging to 
Anju's leg. At Rohan, whom Anju carried. At her 
daughter, who had been married three years and 
looked fifty. 

"Come inside," she said. 

* * * 

Ajay's father came three days later. Sat in the 
front room. Made his case. 

His son had made mistakes. But he was young. 
He would improve. The children needed their 
father. Divorce would destroy both families' 
reputations. Anju was young; she could have more 
children and rebuild the marriage. 
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Ramesh sat listening. When Ajay's father 
finished, Ramesh said, "He hit her." 

"Once. In anger. He regrets it." 

"He hit her." 

"Marriage is difficult—" 

"My daughter will not return to a man who hits 
her." Ramesh stood. "The marriage is over. We will 
proceed with the divorce. You may tell your son." 

Ajay's father stood as well. "She will never 
marry again. You know this." 

"I know." 

"Her life is finished." 

"Better finished than dead." 

Ajay's father left. 

Ramesh sat back down. Looked at Anju, who 
was standing in the kitchen doorway. "You are 
sure." 

"Yes, Pitaji." 

"You have two children. No income. No 
education. You will live in this house for the rest of 
your life. You understand this." 

"Yes." 
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"And you still want a divorce." 

"Yes." 

He nodded. "Then we will do it." 

Savitri said nothing. But that night, she came 
to Anju's room, the same room Anju had slept in 
as a girl, and sat on the edge of the bed. 

"I was wrong," she said. "I told you to go back. 
I was wrong." 

"You were doing what you thought was right." 

"I was afraid. Of scandal. Of what people 
would say. I put that above your safety. I am sorry." 

Anju looked at her mother. Savitri was sixty-
two, her hair entirely grey, her hands rough from a 
lifetime of work. She had lived her whole life 
managing surfaces, maintaining reputations, 
doing what was correct. 

"I forgive you," Anju said. 

Savitri nodded. Touched Anju's hand once, 
briefly. Then left. 

The divorce took thirteen months. 

Not because it was contested; Ajay stopped 
fighting it after the first month. His father had 
made clear that a man who hit his wife had no 
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standing, no honour, no claim. Ajay signed what 
needed signing. 

But the law moved slowly. Paperwork. Court 
dates. Waiting. 

Anju lived with her parents in their house. 
Meena learned to walk, then to talk. Rohan learned 
to sit up, then to crawl. The world continued. 

She saw Ajay twice during the divorce 
proceedings. Once at the courthouse. Once, when 
he came to pay the children's court-mandated 
support, a sum so small it would not cover a week's 
expenses. 

The second time, he said, "I am sorry. For all 
of it." 

She believed him. It did not change anything. 

"I know," she said. 

"If I could do it again—" 

"You cannot." 

"I loved you." 

"Not enough." 

He left. She did not see him again. 
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The divorce was finalised in May 1995. She 
was twenty-three years old. She had two children, 
no husband, no income, and a family that was 
quietly devastated by the scandal but standing by 
her anyway. 

The women's committee no longer invited 
Savitri to meetings. The neighbours who had been 
friendly became less so. Anju's sisters visited less 
often. The brothers avoided the topic entirely. 

But her parents stood firm. 

Ramesh said, "You are my daughter. This is 
your home. The rest is noise." 

Savitri began teaching her to sew. If Anju lived 
in this house, she would contribute. She would 
have work, even if the work was mending clothes 
for neighbours who would pay a few rupees. 

Anju learned. She was good with her hands. 
The work was quiet. It gave her something to do 
while Meena played and Rohan slept. 

She was mending a kurta one evening when 
Meena, three years old, climbed into her lap. 
"Amma, why doesn't Papa live with us?" 

Anju set down the needle. "Because sometimes 
people cannot live together." 

"Did Papa do something bad?" 
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"Yes." 

"Did you do something bad?" 

"No." 

"Then why did he hit you?" 

Anju looked at her daughter. Three years old. 
Already learning the questions that would shape 
her life. 

"Because he was angry. And he was wrong. 
And I left. So, he could never do it again." 

"Good," Meena said. Then: "I love you, 
Amma." 

"I love you too." 

That night, sitting in the darkness after the 
children had fallen asleep, Anju thought about the 
valley. About the river and the front room, and 
Girish driving away with his pension intact. About 
every pattern she had watched, every lesson she 
had learned about the surface and the underneath. 

She had broken the pattern. 

It had cost her everything. Her marriage. Her 
place in the community. Any chance of marrying 
again? The life she might have had. 

But Meena would grow up knowing that a 
woman could leave. That she did not have to stay. 
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That there was a line, and when it was crossed, you 
could walk away. 

That was worth something. 

Maybe it was worth everything. 
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Chapter Six: The Man with Two 
Families 

Anju was twenty-four when she met Satyajeet. 

By then, she had been divorced for two years. 
She lived in her parents' house with Meena, four, 
and Rohan, three. She sewed clothes for 
neighbours. She did not go to markets alone. She 
did not speak to men who were not family. She had 
learned the rules for divorced women: be invisible, 
be useful, be grateful you have a roof. 

Savitri's health was declining. Diabetes, poorly 
managed. She needed insulin twice daily, needed 
help with stairs, and needed someone to cook the 
specific, bland food her body now required. Anju 
became that someone. 

Satyajeet was Savitri's doctor's cousin. He 
worked as a clerk at the municipal office, earning 
low pay but holding a respectable position. He had 
a wife, Rekha, and two children, a boy and a girl, 
aged eight and six. He lived with his family in a 
rented house near the old bus stand. 

He came to check on Savitri one evening when 
the doctor was unavailable. He brought the 
required medicines. Explained the dosage. Was 
polite, efficient, and unremarkable. 
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He came back the following week. And the 
week after. 

The fourth time, he stayed for tea. 

"How are you managing?" he asked Anju. 
"With your mother's care. It cannot be easy." 

It was the first time in two years anyone had 
asked how she was managing. 

"I am fine," she said. 

"You look tired." 

"Everyone is tired." 

"Not like you." He said it gently. "You look like 
someone carrying more than she should." 

She looked at him. He was thirty-two, 
ordinary-looking, with the kind of face you would 
forget five minutes after meeting. But his eyes were 
steady. Concerned. Present. 

"I am managing," she said. 

"If you need anything, help with your mother, 
or just someone to talk to, I am available." 

She said thank you and showed him to the 
door. 
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But she remembered what he said. And when 
he came back the next week, and the next, she 
began to let him stay longer. 

* * * 

It began slowly. 

Conversations while Savitri slept. He told her 
about his work, the tedium of filing papers, and the 
small satisfactions of solving bureaucratic tangles. 
She told him about sewing, about her children, 
about the careful narrowness of her days. 

He did not ask about her divorce. Did not ask 
about Ajay. Did not ask any of the questions people 
usually ask when they want gossip. 

He asked: "What do you miss?" 

"From before?" 

"From any time. What part of life do you 
miss?" 

She thought about it. "Being touched without 
agenda. Being wanted for something other than 
what I could do." 

He nodded as if this made perfect sense. 
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Two months after they met, he said, "My 
cousin has a house he does not use. It is near the 
railway line. Empty most days. I have the key." 

She understood what he was offering. 

"You are married." 

"Yes." 

"You have children." 

"Yes." 

"And you want me anyway." 

"I want you because of who you are. Not 
despite anything. Because." 

She should have said no. She knew this. But 
she was twenty-four, divorced, living in her 
parents' house, with no future except more sewing 
and more invisibility. And he was offering 
something not marriage, not permanence, but 
attention. Care. The specific relief of being wanted. 

"When?" she asked. 

"Tomorrow. Two o'clock. I will be there." 

She went. 

The house was small. Two rooms, a kitchen, 
and a bathroom that barely functioned. Satyajeet's 
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cousin used it to store old furniture, boxes of files, 
and the accumulated debris from a government 
job. 

They cleared space in one room. Satyajeet 
brought a mattress, sheets, and a small kerosene 
stove for tea. 

Twice a week, sometimes three times, Anju 
told her mother she was going to the market or to 
return mended clothes. She went instead to the 
house by the railway line. 

Satyajeet was careful. Gentle. He touched her 
as though she were something valuable that had 
been mishandled before. He asked what she 
wanted. He listened when she answered. 

For the first time since Ajay, she felt 
something other than duty or performance. 

She felt desired. 

It was not love. She understood this. Love 
required more than stolen afternoons and a 
borrowed mattress. But it was care. It was 
attention. It was someone who showed up when he 
said he would and did not lie about what this was. 

He gave her money sometimes. Not payment, 
he was clear about that, but help. "For the children. 
For medicine. For whatever you need." 
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She took it. Pride was a luxury she could not 
afford. 

Six months into the affair, his cousin told him 
the house was needed. Tenants were coming. They 
had two weeks. 

Satyajeet found an alternative: a friend's shop, 
empty after six o'clock. They met there instead. It 
was less comfortable, less private, but it worked. 

They worked. 

Until Satyajeet started coming less often. 

* * * 

At first, she thought it was work. He said he 
was busy, said his supervisor was demanding, and 
said he would come when he could. 

Then she thought it was his wife. Maybe Rekha 
suspected. Maybe he was being more careful. 

Then his cousin told her not directly, but 
through a carefully constructed conversation, that 
Satyajeet had been seen with another woman. 
Younger. Working at the post office. 

She confronted him. 

"Is it true?" 
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He did not deny it. "Yes." 

"Why?" 

"She wanted me. I wanted to be wanted." 

Anju almost laughed. "That is why you said 
you wanted me." 

"I did want you. I still do. But she is—" He 
stopped. 

"New." 

"Yes." 

She stood up. They were in the shop, after 
hours, the street dark outside. "I am leaving." 

"Anju—" 

"I am not angry. I understand exactly what this 
is. You want someone. Then you want someone 
else. It is what men do. But I will not wait while you 
decide who you want more." 

"I do not want to lose you." 

"You will not lose me. I have nowhere else to 
go. So, I will still be here when you want me again. 
But I will not pretend this is anything other than 
what it is." 

She left. 
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She did not see him for three weeks. 

Then he came back. The post office woman 
had ended it. He was sorry. He would do better. 

She let him return. 

Not because she believed him. Not because she 
wanted him the way she had before. But because 
he gave her money, and her children needed 
medicine, and her parents were ageing, and pride 
was expensive. 

She understood, completely, what she had 
become. 

It felt like drowning in slow motion. 
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Chapter Seven: The Third Child 

She realised she was pregnant in March. 

At first, she thought it was stress, irregular 
cycles, or the way bodies behave under constant 
pressure. But by April, she knew. 

She told Satyajeet. 

He sat very still. They were in the shop, 
evening light coming through the shutters in dusty 
bars. "Are you certain?" 

"Yes." 

"How far?" 

"Eight weeks. Maybe nine." 

He put his head in his hands. "This is a 
problem." 

"I know." 

"My wife, if she finds out, she will destroy me. 
My job. My family. Everything." 

"I know." 

"Can you—" He stopped. 

"End it?" 

"Yes." 
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She had thought about this. Of course, she had 
thought about it. A third child, no father, no 
income, living in her parents' house on charity and 
sewing money. It was impossible. 

But she was twenty-six, and she had already 
lost so much. And this child, unplanned, unwanted 
by its father, the result of her own desperation and 
poor choices, was still a child. 

"No," she said. 

"Anju—" 

"I will not end it. You can leave. That is your 
choice. But I will have this baby." 

He looked at her for a long time. "If I leave, 
what will you do?" 

"What I have always done. Survive." 

He nodded slowly. "I will not leave. But we 
need to be careful. Very careful." 

"How?" 

"You will tell your family the father is someone 
else. Someone who left. Who will not be named. 
They will be disappointed, but they will not 
investigate. And I will help you. With money. With 
whatever you need. But my wife cannot know." 

"She will find out eventually." 
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"Eventually is not now. We will manage." 

She told her parents in May. 

Savitri wept. Not from joy. 

Ramesh sat very still, then asked: "Who is the 
father?" 

"Someone who cannot marry me." 

"Someone married." 

"Yes." 

"Name him." 

"No." 

"Anju—" 

"It will not help. He will not marry me. 
Naming him will only create more scandal. Please. 
Let me have this child quietly, and we will 
manage." 

Ramesh looked at his twenty-six-year-old 
daughter, divorced and pregnant with a third child 
by a man who would not be named. He was 
seventy-one. Tired. He had defended her once. He 
would defend her again. 

"This house will become unbearable," he said. 

"I know." 
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"Your brothers will be angry. Your sisters will 
be ashamed. The neighbours will talk." 

"I know." 

"And you want this child anyway." 

"I do not want to end it. It is not the same as 
wanting it. But I will not end it." 

He nodded. "Then we will manage." 

Sanjay was born in December. A healthy boy. 
Satyajeet came to see him once, late at night, when 
the rest of the house slept. Held him briefly. Said 
nothing. Left money in an envelope. 

Rekha found out three months later. 

* * * 

She came to the house in broad daylight. 
Walked past Savitri at the door. Found Anju in the 
back room with Sanjay. 

"You are the one." 

Anju stood. Held her baby. Said nothing. 

"My husband's mistress. The divorced woman 
with three children and no shame." 

"Please leave." 
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"This child is his." 

"Please leave." 

"I will destroy you. I will tell everyone. Your 
family. Your neighbours. Everyone will know what 
you are." 

Ramesh appeared in the doorway. "You will 
leave my house." 

Rekha turned to him. "Your daughter is a 
whore." 

"And your husband is a liar who promised 
marriage and delivered nothing. Both are true. 
Now leave." 

She left. 

But the damage was done. The neighbourhood 
learned within days. Anju's brothers stopped 
visiting. Her sisters called, but the calls were brief, 
formal, and cold. 

Satyajeet stopped coming entirely. 

Satyajeet returned six months after Rekha's 
visit. 

Not to the house. He sent word through his 
cousin: meet me at the shop. 
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She went. Sanjay was with her mother. Meena 
was at school. Rohan was with a neighbour. She 
went alone. 

He looked terrible. Thinner. Older. "Rekha 
wants a divorce." 

"Good for her." 

"She wants everything. The children. The 
house. My salary. She has told my office. My 
supervisor knows. I am being transferred. To 
Hamirpur. Demotion." 

"I am sorry." 

"I want to marry you." 

She almost laughed. "Now you want to marry 
me." 

"I should have done it before. I was a coward. 
But now, if we marry, I can claim Sanjay. 
Legitimise him. Give you legal protection. I have 
papers. I need you to sign them." 

He pulled documents from a folder. Official-
looking. Stamps. Seals. "This is the marriage 
registration. You sign here. I sign here. It is legal. 
Valid. You will be my wife." 

She looked at the papers. Looked at him. "Why 
now?" 
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"Because you deserve it. Because Sanjay 
deserves a father. Because I am fixing what I 
broke." 

She wanted to believe him. 

She signed. 

He signed. Folded the papers. Put them back 
in his folder. "I will register these tomorrow. You 
are now legally my wife. When the divorce from 
Rekha is final, we will have a proper ceremony. But 
legally, as of today, you are protected." 

"When will you register them?" 

"Tomorrow. I have to go to Hamirpur for the 
transfer. But when I return in three weeks, we will 
be together properly. I will rent a house. You and 
the children will move there. We will start again." 

He kissed her forehead. Left. 

She went home believing she was married. 
That Sanjay had a father. That her life, which had 
been a series of descending disasters, had finally 
found a floor. 

She was wrong. 

* * * 
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Satyajeet did not return in three weeks. Or 
four. Or six. 

His cousin, when asked, said: "He is in 
Hamirpur. The transfer happened. I have not 
heard from him." 

She waited. 

Three months later, she received a letter. Not 
from Satyajeet. From a lawyer in Hamirpur. 

The letter informed her that Satyajeet had 
reconciled with his wife. That he would not be 
returning to Sundar Nagar. That he had no legal 
obligation to Anju or to her children. That the 
papers she had signed were not marriage 
documents but an agreement releasing him from 
all responsibility. 

She had signed away her claim to support. To 
acknowledge. To everything. 

The lawyer included a copy of what she had 
signed. She could not read all the legal language. 
But the meaning was clear: she agreed he had no 
obligation. She agreed to make no claims. She 
agreed to disappear. 

She sat in her room with the letter and finally, 
completely, understood what she had been to him. 
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Not a partner. Not someone worth marrying. 
Just a problem that required solving. 

That night, she held Sanjay and thought: You 
will never know your father. You will never bear 
his name. You will grow up as the illegitimate child 
of a woman who was tricked by a man who 
promised marriage and delivered betrayal. 

She thought: I have made every wrong choice. 
At every turn. I saw the patterns. I knew what men 
do. I knew the valley's lessons. And I still walked 
straight into this. 

She thought: There is no floor. There is only 
falling, and falling, and realising that you are still 
somehow not at the bottom.  
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Chapter Eight: From no Floor into  
                              Wilderness  

After Satyajeet's lawyer's letter, something 
broke in the house. 

Not dramatically. Not all at once. But Ramesh, 
who was seventy-three and had defended his 
daughter twice, could not defend her a third time. 
He stopped looking at her directly. He spoke to her 
only when necessary. 

Savitri, whose diabetes was now requiring 
daily injections and whose body was slowly failing, 
wept more often. Not loudly. Quietly. In the 
afternoons, when she thought no one was 
listening. 

The neighbours stopped pretending to be 
polite. 

Anju's brothers came to the house one Sunday 
in February. All three of them. They sat in the front 
room and spoke to their father as though Anju 
were not present. 

"She cannot stay here," Vikram said. He was 
forty-two now, a bank manager in Chandigarh, 
with a wife, three children, and a reputation to 
maintain. "Our families are being affected. My 
daughter's marriage proposals have dried up. 
People ask questions." 
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"Where should she go?" Ramesh asked. 

"That is not our concern," Dev said. "She made 
her choices. Three children from three men. No 
marriage. No shame. This is not our responsibility 
anymore." 

Ramesh looked at his sons. "She is your sister." 

"She was our sister," Hemant said quietly. 
"Now she is a burden." 

Ramesh stood. "Get out of my house." 

"Pitaji—" 

"Get out. She is my daughter. This is her home. 
As long as I am alive, she stays." 

The brothers left. 

But Anju had heard them. And she understood 
what would happen when her father died. 

She had, at most, a few years. Then she would 
be on the street with three children and no options. 

She needed money. Real money. Not sewing 
money. Not charity. Money that would let her rent 
a room, feed her children, survive. 

There was only one kind of work that paid a 
woman with no education, no skills, and a ruined 
reputation enough to actually survive. 
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She understood this clearly. 

She also understood that understanding it and 
doing it were different things. 

She waited. She did not know for what. But she 
waited. 

* * * 

In April, a woman came to the door. 

Not young. Forty, maybe forty-five. Well-
dressed. Gold bangles. She asked for Anju by 
name. 

"I am Leela," she said. "I run a boarding house 
in the city. I have heard about your situation. I 
have work, if you are interested." 

"What kind of work?" 

"Housekeeping. Cooking. Managing rooms. It 
pays well. Room and board included. You could 
bring your youngest child. The older two could stay 
with your parents." 

It sounded too good to be true. 

"Why me?" Anju asked. 

"Because you need work. And I need someone 
reliable." 
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"What is the boarding house called?" 

"Rose Lodge. Near the railway station in the 
city. Do you know it?" 

"No." 

"Come see it. Tomorrow. I will pay for your bus 
fare." 

Anju knew what this was. She was not stupid. 
Boarding houses near railway stations in the city 
were not boarding houses. They were brothels. 

But she went anyway. 

Because she had three children and no money, 
and her father was dying, and her brothers were 
waiting for him to die so they could throw her out. 

Because there was no floor. Only falling. 

And she had just been offered a rope. 

Rose Lodge was exactly what she expected. 

Three floors. Twenty rooms. A front desk 
staffed by a man who looked at her with the flat 
assessment of someone who had seen a thousand 
women arrive and knew exactly why they were 
there. 

Leela showed her around. The rooms were 
clean. Small. Each had a bed, a chair, and a tiny 
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attached bathroom. The hallways smelled of 
incense and cheap perfume. 

"The work," Leela said, "is flexible. You 
manage the housekeeping. You supervise the 
cleaning. You handle the women who work here, 
their schedules, their problems, their money." 

"And if they ask me to do more than 
supervise?" 

Leela looked at her directly. "That is your 
choice. Some women manage. Some women also 
work. The pay is better if you work. Much better. 
But it is your choice." 

"How much better?" 

Leela named a figure. It was ten times what 
Anju made from sewing in a month. 

"For how many—" Anju stopped. 

"It depends. Five a week, maybe six. The men 
are regulars. Known. We do not take walk-ins. It is 
safe. Or as safe as anything is." 

Safe. 

Anju almost laughed. 

"I need to think," she said. 
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"Think quickly. I have other women 
interested." 

Anju went home. Sat with her children. Meena 
was eight. Rohan was seven. Sanjay was sixteen 
months old. 

She thought about what they needed. School 
fees. Medicine. Food. Clothes. A future. 

She thought about her brothers waiting for her 
father to die. 

She thought about the valley. About every 
lesson she had learned. About the underneath that 
operated without language or acknowledgement 
or consequence for everyone except the women 
who lived in it. 

She went back to Rose Lodge three days later. 

"I will supervise," she told Leela. "I will not 
work." 

"Your choice." 

"Sanjay comes with me. The older children 
stay with my parents. I send money every month." 

"Agreed." 

"And if you ask me to work, I will leave." 
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Leela smiled. It was not a warm smile. "You 
will ask for work. They always do. When the money 
matters enough. When supervision is not enough. 
You will ask." 

"I will not." 

"We will see." 

Anju moved into Rose Lodge in June. She told 
her parents she had found housekeeping work in 
the city. They did not ask questions. They did not 
want to know. 

For six months, she supervised. She managed 
the cleaning staff. She handled the women's 
schedules. She collected money. She did not work. 

And then Sanjay got sick. 

* * * 

Pneumonia. The doctor said it was 
pneumonia. He needed medicine. Expensive 
medicine. Hospitalization. 

Anju had some money saved. Not enough. 

She went to Leela. 

"I need an advance." 

"For what?" 
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"My son. He is sick." 

"How much?" 

Anju named the amount. 

Leela considered. "I will give you the money. 
But you will work." 

"No." 

"Then your son can manage without 
medicine." 

Anju looked at her. Leela's face was not cruel. 
It was simply neutral. Transactional. This was 
business. 

"How many?" Anju asked. 

"Ten. Over two weeks. I choose the men. 
Regulars only. Clean. No violence. You will have 
the money after the tenth." 

Anju thought about Sanjay in the hospital. 
About his small body struggling to breathe. About 
the choice she had. 

There was no choice. 

"Yes," she said. 

Leela nodded. "Good. You start tomorrow." 

She does not remember their faces. 
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This is not because she has tried to forget. It is 
because she was not present. Her body was there. 
The rest of her was somewhere else, watching from 
a distance, cataloguing details that did not matter, 
counting ceiling tiles, listening to sounds from 
other rooms. 

She remembers: The first one was kind. 
Apologetic. Finished quickly. Paid extra. 

The third one was rough. Not violent, Leela 
had promised no violence, but unconcerned with 
anything except his own satisfaction. She hurt 
afterwards. 

The seventh one talked the entire time. About 
his wife, who did not understand him. About his 
children, who disappointed him. About his job, 
which exhausted him. He wanted her to respond. 
She made sounds that seemed appropriate. 

The tenth one thanked her. 

She does not know why she remembers that. 
But she does. He thanked her. As though she had 
done him a favour. As though this was generosity 
rather than survival. 

Sanjay recovered. The medicine worked. By 
February, he was healthy again, running through 
the boarding house hallways, laughing, unaware of 
what his health had cost. 
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Anju had the money Leela had promised. She 
sent half to her parents. Kept half. Started saving. 

She told herself: This was once. For 
emergency. I will not do it again. 

She believed this for approximately three 
weeks. 

Then Leela came to her with another offer. 
"There is a regular client. He has asked for you 
specifically. Good money. One hour. Are you 
interested?" 

Anju thought about the money in her small 
locked box. About Meena's school fees due next 
month. About Rohan's shoes, which were falling 
apart. About the savings she needed to someday 
leave this place. 

"Yes," she said. 

She worked. 

Not every day. Not even every week. But 
regularly. When Leela asked. When the money was 
needed. When the choice was between working 
and watching her children go without. 

She stopped thinking of it as a choice. It was 
simply what she did. Like cooking. Like cleaning. 
Like breathing. 
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She was good at it. Not because she enjoyed it, 
she felt nothing during it, nothing after it. But 
because she understood what the men wanted. 
They wanted someone who seemed present, who 
showed interest, who made them feel wanted. 

She had been performing her entire life. This 
was just another performance. 

By 2009, she had been at Rose Lodge for four 
years. She had saved enough to think about 
leaving. About renting a small place. About taking 
her children and starting again somewhere else. 

And then her father died. 

* * * 

The heart attack was sudden. He was seventy-
six. He died at home, in his sleep, without pain. 

Anju went to the funeral. Her brothers were 
there. Their wives. Their children. They looked at 
her as though she were a stranger who had 
appeared uninvited. 

After the ceremony, Vikram pulled her aside. 
"You need to collect your children. Mother cannot 
manage them anymore." 

"Where will we go?" 
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"That is not my concern. The house will be 
sold. Mother will live with me in Chandigarh. Your 
children cannot come." 

"They are her grandchildren." 

"They are your responsibility. You made your 
choices. These are the consequences." 

Anju looked at her brother. At the house 
behind him, where she had grown up. At the 
marigolds in the garden, still blooming, planted by 
her mother thirty years ago. 

"I will collect them next week," she said. 

She went back to Rose Lodge. Told Leela she 
needed a larger room. For three children. 

Leela considered. "A larger room means more 
rent. Can you afford it?" 

"I will work more." 

"How much more?" 

"Whatever is needed." 

Leela nodded. "Done. But understand: if you 
bring your children here, they will know what you 
do. They will see. They will understand. Are you 
prepared for that?" 
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Anju thought about Meena, ten years old now, 
already watching her mother with questions in her 
eyes. About Rohan, nine, who asked why they lived 
in a boarding house when other children lived in 
homes. About Sanjay, who was three and still 
innocent. 

"I have no choice," she said. 

"Everyone has a choice." 

"No," Anju said. "Some of us had choices. 
Once. I made mine. Now I have consequences." 
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Chapter Nine: The Woman Who 
Came from the Valley:  

The woman who changed everything arrived 
on a Tuesday. 

She came to Rose Lodge asking for Leela, but 
Leela was out. The man at the desk sent her to 
Anju. 

She was perhaps fifty. Well-dressed but not 
wealthy. She had the bearing of someone who had 
once had authority and still carried its memory. 

"I am looking for someone," she said. "A 
woman named Anju Sharma. I was told she might 
work here." 

Anju stood very still. No one from her old life 
knew where she was. "I am Anju Sharma." 

The woman studied her. "You do not 
remember me. But I remember you. I am Kamla 
Sharma's mother-in-law. Girish's mother. You can 
call me Bhabhi." 

Anju felt the floor drop. Girish. The valley. The 
colony wall. The front room. Everything she had 
tried to leave behind. 

"How did you find me?" 
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"I have been looking. When I heard your father 
died, I made enquiries. It was not difficult. A 
divorced woman with three children working in 
the city, people talk." 

"Why are you here?" 

"To help you." 

"I do not need help." 

Bhabhi looked around the room. At the 
boarding house walls. Sanjay is playing in the 
corner with a wooden block. Anju, herself, is 31, 
thin, and exhausted, selling her body to pay rent. 

"You need help," Bhabhi said. "Sit. Let me 
explain." 

They sat. 

"Girish is dead," Bhabhi said. "He died two 
years ago. Cancer. Kamla is a widow. She has two 
children, both in school. She lives with me in 
Rampur." 

"I am sorry for your loss." 

"I am not here for condolences. I am here 
because I know what my son did to you. Kamla told 
me. Years ago. After your divorce. She felt guilty. 
She told me everything." 

Anju said nothing. 
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"My son was a coward and a predator. He hurt 
you when you were eighteen and vulnerable. And 
your sister enabled him. And your family punished 
you. I cannot undo any of that. But I can offer you 
something now." 

"What?" 

"I own a house in the city. Small. Two 
bedrooms. It is rented currently, but the tenant is 
leaving next month. You can live there. No rent for 
the first year. After that, minimal rent. Enough for 
you to leave this place and start again." 

Anju looked at her. "Why would you do this?" 

"Because my son destroyed your life, and I 
enabled him by doing nothing. Because you have 
children who deserve better than this. Because I 
am old and I want to do one right thing before I 
die." 

"What do you want in return?" 

"Nothing. Except that you leave here. That you 
take your children and give them a chance." 

"I have no education. No skills. How will I 
survive?" 

"You are resourceful. You have survived this. 
You will survive that." 
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Anju sat very still. She thought about every 
choice she had made. Every compromise. Every 
performance. Every man whose face she did not 
remember. 

She thought about Meena, who was starting to 
understand what her mother did for money. 

She thought about the valley. About the river. 
About the six-year-old behind the boulder who had 
learned that some things you see, you carry alone. 

She thought: This is the rope. Not the one 
Leela offered. The real one. 

"Yes," she said. "I will take it." 

Bhabhi nodded. "Good. I will arrange 
everything. You can move in six weeks." 

She stood. Paused at the door. "Anju. My son 
did not deserve your forgiveness. But if it means 
anything, I am sorry. For all of it." 

She left. 

Anju sat for a long time. Sanjay brought her 
the wooden block. She held it. Felt its weight. 

That evening, she told Leela she was leaving. 

Leela was not surprised. "Where will you go?" 

"I have a house. Someone is helping me." 
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"Good. You were never meant for this work. 
You did it. But you were never meant for it." 

"What is the difference?" 

"Some women do this work because they want 
to. Some because they have to. You always looked 
like someone doing it because she had to. Those 
are the ones who should leave when they can." 

Anju left Rose Lodge. She took her children to 
Bhabhi's house, small, clean, empty, theirs. 

For the first time in thirteen years, she had a 
door she could lock from the inside. 

* * * 

She thinks about the valley. 

She has not been back in thirteen years. Her 
mother is dead; diabetes and heart failure took her 
eight years ago. Her father is buried there. The 
house was sold. Kamla still lives in Rampur with 
Bhabhi. They do not speak. 

But the valley exists in her mind with the 
clarity of something preserved in amber. The 
Sutlej. The colony. The flat rocks. The boulder 
where she crouched at six and learned that some 
things you see, you carry alone. 
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She thinks: I learned everything too early. I 
learned that the world had a surface and an 
underneath, and I learned it before anyone taught 
me how to navigate between them. I learned that 
adults lie, that they preach one thing and practice 
another, that the rules apply unequally, and that 
women pay for everything. 

I learned this at six. At eight. At fifteen. At 
eighteen. 

And then I spent the next twenty-seven years 
proving those lessons correct. 

She thinks: Was I failed by the world, or did I 
fail to transcend what the world taught me? 

She does not know. Both feel true. 

* * * 

She thinks about Girish. 

He has been dead. She felt nothing when she 
learned this. No satisfaction. No grief. Nothing. 

But now, by the river, she lets herself think 
about him clearly. 

He was educated. Married to her sister. He 
knew exactly what he was doing when he brought 
her mangoes, when he asked her to walk to the 
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gate, when he said her name in the shadow of the 
colony wall. 

She was eighteen. She knew she was eighteen. 
But understanding what eighteen means, how 
young that is, how unformed, how vulnerable, has 
taken her twenty-seven years. 

Girish exploited her ignorance. Her isolation. 
She lacks a framework for understanding desire, 
intention, or danger. He read the terrain and 
moved through it with the confidence of someone 
who knew he would face no consequences. 

And he was right. He faced none. 

She thinks: I have spent decades wondering if 
I seduced him. If I led him on. If my going to the 
gate meant I wanted what followed. 

She thinks: I was eighteen and he was thirty-
three and he was my sister's husband. That is all 
that needs to be said. 

But she knows that saying it and believing it 
are different. 

She is still working on believing. 

*** 

She thinks about Ajay. 
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He was twenty-three when they married. He 
seemed honest. He seemed different. He promised 
her safety and then destroyed it. 

Was he evil? She does not think so. He was 
weak. He was selfish. He wanted to be good 
without doing the work of being good. He wanted 
the appearance of integrity without its substance. 

Like the valley. Like her mother's committee. 
Like all the people who maintained the surface 
while the underneath did exactly as it pleased. 

She thinks: I married him because I wanted to 
believe that someone could be different. That the 
pattern could break. That a man could say "I am 
not everyone" and mean it. 

She thinks: I was wrong about him. But I was 
not wrong to hope. 

The hope was human. The disappointment 
was inevitable. But the hoping — that was not her 
failure. 

* * * 

She thinks about Satyajeet. 

This one is harder. Because she went to him 
with her eyes open. She knew he was married. She 
knew what he was offering. She said yes anyway. 
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Was that her fault? 

She was twenty-four. Divorced. Living in her 
parents' house with two children and no future. He 
offered care. Attention. Money. The specific relief 
of being wanted. 

She thinks: I was surviving. He was an 
instrument of survival. I did not love him. I used 
him as much as he used me. 

But then he tricked her. The fake marriage 
papers. The promise that turned into betrayal. 

She thinks: I should have known. I should 
have seen it coming. I had watched this pattern my 
entire life. 

She thinks: But I was desperate. And 
desperate people make desperate choices. 

She thinks: He still tricked me. That is not my 
fault. That is his. 

She is slowly learning to separate what she did 
from what was done to her. 

* * * 

She thinks about Rose Lodge. 

This is the hardest one. The one she has not 
told her children. The one Meena suspects but has 
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never asked about directly. The one Rohan might 
know but has chosen not to discuss. The one 
Sanjay is too young to understand. 

She worked there for three years. She did what 
she did because her son needed medicine, because 
her children needed food, because survival 
required it. 

Was that her fault? 

She thinks: The world gave me a choice 
between letting my child die and selling my body. 
That is not a choice. That is extortion. 

She thinks: I did what I had to do. 

She thinks: I am not ashamed. 

This last thought surprises her. She examines 
it carefully. 

I am not ashamed. 

She worked. She survived. She kept her 
children alive. She did not enjoy it. She did not 
choose it freely. But she did it, and it worked, and 
she is still here. 

The world wanted her to be ashamed. The 
valley taught her that women who operate in the 
underneath deserve shame, deserve punishment, 
deserve exile. 
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But she is forty-five years old, and she is tired 
of carrying shame for choices that were not really 
choices. 

She thinks: I refuse. 

She comes home from the river as the sun is 
setting. 

Sanjay is at cricket practice. The house is quiet. 
She makes tea, sits at the small table, and thinks 
about what to tell her children when they ask. 

Because they will ask. Meena already has, 
obliquely. "Amma, you have never told me the 
whole story." Rohan has said, carefully: "I know 
some of it. But not all of it. One day, when you are 
ready, I would like to know." 

And Sanjay, Sanjay is sixteen. The age when 
boys start to understand that their mothers had 
lives before them, lives that were complicated, 
lives that had pain. 

What will she tell them? 

She thinks about this carefully. Because she 
will not lie. She has spent enough of her life 
performing and pretending. Her children deserve 
the truth. 

But the truth has layers. And some layers are 
hers to keep. 

* * *  
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Chapter Ten: What the River Knows 

Anju is forty-five years old when she sits down 
by the river. 

Not the Sutlej. That river is three hundred 
kilometres north, still moving through the Kalpa 
Valley, still carrying the mountains downstream 
particle by particle. This is a smaller river on the 
edge of the city where she has lived for six years 
since leaving Rose Lodge. It runs brown and quiet, 
lined with trash, industrial runoff, and the 
accumulated debris of too many people living too 
close to water. 

But rivers are rivers. They carry what they 
carry. They remember. 

She comes here when she needs to think. 
When the house feels too small or too loud, or 
when she needs distance from her own life to see 
its shape clearly. 

Today, she needs all of that. 

Meena is twenty-four. She married a software 
engineer in Chandigarh last month. The wedding 
was small. Meena had insisted on a small wedding, 
saying she did not want spectacle, did not want 
borrowed money, and did not want her mother to 
go into debt for a single day. The young man, 
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Karan, knew Meena's history. Knew her mother's 
history. Married her anyway. 

Anju had wept at the ceremony. Not from joy 
exactly. From relief. From the understanding that 
her daughter had escaped the patterns. Had found 
a good man. Had a chance at the life Anju had 
wanted at nineteen and never gotten. 

Rohan is twenty-one. He is studying 
engineering in Pune, three hundred kilometres 
south. He calls every Sunday. The calls are brief, 
careful, and kind. He sends money when he can. 
He is building a life that has nothing to do with the 
valley, the boarding house, or any of the choices his 
mother made. She is grateful for this. 

Sanjay is eighteen. He still lives with her in 
Bhabhi's house, goes to the municipal school, gets 
average grades, and plays cricket with boys from 
the neighbourhood. He knows who his father is, 
Anju told him when he was twelve, when he asked 
directly, and she could no longer deflect. He knows 
Satyajeet lives in Hamirpur, is married to Rekha, 
and is the father of two legitimate children who 
bear his name. 

Sanjay has never expressed interest in meeting 
him. 

Anju sits by the river and counts what she has: 
Three children, all alive, all fed, all in school or 
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married or employed. A house, small but hers to 
live in as long as Bhabhi permits. Work: she still 
sews, now for a tailor's shop that pays her decently 
and asks no questions about her past. 

She has survived. 

The question she is asking herself, at forty-
five, by this river, is: what did survival cost? And 
was the cost hers to pay, or was it extracted from 
her by a world that gave her only impossible 
choices? 

She does not know the answer. She is here to 
find it. 

*** 

A week later, Meena comes to visit. 

She brings sweets from Chandigarh. She sits 
with her mother and asks the question she has 
been circling for years. 

"Amma. What happened to you? Really 
happened. Not the version you tell people. The real 
version." 

Anju looks at her daughter. Twenty-four years 
old. Married. Safe. Already carrying the careful 
posture of a woman who has learned what the 
world costs. 
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"What do you already know?" Anju asks. 

"I know you were married to my father for 
three years. I know he hurt you. I know you left. I 
know there was someone else after. I know 
Sanjay's father was married. I know we lived in a 
boarding house in the city for three years before 
Bhabhi helped us." 

"What do you suspect about the boarding 
house?" 

Meena is quiet for a moment. "I suspect it was 
not really a boarding house." 

"No. It was not." 

"And you worked there." 

"Yes." 

Meena nods slowly. "For how long?" 

"Three years. From the time I was twenty-
eight until thirty-one. From the time you were 
eight until you were eleven." 

"Did you—" Meena stops. 

"Yes. I did what you think I did. For money. To 
keep us alive. To keep you in school. To keep 
Rohan fed and Sanjay healthy." 
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Meena's eyes fill. Not with disgust. With 
something else. Something that looks like grief. 

"I am so sorry, Amma." 

"Why are you sorry?" 

"For what you had to do. For what the world 
made you do." 

Anju looks at her daughter and feels 
something inside her chest crack open. 

"Listen to me carefully. I am going to tell you 
what I have learned. It has taken me forty-five 
years to learn it. I am telling you now so it takes 
you less time." 

Meena nods. 

"The world gave me impossible choices. At 
every turn. It taught me one set of rules, while 
another operated it. It punished me for doing what 
men did without punishment. It extracted every 
possible cost from me and then asked me to be 
ashamed of the extraction." 

"Yes." 

"I made mistakes. Real mistakes. I trusted the 
wrong people. I believed promises that should not 
have been believed. I let desperation make choices 
that I would not have made with a clear head." 
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"Yes." 

"But I survived. And you are here. And Rohan 
is in Pune. And Sanjay is playing cricket. We are all 
alive. We are all fed. We are all educated or 
employed. That is what my choices produced. Not 
shame. Survival." 

Meena reaches across the table and takes her 
mother's hand. 

"Do you regret it?" she asks. 

"Which part?" 

"Any of it." 

Anju thinks. "I regret trusting your father. I 
regret believing Satyajeet. I regret that I was not 
given better choices. But I do not regret surviving. 
And I do not regret you." 

They sit together for a long time. 

Finally, Meena says, "Thank you for telling 
me." 

"What will you tell your children? When you 
have them." 

Meena considers this. "I will tell them that 
their grandmother was brave. That she survived 
impossible things. That she made choices that kept 



113 | 

her children alive. And that she refused to be 
ashamed of survival." 

Anju nods. "That is a good story." 

"It is the true story." 

"Yes. It is." 

Three months after the conversation with 
Meena, Anju receives a letter. 

It is from Bhabhi. 

The letter is brief. Bhabhi is dying. Cancer. She 
has perhaps three months. She would like to see 
Anju, if Anju is willing to come to Rampur. 

Anju takes the bus the following week. 

Rampur has not changed. The same narrow 
streets. The same market where Girish bought 
mangoes twenty-seven years ago. The same air of 
a place that exists just outside the flow of time. 

Bhabhi's house is small but well-maintained. 
Kamla opens the door. 

They look at each other. Sisters who have not 
spoken in sixteen years. 

Kamla is fifty-one now. Her hair is greying. 
Her face carries the particular exhaustion of 
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widowhood, single motherhood, and a life that did 
not turn out as planned. 

"She is in the back room," Kamla says. "She 
sleeps most of the day now." 

"How long does she have?" 

"Weeks. Maybe a month." 

Anju nods. Kamla does not move aside. 

"I told her about Girish," Kamla says. "Years 
ago. After he died. I told her what he did to you. I 
have never told anyone else." 

"Thank you." 

"I should have stopped it. I should have said 
something. When I found you with Deepak. When 
they held the family meeting. I should have said, "I 
did worse." I am worse. But I said nothing." 

"You were protecting yourself." 

"I was a coward." 

Anju looks at her sister. "Yes. You were. But I 
understand why." 

Kamla nods. Steps aside. "She is waiting for 
you." 

* * * 
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Bhabhi is in bed. Small. Thin. The cancer has 
taken most of her. 

She opens her eyes when Anju enters. "You 
came." 

"You asked." 

"I wanted to see you before I die. To know that 
you are well." 

"I am well." 

"Your children?" 

"All well. Meena is married. Rohan is at 
university. Sanjay is in school." 

"Good." Bhabhi closes her eyes. "I am glad I 
could help. It was small. But it was something." 

"It was everything." 

Bhabhi opens her eyes again. "I have a 
confession. I did not help you out of guilt alone. I 
helped you because I saw myself in you. I married 
at sixteen. I did not choose. I did not know what I 
was choosing. I spent sixty years doing what I was 
told, being who I was supposed to be, maintaining 
the surface. And then my son died, and I thought: 
what was it for? All that obedience. All that silence. 
What did it produce?" 

"What did it produce?" 
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"A life lived according to other people's rules. 
A life without risk or rebellion or mistake. A very 
safe life. A very small life. And at the end of it, an 
old woman dying in a bed, wondering if she ever 
actually made a single choice that was hers." 

Anju sits beside the bed. Takes Bhabhi's hand. 

"You made a choice," Anju says. "You chose to 
help me. That was yours." 

Bhabhi smiles. "Yes. That was mine." 

She dies two weeks later. Anju attends the 
funeral. Kamla nods at her across the ceremony. 
They do not speak. Perhaps they will, one day. 
Perhaps they will not. 

It does not matter. The acknowledgement is 
enough. 

Anju is forty-six when she takes Sanjay to the 
valley. 

He has asked to see it. Asked to see where his 
mother grew up. Asked to see the place his 
grandmother came from. 

She has resisted for years. But he is nineteen 
now. Almost a man. Old enough to hear the full 
story. Old enough to understand what it means. 
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They take the bus. Eight hours. The road 
climbs and climbs. The mountains appear. 

The Kalpa Valley is the same and completely 
different. The dam still stands. The reservoir has 
matured into something that looks permanent 
rather than imposed. The colony exists, but it is 
older now, shabbier, less important. The families 
who lived there have moved on. 

She takes Sanjay to the river. To the flat rocks. 
They are submerged now; the reservoir drowned 
them years ago, but the boulder is still there, 
higher up the bank. 

She sits on the boulder. Sanjay sits beside her. 

"This is where I learned everything," she says. 

"What did you learn?" 

"That the world has a surface and an 
underneath. That adults lie. That the rules apply 
unequally. That women pay for everything." 

"Did those lessons help you?" 

She thinks about this. "No. They prepared me 
to expect the worst. But they did not teach me how 
to avoid it. Or how to survive it. I had to learn that 
on my own." 

"How do you survive it?" 
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She looks at her son. Fatherless. Illegitimate. 
Growing up in a house his grandmother did not 
own, with a mother who had a scandalous past. 

"You refuse to be ashamed of surviving. You 
separate what you did from what was done to you. 
You understand that impossible choices are not 
really choices. And you raise your children to know 
better than the world that raised you." 

Sanjay nods. "Are you ashamed?" 

"I was. For a long time. But not anymore." 

"Good." 

They sit by the river. It moves past them 
without comment. Carrying everything. 
Remembering everything. Judging nothing. 

Anju thinks: I have carried this for forty years. 
The valley. The lessons. The shame. The weight of 
every wrong choice and every impossible situation 
and every man who failed me and every system 
that extracted its cost. 

She thinks: I can put it down now. 

She does not put it down. It is part of her. It is 
her history. 

But she stops carrying it like a burden and 
starts carrying it like knowledge. 
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This is what forty-six years teach you: that you 
cannot undo the past, but you can change what it 
means. That survival is not shameful. That the 
patterns can break, even if it takes forty years to 
break them. 

That rivers carry everything and judge 
nothing. 

She stands. Sanjay stands beside her. 

"Ready to go?" she asks. 

"Yes." 

They walk back to the bus stand together. 
Mother and son. Survivors both. 

Behind them, the Sutlej continues. It will 
continue long after they are gone. It knows 
everything. It carries everything. It remembers. 

And it does not judge. 
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Chapter Eleven: Parihar Memorial  
                                  Hospital: 2024  

The hospital was four stories of pale-yellow 
concrete on the edge of the civil lines, with a 
garden that someone tended carefully, roses along 
the front wall, jasmine climbing the gate pillars, 
and a small fountain in the courtyard that ran in 
the mornings and was switched off at noon to save 
the pump. 

Anju noticed the garden before she noticed 
anything else. A hospital that kept jasmine meant 
someone cared about more than efficiency. 

She had come for the cleaning staff position 
advertised on a board outside. Ward assistant, the 
board said. Duties include cleaning, linen 
management, and patient support. She was thirty-
one years old, three months out of Rose Lodge, 
living in Bhabhi's small house with three children 
and savings that would last perhaps four months. 

The administrator who interviewed her was a 
brisk woman named Mrs Chopra who asked 
standard questions and wrote standard answers in 
a standard form. At the end, she said, "We will 
check your references." 
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Anju had no references. She said she had been 
caring for her mother, recently deceased. This was 
partly true. 

Mrs Chopra looked at her for a moment. "The 
owner conducts a final interview for all staff. Dr. 
Parihar. He is particular about who works here." 

"I understand." 

"He sees everyone. From the consultants to 
the cleaning staff. He says a hospital is only as good 
as the person who mops the floor." She paused. 
"Most owners are not like this." 

"No," Anju agreed. "They are not." 

* * * 

Dr Ansh Parihar was fifty-six years old. 

He was not what she expected. She had 
expected, from the garden, from Mrs Chopra's 
tone, from the hospital's clean, careful 
atmosphere, someone formal. Someone who 
conducted interviews like inspections. 

He was sitting behind a desk covered in 
papers, two stacked medical journals, and a half-
eaten apple on a saucer, and he was reading 
something when she entered, and he looked up 
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and said, without ceremony: "Sit, please. I'll be one 
minute." 

She sat. He finished reading. Set the paper 
down. 

He was lean, slightly grey at the temples, with 
the particular exhaustion of a man who has worked 
hard his entire life and considers rest a problem to 
be solved later. His hands, folded on the desk, were 
a doctor's hands, careful, deliberate. 

His eyes, when they met hers, were the most 
direct she had encountered in a man of his 
position. Not assessing in the way men usually 
assessed her. Simply present. Looking at her the 
way someone looks at another person they intend 
to actually see. 

It was disconcerting. 

"Mrs Anju Sharma," he said. "Three children. 
Recently relocated to the city. Looking for stable 
work." 

"Yes." 

"Mrs Chopra says your references are limited." 

"I was caring for my mother. Before that, I was 
managing a household. I have no formal 
employment history." 
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He nodded. Did not press. "Why a hospital?" 

She had prepared an answer. She did not use 
it. "Because hospitals need people who understand 
what it means to be in pain. And I understand 
that." 

He was quiet for a moment. "Yes. That is the 
correct answer." He made a note. "The work is 
hard. Early hours. Physical. The pay is modest but 
regular. We have a staff health scheme. Your 
children can use the outpatient clinic at no 
charge." 

She had not known this. It changed the 
calculation entirely. 

"I am offering you the position," he said. "Not 
because your references are strong. Because your 
answer was honest. I can train a skill. I cannot 
train honesty." 

He stood and extended his hand across the 
desk. 

She shook it. A man of his standing shaking a 
cleaning woman's hand. She noted this carefully 
and filed it away. 

"Monday," he said. "Seven a.m. Mrs Chopra 
will give you the uniform." 

She thanked him and left. 
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In the corridor, she stopped for a moment. Her 
hands were steady. Her breathing was steady. But 
something had shifted, the particular shift that 
happens when you encounter something you did 
not know was possible. 

A man who shook her hand. Who did not 
assess her body? Who hired her for an honest 
answer? 

She walked to the gate. The jasmine was 
blooming. She did not let herself feel too much 
about any of it. 

She had learned: hope was expensive. 

She would simply work. 

She learned the hospital the way she had 
learned the valley: by watching. 

The wards. The rhythms. Which nurses were 
kind to patients and which were efficient but cold? 
Which doctors acknowledged the cleaning staff 
and which looked through them. Which family 
members stayed through the night, and which 
disappeared after visiting hours? 

She learned about Dr Parihar by watching too. 

He arrived at seven every morning. Not 
because anyone required it. Because he considered 
it his hospital, his patients, and his responsibility. 
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He walked every ward before seeing his first 
appointment. Not inspecting, moving through the 
space the way a man moves through something he 
genuinely cares about. 

He knew the names of the cleaning staff. All of 
them. He stopped to ask about Ramu's daughter's 
exam results. About whether Geeta's knee was 
better. About whether the new ward assistant, 
Anju, was settling in. 

He asked these questions seriously. He waited 
for the actual answer. 

She watched other staff respond to him. The 
nurses straightened slightly when he appeared, 
not from fear but from a kind of respect. The junior 
doctors spoke to him carefully, as people speak 
when they know the person listening will actually 
hear them. 

His wife occasionally came to the hospital. 

Mrs Sunita Parihar was fifty, well-dressed, and 
moved through the building with the ownership of 
someone who considered it primarily an 
investment. She spoke to Dr Parihar in the 
corridor once while Anju was mopping the floor 
nearby, speaking without lowering her voice, as 
though the cleaning woman were part of the 
furniture. 
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"The Sharma wedding is on the fourteenth. 
You will come." 

"I have surgeries on the fourteenth." 

"Reschedule them." 

"I cannot reschedule surgeries." 

"You own the hospital. You can do what you 
like." 

"I own the hospital. Which means my patients' 
welfare is my responsibility." 

Mrs Parihar looked at him with an expression 
Anju recognised immediately. It was the 
expression of someone who has decided that 
another person's values are an inconvenience 
rather than a virtue. She had seen it on Ajay's face. 
On Satyajeet's face. On every face that encountered 
a person who would not be managed. 

Mrs Parihar left without another word. 

Dr Parihar stood for a moment in the corridor. 
Anju kept mopping. 

"I am sorry you heard that," he said. 

She looked up. He was addressing her directly. 

"It is not my business," she said. 
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"No. But I am sorry nonetheless." He paused. 
"How is your son? Sanjay? Mrs Chopra mentioned 
he had a chest infection." 

She was startled. That he knew. That he 
remembered. "He is better. The clinic doctor was 
very helpful." 

"Good." He nodded and moved on. 

She watched him go. 

She thought: He apologised to me. A cleaning 
woman. For his wife's behaviour in his own 
hospital. 

She thought: I have met two men in my life 
who treated women as human beings. One was 
Ajay, who turned out to be performing it. This one 
feels different. 

She corrected herself immediately. She did not 
know him. She had observed him for three 
months. Observation was not knowledge. 

She kept mopping. 

* * * 

Over three years, she learned more. 

He had studied medicine in Delhi, then 
London. Had returned to build the hospital in his 
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home city when his father died, inheriting both the 
property and the responsibility. He had a 
daughter, Priya, who had married a software 
engineer and lived in London, calling fortnightly, 
visiting at Diwali when flights permitted. 

The marriage was, by any observable measure, 
a performance. Dr Parihar and Mrs Parihar 
attended events together, maintained the 
household together, and presented the surface that 
their social position required. They did not eat 
together when alone. They did not sit in the same 
room voluntarily. They had not, as far as Anju 
could observe in the hospital environment, any 
warmth between them whatsoever. 

Mrs Parihar treated the hospital staff with the 
indifferent authority of someone who considers 
employees a slightly better grade of furniture. 

She treated her husband the same way. 

Anju watched this and understood it with the 
particular clarity of someone who has studied the 
gap between surface and underneath her entire 
life. Mrs Parihar had married a good man and 
spent thirty years resenting him for his goodness. 
His integrity was not an asset to her. It was a 
limitation. A man with principles could not be fully 
controlled. And control, Anju understood, was 
what Mrs Parihar had always wanted. 
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She understood this because she had grown up 
in a valley full of such arrangements. 

She kept it to herself. 

She kept everything to herself. She was good at 
that. 

* * * 

In the third year, Mrs Parihar began to watch 
her. 

Not obviously. Not in any way that could be 
named or reported. But Anju felt it, the quality of 
attention that is different from being looked at. 
She had felt it at the river at six, from Suresh. She 
had felt it from Girish at eighteen. She recognised 
it. 

Mrs Parihar was watching her husband's 
interactions with the staff. Specifically, Anju 
understood after a month of observation, with the 
female staff. Specifically with Anju herself. 

But there was nothing to watch. Dr Parihar 
spoke to Anju the way he spoke to everyone: 
directly, with attention, with the basic courtesy of 
a man who considers it non-negotiable. He did not 
single her out. He did not seek her out. He simply 
did not look at her the way powerful men looked at 
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cleaning women, and apparently, this was 
suspicious enough. 

One Tuesday in November, Mrs Parihar came 
to the hospital and spoke to Mrs Chopra for thirty 
minutes in the administrator's office with the door 
closed. 

The following morning, Mrs Chopra called 
Anju in. 

"I have to let you go," Mrs Chopra said. She did 
not meet Anju's eyes. "The position is being 
restructured. We are contracting cleaning services 
to an outside agency." 

"This is not true," Anju said. 

Mrs Chopra said nothing. 

"Mrs Parihar spoke to you yesterday." 

Still nothing. 

"I have done nothing wrong." 

"I know." Mrs Chopra's voice was quiet. "I am 
sorry. It is not in my hands." 

Anju collected her things. She did not cry. She 
had cried enough in her life to know it changed 
nothing. 

At the gate, the jasmine was still blooming. 

She did not look back.  
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Chapter Twelve: What Three Years 
Without Work Does 

She found another job. Then lost it. Then 
found another. 

This is the arithmetic of a woman with no 
formal qualifications, three children, and a history 
that surfaces in unexpected ways. A reference 
check that goes wrong. An employer who knows 
someone who knows someone. A neighbourhood 
whose gossip travels faster than her reputation for 
honesty and hard work. 

By 2008, she was working two jobs 
simultaneously, cleaning for a private school in the 
mornings and cooking for a family in the evenings, 
and still falling short. Bhabhi's house remained 
available, but Bhabhi's family, after Bhabhi's 
death, were less certain about the arrangement. 
Anju paid minimal rent. They accepted it but 
communicated, through a dozen small signals, 
that the situation was provisional. 

Now Meena, married in Chandigarh, sent 
money when she could. Rohan, in Pune, sent 
money when he could. It was not enough. It was 
never enough. 
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 She worked two jobs and sometimes a third, 
stitching clothes on weekends for neighbours, 
sleeping five hours a night, eating one proper meal 
a day so the children could eat two. 

In January, the school reduced its cleaning 
staff. She lost her morning job. 

The family she cooked for in the evenings were 
kind but had their own difficulties. By March, they 
told her they could no longer afford household 
help. 

Now she was fifty years old with no income, 
three hundred rupees in a tin box, a house she did 
not own, and children who were doing their best 
from a distance. 

She ate less. 

Then she ate almost nothing. 

Then one morning, she could not get out of 
bed. 

* * * 

Sanjay found her. 

He came home for lunch, and he found his 
mother on the floor beside the bed, not 
unconscious, but too weak to stand. He picked her 
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up. Made her eat. Made her drink water. Sat beside 
her with his schoolbag still on his shoulder and his 
face carrying an expression no seventeen-year-old 
should carry. 

"Amma. How long?" 

"A few days. I am fine." 

"You are not fine. How long have you not been 
eating properly?" 

She did not answer. 

"I am calling Meena Didi." 

"Do not disturb her. She has her own—" 

"I am calling Meena Didi." 

He called. Meena called Rohan. Within 
twenty-four hours, both had sent what they could, 
not enough to solve anything, but enough to buy 
groceries, enough to restore some colour to their 
mother's face. 

But Anju knew: this was not sustainable. She 
had survived worse, but surviving worse requires 
strength, and strength requires food, and food 
requires money, and money requires work that no 
one was offering a fifty-year-old woman with no 
qualifications and a complicated history. 
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She lay in bed that night, thinking about Rose 
Lodge. About the calculation she had made at 
twenty-eight. About whether she would make it 
again. 

She found she could not. 

Not from pride, she had no pride left in that 
sense. But from the simple understanding that she 
was fifty-seven, and her body had survived 
enough, and there were lines she would not cross 
again. 

She did not know what she would do instead. 

She got up. Made tea with the last of the milk. 
Sat by the window. 

She thought: I have survived the valley. I have 
survived Ajay and Satyajeet and Rose Lodge and 
my father's death and my brothers' rejection and 
Bhabhi's death. I have survived everything. 

She thought: I am very tired. 

She thought: But I am still here. 

* * * 

She went to the civil lines the following 
morning. 
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She did not plan it. She was walking, just 
walking, because movement helped, because 
sitting in the small house watching her savings 
disappear was worse than moving through the 
world, and she found herself on the road that ran 
past the civil lines, and there was the pale-yellow 
building with the roses along the front wall and the 
jasmine on the gate pillars. 

The fountain in the courtyard was running. 

She stood at the gate for a long time. 

Then she went in. 

She asked the receptionist if she could see Dr 
Parihar. The receptionist, new, not someone she 
recognised, asked if she had an appointment. She 
said no. She said she was a former employee. She 
said it would only take a moment. 

She waited forty minutes on a bench in the 
reception area. She watched patients come and go. 
She watched nurses move with the particular 
efficiency of a well-run ward. The hospital still 
smelled the same, antiseptic and jasmine from the 
courtyard, the combination that had meant safety 
to her for three years. 

Dr Parihar came out himself. 
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He was fifty-nine now. Slightly greyer. The 
same careful eyes. He stopped when he saw her. 

"Anju." 

She stood. "I apologise for coming without an 
appointment. I will not take much of your time." 

He looked at her face, the thinness, the 
tiredness, the particular look of someone who has 
been managing on inadequate food, and said, 
"Come to my office." 

"I only need—" 

"Come to my office, please." 

She went. 

He closed the door. Did not sit behind the 
desk. Sat instead in one of the two chairs meant for 
patients, gestured to the other. They sat facing 
each other. No desk between them. 

"Tell me,” he said. 

She told him. Not everything. In recent years, 
the jobs, the losses, Sanjay's schooling, and the 
three hundred rupees in the tin box. She was 
factual. She did not perform distress. She simply 
reported her situation the way she had learned to 
report difficult things: clearly, without 
elaboration, without asking for anything specific. 
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When she finished, he was quiet for a moment. 

"I owe you an apology," he said. "I should have 
given you one three years ago." 

"You do not—" 

"My wife had you dismissed. You had done 
nothing wrong. I knew this. I did not fight it the 
way I should have. I told myself I had no evidence, 
that I could not act on suspicion, that these things 
were complicated." He paused. "These were all 
true. They were also all convenient." 

"It is in the past." 

"It has consequences in the present. You are 
sitting in this chair." He looked at his hands. "I am 
a man who prides himself on doing right by people. 
I failed you. I have thought about it many times." 

She looked at him. This was not a 
performance. She had watched enough 
performances in her life to recognise the real thing. 

"What are you offering?" she asked. Direct. 
She was too tired for anything except directness. 

"Work. I need a coordinator for outpatient 
scheduling, someone who understands patients 
and can manage the administrative side of 
appointments. It requires organisation and 
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discretion. Not formal qualifications." He looked 
at her steadily. "You have both." 

"Your wife—" 

"My wife does not run this hospital. I do." A 
pause. "She will not like it. But she will not be able 
to act on it without evidence, and I intend to 
ensure there is none." 

"You mean you will be careful." 

"I mean, I will give her nothing to use. The job 
is legitimate. The work is real. Your position will 
be documented properly." He paused. "But yes. 
We will both need to be careful." 

She understood the geography of this. She had 
been navigating between the surface and 
underneath her entire life. 

"The pay?" 

He named a figure. Three times what she had 
made cleaning. 

She nodded. "When do I start?" 

"Monday." 

She stood. He stood. 

"Thank you," she said. 
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"Thank me by doing the work well. You will." 
He paused. "How are you eating?" 

The question was so direct, so completely 
without social pretence, that she almost laughed. 
"Poorly." 

"Mrs Chopra will arrange an advance on 
salary. Today. Before you leave." 

"That is not necessary—" 

"It is necessary. You cannot work properly if 
you are not eating properly. This is basic 
physiology." He said it without condescension. As 
a simple fact. "I will tell her." 

She left his office with a month's salary 
advance in an envelope and started on Monday. 

* * * 

The work suited her. She was good at 
managing competing demands, at reading people's 
distress, at making administrative systems bend 
toward human need without breaking. Patients 
who were frightened or confused found in her a 
woman who had seen enough of hospitals and 
suffering to speak their language. 

Dr Parihar noticed. 
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"’ The appointment no-show’ rate has 
dropped," he told her, six weeks in. "Mrs Chopra 
says you call patients the day before. That you 
explain things in language they understand." 

"They are frightened," she said. "Frightened 
people forget appointments." 

"Yes." He looked at her with the attention she 
had learned to recognise, not assessment, not 
desire, simply genuine seeing. "You understand 
people." 

"I have had good teachers." 

"Your life." 

"Yes." 

He nodded. Said nothing more. Moved on. 

She watched him move through the hospital 
and understood, slowly and carefully, that she was 
in the presence of something she had encountered 
only once before, Ajay's brief performance of it, but 
never seen sustained over years by an actual 
person. 

A man who was simply, consistently, without 
effort or performance, good. 

Not perfect. He had failed her once, by not 
fighting his wife's dismissal. He acknowledged 
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this. He had fixed it. He had not required her 
gratitude. 

Not saintly. He was tired sometimes, 
impatient occasionally, weighted down by thirty 
years of a marriage that offered him nothing. 

But good. In the way that the best people are 
good, not because they have never failed, but 
because when they fail, they see it clearly and try 
to repair it. 

She was very careful with this understanding. 
She put it away in the part of her mind reserved for 
things that must not be examined too closely, or 
they become something else. 

She simply worked. And he simply worked. 
And the hospital ran well between them. 
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Chapter Thirteen: What Grows in  
                                      Careful Soil 

It grew slowly. That is the only honest word for 
it. 

Not like Ajay's market smile, which had 
rearranged the air in three seconds. Not like 
Satyajeet's calculated warmth, which had offered 
exactly what she needed when she needed it most. 
This grew the way things grow in careful soil, 
imperceptibly, without announcement, in the 
space between two people who are both too wise 
and too wounded to rush anything. 

It began with conversations that went slightly 
longer than necessary. 

He would pass the outpatient desk at the end 
of his morning rounds and stop. Five minutes. 
Sometimes ten. He would ask about a patient she 
had spoken to that morning, not for clinical 
information, but to understand. "Mrs Sharma with 
the hip replacement. How did she seem to you? I 
find her difficult to read." 

Anju spoke to Mrs Sharma for 15 minutes 
while scheduling her follow-up. "She is frightened 
of being a burden to her son. Everything she says 
is filtered through that fear. If you tell her 
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something directly, she hears it through that 
filter." 

He was quiet for a moment. "That is useful. 
Thank you." 

He changed how he spoke to Mrs Sharma. The 
woman's compliance with her physiotherapy 
improved immediately. 

These conversations became part of the 
hospital's rhythm. Staff noticed but said nothing. 
He spoke to many people. He was that kind of 
doctor. 

* * * 

One evening in October, she stayed late to 
clear a backlog of referral letters. He was also 
working late, a paper he was writing for a medical 
journal spread across his desk in the organised 
chaos she had come to recognise as his thinking 
mode. 

At eight o'clock, he appeared at the outpatient 
office door. "Have you eaten?" 

"I will eat when I get home." 

"That will be after nine. Come." Not a 
suggestion. 
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They ate in his office, food from the hospital 
canteen, simple dal and roti, eaten at his paper-
covered desk because there was nowhere else to 
sit. He moved a stack of journals to clear a corner 
for her plate. 

They talked about the hospital. About a new 
ultrasound machine, he was considering. About a 
junior doctor who was talented but lacked 
confidence. About the difficulty of hiring good 
nursing staff in a mid-sized city, when the big 
hospitals in Delhi and Mumbai recruited 
aggressively. 

They talked for two hours. 

When she left, walking to the gate in the night 
air, she understood that something had shifted. 
Not dramatically. But shifted. 

She was careful. She was always careful. But 
she let herself notice it. 

* * * 

In December, his wife left for Shimla for three 
weeks to visit her sister. 

He did not change his behaviour. This she 
noted and valued. He was the same, the same 
conversations, the same professional courtesy, the 
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same occasional evening meal when they were 
both working late. 

But one evening, during the second week, he 
said something that was not about the hospital. 

"Do you ever regret the life you have had?" 

She looked at him. "Which part?" 

"Any of it. The choices you made. The ones 
made for you." 

She thought about this. "I regret that I was not 
given better tools. I regret trusting people who did 
not deserve it. I do not regret surviving." 

"No." 

"Do you?" she asked. She had never asked him 
anything personal. It came out before she could 
stop it. 

He was quiet for a moment. "I regret that I 
spent thirty years being honourable in a marriage 
that did not require or reward it. I regret that I 
convinced myself it was virtue when it was partly 
cowardice." He paused. "It is easier to stay than to 
admit you made a mistake at twenty-six that you 
must now live with at fifty-nine." 

"You were not wrong to stay. You had a 
daughter. You had principles." 
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"Yes. But principles can also be a way of 
avoiding the harder thing." 

She did not know what to say. So, she said 
nothing. And the silence between them was not 
empty. 

It was the most honest conversation she had 
had with a man in her life. 

Including the conversations with Ajay, which 
she had believed were honest at the time. 

This was different because nothing was being 
offered. Nothing was being sought. Two people 
simply telling each other the truth about their 
lives. 

She went home and did not sleep well and 
understood, lying in the dark, that she was in 
danger of something she had not expected at fifty-
seven. 

She was in danger of caring. 

It happened the way true things do: not as a 
decision, but as an arrival. 

They had known each other for eight years by 
then. Three years of her first employment, three 
years of absence, and two years of her return. Eight 
years of watching, of careful conversation, of the 
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slow and patient accumulation of knowing another 
person. 

Mrs Parihar had gone to London in December 
to spend three months with Priya and her 
grandchildren. The first grandchild had been born 
in November, a boy, healthy, everything the family 
had hoped. Mrs Parihar had extended her stay. She 
would return in March. 

The hospital in January had its particular 
winter rhythm: fewer elective procedures, more 
respiratory cases, the wards quieter in some ways 
and more intense in others. 

On a Sunday, the hospital was running on 
reduced staff, and the civil lines were quiet in the 
winter morning. He called her. This was unusual. 
He called her about work occasionally, but not on 
Sundays. 

"Are you working today?" 

"No. I am home." 

"Come to the hospital. Not for work. I want to 
show you something." 

She came. 

He took her to the rooftop. She had never been 
to the rooftop. It was unused, a flat concrete space 
with a low parapet, looking out over the civil lines 
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and the city beyond, and, in the far distance, the 
smudge of the hills that were the Himalayas' 
outermost reach. 

He had brought a thermos of tea. Two cups. 

They stood at the parapet and looked at the 
city. 

"I come here sometimes," he said. "When I 
need to think." 

"What do you think about?" 

"What I have done with my life. What is left to 
do?" He poured tea. Handed her a cup. "I thought 
about you, the years you were away. Whether you 
were all right. Whether I had failed you adequately 
enough to deserve to feel guilty, or whether guilt 
was just something I was performing." 

"What did you decide?" 

"That it was real. That I had genuinely failed 
you. And that guilt without repair is self-
indulgence." 

"So, you repaired it." 

"I tried." He looked at her. "Anju. I need to say 
something, and I need to say it plainly, because I 
am sixty-one years old and I am tired of not saying 
plain things." 
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She waited. 

"I care for you. More than is appropriate for 
my position. More than the circumstances permit. 
I am aware of everything this means: your history, 
my marriage, the distance between our lives. I am 
not asking anything of you. I am only telling you 
the truth because I have spent sixty-one years 
doing the correct thing, and I find that I want to do 
the true thing instead." 

She held her cup of tea and looked at the hills. 

"I know," she said. 

"You know." 

"I have known for some time." 

"And?" 

She turned to look at him. Sixty-one years old. 
A good man who had spent thirty years in a 
marriage that treated his goodness as an 
inconvenience. A man who had travelled the world 
and been offered everything and taken nothing, 
because he had principles and he had honoured 
them even when honouring them cost him 
everything. 

She thought about the valley. About every man 
she had encountered. About Girish, who took what 
he wanted and walked away. About Ajay, who 
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promised everything and gave nothing. About 
Satyajeet, who tricked her. About the men at Rose 
Lodge whose faces she did not remember. 

She thought: I know exactly what this man is. 
I have watched him for eight years. He is not 
performing goodness. He is good. 

She thought: I am fifty-seven years old. I have 
earned the right to one true thing. 

"And," she said, "I think we should go inside. 
It is cold." 

* * * 

In the weeks that followed, they moved 
carefully. Carefully, not out of shame, she had 
decided she would not be ashamed, but out of 
respect for the complexity of what they were to 
each other. She was his employee. He was a 
married man. The world had a hundred names for 
this, and none of them was kind. 

They met on Sundays. Not at the hospital. At a 
small temple on the edge of the old city, where they 
sat in the courtyard in the morning light and 
talked. Where the Bhole Shankar murti watched 
over everything with the ancient indifference of a 
god who has seen all of human life and found it 
neither surprising nor condemnable. 
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One Sunday, without planning it, they brought 
flowers. Marigolds and white jasmine. They 
offered them together at the shrine. 

He said, "Whatever this is between us, I want 
it witnessed. Not by the world. By something older 
than the world." 

She said: "Yes." 

They stood before the god and said nothing 
more. Nothing needed to be said. The flowers were 
offered. The incense rose. The Sutlej was three 
hundred kilometres north; the river here was 
quieter, and everything they were to each other 
was witnessed, real, and permanent in the way that 
things witnessed before the divine are permanent. 

The world did not know. The world would not 
have accepted it. 

But it was real. 

* * * 

She has thought carefully, in the years since, 
about what they gave each other. 

He gave her dignity as an end in itself. Not 
dignity in exchange for anything. Not dignity 
contingent on behaviour, history, or social 
position. Simply the recognition that she was a full 
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human being, worthy of complete attention, 
capable of being genuinely known. 

After fifty-seven years, that was extraordinary. 

She gave him the specific relief of being truly 
seen by someone who had no agenda. No position 
to maintain. No performance to sustain. She saw 
him as he was, the exhaustion, the suppressed 
longing, the lifetime of integrity exercised in a 
space that never rewarded it, and she did not 
flinch. Did not require him to be more than he was. 
Did not punish him for thirty years of a marriage 
he had maintained because he believed you 
maintained what you had committed to. 

After 60 years of being managed or ignored, 
that, too, was extraordinary. 

They were not young. They were not foolish. 
They understood completely what they were doing 
and what it would cost. 

They did it anyway. Carefully. Privately. With 
full awareness. 

And in the doing of it, both of them, for the 
first time in lives that had been largely defined by 
the gap between what was offered and what was 
real, felt something uncomplicated. 

Gratitude.  
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Chapter Fourteen: The Doctor’s 
Friend 

His name was Dr Vijay Kapur. Dr Parihar and 
he had been friends for forty years, medical college 
together, residency in the same hospital, 
professional lives that had diverged geographically 
but remained connected through the particular 
loyalty of men who had known each other when 
young. 

He came to the hospital in October for a 
conference. Stayed three days. Noticed things that 
an old friend notices, having the specific advantage 
of knowing someone well enough to see what 
strangers miss. 

He said nothing for two days. 

On the third evening, after dinner, he said: 
"Ansh. Tell me about the woman at the outpatient 
desk." 

"She is my outpatient coordinator. She is 
excellent at her work." 

"I am sure she is." A pause. "Tell me the rest." 

Dr Parihar looked at his oldest friend. He did 
not perform ignorance. "Her name is Anju. I have 
known her for eight years. She is the most genuine 
person I have encountered in my professional life." 
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"And personally?" 

A long pause. "Yes. Personally also." 

Dr Kapur set down his glass. He was not cruel 
about it. But he was direct, in the way of a man who 
loves his friend enough to say difficult things. 

"Ansh. You are sixty-one years old. You are the 
owner of a respected hospital. You are a married 
man. She is your employee. She is, I asked around, 
a woman with a considerable history." 

"Her history is not her fault." 

"That is not the point. The point is what the 
world will make of it. What will it do to you? To the 
hospital. To your daughter. To everything you have 
built." 

"The world's opinion—" 

"Is not abstract. It is patients who go 
elsewhere. It is the staff who lose respect. It is Priya 
who has to answer questions at her son's school in 
London about her father's Indian scandal." He 
leaned forward. "I am not judging you. I am telling 
you what is coming if this continues." 

Dr Parihar said nothing. 

"You have spent sixty years doing right by 
everyone," Dr Kapur said. "By your patients. By 
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your staff. By a wife who has not deserved it. I 
know this. I have watched it. But doing right by 
everyone has a cost, and the cost is this: when you 
finally do something for yourself, it will be the one 
thing the world refuses to forgive." 

"Because of who she is." 

"Because of who she is. Because of who you 
are. Because the distance between you is too great 
for this society to accept, and you know this." 

He knew it. 

He had always known it. 

Dr Kapur left the following morning. At the 
door, he embraced his friend and said, "Whatever 
you decide. I am your friend. That does not 
change." 

Dr Parihar went to his office and sat for a long 
time. 

Then he called Anju. 

* * * 

She came to his office that evening after the 
staff had gone. 

He told her about Dr Kapur's visit. About the 
conversation. He told her plainly, because plain 
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speaking was what they had given each other, and 
he would not stop now. 

She listened without interrupting. 

When he finished, she said, "What do you want 
to do?" 

"I want to continue. I do not care what Vijay 
thinks or what the world thinks." 

"But you do care. You are not built for not 
caring. That is why you are who you are." 

He looked at her. 

"This is why I love you," he said. "You see me 
completely." 

"Yes. And what I see is a man who has spent 
sixty years building something honourable. I will 
not be the reason it is torn down." She was very 
calm. "And I have three children whose lives can 
still be damaged by scandal. Meena's husband's 
family. Rohan's career. Sanjay is still young." 

"So, we end it." 

"We change it." She chose her words carefully. 
"What we have, what we have witnessed before 
God, that does not end. It cannot be ended. It is 
witnessed and real and permanent." She looked at 
him. "But we will be more careful. We will not give 
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the world evidence. What we have will live where 
the world cannot reach it." 

He understood. The underneath. The world 
that operates below the surface. He had spent his 
whole life on the surface, refusing the underneath. 

Now he understood, for the first time, that the 
underneath was not always shame. Sometimes it 
was the only place that love could survive. 

"The underneath," he said. 

She almost smiled. "Yes. I have lived there my 
whole life. I know how to navigate it." 

He reached across the desk and took her hand. 
Held it for a moment. Let go. 

They continued. Carefully. Quietly. In the 
space between what the world saw and what was 
real. 

He had his first heart attack in March. 

Mild, the cardiologist said. A warning. He was 
sixty-two. He had the blood pressure of a man who 
had been suppressing things for thirty years and 
the cholesterol of a man who had eaten hospital 
canteen food for twenty. He needed rest. He 
needed to reduce stress. He needed to make 
changes. 
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He rested for three weeks. Anju managed the 
outpatient department alone. She did not visit him 
at home; that would have been impossible. But she 
called every morning with the department's 
numbers. He answered every morning. 

When he returned, he was slightly slower. 
More deliberate. The cardiologist had told him 
that she learned this not from him but from Mrs 
Chopra, who had learned it from the nursing staff, 
that the stress was killing him. That the 
suppression was literally breaking his heart. 

He did not tell Anju this himself. 

She knew it anyway. 

* * * 

Mrs Parihar returned from London 
permanently in June. The grandchild was now 
seven months and established in his routine, and 
Mrs Parihar’s presence there was no longer 
essential. She returned to the civil lines house with 
photographs of the baby and renewed attention to 
the hospital's finances. 

She also came back with the particular 
alertness of a woman returning to territory she 
suspects has shifted in her absence. 
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Anju watched her move through the hospital 
on her first visit. The sharp eyes. The way they 
rested, briefly, in the outpatient department. On 
Anju. 

Anju met her gaze. Did not look away. 

Mrs Parihar moved on. 

Nothing was said. Nothing was done. But the 
atmosphere changed. Dr Parihar became more 
formal at the hospital, professionally, not coldly, 
but the Sunday temple visits became less frequent. 
The evening meals when working late no longer 
happened. 

He was protecting her. She understood this 
and accepted it. 

They found other ways. A Wednesday morning 
walk before hospital hours, in the park near the old 
bus stand. Brief, purposeful-looking, the kind of 
walk two colleagues might take. An occasional 
phone call in the evenings, always about the 
hospital's work, always containing, beneath the 
professional surface, the conversation that 
sustained them both. 

It was less than before. It was enough. 

She understood, now, what he had understood 
for thirty years: that sometimes the limited version 
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of the thing is what you are given, and the question 
is whether the limited version is worth having. 

For him, it had not been with his wife. There 
was no love there to justify the limitation. 

For her, with him, there was. 

She chose the limited version. She chose it 
with open eyes.  
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Chapter Fifteen: What Remains 

He died on a Tuesday. 

The second heart attack came without 
warning, not the gradual chest tightening of the 
first, but sudden, complete. He was at his desk. 
Mrs Chopra found him. 

The hospital called the city's cardiac unit. He 
was there within twelve minutes. But the doctors 
said twelve minutes was too long. The damage was 
too extensive. He died at four seventeen in the 
afternoon, with his wife in the waiting room and 
his daughter being called in London and his 
hospital staff gathering in the corridors in the 
stunned, disbelieving way that people gather when 
someone who seemed permanent suddenly is not. 

Anju was at the outpatient desk when Mrs 
Chopra came to tell her. 

She said: "Thank you." 

She finished typing the referral letter. She filed 
it. She covered her desk with the end-of-day cover. 

She walked to the courtyard. The fountain was 
running. The jasmine on the gate pillars was in its 
winter lull, the leaves still there but no flowers. 

She stood for a moment. 
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Then she went home. 

* * * 

She did not attend the funeral. She could not, 
not appropriately, not without raising questions 
that would harm his family and his memory. She 
watched from a distance, the way she had watched 
many things from a distance. 

She went to the temple on the Sunday after. 
Sat in the courtyard where they had sat together. 
Brought marigolds and white jasmine. Offered 
them. 

She said: Thank you. I know what you gave me. 
I know what it cost you. I know what it was worth. 

She said nothing more. There was nothing 
more to say that Bhole Shankar did not already 
know. 

* * * 

Three weeks after the funeral, a letter arrived. 

It came through a lawyer, not the hospital's 
lawyer, but a separate firm she did not recognise. 
The envelope was addressed to her by name. 
Inside was a sealed letter and a smaller sealed 
envelope. 
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The lawyer's letter said: Dr Ansh Parihar left 
instructions that this correspondence be delivered 
to you in the event of his death. The enclosed 
envelope contains a personal letter. There are no 
financial instruments. This is correspondence 
only. 

She held the sealed envelope for a long time. 

She did not open it that day. She put it in the 
tin box where she kept important documents, the 
children's birth certificates, Bhabhi's letter, and 
the court papers from her divorce. 

She opened it three days later. At the table 
where she had sat the morning after the hospital 
called. With tea, she did not drink. 

His handwriting was precise. A doctor's 
handwriting, she thought, was not supposed to be 
readable, but his was clear, measured, the 
handwriting of a man who considered illegibility a 
form of disrespect. 

The letter said: 

Anju. 

If you are reading this, I am gone, and I want you 
to know certain things that I may not have said 
clearly enough while I was present. 
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You gave me something I had stopped believing 
was possible. Not the physical thing, though that 
too was a gift I had not known how to receive. But 
the larger thing: you saw me completely. The 
good, the failed, the compromised, and the tired. 
You saw it all, and you did not flinch. You did not 
require me to be better than I was. You simply sat 
with what I actually was. 

I have been many things in my life. A doctor. A 
hospital owner. A husband, though a poor one, 
where it counted most. A father to a daughter I 
love but cannot reach across the distance she has 
built. A friend to men who respected my position 
more than they knew my heart. 

In my last years, I was also, privately, honestly, 
finally, someone who was genuinely known. That 
was you. 

I am aware of what your life has cost you. I am 
aware that the world has extracted every possible 
price from you for the sin of having been born a 
woman in circumstances that gave you only 
impossible choices. I am aware that I could not 
protect you from this, not when my wife 
dismissed you, not when my friend's words 
pushed us to be more careful, not now. 

I am not ashamed of what we were. I want you to 
know this. I made my choice before Bhole 
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Shankar with full awareness, and I do not retract 
it. Whatever the world would call it, I call it the 
most honest thing I did in sixty-three years. 

You are not what the world has called you. You 
are what I saw: a woman of extraordinary 
dignity who survived extraordinary things and 
emerged without bitterness. That is not a small 
achievement. That is a life's work. 

Do not hide this letter. You have hidden enough. 
You owe the world nothing,not your secrets, not 
your history, not your shame. You have no shame. 
I am certain of this. 

Live without hiding. 

Ansh 

* * * 

She read it twice. Folded it along its original 
creases. Put it back in its envelope. 

She sat at the table for a long time. 

Then she opened the tin box. Put the letter 
inside, next to Bhabhi's letter and the children's 
birth certificates. She did not hide it at the back. 
She put it on top, where it would be easy to find. 
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She did not know when Meena would find it. 
She did not know what Meena would do with it. 
She did not know whether it would be understood, 
judged, or quietly set aside. 

She knew only that she was done hiding. 

Not done carrying, she would carry him the 
rest of her life, the way she carried everything: 
alone, without complaint, without being 
diminished by the weight. 

But done hiding. 

The distinction, she understood now, was the 
whole distance between the six-year-old behind 
the boulder and the woman she had become. 

She kept her job at the hospital. 

This surprised her. She had assumed that with 
Dr Parihar gone, Mrs Parihar would act. That this 
would be the final dismissal, the conclusive one, 
permanent, with no possibility of return. 

But Mrs Parihar did not come to the hospital 
at all in the months after the funeral. She was in 
London with Priya and the grandchild. The 
hospital was managed by a senior consultant, Dr 
Rajan, who knew nothing of the history and had no 
reason to disturb a department that was running 
efficiently. 
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Anju worked. 

She worked the way she had always worked, 
carefully, thoroughly, with the particular attention 
to frightened people that the patients had come to 
recognise and depend on. She scheduled 
appointments. She explained procedures in 
language the patients understood. She called them 
the day before to make sure they were coming. 

The hospital continued. It was his work, his 
life's construction, and she maintained her small 
corner of it with the devotion of someone tending 
something that matters. 

In the evenings, she went home to Bhabhi's 
house. Sanjay was twenty-two now, working at a 
small engineering firm, beginning to build his own 
life. The house was often quiet. She cooked for 
herself. She read. She slept. 

She was not happy. She did not expect to be 
happy. 

But she was not diminished. That was the 
thing she had not expected: that losing him would 
not diminish what he had given her. The letter was 
in the tin box. The morning at Bhole Shankar was 
in her memory. The eight years of genuine 
knowing were in her body, her understanding, and 
her way of moving through the world. 
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These things could not be taken. 

The world had taken everything it could take. 
It had taken Ajay, Satyajeet, and three years of 
Rose Lodge, her parents, Bhabhi, and now Dr 
Parihar. It had taken her reputation, her social 
standing, and any chance of conventional 
respectability. 

It had not taken what was real. 

This, she understood, was the answer to the 
question she had been asking since she was six 
years old, crouching behind a boulder, learning 
that some things you see you carry alone. 

The carrying was not the tragedy. The hiding 
had been. 

* * * 

In April, Meena came to visit. 

She came alone. Karan was busy, and the 
children were with his mother. A long weekend. 
She brought sweets and a new kurta she had 
chosen for her mother, and the particular energy 
of a woman who has something on her mind. 

They spent two days in ordinary ways. Cooked 
together. Visited the market. Sat in the small 
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courtyard in the evenings when the temperature 
dropped to something manageable. 

On the second evening, Meena said, "I found 
the letter." 

Anju looked at her tea. "I know." 

"You left it where I would find it." 

"I left it where I stopped hiding it. The same 
thing, perhaps." 

Meena was quiet for a long moment. "He loved 
you." 

"Yes." 

"Properly. The way you deserved." 

"Yes." 

"I am glad you had it." Meena's voice was 
steady, but her eyes were not. "I am glad that once, 
at least once, someone saw you the way I see you." 

Anju looked at her daughter. Thirty-three 
years old. A grown woman with her own life, her 
own marriage, her own children. Sitting in a small 
courtyard in the evening light, crying quietly for 
her mother's life. 

"Don't cry," Anju said. "It was a good thing. It 
was the best thing." 
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"Then why does it hurt so much?" 

"Because the best things always cost 
something. That is how you know they were real." 

Meena wiped her eyes. Reached across and 
took her mother's hand. 

They sat like that for a long time. Mother and 
daughter. The evening was moving around them. 
The city is going about its business beyond the 
courtyard walls. 

After a while, Meena said, "What will you tell 
Sanjay?" 

"Nothing. Unless he asks." 

"And if he asks?" 

"The truth. He is old enough." 

"And Rohan?" 

"Rohan already knows most of it. He has 
always known more than he has said. He is that 
kind of person." 

Meena almost smiled. "Like you." 

"Yes. Like me." 
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Epilogue: The River, Again 

She goes to the river on a Tuesday morning in 
May. 

Not the Sutlej. That river is still three hundred 
kilometres north, still moving through the valley 
where she learned everything, still carrying the 
mountains downstream particle by particle. The 
reservoir still covers the flat rocks where Kamla 
stayed, and Reena ran. The boulder she crouched 
behind at six is long submerged. 

This river, smaller, quieter, running brown 
through the edge of the city, is hers now. She has 
come here for years. It knows her. 

She sits on the concrete step at the river's edge. 
She is sixty years old. 

She is, by every measure the world uses, a 
woman who has lost. Divorced. No permanent 
home. Three children by three fathers, none of 
whom stayed. A history the world calls ruined. A 
career spent cleaning floors and managing 
appointments. No savings worth speaking of. No 
pension. No property. 

She is, by the world's measure, exactly where 
she started. 

She knows this. She does not dispute it. 
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* * * 

She takes the letter from her bag. 

She carries it now. Not hidden in a tin box, she 
carried it there for a year, respecting its privacy, 
letting it settle into the category of things she keeps 
but does not hide. Now she carries it with her. In 
her bag: her Aadhaar card, her reading glasses, 
and the small photograph of Sanjay at his 
engineering graduation. 

She does not read it today. She knows it by 
heart. 

She simply holds it. 

She thinks about what he said: " You are what 
I saw. A woman of extraordinary dignity who 
survived extraordinary things and emerged 
without bitterness. 

She turns this over, the way she turns difficult 
things over. 

Without bitterness. 

Is it true? She examines herself honestly. 

She is not without anger. She is still angry at 
the valley's hypocrisy. At Girish's calculation, at 
Ajay's weakness, at Satyajeet's trick, at the 
brothers who called her a burden, at the committee 
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meetings that preached what no one practised, at 
the society that extracted everything from women 
like her and then charged them with the crime of 
having nothing left. 

But anger and bitterness are different. 

Anger says: " This was wrong and I know it. 

Bitterness says: this wrongness has become 
who I am. 

She is angry. She is not bitter. 

She has not let what was done to her define 
what she is. 

That, she thinks, is the whole of it. The entire 
sixty-year lesson. Not that the world is good, it is 
not.  Not always, not to women like her. Not that 
suffering ennobles, it does not; suffering simply 
hurts. Not that love redeems; sometimes love 
comes too late, lives too briefly, and ends without 
resolution. 

Simply this: what is done to you and who you 
are not the same thing. 

She learned this too late to save herself from 
most of the damage. 

But she learned it. 
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* * * 

A girl is sitting further along the riverbank. 
Twelve, maybe thirteen. In a school uniform, shoes 
off, feet dangling over the edge. She is staring at 
the water the way children stare at water, not 
thinking about anything, simply being present to 
the movement. 

Anju watches her. 

She thinks: I was that girl. I sat like that. I 
watched water, and I understood, without words, 
that the world had a surface and an underneath 
and that nobody would explain the difference to 
me. 

She thinks: I wish someone had sat beside me 
then. Not to protect me from everything that was 
coming, some of it could not have been prevented, 
and some of it made me who I am. But to say, here 
are the tools. Here is how you read intention. Here 
is how you know the difference between someone 
who is good and someone who performs it. Here is 
how you survive what you cannot avoid. Here is 
how you keep yourself, the real you, intact inside 
whatever the world does to your life. 

The girl looks up. Sees Anju watching her. 
Looks back at the river. 
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Anju does not speak to her. She is a stranger. 
It is not her place. 

But she makes a decision, sitting there. When 
Meena has a daughter, Anju feels this with the 
particular certainty that has no rational basis; she 
will sit with that daughter. She will tell her the 
whole story. Not as a cautionary tale, not as a 
confession, but as a map. 

Here is the valley. Here are the things it taught 
and the things it failed to teach. Here is what the 
surface conceals and why the concealing is 
dangerous. Here are the men you will meet, along 
with how to tell them apart. Here is how to survive 
the ones you misjudge. Here are the costs of 
surviving and why they are worth it. Here is what 
a good man looks like when you finally encounter 
one, and why you should not let the world take him 
from you without a fight. 

Here is the river. It carries everything. It 
judges nothing. 

Here is what I learned. 

* * * 

She puts the letter back in her bag. 
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She sits for a while longer. The water moves. 
The city moves around her. The girl along the bank 
puts her shoes back on and walks away, school bag 
bumping against her shoulder. 

Anju stands. 

She is 55 years old, has no money or property, 
and a history the world refuses to redeem. She is, 
from the outside, exactly what she has always 
been: a woman who lost. 

From the inside, she is something else entirely. 

She walks back toward the city. The hospital is 
forty minutes away. There are patients to call, 
appointments to schedule, and frightened people 
who need someone to explain things in language 
they can understand. 

She is good at this. 

She goes and keeps walking endlessly in a 
routine. 

 

 

 

— THE END — 


