
 
Hi there. How are ya?  
I’ll leave the swearing for cute little furry creatures which are endangered and on the brink of 
extinction because of our insatiable greed.  
 
Cute little furry creatures are allowed to swear at us as much as they want. 
But honestly, he’s cute isn’t he? 
 
They say there’s a story behind every picture. 
A picture may also be worth a thousand words. 
Sometimes several pictures suffice instead of several thousand words. 

 
This reminds me of a story I once read. He gave his heart in a box.  
One of my all time favorite stories.  
Thank you for writing it Ms.J. 
My stories are similar too.  
They too begin with a voluntary donation of a heart. 
It involves a love struck luckless dude. 
It involves an unresponsive chick. 
Notice… She is unresponsive. She’s not a female dog, or a leech, or any other creature. 
Nowhere is she the villainess of the story. 



On the contrary, she is the brave and noble heroine whose existence has made the story exist. 
Why do I call her brave? Because of her willingness to tolerate and put up with the love struck 
luckless dude. 
  
 
The overarching theme of my stories is human loneliness, of how we are lonely and 
suffer.(which some people from the fourth dimension disagree) 

 
I showed the above to a friend and she didn’t get it. (BTW, this is not my secret, but I have a face 
ass too) 
She is an extremely intelligent person who I thought would get it instantly. But she didn’t. I was 
disappointed. She was one of the few people I thought would be able to understand me. She 
didn’t even understand this. How could I ever hope that she’d understand me? 
That’s when I felt alone.  
I don’t want to be only loved, but loved and understood as well. If someone could love me 
despite understanding me, that would make life more meaningful, more precious. 
At that instant, it felt like the chances of that happening were dim to nothing. 
 (They call me a serial cliché mangler.I take pleasure in mangling clichés. I do it at night, usually 
to random clichés so that there is no discernible pattern for the cops to track me) 
 
Men and women; we acknowledge different problems. 
 
Men rarely confess about loneliness.  

But we are too.  
Majority of men in Postsecret confess about lost love, or about being gay. 
Talk about being one dimensional!  



Women on the other hand…they are far better at being dysfunctional. There’s a confession 
about everything – even the kitchen sink!  

Well almost! 
In Mumbai, I was so lonely; I thought I’d go mad. Not crazy like now, but certifiably mad. 

 
It was maddeningly lonely out there. I didn’t meet anyone I liked. And the only person I wanted 
to spend time with didn’t want to (or couldn’t) and it was frustrating to be so close yet be so far.  
 
I had nothing in common with my roommates. Those guys got along famously. It seems that 
they had shared the same prostitute…payal something in Cape Town. The way they used to 
bond was talk about this payal something. According to them she was a nice girl whose 
circumstances had led her to her current profession. She had dreams of making enough money 
and then continuing her college. 
 
 Payal and a host of other girls they had had and the many associated fond memories-this is 
what they reminisced about often when getting stone drunk. Their stories struck a chord 
amongst themselves, but largely left me the odd man out-the guy who didn’t drink, smoke, eat 
meat, didn’t have a girlfriend. The only reason they tolerated me was because I was the 
responsible one and often the one they could count in times of need. (If this were a movie, 
these guys would be portrayed as the cool dudes, and I’d be the stuck up neurotic OCD dude 
who was eventually made the chump. In Harold and Kumar, I’d be Harold on speed) 
We were all polite with each other, but we never really hit it off. 



 
I was usually left alone while they went and boozed their brains out in some seedy bar. 
 
Loneliness hit me hard. I lost weight, started losing my hair, my health deteriorated, I had 
trouble sleeping at night and I was positively going mad.  
 
(I lost weight mostly because I ate very less. I found that I couldn’t afford to eat as much as I 
wanted. Food was extremely expensive, especially because we weren’t allowed to cook in our 
rented apartment, and I wouldn’t eat in cheap and dirty restaurants. I spent most of my money 
on books, house rent and on internet. Once in a while I’d visit my relative’s house and there I’d 
get to eat my fill. My relatives could never understand why I was always so hungry… I was 
hungry because I hardly ate because I was not earning and my savings had dwindled and I was 
too proud (ashamed?) to ask my folks for help.  
When we’re hungry, love might keep us alive, if not call on of its cousins…shame and pride) 
 
But hunger has always been a part of my life. No matter how much I eat, I am always hungry. I 
don’t starve myself, but I get really angry when my stomach grumbles just three hours after a 
big meal. 
I eat a lot.  
People who have seen me eat have wondered at my capacity- but somehow I cannot snack. I 
cannot scarf on a bag of Doritos or drink gallons of soda. It seems that god has given me a 
tremendous appetite, but not a guilt free one; for when I eat, I demand wholesome healthy 
good quality food. 
 
But hunger has been a constant companion. Someone suggested that I might have intestinal 
parasites-something which was later disproved.  
At home I’m fed like a pregnant moose. 
(Options: You can also insert ‘hibernating bear’, ‘hungry hungry hippo’, ‘fatass’, or any other 
funny epithet that can think of) 
I hate my hunger. 
If I could, I’d take the option of never having to eat ever again from some half crazed genii in a 
bottle, but as of now, tengo hambre. 
It seems that I’m cursed with a speedy metabolism that plans on keeping me tottering on the 
brink of satiety. 
I wrote ‘Tengo Hambre’ as an attempt to assuage my hunger. 
It was only a pipe dream. 
If art could assuage hunger, wouldn’t we all be in the Garden of Eden today? 
 
 
 I have to confess that being lonely in that city was one of the hardest things in life so far. 
 (Ok, now you’re whining. Quit whining dude. Remember whiners don’t quit and quitters don’t 
whine…or something like that)  
 
Author Gabriel Garcia Marquez writes “Poets and beggars, musicians and prophets, warriors and 
scoundrels, creatures of that unbridled reality, we have had to ask but little of imagination, for 
our crucial problem has been a lack of conventional means to render our lives believable. This is 
my friend the crux off our solitude. 



And if these difficulties , whose essence we share , hinder us it is understandable that the 
rational talents on this side of the world , exalted in contemplation of their own cultures, should 
have found themselves without a valid means to interpret us. It is only natural that they insist on 
measuring us with the yardstick that they use for themselves, forgetting that the ravages of life 
are not the same for all, and that the quest for our identity is just as arduous and bloody for us 
as it was for them. The interpretation of our reality through patterns not our own serves only to 
make us ever more unknown, ever less free, and ever more solitary.” 

 I don’t fear being lost. 
Being lost is exhilarating and liberating.  
I was a sheep in the big city, and I felt anonymous anyway, so why not get lost? 
 Getting lost- That was my escape from loneliness. I would get off the train at random stations 
and simply walk and drink all the sights and sounds till I almost dropped dead- dead tired that is. 
That was how I romanced Mumbai. The tiredness that washed over helped me sleep at night. 
But sometimes that too wouldn’t work. After walking several miles every night, my body got 
used to it. So I started walking more. I wasn’t in search of anything except maybe a good night’s 
sleep. Some days I’d give myself fake assignments so that I could have a reason to walk: Go find 
a shop that sells antique books, find that restaurant that you read about in that magazine, find a 
blind bald singing beggar on that street…etc; any random assignment that gave me a false and 
temporary sense of purpose and also keep my mind distracted long enough from the reality that 
I was very unhappy. 
Yes…hard to admit it, but I was unhappy- very unhappy. 
 
The realization has changed me a lot. I now force myself to be more social.  
I am an introvert, but now I’m doing something that I’m not comfortable with-meeting more 
people. I’m doing things that I never thought would- social work, interacting with total 
strangers…only to realize that I find it exciting. 
 
I also give more time to people who come to me, and I make them feel at home with me. I’m 
quick to make my friends a part of my family and put effort to make my family a part of my 
friend circle. 
If anyone invites me, I’m quick to say yes no matter how terrifying or alien it seems, and when I 
invite anyone, I hope they say yes too. 
 



I’m letting people into my world without judging them. If they don’t like me, it’s ok…they are 
under no obligation, but I make every effort to make them feel included. 

Somewhat like the postcard, I too have promised change, never 
to be unhappy or lonely. So this time I will romance Mumbai in a different way, or so I have 
planned.  
I will find new ways to be happy and not to be lonely. 
 
Let’s have another one of my love stories.  
If you’ve tolerated my stories before, you already know how this one is going to start…or for 
that matter end. 
But just in case you’ve hit yourself on the head with a croquet mallet and lost your memory, 
here it is again.  

This is how it began. (Just like so many 
times before) 
I gave her my heart, freshly ripped out, bloodied and barely beating.  
 
Of course this is what people in love do.  
They don’t think whether bleeding hearts make good gifts or not. 
 



 
Would she accept my heart? 
 Would she accept me? 
 
More importantly…did I think I deserved her?  
Honestly, I deserve the best that there is, because I’m going to give back the best of my love, no 
holds barred.  
There is a wide chasm between needing and deserving.  
 
But all she needed was someone to listen to her. 
 
 I needed her for a lot more…for my sanity, for my ego… The simple truth was I needed her more 
than she needed me.  
It bothers me that she means a lot more to me that how much I mean to her. 
It bothers me that I need her more than she’ll ever need me. 
It bothers me that I feel so weak when compared to her. 
 
I needed her to love me so that I knew that anyone would love me back if I loved them… 
 
It’s funny to think how most of this was purely in my head. 
She was the default girl for any situation, i.e. she was the one girl I thought about without 
exception, even while with other girls.  
I used to have long imaginary conversations with her about everything in the world, we did 
things together-exciting and mundane-all in my head, all the while she kept the true relationship 
between us amorphous, ambiguous and ambivalent.(The 3 A’s of Uncertainty) 
 
Humans being social creatures define us largely by our relationships with one another. We all 
are someone’s children, siblings, parents, spouses, friends, colleagues, paramours, confidantes, 
lovers and one night stands. 
I knew what she was to me, but what was I to her? 
The million dollar question that keeps me nagging in the dark of the night-What was I to her?  
 



But then reality hit me like a knee to the head… Reality is, the one you love and one who loves 
you are rarely ever the same person 

 
I realized that no matter how hard… (Hey can’t you read the 

caption?)   
and  



 that…  accepting defeat gracefully is not such a 
bad thing after all.  
 
It hurt when she called me a loser, but I guess she was right. 
She wrote that I was unreasonably evil. 
 
Unreasonably evil? 

Like him?  
 



Or like him? 

 Awwww! Choooo cute! 

Or maybe like him?  Hey…Why so serious? 
I’ve never made pencils disappear into skulls before…ever! I mean, that has to be the new 
standards for evility, isn’t it?  
 
Def: Evility (noun):  (The quality of being morally wrong in principle or practice) x 10 times. 
Evility = Evilness x 10 
(Source: ‘Make up your own words’ Dictionary) 
 
I don’t know what I did to deserve to be called unreasonably evil but what she wrote haunted 
me.  
 
I must have done something…No one calls anyone else unreasonably evil for no reason. 



 
 
I had to realize that… 

 Persistence in this case was akin to disability- it was blindness to 
reality. It was like being mentally retarded, and never learning the lessons life has to offer. 

 
I had to let her go before I made her any more miserable. After all didn’t I love her? Didn’t I 
want her to be happy?  



I’ve made many mistakes, but honestly there are no regrets…I even made this 

one.  

  



She knows all my secrets…try as I may, I could never hide anything from 

her.  
But she admits that she cannot (or will not or does not want to) do anything about it. 
(It’s in the picture you moron!) 

But sometimes I wish  
 
 
 

I wished her eternal happiness. 
 



 
But not all wishes come true. None of mine ever did so far.  
Now I’m afraid even to wish for her happiness.  
What if that too didn’t come true? What if it was my fault? 
 

Hah! And to think she’d save me.  

But I do keep staring at the waves on dark cloudy days.  

 
I keep asking myself… Wouldn’t it be poetic to hear it from her? 
 
 
I can destroy what I have written, but I cannot unwrite it.  
I wish I could.  
It’s true. 



 
BTW, I’ve never said this before but you are more important than my blog. 
 
The End (Standing ovation and thunderous applause) 
 
(Ok these stories have become something like a worn out punch line. 
Honestly, I’m sick of this and done with it. No more of these stories. If I ever write anything 
similar, please slap me hard and wake me up 
Honestly guys, aren’t you bored of this tired shit?) 
 
I just wondered if this would make a cool story when expanded. 

  
A very touching story indeed, something Neil Gaiman would write. Or maybe it’s better we leave 
it like it is. 
 
 
 



Sometimes, some things make you laugh and cry at the same time. Be thankful that you are still 
able to do that. 

 Like this one. I couldn’t help laughing when I 
read it, but couldn’t help feeling a huge lump in my throat. 
I only wish we had the courage to put Moti to sleep rather than to have prolonged his suffering. 
Moti might no longer be there, but I’ve come to realize that though death ends a life it does not 
end a relationship. The relationship struggles on in the survivor's mind towards some resolution 
which it may never find. Doubts linger and guilt lasts a lifetime, and resolutions are hard to 
come by. 
But it is useful to keep a bagful of happy memories nearby so that once in a while you can smile 
and laugh and cry at the same time. 
 
Like this one. 

  
Moti used to do that, but only with mom.  
If there is anyone he truly loved, it would be his mom, my mom. She was the only woman he’d 
come to respect and love. Everyone else was just another bitch to him. He was a big male 
chauvinist son of a bitch, but deep down in his heart he was a mama’s boy. 
He would sometimes sit and stare at her face. Mom would call me and show “Look! He’s doing it 
again…he’s staring. Wait for it…wait…wait…there! He winked!” And incredibly he’d wink at her, 
and then look down in embarrassment like he was a shy two year old caught staring. 



This is just a cute unrelated picture. 
 Incidentally my neighbor’s dog looked just like this. It was the cutest thing I’d ever seen. 
Before we got our dog, I used to play with the neighbor’s dog for hours until they not so nicely 
asked me to stop coming to their house. 
If they hadn’t done that Moti would never have come home. 

 So if you are ever mean to animals, 
don’t expect me to like you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Then there are things that you always wonder if other people wonder about.  

Like this one.  
I have no way of knowing either. I can’t ask anyone…Hey buddy, how often do ya wipe yer ass? 
 But I feel guilty for all the trees that are cut for wiping my ass. 
But I want to know if 

 it is rape when you never said no.  
Why didn’t you say no? Could be because of many reasons…peer pressure, partner pressure, 
fear , temporary insanity, partial paralysis, alcohol or drug intoxication, hypnotized by 
aliens…could be any reason, but at the time you never indicated your refusal. 
If you neither refused verbally nor physically, is it still rape?  What if you realized much later that 
you didn’t want to do it…does it suddenly become rape? I’m not asking for a legal definition 
here, but a point of view. A woman’s point of view. 
Can a man rape someone without even knowing it? Then is he guilty? These things bother me. I 
cannot read minds, but I wish I could. But I’m very conscious that people do things that they 
don’t want to do in certain situations. I’d be racked with guilt if I were that guy, and somehow 
later found out that she didn’t want to do it. I’d kill myself if someone accused me of rape. I 
simply couldn’t bear living with that self image. (Ok…I would not kill myself, but I’d be utterly 
distraught, because in my mind, I’m incapable of doing something as evil & heinous as rape) 



This is just sad. 

But is this wrong? I don’t know…  
 Of course, my solution is simple. As a guy, I’ll never let it happen. I play too safe. 
 Always. 
 If I take one step ahead then I take two steps backwards. 
I’ve never asked a girl out in a way that suggested anything more than a friendship. I’m too 
afraid to express my sexuality in an honest way with real women. I don’t know how they’ll react. 
I blame it on Vagina Monologues among other things. Feminism has told me what not to do or 
become, but never of what I should do or become. 
 
 To me it is more important to be a good guy in my own eyes, and not to be the creep who 
makes her life miserable. I’ll do anything to be the good guy, even if it goes against my interests. 
 
But this is not the true me. I’m suppressing everything that is male deep down inside me so that 
I can operate just the way society and it’s ever changing arbitrary rules dictate me to. 
 
In a way that makes me feel like I’m pussy whipped. 
 
Sometimes I wish I had a sister. We’d be attached to the hip.  
I’m the sort of guy who likes women in general, much more than men.  



With women I like, I tend to be protective and affectionate (of course only as affectionate as 
social norms would allow me).  
But I fear that if I overdo it, they’ll think I’m patronizing them.  
 
I don’t see myself as a player or a heart breaker or a seducer. I’m more of a big brother or a 
protector. 
 
 I even like to cuddle or sit and have a long heart to heart talk!  
Sometimes I get irritated that I’m nothing like the typical macho male stereotype that people 
expect me to be. I wish I was. Instead I’m like the big wimpy kind of guy that women would 
consider when they have run out of options. 
 
Sometimes I wish I was like the macho guys and dangerous bad boys that women tend to like. 
It’s time I did what I wanted and not avoid what others don’t want.  
(Of course I’m still the nice guy, so I’ll never be evil) 
 
 

Talking about pussies… . 
Yup…I hate boots. 
 I ain’t cute enough to wear those dang boots. I mean, look at ‘em…jus’ look at ‘em. 
 Makes me wanna grab those cute little critters and take ‘em home and make me some cat 
stew. 
 
And you won’t hear me meowing anytime soon cuz I ain’t no pussy either. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


