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“What? Chocolates!” blurts out Sudhir in wide-eyed surprise. “Am I a child to be lulled with

chocolates?”

Hashi could not help but burst into laughter. With a smile still dangling at the corners of her
mouth, she feigns anger, “Stitch work, chocolates—nothing interests you, I see. What more

can I offer? Fine, then. Let it be. You don’t have to disclose what it is.”

“As you wish. I guess I should be leaving then”, continuesSudhir in an equally playful strain.

“Such a hard-to-please man you’ve become, these days. You won’t budge for anything,

then?”

“I will. If I get that one thing I had asked for the last day. If you remember...” He leaves the

words unuttered, only to speak a thousand more with a single glance.

Hashi blushes a deep red. A brief pause ensues. “What you ask for is not possible. I’ve told
you before”, she murmurs softly, with her head bent low. She can hear her heart racing down
a wild, wild maze, reaching out for a new horizon. She raises her head slowly. She senses a
change in the contours of Sudhir’s face. There is something very unsettling about his
expression. She can hear Sudhir say, “I thought I would somehow manage to convey the
news to you in a jaunty way. I tried hard. I did. But I could not. Forgive me Hashi. I’ve just

come to learn that your marriage has been fixed with that man from Santragachhi”.

Having finally conveyed the news, Sudhir walks away.

“Sudhir da, listen to me. Please come back. Sudhir da...”

But Sudhir leaves, never to return again.
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