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"If someone jumps from a cliff hoping their partner would catch them on their way down, would it be 

considered as a suicidal thought or a sign of strong relationship?" 

She ponders on that thought absent-mindedly for a while; looking out the window that is just below the 

broken clock in the wall, her face resting on the palm of her right hand and her left hand absent-mindedly 

fiddling with a napkin on the table where she is sitting. The world outside is hinting at darkness as twilight 

descends. Her thoughts seem to be turning dark too.  

That is a rather unsettling question, she wondered and it makes her feel restless. In fact she worried if she 

just spoke those words out loud. She would never want others to hear what her thoughts are. They would 

take it at face value without understanding the meaning her life attaches to those thoughts and words. 

And especially today she needs to be careful. She came to their favorite restaurant for a nice dinner and 

good time, and sitting just across from her is her husband, who would not appreciate having to hear to 

those exact words coming out of her mouth on this special day. 

"Don't you have anything to say?" 

The question asked in a booming voice snaps her thought process. Her thoughts, together with her, are 

now fully back on the table. 

The voice belonged to her husband, who is intently eating from his plate and asked the question without 

really looking at her. 

Her first instinct is of relief. She was not thinking out loud and her husband, as usual, is completely clueless 

about what’s going on in her head. She spends a few seconds contemplating her husband's question. She 

isn’t surprised by what came to her mind as answer. She did have a lot to say.  

She wanted to point out that while they are celebrating their 10th anniversary in their favorite restaurant 

where he proposed to her, they hardly seem to have even 10 things to say to each other. She wanted to 

say that the way she dressed in a saree might seem to a neutral observer that she is putting an extra effort 

for a special occasion, but only she knows it is more about how she is expected  to dress in a 10th 

anniversary dinner rather than how she felt about it. She wanted to tell him that she wouldn't have picked 

this restaurant for dinner because the place definitely has lost its luster and clientele over the years, and 

its sorry, slow, decaying state reminded too much to her about the good old days. She wanted to get mad 

at him for always being preoccupied with work and even showing up two hours late on anniversary date 

wearing the same clothes from office, which meant a three hour dinner with meaningful conversation will 

be reduced to a thirty minute eat and run. She wanted to know why she always feel angry about not 

feeling angry towards him; why she never end up saying what she feels; which leads her to feel less which 

eventually makes her say even less and it just keeps on going in a bad, vicious circle; rolling downhill from 

there. 



She wanted to say all of this. But what she said is, "Why don't you pay the bill and let me use the 

washroom?"   

 

 

 

She waits a few seconds to see if there is a reaction, although she isn’t sure what reaction she expected 

to see. When there is none, she staggered to her feet and ambled her way towards the sign that says 

"Washroom". 

Once safely inside the washroom, she breaks down. The emotions come out rushing as if the clouds that 

were covering her feelings suddenly cleared off with a gust of wind.  The pent up thoughts & complaints 

that were never fully formed, the questions that were never asked and the emotions that were just too 

fearful to experience or express - they all wanted to pour out. What actually came out were tears. It came 

with the full force of a rain that was threatening to start for too long. 

While standing in the washroom, she can't bear to look at the slightly slouched, sobbing figure in the 

mirror that somewhat resembled the composed person who came in. So she closes her eyes and allow 

the different emotions to rise in her consciousness and compete against each other inside of her.  

She wondered why she always feel like a cliché, and a bad one at that, when all she wants to do is feel 

bad and complain and repeat the circle. She wondered if she is overthinking everything. She wondered 

how she always counted on her faith as her strength but it is this faith that made her jump into a marriage 

without a safety belt on. With eyes closed, the world ceased to exist for a moment and her runaway 

thoughts that always bubbles underneath the surface took over as she drifts away and deep.  

The knock on the toilet door jerks her back to reality.  Someone wants to use the washroom and now she 

has no choice but to hurry out. She isn’t sure how long she has been in this state inside the washroom. 

This mindless drifting in and out of dark fantasy land like Alice losing her bearing in Wonderland is starting 

to become annoying, she thought. She scolded herself silently as a reminder not to zone out like that all 

the time. 

She opens her eyes to look at a very different reflection of hers staring back from the mirror. The person 

who is being reflected in the mirror is her; but not the tearful figure that was there just a while ago. The 

new woman in the mirror is much younger, dressed in casual tops and jeans. The tears in her eyes are 

replaced by a youthful, hopeful twinkle.  Her shoulders and neck draw a straight line of determination 

unlike the slouching figure that was present before.  There is a hint of confusion and indecision in her 

expression but not the hopeless dejection that was there before. Yes it is her, but it is somehow a new 

her. 

She dabs her hands in the fresh water gushing out of the tap and runs her wet hands on top of her face, 

as if she wants to wash away something. She scolds herself silently again for drifting away into another 

place and time. She looks at her expression in the mirror one last time and ever so slightly nodded. She 

knows what's needed to be done, now that she has seen the ghost of future buried deep in time or in her 

mind. And unlike before, she knows the answer from the core of her being. There is no further confusion. 



She comes out of the washroom and strides towards the table where she was seating. Her pace is brisk 

and her stance surefooted, unlike the wayward ambling of before. She sits down at the table and silently 

picks up the knife and fork to start eating from her unfinished plate.        

"Don't you have anything to say?" 

The question came from the same voice, but not accompanied by the booming, loud, assured voice of 

before. Rather the voice seemed shaky and tentative with apprehension. And this time the question 

doesn't startle her. She expected it.  

She looks up at the younger version of her soon-to-be-husband sitting across the table, who is trying 

intently to read into her expression after asking the question and looking into her eyes with all the 

eagerness that a five-year long unrequited love can allow. Then she allowed her eye to drop to the table 

where an open box showing a sparkling engagement ring is staring at her. She allowed herself to silently 

gather her thoughts for a second. She knew she had a lot to say. 

She wanted to say that she cannot respond to her proposal because she just saw a brief glimpse into what 

their life would be like in ten years from now and the gloss of this ring will not outshine the darkness that 

will invade both their lives. She wanted to defend herself by saying that she had a strong vision of future, 

for whatever reason and it is not just wishful thinking or having cold feet that unmarried couples inevitably 

get when faced with the pressure of crossing over to the other side. She wanted to tell him in details about 

all the unspoken anguish that she felt are in store and all the storm that their marriage will pass through 

that will blow away all the feelings of courtship very soon. She wanted to warn him and tell him that in 

near future most of the love will crash and die in a fast lane and most marriages will not weather the strain 

of a lifetime. She wanted to claim that only ignorant fools believe they are the exception to the norm, just 

before they get burnt. Her mind told her those are the words that she should be saying. She saw the future 

after all. 

When she opened her mouth, she said "Yes, I would love to get married to you". 


