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This book is dedicated to my grandpar-

ents. I love you both, I miss you both, 

and I hope I continue to make you proud. 

Till we meet again.
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C H A P T E R  O N E

A New Reality

A athi had a quick glance at his phone and tucked it 

back in his pocket and turned towards his cousin, 

Bala.

“Let’s go for a smoke, bro,” shouted Aathi, trying to 

get close to Bala amidst the noise of the club.

“Yeah. I’ll go grab the others. They were asking me 

earlier,” Bala responded, walking away from Aathi, 

scavenging the club for their group.

Aathi headed out and puffed away at his cigarette 

while waiting for his friends to join him. The club wasn’t 

as great as they anticipated, and groups of people were 

starting to gather outside the club as they began to find 

their ways to other events.

As Bala brought the rest of the guys outside the 

club, a few intimidating guys blocked the exit. They 

intentionally bumped into him and they seemed to be 

looking for some trouble. Bala, not one for problems, 

continued to walk towards Aathi.
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“Are you blind, you idiot?” shouted one of them.

“Sorry my dude, I’m just a bit tipsy, that’s all,” chuck-

led Bala, knowing well that it wasn’t his fault, but there 

was no use fighting these guys.

The group of individuals didn’t think it was all that 

amusing and were quick to raise hands. Aathi noticed 

the dispute and ran in trying to break things up, but 

as one of the individuals swung a fist at Bala, Aathi 

himself got into the scuffle. Attention was being drawn, 

and soon the fight broke out into the streets, holding 

up traffic. Strangers in the surrounding area started to 

get in between and attempt to break up the fight. Just 

as things seemed to calm down, out came an individual 

with a brass knuckle clenched in his fist.

Just a simple scuffle, but within seconds, Aathi had 

his life take a turn for the worse.

Aathi thumped to the ground, and the sound of 

sirens neared. Bala stood over his cousin, screaming 

for help. The opposite group started to flee, having 

sensed danger. Bala continued to scream for help as 

Aathi began to lose consciousness, losing a great deal 

of blood from his head.

It didn’t take long for the ambulance to show up and 

to get Aathi into the vehicle. Within minutes, they were 

swerving through the traffic in hopes of avoiding the 

worst. Life has a way of working its own course. The 

most tragic events in life are those that are unexpected. 
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A quick, unforeseen, unimaginable turn of events 

causing life’s trajectory to turn in a completely new, 

completely different direction.

Time pressed forward, and it was soon 1:00 a.m. as 

Bala, Aathi’s mother Devi, and his father Senthil were 

on tenterhooks, waiting in the emergency room to find 

out the condition of their loved one. The emergency 

room was filled with eerie silence, and Devi could not 

help but cry continuously. Senthil attempted to keep 

calm, attempting to neutralize the emotions. Bala 

bore the guilt, torturing himself with the thought that 

maybe if he had been more careful, nothing would 

have happened. Although he felt the burden on him, 

he thought it’d be best to console his aunt.

Time continued to pass, and hope seemed to be 

losing the longer there was no news, with Aathi’s life 

on the line.

“Could we get the family of Aathi Senthil to the desk, 

please?” spoke a voice over the public address system.

Dr. Natalie Hemsworth, the on-duty doctor that 

night, did not seem to have the most hopeful reaction 

bared to her face as she led the family to her office. 

Apart from a slight furrowing of the brows and tight-

ening of her mouth when she spotted them, she kept 

her face carefully blank; it was obvious that she had 

mastered plastering a neutral expression so as not to 

worry her patients.
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“Have a seat, please,” spoke Dr. Natalie when Bala 

and Aathi’s parents remained standing.

“My name is Bala, I’m Aathi’s cousin. This is his 

mother, Devi and his father, Senthil,” Bala introduced 

them.

“Please take a seat. I need to go over a few things 

with you,” urged Dr. Natalie. Bala continued to stand 

while Devi and Senthil slowly sat down, knowing things 

weren’t heading in the right direction.

Okay, first and foremost, the trauma to Aathi’s head 
was substantial. I want to clear the air a little bit and 
tell you he is going to make a recovery –– however, 
there is a catch. He did have a ton of blood loss, and 
that is due to the alcohol he had in his system. Also, 
judging by what was reported, it seems like Aathi 
was just hit once to the head with the brass knuck-
les and normally that would not affect an individual 
this much, but the force of impact has caused some 
damage to his brain. Judging by some preliminary 
reports, it does seem like Aathi will have a case of 
rear-view. This rare case of amnesia normally means 
he will have memory of past events, but it is most 
likely that he will be unable to form new ones. He 
is yet to be conscious, so we do not know to what 
extent the amnesia has impacted him, and we will try 
to keep you updated to the best of our ability. What 
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is important right now is that we are patient with 
his recovery. I will let you guys be alone for a few 
minutes, please feel free to use my office.

Dr. Natalie was quick to leave the office, as she had 

other patients to attend to. The news was bad, but for 

a family fearing the worst, knowing Aathi was going to 

be fine was a gift on its own. They were quick to come 

to terms with what had to be done; the main focus was 

to find a way to ease Aathi back and help him build a 

new lifestyle.

A few moments later, Aathi’s eyes opened to the 

warm welcoming sight of his parents standing along 

with Bala. However, a sense of distress swelled as he 

noticed the monitoring system connected to his fingers, 

along with the blood flowing to his arm, becoming 

uneasy and unaware of what was going on. But as his 

mother stroked his head, he calmed down, trying to 

understand what had happened just as Dr. Natalie 

walked through the doors holding a few more reports.

“Look who is finally awake, can you tell me your 

name?” questioned the doctor.

“Aathi Senthil.”

“Good! Do you recognize a few people in the room?”

Aathi took a few seconds to react, but slowly listed 

the individuals in the room. After a night of horror, 

the family was finally able to bear a smile to their face. 
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When Aathi answered a few questions about his past 

without any real hesitation, things started looking 

significantly better.

Dr. Natalie, looking up towards Devi, said with an 

encouraging smile, “Some good signs, mom, keep on 

smiling.”

A relieved family stood around a confused young 

man before heading out as he began to close his eyes. 

Things were not looking as bad as expected, yet there 

was an uneasy feeling to everything working out so well.

4

A few hours passed, and Aathi was starting to wake 

up from his sleep once again. The same uneasy feel-

ing, unable to comprehend where he was. Not able 

to understand why he was plugged to a monitoring 

system. This time around, no one was in his room 

with him. Panic was his initial reaction as he started 

to fling things around. As a team of nurses surged into 

the room to apprehend him, Aathi fought back for a bit, 

but eventually, they were able to regain control.

“He just started to get wild, doc, we thought he was 

progressing fine,” said a nurse.

“There it is, he seems to have had a reset of his memo-

ries once he woke up from his sleep.” responded Dr. 

Natalie as she gazed upon a nervous Aathi staring 

directly at her.
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C H A P T E R  T W O

Another Chance

The bright sunlight consumed the room as Aathi 

woke from his slumber to the sound of his alarm. 

He extended his arm out to stretch and looked around 

his room with squinting eyes, only to notice that some-

thing seemed a bit off; things were not where he last 

remembered leaving them. Perplexed, his hands drew 

to his face gracing his light beard, following along 

towards the back of his head, and something was most 

certainly wrong. He rubbed his head all around to feel 

stubble. What the hell?

Aathi rushed towards the mirror set around the 

corner of his room.

“Oh my god!”

He knew that he had blacked out when drinking in 

the past, but why didn’t his head hurt? His stomach 

wasn’t turning, and he felt fine, yet he couldn’t recol-

lect a single memory of the night before. Nothing was 
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adding up, and suddenly the voice-assistant started 

speaking.

“Casting morning video to living room tv.”

Aathi was confused–– he didn’t remember setting 

up any automation with his voice-assistant–– but he 

was intrigued what a morning video could be. Just like 

the bedroom, things in the living room weren’t in the 

same place he remembered them being. An odd curi-

osity filled his mind towards this unusual feeling of 

knowing but not knowing. Things were not in the same 

place he left them, but he knew everything in the condo 

belonged to him. He was in his home, the same place 

he’d lived for the past two years but it seemed like he 

had been away for a while. Aathi continued to wander 

around his condo, trying to remember but eventually 

took a seat on his couch when he noticed himself on 

the tv.

Must be weird seeing yourself on tv, but everyone 
said I had to be the one to record this because it will 
probably seem like a prank coming from anyone else. 
About a year ago, while I was out celebrating my 
birthday, a little scuffle broke out, and I had some 
severe injuries to my head. As a result, I am not able 
to create new memories; a case of Rear-view. Every 
morning, I wake up not able to remember what may 
have happened, even if I wake up from a nap. A quick 
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twenty-minute nap and I can’t understand what hap-
pened right before that. Oddly enough, I do remember 
people before this incident; I remember how to do 
things; I remember where I live. But it does kind of 
suck, and I will never get to meet new people, I prob-
ably can’t travel anymore, I guess I can never learn 
anything new either. A life without memories, what 
will that look like a few years from now? I tried to 
be informative with this video instead I know I’m 
making things seem sad.

Aathi paused the video, questioning the possibility 

of not being able to remember anything. He remem-

bered waking up just a few moments ago. He felt utterly 

incredulous at the fact that he couldn’t recall any new 

memories of events before falling asleep. He bowed his 

head to the floor for a moment, consumed by despair, 

before resuming the video.

But here it is. From the moment I wake, up my memo-
ries reset. I will be able to recollect every thought of 
that day until I fall asleep. Often, I find myself scared 
to fall asleep because I don’t want to lose some 
memories. I’ll end up staying up until 4 a.m. doing 
god knows what, but eventually, my body will let 
me know I am tired. Now the next step is to turn off 
the tv. The voice assistant is scheduled to cast this 
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video a few minutes after the waking alarm, which 
is also automated. After that is complete, head over 
to the bedroom and grab the phone on the tabletop 
and give Bala a call. Make sure the phone is placed 
back in that location when going to sleep.

An abnormal start to a morning, but it was seeing 

himself in the video that Aathi knew something was 

wrong with him. After turning the tv off, he headed back 

into his room to give Bala a call as instructed.

“Bala,” said Aathi softly into his phone.

“Morning, bro, I guess you’ve watched the video,” 

responded Bala laughing into the phone.

“Dude, I have a buzzcut!”

“I know, I know. I tried telling you it was a bad idea, but 

you insisted on keeping it after the incident. I’m going 

to text you an address. Get dressed and meet me there.”

Aathi had a few more questions he wanted to be 

answered then and there, but Bala hung up right away. 

He started to get ready, heading over to his closet full of 

black clothing. He put on his usual, black slim-fit jeans, 

and his medium-sized black shirt that he liked to wear 

with his sleeves rolled up. Shortly after that came the 

message of the location Bala said he would send.

Aathi made his way downstairs, ordered a Teleport, a 

commonly used ride share program in Toronto. It didn’t 

even take five minutes; the driver was quick to show up.
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“How’s your day going, Aathi?” asked the driver 

cheerfully.

“Sorry, do I know you,” Aathi responded apologeti-

cally.

“Sorry, I always forget, my name is Kareem. I 

normally get breakfast at the bakery around the corner 

because you normally wake up and order a ride at the 

same time every day,” he laughed.

Kareem, kind as they come, had apparently 

happened to pick up Aathi a few months back. One 

of those days where Aathi seemed to be a mess. After 

hearing about his condition, Kareem had made it a 

point to make time in the morning to be near Aathi’s 

residence so the app would pair him.

“Do you know Bala?” asked Aathi.

“You’ve mentioned him, your cousin. But no, I’ve 

never met him,” Kareem replied.

Oddly enough, a complete stranger’s gesture of 

returning nearly every day at the same time put Aathi 

at ease. Aathi, normally a bit reserved, was in awe at 

how a man would go out of his way to make his life 

easier. He initiated conversation and requested to take 

a picture with Kareem before arriving outside the bar 

in a busy neighbourhood downtown.

“I guess I’ll see you tomorrow then,” said Aathi.

Kareem nodded with a smile, and Aathi stepped out 

to see a bar named “The Gentlemen’s Counter”. This 
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piece of shit Bala really called me out to drink in the 

morning.

Aathi knew Bala had done weird things, and god 

knows the bizarre stuff he had possibly done in the 

past few months that he couldn’t remember. But he 

continued and walked into the bar anyways, passing 

through the large glass doors.

“Bala, I’m here,” shouted Aathi into an empty bar.

“Come to the back,” he heard Bala respond.

With a confusing day already on hand, Aathi knew 

there wasn’t much to lose. He walked through the back 

door and saw Bala standing by two kegs.

“Well, don’t just stand there, help me.”

“Dude, are we robbing this place?” Aathi questioned.

“No, don’t be crazy. We own it!” Own it?

This day could not get weirder, but oddly enough, 

Aathi realized he probably had this same thought at 

the same time, every single day.

Alright, brother, I don’t want to upset you by going 
through the events that got us here. I think we’ve 
had a ton of those conversations at the very begin-
ning after the incident and it wasn’t doing any good 
for you. Us starting this bar is something we have 
always wanted to do; I’m sure your memory recalls 
that part. It allows you to work your own schedule, 
in case you knock out for a nap, or if you drink too 
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much because we do that sometimes. I’ll be here to 
back you up. Besides, a lot of our regulars that walk 
through those doors can’t remember the events of 
their day either. So, it’ll be like you aren’t the only 
one with this issue.

A bit of a wild guy, but Bala always looked out for Aathi, 

and he knew it. Aathi didn’t question anything. Instead, 

he started to help his cousin prepare for the opening. 

Keeping busy with a few of the primary duties was all 

that allowed Aathi to feel normal. He began to under-

stand that it was better for him to deal with tomorrow, 

tomorrow. Especially since he could target tomorrow 

with the same attitude.

“So, you haven’t asked about Preethi,” shouted Bala 

from across the room as they shuffled the kegs back 

and forth.

“Holy fuck, I forgot. How do I forget having a 

girlfriend?”

“Bro, don’t sweat. She left you months ago, unable to 

deal with you.”

Aathi stared at Bala from across the room. A pin 

drop silence filled the space. They’d dated for years, 

and she’d left him, all because she couldn’t deal with 

the fact that he couldn’t create new memories? She’d 

just up and decided to abandon him, during a time 
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where her support was needed most? Aathi took a seat 

on a chair next to Bala, and held his hands up in the air.

“Fuck yes!”

“Never get old,” chuckled Bala.

Aathi was unable to hold his excitement, finally 

getting the break he was hoping for all day. The news 

of a girlfriend abandoning you after finding out you 

have Rear-view must be devastating. Not for Aathi, 

whose last memory of his girlfriend was wondering 

how to leave her. He’d fallen in love with her thinking 

of who she might be, but as time passed, he’d realized 

they weren’t a compatible pair. Not only did he know 

that, but he’d realized it gets harder to break up with 

someone after dating for so long. Preethi was beautiful, 

but her sole intentions meant Aathi gave up everything 

for her and he was not for it at all.

“Maybe this amnesia thing isn’t too bad after all,” 

laughed Aathi.

After finally hearing some good news, Aathi got into 

the groove of his day knowing that one dark factor in 

his life was in his past now. He smiled away while pour-

ing a pint of beer for a customer as a group of individ-

uals walked through the doors.

Just minutes ago, Aathi couldn’t help but smile learn-

ing about his relationship being in the past. Moments 

later, just as his feet began to touch the ground, storm-

ing through the front doors came his past ready to set 
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course for his future — a young woman with no words 

to describe her beauty, a smile that could turn a few 

heads in any room. Coincidentally, the love of Aathi’s 

life.

Aathi ducked behind the counter. I wonder if she saw 

me.

“Dude, my beer!” Shouted the customer who watched 

as Aathi fell to the ground with his glass in hand.

“Aathi, is that you?” said a soft voice he’d thought he 

would never hear again.

Aathi slowly stood up from behind the counter, and 

immediately all his thoughts disappeared as he got lost 

in her eyes.

“Di-di-di,” stuttered Aathi.

“Here, let me help you; it’s Diya,” she responded, smil-

ing back.

4

Diya walked through doors with an unexpected 

grace. A breath of fresh air for a life going south. Diya, 

as beautiful as they come, had been the one and would 

always be one Aathi could never get off his chest. He’d 

first met her in his childhood days. His initial reaction 

to her wasn’t all that great. He’d thought she was the 

rudest girl in the world. But soon blossomed a friend-

ship he’d thought would last a lifetime. Over time, the 

friendship had turned to love–– well from his point 
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of view anyway. It was hard at a young age to estab-

lish what love was, and Aathi had begun to drift away 

from Diya as they grew into the next stage of their life. 

It wasn’t until she’d had to move away for a private 

school that he’d realized her nonexistent company was 

an absent breach in his life. They’d both managed to 

rekindle their friendship from afar, and as they did, 

came back a familiar feeling he’d forgotten existed.

Aathi knew, as they grew older, that he wanted some-

thing more from their friendship but feared nothing 

would come of it with Diya being so far away.

Time does bring hope, and soon Diya’s family moved 

back, and Aathi felt he had another chance. They grew 

in age, yet lingered in the air the thought of what their 

relationship meant, could it be something more? They 

grew closer but remained apart. Aathi feared nothing 

was going to come of their relationship, as if he were 

destined to be friend-zoned. He almost felt she was 

too good for him, and as time passed, Preethi came 

into the picture.

Preethi, when she came to know of Aathi’s close rela-

tionship to Diya, demanded he end it. He knew it’d be 

a mistake, and it’d mean the possibility of ever ending 

up with Diya would be wholly gone. He still made that 

mistake and went on to date Preethi, knowing he’d 

made the wrong choice. A mistake he was never going 

to get the chance to correct.
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4

As Diya walked through the bar door, Aathi ducked 

in fear, the fear of being confronted for the horrible 

thing he had done.

“Here, let me help you; it’s me, Diya,” she responded, 

smiling back.

Aathi got up from behind the bar confused, wonder-

ing why she wasn’t mad at him. But as she spoke, he 

couldn’t help but stay glued to her smile, the irresist-

ible mark of her beauty. The sunlight beamed through 

the windows, kissing her dark caramel covered skin, 

glittering against the multiple studs and hoops resting 

on her ear.

She stroked the strand of her hair she often loved 

to leave out behind the ear as she continued to smile 

at Aathi.

“So, you’re just going to keep staring?”

“What are you doing here?”

“What, a girl can’t go out for drinks?”

“No. I mean yes. Uhm, have a seat at the table over 

there. I’ll send someone over.”

“I’ll stay back and catch up with you once my friends 

leave,” said Diya.

She smiled once more before walking over to the 

table with her friends. Aathi, unable to comprehend 

another opportunity life bestowed on him, managed the 
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bar table and exhaled a few times before Bala walked 

over and placed his arm around Aathi’s shoulder.

“Isn’t that...?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, what are you going to do?”

“Not mess it up.”

All his flaws he woke up with in the morning seemed 

to have passed his mind entirely as he gazed at Diya 

from afar. All the years he’d felt nothing would ever 

happen out of their friendship because she she’d been so 

far. Because he’d messed up, and he couldn’t do anything 

as long as he’d been with Preethi. Now she was sitting 

a few steps away, and he was still unable to speak up.

Diya seemed to be quite busy with her friends, 

and Aathi didn’t want to interrupt. He felt it might be 

better to keep himself busy, let the time pass before she 

became free to talk. He continued to tend to the other 

customers in a lively bar. The Gentlemen’s Counter 

located in the active parts of Toronto seemed to draw 

a ton of traffic late in the afternoon this day. A ton of fun 

folk rolled through, but regardless of how entertaining 

the others might have been, his eyes consistently drew 

towards Diya. He tried to remain as discreet as possible, 

but one of Diya’s friends seemed to have caught Aathi 

looking towards her.

Diya, whose back was turned away from him, turned 

towards him and smiled. Aathi dropped everything 
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he held to the ground as she laughed and pointed at 

her phone. She turned back towards her friends but 

signalled numbers just below the edge of the table. 

He may not be able to create new memories, but his 

intellect remained strong. He quickly picked up on 

her giving her number and paid keen attention as he 

entered her phone number into his phone.

“Smooth,” messaged Aathi.

“I have always been smooth, bud,” replied Diya.

“I’m just going to cut to the chase, aren’t you mad at 

me?” questioned Aathi.

“Should I be?” responded Diya.

Wasn’t she mad? Why would she be, she probably 

wouldn’t care if I met someone else. She’s probably 

already with someone.

4

“Who is that guy?” questioned Anjali, a co-worker 

of Diya’.

“It’s a long story,” responded Diya.

“He’s cute,” said Anjali.

“Yeah, he is,” Diya smiled fondly.

Diya’s friend sat in front of her, confused, wondering 

why Diya wasn’t over by the bar counter speaking to 

Aathi. Really, she knew the reason why, but even she 

was able to pick up on the spark between the two. A 
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kind of energy almost anyone in the bar would have 

noticed.

“What do you mean long story?” questioned Anjali as 

she gazed over to Aathi who was smiling at his phone.

“I’ve known him since I was a kid,” responded Diya.

I think he is easily the only person in the world that 
understands me completely. I’ve shared so many of 
my successes and pains with him; he knows all my 
flaws and still appreciates me. We meet so many 
people in life, and I thought Aathi was just that, 
someone who is passing by. When my family and I 
moved away, I thought I would never see him again. 
But through all that, Aathi was relentless. He kept in 
touch with me and stayed connected since we were 
children. I thought that over time, one of us would 
build the courage to speak up to our emotions, it just 
never happened. Plus, he went on to meet some girl. 
He mentioned she didn’t like us being friends. So, I 
decided I didn’t want to stand in the way of his life. 
I just assumed nothing was meant to happen.

A brief silence filled the air, Anjali glanced at her, feeling 

the sadness in Diya’s tone. But Diya was quick to cut 

the tension with a smile–– her usual tactic–– as she 

joined the conversation with others at the table.
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4

Some time passed, and one by one, Diya’s friends 

at the table started to make their way out while Aathi 

observed from a distance. He knew the time grew near, 

a time where he would have to confront his fears of 

speaking with Diya. His last memory of her was a 

heartbreaking conversation he had to have with her: 

telling her, they must go their ways. Today, he found 

out Preethi was no longer a part of his life. Diya doesn’t 

know that though, he wondered, how is she going to 

take it? What if Aathi told her that he wasn’t with Pree-

thi anymore, would Diya care? Would she be happy? 

Would she wonder if Aathi only wanted to talk to her 

cause he’s now single?

Diya’s friends started to make their way home, but 

the night was still young. Aathi held his breath as the 

last of her friends walked out the door, and as Diya sat 

lonely at the distant table, he reached for his phone.

“So, are you ready?” read the text from Diya.

“Got to be ready at some point, right?” responded 

Aathi.

Diya turned and signalled Aathi, asking him to have 

a seat. He dragged his nervous feet over and took a 

position across from her and said tentatively, “Hey you.”

“Hey, so tell me how you have been,” a slow smile 

spread on Diya’s face.
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“I’m not with Preethi anymore,” blurted Aathi.

Diya broke out into laughter, amused at how Aathi 

decided to drop this bomb although it was what they 

needed. Something to clear the air.

“You know I had to say it,” said Aathi defensively.

“It’s none of my business; you didn’t have to,” 

responded Diya.

Yeah, you probably don’t care to be honest. I just 
felt I should tell you. I mean, it is one of the biggest 
regrets in my life, deciding to walk out of your life. 
You are the only person in the world who knows me 
entirely, and I just up and chose to walk away from 
you. Since we were kids, I always thought you would 
be someone I would have in my life forever. Almost 
a decade later, sitting across from you right now, I 
can’t help but be thankful for another chance.

“You can’t put so much blame on yourself; it could have 

happened the other way around,” said Diya.

“Could have, but I don’t think you would have,” 

replied Aathi.

Aathi, I think you are putting a ton of blame on your-
self. Yes, I am going to be honest. When you told me 
you couldn’t talk to me anymore, I was disappointed. 
Perhaps even devastated. I thought our friendship 
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was stronger than that. When I said “Okay,” and 
stopped responding, I may have been furious. But I 
realized if I had questioned things, I would be holding 
you out. Besides, it probably would have been hard 
for us to maintain what we had forever. We were 
bound to meet someone else eventually.

“I guess I’m just going to have to marry you then,” 

blurted Aathi once again.

“You aren’t thinking before talking huh,” laughed 

Diya.

Aathi knew Diya wasn’t one to take his comments 

seriously, but a part of him knew he could have the life 

he always wanted. The both of them moved on from the 

topic of their split turning the clock back as they went 

back and forth, discussing their history. Conversations 

they’d had in their childhood, everything they had gone 

through, together and from afar. They spent the next 

few hours realizing the missing piece of the puzzle in 

each other’s lives was the other person they sat across 

from. Yet, neither one of them decided it was the time 

to speak on it.

Time passed, and Bala offered to close shop. Aathi 

suggested he walk Diya home and she accepted.

After years apart from one another, they had plenty 

to catch up on. Diya lived about thirty minutes away 

from the bar, so it gave them plenty of time to grow 
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closer. And just as they reached her doorstep, Aathi 

felt uncomfortable leaving her without telling Diya 

his biggest flaw.

“Diya, I have to tell you something.”

“God, you have a new girlfriend that isn’t going to 

want us to talk?” gasped Diya as she laughed grasping 

on to Aathi’s arm.

“I’m not going to remember this,” Aathi muttered.

“You mean you won’t forget this,” assured Diya as she 

continued to smile back at him.

Aathi held Diya steady by her doorstep and 

explained his condition as her face turned to disbelief. 

She assumed he was poking fun at her, but as Aathi’s 

face turned firm, she realized something was wrong.

“You mean to tell me, I see you after nearly a decade 

and share a night like this, and you won’t remember 

me?” asked Diya as she realized this wasn’t a joke.

“Believe me. I don’t ever want to forget this day. But 

I–,” responded Aathi, choking on his words.

An uneasy silence filled the air. The two had their fair 

share of splits in their lives, but always found their way 

back to one another. It was inevitable that this would be 

the biggest challenge they face. If they chose to accept it.

Diya lost her footing and stumbled on the resting 

floor. Aathi had walked away from her many times 

over. The mind plays a foul game to an uncertain mind. 

She turned around and headed for the doors. Aathi 
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wanted to stop her, but he knew he was the one who 

had walked away in the past. Diya never disrespected 

his choice to do so either, it’s only fair he returned the 

favor. Probably the right thing to do, but as the cracks 

in the floor started to gain in numbers, his heart ached 

in pain wishing he could turn back the clock and fix 

his wrongs. He knew he should have told her, but that 

wasn’t possible this night.


