
A very strange feeling 

 

 

“Arun – I want to tell you something…I…I am getting engaged.” 

 

These words went through Arun’s mind like a lightning stroke in a power station – a 

shattering blow, blowing all the fuses.  

 

Arun was a very close chum of mine, and I had been privy to his love story from the day 

it started. We were colleagues in a company and had a gang of young people in the 

office, and we used to liven up the place with our noise and laughter and antics.  

Seema joined our department as a trainee, and caused a huge flutter in the organization. I 

suppose good-looking women are there in every organization, but Seema was different. 

Her youthful beauty, her cheerful outlook and bubbly innocence- not to mention her 

luscious curvaceous body – made her the beauty icon of the whole organization.  

 

Naturally we took this innocent under our wing – what could anybody expect? Bachelor 

boys and beautiful summer trainees are made for each other, in spite of the jealousy of 

older, crustier people in the organization.  

 

We went out everyday after office – sometimes to the pubs, sometimes to movies and 

stuff, and sometimes to the seaside to just have bhel and pani puri and talk for hours. We 

came to know Seema a lot better. She was definitely no great brain, tending more towards 

the dumb side. But she was sweet and funny and good hearted, which is better to be with 

than a cold intelligence.  

 

Arun was an engineer from IIT and an MBA from IIM, and yet was as dumb as they 

made them. He did not even realize that Seema was falling in love with him. 

At least, this was what I thought at the time. I was myself falling in love at that time, and 

had just proposed to the girl who would later be my wife. Thus, I was extremely happy – 

floating on the clouds – and wanted all my friends to be happy too. By happy, I meant 

that they should pair up – for at that time, I felt that there is no greater happiness than 

finding your soul mate.  

 

So when I saw the clear chemistry between these two, I felt that something should be 

done – or this dunderhead would never take the first move. So one day I cornered him, 

and spoke to him like a Dutch uncle – pointing out how she obviously loved him, and hoe 

he himself must be in love with her. I must admit, I waxed a little eloquent over the 

whole thing – “Listen Arun, the lord gives us one opportunity to be happy in life, and we 

should grab it with both hands. Do it now, for life doesn’t give you a second chance…” 

and a lot of stuff like that.  

 

I was apparently a very convincing speaker, for though Arun had only a vague sort of 

liking for Seema till that day, suddenly fell passionately in love with her. He pressed his 

suit diligently, but Seema kept him at arms length.  

 



Arun was a very shy and sensitive sort of guy, and was extremely embarrassed to pop the 

question to her. And it should be a proof to the depth of his feelings that he mustered up 

the nerve to propose to her on three separate occasions! But she kept on stringing him 

along - didn’t say yes, and didn’t say no. That fool should have got the signal, but what 

can you say to a love struck fool? 

 

And one day, Arun got a call from her saying that she had gotten engaged.  

 

Man, it was a terrible thing to see Arun at that time. He just went to pieces, poor fellow. 

First he went into denial, cursing the guy, the fates and cursing Seema. Then he went into 

depression, and wouldn’t show his face to anybody for weeks. When he did recover, his 

state was still quite delicate and rather pathetic. 

 

I stood by, watching helplessly, looking at a good friend in grief. 

 

And the thought kept on flashing in my mind, that none of this would have happened if I 

hadn’t sparked off the thought in him. It was all my fault. 

 

It was a very strange feeling. 

 

 

Slowly Arun began to recover. 

 

Earlier when we would meet he would say something like “The heart is born soft and 

vulnerable. When two hearts meet, if both are soft, then the meeting can be smooth, the 

joining is easy and both can beat as one. But when a soft heart tries to meet with a hard 

and stony one, it gets hurt and bruised. It is through such experiences that the soft heart 

becomes rough and calloused, and hard enough to face the world.”  

 

It was like listening to a clean-shaven, pinstriped Devdas. 

 

But time passed by, and I hoped that he would recover. I had gotten married by then, and 

my days were full. “A friend married is a friend lost” is what I used to say when my 

friends had gotten married. But only after I got married, I realized why a friend married 

has no bloody time to meet with useless bachelor friends. There are so many things to do, 

there is a house to be set up, there is this woman who seems quite different as a wife than 

what she seemed as a girl friend, there is the huge adjustment of living with someone, 

who- for all practical purposes - is a total stranger.  

 

Arun and me both left the company, and our once daily contact dwindled down to an 

occasional phone call.  

 

He seemed to be improving over the days, though once he shocked me by telling me that 

he had been to a disco with Seema, and was keeping in touch with her regularly on the 

phone.  

 



I was quite disturbed to hear this. If he had asked my advice, I would have told him to 

leave her well alone. She was engaged now, and out of bounds. It would be best for both 

parties to go their separate ways.  

 

In some cases, I think that the women who act completely bitchy and dump their guys 

cruelly and brutally, are better than the women who are very sweet and let their guys 

down sweetly. In case of the cruel woman, at least the message is very clear, and the 

feeling of hatred and disgust that is generated in the boys mind, kills all the old thoughts 

of love. 

When the breakup is so amiable, the boy (or girl, as the case may be) still has those 

feelings of love, and is unwilling to give up the chase, even though such a chase is 

guaranteed to fail and cause further trouble and heartbreak. 

 

Now, instead of forgetting Seema and getting on with his life, this damn fool was 

following her around. What was he trying to achieve? 

 

And one day, Seema called me up.  

 

I hadn’t called her ever since Arun told me that she was engaged. My sympathies were 

wholly with Arun, and anyway, I didn’t see the point of keeping in touch with her. For 

that matter, she didn’t call either, and we hadn’t spoken or met for nearly a year. 

 

I rather guessed what she might want to speak to me about, and after a few minutes of 

“HI!!!!” and generic catching up, she broached the topic.  

 

As I expected, it was about Arun.  

 

She had not come to complain about his behavior, as I was half expecting, but rather to 

express concern. He called her every other day, and chatted for hours. He was never rude 

or abusive, nor did he attempt to press his suit. He generally chatted and joked and gave 

advice. But Seema was quite disturbed by this proof that he was still obsessed with her, 

and was trying so hard to maintain contact with her. His devotion touched her, but she 

was worried as to what will happen to him in the future, if he didn’t move on 

emotionally.  

 

“Do you want me to talk to him, and tell him to lay off?” I finally asked her. 

 

“No No! He should never know that I spoke to you about this.” She replied quickly. “He 

will feel very insulted and hurt. He has behaved like a perfect gentleman, and there has 

been nothing to reproach in his behavior. I don’t love him, but I am fond of him as a 

friend. I really don’t know what to do.” 

 

She paused for a minute and then sighed. 

 

“It’s a very strange feeling.” 

 



Some time later, me and Arun met up for a drink. We chatted of this and that, and after 

some time were sitting in quiet contemplation.  

 

I was watching the droplets condense on my glass with my brain in neutral gear, when 

Arun interrupted my flow of thought.  

 

“Yaar, I had a rather interesting experience the other day.” 

 

“Hmm? What?” 

 

“Seema called me up.”  

 

I woke up at that and took some interest.  

 

“It was a first, but because generally I am the one to call. It was the first time in a long 

time that she called me.” 

 

He relapsed into silence. I had to prod him to get him to continue. 

 

“Um…yeah. We spoke of this and that, and soon she asks me – ‘Arun, do you want to get 

to get married?’ My brains went for a six. I thought that she was talking about dumping 

her fiancé and marrying me! So I just went hemming and hawing, until she asked me 

again – ‘Arun, are you seriously planning to get married? Are you looking at girls now?’. 

Then I realized that she was asking me about my marriage plans in the abstract, and not 

proposing that we two get married.  

‘Sure’ I replied. ‘Of course I want to get married. I just haven’t found the right girl yet. I 

mean I found one, but she refused.’” 

 

“My god!” I was shocked. Arun grinned at me. 

 

“Just generally flirting Yaar. Anyway, she clucked her tongue at me, and again asked, 

‘Arun, would like to get married? I think that you must get married. How long will you 

be alone? I feel very sad when I think of you, all alone.’ 

‘Why?’ I asked. ‘Are you bringing a proposal for me?’ and I was shocked at her answer. 

‘Yes’ she replied. ‘There’s my cousin, Dipa. Her parents are looking for a boy for her, 

and I felt that you two would be just great together. When they asked me whether I knew 

of any nice boy for her, I told them about you. She is a lot like me, and she is my favorite 

cousin. Would you like to meet her?’” 

 

I was all ears by now. “Well, what did you say then?” Arun was grinning at my 

expression.  

 

“Arre yaar, kya karen? That Seema is a very sweet girl, but she is totally dumb. We had 

nothing in common, and were totally mismatched personalities. She had never read a 

book in her life, had no interest in travel or sports or anything I liked. Lately we had less 

and less to talk about, our conversations used to lag after the initial ‘HIIII’ and  ‘What u 



doin’?’ I would never have fallen for her, if not for your brainwashing. After that fever 

wore off, I realized how wise she had been in saying ‘no’, and how the lord protects us in 

mysterious ways. We would never have been correct for each other.” 

 

“What shit! Why the hell did you keep on calling her then?” I asked. 

 

“Just like that…it’s fun to talk to her…refreshes me…no other girl to flirt with anyway” 

 

“What did you do then?” 

 

“Oh man, it was a delicate situation. I couldn’t say that that I had no intentions of 

meeting her cousin, or of being related to her. And apart from that, I felt it was nice of her 

to think that I am good enough to marry her favorite cousin, and it was very sweet of her 

to be so concerned. I couldn’t hurt her by telling the truth.  

So I had talk around the issue, and finally told her that I couldn’t bear the thought of 

being close to her in such a context, it would be the tortures of Tantalus for me, and 

would be unfair to her cousin.  Finally, she accepted the point and didn’t mention it 

again.” 

 

For a long time, we were silent, and then Arun spoke again. He spoke dreamily, more to 

himself than to me. 

 

“But I tell you…” he picked up his glass and took a long pull “…just for that moment… 

all my defenses crashed…all my old feelings for her resurfaced…I remembered my 

feelings on the day I proposed to her…my feelings when she told me that she was getting 

engaged…and now after all this time, this proposal…the opportunity of getting close to 

her again…I am like a drug addict…I know she’s not good for me, but still every cell in 

my body cries out for her… the feeling which went through me…just for that 

moment…what a feeling…” 

 

I can still remember the expression in Arun’s eyes as he spoke, but I can’t describe it in 

words. His eyes had misted up… 

 

“…a very strange feeling…” 

 

 

 

 

End 

 

 

 

 


