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“No man can attain freedom from activity by refraining from action, nor can he reach perfection by merely 

refusing to act. He who remains motionless, refusing to act, but all the while brooding over sensuous 

object that deluded his soul, is simply a hypocrite.”   

Section 3 of the Bhagavad Gita 

“The moment I was on the road, I felt I was the mistress of the universe, in charge of my own destiny. The 
fresh air filled my nostrils. The full moon was my company and guided my way. I was not afraid. I thought of 
Siddhartha who slipped away from his palace leaving behind a luxurious life in search of ENLIGHTENMENT. I 
too had to seek my own enlightenment.”  

Ratna 

“When I opened our main door, the first thing I saw was Lord Ganesha with his parents, Lord Shiva and 
Goddess Parvati, by his side looking at me straight in the eyes.” 

Timothy 
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1. 

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST 

I got the shock of my life when I saw his feet while walking the seven steps around the blazing fire in the 
Hawan Kund. Huge black feet with toes opening ready to catch hold of anything on the ground. Nails not 
even cleaned properly as if he did not care that he was getting married. My legs turned jelly. I started to 
wobble and felt so dizzy that I had to hold tight to his dupatta so as not to fall into the fire. This would have 
made of me a bride getting burnt on the day of her wedding instead of Sati in which a widow sacrifices 
herself by sitting atop her deceased husband’s funeral pyre.     

Looking at these feet prevented me to concentrate on the prayers the priest was reciting. Not that it 
mattered. Contrary to the priest, I know all the meanings of these prayers. 14 years ago, I obtained a 
distinction in Hinduism at my Higher School Certificate. My interest in reading spiritual books grew since my 
HSC results. Unfortunately, most priests are unqualified and repeat prayers like parakeets without even 
understanding their meanings. I told myself that the priest could have at least learnt and explained the seven 
vows, so important in a Hindu wedding. But, why should I care? I was not even sure that I would be able to 
adhere to the seven vows. How could I commit myself to a stranger whose feet looked like that of a beast in 
a fairy tale. The seven steps or the seven vows symbolise the bride’s and the groom’s commitment to each 
other, to their future children, with blessings for peace, health, friendship and loyalty. The seven steps also 
mean respect and love for each other.  I started asking myself so many questions. Future children?  How 
could I bear his children? Peace? How could I live in peace with a beast? Health? Looking at these feet I 
already felt my health was at stake. Friendship and loyalty? No way!  

I told myself, “You are cursed. You read too many fairy tales and fiction books. Now you are getting married 
to a beast. A beast that will never turn into a prince.” 

No cocktails. No formal dinner. No dancing. Only a vegetarian meal with close relatives from both sides 
served on banana leaves in the backyard of my parents’ house after the religious ceremony.  

My sisters came better dressed than me. I was in a simple cheap red sari with a sequin border. My two nieces 
were dressed in long colourful skirts. At first, I did not know that they were my nieces until I saw them holding 
the sari of my sister, Sandya, who was reprimanding them. The first and last time I saw the twins was when 
I accompanied my mother to the clinic when they were born.  

During the lunch I was told to sit by the side of my monster. Head still covered, I looked under the banana 
leaf, as is the tradition, before starting to eat but there was no money. With a lump in my throat, I tried to 
eat the food by putting small handful in my mouth. I found it so difficult to swallow that I had to drink some 
water with each mouthful to wash down the food. I could not take my eyes off his huge black fingers putting 
the food in his mouth like somebody who saw food for the first time. The dal dripping on his chin. He ate like 
a glutton and kept on asking for more rice and more curries. It was a free meal after all. Everything was 
offered by my parents who did all the expenses for the wedding.  

At the kanyadaan and exchanges of gifts during the ceremony I was offered a cheap pink cotton sari and 
some fake jewellery and plastic bangles. The only gold that I received was the mangalsutra that he tied 
around my neck to seal the wedding. A 9-carat gold pendant attached to a thick saffron thread, not even a 
gold chain. My parents on the other hand offered him an off-white silk kurta pyjama and an adjustable gold 
ring on a silver tray wrapped in cellophane paper with a garland of fresh red roses placed on top.  
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My head was still covered when we reached his house in the late evening. He ordered me to change and to 
come to bed with him. 

I did as I was told. I did not have time to reach the bed when I saw his ugly face for the first time. Two huge 
hands ripped my nightdress. I realised that I was in front of a real beast. The tears in my eyes made him look 
harder at me. I was so fragile and small compared to him that with one hand he threw me on the bed, opened 
my legs with force and raped me. He left me in my blood. His snoring made the bed shake. 

I went to the bathroom. Did my best to shower myself. Put some tissue paper on my vagina to absorb the 
blood. Looked for some pain killers. Could not find any. Returned to bed. This was the first time I endured 
this kind of pain. I did not bleed so much even when I had my period for the first time. The throbbing pain 
gave me the impression that somebody had cut my vagina with a knife. I stayed awake all night. 

The next day when his parents came to look at the bedsheet to know if I was a virgin, they got a shock and 
told themselves that something went wrong. One of my sisters-in-law advised that I should be taken to the 
hospital. 

Three stiches. A few pain killers. A soothing cream and the Doctor advised no sexual relationship until the 
wound was completely healed. 

“You cannot do your duty with my son but you can certainly do the household chores,” my mother-in-law 
said on my return from the hospital. “You must earn your living. We cannot feed another mouth for free.”  

I did marvel with the little ingredients that they gave me. I heard them say between themselves that they 
had never eaten such tasty food.  I was the last one to eat as I had to serve the in-laws and my husband first. 
They ate with their fingers on steel plates and drank from steel mugs. After doing all the washing up, I sat on 
the floor and ate my food, from a steel plate, all on my own.  

The porcelain dinner set and glasses served as a decoration in a pantry cabinet which was in the dining room 
where nobody was allowed to eat. 

Another rape after two weeks from the hospital.  

I could no longer bear the continuous rape and the sexual violence.  One night when my husband was fast 
asleep, I woke up. Walked like a cat. Changed into a pair of jeans and t-shirt. Packed the suitcase that my 
parents gave me which was full of beautiful clothes and some pieces of gold jewellery hidden in the seams. 
I removed my mangalsutra and left it on the bedside table.  Chappals in one hand, suitcase in another hand, 
I took stealthy steps along the front passage of my room leading to the veranda. I was in the street but did 
not know where I was heading to. 

The only friend I had for company while living in fear was a 10-year-old girl who cleaned the yard and did the 
gardening as well. She was as pretty as a picture with her sparkling eyes set in her round dark face and a 
pigtail attached with a black ribbon. Each time she came to work, I told myself that if I had my materials, I 
could have done a masterpiece of her beauty on canvass.  I connected a lot with her when I was alone at 
home. She was very shy at the beginning as I was the only one who talked to her. When she arrived in the 
morning, she knew that the mug of tea and the piece of dry bread under the litchi tree was for her. She 
gulped down this breakfast before starting with her work. When nobody was watching I gave her my share 
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of cheese and chapati that she quickly wrapped in a piece of newspaper and put in her pocket to take back 
home with her. 

I wrote a poem on her. The title of the poem is “Little Girl” and it talks about a little girl who had to work to 
help her widowed mother and her grandmother so that they did not die of hunger. I also started a short 
story entitled “Little girls forced to work”. The story highlighted how girls were subject to violence and rape 
by those who were supposed to protect them: their fathers, uncles, brothers, neighbours, friends and the 
police. Fortunately for my little friend, Pria, she worked in the yard when my husband was not at home. She 
could have been an easy prey. 

I could have asked Pria to give me refuge. She lived in a one-bedroom house with her mum and her 
grandmother. She once told me that the house was made of corrugated iron sheet full of holes. Once, during 
our conversation, she explained how they lost everything during the rainy season. Water entered through 
the roof, the door and the window. It was so tough for her to walk her grandmother to the outside toilet 
that they had to buy a portable potty.  At the beginning, her grandmother refused to use the potty but finally 
got used to it. It was Pria’s duty to empty and clean the potty. 

Pria would have gladly opened her house to welcome me.  I could have slept on the floor with her and her 
mother. But she was not an option. My husband would have dragged me out of her house and with his strong 
fist could have brought the house down as the big bad wolf in the three little pigs. 

I had no idea where to go. It did not matter. Most important was that I was out of the house. The moment I 
was on the road, I felt some kind of liberation.  I was the mistress of the universe, in charge of my own 
destiny. The fresh air filled my nostrils. The full moon was my company and guided my way. I was not afraid. 
I thought of Siddhartha who slipped away from his palace leaving behind a luxurious life, in search of 
enlightenment. I too had to seek my own enlightenment.  

While walking, I saw two homeless people sleeping on the veranda of the Chinese shop. I took off my shawl 
and covered them. I met with two policemen who did not care seeing a young woman on the streets at this 
time of the night. One of them, whose belly was so big that I wondered if he could see his feet, had a bottle 
of whisky in his hand. He whistled at me. Maybe he thought I was a prostitute looking for clients. The other 
one was snoring on the seat of the car. They were supposed to be doing night patrols. 

I passed by “Magic Chef”, a snack open night and day. The aroma of fried chilli bites, samosas and pakoras 
reached my nostrils as if inviting me to go inside. A few jolly people were sitting down eating, drinking hot 
coffee and tea and having animated discussions. Maybe after having seen Bohemian Rhapsody, as one of 
them was trying to imitate Freddy Mercury. 

Looking at them made my stomach growl from not eating my dinner. I could not eat as my brain was working 
overtime on how to run away.  I thought of my friend who used to say “if you fail to plan, you plan to fail” 
and I could not fail as my future was at stake. 

I kept on walking still not knowing where I was heading to. I saw a few taxis on the road. One or two stopped 
to offer their services which I politely refused.  

In front a petrol station where the light was not so dim, I saw a group of men sitting on building blocks around 
a makeshift table playing cards. There was another group near them playing dominos. Opposite them, a 
group of young boys were playing the guitar and clapping hands to keep the beat. 



 

7 

 

I smiled and said to myself how such simple things can bring so much joy and happiness. 

Where to go? My parents! No way! They would say: “Your place is with your husband and we cannot take 
you back.”  

I could have knocked at the door of my eldest sister; but I already knew the answer. “Eh! What are you doing 
in front of my gate, I have my husband and my two small children to look after and cannot take somebody 
else in the house? My in-laws will not appreciate that at all. “People will talk. You are bringing shame to the 
family.” 

Nishta, my youngest sister would have welcomed me but she lived in the North of Mauritius and it was too 
late to go there. I got on well with her husband, Prem. My sister and I were best friends when we were small. 
We did lots of mischiefs together trying to put the blame on our eldest sister although without any success. 

CONTENTS 

2 

TWO SISTERS 

Both my sisters have fair skin and long silky hair. Sandya, the eldest one, failed her school certificate twice. 
Failed her driving test, I do not know how many times. Went to a private school to be trained as a secretary. 
She was so bad that my parents had to bribe the manager to give her a certificate. The certificate is framed 
and stands proudly on the wall of my parents’ living room. 

Sandya could not even fry an egg. My mother made her eat her breakfast by feeding her with her fingers 
before she went to school. She did not even know what was in her sandwich until she opened her baguette 
and proudly showed her friends all the goodies in her bread. Contrary to her friends who brought their own 
water to school, Sandya bought bottled water from the school canteen. She was the pride of the family being 
the first daughter and first granddaughter on both my mother’s and my father’s side.  

All uncles and aunts adored her. She got branded clothes and shoes. She was treated like a rare piece of 
porcelain to be handled with care. If my mother reprimanded her when she refused to eat certain food, she 
cried so hard that my father had to come to her rescue and my mother was the one taken to task. She had 
to prepare another meal for the princess. During weekends when we had fresh meat and special food for 
dinner, she was the one who told my father what to buy. At dinner she was served first and got the best 
pieces of meat, chicken or fish. 

My mum kept on telling her that her fair skin and long silky hair was a passport to a rich husband. It, 
therefore, did not matter if she could not cook as she would have maids to attend to her. 

We played a lot together when we were kids. We pretended that we were receiving friends and held tea 
parties for them. I was the one who made the teeny-tiny sandwiches arranged beautifully on plates. We sat 
on little benches and drank our tea from our colourful and cheerful tea sets that we received for Christmas. 
We sometimes organised dinner parties and stole flour, rice, lentils and other items from the kitchen to 
prepare dinner for our pretend friends. We had a whole set of play kitchen with a variety of accessories 
including pots and pans.  
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We got amazing interactive toys that responded to our personality. Mine was always very exciting and I 
learnt a lot from my toys and my books. My toys and my books nurtured my creativity. I got board games 
that I played in my room on my own or with my pretend friends. My sisters were more interested with their 
dolls, their storeyed doll houses and the set of outfits for their barbies.  They got sets of cute and colourful 
rings adjustable to fit the fingers of their different sizes of dolls. Their dolls had moving tongue, blinking eyes 
that responded to whatever food they got by “yuck” or “yum” depending on the food. Some dolls arrived in 
their own twinkling jars with lit up wings and came with different surprises.  

I still remember how Sandya got a family home playset with house features, moveable furniture, a large wall 
panel that turned into an outdoor patio. She could never organise the furniture on her own. She needed my 
help to do that. 

My wooden toys with little market stalls including amenities to set up a thriving farm were my favourite. 
This was how I learnt my mathematics. I also got wooden sets which included a broom, mop and a duster. I 
used these cleaning materials to keep my little market clean. I learnt a lot from my set of children crafts and 
hobby books which also helped me to learn how to use scissors, needles and mix colours. 

One Christmas, my mother forgot to put my gifts near my shoes under the Christmas tree. The next morning 
when I saw my sisters playing with their dolls, I thought that I was naughty and father Christmas had 
punished me. I started to cry and promised not to be naughty again.  My mum then rushed to the wardrobe 
and brought me a full set of books and said that father Christmas did not want others to see my gift and 
hence she placed it in the wardrobe. I knew at the early age of six that father Christmas was a myth.  

At the age of 12, when Sandya saw blood in her panties, she got a real fright. She called my mum and told 
her she was dying with cancer as she was suffering a lot and blood was coming out from her vagina. She told 
my mum that all her friends talked about cancer at school. Apparently, a girl in her class had to stop school 
as she was following treatment for cancer. 

My mother assured her that the blood in her panties had nothing to do with cancer but she was having her 
period for the first time.  My mother could not understand why Sandya was getting so afraid when everything 
was well explained to her and she was even given a sanitary pad to carry with her in her school satchel.  “You 
are a big girl now. You will henceforth look more and more like a grown up. This is a natural and healthy 
process in a girl’s life”, my mother assured her. 

Sandya refused to go to school for two days on the grounds that she had cramps. Even with the warm heating 
pad to put on her belly she kept on complaining.  My grandmother and my aunts came to visit her with plenty 
of gifts and sweet cakes. She got her first sari from my mother and my grandmother gave her a pair of gold 
bangles. I saw my grandmother whispering in the ear of my mother and could not get what she said. 

At the age of 16, wearing beautiful salwar kameez, Sandya started to accompany my parents to weddings 
and other official events as well as religious ceremonies. It did not take long for suitors to come home. Sandya 
sat with my parents wearing her silk chiffon designer saris of the most striking colours and patterns.  Being 
considered as the family beauty, she had her pick for the suitors. She poked fun at those she rejected. She 
finally chose Kumar who was twelve years older than her. Nice looking Kumar had a well-paid job in an 
international company with a branch in Mauritius.  They got married on the day Sandya turned 19.   
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The newly-wed lived in the family house in the same compound as Kumar’s parents.  Kumar found this 
convenient as he was close to his mother. After work instead of going to his house, Kumar went to see his 
mother first, and had a few mouthfuls of whatever she had cooked, then went to his wife, 

Sandya could not cook even with all the cookery books that Kumar bought for her. Once Kumar even 
suggested to help her in the kitchen. She refused saying that she had a maid to do everything. Kumar gave 
up as very often he had business dinners or ate at his mother’s. The maid had to cook weekend dinners and 
put them in the fridge as Madam refused to dirty her well varnished nails with the peeling of vegetables and 
other household chores. Sandya could not drive although she was the proud owner of a car which her 
husband offered her for her birthday. The car was given to her in the hope that she would be encouraged to 
get her driving licence. The company driver had to drop the children at the nursery and drive her to her 
friends to play cards. She congratulated herself for being a liberated woman who had her own car and played 
cards with friends. When she did not play cards, she roamed around in shopping malls looking for branded 
shoes and clothes. She very often treated herself to beauty treatments. She went to a spa resort at least 
once a month. Creams, lotions, perfumes, eyeshadows, lipstick and other cosmetics did a competition among 
themselves on her dressing table 

My parents boasted a lot on how their daughter had visited nearly all countries of the world. In fact, Sandya 
accompanied her husband on his business trips abroad. But my parents did not know about the tacit 
agreement between husband and wife. Sandya did not ask any questions when Kumar returned to the hotel 
room late at night. She knew her husband spent his nights with women. She did not mind. She preferred 
enjoying herself in the hotel casinos and in shopping malls where she could make her stock of Chanel, Yves 
St Laurent, Christian Dior and other branded perfumes.   

Nishta, the youngest one who was as fair skin as Sandya, had the figure of a star. She had been approached 
a few times by renowned couturiers to promote their dresses and to do catwalks. She wanted to take part 
in “Miss Mauritius” competition. The organisers even told her that she had every chance to win. My parents 
were dead against. “Good Hindu girls do not rotate their hips, show their legs and walk in bikinis in front of 
the camera and members of the public. You certainly will not take part in beauty pageant”, my parents told 
her. 

She was considered to be very bright although she did not get very good results for her Higher School 
Certificate. She had an honour’s degree in Economics from the University of Mauritius. Independent girl. 
Well-paid job in the private sector. She too had a few rich suitors. Contrary to Sandya she did not poke fun 
at them. She politely refused them all until one day she came back home with a man. My parents got a shock 
as they did know that their daughter was going out with somebody. Nishta not only introduced Prem to mum 
and dad, she put them before a fait-accompli and told them that she had decided to get married to her long-
time boyfriend. My parents asked Prem lots of questions although they knew the reputation of Prem’s family 
from the media. Thriving businesses all over the country in electric and electronic equipment. My parents 
insisted that Prem’s came home to ask Nishta’s hand in marriage. “The sooner, the better”, my mother told 
Nishta. 

Prem accompanied by his mother and father took over two weeks to meet my parents. They were greeted 
warmly in the living room.  Prem’s parents were cold, looked sad and worried. They started asking quite a 
few questions on Nishta and finally said that they were distraught that their son was getting married to a girl 
who was four years older than him. They voiced out their opinion that Hindu girls were not supposed to be 
older than their husbands. Prem looked at them sharply. They stopped short the conversation and instead 
congratulated Nishta on her delicious snacks, pastries and masala tea. My mother did not dare tell them that 
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I was the one behind the stove, and not Nishta, who prepared everything. I even decorated the trays nicely 
with beautiful tray cloths and little napkins embroidered by me. Nishta brought the trays to the living room 
and got all the credits while I sat in the kitchen listening to the conversation. 

To put Prem’s parents at ease, my mother brought the discussion on mature girls and how they were good 
in child-rearing. My dad joined in and said that mature girls knew how to raise strong families, educate 
children, make them feel safe and secured. He added that children raised by mature mothers in a good family 
environment did not go for drugs.  Prem’s mother stopped the conversation and said she would contact her 
priest regarding date and time for the wedding. 

After the departure of Prem and his family, my elated parents could not stop congratulating Nishta for 
finding the perfect husband.  Same caste. Fair skin.  Rich family. Only child. Future son-in-law did his studies 
in England. What more could they ask for? I helped my mother to prepare a lavish dinner as they wanted to 
celebrate the perfect match of Nishta. The one concerned was not present. Prem came to pick her up in the 
late afternoon and she returned after dinner. 

Once the date of the wedding was fixed, my mother insisted to do all the shopping for the wedding in India. 
She contacted her friends who did the same for their daughters and got addresses for everything including 
different outfits, jewellery and even invitation cards.  Nishta accompanied her to India.  

Contrary to the traditional Indian weddings where guests were offered a box or a bag of Indian cakes at the 
end of the ceremony, that of Nishta was different. All guests were invited to join in a lunch soon after the 
ceremony. The international cuisine was served by a 5-star hotel under the well decorated marquee. The 
next evening a lavish cocktail in a beach hotel was organised for politicians, directors of businesses and other 
well-known people who were close to Prem’s parents.  

Our family was also invited to the cocktails. My mum helped me to drape my sari for the first time.  She even 
gave me her jewellery to wear and got one of her friends to do my make-up specifying that the foundation 
cream and the powder had to be much paler than my skin. I felt like a clown taking part in a circus instead 
of going to a cocktail but did not say anything. I heard her saying to my dad that with her best Benarasi sari, 
her jewellery and the professional make-up I would surely find a suitor. 

After the cocktails we all went our own way. My mother who normally talked a lot after an event, mostly 
making disobliging comments, did not say a word.  She brooded all the way home and looked at me with a 
hard face. I gave her back her jewellery and her sari and went to my room, took off my clown mask and went 
to bed. 

Prem and Nishta went to the Seychelles for their honeymoon and on their return instead of coming home 
to get the blessings of my parents, they went directly to their own flat in the North of Mauritius. 

CONTENTS 

3 

ZAFIRA 

I still did not know which door to knock at. The name of my friend Usha came to my mind but she was no 
longer in Mauritius. 
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My eldest sister Sandya? No way. Self-centred, proud and selfish Sandya, thinking that she was the centre 
of the world, would definitely have thrown me out of her house and told me that I was bringing shame to 
the family. “For better or for worse, you should have stayed with your husband. This is how it works in a 
good Hindu family”, she would surely say. 

Nishta, on the other hand, would have welcomed me with open arms. I quite liked her husband, Prem. We 
had interesting discussions on a variety of social issues at family dinners at home. He often congratulated 
me on my food and said he wished his wife could cook like me. “No, no, Nishta. It is a good thing that you 
cannot cook like Ratna. I would have found myself eating too much and turned up as a potbellied man,” 
Prem would jokingly add. I really liked his sense of humour. Once he even invited me for dinner and sleepover 
at their apartment as he wanted to have an in-depth discussion on Hinduism with his non-Hindu friends. I 
slept in the spare bedroom with attached toilet and bathroom. However, much I would have loved to go to 
them and knew they would have welcomed me but going there by taxi, in the middle of the night, on my 
own, was just out of question.  

Zafira came to my mind.  

We had been close friends since we were at primary school. We did our secondary education together. We 
both got very good results. Zafira’s father paid for her studies to do medicine in England while my father 
refused to send me abroad for my studies although he could afford it. His argument was that my eldest sister 
did not go to university and it would be unfair to send me. He also pointed out that my mother needed me 
in the kitchen. I did all my studies by correspondence and I now hold a Hons. degree in Social Studies and an 
MBA in Finance from the University of London. In fact, I am better qualified than my two sisters.    

Zafira stayed on her own in a three-bedroom apartment in an upmarket residential area. The flat was a gift 
from her father on her return to Mauritius after being qualified as a doctor, specialising in gynaecology.  

Abdel, Zafira’s father is Muslim and her mum, Marguerite, is a mulatto. They could not get married due to 
social and religious prejudices.  

When the parents of Abdel learnt that he was going out with a non-Muslim girl, they forced him into an 
arranged marriage with a Muslim girl of the same caste.  

Marguerite was four months pregnant with Zafira when Abdel got married. Heartbroken and powerless, she 
understood the deeply distressing situation of Abdel. “I am helpless Marguerite. They chose a girl of the 
same high caste as me. Maybe it’s my fault.  I should have been more discreet about our relationship or even 
better, we could have eloped and lived in my flat in London,” a shattered Abdel told the mother-to-be of his 
child. Marguerite did not put any pressure on Abdel. But she wanted to know what the girl who took her 
place looked like. She had a glimpse of the Nikah. Abdel appreciated Marguerite even more for that. As days 
went by, the love of Marguerite and Abdel became stronger and stronger and Abdel was the first person to 
hold Zafira in his arms when the baby was born. 

Abdel had no feelings for his wife. He very rarely had sex with her. He got a fright when one day he heard 
his wife vomiting in the bathroom.  He did not want his wife to bear his child and thought his wife was 
pregnant and he was being punished. He quickly took an appointment and accompanied his wife to the 
Doctor. When the results of the tests and the scans arrived, Abdel kept his fingers crossed.  He, then, held 
his wife’s hand tight for the first time when the Doctor announced that Nazma had to undergo a major 
surgery to lower the risk of ovarian cancer. He accompanied his wife to the Doctor and cared for her after 
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the hysterectomy. He even employed two caregivers to help Nazma cope with her hygiene and nutrition. 
But deep inside he was happy knowing that his wife would never be able to have a child. Abdel was even 
happier when his wife discussed adoption with him and then said that she was no longer a woman as her 
ovaries were removed. “I do not think I will be a good mother. I will have no motherly feelings for a child.” 

Zafira remained the only child. Abdel did everything legally for Zafira to be the sole beneficiary of all his 
assets including moveable and immovable properties.  

Abdel spent all his weekends with Marguerite and Zafira. Father and daughter very often went on holiday 
abroad. Being a thriving businessman with shops all over Mauritius, Abdel helped Zafira with the interior 
decorations of the apartment. The mixture of modern and antique items created a unique atmosphere in 
the living room.  “How can I give you an empty flat?” Abdel told his daughter who insisted on doing things 
on her own. “I know you have good taste and can pay; but I have seen many young people going out of the 
box and buying antiques for their houses. In any case, even if you wanted to, you would not have known 
where to buy these beautiful antique pieces. I have my own suppliers.”   

The metro stopped close to Zafira’s apartment. 

Knock, knock, knock. Although very late at night, Zafira opened the door. She looked at me straight in the 
eyes and did not say a word. I smiled at beautiful Zafira who as usual looked stunning in a flowery flared skirt 
and a loose silk shirt. 

She understood the language of silence. She took me to her spare bedroom, gave me fresh white bedsheets 
and a towel that smelled of lavender. After my shower, I pampered myself with Zafira’s Body Shop products.  
When I walked back to the room with my towel around me, I saw a pair of satin pyjamas on the bed. There 
was a Thermos of fuming hot chocolate and a slice of homemade plum cake on a bone china plate and a 
flowery bone china cup and white napkins on a tray.  I smiled and indulged myself in the cake and drank the 
hot chocolate slowly and enjoying every sip as if it was the first time that I was having hot chocolate in my 
life. 

I slept like a baby. Could not even remember if I dreamt. This was my first sound sleep since my wedding. 
The singing and the conversation of the birds mixed with the rustling of the leaves woke me up. I looked at 
my watch with groggy eyes and saw it was well over 8.00 a.m. 

Zafira was waiting for me in the kitchen with fresh orange and pineapple juice, toasts and eggs. 

We ate in silence. I did not even realise that I had such a good appetite. I finished everything that was on my 
plate and even wiped the drips of the eggs with a piece of bread. All washed all down with two cups of strong 
Chamarel coffee. 

After breakfast, I followed Zafira to the living room. I sat on the antique chair that took me two weeks to 
upholster for Zafira. She wanted something unique and we bought the materials together. 

I met Zafira regularly in secret after her return from her studies. “We do not want you to make friend with a 
bastard. Her parents are not even married and her mother is a Creole”, my parents used to say. 

“Zafira, I did last night what I should have done weeks ago.” 

“I knew you got married although I was not invited. So, what happened?” 



 

13 

 

“Nobody was invited except close relatives on both sides.” 

Faithful to herself, Zafira was not afraid of voicing her opinion and in a strong voice said “Why did you get 
married? What about Timothy? You were madly in love with him. So, you just left him for another man?” 

When Zafira saw all the pains I was enduring, she held my hands and in a soft voice encouraged me to talk. 

“My parents never knew about Timothy. This would have been the end of me if they had known. Timothy is 
the only person I have loved and will always love. He was the only one who found beauty in me. I had always 
been told I was ugly with my dark skin and curly hair.  To add insult to injury, I am plump and this is considered 
fat in my family as my two sisters are skinny. My mother knocked at all doors to get a husband for me. The 
suitors either found me too dark or too fat and some even said that I looked like a Creole with my curly hair.” 

I went on to explain to Zafira how my mother was prepared to offer a hefty dowry. 

 “She said I was bringing shame to a good Hindu family as I was still a spinster.  I told her that I did not want 
to get married and with my qualifications I could find a job. She said she was desperate with all the gossips 
around my age. In fact, my mother became so big headed with her rich sons-in-law that she kept on telling 
her friends how her daughters had a posh lifestyle. They started hitting back by telling her that it was a 
shame that she was still begging to find a suitor for her 31-year-old daughter.   My father advised her not to 
listen to all the badmouths but she was well determined by hook or by crook to find a husband for me.” 

“My mum jumped on the occasion when this man offered to marry me. I insisted that I should see him, go 
out with him before a decision was taken. My father agreed but my mother was adamant saying that I should 
consider myself lucky that someone had agreed to marry me at the age of 31. My father gave up and tried 
to comfort me by saying that I would make a good wife with all my qualities. Everything was done behind 
my back.  I had never seen him in my life. The first thing I saw was his feet when we did the seven steps 
around the fire. I saw his ugly face for the first time on our wedding night. Even then I thought that the story 
might end like beauty and the beast and he would care for me. He was a real beast and raped me on the first 
night. I was bleeding so much that my sister-in-law took pity on me and advised that I should be taken to the 
hospital. The doctor had to do a few stiches and recommended that I should not have sex for at least two 
weeks. This did not happen. Before the two weeks, another rape and the rape went on nearly every night.”  

Zafira held me tight in her arms and said: “You can stay here for as long as you want. I am happy that you 
are not civilly married. This will make things easier for you. If he comes near you or try to intimidate you, I 
am sure my dad and his friends in the legal profession will be too happy to deal with him. You know how 
much my dad loves you and cares for you.  Very often, he asks about you and was concerned when he heard 
that you got married and I was not invited. This is my house and no unwanted visitors will be allowed to set 
foot without my permission.” With a smile, she added, “Apart from Timothy of course.” 

“I am dirty. I lost my virginity to a beast. I do not think that Timothy will want me. When he asked me to 
elope with him, I should have done so.” 

“Why did you not do it?” 

“I was not strong enough to make this decision. I did not want to bring shame to my family.  Eloping with a 
girl of Hindu origin would have also meant shame on the family of Timothy as well. I have been on the 
internet and know all about his background.” 
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“Let me tell you that Timothy is still madly in love with you. He was heartbroken when he heard that you got 
married. He telephoned me and cried on the phone. Apart from inviting him for dinner, I could not offer any 
comfort. He vowed that you are the woman of his life and made a promise that he will never go out with 
another girl. Such a good-looking man from a well-known family! Girls were falling for him. He could have 
gone out with lots of girl but he did not, Ratna.  He chose you.” 

“Now, let us go to your room. I would like to have a look at all the harm you have endured in the hands of 
your husband or should I say ex-husband.” 

“Hoo! This does not look good. Your vagina looks quite sore. You seem to have a vaginal trauma due to the 
sexual abuse. You have a serious injury that requires medical attention. You are still bleeding. I need you to 
come to the surgery with me for proper medical examination. I will then administer some gels and put you 
on an antibiotic treatment. “ 

After a full examination and while I was still on the couch, Zafira looked at me with sorrowful eyes. “Please 
do tell me if I have to undergo surgery. You said that I my vagina looks bad. Or, maybe I have STD? Please 
Zafira, be honest with me. Your eyes speak for themselves. I am prepared to go for an HIV test.”  

Zafira assured me that her sadness had nothing to do with my vagina. She said how she admired me for 
breaking my chains and running away. “You found your freedom and liberation and you are now prepared 
to face the music. You do not mind being stigmatised or judged by people saying that a Hindu girl ran away 
from her husband. Looking at you and hearing your story makes me feel sad. Yes, I am sad.”   

I was dazzled and could not understand what was going in the mind of Zafira.  

“What do you mean Zaf? You are such an independent girl. You have made your reputation as a well-known 
gynaecologist and women queue at your surgery.  You do not have to ask for permission to go out with men. 
Your parents have never questioned your relationships? What are you talking about and why so much pain 
in your eyes?” 

Zafira opened her heart to me for the first time. “You know how much I love my dad. He cares a lot for me 

and has given me everything since the day I was born. I bear his name, Patel, with pride. He bought a flat for 

my mother before buying one for me. He still insists of helping her financially although my mum has a well-

paid job. But deep inside I cannot forgive him. My mother is still his mistress. When I was small, he made 

excuses with his wife and spent most his week-ends with me and my mum. But he is still afraid of being seen 

with a Creole woman. They do go on holiday abroad but each has to travel separately. It has to be in countries 

or in hotels where he knows he will not meet other Mauritians. He only did a Nikah with his wife. I, therefore, 

cannot understand why he does not get civilly married to my mother. He has lots of non-Muslim friends who 

would be too happy to be his witnesses. Why? Why? Why can’t they get married at the Civil Status Office?  

Each time I raise the question with him, he either keeps quiet or says that he and my mum are happy like 

that. He once told me that two of his best friends have four wives and they did not engage into a civil 

marriage with any of them. My dad may not be afraid in taking up challenges. He has a natural flair for 

business. His companies are flourishing. But he still fears the eyes of society as far as his personal life is 

concerned. I believe he is not prepared to face the prejudices of a high-class Muslim man getting married to 

a Creole woman. Deep inside me, I sometimes feel he is a coward. He is giving himself a clear conscience by 
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showering my mum with expensive gifts and holidays.  I admire you, Ratna. You are not economically 

independent and yet you took the right decision. You took the road less travelled and believe me, this will 

bring back what has been stolen from you.”   

I thanked Zafira for opening her heart to me. I advised her to be more understanding with her dad. 

We had a light lunch in Zafira’s office while continuing with the discussion. I kept on trying to persuade Zafira 

to understand her father. “Marriage is no longer important nowadays. Lots of people live together without 

getting married. In some cases, they even have children. Your father may be a successful businessperson but 

on an emotional and personal level he is the only one who knows what he is going through. I am sure your 

dad is distraught by keeping your mother as his mistress. He must be a devastated man. Things will turn out 

for the best Zaf. Give him some time. It is all to his credit that you have his name. Your dad is a good and 

kind-hearted man.  Mark my word, Zaf, I have no doubt that things will change once you have a family with 

children. He will want your mum by his side to look after the grandchildren.” 

Zafira smiled, took my hands, asked her secretary to cancel all appointments, and decided to take the 

afternoon off. Before taking me back to the flat she asked me to wait outside as she had a private call to 

make.  Deep inside me I knew that the private call was for Timothy. 

CONTENTS 

4 

TIMOTHY 

I saw Timothy for the first time at a supermarket. He was so polite that he invited me to jump the queue and 
go in front of him. I refused. He touched my shoulder softly and said “please do go in front of me. I have all 
my time and you seem to be in a hurry.” It was a very embarrassing situation as he could not take his eyes 
off me. He even followed me from a distance until I reached home. 

The next day I saw a red sports car parked opposite the gate of our house. 

This went on for a week until one day I decided to talk to him.  

“Are you waiting for someone? Can I help you?” 

“Yes, indeed. Would so much like to talk to the most beautiful girl on earth.” 

“I really do not know what you are talking about. She certainly does not live on this street.” 

“I met a girl in the supermarket and would like to speak to her.” 

“Sorry, I cannot help you.” 

“You can. She is a princess and lives on this road. I would so much like to have her name.” 
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“I do not know any princess living on this road, or any princess for that matter. You must be dreaming. We 
do not have princesses in Mauritius. Try to knock at each door. I hope this will lead you to a virtual princess. 
Sorry, I must close the gate. I will be in great trouble if my parents see me talking to a stranger.” 

“Please, please, please. I implore you. Wait a minute. You are the girl I have been wanting to talk to. I have 
met many girls in my life but I have never seen anyone as beautiful as you. You seem to come from another 
world. What is your name?” 

“My goodness! So, you too, a complete stranger, that I met me briefly in the supermarket, joining the cohort 
of people making fun at me because of my features and the colour of my skin.  If you want to play a game of 
showing your superiority complex and looking down upon people, I suggest you go elsewhere. I am neither 
a prostitute nor somebody to be mocked at. Please go away.” 

I banged the gate on his face and went inside the house. I cried my heart out and told myself, “I must be 
really ugly. Even a complete stranger is now making fun at me. Because he is white, he thinks that it is his 
right to be contemptuous of my features.” 

The next day I was alone in the house and I heard the doorbell.  

Thinking that it was the postman with the books I had ordered, I hurried to the door. To my surprise he was 
there smiling at me. He blocked the door with his foot. “Please do not shut the door. I fell in love with you 
the very first day I saw you in the supermarket. I dream of you every single night and want to spend the rest 
of my life with you.” 

“Insulting me in front of my own door. What a cheek? You are so insolent, please go away.   Is it because you 
are white that you think it is your right to knock at my door and make fun of me? Do not think that because 
you are white, it is your right to tease and laugh at me in such a scornful and contemptuous manner? Please 
go away before I call the police.” 

Then I told myself “Calling the police, for what? Even if I said that a man was harassing me, the police would 
not believe me. They would argue that I wanted to have an affair with him because of the colour of his skin 
and I was the one harassing him.”  

“Oh, my God you are sensitive. It is not my intention at all to hurt your feelings. I mean it. I did not know that 
love at first sight existed until I met you.” 

“Listen, you are white. I am black. You have a Sports car and I do not have a car. You look like a film star and 
I look like one of those maids serving white people. Ah! Now I get it. Maybe you ARE an actor who is 
practising a role on how to make fun at girls. I suggest you go and watch more soap operas which will help 
you to play your part really well.” 

“How shall I put it? This is the first time I meet somebody so tenacious.” In a soft voice he said: “Look at me 
in the eyes and tell me if I am an actor, if I am making fun at you, if I am degrading you.” In a begging voice 
he said: “Ratna! I am in love with you. Please believe me.” 

“How do you know my name?” 

“Everything is possible with technology. Believe me. I love you. You are driving me crazy. Never in my life 
have I seen such a beautiful lady like you. I feel this beauty is in your heart as well.” 
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“What is your name?” 

“Timothy Clark.” 

I closed the gate gently this time. Went to my room and googled Timothy Clark. 

Timothy is the unique child of a white couple. His mother is French and his father is Franco-Mauritian. His 
dad is the Chairperson and major shareholder of several companies with operations in Agro-industry, 
properties, textiles, five-star hotels, financial services, healthcare across Mauritius, Africa and Asia.   

The Clarks are among the richest families in the country. Mr. Clark, Senior, is a well-known businessman with 
major enterprises all the over the country and in the region. He is in textiles, leather as well as sugar 
industries. His son did a real revolution when he joined the company. He did quite a few experiments for the 
protection of the environment and he succeeded. The Clarks’ sugar factories use bagasse as a primary fuel 
source. The bagasse produces enough heat to fully power their sugar factories. Timothy Clark set the trend 
of eco-friendly plates, mugs and cutlery using plant-based materials and palm leaves. “Far kinder to the 
earth,” he said in one of his interviews in an international newspaper. 

Timothy did his studies at Sorbonne. Having French and Mauritian nationalities, he could have stayed in 
France after his studies but on the advice of his father to take over his businesses, he returned to Mauritius. 
He is now doing marvel to the different companies of his father. 

Hard working boy. Gets on well with his staff. Different human approach. Set up football teams for both male 
and female staff. Encourages female to play against male. Once the female even won the trophy against 
their male counterpart. The Clarks’ companies have different policies for staff welfare which include 
disciplinary measures against sexual harassment, scholarships for children, free lunch and dinner in the 
canteen, drinking water everywhere. The Clarks are cited as role models in the way of doing business. 

We met again after a week.  I realised that he was genuine. He came to my gate nearly every day. I slowly 
found myself falling in love with him. Each time my parents were not at home, I telephoned him and we 
went out for long drives in places where people would not recognise us. 

Timothy told me about all the places he had travelled to with his parents on business or on holidays. He 
seemed to know nearly all countries of the world. 

“When I was studying, I enjoyed doing backpack tourism. This is the only way to know other people’s culture. 
I, very often, stayed with the inhabitants. I have lived with aborigines. I know how indigenous people live. I 
have learnt about the protection of the environment and how they are the guardians of the environment 
and live in harmony with their traditional territories. Cutting a tree is like taking away a life for them. We 
have a lot to learn from them on the ecosystems. You will be surprised but I also stayed in an Ashram in 
Kerala for some time.” 

I told him how I envied him. “It has always been my dream to go to India. Tell me more about life in an 
Ashram, Tim.” 

“Listen, darling. I promise that one day I will take you all over the world. We will travel to India. Or maybe 
get married in India.” 

“This will be a dream come true. But we will never be able to get married.” 
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“We do not have to get married in Mauritius. Let us elope and get married in India.” 

“Are you mad? With all your father’s contacts, this will never happen. We will be stopped right at the 
airport.” 

Timothy put his finger on my lips. “Shh! Shh! Stop talking. I promise that I will spend the rest of my life with 
you, Ratna. Meanwhile close your eyes, let me take you to the Ashram I went to in Kerala.” 

“I arrived in Kerala by bus from Bangalore Airport.   It was a long journey, over 15 hours.  

The bus stopped a few times for the passengers to comfort themselves, stretch their legs and to eat and 
drink something. I had the best coffee of my life during this trip. Having been with aborigines I did not find 
it difficult to eat with my fingers. 

I did not mind the long journey as the temperature was cool. The luxurious green foliage and the forests of 
the Keralan coast were breath-taking. My fellow passengers who were all Indians were so charming, 
generous and helpful. They even shared their food with me and explained how to dip the different dumplings 
in the different sauces. I will always be grateful for that. They translated for me whenever I needed to talk 
to the driver. I could not express myself properly in Hindi even with my dictionary which became my best 
friend. 

I went to the Ashram by taxi from the bus station. I was greeted with a “Namaste” by a guru who did his best 
to make me feel comfortable. He asked me to take off my shoes and showed me to the dormitory. I could 
have a shower in a bathroom just outside the dormitory. We woke up while the morning fog was still on the 
lake. The music of the lake echoed in my ears. Together with other devotees, we sat near the lake. I felt the 
sun spreading its rays across my body.  We inhaled and exhaled saying OM. I felt an epiphany coming through 
me. I closed my eyes and felt I was in another world, knowing who I really was and how I could live in harmony 
with people and nature.” 

“It was a real blessing, Ratna. You have learnt from books while in my case, I learnt on the ground. In the 
morning we practise satsang (devotional chanting) followed by meditation. We also had to do one-hour yoga 
in the morning and another hour in the evening.” 

“I learnt how to eat with my fingers on banana leaves. The Indians do not eat like the aborigines. I learnt to 
eat with the tip of my fingers, keeping my hand clean.  We ate only vegetarian food. We sat next to each 
other on a wooden bench in front of a long table. We took turns to serve food from steel pails. There were 
no restrictions. We ate to our fill.  I understood the Indian etiquette. I dressed in a kurta pyjama which 
fortunately I bought in Bangalore and always walked barefoot. Together with other residents, I helped with 
the cleaning of the dormitories, praying room, the hall, the toilets. I took out garbage. We all had to do 
selfless services.”  

“I prayed in front the Hindu deities. I talked to them on all the societal problems, on social justice for all, on 
the environment and other issues gnawing our world. We were told that prayers had to come from the heart 
and not from books.” 

“I felt I was living my passion in a stress-free environment away from daily chaotic life. This was the best 
experience of my life. Although I learnt a lot, I felt I could learn more and was so sad to leave the Ashram.” 



 

19 

 

“You see Ratna, you got a distinction in Hindi for your Higher School Certificate and you speak fluent Hindi.  
I learnt to speak Hindi at the Ashram and can still say a few words.” 

“Go on. Let me see what you can say.” 

“Are you putting me to test. OK. “Main aap se prem karata hoon: aap khoobsoorat hain; main tumahaare 
bina nahin reh sakta; kya ham tahalane chalen.” 

Challenging him I asked him to translate 

“So, you still, do not believe me. OK. This is what I have said and believe me, Ratna, it is true.  I love you; you 
are beautiful; I cannot live without you; shall we go out for a walk?” 

I held him tight and we both laughed before I added “You know only love words. I will see to it that your 
vocabulary is improved.”  

“Main ek achchha pati banoonga.  Hamaaree do sanskrtiyaan vileen ho sakatee hain. Hamaare bachche 
svatantrata mein badhenge. 

“I will be a good husband. Our two cultures can merge. Our children will grow in liberty.” 

“There was no need to translate. You have made your proof. Please come down to earth.” I implored him to 
take me back home. “I do not want my parents to know that I am out going with a non-arranged suitor and 
worse, a non-Hindu.” 

Timothy stopped coming for over two weeks. I was devastated. I tried to get him on his mobile and there 
was no answer. I tried WhatsApp, SMS, Skype, Facebook but could not get hold of him. I told myself. “I must 
have hurt him. Maybe he was taking me for a ride. Maybe he only wanted to have fun with me. He tricked 
me by saying a few Hindi words. I really thought he loved me and he went out of his way to learn Hindi. Rich, 
white, nice-looking boy, going out with poor ugly black girl, not so poor, may be modest. This can only happen 
in films.” 

When Timothy appeared again, he apologised profusely and told me that he was on an urgent business trip 
with his dad and did not have time to let me know. In his hurry he left his telephone behind and could not 
use the hotel telephone as his dad was with him all the time. They even slept in the same room. 

We met in secret quite a few times and even kissed each other passionately. Each time after a kiss I felt 
Timothy under my skin and this stayed with me until the next time we met. I enjoyed his smell, the smell of 
his perfume and slept with this smell. 

At each encounter, Timothy made me travel to different countries. I read him love poems. “The Passionate 
Shepherd to his Love” by Christopher Marlow was his favourite. Out of the blue he very often said:  

Come live with me and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove, 

That Valleys, groves, hills, and fields, 

Woods, or steepy mountain yields. 
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And we will sit upon the Rocks, 

Seeing the Shepherds feed their flocks, 

By shallow Rivers to whose falls 

Melodious birds sing Madrigals. 

 

And I will make thee beds of Roses 

And a thousand fragrant posies, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle 

Embroidered all with leaves of Myrtle; 

 

A gown made of the finest wool 

Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 

Fair lined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold; 

A belt of straw and Ivy buds, 

With Coral clasps and Amber studs: 

And if these pleasures may thee move, 

Come live with me, and be my love. 

 

The Shepherds’ Swains shall dance and sing 

For thy delight each May-morning: 

If these delights thy mind may move, 

Then live with me, and be my love. 

“Oh, my love” he used to say. “You may not have been to the University abroad but your knowledge of 
English Literature is far better than mine. I have learnt this poem by heart to let you know how you are 
making my education.” 

I gave him Pride and Prejudice and Jane Eyre to read. He said that he enjoyed them thoroughly and would 
like to sit down with me so that we could discuss these great classics. 

After a few months of meeting secretly and long conversation on Skype and WhatsApp, the relationship got 
really serious. We had to see each other at least every two days, otherwise we felt like mad people. Virtual 
encounters were not enough. We needed to hug, to kiss and to caress each other.  
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Loving Timothy was like breathing. We were so engaged with each other that I felt I had no control over my 
emotions. One day when we were on a long drive, I plucked all my courage and asked him if he could stop 
the car as I had something important to tell him. 

“Yes, of course. I was expecting that for a long time.” 

“What were you expecting?” 

“That you agree to elope with me. We will get married and live happily ever after.” 

“This is not how it works, Tim. Meeting you in that supermarket for the first time was fate. This fate turned 
out to be friendship which was a choice but loving you is beyond my control. I know you have the same 
feelings for me. I would love to marry you and have children with you, see our children and grandchildren 
grow and grow old together.” 

“This is great. Great minds meet. The sooner the better.” 

“No, Tim, it does not work like that. We love each other to bits. We have lots of respect and admiration for 
each other.” 

“Great! When shall we elope?”  

“Elope? No way. My parents will kill me before we get the chance to elope. You will not even be allowed to 
attend my funeral.” 

“You are so negative, Ratna. What is going in your head? I told you that I do not have any problems with my 
parents.” 

“Yes, you may not have problems with your parents. But I have with mine. If ever my parents find out that I 
am going out with you, this will be the end of me. Sooner or later, they will know that I am going out with 
you. This is a small country. Yesterday I saw my neighbour opening her window curtain while I was in the car 
with you. Gossips will soon be the talk of our street. People will even say that they saw us making love. My 
parents will put me in confinement, will take my telephone away from me. It might be the same with your 
parents.” 

“Let me take you home to see my parents. My mum will have no objection. On the contrary she will find 
ways and means to try solving this dilemma. She might even want to meet your parents and talk to them. 
All my mum wants, is for me to settle down with somebody who loves me and cares for me. She wants me 
to be happy.  I care for you Ratna. I love you. I am sure you will teach me how to make this mixed relationship 
work. I may not know Hinduism as much as you do, but remember I lived in an Ashram for over two weeks 
and I know all your etiquette and culture. I do not mind if we go for an Indian wedding.” 

“No, Tim, you do not get it. Your mother may agree to our relationship but my parents will never accept. 
They are capable of anything, Tim. Please understand. They agreed with their best friends who got their 
daughter interned in a mental hospital.” 

“You cannot blame them for that Ratna. May be their friends did the right thing if their daughter was 
mentally ill.” 
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“No Tim. This is where you are wrong. She was in perfect health. Usha, who is a good friend of mine, was 
madly in love with another girl.  Both were over 20. Usha was doing her final year in Social Studies at the 
University of Mauritius and her partner had a well-paid job, an independent lady who stayed in her own flat. 
They met secretly at the partner’s flat. Usha spent the night with her partner from time to time until one day 
people started to talk. Usha’s dad refused to accept all the gossips on her only daughter. But the gossiping 
became the talk of the town. There were animated discussions on the subject between neighbours and 
relatives. Usha’s dad was devasted but still refused to believe in rumours. One day at breakfast, he looked 
at his daughter straight in the eyes and demanded the truth. Usha was in denial and said that the neighbours 
and the relatives wanted to destroy their family. She swore that her friend was helping her with her 
dissertation and when they finished quite late, she spent the night with her friend instead of returning home 
late at night or disturbing his father by asking him to collect her. For his own peace of mind, Usha’s father 
decided to hire a private detective to follow his daughter and to conduct surveillance. He told the detective 
that he would be paid only if he brought proofs as well as pictures of his daughter and the other girl having 
an affair.” 

“When Usha’s dad got all the proofs, he confronted his daughter and gave her two options. Either she 
stopped with the relationship immediately or go overseas to finish her studies. Usha promised to stop with 
the relation and thought his father believed her. Usha was daddy’s girl, closer to her dad than her mum. Her 
dad was the one who had always looked after her when she was young or when she felt insecure. She told 
me how she used to crawl into the lap of her father and nestled her head on his wide chest.  Her father 
would wrap his arms around her and tell her how much he loved her. He adored his only daughter. Very 
often she felt asleep on the lap of her dad. So, in her wildest dream, she would never have thought that her 
father could be so cruel to her.” 

“So, how does the mental hospital come into the picture,” Tim argued. 

“Usha kept on seeing her partner although she did not spend the night with her. Her father came to know 
about it. He decided to ask for the help of his friends from the police force. You know too well how things 
work in Mauritius. You only need to have a few contacts at high levels and you get what you want.  Or he 
may have even bribed his friends from the police force. Who knows?” 

“You are a bit hard, Ratna!” 

I then explained to Tim how I was shattered by the attitudes of Usha’s father and the authorities accepting 
to help. 

“How can you say that he got help from the police?” Tim questioned. 

“You will never believe what this man did.” 

I asked Tim to listen to me carefully as I knew the full story of my friend Usha which I got from the horse’s 
mouth and I believed her.  

“What is the story?” 

 “I had a long conversation with Usha and she told me all the trauma she went through because of her dad. 
She gave me all the details.  Her dad went to the police station to declare that she was mad and violent. And 
that she was a threat to herself, her family and her environment. Instead of asking questions and demanding 
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to see the apparently deranged girl, the police officers helped Usha’s dad with all the procedures to admit 
her to a Mental Hospital. He signed a consent form for Usha’s internment at the Brown Sequard Mental 
Hospital and advised the authorities that Usha be put under lock and key as she was so violent. Usha did not 
have any means to contact her partner as her mobile telephone was confiscated and she was locked in a 
room.” 

“Oh! My God! This is horrendous.” 

“Indeed. When the partner did not see Usha for over two weeks, she went to the police station to declare a 
missing person. She gave Usha’s ID Number, her address as well as a picture.” 

“Good for her!” 

“Yes, guess what. The police officer who took the complaint was taken aback. He explained that the father 
had signed all papers for Usha’s internment in the mental hospital. He further went into details on how the 
father was concerned with the mental disorder of his daughter and highlighted that, according to the father, 
she exhibited self-harming conduct. The police officer explained how he sympathised with a distraught 
father who wanted the best for his daughter who was a danger to herself, her environment and the 
community as she was so violent.”  

“Usha’s partner thanked him. After a few hours she returned to the police station with a lawyer and a 
psychiatrist. Both professionals demanded to see the complaints made by Usha’s father in the entry book.” 

“The police officer got a real fright when the lawyer raised his voice and said that the matter could go to the 
United Nations Human Rights Commission and International Human Rights NGOs. He told the police officer 
that this was a case of violation against human rights which not only involved the deprivation of liberty of a 
person but the person was forced against her will to be interned in a mental hospital. The lawyer pointed 
out that he could take the police and the mental hospital to court for forcing somebody to be under lock and 
key in a mental hospital without a medical record of being mentally ill. When the lawyer asked for official 
documents specifying that the lady was violent, the police officer said that he had to ask the Commissioner 
of Police as he was not allowed to show confidential papers. The lawyer banged his fist on the table and 
promised that he was not done with the police.” 

“Oh! My God. How come I did not hear about all that?” Tim questioned. 

“It was a private family matter and the lawyer did not want the media to start queuing in front of the police 
station or the flat of Usha’s partner to write sensational news. The sale of newspapers would surely have 
gone up with this kind of news. The whole situation remained confidential.” 

Tim was appalled that a father and the police could go to such extreme. “Yes, of course, it was a case of 
sending a healthy person to a mental hospital without any medical diagnosis. Police are supposed to protect 
people and not send them to a mental institution without any medical report. Indeed, this could have taken 
an international dimension on the grounds that Mauritius was breaching human rights including the rights 
of LGBT.”  

“Wait, the best part is still to come,” Ratna rejoiced.   “An email signed by the lawyer and co-signed by the 

psychiatrist giving full details of Usha’s internment was sent to the office of the Director of Public 

Prosecutions. The DPP took immediate action by asking both the police and the hospital psychiatrist for the 
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report made on Usha’s mental illness. There was, of course, no report as everything was based on the verbal 

declaration of a father against his daughter.” 

“This sounds like fiction. It is so unreal. Difficult to grasp how parents can be so cruel towards their own 

children. So, what was the outcome? I hope Usha was set free”, a concerned Tim asked.  

“Usha was all skin and bone and could not stand on her feet when she came out of the mental hospital 

accompanied by a nurse.  She fell into the arms of her partner who was accompanied by a lawyer and a 

doctor. They went back to the partner’s flat.  The last time I heard from them was from New Zealand. They 

became well known professionals, were happily married and adopted a girl from an orphanage. I am still in 

contact with Usha. She even suggested that I write her story giving real names. She said she was prepared 

to sign a consent form for me to use her name and that of her partner.” 

I then took out my mobile from my bag and showed Tim the beautiful video of the two mothers sitting on a 

mat, playing with their baby girl crawling around them on a nice sunny day in a park in New Zealand. 

“She looks stunning and happy with her two mothers.  Our mixed-race baby will look even more beautiful. 

You write so beautifully. Usha’s story is worth publishing. But what is at stake at the moment is our story.  I 

am asking you again, Ratna, please let us elope and get married in India. We are two consenting adults.” 

This was the last time I saw Timothy. He called me several times. I did not reply. I was heartbroken when I 

took him out of my IT account. I knew this was a point of no return and we each had to live our own ways. 

Timothy kept on persisting. When he knew my parents were not at home, he rang the doorbell and knocked 

at the door. I recognised his knock and did not open the door.  It was hard. I was devastated. I was like a 

broken piece of glass beyond repair. But it was for the benefit of both of us. Our parents would have refused 

this relationship. We were poles apart on all fronts.  

CONTENTS 
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SECOND CHILD  

I was cursed the day I was born. Instead of the long-expected son, I turned out to be a girl. Both my dad and 
my mum checked several times to make sure that the midwife did not make a mistake by announcing a girl. 
My dad even said that it was only a question of waiting for the clitoris to grow a bit. There was no mistake. I 
was a girl and likely to remain so.  My other curse was that I had dark skin and my curly hair stuck on the 
crown of my head. 

When my youngest sister, Nishta, was born my parents did not check twice to see whether the third child 
was a boy or a girl. There was no need since Nishta had fair skin, pale brown eyes and auburn hair. Both my 
mum and my dad were on top of the world. My dad did not even question the fair skin and auburn hair of 
his daughter. 
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I still remember how while growing up, two of my uncles, called me “nation”, “mazambik”, “noiress” and all 
sorts of names with bad connotations given to Afro-Creoles.  I used to put my head under the tap and comb 
my hair to show that my hair was straight. Unfortunately, it dried very quickly in the burning sun and the 
curls became even more noticeable. 

One of my uncles sometimes pinched my round buttocks. He even touched my boobs once. When I asked 
him why he did that, he said it was too tempting not to touch. Thinking of it now, he must have been a sexual 
pervert. I heard much later that parents filed a police case against him. He had the habit of showing his penis 
to girls coming out from school.  I never told my parents what he did to me until we all heard about the 
police case. This was the last day he set foot in our house. 

I did not mind wearing the old clothes and shoes of my eldest sister, Sandya. Sometimes they had holes in 
them but my mother mended them saying that they looked like new. I was happy as my mum told me that I 
was lucky to have branded items. I did not even know what branded meant until my aunt, Mango, drew my 
attention that I was always wearing mended clothes and shoes. 

My aunt Mango with whom I was very close became very fragile, and sometimes depressive, after the death 
of her four-year-old child in a car accident.  Her husband was driving. She was in the passenger seat in front 
and her little boy was in his well strapped car seat at the back. A drunk driver hit the car so violently that 
they did not know what had happened to them until they regained consciousness at the hospital. They had 
to stay in the hospital for over a month with severe injuries and broken bones. The little boy did not survive.  
My aunt and my uncle were devasted. But my uncle had to remain strong for his wife. They considered me 
as their daughter and wanted to adopt me but my mother refused.   

Once my mother asked me to stay with my aunt who was suffering from a bad flue. Her husband who worked 
on a cruise ship was at sea.  Apart from a maid during the day and sometimes the neighbours at night, she 
had nobody to stay with her. The flue was so bad that she was shivering with fever, could not swallow due 
to sore throat and stuffy nose. I massaged her body and her legs with ayurvedic oil and made her drink some 
warm herbal tea made of ginger and honey from time to time. I slept on a couch in her room.  I nursed her 
so well that she was on her feet quite fast. Before I left, she put an envelope in my pocket, held me tight, 
kissed me and said: “Why don’t you protest?” 

“Protest? What does this mean?” 

She explained that people protested for different reasons. “Sometimes they do marches and sign petitions 
to protest against injustice, corrupt leaders, violence or any social issues that need public attention.” 

“I do not have any of these problems. Why should I protest? Why do you want me to join marches and sign 
petitions?” 

“Protest does not mean that you walk in the streets and shout for your rights. Sometimes people do not 
even know what these rights are, they are just followers and go with the crowd. Protest does not mean that 
you have to burn your bras because you want to show that you are a feminist. Protest means that you are 
against all forms of discrimination, injustice and violence. Open, your eyes, Beti. Without knowing it you are 
being discriminated. Your situation is as bad as those who protest to make their voices heard.” 

“Eh! Aunty, I can talk. I have a voice, so why do I need to make my voice heard. It is true that I have a soft 
voice but I do talk. Why should I protest then? All these issues you have raised have nothing to do with me?” 
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“No Beti! I am not saying that you cannot talk. I am not saying that you do not have a voice.  All I am saying 
is that you must make your voice heard with your parents and sisters. Ask them why you have to wear 
mended clothes.  The dress that you wore yesterday had holes in it. Your feet even got dirty as the soles of 
your shoes have holes.” 

“My mum said that I should be proud to be able to wear branded items.” 

“Then you have to tell her that they may be branded but cannot even be given to poor people as they are so 
old.”  

That conversation with my aunt triggered an impetus in my mind. I always thought it was normal for a second 
child to wear old clothes as new items had to go to the first child. I even wore mended uniforms to go to 
school. I did not mind as I was more interested in my books and helping my mother in the kitchen than 
wearing nice dresses and admiring myself in the mirror like my sisters. My dream was to become a renowned 
Chef and writing cookery books with creative recipe using local products.  

Being the Cinderella of the family helped me to grow. I learnt even harder at school although I had a few 
learning difficulties and mixed my alphabets. It took me some time to be able to write my surname as it was 
a bit long. I was an average student until I reached secondary school when I started to shine and was on top 
of the class. I had good results for my Higher School Certificate.  

Although my mother had her preference for her two girls with fair skin and beautiful long silky hair, I was 
the one who learnt from her. After school I had to help her in the kitchen. At the age of 10, I secretly wrote 
my first cookery book in my journal while my sisters were snoring.  

CONTENTS 
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GREEN CHIFFON SARI 

Each night after dinner, instead of watching television, I watched my mother doing magic with her fingers.  
She was good at embroidery, sewing, knitting and crochet. Deep inside me I wanted to be as good as her. I 
was amazed watching her fingers twisting and turning. She could turn any piece of cloth into something 
magnificent. Just by watching her I learnt the techniques.   

I will never forget the beautiful embroidery she started on a pale green chiffon sari one day after dinner. We 
all went to bed and she stayed behind to work on the sari. 

The following night when she took the sari to work on, she was in a state of disbelief and started to mumble 
a few words. Nobody could understand what she was saying. She paused, took a deep breath and spoke 
clearly: “I know I had more work to do on this sari, now I find that it is professionally and beautifully finished. 
The colours of the thread used are striking. But it was not my intention to use these bright colours.”   

My father looked at her straight in the eyes. “What are you talking about? You must have finished your art 
work when we were all snoring in bed.” 

“I am telling you, I would have remembered. The design and the colours have changed from my original plan. 
Look at the design and the colours on the mousseline paper.” 
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“You are a genius to have changed it so beautifully. I am so proud of you. Your friends will envy you when 
you will wear this sari. They will say that you are competing with Satya Paul.” 

“I know what I am talking about, Ravi. Please understand. This looks like a very bad sign. If I did it and cannot 
remember, there is something wrong with me. Remember, dementia runs in my family. Maybe I should take 
an appointment with the family doctor for advice.” 

“No, Shoba. You are making a storm in a teacup.  I was so sound asleep that I do not even know at what time 
you came to bed. If you did not finish this sari before going to bed, how come it is all done now. You were so 
involved in the work that you cannot remember that you finished it, Shoba. You are a star in embroidery. I 
am so proud of you. Remember, you even got a few orders from your friends.” 

With tears in her eyes my mother talked about their friends Raju and his wife, Kamla.  My parents, Raju and 
his wife met regularly for dinners either in our house or at their house. Kamla was Head of her Department 
with a well-paid job. She had a company car and was earning more than Raju. Kamla, sometimes, returned 
home quite late due to pressure of work. Raju never questioned his wife as he knew that Kamla shouldered 
complicated projects and finished work late. She, very often, had to take work back home. Instead of 
complaining, Raju prepared dinner and set the table. One day Kamla was really late. Raju telephoned her at 
the office but there was no reply. He tried her mobile but in vain. Raju told himself that his wife must have 
switched off all communications to be able to work in peace. He decided to prepare an elaborate vegetarian 
dinner with chapattis. He cleaned the kitchen and set the table while waiting for Kamla. Well after 9.00 p.m. 
he heard a knock on the door. He thought that Kamla had forgotten her keys as she very often did lately. He 
opened the door and got a shock to see Kamla accompanied by two police officers. He knew his wife as a 
nonviolent person always helping others and could not understand the presence of the police officers. They 
asked for permission to come inside the house. Kamla offered them something to drink and went to the 
kitchen.  Instead of coming back with the drinks, she went upstairs to her room. Raju apologised and said 
that he was sure his wife was tired having worked so hard and he would get the drink himself.  

The female police officer who looked quite mature asked Raju if they could have a private conversation with 
him. “Yes, of course. I hope my wife has not done anything wrong. Normally she comes home straight from 
work. She very often finishes quite late and normally informs me. This is the first time that she is so late and 
has not informed me. There has never been any complaint on her either at work or with the neighbours. 
Furthermore, she is a safe driver. She is even better than me and I prefer to let her drive when we go out at 
night. She has never had a road accident.” 

“No, Sir. Nothing of that sort,” was the reply of the officer. “Your wife came to us very confused and said she 
did not know where to go. After some questioning, she became even more befuddled and gave us the 
permission to look into her satchel and her handbag. We saw her business card in her handbag. The business 
card had all the details including her office and home addresses as well as telephone numbers. We 
immediately realised that there was something really wrong with her and instead of phoning you, we 
preferred to drop her ourselves and to speak to somebody responsible for her. Her car is at the police station. 
This is a serious matter, Sir, and has to be looked into professionally. From our experience we have every 
reason to believe that she may be developing Alzheimer that you may not have noticed.” 

Raju looked at the police officers before putting his head on his knees and started to sob like a child. He 
explained that he knew something was wrong with his wife. He was in denial when he saw that his wife had 
memory lapses. He persuaded himself that it was pressure of work.  Once or twice when his wife put sugar 
instead of salt in the food, he blamed himself saying that both jars looked the same. He helped his wife to 
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find her car keys when she could not remember where she had put them.  He bought several pairs of glasses 
for his wife as she was always misplacing them. Her sleeping patterns started to change and Raju thought it 
had to do with all the projects she was working on. She had difficulty to choose her clothes when going to 
work or when going out and again Raju thought she was thinking about work too much and did not care 
about her look.  Instead of taking her or advising her to see a Doctor, Raju helped her to find her things and 
helped her a lot in the house. She became moody and sometimes refused to talk at social gatherings. But 
this was the first time that she had lost her way. 

The compassionate officers told Raju that they felt that the matter needed urgent attention and advised 
medical diagnosis. They asked Raju to accompany them to the police station to make an entry in the book 
and to take back his wife’s car. 

The next day Raju took his wife to a specialist. What he feared most proved to be right. His wife suffered 
from a quite advanced stage of Alzheimer. The specialist explained to Raju that Kamla had been suffering 
from mental impairment for quite some time. Her mind was struggling to communicate. The lapses of 
memory could become worse and he advised permanent supervision.   

Kamla was prescribed medication to reduce some symptoms and to help with her fear, her sleeping patterns 
and above all her aggressivity. The Doctor explained there was no cure and suggested that Raju got help as 
Kamla’s health would deteriorate.  

Raju looked after Kamla himself. He read to her, took her out for walks, made her do simple drawing, helped 
her to bathe and tucked her in bed. Kamla deteriorated quite fast and had to wear diapers. She started to 
have hallucinations. Very often, she kept food in her mouth, refusing to swallow saying that Raju had put 
poison in the food. She kept on saying that Raju was against her and wanted to kill her.  Raju could no longer 
cope helping Kamla round-the-clock.  

It became too demanding. He was overwhelmed with Kamla’s daily needs and her loss of independence.  He 
had no choice but to put her in residential care. Raju went to see his wife daily and spent time with other 
residents as well. He played board games with them and helped them to sing while he played the guitar.      

My dad held the hands of my mother who was crying to the point of collapsing and said: “Listen, Shoba, do 
not compare yourself with Kamla. You are completely different. How can somebody with Alzheimer do such 
a beautiful piece of work. You are our brains, our ears and our eyes in this house. We always come to you 
whenever we cannot find something or forget the names of people. Everyone can be forgetful from time to 
time and with our age this is more likely to happen. You remember how I forgot where my car keys were and 
you had to help me. Once I even forgot to take the keys of the house before going to work. It is not possible 
for somebody with dementia or Alzheimer to be able to do such a magnificent piece of work.”  

“We are not talking about misplacing items, Ravi. We are talking about how I could have finished this sari 
before going to bed and not remembering that I have done it. I am getting worried. You are right, I am the 
ears and the eyes of you all and I always remember names, events, films, you name it. I can do my crochet 
and knitting with eyes closed. But can you explain how I cannot remember that I did this major piece of 
embroidery?” 

“If you are so concerned, I will take an appointment early tomorrow morning with our family doctor. You 
can explain the situation and he will advise what to do. Yes, had Raju not been in denial, may be the process 
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of his wife’s disease would not have deteriorated so fast. But I still believe you were so involved in your work 
that you did not even realise that it was finished and beautifully done.” 

When I saw how worried my parents were, I got the fright of my life and started to shake like a leaf. My 
parents looked at me and thought they had to take me to a doctor. “Ratna, what is the problem? Why are 
you shivering like that? Do you have a cold? You look so weak”, my anxious dad said before going to the 
kitchen and brought me some water with plenty of sugar and a few drops of mint essence.  I drank with one 
gulp and tried to talk but the words were not coming out. I finally mumbled a few words and my mum said: 
“Take a deep breath and try to talk properly so that we can understand what you want to say.” 

 “Mum, you have magical powers in your fingers. You were so fast that you have forgotten that you finished 
the sari.  Or may be some little elves did that while you were sleeping. They have supernatural powers and 
are nimble-fingered. They are supernatural creatures who help those in need. See how they helped the 
shoemaker who was in trouble about finishing his orders.” 

My dad turned red. “Now, stop it, Ratna”.  “You read too many fairy tales and you cannot make any 
difference between what is real and what is fiction. If you keep on talking like that especially in distressful 
situations, I will have no other alternative than to burn all your books.” 

I started to tremble with fear and in a low voice said: “I am the elf who did that.” 

“What, what do you mean? What are you saying? I have told you to stop talking through your books. We are 
here discussing about your mother’s health. Can’t you see how worried she is. We are not talking about 
Ratna, the elf or whatever elf book you have read. Stop talking nonsense now, Ratna.”  

My mum left her seat, gave me a hard slap on my right cheek. The mark of her four fingers could be seen on 
my red cheek. It was so painful that I thought that she had broken my teeth. I was in such a state of shock, 
disbelief and pain that I could not even cry. 

My sisters did not say a word to stop my mother from insulting me. My dad’s face changed and in a soft 
voice, he stood up and said, “Come Ratna, let us go for a walk. Some fresh air will do you some good. We 
can talk about your fairy tales and how these stories are having an effect on your life.” 

In a sobbing voice I said: “No dad, let me finish what I meant by being the elf. I was so afraid I could not find 
the proper words to express myself. I finished the embroidery of the sari all on my own when you were all 
fast asleep. I started with a few stitches and could not stop.”  

“What?” my mum said in disbelief. 

“Yes, I started with the back stitch and continued with the slip stitch which created the solid lines of the 
design. I filled some of the designs with the slip stitch. I created long and short flower stems and vines of a 
variety of colours. I filled the leaves, the flowers and the other designs with satin stiches. I had no control 
over my fingers. I felt as if they were moving on their own. I could not stop. The daisy petals were done by 
detached chain stitches. I imagined throwing seeds all over the sari and did some seed stiches to finish it all 
and gave it the final touch.” 

I started to sob: “Sorry mam, sorry dad, I should never have touched this sari. I apologise and promise not 
to do this again. It was like an outside force challenging me to finish the embroidery of the sari. I will give 
you all the pocket money I have saved and from now on you can stop giving me pocket money. If the money 
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is not enough to buy a new sari and the threads, I can always try selling the banana loaves I make to my 
friends at school. They love my cakes.” 

I got a real fright when I saw the pains and sadness on the faces of my parents especially my mother. “It’s 
fine mum. I promise I can reimburse the money.” 

“No, Ratna. We are so proud of you. It is for us to apologise. We were so busy doing our own things that I 
did not even see you growing. You have shown your talents in the kitchen. Once your father even said that 
he was impressed how a 12-year-old girl could be so good with new recipes. But being so good with your 
fingers is something I would never have thought of. I am really amazed with what you have done. How, 
where and when did you learn all this, Ratna?” 

“Since I was small you have given me books for Christmas. Apart from fairy tales and novels, you also gave 
me books on embroidery made simple, cook book for beginners, cooking with success and a wide variety of 
books on crafts. These books have helped me a lot with my creativity. After dinner when we all sit in the 
living room, instead of watching television, I watched you doing your embroidery. I felt my fingers were 
moving together with yours.  I am so fascinated with everything that you do that I have also been trying 
different stiches on scraps of materials that you left behind after doing your sewing. I also know some 
knitting and how to crochet. I have knitted dresses, caps and shoes for Sandya’s dolls.” 

I went on to explain to my mum and dad how, for me, needlework was an expression of my artistic talent. “I 
enjoy mixing colours and motifs on the fabrics. When I cannot sleep at night, I do some crochet. It is very 
relaxing.”  

My mother was in awe when I showed her what I did with some of Sandya’s old clothes and shoes. She 
agreed that they were not only branded turned new but unique. 

I thought this would be the end of making preferences between fair and dark skin, between silky and curly 
and between the skinny and the plump. I was wrong. But at least I succeeded in valuing myself. It was also 
the end of Ratna wearing old clothes and old shoes.  

My aunt was right. I protested, not with words but with my creativity. I did not only wait for the inspiration 
to come but seized all opportunities that came on my way. The more I used my creativity the more I felt I 
had more in stock and I surprised myself.  

CONTENTS 

7. 

TIMOTHY 

Timothy came to see me in the evening after Zafira’s call. I got the fright of my life when I saw him.  He was 
skin and bone. The vibrant man who looked like Ben Affleck with his stylish well-groomed beard, his charming 
personality and his hair falling on his forehead no longer looked like the celebrity who could have played in 
any movie. His irresistible charm had gone. His eyes were full of sorrow. I felt my heart beating like crazy. I 
had a lump in my throat. I did not know what to say. He asked for a glass of water and sat down. We looked 
at each other and I had flashbacks how one day he told me that girls were running after him because of his 
hair style and beard. Some called him Ben Affleck while others called him Bradley Cooper. A few of them 
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even made bets to know who would win his heart first. He gave a loud laugh and said how he despised the 
stupidity of these white girls spending large amounts of money and, sometimes, valued items on their bets. 
Apparently, this was with the blessings of their rich parents who wanted to have a son-in-law like Timothy 
Clark. He did tell me, though, that before he met me, he had been flirting a lot and even had sex with quite 
a few girls. His parents were getting worried telling him that it was time for him to settle down with a 
beautiful white girl from a rich family. He held my hands tight on that day and with lots of emotions he vowed 
that he would never set eyes on another girl. “What more can I ask. I have the girl of my dream. The girl I 
want to have children and grow old with” 

Zafira was right. Timothy did not set eyes on another girl since we last met. I did not know what Zafira told 
him as he was even more caring. He held my hand and chose the proper words so as not to hurt my feelings. 
He knew I had difficulty to accept his unhealthy look. Before I had time to question him, he said that he went 
on a diet. I did not believe him. I thought he had a terminal cancer but I did not dare to mention the word 
cancer.  My words were failing me. He did not stay long and this suited me as I was so devastated looking at 
him with so much pain in his eyes.  

He came back the next day. Having rehearsed all night what to tell him if he came back, I could talk with 
more confidence. “Listen to me, Tim. First of all, I would like you to be honest with me and tell me if you 
have a cancer. I never thought I would see you again, let alone seeing you like a terminally sick person. 
Secondly, I apologise profusely for being a coward.  I should have been stronger and eloped with you or I 
could have run away when I was forced into this marriage. I am all soiled having been raped nearly every 
night for quite some time. I lost my virginity to a beast. I love you so much that I will be happy for you to find 
a girl of your own social class and cultural background. There are hundreds of white girls out there waiting 
for you.  You are such a good person, Tim, a caring, charming and successful man. You will make a good 
husband. I am sure that with the help of your parents and your wife you will get better. Your parents will be 
so happy to have a daughter-in-law of the same social status.” 

Tim put his finger on my lips. “Shh! Stop talking. First of all, I am not sick. Secondly now that I have seen you, 
my strength will come back and I will be the Tim you were in love with. Thirdly you ARE the girl of my dream, 
Ratna and will always remain so.” Tim stressed on the word ARE.   “I still remember the day I told you that I 
found my soul mate in you and that you were a permanent part of my life. I even said that I would end my 
life with you. You were married against your will. It was not even an arranged marriage but a forced one. 
You suffered psychological and physical violence. This was conjugal slavery. This is a crime and your parents 
as well as your monster husband can be sued for that. I am so glad you ran away. I love you Ratna and want 
to live with you. I missed your smile, your voice, your body, your laugh, your eyes. We can have a new start.” 

Tim came back nearly every afternoon after his work. One afternoon, we were so engrossed in our kissing 
and caressing that we did not hear Zafira entering the living room. “Sorry guys. I do not want to disturb you. 
I have come for a few things and will go to my mum’s place. You can have my flat for as long as you want.” 

“No, Zafira. You are so kind. I am ever so grateful that you telephoned me and gave me your flat to meet 
Ratna. We are both going to my flat. Ratna has agreed to live with me.” 

I packed my suitcase after thanking Zafira. “True friendship is rare, Zaf. I do not know what would have 
happened to me if I did not have you. You have been my rock. There was only you in the middle of my chaos 
on that dark night. I knocked at your door and you let me in with open arms. You will always have a special 
place my heart. We will of course be always in touch.” The three of us hugged and kissed each other with 
lots of emotions. 
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Reaching Tim’s apartment, we kissed as if we have never been separated. We had a romantic dinner and 
Tim introduced me to wine. I did not like the taste of this red wine at the beginning but slowly I started to 
enjoy it and by the end of the dinner we finished the bottle. Tim wanted to open another bottle but I stopped 
him on time. “Tim, this is the first time I am drinking wine. It has such a beautiful flavour and colour. It goes 
down smoothly but I’d better be careful.” 

We vowed to look after each other and I promised to make him become the Tim I was sneaking out with, 
the charming man who looked like Ben Affleck. He laughed and said: “OK, next time I will introduce you to 
champagne and after a whole bottle I want you to see Timothy Clark and not Ben Affleck.” 

After dinner we sat on the floor in front of the television feeling the intense desire of each other. The strong 
attraction, excitement and emotion towards each other came back with a vengeance. Our sexual desire was 
aroused.  

Very gently Timothy held me in his arms and took me to bed, caressed me passionately all over my body. I 
did not resist when he undressed me. He undressed himself and tried to make love to me. When he saw my 
face, he stopped. He realised that he was hurting me.  I was still sore and not healed from the sexual violence. 
I apologised.  “You do not have to apologise, my Ratna. Let us wait until you are completely healed. I have 
waited for so long; I can surely wait until you are free from pains. Zafira told me part of the story. I am sure 
she will see to it that you get better very soon.” 

After a couple of weeks and with the medical follow up of Zafira, the sexual intercourse became less and less 
painful. Tim was so understanding. He did not want to hurt me even when I was completely healed.  We 
finally enjoyed having sex. And Tim was no longer skin and bone. 

Tim not only introduced me to a great variety of alcoholic drinks but slowly made me try food that I had seen 
only on television.  

One day, I was in the kitchen preparing something when suddenly two arms hugged me tight from my back 
and started kissing me on the nape of my neck on the lowcut of my dress. 

 “Eh, what is that for?” I asked him.  

He turned me around looked into my eyes and said: “Ratna, you have done magic to our apartment. I opened 
the door quietly to surprise you with this bouquet of red roses. And what did I see? Our apartment has 
changed look completely. I had goosepimples all over my body. There is so much positive energy around.” 

Tim held my hands and lovingly said: “I demand some explanation.”  

“You have just said that I have done magic to the place. What explanation do you need now?” 

“I agree with the rearranging of the furniture, changing the places of the paintings but I still want an 
explanation.” He said flippantly.  

“So, you want to know where I found the strength in the moving of the furniture and climbing on chairs to 
hang the paintings?” 

“No!” 
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“What is it now Tim, stop with your childish game.” 

“You have replaced all the darkness of the apartment with life and light. Tell me Ratna, where did you find 
this table which you have placed opposite the main door?” 

“I was putting some order in the spare room which, by the way, was in a terrible mess and full of dirt. You 
have stacked so many things there. I have put items that I believe we will not use in a bin bag so that you 
can decide what to do with them and did a spring cleaning in the room. I found this beautiful piece of 
furniture under an old Christmas tree which still had all the decorations covered with spiderwebs. Next to it 
I found a wooden box. When I opened the box, I could not believe my eyes.” 

“I know the rest of the story.” 

“What? What story?” 

“When I opened our main door, the first thing I saw was Lord Ganesha with his parents Lord Shiva and 
Goddess Parvati by his side looking me at me straight in the eyes. Yes, I did place a few divinities in a box but 
I forgot completely about them. As for the table it is an antique piece of furniture that belonged to my French 
grandmother. My mother wanted me to have it and asked me to be careful as it is an antique piece and is 
quite valuable. You have cleaned it so nicely that it looks completely different.” 

“So, you decided to stack old things on that antique piece of furniture?” 

“No, Ratna. I planned to do a few things to the apartment including taking a decision with the divinities but 
when I stopped seeing you, my life also stopped. I operated like a zombie. Thank you, my love. I am so happy 
that you found all these things. Even the new paintings that you have put on the wall are all originals and 
come from the collection of my grandmother.” 

“I had goosepimples all over my body when I opened the wooden box and saw the statues of Ganesh, Shiva 
and Parvati. You did tell me how you enjoyed the Ashram in India but I did not know that you bought these 
statues. The love you have showered on me gave me the strength to move this antique piece of furniture to 
the living room and to do some reorganisation with the other furniture. I climbed on the little stepladder to 
hang the paintings. You will need to buy some sandalwood, an oil lamp and some wick tomorrow. I suggest 
that after our bath this evening we do a little prayer in front of the divinities. They have removed our 
obstacles, Tim. We are now together.” 

“No problem!!! Your wish is my command, boss. I will get everything that you need in the puja shop near my 
office. I know the shop assistants will raise their brows seeing a non-Hindu man buying Hindu prayer items. 
I will face them with a smile.  But for now, let us go and have our shower together.” 

Tim looked worried while we were having our drink. “What is the problem, darling? Is it the pakoras? Have 
I put too much salt?” 

“No! Listen Ratna. You are my pearl, my diamond, the most beautiful gemstone on this earth.” 

I still could not understand why he looked so worried. He, then took out two boxes from the pockets of his 
boxer shorts and gave them to me. 

“Open them!” 
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“Oh, my God. These mauve velvet boxes are so beautiful. I feel like putting them near Ganesha.” 

I went to put the boxes near Ganesha when very softly Tim said: “Please open them Ratna.” 

I was wonderstruck and could not believe what I was seeing. “Oh, my God. I have never seen such beautiful 
pieces of jewellery in my life not even on actresses.” 

“What I have lost has come back to me. Let me help you to wear them.” 

“No, let me change into a dress.” 

“No need for that. You are beautiful in anything that you wear or do not wear. I would like you to keep the 
chain with the diamond pendant on your neck all the time. This will be a reminder that Ganesha has removed 
all our obstacles. You can wear the set of pearls when we go out. They are all family jewellery from my 
mother’s side that have been passed on from generation to generation. My mum gave them to me to be 
passed on to my wife and then my children.” 

“But we are not married.” 

“In my heart and soul, we are already married. Now let me tell you why I looked worried. Yes, it may have 
something to do with pakoras and samosas.” 

“What? You do not like my snacks. Liar!” 

“This is where the problem lies. I like them too much.  You are such a great cook. No chef can compete with 
you. You have lots of talents. I have read your poems and short stories. Zafira told me how you upholstered 
her sofa. Your talent is being wasted. I can no longer bear seeing you as a house manager. You deserve more 
than that. My mind will also be more at ease if you are with me all the time. I go to work with fear, afraid 
that one of your husband’s henchmen might barge in and take you away by force and violence.” 

“I will rather stay at home than sitting in your office wasting my time twiddling my thumbs.” 

“I am excessively nervous when I leave you in the morning. So worried that this is affecting my work. I have 
lost you once and if I lose again, I really do not know what will happen to both of us.” 

In a calm voice I told Tim that I understood his worries but wanted to know what he had in mind. “I have 
never worked in my life and will not be of any help to you or the company.” 

“You have worked but without a salary. You have so many qualities, even better than those who claim to be 
top professionals. I was thinking of something in your line of interest, that is food and nutrition. We have a 
big department that supply weekly healthy vegetables and fruits to supermarkets. We are known for our 
sustainably grown products. Our vegetables and fruits are all organic and freshly harvested. We use very 
little pesticides and do not use chemical fertilizers. We do our own composting. The farm is located on site. 
We also have pick up points on special days at the farm itself. Now with the Covid Pandemic we are improving 
our services and have an online service for home delivery. Our aim is to satisfy the Mauritian population with 
healthy products and encourage them to eat what is locally grown and produced. I can tell you our 
breadfruit, sweet potato and cassava have become a hit. Our aim is to encourage families to eat healthy 
food free from chemicals and toxins but rich in vitamins and nutrients.” 
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“You must be among the rare, if not the only company in Mauritius, providing this kind of healthy services 
to the Mauritian population. Good for you. Congratulations. So happy you are sharing your work with me.” 

“We also have a big canteen where we all eat, Directors, Heads of Departments, management, staff and the 
labourers. When we have visitors, instead of taking them to restaurants to lunch, they eat in our canteen. 
We use our farm grown products in the canteen including eggs and birds from our free-range poultry 
farming.” 

“This is fantastic Tim. I have never heard that management and staff as well as labourers and visitors eat the 
same food and in the same canteen.” 

“Yes. But there is something still missing.” 

“What? It all seems to be so perfect.” 

“We lack this special feminine touch to make our canteen and the presentation of our food look even more 
tasty and attractive.” 

“I am sure Mrs Google can help you.” 

“You are my Mrs Google. You have such a vast knowledge that is being wasted.  I would like you to be in 
charge of these Departments.” 

“Are you out of your mind? Can’t you make the difference between cooking delicious food, making tasty 
snacks and running large food and nutrition chains? Mr. Clark, come down to earth. Stop dreaming. Do you 
want to turn a profitable organisation into a non-profitable one? Do you want to lose clients? Do you want 
to poison your staff in the canteen? From what you have told me your business is flourishing. You have 
trained staff. Some of your staff have even been overseas for specialised courses. You want me to go into 
the unknown just because you enjoy my cooking and think I am a good house manager? Don’t be daft, Tim.” 

The discussion went on over dinner and on the sofa when we were finishing our bottle of wine. Tim was so 
upset that at times he had a lump in his throat. I realised I had to do something to ease his distress. He was 
really afraid that something might happen to me during his absence. I finally told him to give me some time 
as I would like to do some research on the internet and even find out how I could follow an online course on 
animal husbandry and organic farming. When we moved to the bedroom, Tim had tears in his eyes and said: 
“You are my Sita, my Goddess of sacrifice, love and purity. I do not want you to be in exile like Sita. I am so 
afraid that something happens to you. My heart breaks every morning leaving you on your own at home. 
Please, my Sita, let me put a watchman in front of our flat until you take the decision of working for the 
company. I will choose somebody I trust and who has worked for the company for quite some time. The 
person I am thinking of has known me since I was a kid.” 

I held him tight and said a big YES in his ear. 
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MAN TO MAN TALK 

Timothy shunned his dad since we started living together.  He did not attend board meetings chaired by his 
dad and he chaired meetings when he knew his dad was not in the office. 

One day when Timothy was facilitating a staff workshop in the food chain factory to train them on new 
methods of working and improvements in the quality of food, he felt his father’s eyes on him. After the 
workshop, instead of turning around to face his father, he went directly to his office.  After a few minutes he 
heard a knock at the door. 

“Come in.”  

“Oh, it’s you. I was not expecting you. Do we have a meeting?” 

“Stop it now Timothy Clark. You have been avoiding me for quite some time. You are not present when I 
chair meetings and you organise meetings during my absence. All this is not healthy for our companies. 
People talk. We do not want to lose clients because of the unhealthy relationships between Executive 
Directors. We have lost enough clients when you were sick and could not come to work. I must admit that 
since you came back to work our clients, slowly but surely, are returning to us.  I, for one, believe in young 
people and their new ideas of doing business. I know soon it will be time for me to phase out and taking my 
traditional methods with me.” 

“Are you saying that you want me to take over completely.” 

“Yes, this is what I mean. I trust you and know you will do better than me. I can remain a non-executive 
board member. My institutional memory might help from time to time.” 

“Why are we discussing this now and in my office? We can surely put it to the Board.” 

“Who takes decisions at the Board? Only you and me. Other board members just give their approval.” 

“For transparency’s sake I will ask my secretary to convene a special board meeting with one item agenda 
called “succession plan”. What you do think?” 

“I am fine. The sooner the better since you seem to be in perfect health. You are no longer skin and bone 
and your eyes are sparkling again. I have my little idea why such exuberance but need to discuss with you 
before things get out of control.”  

“What do you mean out of control?” 

“Yes, it is about time that you settle down and have a family. Your mum and I are getting worried. We cannot 
understand why you have put a watchman in front of your door when you live in a highly secured area.” 

“The way I want to live has nothing to do with you. I am paying a watchman from my own pocket!” 

“Yes, indeed you are. Always remember who looked after you when you were so sick. We are happy that the 
woman got married.” 
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“That woman! What woman?” 

“The woman you thought you were in love with.” 

“Where is your problem?” 

“No problem at all. On the contrary. We are so happy that the woman is no longer haunting you. You now 
look yourself. I am not here to discuss about that woman but to ask you if you still remember Anna Adams, 
the daughter of my very good friend who has an offshore company.” 

“What has this got to do with me? Of course, I remember Anna Adams from the Lycée. How can I forget her? 
She was chauffeur driven and treated all those who were not white as social pariah. I will never forget the 
day when she and her friends ran after a handicapped girl. They grabbed the girl by her skirt. She fell on the 
ground, had bruises on her knees. She held her tears and looked at them sharply. She never returned to the 
Lycée.  Anna Adams and her group were cruel and made fun at those who were not white and even told 
them that their place was not at the Lycée. Her group refused to sit, play or eat with non-white girls. But 
when the results of the baccalaureate came out, they started to sing and dance before even looking at the 
publication board. I was so happy when I saw some of them in tears. Adam had a pass together with some 
of her friends. Quite a few of them failed. To add insult to injury those they made fun at got the best results 
and one of them came out first internationally. As for the handicapped girl, I later learnt that she went to 
the best public school, came out first on the Arts Side for her Higher School Certificate. Was a laureate. Did 
all her studies up to a doctorate in psychology in England and has now opened a surgery for survivors.” In a 
mocking smile, Tim added: “May be Anna and her friends can go to her for psychological treatment on their 
disdainful attitudes towards the non-whites.” 

“Unfortunately, this is how some of these young people are brought up. You cannot blame Anna for that.”  

Tim turned red and raised his voice. “So, you approve of racism and white supremacy!” 

“No! Not at all. Do not get me wrong.  May be Anna had her weaknesses due to peer group pressure. She 
was not among the best at the Lycée but she is doing so well in her father’s business that the old man wants 
her to take over instead of his son. You see Tim, we old people, believe in the intelligence and the new way 
of doing business of the young people, especially young girls. They bring something different in businesses 
and know how to gain the trust of clients.” 

“Can you tell me what has this got to do with me?” 

“The Adams have invited us for dinner.” 

“Good for you. Have a great time.” 

“No! You do not get it. They have insisted that you accompany us so that Anna can connect with you.” 

“No way. What did mum say?” 

“I have not told her yet. I wanted to see with you first.” 

“In other words, you are looking for a suitor for me. A white girl from a rich family and especially one who is 
a racist and make fun at those who are not white?” An angry Tim told his dad before adding: “So you, my 
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dad, are like some of these filthy white people who only think about their bank accounts, growing their 
businesses on the sweat and blood of those down the ladder. I am disappointed with you, Sir.” 

 “Listen, Tim. To start with, I am not a racist. Look at our employees. They are the rainbow of Mauritius. Our 
managers are all non-white. We even have Managers who are from India and they head our three top 
companies.” 

“Yah! Because they are hardworking and never complain.  As for the expatriates from India, they are top 
professionals, great experts in their own fields and are prepared to work round the clock. We cannot do 
without them.  Count me out for dinner and have a great time at the Adams.” 

Mr. Clark’s face turned red. He turned on his heels to leave his son’s office when he heard: “I am no longer 
on my own. My girlfriend is staying with me in my flat.” 

“So happy for you. You should have told us. I am sure your mother will be delighted. Why don’t you bring 
the lady home so that we can be introduced? What is her name?” 

“Her name is Ratna and I intend to marry her.” 

Mr. Clark gently closed the door of Tim’s office, pulled a chair, sat in front of his son, looked at him straight 
in the eyes. He raised his voice and said: “What a black married woman? You want to bring shame to our 
family. Over my dead body.  I am not a racist but I am against my son marrying this kind of woman. Just as 
well you get married to a prostitute.”  

Tim controlled himself so as not to punch his father in the face. Instead, he said: “I will never forgive you for 

insulting me like that and treating my future wife as prostitute. Too bad for you, this is exactly what your son 

is going to do whether you like it or not. I am getting married to Ratna and I do not need your approval or 

your permission.  Now thinking about it. Mum has non-white in her family. Her sister is married to an Anglo-

Indian.” 

Mr. Clark looked startled for a moment then composed himself and said: “I apologise for using the word 

prostitute. Please forgive me. Your mum’s sister is married to a British, a boy who was born, brought up and 

raised in England.” 

“Apologies accepted. But let me tell you that you have a selective memory. Uncle Brian is of mixed blood. 

His mum is from South India although his dad is British. The not so white guy who married your sister-in-law 

is considered as one of the best politicians in England. He has brought revolutionary laws on social justice 

and made his voice heard to defend black people, those on the margins of society as well as LGBT rights. He 

is a member of the Human Rights Commission. He is known for having worked with top chefs to put healthy 

food on the plates of children instead of junk food in school canteen.  He is a role model. May be this is 

where I got the idea of serving a balanced diet in our canteens.” 

Mr. Clark left the office of his son without responding. 
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9 

DINNER WITH THE CLARKS 

After over a month of being Sita, Timothy proposed that we visited his parents. I was adamant. I knew they 
would reject me. Brown girl from a traditional Hindu family. Not rich, not nice looking, married, ran away 
from her husband. Who would accept a girl like that for their only son who was doing so well in business? 

“No, Timothy. If you want to go and see your parents, please go on. You can even stay with them for one or 
two nights if you wish. I know they have only you. I will be safe with the watchman in front of our door.” 

“No, Ratna. I want you to come with me. You will enjoy talking to my mother. She is great. She has never 
passed any value judgement on people because of their social status or ethnicity. I am sure my mum will 
love to see you. Please, please Ratna. If my parents do not accept you, this means that they do not love their 
son. We will come back and get civilly married. This should not be a problem.” 

I dressed in a simple light green raw silk dress with matching flat shoes. Tim insisted that I wore the pearl 
sets together with the diamond pendant chain. I accepted not because I wanted to please Tim but to know 
the reaction of his parents seeing these antique jewelleries on a stranger. 

The Clarks were waiting for us on the doorstep of their big mansion. Mr. Clark stood behind Mrs Clark.  I 
shook hands with Mrs Clark instead of kissing her like Tim did. I did the same with Mr. Clark who moved a 
little forward in an embarrassed manner. He held my hand so tight that I thought he would break my bone. 
“Can’t you see, she has a small hand. You are hurting her.” Tim said in a harsh voice. 

I noticed how Mrs Clark was looking at my neck. My heart pounded and I thought that she would ask me 
what right I had to wear these jewels. Instead, she said: “So, this is the lady who broke the heart of my son.” 

Very politely I said I was pleased to meet them.   

Very sympathetic dinner served by the maids on a well-arranged table with flowers, white table cloth, white 
napkins and different sizes of crystal glasses and fine bone china plates. Fortunately, Timothy trained me on 
how to use the different cutlery and glasses. However hard I tried, I had problems to use my knife with the 
chicken leg and preferred not to eat it rather than being considered as a halfwit. It did not matter because I 
could hardly eat anyway. I noticed how both Mr and Mrs Clark were observing. I felt really embarrassed and 
played with my napkin.   

After dinner we all moved to the lounge and were offered more drinks including champagne. I asked for 
some water instead. 

In an authoritative voice, Mr. Clark questioned: “Timothy, is there anything that you want to tell us?”  

My legs turned jelly. I was thrown into a state of intense fear and desperation and told myself, “They 
pretended to be polite but deep inside they must hate me. Mr. Clark nearly broke my hand and Mrs Clark 
showed aversion when she looked at my neck. I even thought she would rip the pearl necklace from my neck 
and I would find myself on all fours looking for pearls. My God! I should never have agreed to accompany 
Timothy.” 
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Looking at me straight in the eyes, Mrs Clark saw I was close to tears. “If you do not want to talk, Tim, let me 
ask the lady what are her plans.” 

“Mum, dad, the lady’s name is Ratna and I love her. As you are aware, I have been going out with quite a 
few girls both in Mauritius and abroad but the soul of Ratna and mine have become one. I want to spend the 
rest of my life with her. I want to have a real family with Ratna and give you many grandchildren. Ratna has 
been through hell and I do not want her to suffer anymore. For that I need your blessings….” 

“Blessings!!! What do you mean?” Mr. Clark asked his son. 

“Albert, stop it now. Let me do the talking.  Tim, why are you so upset? I am aware about the discussion your 
dad had with you in your office.  We have had long discussions on the matter and have spent sleepless nights 
….”    

Mr. Clark intervened without letting his wife finish what she had to say. “We know all about the girl who is 
here with us tonight.” 

“Her name is not the girl but Ratna. Do not tell me that you contracted a private detective to follow her? I 
really cannot believe this from my own father.” 

“No! not really a private detective. Shall I say a private investigator. I heard you on the telephone when we 
were abroad on business trips. It was important for me to know more about the girl my son was going out 
with. You have refused so many ladies from high class families, and same cultural background, both in 
Mauritius and in France. My friends even blamed me for being too lenient with you. The last one, being Anna 
and we had to cancel a dinner with the Adams.  It was, therefore, important for your mother and I to know 
why this girl and not one from our own social background. You were heartbroken when you learnt that the 
girl got married. We knew about the wedding through the investigator. We even have a few pictures. To tell 
you the truth, I was relieved and thought this would be the end of the story. How wrong was I.  Things went 
from bad to worse. You went through hell. You were so sick that you had to stay with us.” 

“Mum, you are the one who insisted that I stay with you after the clinic. I agreed and now dad is blaming 
me”, Tim told his mother in a sad voice. 

“Listen, Tim. You are all we have on this earth. You were in a persistent feeling of grief. You lost interest in 
everything. You refused to eat. You were like somebody who had lost a close one and could not get over the 
bereavement. The doctor prescribed a variety of antidepressants, advised holidays, fresh air, doing all the 
sea sports that you loved but the depression persisted. We wanted to send you to France for medical 
treatment but you refused. Now out of the blue we learnt, not through you but through your watchman who 
happens to work for the company as well, that the girl is staying with you in your flat,” was the response of 
Albert Clark. 

“Let me tell you again that her name is Ratna. Please stop calling her that girl. So, your politeness, the great 
dinner with the best wine served in crystal glasses and your best porcelain with a maid in attendance was to 
put Ratna to test. You wanted to make sure if a girl outside your community can cope with your way of living. 
You wanted to downgrade her knowing too well that she comes from another culture, another background. 
Yes, I saw that Ratna had problems with the knife and fork. You know what? We do not care about protocol. 
We even eat with our fingers depending on the menu.  What is your problem if Ratna is staying with me? I 
am independent and earn a good salary. The company is thriving through my hard labour. Ratna went 
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through hell with her husband or maybe I should say former husband as she was not civilly married. 
Fortunately, she knocked at the door of Zafira when she ran away.”  A very angry Tim told his parents in a 
loud voice. 

I could not listen to the conversation and asked for the bathroom where I cried my heart out. 

My eyes were red and swollen when I returned to the room. In a soft voice, I said: “Tim, please. I do not want 
your parents to be upset because of me. I do not want to be followed by a detective. You did not tell me 
about Anna. Go and meet her.   I can stay with Zafira until I find a job and can fend for myself. Do not worry. 
Please stay with your parents. I can telephone for a taxi.” 

I started to take out the jewelleries when a strong hand, that of Tim, stopped me.  

“You are not going anywhere and you are not taking off these jewels. They were mine and now they are 
yours. I will make arrangements so that we can get married at the Civil Status Office. You do not have to 
work. I am the main partner in my father’s different companies and can provide for both of us and our future 
children.” 

“Oh! My God. Can we now stop with all this childish conversation? We are all adults here. You are both so 
sensitive that you are interpreting this great evening as a trap. Yes, we wanted to know more about the lady 
who broke our son’s heart. I was appalled when Albert told me about the discussion, he had with you, at the 
office. You know too well that I am against people who discriminate others because of the colour of their 
skin, their ethnicity or their social class. Your father loves you Tim and wants the best for you. Maybe he was 
overwhelmed when he saw you in such good health and wanted to do something to keep you happy. I was, 
nevertheless, very angry with him and condemned his attitude. I told him that he must apologise to both 
you and Ratna. We had endless discussions on the matter. My sister is married to an Anglo-Indian and their 
daughter too is married to an Anglo-Indian.  It seems that mixed marriages run in my family. I envy my sister 
who has the most beautiful mixed-blood grandchildren.  The dinner is far from being a trap or to put Ratna 
to test. It is from the heart and I apologise for your dad’s attitude. To his credit, he helped me in planning 
the menu as we were not sure about Ratna’s dietary preferences. We did not know if she was vegetarian, 
vegan or otherwise. We are so happy to see our son in his own self again, nice looking, charming and has 
even put on some weight. What more can we ask? We lost him and you brought him back, Ratna. What we 
could not do for him, you have done”, Helene Clark said in an emotional voice before leaving her chair and 
came to hug me and gave me a resounding kiss, leaving some tears on my cheeks. 

“I will always be grateful. You have given us our son back. We know what you have been through. Tim told 
me part of your story on the telephone. He told me how you were forced into this marriage. The good thing 
is that you are not civilly married. We will nevertheless talk to one of our friends who is the best solicitor in 
Mauritius for advice. We do not want the police at your doorstep nor a press release with your picture in the 
media searching for a missing person.” 

 “Yes, let us now talk like adults.”  

Albert Clark quickly added: “If I have hurt you, Ratna, I sincerely apologise. I thank you Tim for opening my 
eyes on racism. How does the saying go? Yes, the child is the father of man. I am learning and prepared to 
learn even more from you Ratna. Yes, Helene, you are right, it is a good idea to ask for legal advice.” 
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Without expecting it, two strong arms raised me from my seat and held me tight and kissed me profusely 
and said, “I am so sorry. Please forgive me.” 

“Dad, Ratna is fragile, you will break her bone. Be careful!”, a loving son told his dad. 

“Now that we have four adults in the room, can we talk about plans. We do not want you to marry at the 
Civil Status Office. You are our only child, Tim. We have plans.” 

Very softly Timothy said, “But mum, you cannot make plans without involving us.” 

“No! darling. After the positive outcome of the non-ending discussions I had with your dad, we knew that 
Ratna it is and Ratna it will be. We, therefore, did some brainstorming on different options. They are just 
suggestions that you and Ratna can accept or reject. Ratna, we want you to know that when Albert and I 
hugged you so warmly, it was to show our gratitude for what you have done to Tim.  You have given him 
back his life. You may have had a rough life with this non-consensual marriage but Tim went through hell. 
We even thought we would lose him. I wonder if he has told you what he went through. We have never seen 
our son in such a state of severe depression. He stayed in the clinic for over two weeks and then with us as 
we could not let him stay on his own. We were afraid that he would do the irreparable. I always thought that 
there was no medication to heal a broken heart until I saw what you have done to him. You are his 
medication. You’re his breath and we do not want to take this away from him. We want the best for him. I 
mean for you both.” 

After all the crying, hugging, kissing and champagning, it was getting very late. We were getting ready to 
leave when Helene said: “Too much emotion in one evening and it is getting very late. Drink and drive do 
not go hand in hand and we still have so many things to discuss. Why don’t you and Ratna spend the night 
with us. Your apartment upstairs has not been used since you moved to your own flat. It has been cleaned 
every week and I tried my luck, this morning, by asking the maid to put fresh bedsheets and towels.” 

“Timothy has a strong mind, Ratna. He knows what he wants and I must admit that he is always right. The 
only period of his life when he could not take any decision was when you stopped seeing him and he learnt 
that you got married. Can you imagine? An independent young man having to stay with his parents. He could 
not even stay in his apartment upstairs nor in the flat where you are both staying. We were devastated. 
Nobody could help him. We even thought of sending him at my parents’ place in the South of France. He 
refused. We know you two have stayed together for over a month now. We also know that you come from 
a traditional Hindu family with strong views on mixed marriage. We are so sorry that they forced you into a 
marriage. You are two mature adults. You can decide to go and get married anywhere with only the two of 
you and your witnesses. But we would like something grand. Getting married in France came across our 
minds. We have been on the internet and have seen a few good wedding venues. We can discuss at breakfast 
tomorrow.” 

“Mum, we have not said that we will stay yet.” 

“Who knows my son, better than me.” With a smile Helene said: “Apart from Ratna, or course. Looking at 
your face, I know you will say YES. It has been a long night. Go to your apartment, have a good night sleep 
and we can talk things over tomorrow morning.” 

CONTENTS 
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BREAKFAST AT THE CLARKS 

Timothy held me tight by the waist and we went upstairs to his two-bedroom self-contained apartment. I 
could not believe my eyes. The apartment was like something I had seen only in soap operas.  

Latest appliances and decors with excellent amenities including jacuzzi bath, en suite bedrooms with smart 
TV, a well-designed kitchen with luxurious appliances. The sliding door in the lounge and dining space area 
led to a balcony with outdoor furniture offering a breath-taking view of the mountains. 

I was concentrating so much on the full moon which gave plenty of light to see the flying foxes dancing in 
the branches that I did not hear Tim.  

“Hey! Mrs Clark to be. Listen to me. What I was saying while you were concentrating on flying foxes is that 
if you want a wedding at the Civil Status Office, I will go for it. Now that my dad has shown his magnanimity 
and his capacity to ask for forgiveness, I feel we should not disappoint them. Let us discuss at breakfast 
tomorrow morning and pick their brains.  What do you think?”  

“Yes, my love. I agree. I have to apologise for having misjudged them. Your parents are the most affectionate 
and caring people I have come across.” 

After a long bath, the two in the same tub, I wore Timothy’s shirt with nothing underneath. We sat on the 
balcony and discussed our future. We drank some hot chocolate and slept like a log. 

We got up after 10.30 a.m. I quickly wore one of Tim’s kurta pyjama over his boxer short.  

We felt embarrassed seeing that Mr. and Mrs. Clark were waiting for us to have breakfast. 

We apologised for oversleeping. “I am so sorry for being dressed like that. I did not have anything else to 
wear and Timothy came to my rescue.” 

Mr and Mrs Clark made us feel comfortable and said: “We knew you would get up late, we, therefore thought 
of a brunch. This will also give us more time to talk.” 

Apart from the normal toasts, different types of cakes, eggs accompanied by freshly made juices and coffee, 
I also found a bottle of champagne on the table. 

“Champagne! So early in the morning and after all the booze we had last night. Have you turned alcoholics”, 
a loving son told his parents before adding, “Mum, dad, you will be happy to hear that Ratna and I are 
prepared to listen to your plans before taking a decision.” 

“Helene, I leave it to you to tell our children what we have in mind. But let me open the bottle of champagne 
to celebrate our children. Tim, your mum and I have discussed a lot. We know all the problems that Ratna 
might face with this wedding. We also know that you would not want to invite the whole of Mauritius but 
would rather go for a wedding with only people close to you, to Ratna and to us.” 
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“We have looked at several options and have found quite a few with wedding venues where friends and 
family can all stay in one place in en suite bedrooms that offer chic and romantic space to relax in comfort. 
We will provide everything for two days but guests will have to pay for their own fares.  We were thinking 
of a chateau in the South of France.” 

“Wow, there is no half measure with you.” 

“You are our only child. We want the best. We have seen one where you can say your vows in the gardens 
within the romantic ruined walls made of stone with its climbing white bougainvillea. If you want a church 
wedding there is also a chapel close to the chateau.”   

“Sounds like magic. What do you think, Ratna?” 

“Sorry, Tim. I have read lots of fairy tales on prince and princess getting married. But, never imagined that 
fiction could become reality. I, therefore, do not have any views to give. Let you mum continue to say with 
what she has in mind.” 

“Thank you Ratna. Yes, where was I before my ill-mannered son interrupted me”, Helene said with a big 
smile. “OK, after your vows, the dinner can unfold in the magical courtyard of the chateau under fairy lights 
with guests dancing until morning. We can ask for a marquee which will be surrounded by high trees and 
has its own private bar.” 

“Now mum, I can see that you have thought of everything to the very small details. You know I am not one 
for castles except the few that I have visited or forced to visit with you when we were on holidays. How do 
you find the idea, Ratna? This concerns us both. You have to give your views.” 

With a big smile I said: “The only Chateau I have visited is the Chateau of Reduit.” In a more serious note, I 
pointed out: “I have travelled to different countries only through you, Tim. You are well aware that I have 
never taken a plane in my life, not even to go to Rodrigues. I do not even have a passport. All this sounds so 
magical. I feel I am living in a dream and do not want the dream to stop. I will leave it to you and your parents 
to decide. Your choice will be my choice. I am fine with a church wedding. As Hindu I am open to any religious 
ceremony. I know you will decide what will be best for us, for your parents, your relatives and your friends, 
Tim. As for me I have only Zafira, her partner and her mum and dad.” 

“May I suggest that you invite your parents as well as your sisters and their families, Ratna? They will be 
most welcome. Let them decide. If you do not mind, I would also like to suggest that you move in the 
apartment upstairs. You will of course have your own privacy and can use the external stairs. Analyse the 
pros and cons and you will see that the pros will win. Not only you will not have to live in fear with a 
watchman at your doorstep, we can also have time to organise the wedding. Such a grand wedding demands 
lots of planning.  We have to inform the guests quite early so that they can do their bookings.” 

Out of the blue Mr. Clark said: “Congratulations Ratna!” 

“Why?” I can assure you that I am not pregnant.” 

“No, I hear we are having a new Manager for the company.” 
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In an angry voice Helene Clark said, “Albert, please stop behaving like a child. We are here to discuss the 
organisation of a wedding and not new staff members for your business. Behave like a responsible father, 
man.” 

I was dazzled, felt sorry for Mr Clark and started to stammer.  Tim came to my rescue and said “In one of our 
management meetings, I highlighted that we needed somebody to help with the food chain department of 
the company. I also said that I know somebody who could do the job. But I promise you, Ratna, I never 
mentioned your name. I really do not know how dad guessed.” 

“One and one makes two,” was the reply of Albert Clark. “I too have my sources.” 

“Clark, please stop it now.” Helene was really angry. 

I took over to ease down the tension. “No worry, Tim. I know you will never count your chickens before they 
are hatched. But let me assure Mr Clark that I am still in the thinking mood.” 

“Thinking mood? What are you waiting for? We badly need somebody like you in the Company. Tim also said 
that the person is good in food and nutrition and that she is following on-line courses on sustainability and 
climate change. We want our employees to have healthy food. We do not want our staff to have problems 
due to bad eating habits leading to undernutrition or obesity. We need to be careful on what we put on their 
plates so as not to threaten the climate. Hence, we need an expert in food and nutrition to help our 
employees and their families. I am sure Tim has told you that most of our food comes from our farm. It is a 
question of getting the right person to manage everything.” 

“You are stubborn, Mr. Clark. Can we change the subject and bring it back to the wedding?”  

“I would love to hear what Ratna has to say. For God’s sake, she is our daughter, Helene and we have not 
given her the chance to talk. Maybe we can hear her voice on a matter that is close to her heart.” 

“Thank you so much, Sir. I am honoured and appreciate the opportunity given to me but would rather 
understudy one of the managers to learn about your food department really well before taking a managerial 
position. It is true that the course I am following offers a wide range of subjects. All of them are related to 
climate change which is arguably the biggest threat in Mauritius. I am still being challenged in the face of 
climate change and find the subject a bit tough.  Working in your company will definitely help me to 
understand better the issue and will empower me. I can in fact do my dissertation on sustainability in a big 
organisation like yours. If my dissertation is accepted, I can turn it into a project that can then be used as a 
tool for integrating climate change in the healthy food and nutrition that you want to propose to your 
employees.” 

“You see Helene, I was right.” 

“What? Is this an interview? Can’t all this be discussed after the wedding and the honeymoon of our 
children? I am so disappointed with you, Clark.” 

“Helene, please. I know what I am doing. In fact, it feels so good to hear Ratna talk. She is so profound. No 
wonder that Tim cannot live without her. Yes, I agree with all your views, Ratna. And my dear wife, now that 
I have heard Ratna, I promise to stop the conversation on the company right now.” 



 

46 

 

“Let Ratna take all the time she needs. Most important is that she has agreed to the idea.”  Tim turned to 
me and held my hand tight “Are you comfortable that we stay in our apartment upstairs? If yes, I suggest we 
go home to get a few clothes and our laptops. You cannot live in my boxer short and kurta pyjama. I know 
you will want to take Ganesha and his parents. We also need to release the watchman.” 

“Small favour to ask before you go.”  

“My goodness you are stubborn, Mr. Clark. What is it now?” 

Albert Clark was so happy that he went out of his way to make me feel part of the family. “No, I promise. 
Believe me. Nothing to do with the company. I only want Ratna to stop calling me Sir or Mr. Clark. What 
about Albert or dad, Ratna? I prefer dad as I consider you as my daughter. How do you say dad in Hindi?” 

“Pitaji.” 

Albert started to repeat the word pitaji a few times and then said: “I love this word. It sounds so musical.  So, 
Pitaji it will be.” 

“Pitaji”, a loving wife told her husband. “You have heard the children. They must reorganise themselves if 
they are going to stay in their apartment upstairs. May I suggest you give them some space and stop talking 
so that they can organise themselves, PITAJI.” 

We left the mansion while both Helene and Albert kept on repeating pitaji like a mantra. 

CONTENTS 
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WEDDING PREPARATION 

It took only one week for Helene and Albert to show us their plan for the wedding. After we were well settled 
in our apartment, Helene and Albert invited us for dinner. A working dinner, Albert said, as they wanted to 
discuss the wedding plan.  

After dinner, Helene invited us to the TV room where everything was set for a power point presentation on 
the big television screen. She handed us notebooks with pencils.  All the slides were so well prepared with 
every small detail and the most striking pictures that I got the impression I was attending a lecture. I told 
myself, “My goodness this is better than my on-line lectures on sustainability and climate change. All so clear 
and explicit. So well explained that I wonder if there is any need to put pen to paper.”  

“This is just a preliminary plan. You can of course accept, reject, amend or come with new plan. Albert, no 
Pitaji. Oh, I like this word pitaji so much. Yes, what was I going to say. Pitaji and I did not mind spending 
sleepless nights to come up with this plan.” 

I could not help myself from clapping my hands after the presentation. “Mrs. Clark, Madam, Auntie, sorry I 
meant to say mum, you are as good if not better than my lecturers. You are so convincing and it all looks 
perfect with all the smallest details. The invitation card is so beautifully designed. You have even put details 
on train and bus stations as well as airports on the back of the card with a map of the chateau. What do you 
think Tim?” 
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“If you are happy, I am more than happy, my love.  It is great that we will have only 70 guests, that is if your 
relatives decide to turn up. I see that mum has put two girls to carry the wedding rings and the basket of 
flowers. I know who she has in mind. Am I right to say Anya, the only granddaughter of your sister and her 
best friend Lola?” 

“Indeed, you know how fond I am of my sister’s granddaughter and I consider her like my own grandchild. 
Her father is Anglo-Indian. She will make a perfect flower girl for your wedding.  Instead of Lola, maybe Ratna 
can suggest somebody from her side.” 

“Thanks for asking. I really appreciate.  Thinking of it. Yes, there is a charming little girl I would love to see. 
This little girl will make a great bridesmaid.” 

“That’s fantastic. Everything is going so well. I am sure you are thinking of one of your nieces,” Tim 
responded. 

“No, not at all. By now my sisters must surely know that I ran away.  They have my cell number and I have 
not heard a word from them. Your mum suggested that we invite them to the wedding which I accepted but 
I wonder if somebody from my family will turn up although both my sisters have the means to travel to 
France. It would have been worse if the wedding was held in Mauritius. They would surely say that I was 
bringing shame to the family for the second time. The first time escaping from my husband and the second 
time marrying somebody outside our community.”   

“No, I was thinking of my 10-year-old friend, Pria. She was the only friend I had while in thrall in the house 
of my tormentor.” 

Tim was surprised. “You did not tell me that you have a 10-year-old friend.”  

“Sorry about that. We had so many things to discuss. So much to catch up that our conversations turned 
around just the two of us.” 

I told Tim and his parents about my relationship with Pria, the small girl, who did odd jobs and cleaned the 
yard at my former in-laws’ house. They could not believe it. “This is child labour” Helene said. “You should 
have reported your in-laws to the police.” 

“How could I? I was always within the four walls of my room, except for the few times that I was taken to 
the hospital after being badly sexually abused by my ex-husband ……” 

I felt a lump in my throat and could not talk. Tim held me tight by the shoulder and told me not to say 
anymore. “I told mum about this forced marriage, Ratna. I was waiting for the right time and trying to find 
the proper words to tell mum and dad about your traumatic experiences. Now, that they know everything, 
let us change the subject. Tell us more about your little friend.” 

I controlled my tears and told them how I became so attached with Pria, that she was the first person that 
came to my mind when I ran away and was looking for a place to go. “She would have opened the only door 
of her corrugated iron house to me. Pria’s father died in prison with AIDS related diseases before Pria was 
born. The father was a drug addict and sold everything that was in the house to buy drugs. He found himself 
in prison after attacking an old lady and stole her jewellery. So, sorry, I was supposed to talk about Pria and 
not her deceased father.” 
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“Go on Ratna, this is a very interesting story.” Helene said. 

“Pria lives with her mother and her grandmother in a one-bedroom house. Pria and her mother sleeps on a 
mattress on the floor and her grandmother sleeps on the single bed. The kitchen as well as toilet/cum 
bathroom are outside. Every morning Pria takes a pail of water to the house to help her mother with the 
bath of the old woman. After helping her mother with household chores and looking after her grandmother, 
she would rush to our place to work so that she could help to put food on the table.  When I gave her chapati, 
bread, cheese or whatever I could lay hands on, she kept these preciously in a piece of newspaper to take 
back home with her. I could have slept on the mattress with them but she lives too close to the house. This 
would have been the end of me and Pria’s family.” 

“You see Ratna. Everything happens for a reason. You went to Zafira instead of going to Pria and we are now 
together.” 

“Asking Pria to be one of the bridesmaids is a great idea. But this can be very complicated. There are major 
issues involved. We do not want the police on our heels saying that we have abducted a 10-year-old girl. I 
am sure Albert will agree with me. We do not mind paying her tickets, giving her accommodation and look 
after while she is in France. This will be a dream come true for Anya, who has always wanted a sister. You 
are an adult, Ratna. You were forced into a wedding with a husband who turned out to be a perpetrator.  
You ran away on your own freewill but Pria is a minor and needs the consent of her mother”, Helene 
explained. 

Tim’s neuron went overtime and out of the blue he said: “No man can attain freedom from activity by 
refraining from action, nor can he reach perfection by merely refusing to act. He who remains motionless, 
refusing to act, but all the while brooding over sensuous object that deluded his soul, is simply a hypocrite.”   

 “My goodness, Tim. You must have learnt the Bhagavad Gita by heart to know all these words of wisdom of 
Lord Krishna to Arjuna. This is in Section 3.” 

Mr. and Mrs Clark were in awe. They had never heard of the Bhagavad Gita, let alone their son’s interest in 
Hinduism. 

“When I was meeting Ratna secretly, I told her how I am interested in Hinduism. She then told me that she 
got the first prize in Hinduism for her Higher School Certificate.  We discussed Hinduism a lot”. 

Tim teased me and said, “Tell mum and dad that I know more than you, Ratna.” 

“Yes, I confirm, Tim knows more than me. I learnt a lot from his experience.” 

“What? Experience! What do you mean? My goodness. I thought I knew my son. Now I realise that there are 
so many things that we still have to learn on him. You never told us of your interest in Hinduism”, an amazed 
Helene said. 

“This is a secret that I only shared with Ratna. During one of my holidays while at Sorbonne, I went to India 

and stayed in an Ashram for some time. I practised yoga, meditation and other spiritual paths that helped 

me to grow spiritually. I had a teacher to guide me and I followed the daily routine of the Ashram including 

daily chores.  I learnt how to recite mantras, that is, positive words releasing my mind with positive energy. 
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You would not know, mum, but it is this practice of reciting mantras that helped me not to commit suicide 

when Ratna stopped seeing me.” 

We both became emotional and I added “I have a lot to learn from you Tim both on Hinduism and 

Christianity. You are such a learned person. I trust you. The Bhagavad Gita is considered the greatest 

devotional book of Hinduism which guides us to the path of truth. I suppose the Bible is the same for 

Christians. This is why I do not mind if we have a church wedding.” 

“This discussion is too important and serious; I believe we should leave it for another time. Let us now 

concentrate on the preparation of the wedding. Now, Ratna, tell us how you plan to get Pria without a police 

case on our back, accusing us of kidnapping a 10-year-old girl. The police might even think that we are in the 

business of selling young children overseas to do child labour or for prostitution”, a concerned Albert Clark 

enquired. 

“Yes, what are your plans, Ratna? We also have to think about Pria’s mother and grandmother. As for her 

passport and a consent form from her mother, this can be easily done if her mother agrees with Pria being 

bridesmaid”, Tim added. 

CONTENTS 

12. 

BRIDESMAID PRIA 

I could not stop thanking Mr. and Mrs Clarks for their generous offer of agreeing to take full charge of Pria 
including her plane tickets once all documents had been signed by Pria’s mother.  I promised to find out with 
Zafira how she could make the first contact with Pria and her mother. 

“OK, I have a better idea. Let us invite Zafira and her partner together with mum and dad for dinner in our 
apartment so that we can put everything on the table and see how Zafira can help. Meanwhile I can talk to 
her on the telephone to explain the plan.”  

“Bright idea from a bright boy!”, a proud Helene said. 

Tim assured me that he would tell Zafira in what condition they live. “I do not want her to get a shock if ever 
she plans to go there before coming to have dinner with us. I know Zafira is the best person to go there. She 
has the art of talking to people and make complicated issues become easy. I remember telling her that she 
should have been a psychologist and she replied that she did a whole module on psychology as part of her 
university course.”  

I did not have the time to finish saying what was on my mind when Helene interfered and said “Sorry to 
interrupt you guys but something is crossing my mind. We have an outer house at the far end of the garden 
which is empty. In fact, Rita, the maid used to stay there with her husband and their two boys. The boys did 
well in their studies, got good jobs, bought a house and built an apartment on top of their house for Rita and 
her husband. Our outer house is a beautiful little chalet that Tim knows very well as he used to go and play 
with the boys. Very often when I called Tim for dinner, guess what, he had already eaten lentils and dried 
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fish salad together with Rita’s boy. When I brought Rita to task, she said there was nothing she could do as 
Tim insisted to eat with the boys on their plastic plates and even had his dirty spoon full of mud cake with 
him. In fact, Tim, not only enjoyed playing with the boys but enjoyed eating with them. It is a beautiful two-
bedroom house with bathroom and toilet. The open living/dining/kitchen led to an open veranda 
surrounded by breadfruit trees. Rita used to plant a variety of vegetables and herbs. Our cook got all his 
fresh herbs from Rita.” 

“This sounds like a palace when I think of Pria and her family in this dilapidated one-bedroom house.” 

“You are so generous, mum. Words are not enough to express my gratitude for your selflessness. Let Zafira 
meet with them first. I trust her. She is such a good person and will know what to say.”  

Helene and Albert suggested that if Pria and her family agreed, they could move in the house before we all 
went to France. “They will be safe here. We have a good security system. Furthermore, we will be able to 
help regarding official documents for Pria to travel, if her mother agrees of course. You will also have time 
to help Pria with her bridesmaid dress and other bits and pieces that she will need for the wedding”, Albert 
added. 

After this family conversation, Tim went to the apartment and spoke to Zafira while I was downstairs with 
his parents busy with the organisation of the wedding. I forgot completely to ask him about his telephone 
conversation.  

To my big surprise, in the afternoon of the following day, while looking at the main entrance from the balcony 
of our apartment, I saw Tim rushing to open the gate. I noticed a car slowly coming towards the mansion. 
Although the driveway is lined with big trees on the manicured lawns of emerald green, I quickly realised it 
was Zafira’s white BMW. 

Tim opened the driver’s car and spoke to Zafira in her ear. 

I quickly rushed downstairs and at the same time bumped with Helene who was running to open the door 
of the living that led to the veranda.  Zafira got out of the car and winked at Tim. They both walked towards 
the veranda and heard Zafira saying: “Surprise, surprise. I have two persons who would be so happy to see 
you.”  

I was in a state of disbelief and did not know what to say. When I finally found my voice, I lovingly scolded 
Tim. 

“Doing all this behind my back. I thought we said there would be no secrets between us.” 

Helene, who heard me, came to the rescue of her son. “We had to keep the secret. You might have refused. 
By now we have come to know you quite well, Ratna.  You are caring and generous but would have refused, 
thinking that you were putting too much pressure on us. Tim is the main partner in his dad’s business. He 
may not have told you but his salary is more than enough to care for people. What word of wisdom did you 
use from the spiritual book, Tim? I can’t even remember the name of the book. Old age, my dear. Remind 
me of the title and I will get myself a copy.” 

“The Bhagavad Gita, mum. The wise words are: No man can attain freedom from activity by refraining from 
action; nor can he reach perfection by merely refusing to act.” Now if my future wife is thinking of costs, let 
me tell her that I will deduct three months’ salary when she starts working for the company.” 
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I smiled at Tim and said “Boss, I do not mind that you retain three months from what I do not know I will 
earn.” 

We had a good laugh before Helene added: “Yes, according to the Bhagavad Gita, this is what we must do. 
We must act and act now. Who knows? With this action, Pria may find her path to a better future. We can 
send her to school and at the same time make her follow after school classes which will help her to get a 
good job. We can also find something for her mum as well. She can work from home and look after the 
grandmother.” 

Helene went to the car and invited Pria and her mum to sit in the veranda. They had tears in their eyes not 
because of the magnificent veranda with all its potted plants that they had never seen in their lives but 
started to cry and trembled with fear when they saw me.  

“Why are you crying?”  I asked. 

“Maybe they are thirsty after this long drive or maybe they have become emotional seeing you Ratna. Let 
me ask the maid to bring some cold drink.” Helene said. 

They held their glasses tight as if being afraid of dropping them on the marble floor. “Please do not call the 
police,” Pria’s mum said. 

I left my seat and sat near Pria and in a soft voice I said: “What has the police got to do with you coming 
here. Zafira brought you in her car. Why are you both trembling as if you have seen a ghost?”  

“We know why your friend insisted that we accompanied her in her car. This is a trick. You want the police 
to come here and arrest us.” 

“What are you talking about?” I questioned. 

“Didi, I swear that I told the police that I did not know where you were. This was the truth. I cried when they 
said that they could not find you. They believed me and left.” 

“So, why are you talking about the police?” 

Pria’s mum explained that the police found a body in the river nearby. “They came with a picture and asked 
us if we knew the person. She looked very much like you Madam and Pria said she worked for you. They took 
us to the police station. They said it was a murder case and Pria had to do something with it since she was 
working for you. They questioned us nearly all night. They searched our house and found two blouses that 
belonged to you, Madam. Pria told the police that you gave her the blouses for me but the police did not 
believe her. They said that we have murdered you so that we could steal your belongings. We did not know 
where to turn to for help. They finally locked us in a dirty prison cell and questioned us nearly all night. In 
the early morning and after all this time without anything to drink or eat we saw a handcuffed man with 
bruises on his face and arms following a police officer. The police officer who questioned us nearly all night 
told us that we could go home. He did not give us any explanation. We later heard on the radio that the man 
hit his wife so hard with a hammer that that she fell on the floor and died. The husband tried to drown the 
body in the river. People doing their jogging by the river bank saw a floating body and reported the case to 
the police. The woman was under a protection order. The husband wanted her to remove the case but she 
refused. He kept on beating his wife under the eyes of his two small children. In fact, the children witnessed 
the crime.” 



 

52 

 

“Oh! My goodness, this is so horrific. We have been so busy, Tim, that we did not even watch the news, 
listen to the radio or read newspapers. What has happened to the children?” I enquired. 

“They were taken away by the Child Protection Unit. Unfortunately, when this news was aired, chachi and 
chacha kept on coming to our place to find out if we were not hiding you.  Chachi was very angry and told 
me that she did not want to see me on her doorstep.  I do not know what she said to my mum’s boss as my 
mum also lost her job.  We were told to find somewhere else to live. The police came quite a few times. They 
got very angry when they did not find you and with their fists our house went upside down. The little things 
that we had were broken to pieces.”  

Pria started to make convulsive gasps. I held her glass and asked her to drink the juice. When she got back 
her breath, she said “I thought you were dead, didi. I thought you committed suicide. I know what suicide is. 
My mum told me that when people are too sad and cannot control their pains, they commit suicide.” 

I held Pria tight.  “See I am here. Alive. Talking to you. You no longer have to be afraid. I will now take care 
of you. You do not have to work. No, you will have to work even harder.” 

I wiped her tears. “Yes, you will have to work hard. I want you to go back to school. Nobody will hurt you or 
your mother anymore. Give us a smile.” 

We could not stop thanking Zafira. Helene suggested that Tim and I explained our plans to Pria and her 
mother. 

I became too emotional to talk. Tim took over and without too many details explained that we were getting 
married in France and wanted Pria to be one of the bridesmaids and all expenses would be covered by him.  

Pria and her mum, Shanti, were in disbelief and told Tim that they had suffered enough and there was no 
point to rub salt on the wound.  

Zafira interfered and did her best to explain to a disturbed Shanti that all was being done with love so that 
they could have a better life. “Forget what you have been through. You know didi Ratna will never lie to you. 
She will never let you down. Listen to what Mr. Tim has to tell you.” 

Tim assured them that everything would be taken care of including tickets, passport, Pria’s personal items 
as well as her flower girl dress. “She will travel to France with Zafira who will also take her to do some 
shopping well before travelling. You can go with them, Shanti. Do not worry about money. We want the best 
for Pria.” 

Helene, who remained quiet during the whole conversation, stood up and explained about the outer house 
with all its privacy and its own garden. She suggested that they all went to visit the house. 

Shanti and Pria were in awe. “Is this a dream?” We have never seen such a beautiful house”, Shanti said 
before Pria added: “Is this what is called a palace?” 

“No, darling this will be your house and nobody will hurt you there or maybe you can call it your palace,” 
Helene assured Pria. 

In a soft voice and very slowly, a worried Shanti explained that they did not have any money and was not 
paying rent. “We got the house for free from the lady with whom I worked. Now that I no longer work for 
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her, she has given us only one-week notice. She said she has plans to build apartments for renting and even 
sneered at me by saying I could rent one if I wanted.” 

“People can be so cruel. Who is asking you for money? Who is telling you that you have to pay for the rent?” 
Helene questioned. 

Shanti and Pria bowed down to touch the feet of Helene to thank her. “Please, stand up. Why are you 
touching my feet? You can move in today if you want. I am sure Zafira can help finding a transport. 
Meanwhile I will ask the maid to put some clean sheets and towels in the house.”  

“It is not a house that you are living in. You are staying under corrugated iron sheets full of holes with no 
toilet and bathroom. I could not believe it when I saw the house. I wonder if there is need for a transport. 
Even the furniture is now in bits and pieces after what the police did,” Zafira said. 

Talking at the same time, both Tim and her mother said: “In that case, just go with Zafira to get your 
grandmother while your mother can reorganise the house for the three of you.” Helene added with a smile, 
“All your personal items and foodstuff will be taken care of until we make other arrangements once your 
mother starts working.”   

Helene looked at Tim and Ratna and with a broad smile, she said: “We can send Shanti on a training so that 
she can look after my grandchildren. I hear that we will be having many. Who knows! May be there is one 
on the way! Ratna looks so ravishing.” 

“Wishful thinking. Stop it now mum. You will be the first to know when we reach there.” 

CONTENTS 

13 

FINAL WEDDING PLANS  

We all agreed that the church wedding could take place in the small chapel near the chateau. Helene had 
the responsibility to take Tim and I to see their priest prior to the wedding not because the Clarks wanted 
me to get baptised but they wanted everything to be perfect and wanted us to do a rehearsal. They know 
that I will never change religion.  I have always said I am a Hindu and will always remain one but I am open 
to all religious faiths and practices. 

Helene explained that the priest would prepare us for the religious part of the wedding and needed us to do 
some practice before the wedding. “Tim is not one for churches or attending masses but we are ever so 
grateful that you have both agreed to take your commitment to each other, taking your vows and blessing 
your union in front of God. The Priest is a very good friend of the family. In fact, he is quite old now and 
rarely celebrates events but as he was the one who celebrated our wedding, I wanted him to do yours as 
well. He is also licensed as registrar which will make things easier.”  

An excited Albert started to talk about the most beautiful hymns he knew and explained how hymns would 
give the wedding a special touch. “I used to be in a church choir and I am quite familiar with hymns. I have 
printed a list that you can choose from.  You will normally need one when entering the church, one in the 
middle of the ceremony and one at the end of the ceremony. One of your mum’s friend is a very good 
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Soprano. The power and the strength of her singing voice will make the old chapel vibrate.” With a big laugh 
Albert added: “I only hope that she does not make the old stone walls of this magnificent chapel crumble 
down. No, sorry. Jokes apart. What I wanted to say is that our Soprano friend is also terrific with romantic 
songs.  I am sure she will not refuse to sing for your wedding. She is so versatile that she can even sing one 
of the hymns in Hindi if you translate it for her, Ratna. How about that? I am sure Tim and Helene will agree 
with me.” 

“No point pitaji, let me send him the following Punjabi wedding song that I like so much and would love this 
in the Chapel if at all possible.” 

“Everything is possible for such a unique wedding. Go on, sing it for us Ratna. Do not be shy”, the Clarks said 
with one voice. 

I bent my head and very softly and tenderly I sang the wedding song: 

Jannaton ki lage meharbani 

Yeh Jodi 

Haan mujhe bhi aaisi jodi hai banani 

Yeh Jodi 

Apni hatheli aur lakeere saath saath hai 

Jinpe mubarak barsaate kainat karti hai 

Baant mithaaiyan, lakh vadhaiyan 

May you live long!” 

 

The song goes like that in English: 

This couple 

Seems like a match made in heaven 

This couple 

Even I want to make such a pair 

This couple 

Our palms and their lines are together 

On which heaven is showering blessings 

Distribute sweets and congratulate 

May you live long!” 

The Clarks opened their mouths in astonishment and could not utter a word. They all clapped their hands 
and with lots of emotions, Helene said: “So captivating! You have such a beautiful and melodious voice.  Your 
voice is so refined, loving and appealing. You will make the guests cry if you sing it yourself.  Be the 
nightingale for your wedding. A bride singing at her own wedding in the church will be so special.” 
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“I sincerely believe you should sing it yourself at the chapel, Ratna. They only problem is that we must make 
sure that the guests bring handkerchiefs with them”, Albert said. 

“Yes, yes, Ratna” both Helene and Albert insisted. “Please, please, our nightingale. Say yes!” 

“Thank you for all your compliments but I would prefer a professional to sing the song. I can record it and 
you can send it by DHL to your friend. She will have time to arrange it in her own style, maybe add more 
feelings. And if you agree, maybe she could sing in its original Punjabi version.” 

Helene and Albert could not agree more and Albert even suggested that Helene did the necessary with her 
Soprano friend for an early reply. “But we will need a few other hymns. As for musicians, let us leave it to 
Helene’s friend to decide. But her voice is so euphonious that she does not need any accompaniment.  
Meanwhile I will print a list of hymns that Ratna and Tim can choose from.” 

“Can you help by telling us what your friend sang at your wedding, mum? If Ratna agrees we can have a 
repeat and add the Punjabi song.” 

Helene looked at her husband with loving eyes. “If I had to remarry your father, which I would love to, these 
would be my choices: All Things Bright and Beautiful; Amazing Grace; For The Beauty Of The Earth; Make Me 
A Channel Of Your Peace. But you can go for the non-traditional songs of course. 

Tim immediately said, “Kal Ho Na Ho” 

“What are you talking about now Tim? We cannot understand a word of what you are saying,” Albert 
questioned. 

“It is a Hindi song. Ratna enjoys singing this song so much that I have learnt it by heart and we can both sing 
it and play it on the guitar. It is a love song that describes how life can change at all moments; there are 
sometimes clouds but we must live life fully at all times; we do not know what tomorrow is made of and how 
it is difficult to meet the person of our life and how that person can be the most beautiful creature waiting 
for us somewhere. The song ends with “hold my hand darling, live your life fully at all moments”.  Is this not 
beautiful? Good for a wedding ceremony. What do you think mum and dad?” 

“To start with we did not know that our son is a singer and can sing in Hindi. Bravo Ratna. You have done 
marvel with this boy. We leave it to you to decide.”  Both Helene and Albert agreed. 

“OK, Tim, I know we enjoy singing after dinner while sipping our red wine. You even taught me how to play 
the guitar. May I suggest that we leave “Kal Ho Na Ho” for the reception and concentrate on songs that we 
really like for the church ceremony. For example: Thinking out loud; A thousand years; Make you feel my 
love; Over the rainbow. The lyrics are so beautiful.” 

Tim quickly rushed outside the room and came back with two guitars. “Let us give a sneak preview to our 
parents.” 

“Mum and dad, we are proud to present you the 10-finger duo with its two singers.” 

We both started to sing and played bits and pieces of Thinking out loud: 

Take me into your loving arms 
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Kiss me under the light of a thousand stars 

Place your head on my beating heart. 

Followed by a Thousand Years:  

All along I believed I would find you;  

Time has brought your heart to me; 

I have loved you for a thousand years.” 

“Eh, you are so good” Albert said with amazement. I did not know that my son was such a good musician. 
And you Ratna, we are impressed. Such a fast learner. The 10-finger duo can’t go wrong with such melodious 
voices and playing the guitar so well.  Go on. Let us hear some more. No, no, wait. Let me go on the piano. 
Helene, darling, please, go and get your violin. Let us live life fully at the present as in the song Kal Ho Naho. 
Let us enjoy this present moment with the Clarks’ orchestra.” 

With a broad smile Tim and Ratna started to play and sing the rest of their repertoire with Albert on the 
piano and Helene on the violin:   

Make you Feel my love  

I could make you happy, make your dreams come true 
Nothing that I wouldn't do 
Go to the ends of the Earth for you 
To make you feel my love 

Over the Rainbow 

Somewhere over the rainbow  
Skies are blue  
And the dreams that you dare to dream  
Really do come true 

After clapping hands and hugging each other, with a serious voice Helene said: “Children you have to be 
careful.” 

“What is the problem mum? Dad just said that we must enjoy the present moment. I thought you would 
open a bottle of champagne.” 

“No, nothing to do with enjoying ourselves and creating the Clark Orchestra. But there are usually two or 
three hymns during a wedding service. The first at the beginning putting guests in the ambiance and making 
them feel that they are in a Chapel for a special occasion. The last one right before the final blessings, 
reflecting the mood of celebration and joy. Sometimes another hymn is included whilst the register is being 
signed, my favorite moment, as it seals the wedding. We can, of course add the Punjabi one while you walk 
down the aisle going back to the car. Or even better, the Punjabi one can be at the beginning while you walk 
towards the alter with Albert and I by your sides followed by the two-bridesmaids holding silver lotus flower 
with the wedding ring inside. What do you think?”  

With a big smile Albert added, “We do not have to make a show of the Clark Orchestra; but can’t we add 
another song?” 
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“Albert, please do not put in your head that the Clark Orchestra will play and sing in the Chapel. We are 
amateurs. Let me see with my friend how many songs she will agree to sing. We do not want the church 
ceremony to be too long either. We have the reception/dinner and the wedding breakfast when the Clarks 
can show guests their talents. Without boasting, I believe we are quite good although we are not 
professionals. We have a 20-finger duet with two singers, a pianist and a violist. Who can do better than us 
in just one family?” 

“Ooo, you are getting big headed Madam Clark. I know how you love your children but please do not 
exaggerate. I suggest that you print the hymns for the church ceremony and separate sheets for the 
reception/dinner and wedding breakfast so that guests can sing along with us”, a loving Tim told his mum.  

“There are also important matters that we must discuss”, Helene highlighted. 

“I thought we are done,” replied Tim 

“My dear son, so you think a grand wedding such as yours mean only choosing hymns with the best soprano, 
looking for venue, organizing catering and we are done. Far from it. I was thinking maybe we could go to 
France a few weeks ahead of the wedding to visit a few bridal shops for wedding dresses and reception 
outfits.  

Tim looked at me straight in the eyes, made a smile but did not say anything. After a few minutes seeing that 
his mum and dad were getting anxious, he said. “Mum I know you have always said that you would like your 
to-be-daughter-in-law to wear your wedding dress and you have kept it really well. You even showed it to 
me. It is unique and I am sure with some alterations it will fit Ratna beautifully. The diamond sets that have 
been passed on from generation to generation and which you intend to ask Ratna to wear with the wedding 
dress will also make Ratna look like a real Princess. We are both very thankful and really appreciate your 
generosity.” 

“Yes, what is all this mystery then? Ratna, please, there is no need for you to wear my wedding dress. We 
can buy your wedding dress in Paris. This should not be a problem. This is why I am suggesting that we go to 
France well before the wedding. There are so many upmarket bridal shops in the high street of Paris. We 
also need to meet the priest.” 

“Ratna and I have had long discussions on what to wear for the church ceremony, for the reception and for 
the wedding breakfast. We have looked at quite a few bridal magazines and have found beautiful outfits for 
both of us. We have made our choices.” 

“Great! Then we do not have to drag our feet to bridal shops in Paris. Your mum will be disappointed as she 
enjoys doing window shopping even when she does not have anything to buy. I believe you can buy on line 
and ask the shops to send the outfits to the chateau directly. It will be a grand wedding and we want the 
ceremony, the reception/dinner and the wedding breakfast to be memorable. An event that guests will 
always remember. Hope you have chosen the best.” 

“Yes, indeed, this is a very good idea. Ordering on line and sending direct to the chateau.  What do you think, 
Ratna?”, an excited Tim replied. 

I did not know what to say and mumbled a few words. Nobody could understand what I was saying until Tim 
stepped in. 
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“Mum you will still have to do some shopping for the wedding veil, the diadem and the orchids that Ratna 
will hold. You and dad will have to find a good florist in Paris for the little flowers that guests, both women 
and men, will put on the silver brooch. We have already ordered the silver brooch which will be our wedding 
gift to the guests. We believe this will be a good souvenir.” 

“Ratna, why did you have difficulty to explain what you and Tim want? You are our daughter now and you 
must feel free to voice your opinion. We can go to the shop together for the wedding veil. As for the flowers 
we can ask the florist who will decorate the church and the reception area to look after that. But what have 
you decided for your wedding dress? And you Tim what suit have you decided for the church ceremony?  I 
can see you in a three-piece suit with a playful vintage feel by adding a patterned bow tie. You do not have 
to go for the traditional, dark grey or charcoal colour. You can even go for deep burgundy.  This will go well 
with your personality.” 

“Yes, we have chosen already.” I uttered. “We want your blessings before ordering.” 

“We trust you. But we can still go through what you have chosen and give our opinion if you so wish. Do you 

have the magazines? I do not think there is any need for blessings if you know what you want. We only hope 

you have chosen the best and nobody will be disappointed. As for the dresses of the flower girls, these can 

be bought in shops in Paris”, Helene responded. 

“I think, we had better tell them, Ratna?” 

Tim went out of the room and came back with his laptop. “Ratna and I have decided to go for Ethnic 

Ensemble. A white embroidered raw sari for Ratna and a white embroidered Banarasi silk Sherwani with 

pants and matching Indian shoes for me. For the dinner/dance, Ratna has decided for go for a light green 

silk embroidered Anarkali Kameez with Dupatta. To be in the same theme I have chosen the same light green 

Sherwani with pants and matching Indian shoes.” 

Albert and Helene were wonderstruck and opened their eyes and their mouths wide before adding. “We do 

not understand a word of what you are saying. You are using a vocabulary that we are hearing for the first 

time. Do you mean a wedding dress made from a silk embroidered sari and a costume made of white raw 

silk?” 

Tim opened his laptop and showed his parents the most ravishing Indian outfits for brides and the 

bridegrooms.  “We have not ordered yet. Ratna said we must get your blessings before going out of the box 

and not wearing the traditional western outfits. This wedding is a celebration of love with unique parents 

like you. We are weaving cultural ties. We, therefore, want everything to be very special and unique.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Clark examined the Indian wedding outfits on the laptop. They did not say a word while Tim 

went through all the outfits that we have earmarked. They became so serious and attentive that by the look 

of their faces, I knew we would be faced with a big challenge of making them accept our choices.  

“That’s fine, if you are not happy with our choices. We can always meet half way. Go for western outfits for 

the church ceremony and for Indian outfits for the reception and breakfast”, I said.  
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“What do you mean half way?”, Albert responded. 

“Never thought that my children could be so avant-garde. There is no half way. You have made the right 

choices. Congratulations. My goodness this wedding will indeed be unique. We are setting new trends. You 

have our blessings.” Helene said.  

A proud Albert added: “I agree that we should not make a show of the Clark Orchestra in church but I firmly 

believe that we must make a show of our children’s wedding outfits. Oh, my God! What a blessing! I am so 

proud of you both. You have made the perfect choices. We need to ask the photographer to make the best 

pictures and the best videos. You are breaking new grounds. You are paving the way on how to break 

stereotypes through your choices of outfits in a Catholic Church.” 

CONTENTS 
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WEDDING REHEARSAL 

It did not take long for guests to respond to the wedding invitation. Some asked questions about gifts as on 
the card it was mentioned “no gifts please”. Friends telephoned to say that they had heard of no box gifts 
but not “no gifts” and some insisted and said that we could not prevent them from bringing something from 
their own countries.  A Japanese couple replied to say that they would bring with them a full set of Akoya 
pearls for me to wear at the reception.  I asked questions about Akoya, a word not familiar to me at all. 
Helene explained that Akoya pearls are known as Japanese pearls and have been loved for centuries. “You 
will look stunning with these pearls on your Indian outfits, Ratna.” 

I got a shock when we received replies from my brothers- in-law accepting the invitation with gratitude.  

The Clarks were so happy for me and Helene said, “This is really great, Ratna. I was right in asking you to 
invite them. Your sisters cannot come but they are sending their husbands.  When we return home after the 
wedding, we can find ways and means on how to connect with them. You can either go to see your parents 
or they can come to visit you. We want to meet your family. A wedding is also a social contract between two 
families.”   

With a firm voice Albert said: “Now, children, apart from the wedding, Helene and I have discussed 
something very important. Your honeymoon.” 

“Oh my God! Please Dad, mum, stop it now. You want to organize our honeymoon as well? No, I can’t believe 
it.” 

Albert quickly replied “No, son. We promise not to interfere in your private life but we want to offer you the 
honeymoon of your dream as a gift. We are not taking NO for an answer. Think about it and let us know.”  

“Thank you very much but we have already decided”, Tim replied. 

“There are so many fantastic honeymoon destinations nowadays. Is it The Maldives?” 
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“No!” 

“Bali?” 

“No!” 

“Kohala Coat in Hawaii?” 

“No!” 

“OK! I lose, you win. Where do you want to go then? 

“Ashram!” 

“What going to an Ashram in India for your honeymoon? You must be out of your minds, children!” 

“Mum, the Ashram where I spent a few weeks while I was a student helped me in my faith and my spiritual 
path. Without the guru in this Ashram, I wonder if I would have been able to survive after I lost Ratna. We 
have decided to have a special Hindu wedding ceremony at the Ashram. I have written to my spiritual guide 
and he has agreed.” 

Helene communicated with Albert through the eyes before saying “We are coming with you. Not for your 
honeymoon but to attend the Indian ceremony. We are not taking NO for an answer.  Let us look at your 
website again so that I can choose a sari and Albert can choose a Sherwani with pants.” 

With tearful joy in the eyes, we all hugged each other before going on the website again to choose Indian 
outfits for Helene and Albert as well as a beautiful red sari for me and a red Sherwani with white pants for 
Tim for the Indian ceremony. 

“Although I have quite a few clients in India, I never got the chance to meet them physically. This will be an 
opportunity to see them.” 

“Dad, please we are going to India to be married the Hindu way and not on business.” 

“No! Do not get me wrong son. I have been dealing with these partners for ages. They have come to 
Mauritius a few times but I never got the chance to visit them in India. I will see with you mum if we can stay 
a few more days after the wedding. I promise that we will not interfere with your plans.” 

“Thinking of it.” 

“What now?”, Tim looked sternly at his dad. 

“Why don’t you do the same. I know you have interviewed quite a few people through zoom from the Silicon 
Valley of India, Bangalore, for our new line of business. It will be a chance to meet those you have interviewed 
in person before taking a decision. In one of our Board meetings, you highlighted that we could use the 
Indian model and make Mauritius the Silicon Valley of the Indian Ocean. This will be a dream come true.” 

Tim turned red. “Listen dad, Ratna and I are going to India to have a religious wedding, the Hindu way. We 
are so proud and thankful that you will attend the ceremony. We really appreciate that you want to plunge 
yourselves in the Indian culture, wearing Indian outfits and asking Ratna to teach you how to eat with your 
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fingers on banana leaves. No way that I will be working and interviewing candidates however much I would 
like to visit Bangalore. Ratna and I have plans to visit the most beautiful places of India and after India we 
will go to Hawaii and then back to Mauritius. We want, at least, a one-month honeymoon. After what we 
have both been through, we deserve the best of the best. We want to see the Taj Mahal in all its glory, 
exploring royal palaces, visit the jaw-dropping landscape in Darjeeling and other places. I have booked the 
best hotels. In fact, we will be staying in palaces that have been converted into hotels.” 

Helene intervened. “I do not have to tell you Albert that you owe an apology to both Tim and Ratna. Are you 
mad? Do you always have to think about your business? Let the children live their lives. I am so happy that 
they have made such a good plan for their honeymoon. Why do you have to spoil that? We must be thankful 
that they have agreed that we attend their Hindu religious wedding.” With a smile she added, “Maybe they 
will come back with good news.” 

Albert bent his head and apologized profusely and asked about the good news. 

“Do I have to make a drawing?”, Helene said before adding, “Since you know so many people and I am sure 
Tim has also made a few friends in India, what about a reception in the hotel before we all part on our 
different routes?” 

“Great idea. But remember there will be a wedding lunch at the Ashram after the ceremony. We will eat a 
full vegetarian meal on banana leaves. We can have the reception at our hotel the next day and dad can 
invite his partners. The next morning, after breakfast, we go to our own destination and do our own things.” 

“Sounds good to me. What you do think Helene?” 

“Hundred per cent!” 

“On a honeymoon like that, I won’t be surprised if Ratna gets pregnant. It is good that we are going back 
home before them. I can prepare for the baby.” 

“Stop it now mum. Both you and dad are going crazy with this wedding. One thing at a time. Let us now look 
at the replies for the Chapel wedding and the reception at the Chateau so that we can organize tables. What 
do you think?” 

As Monsieur and Madame Clark wanted the wedding and the reception to be magical, they asked us to go 
on the internet so that we could find out about the best table settings for the reception.  

“We want to give our family, friends and all our loved ones a special treat for this special night. But it must 
be intimate at the same time”, Helene highlighted. 

We all agreed for a long banquet romantic style table with flowers and candles. We thought that this would 
facilitate conversation among guests and if loved ones wanted to say a few words they should feel free to 
make short speeches. Some of the guests would meet for the first time as they would come from all over 
the globe. We also went for lush greenery garlands made with fresh flowers to adorn the length of the table 
with plenty of scented candles on them. We discussed and agreed that hanging baskets with fresh flowers 
and candles would give a special cachet to the tables. The reception and the dancing would be held in the 
garden of the chateau. The Clarks could not agree more when Tim and I suggested Zafira for main speech. 
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After all the discussions on the veil over my sari, a dupatta over the Sherwani of Tim, the outfits of Albert 
and Helene as well as the dresses for the bridesmaids, I raised my hand like a school child. “May I now say a 
few words?” 

They all got a shock as I rarely affirmed myself. “Tim, I want you to go to the market tomorrow to buy 
vegetables. I will of course give you a list. Please ask the gardener to cut a few banana leaves. I will make a 
vegetarian meal for all of us and will not accept NO for an answer.” 

“Yes, madam, your wish is my command.  Mum, dad, you will have your first lesson eating with your fingers 
on banana leaves tomorrow. I am sure Ratna will also make some beautiful sago with papadum and vada. 
She makes the best sago. Even better than what I have eaten at the Ashram. May I suggest that we all dress 
in Indian style.” 

“Tim, I think you are going a bit far. Your parents do not even have Indian dresses.” 

“I can give dad one of my kurta pajama and you can give mum your churidar with pants and dupatta or even 
better, a sari. You can teach her how to wear a sari.” 

“Ask them if they agree first, Tim. You cannot impose your ideas on your parents ...” 

Before I had the time to finish my sentence, Helene said, “I would love to. This will be a rehearsal for the 
Indian wedding at the Ashram. But, Ratna, you have to teach me not only how to wear a sari but how to walk 
in the Indian accoutrement. I want to walk with grace like the Indians. And before I forget you must also help 
me to wear my sari at the Indian wedding. I know it is asking a bit much as you will be busy but I need you 
to drape my sari properly so as not to walk on the pleats and fall down. This is the last thing we want.” 

We all had a good laugh before Tim said: “Do not worry, mum. There will be some ladies at the Ashram who 
can help you. We can even buy a Tikaa Maang, I mean a forehead jewelry for you to wear at the wedding. 
You will look stunning with your long blonde hair made into a bun and the jewelry right in the middle of your 
forehead. I am giving a gold one to Ratna as our wedding gift. If you agree I can get order one for you as 
well.” 

“Please, Tim. I do not want to compete with my daughter. I want her to be unique with all eyes set on her.” 

“In that case, we will order some colorful beautiful bindis together with the wedding outfits. For dinner at 
our place, may I suggest that Ratna gives you one of her bindis?” 

“Of course, Helene, you will look so nice with a bindi. I can help you make your hair into a bun”, a teasing 
Albert said. 

Tim helped me to prepare a sumptuous vegetarian meal. On the spot of 7.00 p.m. Helene and Albert hand 
in hand knocked at the door. They were struck by the statue of a man with a big belly and an elephant head 
staring at them. There was an oil lamp next to the elephant man with four arms sitting down, with one leg 
raised in the air and bent over the other. The perfume of a few sandal sticks gave the apartment a spiritual 
atmosphere. Albert and Helene automatically put their palms together and made a reverence to the 
potbellied man.  Tim and I touched their feet. They touched our heads as if they had rehearsed the scene 
before. 
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“Ratna, you have done miracles to the apartment. There is so much love, light, peace and purity in the 
atmosphere. Your little scented candles here and there give a special effect to the whole apartment. This is 
our first encounter with Ganesh although we have seen pictures in magazines.  We know he is widely revered 
by the Hindus. You have found the right place for your elephant man”, Helene said.  

The Clarks enjoyed the variety of pakoras and the vegetarian meal on banana leaves and eating with their 
fingers. They expressed their gratitude for the rehearsal before the Indian wedding.  

While sitting on the veranda, admiring the mountains, watching flying foxes, and finishing our wine, Helene 
said, “Now is the right time to tell them Albert.” 

“My goodness! I thought we are done with all the wedding preparations. What is bothering you now, mum 
and dad. Hope you are not announcing some bad news mum. I can see that you have lost quite a lot of 
weight. I was so worried that I privately contacted the family doctor. She assured me that there was nothing 
wrong with you but you started losing weight when I lost Ratna. You were so worried and thought that I 
would not survive. We are all so happy now mum, be yourself, be the loving and cuddly mother you used to 
be. Stop worrying. All will go on well. You have planned the wedding in its smallest details. Ratna and I are 
so grateful to both you and dad. Tell us what is bothering you. Has it got something to do with dad? I know 
the business is thriving. Dad now wants the company to be the leader in bio vegetables and fruits. The 
Company will soon be the Silicon Valley of the Indian Ocean.” 

 With a big smile Tim added: “As far as I know and according to the family doctor, dad is in very good health. 

He has even put on some weight. Mind your tummy dad. The elephant man will think that you are competing 

with him. The Sherwani we have ordered might be too tight on you. So, tell us now what is the problem?” 

“Listen, Tim, you like saying that you will not take NO for an answer. Even when you heard that Ratna got 

married you said that you will not accept a NO and she would come back to you. You were right. Now it is 

our turn to say that we do not want a NO for an answer. Your mother and I want you to live in the big house 

when you return from your honeymoon. We can either stay in your apartment or live in our bungalow on 

the beach. If we go for the bungalow, we want our professional interior designer, Ratna, to do all the interior 

decorations to give it this spiritual atmosphere. As for the house, Ratna can reorganize it as she wishes.” 

Tim looked at me, then at his parents. He made a sign to me. I lifted my shoulders and turned my face. Then 

I said “For once Tim, I cannot help you but I will support any decision that you will make. NO seems to be 

the magic word in this family.” 

“Can we make the decision when we return from our honeymoon?” 

“The magic word is NO”, Helene and Albert said with one voice. 

“Why?” 

“Because we are returning from India before you and want time to organize ourselves. We are no longer 

young and need more time than you,” was the response. 



 

64 

 

“So, you took the decision behind our backs and you want us to say YES. Listen mum and dad, may I suggest 

that you give the idea another thought. You have always enjoyed this big house with maids, gardeners, cooks 

and what not around you. How will you live in a small apartment? You will be unhappy in a small place.” 

“How we live does not concern you. We said that we are not taking NO for an answer. All our properties 

belong to you, our only child, anyway.” 

Tim looked at me, took my hand and walked me to the Ganesh while Helene and Albert stayed on the 

veranda. We recited the Ganesh Mantra to help us create a powerful aura. The vibration sounds of the 

Sanskrit words of the mantra was so musical that our eyes were wet. We felt so much peace and our minds 

were free from all obstacles to help us make the right decision. 

We went back to the veranda hand and in hand and touched the feet of Helene and Albert. With one voice 

we said “YES” 

Albert and Helene had an ethereal glow on their faces and did not know what to say. I then explained the 

meaning of Ganesha and why Hindus revered this deity. “It is the remover of obstacles, the patron of arts 

and sciences, intellect and wisdom. He is honored and worshipped on almost every religious and secular 

occasion, undertakings and before any new venture. This is a new venture and we needed the guidance of 

Ganesha.” 

With lots of emotions, words were coming out from my mouth without any control. I told my future-in-laws 

how proud I was to be part of the family. “A whole family going out of the box with a Hindu girl from a 

traditional background marrying a Franco-Mauritian boy, an Indian wedding in an Ashram in India in the 

presence of a French mother and a Franco/Mauritian father, a church wedding where the bride will wear a 

sari and the bridegroom a Sherwani, and now the offer to stay in a big mansion. I count my blessings. I am 

so grateful to be part of this exceptional family.” 

Albert Clark looked at me and Tim and said: “We are so happy to have a daughter like you, Ratna. You have 

brought so much light in our lives. We have learnt so much from both you and Tim. You opened my eyes on 

racism and other societal issues. The man to man talk I had in your office, Tim, helped me to question myself.  

You educated me and I will always be grateful for that.”  

We all bent our heads and did our own prayers to thank the Lord for all the blessings showered upon us.  

CONTENTS 

15 

THE WEDDING 

The church ceremony went even better than planned. The old priest was in top form. He did three biblical 
readings before inviting the bridesmaids to come forward with the rings, did the nuptial blessings and invited 
us to exchange the rings. 
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The soprano gave us quite a few surprises not only by her warm, powerful and melodious voice but she 
brought a violinist and a cellist to the church with her. The instruments that intertwined with her voice 
resounded throughout the church and captivated all the guests. Helene could not resist when the soprano 
asked her to rise, gave her a violin and asked her to accompany the other musicians. We were all taken aback 
and amazed when we saw two musicians with their sitar and tabla enter through the side door of the chapel 
and join the other musicians. A new Mauritian culture with a new type of hymns in a church was born.  

Albert was right. Our guests took out their handkerchiefs when the soprano sang the Punjabi song 
accompanied by the distinctive tone of the sitar mixed with the percussion of the tabla, the spectacular 
vibration of the strings of the violin and the special charm of the cello. The whole ensemble touched our 
feelings and our souls at an unexplainable level.  

Bridesmaids Pria and Anya turned into flower girls after the official part of the wedding and threw petals of 
flowers on us while we walked out of the church with Albert and Helene behind us while the soprano sang 
the last hymn.  

We all walked to the chateau through the alley surrounded by oak trees and ferns with more singing but this 
time from the birds, leaves and the rivulet. 

Guests were given some time to refresh themselves in the privacy of their own rooms before the cocktails, 
dinner/dance. Tim and I had plenty of time to change in our most gorgeous Indian outfits. Tim did a romantic 
breathtaking style with my hair using fresh white flowers. He insisted in helping me with my make-up and 
attaching my Japanese peal sets. Another talent that I did not know Tim had. “Eh! Where did you learn all 
that? I did not know about the artist in you.” Tim smiled and said “I did not know myself. It is you, Ratna. 
Always you who are bringing to the surface the best in me.” 

We both looked stunning. Me in my light green silk embroidered Anarkali Kameez with Dupatta and Tim in 
his green Shewarni with pants and matching Indian shoes. 

All eyes were set on us when we walked down the stairs hand in hand. Guest could not stop clapping their 
hands.  

While talking and having champagne with the guests, Helene and Albert introduced me to their friends and 
relatives. Helene’s sister looked amazing in her sparkling black sequence sari with a fancy black blouse. Quite 
a few of the guests specially the ladies wore their traditional outfits. The Japanese couple looked like 
royalties in their silk brocade traditional outfits. Tim’s grandmother looked very stylish in her long off-white 
lace dress. I got the impression that we had traditional dresses of all countries under one roof. Tim and I 
could not stop laughing when we saw Anya and Pria dancing by holding each other by the waist. They looked 
so cute in their white bridesmaid dresses, the flowers in their hair falling all over the place and their beautiful 
white shoes in their hands. 

CONTENTS 
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16 

KUMAR AND PREM 

I noticed my two brothers-in-law from a distance. I held Tim’s hand and we quickly ran towards them. I heard 
Helene said “Oh my God. Hope we are not having a running bride and bridegroom.” She took Albert’s hand 
and ran after us. 

I presented Kumar and Prem to Tim, Helene and Albert. 

They both looked impressive in their three-piece suits, flowery bow ties and the silver brooch holding a white 
rose on the button holes of their jackets.  

“Thank you so much for coming to our wedding. Your presence means a lot to all of us. At least now we know 
our family will be reunited.” I hugged them both.  

Both Kumar and Prem felt embarrassed and were making signs to each other not knowing what to say. Tim 
smiled at them and suggested that we all sat at the far end of the marquee under a huge tree. “There are 
spotlights as well as small lights in the branches. The atmosphere is like an amphitheater done by nature. 
There are plenty of wooden benches to sit on without mentioning that the weather is marvelous for an 
outside meeting.”  

“It is your wedding day and we feel so bad to take you away from your guests but we have important and 
private delicate family matters that we would like to share with you. If you agree we can talk tomorrow 
morning at breakfast,” was Prem’s response. 

“Very good idea”, Helene and Albert agreed. 

 “After the wedding breakfast we can find a room in the chateau where the four of you can talk in privacy. 
We hope your flight is not too early. It is important that your sister-in-law spends some time with you; and 
Tim gets to know you. We believe this is the first time you are meeting Tim. Am I right?”, a caring Helene 
said. 

Prem and Kumar were relieved and enjoyed themselves making friends and dancing with the other guests. 
They even made a few steps with Ratna while Helene took turn to dance with them. She made them feel at 
ease and said they were part of the family. 

The variety of food at the brunch was all so appetizing that the guests found it difficult not to try bits and 
pieces of everything. The buffet was filled to the brim with all sorts of savory dishes including fresh salmon 
and caviar canape, as well as mini cakes and a variety of fresh juices made on the spot. Champagne, herbal 
tea, normal tea and coffee were served at the tables. 

Most of the guests left soon after brunch leaving only close relatives behind. 

We invited Prem and Kumar to the private room booked for us where provisions were made for sandwiches, 
cakes, hot and soft drinks on a side table. 

Prem, Nishta’s husband opened the conversation by congratulating us for the most magical church wedding 
and reception. “We would never have thought even in our wildest dream that we could have attended such 
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a grand wedding. Everything was so perfect. Kumar and I were captivated by the Clark Orchestra. Susheela 
Raman has a serious contender in the name of Ratna Clark.” Prem said with a big smile, “Maybe one of these 
days you will find yourself getting a nomination by the BBC for World Music Award.  We had goosepimples 
with your rendition of “ye meera divapan hai” with Tim accompanying you on the guitar. The passion and 
the love you have for each other came out very strongly. Looking at Kumar, I saw that he too was bewitched 
by your voice.  People stopped dancing to be able to enjoy the Clark Orchestra. The best part was when you 
invited all your guests to sing along with you. You made us feel so much at ease that your guests gladly joined 
the chorus and sang along with you.”   

“My real love wedding was a very intimate one in a church in London with my two witnesses, some office 
friends and Kumar. After the wedding we all had a pub dinner. No! Sorry!  This is not the time to talk about 
my wedding”, Prem apologized profusely.  

Prem continued the conversation: “We are here because the invitation card to your wedding was forwarded 
to us in England. I telephoned Kumar and we agreed to meet at my place to decide whether we should 
attend. We know what had happened to you, Ratna. We would have helped if we were in Mauritius. Sorry 
to disappoint you but we must point out that we are not here to represent the family. We accepted the 
invitation as we thought this would be a golden opportunity to share what has happened to us and your 
sisters lately.  We do not know if you noticed that we were not at your wedding. I mean your first wedding 
and we apologise for that. Now is the time to unlock all these secrets.”  

“No problem. I promise. No grudge. In fact, you did the right thing not attending this forced marriage. But 
my two sisters were present although they seemed very absent. Your twins were also present Kumar. They 
were holding their mum’s sari as if afraid that somebody would snatch them.  But once I was on the dais it 
was oblivion. I did not see anybody not even the monster I was forced to marry. I, therefore, did not notice 
that you were not present”, I assured Prem and Kumar. 

Despondently Prem said, “We could have protected you, Ratna, when your mother was harassing you to get 
married. You and I got on well together, I could have asked you to come and stay with us. We should have 
taken your parents to task but we had our own issues. I came to know that you ran away from your husband 
when a former colleague telephoned me.  He heard rumours that you ran away to live with me in England. 
He wanted to warn me before this became a police case.” 

“Oh, my God. I cannot believe my ears. So, your colleague believed in the rumours and thought I had an 
affair with you and this was a golden opportunity for me to just take the plane, without any money and 
without even a passport to meet you in England. Incredible how people believe in their overactive 
imagination without any facts. This would have made a beautiful piece for an article. ‘Woman running away 
from her husband to have an affair with her brother-in-law’.”  

We all had a good laugh before Prem explained how he was shocked. He immediately telephoned Kumar 
who said he was about to telephone Prem as he too got news that I had run away. Furthermore, Kumar 
heard from a member of the family that Mango’s lawyer had been looking for me.  

“My goodness, do not tell me that Mango’s lawyer is after me too? For what? Stealing?” 

“No! nothing to do with you stealing Mango’s belongings or anything serious. Far from it. Before Mango and 
her husband passed away, they asked their attorney to prepare all legal documents so that all their wealth 



 

68 

 

goes to you. Apparently, apart from the house, they had a few pieces of land and expensive jewelry. I believe 
the news did not come to you as there was nothing in the will for your sisters.” 

Kumar went on to explain: “A member of the family with whom I am in touch, told me that Mango’s niece 
from her husband’s side saw the will when she was putting some order in Auntie Mango’s belongings. She 
looked for her jewels and could not find any. She told all those present that you stole the jewels as you were 
the one closest to her. But she was elated when she found a will in a sealed box in the drawer of the 
wardrobe. She read the will and collapsed on the floor. When she regained control of herself, she started to 
cry like a mad person and a nurse had to be called to calm her down with some medication. The next day 
she took the will to her attorney and told him that you forced your aunt to make the will and it should be 
declared null and void. Hard luck for her, it was the same attorney who had done the document. The attorney 
assured her that aunt Mango and her husband were in their right minds, made reasoned decisions and acted 
normally when the will was made.  She then asked about the jewels. The attorney showed her documents 
regarding a safe at the bank where the jewels were kept and confirmed that the jewels as well as everything 
else belonged to you as the sole heir.”    

 “Oh, my God. I cannot believe that auntie Mango passed away and I was not even informed. I was at the 
funeral of her husband and even stayed with her for a few days. She was devasted. She did not tell me 
anything about her will.” 

I was grief stricken. Tim held my shoulder tight and gave me some water. I started to stammer and when I 
found my voice I said: “Oh! Mango. I cannot believe it. She was my confidant. She always protected me. She 
was dead against this forced marriage and did her best to get my parents to change their minds. My mother 
was adamant saying that I was bringing shame to a good Hindu family by remaining a spinster. There was 
nothing she could do. She said that if she could, she would have kidnapped me. She refused to attend the 
wedding but gave me four thick antique golden bangles that had been passed on to her from her 
grandmother. Look they are on my wrist.  I was closer to her than to my own mother. I know her attorney. 
When we go back, we can decide what to do with the house. I will make her dream come true. She will 
always be remembered. She cared for those on the margins of society and told me how she wanted to do 
something for them. Yes, something will now be done, I promise you Mango.”  

“Speak your mind out my darling wife.” 

“We can discuss about a Foundation or a Shelter in Mango’s beautiful house with her name on the signage. 
But this is not the time nor the place to discuss about projects.”  

We all agreed. I then turned to Prem “I do not get it Prem. What did you mean by the intimate church 
wedding? Did you get baptized and asked my sister to come over to London for a church wedding? I do not 
get it.  Your traditional Indian wedding was like the one that we see in Indian films. Only the elephants were 
missing. You both looked impressive, close to Bollywood stars. The wedding was followed by a sumptuous 
lunch served by a five-star hotel and the next day it was cocktail/dinner/dance. Your parents as well as my 
parents were over the moon and they kept on saying that they had never seen such a perfect match. Same 
caste, fair skin, well paid job and you are the only child of a rich family, meaning all their belongings would 
go to you, your wife and your children.” 

“No! Not at all. I had a church wedding, yes, but not with your sister. My life has changed completely. I am 
no longer the man I used to be or thought I was. You know how your sister was obsessed by her beauty, her 
figure and her dream to become a top model and doing catwalks. Your parents prevented her.  After our 
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marriage, she wanted to resign from her job to go into the fashion industry. She had a fixation on her weight 
and was always looking in the mirror afraid of putting one ounce of fat. I do not know how many times I have 
explained to her how girls are treated like commodities for sales in this business. I explained how 
discrimination was rife but she was persuaded that because of her Asian features, fair skin, long silky hair 
and perfect figure she was more than qualified. Her dream was to walk in the outfits of international 
designers. She kept saying that she could be the best model of this world. She thought that losing some 
weight would make her climb the steps of glamour.  She finally became anorexic with abnormal eating 
disorder. The fear of gaining weight and the strong desire to be always thin was her main problem. When 
she ate something, she forced herself to vomit. One day I found laxatives in the First Aid Box. I took her to a 
physician and to a psychiatrist. I wanted so much to have a child but she was obsessed with her figure. 
Without informing me she had her fallopian tubes tied.  Once she even lied to me and said that she was 
pregnant as she did not have her menstruation. In fact, she stopped having her menstruation due to her 
anorexia.” 

I knew my sister was obsessed by her figure. I believe that family members also should be blamed. They kept 
on telling her that they were mesmerized by her beauty. But I never thought she could go that far. Harming 
herself and her husband. 

Prem explained how his life became a living hell. After lots of thinking, he finally accepted the promotion 
that was offered to him to work in London. “I met with the love of my life at the office. Words are not enough 
to explain the chemistry between us. We connected really well and could feel compassion, empathy and 
understanding. We had so much in common that we decided to share a flat. I knew what real love meant 
and I came to know myself better. We decided to get married and to adopt a baby.” 

“This is polygamy, Prem. As far as I know this is not acceptable in the Hindu community and worse in your 
family as well as mine. What was the reaction of my sister?” 

“I asked for a divorce. She was taken aback and cried on the telephone and even promised to stop with her 
obsessive-compulsive behavior of always trying to look more beautiful than others. She even promised me 
that she would go for treatment.” 

To his credit, Prem went to Mauritius to finalise matters with Nishta and to start procedures for a divorce. 
He did not stay in his flat in the North and instead booked a hotel room. Nishta met him at the hotel. Prem 
explained that when he saw Nishta coming towards him in the hotel lounge, he immediately knew that 
NIshta would not change.  

“She wore a flowery silk blouse and a red pencil skirt with sneakers and a red leather crossover bag. Poor 
girl, I felt so sorry for her. Her heavy make-up did not cover all her wrinkles. She said that she wanted us to 
be together and even suggested that we go for marital counselling.  She looked at me and promised viva 
voce that she would stop with her obsession. She held my hand and tried to kiss me but I kissed her on the 
cheek. As it was a long way for her to come to the hotel, I finally agreed to go back to the flat and stayed in 
the guest room. Nishta’s guilt tormented her so much that she even raised the question of a child and said 
she was prepared to go for adoption if I return with her. Can you imagine a woman who is always thinking 
of herself and her figure raising a child?” 

“I told her that it was too late and my decision was taken and there was no returning back. She finally agreed 
to accompany me to the attorney to start with the procedures of the divorce.  I gave her the flat with all its 
belongings. After our meeting with the lawyer, I stayed with my parents for a few days. Both my father and 
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my mother showed lots of sympathy. My mother even seemed quite happy and said that she knew that I 
chose the wrong person and gave me her blessings for a bright future with the person of my choice. My 
parents promised to visit us in England.” 

I held Prem’s hand, “Oh! I am so sorry that it had to end like that and sincerely hope you are happy with the 
person you are married to.” 

“Yes, I am now officially married to Jean who is British but of Franco-Anglo parents.  Our baby is with Jean in 
France.  Early this morning, Jean sent me a WhatsApp with the picture of our baby in the arms of proud 
grandma.” 

Prem showed us the picture of the most beautiful smiling baby with chubby cheeks.  

“Jean’s parents are looking forward to meet me and we will stay in France for a few days before going back 
home with our baby. Hope you can come to visit us in London. We have a nice flat with a guest room and 
the baby’s room is next to ours. We take turn to get up at night to change nappies or to feed the baby.” 

“What a story? Why did you not bring Jean and the baby with you to the wedding?”, Tim enquired. 

“Yes, it crossed my mind. Jean and I discussed about coming together since we are officially married but we 
were not sure about the baby staying with Jean’s parents without one of us. I was also afraid that you would 
get a shock seeing me in the arms of a man instead of your sister.” 

“Yes, you are right. Not being prepared for that, it could have been a shock. Mind you I have nothing against 
gay marriage. My best friend Usha is happily married to her longtime partner and they have the most 
beautiful baby girl. What about you Kumar? Why are you staying in London?” Jokingly I added, “Do not tell 
me that you too have found the love of your life in a man?” 

“No! Not at all, although I admire what Prem has done. I am part of his family and even babysit for them 

from time to time. I, too have found the love of my life but not in a man. My story is completely different. I 

do not have to tell you that my wedding with Sandya was an arranged one.  Sandya believed in keeping up 

with appearances. She was so superficial. I tried my best. She got her own car but never got her driving 

license. I offered to help her in the kitchen but she could not even fry an egg. Very often, she accompanied 

me when I was on business trips. She did not mind when I returned to the hotel room late. She enjoyed going 

to Oxford Street, Princess Street or Via Del Corso, depending on which towns we were in. While on business 

in London, I started to have an affair with my boss at Head Office. One day after a long mission in London, 

Angela, my boss, insisted to drive me to Heathrow Airport. We kissed each other goodbye and I headed to 

the departure lounge. Hand luggage, passport and ticket in hand, I waited for my turn in the queue to check 

in. But instead of checking in I rushed back to the to the main lounge. What did I see? Angela waiting for me. 

We fell into each other’s arms, kissed passionately and decided not to leave each other.  Angela arranged 

for me to have a few interviews. I was appointed Manager at the Oxford Department. This made my day not 

only because I did my studies at Oxford University; but Oxford is quite close to London and each week end 

Angela and I are together.” 

“I am happy that you have found the love of your life. But what about your family? What about your twins? 

There are so many family commitments involved.”  
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“I discussed with Sandya as well as my parents quite a few times on the telephone. After one of these long 

discussions with Sandya, she told me that she knew this would happen. In fact, we stopped having sex soon 

after the birth of the twins. Sandya became as cold as ice in bed. We decided to sleep in separate rooms.  

During one of our telephone conversations, Sandya told me that she knew that I was having an affair with 

Angela. She heard me on the telephone and even read my messages on WhatsApp. She was aware that the 

situation between us went from bad to worse and agreed for a divorce with certain conditions especially 

regarding finance. The problem was with my mother. She was heartbroken when she saw that her 

grandchildren were being fed on fast food and soft drinks after the maid resigned. She regretted that due to 

her old age she could not look after her grandchildren.  She suggested that Sandya went back to her parents. 

I got my agent to rent a flat near your parents’ place for her. This did not work. She is now at your parents’. 

Apparently, your mother is more than happy to be surrounded by her only two grandchildren. My ticket is 

already booked to go back to Mauritius to sort out legal matters with the attorney. I am in a dilemma 

regarding the twins. I do not want to lose them. I am still thinking of the possibility to bringing them back 

with me to England and put them in a boarding school. I have discussed with Angela and she thinks it is a 

good idea but all this will depend on Sandya.  My case is more complicated than Prem. There are small 

children involved and I want the best for them.”   

Kumar was close to tears.  

Tim eased the heavy atmosphere by saying, “Wow, Ratna must be thankful to you both. A best seller entitled 

“Two Brothers-in-Law” by Ratna Clark will soon be in bookshops all over the world.” 

We had a good laugh before Prem and Kumar handed us a purple box attached with a golden ribbon. 

“Why? You should not? Your presence is a gift.” I replied.  

“We know you said no gift on the card but it was important for us to give you something that will make you 

remember us. We are part of your family and want to remain so. When we received the card and decided to 

accept the invitation, Prem and I went to a jewelry shop in Hatton Garden in London. We were paralyzed 

when we saw something on display in the shop.   We suddenly felt some kind of relief and liberation looking 

at this gift.”  

 “This is a heavy box. I have my guess. I believe the box contains two heavy crystal glasses with our names 

engraved on them.” 

“Your love is as clear and transparent as crystal and yes, you are right, your names are engraved on the gift. 

Give it another try?”, Prem challenged. 

“Ah! I know! A newlywed couple holding hands on top of a wedding cake. You want to remind us that we 

must be together all the time.” Tim said. 

“Yes, of course, we want you to be together all the time but you both lost. Open the box,” Kumar said in a 

warm and soothing voice. 
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We were in awe. We could not believe our eyes when we saw the content of the velvet box. We lifted the 

small statuette and said, “Is this a dream?” 

No, it was not a dream. The silver Ganesh looked at us straight in the eyes. We looked at him and, in our 

hearts, we could hear him say: “I will always protect you.” 

“What you have been through and the way you have overcome all your problems is showing us that true 

love always wins”, Prem said.   

“You can rest assured that our Ganesh will be blessed at our Indian wedding in one week’s time in an Ashram 

in India. It will have a special place in our house in Mauritius”, Tim said, before adding, “We hope that you 

will have the chance to visit us with your husband, Prem and you, with your partner Kumar. You will always 

be welcomed in our house. Who knows? Maybe Ganesha will help in getting our families reunited. But for 

now, let us put our palms together in front of this awe-inspiring Ganesha and chant this mantra three times:  

“Om gam ganapataye namaha” 

“Salutations to the remover of obstacles”  
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