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Prologue 

  

 

“This is the day that I’ve been waiting for since you’ve left me”, 

Alex said, squat on his bed and holding an old photo frame in his 

hand. 

    After brooding it over for a couple of minutes, he placed it 

back to the place and stepped off his bed. He moved towards 

window and moved the velvet curtains aside. The dazzling light 

from the distant skyscrapers of San Francisco paved its way into 

Alex’s magnificent mansion “Viva La Vida” and filled his dull and 

lethargic room with unknown serenity. 

   “Can I make it as amazing as I dreamed when I was 17”, the 24 

year old Alex questioned the same question to himself for the n
th
 

time. 

    

    ‘Bird’s chirps’, Alex phone alarmed. 

 

   Startled by the alarm, Alex grabbed the phone placed on study 

table and turned it off. Yet again, like every other morning Alex 

woke up before his alarm. It was 4 of early morning and the only 
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thing that has preoccupied Alex from the last 7 years was going to 

end this day. It was an ordinary Sunday for the rest of the world 

but for Alex it wasn’t the same. It was the day he had a promise to 

place with someone special. 

  He scrolled his phone and checked his inbox and chats, which 

were filled with best wishes by those who once ignored him and 

tried their best to drag him down. Even his ex CEO played all his 

aces to kill his aspirations by increasing the work load but he 

ignored it and headed toward his dream like a bullet fired from a 

rifle. A gentle smile paved way to his face, like a trophy for all 

those hardships he underwent for one thing. 

  Because of lack of sleep he was feeling a bit dizzy and 

nauseated. He thought for few seconds for solution instead of 

Googling out the solution like the rest of the world. He took his 

hoodie, grabbed a pink colored diary from his study table, a 

carton of mix fruit juice and ran outside on his bicycle. It was little 

windy outside and the dark clouds brightened by the city lights 

were trying their best to hide the sparkling stars and gleam of 

moon, cautioning about the approaching storm. 

   As the time passed the atmosphere grew wilder. The once 

serene flowing wind, now, was roaring accompanied by thunders. 

Alex had no choice but to stop at a safe place. He cycled against 

the cruel wind. He parked his bicycle beside an electrical pole 

which was opposite to his favorite take away GoodFella's 

Pizzeria & Bar. 
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  As soon he entered, the cheesy aroma acted as catalyst and 

made him feel ravenous. There were only three people including 

Alex. The restaurant had decadent leather sofas, dim lighting and 

song playing at low volume. It was One Direction’s Hey Angel. 

       Oh wish I could be more like you 

       Do you wish you could be more like me! 

“This is her favorite song, isn’t it?” Alex whispered seated on one 

of the leather sofas beside a window. He looked outside and 

noticed that the wind had picked up outside as it howled through 

the gaps between buildings. Passing his ear towards the window 

he could hear the trees violently swaying in the wind, few cars 

running through water and a sign board thrown violently into the 

ground. Scenes of raging wind outside made their way into Alex’s 

mind – roofs exposed to the roaring winds, empty roads, deserted 

building, cracking lights and Caroline, his best friend. 

 

“Mr. Richard Branson of San Francisco, can I have your order?” 

Sarah, an Armenian high school student and part time worker in 

GoodFella’s leaving for home from night shift asked Alex. 

“So you’re working late night too these days? I hope everything is 

alright”, Alex said looking at menu; even though he’s goanna 

order the same thing.   

“Yeah. Fifty percent”, she yawned. 
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“A cheese sandwich with two cups of cappuccino”, he ordered. 

“Two cups? Are you accompanied with someone?” she looked 

around. 

“I thought you would like to have a cappuccino with this geek”, 

Alex smiled. 

“Okay, anyhow it’s been a longtime talking to you”, she answered 

swiftly. 

 She returned with Alex’s order within few minutes and sat 

opposite to him. Alex took a large bite of sandwich and was too 

engrossed to look at Sarah’s poignant face. 

“I’ve seen you carrying that girlish pink diary every time you 

come here. If you don’t mind, can I know about it?” Sarah asked 

curiously. 

“Hmmm”, Alex took a sip, “It belongs to my best friend”, he 

answered. 

“She must be lucky, after all his best pal is owns one of the most 

creative companies in the world”, she smirked. 

“You are right Ms. Sherlock Holmes! Actually she is the one who 

is responsible for where am I right now” Alex exclaimed. 

“I don’t think I would be able to go home with such heavy rain 

out. I would be delighted if you share your story with me”, she 

said. 



 
 
11 
 

 

“Of course”, Alex said after a quick look at watch clock striking 

ten past five.  

“So let’s Begin!” she exclaimed. 
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                   7 Years Ago 
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   “What did she meant by that Spanish phrase ‘Viva La Vida’?” 

Caroline murmured tossing herself on the sweat soaked bed. 
“But it sounds good, ‘Viva La Vida’”, she smirked.  

Caroline removed the now – dried wet towel from her forehead 

and with her frail and feverish body walked out of her room and 

headed towards balcony. 

     She unlocked the balcony door and a chilling but a serene 

breeze embraced her. She leaned over the parapet of the balcony 

of her apartment on the twentieth floor. She looked upon the sky 

in hope to find the star she was looking for since she was eight but 

the dirty grey clouds from south west direction were busy 

covering the sky as if a famous pop star was going to perform on 

them. Suddenly, a drop of rain from that infinite high sky falls on 

her right cheek. Soon it started to rain and the clouds which were 

busy setting stage for approaching monsoon a while ago lowered 

their heights to mock at Caroline in for of ear deafening thunders. 

Caroline stepped aside, placed her hand out to feel the cold tears 

of cloud and enjoyed the petrichor.  



 
 
14 
 

 

  “How I wish you’d be here with me to enjoy this onset of 

monsoon, Alex”, a tear slid from her smooth cheeks and fall on 

the floor.  

   This was the last thing she remembered before awakened by 

her grandma.  

   “How many time I told you not to leave room unless it’s very 

important but you never listened. Have you vowed that you’d 

never listen to me?” Grandma said angrily, sitting on a rocking 

chair placed beside Caroline’s bed. 

  “Its brain freezing”, Caroline murmured when her grandma 

placed an ice bag on her forehead. 

  “You don’t remember falling unconscious, do you?” grandma 

shot another question. 

  “No”, Caroline said closing her eyes. 

 “Take these medicines and don’t dare to step off from this 

room”, grandma warned her placing a dozen tablets in Caroline’s 

hand and was about to leave room when Caroline called her 

back. 

 “Granny, I want to go to college today”, Caroline said. 

 Granny stood at the door for few seconds and got out of room 

without uttering a single word. She knew that its waste of energy 

to argue with stubborn Caroline. On the other side Caroline too 
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knew that her granny, though always try her best to be strict to her 

never deny her mundane wishes. 

 Though she took few minutes to fresh up, she almost took 20 

minutes to select outfit and finally settled for grey sweater over 

white shirt. She spent next 5 minutes to admire herself in front of 

full length vintage dressing mirror. Though her face had turned 

little clumsy because of her long illness, her blue eyes still dazzled 

as bright as stars, determined to change the perspective of world 

around her from negativity to positivity, colorless to colorful and 

from lethargic to animated. 

 After quick breakfast and bidding farewell to her grandma, she 

left for college. Even though she lived at twentieth floor she chose 

stairs instead of elevator. She was confident that she can reach 

ground floor without using elevator but her frail body gave up at 

fifteenth floor, leaving her helpless to take lift to touch the 

ground. Mrs. Fernandez, wife of Deputy Mayor of Panaji closed 

her door as soon as Caroline waved at her. Caroline didn’t 

minded and entered the lift and pushed ground floor button. 

  The watchman of the building gave a weird look at her which 

she ignored as she exited the gates of apartments. She was 

amazed by the view outside of her apartment blocks. Every single 

thing soaked in rain. She jumped over from the water filled pot 

holes, enjoyed the chirping of sparrows and sounds of unknown 

birds, squeals of new born puppies sheltered under a rusted 

Ambassador car on her way. The choirs from Moira Church 
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made her a bit more spiritual than before. She felt enchanted by 

nature’s beauty and fresh breeze from sea. 

  

 

   On the other side, may be couple of miles away from Xavier’s 

junior college where Caroline is heading, a guy named Alex was 

in turmoil whether to go to college AKA jail or just bunk as day 

before yesterday. 

   “I hate this route as well as this climate. Gloomy, selfish and 

mundane”, he sighed as soon as he stepped out of bus. 

 “Still, I’ve got a reason to go. A soul to take care of”, he 

murmured taking right turn from Raghavan green valley.  

 “I’ve already missed many classes. I have to attend the class “, he 

pushed himself into the Xavier’s college gate. Everyone around 

him was too busy preparing themselves for mathematics and 

physics exam they are going to write in next fifteen minutes. 

“Revise that second problem from complex number and sixth, 

seventh and tenth from Combination”, he heard couple of geek 

girls whispering behind him. 

“Nerds never change”, he thought.   

“So you finally showed up, ha! I thought you’re busy drawing 

your another masterpiece”, Rohan, Alex’s class monitor chuckled 

and his friends joined him. 
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   Alex turned back, returned an awkward smile, checked his roll 

number and headed straight to his exam hall. He didn’t want to 

reciprocate to those who teased him for his unconventional 

behavior and sense of humor. When he entered the class it was 

empty. He went to his allotted seat and looked out of its window. 

He took his sketch book out but found nothing to be lucrative to 

draw.  

  As soon as examiner placed question paper in front of him, he 

was hundred percent sure that he is goanna fail, again! So instead 

of checking out the questions he flipped the question paper and 

started to draw the scene of examination of hall. He added 

interesting elements to his creation such as adding hair to bald 

examiner, replacing green board with LED TV and roof with 

floating candles similar to that of Harry Potter’s movie. 

 He was in a trance of imagination that he didn’t even notice that 

examiner was standing right beside him. 

“What are you doing, idiot”, examiner yelled at him. 

The concentration of people writing exam was shifted from 

solving question paper to Alex. Examiner snatched the paper 

from Alex and started to scan it as if Alex forged his sign on his 

property papers. He gave a solemn look at Alex and then on 

paper. 
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 “What rubbish is this? I know you are going to get big zero but 

that doesn’t mean you’ve permission to do what you like”, the 

middle aged examiner said angrily and tear the paper. 

“Get out”, he shouted pointing towards exit. 

 Alex had no other choice. He simply placed his stationary back 

in his bag and left the classroom. He heard people chuckling 

back at him that left him with mixed feeling of anger and sadness.  

“Well, he shouldn’t have destroyed my masterpiece, should he?” 

he sighed. 

  He turned left from library and stopped near a water station to 

fill his empty stomach with water. Old tube lights at the corners 

were trying hard to brighten up the room but in vain. He again 

skipped his breakfast as he was late for college and lucky enough 

to catch the second bus. As he was to leave, he heard someone 

whimpering.  

“Sounds familiar”, Alex thought and stepped forward with 

curiosity. 

“Caroline!” Alex heart sank when he saw her best friend seated 

on floor, weeping in the darkest corner of the college. 

“Hey, what you’re doing here in dark and why are you crying?” 

Alex sat beside him condoling her. 

Caroline slowly raised her head, pushed her golden brown hair 

back and looked at frantic Alex’s face. She remained silent and 
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greeted him with smile. She wiped tears from her eyes and 

bonged Alex on head. 

 “Nothing, just missing mom”, she answered. 

“Oh!” Alex exclaimed. 

“When was the last time we had butterscotch ice cream 

together?” Caroline questioned. 

“Well……..” Alex bewildered. 

“Get up and lets sneak out of this place”, Caroline jumped. 

“Are you nuts or what?” before Alex could say those words, 

Caroline grabbed his hand and ran towards the downstairs. 

As they ran, the sound of their footsteps echoed throughout the 

first floor of St. Xavier’s. Examiners came out of their respective 

hall to discover the source of disturbance but found nothing. 

Before Alex can figure out what was happening around him he 

along with Caroline were standing at the exit of college. She 

waved a hundred bucks and watchman sneaked them out.  

“So tell me who said corruption is cancer for society?” Caroline 

giggled breathing heavily and continued to crack more jokes on 

corruption and funny facial features of watchman. 

Alex too joined her and pedestrians walking on Avenida J Silveria 

Street were amused by these teens behavior. 

“Ok, stop! It’s hurting my stomach”, Alex said. 
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“Ok..Ok”, Caroline replied. 

Both looked at each other and again started laughing louder than 

before. Both fall on ground holding his stomach. 

“So what’s the plan?” Alex questioned wiping tears. 

“Niko’s”, she replied instantly. 

“Then let’s go. But it’s far from here, isn’t it? ” Alex said checking 

the route in his old android phone. 

“Slowpoke, now get on your feet and start to march”, she 

ordered. 

Niko’s Ice cream parlor was her favorite place to hang out since 

she was six. She used to visit that place on Sundays with her 

parents.  

 On their way to Niko’s Caroline opened up to Alex and shared 

her same childhood stories which he might have heard thousands 

of time. Alex didn’t talked much because he didn’t have much to 

speak about. He simply walked down the street with her and his 

bad mood simply vanished.  

“Pistachio double scoop with roasted almonds was his favorite ice 

cream”, Caroline shared the features of her dad’s favorite. 

 The grey clouds above which seemed to be gloomy suddenly felt 

brighter than sun. The once colorless and dull surrounding 

suddenly came alive and was trying their best to allure Alex’s 

creativity but at the same time the harsh and de-motivating words 
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of his classmates and teachers sprouted out from his dark side of 

his soul. 

“Hey, look there”, Caroline waged pointing to a Malabar whistling 

thrush bird on electric pole. “Amazing!” she exclaimed. 

“Yeah”, Alex said coldly. 

“Why so serious?” Caroline mumbled. 

“Nothing” 

Both walked on Wet Street of Panaji for an hour and finally 

reached their destination. Niko’s homemade ice cream parlor was 

famous for its unusual concoction that attracted tourists as well as 

locals all over from Panaji. Alex had been here before many 

times with Caroline but since she started to fell ill frequently since 

two years he stopped coming here. Niko’s was beautifully 

constructed and had ethnic Goan look. It was surrounded by 

greenery which increased its elegance. Wooden chairs, thatched 

roof and clocks showing different zones like New York, Paris, 

and London etc. 

 

 “Take your sit I’ll order”, Alex said handing his college bag to 

Caroline. 

Alex returned with double scoop butterscotch ice-cream and 

Cashew Feni, which was their new concoction. Caroline eyes 

glittered when the bowl of her favorite ice-cream arrived. She 
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didn’t wait for Alex and engulfed a spoonful of butterscotch 

which left her with an ice cream headache or say brain freeze. 

“Don’t just stare. Start enjoying”, Caroline yelled. 

“Yeah, sure”. 

“So, you scored fifteen out of fifty in last weekend test, right?” she 

said having another scoop. 

Alex was astonished by her prediction. 

“But how….how do you know?” Alex dazzled. 

“I am your best pal idiot! You can’t hide anything from me”, she 

said with proud. 

“But...” Caroline cut short Alex. 

“Yes or No” 

“Yeah, well I repeated the same today. In fact invigilator threw 

me out for sketching behind the blank space of question paper” 

Caroline broke out and continued to laugh until she felt that she 

is embarrassing Alex. 

“Ok, sorry for that. But you scored well when you were in 

school”, she questioned. 

Alex turned his face and didn’t reciprocate. 

“Hey, what happened to you Aley? Is everything okay?”  
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“No”, Alex finally answered quietly.  

There was a minute silence which was broken by Alex. 

“They mock at me, mock at my creativity and….” Alex stopped. 

“And?” 

“Nothing. Not so important. I just want to quit sketching and just 

concentrate on academics”, Alex said in low voice. 

Alex didn’t noticed that his favorite ice-cream melted long ago 

similar to his soul that melted by soothing presence of Caroline. 

“Oh, that’s it!” Caroline smirked. 

“As if you can sort out this problem with your magic spell”. 

“No but I can pave way to get you out of this mess”, she said 

completing a whole scoop and digging for second. 

“Have you given up when I fell unconscious on school 

playground in fifth grade and I was too heavy for you to carry 

back to school?” Caroline questioned in serious tone. 

 “But what is the connection between that incident and present 

situation?” 

“Yes or No. You didn’t give up, did you?”  

“You supported me when my mother committed suicide four 

years ago, didn’t you?” she shot another question. 

“Yes, I did”, Alex was interrupted by Caroline. 
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“You know what the toughest thing in the world is?” Caroline 

asked dropping her spoon in bowl. 

Alex didn’t utter a single word. 

“Supporting a girl when all the odds are against her”, she 

continued, “Diverting her mind from the sadness to bright side of 

life”, she said and a drop of tear slid from her cheek and fell on 

her ice-cream. 

“If you can do this and you did too”, she smirked, “You can do 

anything and even God himself can’t stop you from achieving 

what you aim for!” Caroline yelled attracting the attention of 

middle aged European couples seated next to them. 

‘You can do anything’  these words echoed in the whole parlor 

and especially in Alex’s mind. 

“Are you still afraid? I am going to tell you a little secret. 

Choosing a different path for future, it scares all the great 

personalities on earth because they all think they’ll mess up. May 

be the world despise you. It doesn’t matter. You walk on you 

created path like Ten Feet Tall Hercules. Making art is like your 

heart beat and without that you’re dead”, she said aloud enough 

to be heard by everyone in parlor. 

“Do you feel the same way? Sometimes when you talk it strikes 

my heart so brightly that it becomes impossible to face you”, Alex 

said in low voice, “And the world rusted my creativity”, he said. 
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“Hahaha. You talk like you’re the only one suppressed by this 

world. We all are just faking all our lives that how happy we are. 

It’s the matter of your ability to hide. You just have to give your 

best and lie to yourself that best is yet to come. Because that’s the 

only way you can survive here.” Caroline giggled. 

“Don’t take these scores too seriously. We’re just seventeen. Let’s 

take a deep breath”, Caroline opened one of her eye and one 

closed. 

“Take a deep breath idiot”, she shouted. 

“Why you always shout? Ok”, Alex took a deep breath. 

“Now slowly exhale all your negativities, failures and de-

motivating stuff”, she exhaled followed by Alex. 

“It works and easy, see”, Caroline said as an old monk. 

“Now promise that you’ll live everyday as it is you last”, she 

placed her hand before Alex. 

“I promise”, Alex placed his hand on her hand. 

 “Now eat your melted ice cream”, she pointed towards Alex 

bowl. 

“Oh, Alright”, Alex said and he knew deep inside that it’s not the 

ice-cream but his fear to fail and take challenges melted that 

moment. 
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Alex was busy cleaning up his scoop while Caroline chatted with 

those European couples whom she startled with her motivated 

speech. Alex was curious to know what she was talking about but 

he thought he can ask her about it tomorrow, which was 

uncertain. 

“Hey, Aley! Look here”, Caroline called Alex. 

“Huh!” 

“Let’s burn them like we did in last Diwali. Let’s show these 

Europeans how we celebrate Diwali”, Caroline asked Alex 

showing her sparkle sticks and fire crackers. 

“Yeah, sure”, Alex took his bag pack and went out with Caroline 

and Europeans. 

They went to an open place and lighted sparkle sticks. Caroline 

made different types of designs in air and even tried to write her 

name! 

“Hey, Aley! Do you know what the best part of these sparkles is?” 

Caroline came near to Alex. 

“No” 

“They burn themselves and sparkle up for very less time, like for 

micro seconds. But it’s not about the time it’s about the happiness 

they leave behind and disappear to an unknown world”, Caroline 

said as her face shining by the light emerging from those sparkle 

sticks. 
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“Now let’s show them Indian style to burn firecrackers”, she said 

taking some loose red bijlies and lighting them while still holding 

them in hand. 

“Hey, what you doing? It may hurt you”, the European lady 

shouted. But she may do not knew that Caroline’s ear stop 

working when she is determined to do something.  

“When the light fasten, fasten your hand and throw them up in 

the sky”, she said and released a lighted bijli. 

Boooom the bijli cracker burned with large sound. 

“Nice one, let’s try one more time”, but this time Europeans were 

successful to stop her.   

“They are too afraid to try something new but don’t be like them. 

Always try new things even though they hold potential to hurt 

you, because I know you very well. You’re good at learning from 

scars than book”, she said taking another sparkle stick and 

burning using spark of Alex’s stick. 

 Then suddenly the sky roared and it started to drizzle. Soon it 

started to rain. They took shelter under Niko’s and chatted with 

foreigners for a couple of hours. Caroline described the vividness 

of our Nation and gave them a list of places to visit in Goa. They 

were amazed by the talent she possessed by which she can attract 

tourist from any corner of the world to India. 
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  The clock stroked 5 when the rain stopped. Alex and Caroline 

bided farewell to couples and started for home. Alex was 

gleaming with confidence and Caroline by her triumph over her 

best pal’s sadness. 

“A faint clap of thunder, 

 Clouded skies, 

Perhaps rain comes, 

If so, will you stay with me?” 

“What’s that?” Alex asked Caroline Curiously. 

“It is still incomplete, may be one day I will complete the 

remaining lines”, she said.  

“I have some incomplete works to be done today itself, take bus 

to your home from here. Your route bus must be arriving at any 

time”, Caroline said holding a bunch of papers and a matchbox in 

her hand. 

As she told, the bus arrived and Alex bided her good bye. 

“So you’re coming to college tomorrow, right?” Caroline guessed. 

“Yeah and what about you. Though you look frail, I am confident 

you can join me tomorrow. We will go and fight with those bad 

ass tomorrow, right”, Alex winked to Caroline. 

“Sure, I will be there with you in every fight, its Carol’s promise”, 

she said and bus started to move, leaving a broad smile on both 

friends face. 
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When Alex looked behind from windows, Caroline burnt the 

papers she was holding, waved at him and went to opposite 

direction to Alex, throwing the burning papers in air which 

scattered in all direction.  
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                        The Following Day 
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“Hope she’ll be waiting for me at bus stop”, Alex thought when 

he realized he was nearing his stop. 

 It rained all night and was drizzling from early morning. The 

birds which once seemed as a source of disturbance for him, now 

sounded like notes of an unnamed musical instrument. The 

choirs and ringing bells from churches he passed through calmed 

his mind. An ambulance passed the bus and he felt as if it is 

carrying something that belongs to him. He never felt so tensed 

before. 

  When Alex stepped out of his bus, he looked around but found 

no one, not even his rude classmates. He waited for Caroline for 

the next ten minutes but she didn’t come. So he walked to college 

all alone in hope that she would be late or may be waiting for him 

near entrance. 

  He was baffled when he realized that college was shut down due 

to the death of a student due to long time illness. When he was 

about to start for home the invigilator who tore the art, holding a 

large umbrella beckoned Alex.  

 “I am surprised to find you here?” he said with his wide eyes 

open. 

  “I don’t understand, sir”, Alex made a weird face. 

 “I know how it feels to lose a best friend, young boy”, he said 

placing her right hand on Alex’s shoulder. 
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“What do you mean?” Alex became furious. 

“Don’t you know?” 

“What?” 

“As expected from you, son. I am sorry to inform you that your 

friend passed away yesterday in campus due to long time illness. 

We found her lying dead near library this morning”, he said. 

A faint clap of thunder jolted and quivered Panaji. 

Alex couldn’t believe what the person standing right in front of 

him said. 

“Yesterday, she forgot her bag inside campus. I thought I will 

return it to her home but then I saw you from distance”, he 

continued, “I hope you’ll stay strong in this situation”, he said and 

went away. 

Alex stood there motionless may be for hours until another it 

started to rain heavily. He went inside the campus and reached 

the place where he met her a day before where she lied him 

about her deteriorating health. 

 He found a navy blue colored bad and a pink colored diary 

along with a fancy pen. He seated where she sat yesterday crying. 

“Why she was crying?” he questioned himself. 

He took the diary and started to read page by page, sentence by 

sentence, and word by word. 
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March 7, 2005 

Today I met a magical boy. I used to admire him 

right from the first day I saw him sketching 

beyond what he saw. The colors he used to fill 

were like he lent them from rainbow. I wanted to 

be part of his painting so I stood under the hot 

sun in the playground for whole day and don’t 

know when fell on ground. When my dad picked 

me up from the school he said that boy with a 

sketch book in his hand carried me all the way to 

the third floor of school clinic. 

He is the second strongest person right after my 

day! Can’t wait to thanks him personally! 
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April 24, 2005 

His name is Alex Simons. Today he shared his 

sweet lunch box with me. It was really delicious. 

After school, we had butterscotch at Marmaley. 

 

December 6, 2006 

Surprised to know that he too likes West life and 

his favorite movie is lion kings. So much similar 

between us! P.S. joy 

 

February 14, 2007 

I gifted him his favorite candies and in return he 

gave a treat at Niko’s. This is the best friendship 

day in my whole life! 
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November 1, 2008 

SO sad to write that dad is never goanna return 

to me! Mom was weeping and I can do is 

nothing. Sad! 

January 6, 2010 

Mom is sad! Don’t know why? 

 

January 7, 2011 

Mom jumped from 20
th
 floor and didn’t even 

thought about me! Mean! I hate you mom. 

 

January 25, 2011 

Alex came and brought my favorite butterscotch 

ice-cream with him. Brain Freeze again! 
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May 14, 2011 

Admitted in hospital and grandma is worried. 

Alex visited and gifted me a ‘get well soon’ card.  

 

 

July 19, 2011 

Shocked to know to be HIV+. Feeling extremely 

sad. Hope mom would be here but no worries I 

got Aley! 

 

August 3, 2012 

Doctor said I have less time! Don’t know what to 

do. Can’t speak to Aley about it otherwise he 

would become sad. 

December 22, 2012 

NO causalities happen as predicted by scientist 

yesterday. 
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FAKE Mayan calendar! 
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After December 22, 2012 they were no new entries. An envelope 

fell from the diary. Alex picked it up.  

                “Open only when you feel most successful” 

It was written on its cover. Alex followed the words written on 

envelope and placed back in diary. It was cloudy and rainy 

outside. It was gloomy and dark; thunder claps brought tremors 

to building but Alex didn’t cried, not that day. He picked up the 

bag and exited the gate having board of ‘I can’t do that’. 
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             Present Day  
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  The rain has stopped and left its foot prints outside in form of 

trash displaced everywhere, broken branches of trees and tears in 

Sarah eyes. 

“Why? Why it happens to good people like you?” Sarah asked. 

“I don’t know its nature’s law. Everyone has to die one day on 

another”, Alex shrugged. 

“I am leaving. Best of luck for your presentation”, Sarah said 

leaving the restaurant.  

Alex sat there motionless for few minutes but then something 

made him to stand up on his feet and get ready for the biggest day 

in his life, the launch program of his dream-project, ‘Caroline’, 

world’s most awaited dream hologram caster and photo editor.  

 He returned his mansion a couple of hours ago before main 

event, dressed up quickly and set off for San Francisco Opera 

House on his brand new Carbuncle colored Ferrari spider 488 

where once Steve jobs revealed his dream, Macintosh!  
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Backstage of San Francisco Opera House 

 Alex was holding the last letter written to him by Caroline. He 

opened envelope and took the letter in his hand. His hands were 

trembling and his hear was throbbing. He slowly opened the letter 

and started to read carefully. 
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Dear Aley, 

I know it must be the best day of your life otherwise you wouldn’t 

have reading this. Anyhow, I have many secrets to share with you. 

 The first day I saw you, you was busy sketching the school 

building sitting alone on swing. I wanted you to sketch me that is 

the reason why I used to play till late in the school ground. I don’t 

know whether you sketched me or not but I am sure I broke your 

back. I heard from father that when I fell unconscious you gave 

me back ride to the third floor of school clinic. At that age, I was 

a junior elephant sized girl and I still feel amazed how you did it! 

 When dad passed away and my mother broke down, you were 

the only guy to support us. Even our relatives shrugged their 

shoulders when we need them most. That day I realized that a 

worthy friend is more than thousand relatives! You did whatever 

you could.  

 I still remember how you used to smuggle my favorite ice cream 

into my room during winters and rainy season. I salute your 

bravery to sneak such a dangerous eatable fooling my mother aka 

Mrs. Sherlock Holmes. How we planned to go to same senior 

high and receiving degree from same college. Hahaha!!! 

When mother jumped from twentieth floor, I almost broke down 

but because of you I revived from that shock. Now, I want to 

share you an important thing. My parents were HIV positive and 

when my mother came to know about this, she started to hide this 
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matter from me. She started to feel depressed and fear about the 

inheritance of this horrible disease to me killed her every second. 

  The day she found that I too was suffering the same disease, it 

became unbearable for her. She didn’t think about me or about 

my future and jumped from such a height. I got to know about 

this when I found my medical papers in her hand. 

  As I started to fell ill frequently, I realized that I had very days 

left in my life bank. I took two complete day and night to know 

how can I spend these days usefully. The only thing came 

springed my mind were you. 

 I don’t know how but my classmates came to know about my 

disease and they started to despise me and questioned my 

character. I was unable to answer their dirty questions so I tried to 

avoid them but in vain.  

The day you found me crying, it was because of them. One of the 

girl came to me and used such words that I can’t even write it 

down in this letter. But I didn’t break down at that moment. I 

broke down when she spoke about your bad grades and the 

humiliation you underwent when I was admitted in hospital. 

That very moment I vowed to myself that I’ll get you out of this 

mess anyhow and the rest would be history when you’re reading 

this letter. 

I found everything a person need to survive in this harsh world, 

my Aley. A friend, a father and a mother. You taught me many 
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things but fool, you forgot about them when you needed them 

most. 

 Being daughter of Spanish mother, my mother used a phrase to 

describe life i.e., ‘Viva La Vida’. When I asked her meaning 

about this phrase she told me that someday in distant future life 

itself will teach its meaning to me. 

The last day when I met you, I realized what she meant. ‘Viva La 

Vida’, meant ‘Live life, Life is beautiful’. Thanks for helping me 

to solve one of the greatest mystery of life!. I didn’t want anything 

that reminds you about your failure should be left in your life. 

When you went to counter to order I sneaked those papers from 

your bag and burnt them down when you left. 

I doubt I would be there with you when you’re reading this but if 

I, bring double scoop butterscotch ice cream on your way to my 

home. LOL!!!!! 

Don’t forget about me, Aley. NEVER, EVER! I will be there, 

standing beside when you address the public, seated proudly 

among those people who once called you worthless so that 

spotlight can focus on you. I want see that dawn when I can 

proudly introduce myself as the best pal of Creative guru of 

century, Alex or may be wife!! 

                 Miss you a lot on way to Paradise? I doubt I had done 

much good deed so ‘way to hell’! Meet you at that place where I 

created only for us!  
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                                     Yours lovingly, 

              Caroline!! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A couple of tear fell on the letter smudging the smiley. Alex 

somehow controlled his emotions and rehearsed the 

presentation.  
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11:00 am, San Francisco Opera House. 

 “You just heard about the project ‘Caroline’, now, I want to show 

you in person. The image you about to see on large screen will be 

generated by this app”, Alex said pointing at the logo of app 

projected on large screen left to him. Unlike most corporate who 

wear suits and ties on such special occasion, Alex chose Solid 

Henley T-shirt, navy blue jeans and adidas felor hiker. 

 “We are a step away from a new dawn, my friends. A dawn 

which will change the course of art in human history, the 

confluence of art and technology”, he continued, “So let welcome 

this new dawn”. 
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  The feeling of excitement seemed to flow through the whole 

group of people in San Francisco Opera House like an electric 

current, turning one even against will into a grimacing, screaming 

madly. As soon as Alex presses the app and places his index on 

finger print scanner of phone. An unclear image started to form 

on screen slowly. 

  Suddenly, a breeze of silence and excitement preoccupied the 

opera house. None of the single person present at that place 

could resist themselves from not watching that alluring face 

forming on the screen. A beautiful painting of an unknown girl in 

her teenage in spectacular aquatic blue dress holding a burning 

sparkle stick with dazzling stars at background left the gnawing 

audience enthralled for few minutes. 

“To create such more artistically alluring paintings and sketches, 

you just have to open the app, place your index finger on finger 

print scanner of your smart phone, making a clear image of thing 

you want and wait for few seconds. Voila, your imagination will be 

right in front of you. This is not the only feature that makes this 

app different from other photo editing apps; by using this app you 

can edit the picture at the very right moment without using 

specified tools. The only tools you require is your imagination”, 

Alex tried to break the spell bound of girl on screen by changing 

slides. 

  “Our app works on the principle of aura frequency i.e. it 

calculates the frequency of imagination aura released from your 
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brain through your index finger and convert it into complex 

algorithm which is transferred to our compiler and turn your 

imagination into reality”, he smirked, showing the other features 

of his app. 

  He continued explaining the features of his app ‘Caroline’ but 

people are equally curious to know the girl as well as app features. 

That unknown girl left the people dazed and enthralled till the 

end of program. 

  “This is the future of art my friends. This will be a new 

landmark in the history of art and creativity of human beings. As 

we say ‘Sparkle your imagination’, I hope that next generation will 

create more difference than my team and I did. Thank you”, 

Alex felt elated when he received standing ovation.  

   There was another person in the hall who was more elated than 

Alex. A teen girl in aqua blue dress was smiling at Alex from the 

corner of hall and he knew that! 

“A faint clap of thunder 

  Even if rain not comes not 

   I will stay here 

   Together with you!” 

Alex whispered and the lady in blue dress smiled and 

disappeared in a place known as eternity. 
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                                     The End 
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