The Anme Song stll continued on his Bang and Olufsen on loop; a song
that the Amencan Troubadour had dedicated to lus wite Anme, he felt
a wave of nostalga and emotion wash over hum.

He always sang tlus as “Hupsluta’s Song”, dedicated to his lughschool
sweetheart and first love.,

Hushita was one unscratched chapter ot lus lite dwelling with lum
everyday like parallel lines never intersecting, shaning the same plane and
space in some multiverse atter all these years.

He remembered the fiest tme hie saw her at the school testval; how he
tell in love wath her hopelessly; how tongue-twisted he was to express lus
teelings tor her. He remembered how happy they were together, the
friendship blossoming into mnnocent and pure love, talking about their
dreams and passions, how they enjoved each other's company, making
each other laugh.

He recalled how they had overcome their ditterences and challenges,
supporting each other through thuck and thun only to dutt apart in ther
own worlds as adults, going separate ways - treading on the paths they
had chosen; a decision they took consciously; or maybe 1t was destined .

No matter how many years mught have passed and in spite of having a
loving wite and a doting son back home, Rishi coulda't resist an urge to
see her someday.,

He remembered exchanging occasional letters and phone calls wath
Hushata, but never met again. He remembered how they had grown
distant and estranged, untl they had hnally stopped commumicating
altogether.

He remembered how he had felt a pang of regret and sorrow. But he
never ever lelt a sense of acceptance and closure tor the way he and
Husluta dofted apart; an unbimshed chapter of lus hite, many questions
remains unanswered.

Ther paths diverged, both moving on with their hives, but the memones
linger torever, etched in one sate corner of lus heart. He took another
drag of lus agarette looking at the stars m the clear mght sky. He
wondered what she was doing nght now, if she was thinking of lum too.



