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To Love  

and all those who love me— 

without them, I wouldn’t be me. 

 

To Hate  

and all those who hurt me— 

without them, I wouldn’t be me. 
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Love 

“To love or have loved, that is enough. Ask 

nothing further. There is no other pearl to be 

found in the dark folds of life.”  

—Victor Hugo,  

Les Misérables 
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Lucky 

He hurried up the building stairs taking two steps at a time, 

excited and nervous at the same time, like a teenager. Opening 

the door with his gnarled hands, he announced in a breathless 

voice, “Honey! I’m home.”  

Opening the packets, he placed the vegetables, bread and 

eggs in separate bowls on the kitchen counter, just as she liked 

it. This way, she wouldn’t have to strain herself by moving 

them around too much or too far. Then, he set the table 

complete with the flowers and candles he had bought on the 

way home for a romantic dinner and stepped in the bath for a 

quick shower. 

He could hear the chink and clatter in the kitchen, and the 

yearning to be with her tugged at his heart. He quickly dressed 

up in his best clothes, checked his reflection and rushed into the 

dining room.  

The food was already on the table. He pulled out the chair 

for his wife of the past 41 years, just like the early days of their 

marriage. They talked about their day, which was pretty much 

mundane, but still, somehow, made him realize how much he 

had missed her all day.  

As he munched the food, once again, he thought of the days 

when she was gone. The house was a mess and so was he. How 

many days had he gone without washing his face or changing 

clothes?  

How lucky was he to get a second chance! 

Savouring every bite, he thanked the stars for the kids who 

called her back through the Ouija board. 
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Family 

“Other things may change us, but we start 

and end with the family.” 

— Anthony Brandt 
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Putting Two and Two Together 

It was the time of the year again, the day I dread–Christmas 

dinner at my parents’ home.  

Time had really flown with Mel and before I could realise, 

Christmas was upon us. I had tried to deter mom with numerous 

excuses, but she wouldn’t let me ‘mess it up with yet another 

woman’. Little did she know that that the real mess lay at her 

home. I really couldn’t tell her that my cousin—Aunt Daphne’s 

‘little’ Eric, the blue-eyed angel—was a man-whore; that he had 

slept his way through every single woman in high school, 

including teachers; that he was the one messing with all my 

girlfriends. 

I still hadn’t proposed Mel, and it was a bad idea to let her 

meet my cousin without a ring on her finger. Having said that, 

even after a ring on her finger, there were no guarantees. 

After losing my first girlfriend to his charms during high 

school, I had kept them away from him. But every Christmas in 

the past seven years, my parents invited my girlfriends to meet 

my extended family, which meant that Eric was there too. 

Thereafter, my girlfriends would become distant and dump me 

at the first opportunity. They never told me why, neither did I 

see anything, but considering Eric’s reputation, you don’t have 

to be a rocket scientist to put two and two together. 

I couldn’t afford to lose again. I tried to deter mom, 

feigning headache, stomach-ache, hangover, broken car, but all 

these excuses were old—she called me out on the lie. So, I gave 

in. Once we reached there, as always, I introduced my parents 

but tactfully skipped introducing Eric. As always, his glare told 

me he hated me for that, but it was my way of telling him to 

stay away from my women. 
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As always, for the rest of the evening, I hovered over Mel 

and kept a close watch on Eric. He introduced himself, as usual, 

and was being his charming self, talking about all of my 

childhood failures and embarrassing stories. I kept trying to 

steer her away from him, but as usual, he followed. 

Mel seemed distant already. In my mind’s eye, I could see 

Mel comparing us. My heart sank. 

I decided to try one last time though. In the quite balcony, I 

got down on my knees with the diamond ring, hoping she would 

see that I was the reliable one. She seemed shocked though. I 

will always remember our last conversation. 

“I am not sure what you are trying to prove here.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“No matter how many carats this is worth, I am not into 

men who are interested in men.” 

“What do you mean? What has Eric told you?” 

“He told me nothing. But even a blind person could see the 

sexual tension between the two of you. The way he kept looking 

at you with accusing eyes throughout the dinner; and the way 

you kept stealing glances at him all the time; and the way you 

kept steering me away from him, afraid he might spill the 

beans…I don’t have to be a rocket scientist to put two and two 

together.” 
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Marriage 

“Marriage has no guarantees. If that’s what 

you’re looking for, go live with a car 

battery.” 

— Erma Bombeck 
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My Dear Wife 

My wife was smiling…  

Did I mention she never smiles? Maybe, she did before she 

met me. I wouldn’t know. I’ve never been sober enough to let 

that happen again.  

So, when I reached home from the Bar last night…or was it 

sometime earlier today? I’m not sure since there is no clock nor 

a calendar here…. Well, she opened the door smiling and it 

didn’t feel right. So, I punched her in the gut right away to set 

things straight.  

Even that didn’t feel right, so I hit her head against the door 

frame as an added measure. The satisfaction was immediate. 

She was whimpering on the floor now, blocking my way. So, I 

kicked her in the face to get her out of my way.  

The food smelled divine. She had cooked my favourite 

dishes. I thought perhaps this was why the bitch was smiling; 

because she thought she might get away without a beating that 

day…today…not sure…  

I ate with relish, and woke up here before you, God 

Almighty. Now I know why she was smiling.  

I will have you write my murder in her record as my only 

complaint against my dear wife. 

  



 

The Forest Bed and other short stories: Short sample 11  

 

  



 

The Forest Bed and other short stories: Short sample 12  

 

 

 

 

Unheard Voices 

“Heard melodies are sweet, but those 

unheard are sweeter.  

— John Keats 
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The Date 

“I must say, the place is breathtaking. I have been around 

for years, but I never saw this pretty little nook by the river. 

And the dinner looks delicious.” 

“Darling, this isn’t what I had in mind when I brought you 

here. I would rather suggest you go for something produced 

locally. Last time I came here, there was fresh Salmon and 

Venison.” 

“Oh, come on! We can have that any odd day. I would love 

to go for something new for a change!” 

“Honey! You know me. I don’t trust these foreign cuisines. 

They aren’t even organic—fattened by processed food and 

covered with layers and layers of chemicals. Moreover, the 

denim stuff is quite unpalatable, I must tell you. And the plastic 

buttons are slow poison…” 

“Can we try separating the flesh from the denim and 

plastic?” 

“(Sigh) I don’t think it’s possible. The jeans are too tight 

and rather a pain to chew. And the plastic buttons, when left 

behind, are an environmental hazard. What if somebody ate 

them and died? Anyway, it doesn’t matter because I saw him 

share a drink with a girl at their camp last night.” 

“What? No social distancing? Disgusting! I am so not 

having him. I tell you, these humans have no hygiene and no 

respect for animal rights.” 

“I agree, Babe! I saw a herd of gazelle on the way. What do 

you think?” 
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“(Sigh) Sure, let’s go! I’m starving. I’ve sworn off ‘street’ 

food anyway until it’s safer.” 
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Beyond 

“It is entirely possible that behind the 

perception of our senses, worlds are hidden of 

which we are unaware.”  

— Albert Einstein 
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Placid 

He was sitting inside the police jeep, handcuffed, while the 

police heaved his wife out of her resting place in the lake and 

pulled her out of the sack. 

Why were her parents still lying that she called them 

yesterday and gave the exact location of where ‘he was taking 

her’? 

She couldn’t have done that for so many reasons. 

One, she never saw the place; he strangled her at home. 

Two, she was dead and still in the sack that he stuffed her in 

when he brought her here. Three, her phone would have been 

dead the moment it entered the water. Four, the phone call was 

six days after he threw her in the lake; she was an old hag, not a 

mermaid. 

Obviously, they were lying. But why? He had already 

confessed killing her. 

The doctor just declared her dead for several days but, even 

as tears flowed freely, they still argued that she was alive until 

yesterday. Did they have a vivid dream? Both of them? But how 

did they know where to find the body? Did someone see him 

throw her in and called them under her name? But then, why 

wait for six days? 

As they began wheeling her swollen body towards the 

waiting ambulance, feeling guilty, he did something he 

regretted forever—he stole a glance at her. 

Her lips twitched, ever so slightly, in a ghost of a smile. 
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About the Author and the Illustrator 

Shaily Agrawal, the author, is an Instructional Designer at 

an MNC. She is a book nerd with Bachelor’s in Psychology, 

Painting and Law, and a Master’s in Business. She is married to 

the love of her life and has a pretty, little daughter. 

Manpreet Kaur, the illustrator, is a freelance Painter with 

Master’s in Painting. She lives with her wonderful husband and 

two sons who are everything to her. 

They are best friends of 20 years, born and brought up in 

the Uttar Pradesh state of India. Their traditional Indian 

upbringing often conflicts with their new-age outlook. Hence, 

their perspective is slightly skewed that creates a kaleidoscope 

of experiences and emotions. They both tell stories—one in 

words, other in colors and shapes—with a local flavor mixed 

with the modern abstract presentation.  

Separately, they are Pocahontas and Snow White 

respectively. But together, they channel the spirit of the evil 

sisters, what with their cackling laughter and constant fights 

over who’ll speak first, which is rather a shaky experience for 

an onlooker. The stories and illustrations in this book are an ode 

to their love for all things mundane.  

To find out what they are up to lately or contact them, visit 

their sites. 

Shaily: https://fishinthetrees.home.blog/ or find her on her 

Facebook page: shailyagrawalwrites  

Manpreet: https://ammprytart.wordpress.com/ or find her 

on her Instagram page: ammpyrt_art  
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Review Please! 

Love this book? Don’t forget to leave a review.  

Every review matters, a lot!  

So, please leave a review for me on Amazon and Social 

Media. 


