
 

 

 

 

 

I am in love with a Shudh Desi Firangi 

                                                                 Hey Shiva, I see You in him 

 

 

 

Dipnanda Bhaduri Roy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Contents 

Prologue .............................................................................................................................................. Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 1: Dumped… because I remained ‘closed’ ............................................................................ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 2: True love doesn’t exist. My grandma lied. ........................................................................ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 3: Exposed… and in unknown hands! .................................................................................................................................. 2 

Chapter 4: Finding love through little hearts ...................................................................................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 5: Meeting Neelkanth. The rains washed away my shyness. ................................................ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 6: I think I lost my virginity. No regret! ................................................................................. Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 7: Please say, “I had sex with you because I love you.” ........................................................ Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 8: So I am his Annapurna. ..................................................................................................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 9: Please be the original ‘You’ for life’s sake ......................................................................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

Chapter 10: Please kiss me one more time. No, again and again. ...................................................... Error! Bookmark not defined. 

 

 

Chapter 3: Exposed… and in unknown hands! 
I 

The warm, wet, early evening winds are thrashing against my face as our car is rallying through the 

roads of Goa. When we landed in Goa half an hour back, the sky seemed to be falling on us and now, 

it’s drizzling. Monsoon has kissed Goa! We have already left the urbanized areas of Goa and are now 

travelling through the winding, serene roads that are walled on two sides by dense foliage. 

Sometimes, I am catching glimpses of churches- small as well as big and old as well as new or neatly 

maintained. The more I am seeing them, the more I am observing my aunt… secretly, from the corner 

of my eye. I am really not able to spot any difference between Binota Chatterjee and Binota 

Chatterjee D’souza. And I can spot the deep red mark of vermillion too on her forehead. I wished if 

she was never ever separated from our family. I wished I could spend more time with her during my 

childhood. I wished if I could know her more. That way, I would have avoided the agony of traveling 

with a close blood-relative who is a stranger to me at this point of time.  

“It’s Mandovi River… we will come here one day for cruise party.” Aunt Binota points out to a large 

river flowing under the bridge that we are crossing right at this moment.  

“Oh, this is Mandovi… I saw its photo last night on Google.” I am seeing a place that I have either 

heard stories about from others or have read about from online resources, but I am not feeling any 

excitement about it. From all my research and from what I am observing now, I have come to learn 

that Goa is a place for love, togetherness, and unhindered romance. So this place is definitely not for 

me. I am coping with heartbreak and Goa will surely amplify it further. I have already spotted lovers in 

cozy postures strolling around the streets… their hands resting on each other’s waists… some of them 

are kissing… some of them are enjoying crazy bike rides. And all these are reminding me of the 



 

 

hollowness that has started growing within me. My aunt has gifted me a consolation trip just to help 

me overcome my hopelessness. Pathetic! I have always hated the word ‘sympathy’.  

My aunt is speaking every now and then, explaining different traditions of Goa and showing me shops 

and localities that we are passing by. I must admit that I am trying hard to adapt to my new 

surroundings and develop positive feelings about the upcoming days, but that’s it… I am trying.  

“How far is your house from here, aunt?” I wish that the roads end soon and I snuggle within the 

enclosed boundaries of my aunt’s house. The shell will be ‘cold’… I am aware of it… and I do not 

expect it to be warm either. I have set my expectations right for the rest of my life.  

“In just 20 minutes, we will reach Candolim. See, it’s 6:40 pm, but the sun is still bright.” I can feel the 

same assurance in my aunt’s eyes, as always. She looks at me for a second and turns her head away 

towards her window. Perhaps she is feeling that I am missing my home or I have an urgent need to go 

to the washroom or I am repenting about my past or a combination of all things.  

“Nothing else matters…” 

Suddenly, my aunt’s driver, a man most probably in his late 50s, turns on Metallica.  

“What happened Pinto, all of a sudden you turned on the music?” My aunt, who might have started 

thinking about something by now, seems a bit disturbed. She focuses her eyes on him, expecting an 

answer. 

“Madam, I thought that baby is not feeling alright. Coming to Goa and not feeling alright means 

something is not right. Baby seems to be feeling bored or sad, so I thought of cheering her up, so she 

can enjoy our Goa.” Pinto smiles generously, exposing his worn-out teeth and amplifying the growing 

folds in his sagging facial skin.  

My aunt looks at me… she is trying to hide her laughter behind her tightly-sealed lips.  

“But, Pinto, my niece loves Rabindra Sangeet. She may not like Metallica. ” My aunt swallows her 

smile.  

“Madam, in Goa, everything is fusion… love, music, life. The more the fusion… the more interesting 

life is. You know it very well na…? Pinto chuckles. 

My aunt nods while exchanging a smile with me as she puts her palm on my hand.  

The drizzle has stopped by now and I can see that the foliage around me has turned thicker. Through 

these tall, dense trees, which I would refer to as a mini tropical forest, the faint, retiring sunrays of the  

late evening are peeping at us, creating mystical patterns of light and shadow.  

“We have reached dear, can you see the pointed dome of a house right behind that tree?” My aunt 

points towards a huge banyan tree that is now about 200 metres from us. It seems to be within my 

aunt’s campus, which is guarded by a thin, wired fence in its perimeter.  



 

 

As we are continuing to move further closer, I am getting a clearer view of the surroundings. The 

banyan tree is becoming bigger in size and I am seeing something that has really surprised me and 

challenged my knowledge and notions about people. I am shocked…. no, rather amazed to find a 

Shiva linga under the banyan tree inside my aunt’s front-yard. And I can see a fresh dhatura garland 

wound around the Shiva linga, which means that the deity has been worshipped as well.  

I have seen very little in my life so far and I have seen them through my elders’ eyes. At this moment, I 

am feeling strongly driven to satiate my curiosities about a cross-cultural, cross-religious relationship 

and perhaps this is the first time ever since my breakup three months ago that I am feeling interested 

to know about bigger things in life.  

“Aunt, you worship Lord Shiva?” I am not sure if I have just intruded in my aunt’s personal life. 

My aunt looks at me… she appears to be shocked. But that shock lasts a second and soon transforms 

into a roar of laughter.  

“Oh God, dear… I have married a Christian, but I have not given up my culture. You know very well 

how your granny adores Lord Shiva and I have grown up adoring Him. When I offer prayers to Him 

every-day, I get reminded of my good old childhood and times when mom and me used to fast for the 

whole day to offer prayers to Lord Shiva during Shivratri and Shravan. You know, your granny used to 

assure me that I would get a husband like Lord Shiva if I worshipped him regularly. I believed her 

blindly that time… and today, I take pride in mom’s belief. I am happy that I married him. He has 

never ever forced his opinions on me. He has always liked the way I am. He has never tried to change 

me, rather he has pleaded me not to change. So my title has just changed… no, sorry, my title has not 

changed, but I have added a new title with the title that I inherited at birth. I love to be related to 

him… I love being his other half.” My aunt takes out a deep breath. I can sense a feel of sheer joy in 

her soul.  

“See baby, I told you na… Goa is all about loving and getting loved, understanding diversities and 

appreciating them.” Suddenly Pinto makes an entry into our discussion. He laughs out frantically.   

“See Pinto knows it so well. By the way, Pinto, please don’t park the car in the garage yet. I have to 

attend dinner at Mr. Pereira’s home in the late evening today. Please bring our luggage inside.” My 

aunt moves out of the car, now parked in front of the Banyan tree, and looks around her home quite 

intensely as though she is visiting her home after a month or may be years. I can understand that love 

makes a house a home and one would long to come back to her home if she knows that she is loved.  

“Come dear, this is where you will live for some time.” My aunt places her hand around my shoulders, 

guiding me slowly to the main entrance of her home.  

I am seeing a two-storied villa that bears prominent signs of traditional Portuguese-French 

architecture. While its red-white-yellow color combinations and big wooden windows with slit-

ventilation channels are reminding me of the commonly used color themes in Kolkata, it is the 



 

 

distinctive woodwork on its pillars and windows which is setting it apart and giving it its exclusive-

Goanese identity.  

“Welcome back madam.”  

A lady, most probably in her early 50s, suddenly comes out into the portico.  In a collared-top and a 

chequered skirt that is stretching down to her knee, she is reminding me of some typical story-book 

“Aunt Bertha” who bakes cakes and cuddles children of her locality.  

“Hi Francesca, I hope everything was well these days. Meet my niece Kattyayni, we call her Katty, you 

may call her Katty too. And Katty, she is Francesca, Pinto’s wife and my home manager. Without her 

support at home, I wouldn’t have been able to run my organization and be what I am today. She took 

care of my home, so I could take care of others. Namrata was raised by her. Francesca is like our 

family member. ” My aunt hugs Francesca. 

Francesca smiles at me and I smile back… putting some effort to stretch my lips on two sides.  

To be very honest, my inner shy, withdrawn spirit is not able to bear the burden of so many 

introductions in a single day. I have never been a people person, but now my present set of mind has 

further degraded my already-worse public relation skills.  

“Come Katty, I will show you your room first… you look quite tired” , says my aunt as she holds my 

hand and starts walking through the large, widely stretched living area. In my first glimpse,  I can 

notice three large, dark brown teakwood sofas with intricate detailing all over, red flooring with black 

perimeter borders which is pretty much similar to what we have at our Kolkata home, tall lampshades 

with green-yellow-red glass-art placed at the corners, a few oil-painted portraits of people which I 

believe belong to the ancestors of this family, a few paintings of places, ships, sea, and sunrise.  

As we take the stairs to the upper floor, a large Belgium-glass mirror placed on the wall just in front of 

the landing catches my attention. It’s not only a bit scary and awkward, but it is re-introducing me to 

myself at this point of time. I have avoided facing myself over these days and part of this effort even 

includes my deliberate attempts to spend the least time in front of the mirror. I can see a worn-out, 

sickly woman in me, who is trying to pull her up from a dark well. Maybe, I am just imagining too 

much!  

Keeping my eyes down, but remaining alert to my aunt’s instructions, I am continuing to move up.  

The upper floor branches out into two sections with a common corridor running through them. There 

are rooms on the two sides of this common corridor that has light bulbs hanging down from its ceiling 

at equidistant positions.  

“We have seven bedrooms in this house including guest rooms- four on this floor and the remaining 

three on the ground floor facing our backyard. Whenever we have foreign delegates visiting our 

home, we offer them rooms here. We use space on our ground floor and the front-yard for hosting 

parties and dinners. If you stay during Diwali or Christmas, you will see the fun we have here. Come, 



 

 

this is your room,” says Aunt Binota as she pushes open a pair of dark-brown teakwood doors that 

leads to a room lying at the corner end of the corridor .  

A faint smell of incense sticks and damp wooden furniture immediately hits my senses. As Aunt Binota 

steps into the room before me, I try to take a quick look around. The room appears to be quite large; I 

feel that it is adequately furnished. There’s a big, dark-brown colored double four-poster bed lying at 

the centre of the room. There’s a dressing table, with a Belgium glass mirror, similar to the one I found 

in the landing, at the left corner of the room.  There’s a small study table and chair just beside the 

dresser. A brownish-black double-door cupboard is placed on the other side of the bed. The 

impressive, intricately-detailed woodwork on the dresser and the cupboard are reminding me of the 

British-era furniture that still grace our grandparents’ room... things that remind my grandmother of 

her youth and days of romance. There are a total of four windows in the room. Three of them 

overlook the front yard while the remaining one faces the lateral wall of the building. The upper part 

of these windows have green-yellow-red colored glasses attached to them in semi-circular fashion 

while the main windows are guarded by thick parallel rails running from top to bottom. The only 

contemporary fittings in the room are its white marble flooring and a golden colored, fluffy woolen 

floor mat lying next to the bed. I guess these are the latest and perhaps the brightest renovations to 

the room, without which the room would have had a rather, gloomy and tragic look and feel. This 

way, it is looking a bit “un-Portuguese”.  

Unfortunately, I am unable to locate a second door inside the room, which means that this room has 

no attached-bathroom.  

“Aunt, where’s the toilet?” I am quite desperate to know how close the bathroom lies, not only 

because I need to use it urgently after a long trip, but also because I have a phobia in walking upto a 

bathroom especially after sunset. And the sun has already set- its bright red rays are now fading into 

space. And this place is new to me… and to be very honest, I feel that this room and the dimly-lit 

corridor are the breeding grounds for hallucinations.  

“It’s here dear. Right opposite to your room.” My aunt leads me to the bathroom and opens the door 

for me. 

The bathroom is half the size of my room, so it’s pretty big than the average size of most bathrooms. 

It has a long mirror and washbasin running through its entire length on the left and a big bathtub right 

in front, just below its only window that faces the house’s backyard.  

“Get fresh, Katty. I am going downstairs. It’s already 7:30 pm now, I will have to leave for the dinner 

right now. Namrata and her band has a rock performance today in Arambol and she will return by 9 in 

the morning tomorrow. I know I should have avoided it today, but we have an important discussion 

about funding for our foundation. Some foreign delegates are coming too. I may be a little late 

tonight…Francesca will serve you dinner. Once you are done, please come down. ”  

Aunt Binota touches my cheeks and leaves thereafter.  



 

 

II 

I am watching every nook and corner of the bathroom… old houses may have many ‘unexplained’ 

things. I am watching out for hidden lizards too. No… nothing… I am not able to trace anything 

abnormal at this point, so I can safely use the space.  

The window has a canewood blind that’s pulled over its top. Who knows? Someone may be watching 

me from a distant window of a distant house? I need to pull it down.  

As I try to balance myself by the side of the bathtub and pull the blinds down, my eyes get stuck at 

something and my brain shuts down its processes.  

My legs are stuck to the ground firmly… I am frozen… and a stream of cold perspiration seems to be 

flowing down my spine.  

I can’t believe what I am seeing down below. There’s a graveyard at the backyard of this house and 

the common wall around it makes it a part of this property. I don’t remember if Aunt Binota has ever 

talked about this graveyard in her campus any time in the past. The very feeling that I may have to 

answer nature’s call at late hours in the night is turning me sick.  

Knock knock…  

With a sudden knock on the door, my heart has just now sustained a killer throb.  

Looking once again down the window, I can see the graves shimmering in the yard’s yellow electric 

lights that are diagonally placed at two corners.  

Knock knock… 

This time, I feel that someone is knocking on my heart itself.  

“Baby, it’s Francesca here. Take your towel.” 

Finally, my feet have regained their strength.  

“Coming. Just one minute.” My voice trembles.  

Francesca is carrying a neatly-folded pink towel and soap in her hand.  

“Baby, your dinner is ready. You can come down any time and I will serve you. I will be in the kitchen 

downstairs. You can take bath, if you wish. I turned on the heater before you arrived, ” says Francesca 

as she hands over the towel and soap to me. 

“Francesca, do you have any other bathroom?” There’s a feel of surrender in my tone.  

“Why dear, any problem? ” The skin on Francesca’s forehead transforms into prominent folds. 



 

 

“No actually, there’s a graveyard back there. I am not feeling comfortable. ” I may be shy and 

introvert, but I do express my weakness if I feel that there’s no other option.  

“Oh no, that’s an old graveyard that was last used 50 years back when your uncle’s grandmother died. 

There are a total of 25 graves there, all are of the members of this family, and some of them even date 

back to 100 or 150 years. There’s nothing to be scared off.  Jesus loves us all. We are staying here for 

years. Just chill”, says Francesca as she pats my shoulders. 

“Okay”. I nod at her. But a feeling of eeriness is still challenging my mental strength.  

I think that I should take a bath now to calm my senses down. An ad-hoc journey, a semi-stranger tour 

companion, a warm-wet-sticky place, new faces, this lonely house, the present lonely moment, 

homesickness, and the deceased resting in peace down below… everything is causing an emotional 

unrest in me.  

As the lukewarm water starts flowing down my long hair, touching my bare body and softly kissing my 

feet, I am feeling open and surrendered to my own spirit with whom I can now share the secrets of 

my deepest desires.  

What… suddenly I am feeling that I am getting choked… or maybe I am getting sucked into a deep 

tunnel… or maybe I have turned blind within just a flick of a second. Pitch darkness is engulfing me 

and all I am trying to do now is to push myself a few steps forward to locate my towel that I have just 

hanged in the bracket behind the door. Yes… I have got my hands on it. No… my clothes... I can feel 

that my clothes have fallen into the ground… on the wet floor… a part has fallen on my feet too.  

Nothing can be more terrible than facing a power-cut when you are undressed and in the midst of a 

half-complete shower, at a lonely, somewhat eerie- looking old home situated in a mini-forest, in an 

atmosphere that I am freshly exposed to, and with a graveyard just down below.  

The fear, which I was able to lock up in one of the chambers of my mind through conscious efforts, has 

unshackled.  There’s no sound in the entire house other than the sound of water leakage that’s 

echoing through the walls of the bathroom. I have already stopped the shower ... so I am not sure 

where that sound is coming from. The continuous ‘drip-drop’ is cutting through the abnormal silence 

of the entire home, making me freeze to a state of extreme panic.  

Meow… meow… meow… 

Is that a cat or a baby crying somewhere? Is that sound coming out of that window… more precisely, 

from that graveyard?  

I am getting goose-bumps all over my body and feeling as though someone may be standing right 

behind me… watching me. I really feel like shouting out for help. “Francesca, Francesca”. My mind is 

expressing itself, but my voice is not taking orders from my mind.  



 

 

I have to make my way out... else, my parents may not see me again… alive. Draping the towel around 

me and holding it strongly with my hands, I am making my way out. Ahh… finally I am in the corridor. 

But then… the hollowness of the open doors of the dark rooms on the two sides of the corridor is 

driving me crazy. And that includes my room too. There’s a bit of natural light peeping in through the 

open windows of the rooms, which is what giving the corridor its share of visibility. I am following this 

silvery shimmer to make my way through the corridor and down the stairs.  

That mirror… that mirror in the landing… I should avoid looking into it. Who knows what or who I will 

see in myself? Holding my only cover with one hand and covering my eyes and face partially with the 

other hand, I am passing through the landing area and finally I have reached the ground floor. 

Francesca is supposed to be in the living area or in the kitchen. I am already in the living area and 

there’s no trace of Francesca here. My voice is still rebelling against my mind, so my cries for help are 

remaining unheard.  

Tick tick ting ting … 

Have I heard the sound of spoons or plates rocking against each other just now? Possibly, Francesca 

has been half-way through a task and got stuck in the kitchen due to sudden power failure. I can feel 

that the sound came from a room at the extreme left corner of the living area.  

Surprisingly, the main door of the entrance is open and I can clearly see the banyan tree at the front-

yard. My grandmother always says that Lord Shiva is also called Bhootnath not only because He is the 

lord of the five elements, but also because He is worshipped by wandering souls. The stories of spirits 

surrounding Shiva Linga worshipped under a banyan tree are now giving a sort of a realistic stint to 

my ingrown fear. Did I just now see a dark silhouette coming out of the dense, hanging roots of the 

banyan tree and then vanishing into thin air? I can now feel goose-bumps on my scalp.  

Inside, there are dead people who are looking at me through the photos hanging on the walls of the 

living room, in the front-yard, there are spirits who are enjoying the company of their Lord, and in the 

backyard, the dead are sleeping … and may wake up anytime.  

I must find Francesca and with all the strength I have, I finally force my voice to work. 

“Francesca… Francesca” 

There’s no response. 

“Francesca” 

Suddenly, I can hear footsteps… very precisely, the sound of slippers.  

Who can this be? Is it someone else? If it would be Francesca, then why isn’t she responding to me?  

Suddenly, I can feel that something is crawling through my feet… it’s cold and moist.  



 

 

My touch reflexes have just become quite active, throwing me up in the air… just to throw me out of 

balance … I am falling down… and so is my towel… 

Suddenly someone grabs me by my waist. I am feeling that I am in strong hands. I can feel the 

presence of another entity very close to me… I can feel a warm breath on my semi-wet neck, bare 

shoulders and chest. In the faint light that’s coming through the main door and the windows, I am 

seeing the silhouette of a tall man with long, wavy hair stretching beyond his shoulders. I can feel the 

warmth in his arms as I am trying to pull myself up while still trying to balance myself as well as my 

towel, which is still loosely hanging onto my body.  

This is not a paranormal being, for sure, but who is this man? I knew that there’s no other entity in 

this house at this time apart from me and Francesca  

Before I could proceed to the second stage of my thoughts, the “light” of knowledge, awareness, and 

courage returns to my “life”. In front of me, I am seeing a white man, around 6 feet 2 inches tall, with 

a tough muscular built, long dark brown hair with shades of blonde here and there, long, dark beard 

stretching till his upper chest, deep greenish-blue eyes that are complemented by thick, dark brown 

eyebrows, a sharp, pointed nose that has a reddish tinge on its tip, and bright red lips that are still 

looking so prominent and vibrant even behind the dense bushes of his moustache and beard. I am not 

able to determine his age at this point, but I guess he will be in his late 20s or even 30.  

My eyes are stuck into his eyes and his eyes are stuck into mine. He is still holding me in his strong 

arms like Tarzan and I am still being Jane in distress.  

I am getting shrunken to an extreme state of shyness and embarrassment as I am realizing how 

exposed I am at this moment. My towel is halfway through my breasts and it is able to cover just the 

upper part of my thighs. My family culture never permits me to wear short or ‘hot’ dresses, which is 

another reason why I was dumped by my boyfriend. And now, I am standing semi-naked in front of a 

Firangi stranger who is holding me in his arms. To make things worse, the Firangi is in his bare 

minimum too. He is topless and wearing red underwear which sitting tightly below his navel that’s 

tucked inside his toned and tightened abs.  

He is still holding me although, by now, I have managed to stand on my feet and… I shouldn’t be 

lying… I am desperately wishing that he continues to hold me like this for some more time. I don’t 

know if there’s anything called love-at-first sight, but I am sure that I am liking the way he has 

touched me with his strong, supporting arms.  

My ‘saviour’, who was lost into my eyes till now, seems to have found his way back into this world. He 

removes his hands away from my body gently and stands straight. I can notice the sudden outburst of 

rosiness in his cheeks. I am standing vulnerable, tightly holding the towel with both my hands.  

“Are you alright?”, says the Firangi as he looks at me again. My heart starts beating at a faster rate as I 

am finding it difficult to look into his eyes one more time. I am afraid of the calmness in his deep, blue 

eyes.  



 

 

Before I say anything, Francesca suddenly makes her way into the living room through the open 

entrance. 

“What happened… why are you like this? Did you get scared? Hahahaha . I am so sorry baby, the 

generator was not getting turned on… thank God, the power came back on its own… I need to call the 

repair person tomorrow. Hahahahaha.” Francesca’s concern soon transforms into a loud laughter 

that’s echoing through the walls of the living room.  

Standing semi-naked with a semi-naked man… in darkness… in a lonely house… and then being caught 

‘red-handed’ by another stranger who can make this story ‘big’ in front of others is perhaps one of the 

worst things that can happen to anyone. It’s incomparable with the defamation that I have recently 

suffered after my breakup with my fiancé.   
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