
     Two Parrots and a Cuckoo 

      by Rajaram  

It was twilight. 

A cold Friday twilight. 

A lone tube-light flickered irregularly at the far end of the corridor sandwiched by cells. The air was 

heavy with a mixture of chilliness, remorse, vengeance and a good excess of pain. The jailor’s lathi made 

its routine contact with the ruthless iron bars that separated the ‘lesser mortals’ from each other and 

from the rest.  A few bothered to take notice of the clanging, while others slept on.  

All was oblivious to one soul. The soul for whom, silence was the loudest noise, expression - the only 

known language.   

The jailor shot a powerful beam of light from his torch on his eyes.  

His eyes opened a little. 

His eyebrows lifted questioningly. 

“You have a visitor. Don’t waste my time and follow me. You only have ten minutes.” 

But to Sanchit, it was just someone opening and closing his mouth, signaling him to come out. It became 

evident when he unlocked the cell. Taking the cue, Sanchit propped himself up on his elbow and 

squinted at the jailor, before getting up lazily and following him. As he walked past the only window in 

the corridor, his sun kissed skin reflected light from the dying sun. His face betrayed his history and 

substantiated his presence in a place so morose. The narrow passage opened up to the spacious visitors’ 

room. He lifted his head for the first time. 

There she was.  

It is amazing how the simplest of things can turn your world upside down. To someone who was deaf 

and mute, a smile was the farthest Sanchit could get while expressing his joy, which by no means would 

have come anywhere close to the actual manifestation of happiness, had he been normal.  

 

He smiled, so did she. 

Sanchit and Archit Mishra were the perfect example of ideal twins. They were as identical as twins 

could get. But the contrast in their characters was as striking as the similarity in their physical 

appearance. Archit had a flair for singing. But as fate would have it, Sanchit was not blessed with the 

ability to hear or speak. They say, when one door closes, another opens. In Sanchit’s case, God seemed 

to a have left a whole lot of other open doors. Sanchit was a promising national tennis player and a 

wonderful athlete, bagging medals and laurels for his state regularly. It was habitual for Sanchit to 



make it to the sports page of the newspaper whenever there was a sporting event. To have achieved 

all that at an age of 22 would have made any average youngster envious. 

But that which was behind that ONE closed door was invariably what Sanchit craved for. 

The same person stood on the other side of the visitors’ room. 

Sakshi.   

That very word brought hordes of memories rushing back to him. Memories, inseparably pleasant and 

painful. 

 During the 4 years of their relationship, not once did Archit or Sakshi come anywhere close to a 

breakup. Such was the commitment in their relationship. It had ‘cliché’ written all over it - which was 

precisely why they were so adorable together. It was love at first sight for Archit when he first met 

Sakshi.  

Sadly, Archit wasn’t the only person who fell in love. 

Sanchit had always fancied Sakshi from the time he first saw her, to this very moment. Sadly, his 

impairment hampered him from expressing his feelings to her subtly, as a result of which he ended up 

losing her to Archit.  

On that day, the twin seeds of love and envy were deeply implanted in his vulnerable heart, his envy 

deriving sustenance from his love.  

His envy for Archit slowly turned into hatred and started affecting his game. He became a bereaved 

youth, seeking spiritlessly for affection. So intense was the fire of jealousy that it burned his 

conscience right through like blobs of vitriol that eat floors. 

He walked closer and came to a halt in front of the grill. He broke his train of thought as she took 

something out from her bag. It was an invitation, but Sanchit already knew what lay inside.  

Archit 

Weds 

Sakshi 

“How are you Sanchit?” asked she. 

Sanchit nodded. 

“Are they being too tough on you?” her forehead was creased. She was clearly worried. 

He shrugged first. Then shook his head, and lifted his hand up, lying that he was okay. 



“After all what happened, I decided we should only get married quicker. Archit was in bad shape, but is 

getting better. Marriage would do a world of good to him. That would be better for both of us, don’t you 

think?” 

Sanchit strained to make sense of what she was saying, but he was adept at reading lips. He closed his 

eyes, smiled and gave a reassuring nod. But inside, a storm was raging, which Sakshi knew nothing 

about. 

“All the legal procedures are done. I’ve got the paperwork all done. It’s just a matter of time when you’ll 

be back to normal. It’s going to be over Sanchit. “said Sakshi, her eyes already moist.  

The unprecedented overdose of kindness was intoxicating for Sanchit.  He touched her finger through 

the small hole in the grill. She withdrew. He shook the grill a couple of times in anger and agony, turned 

back and stormed inside. 

 

“Sanchit, Wait! What’s wrong?!” shouted Sakshi, but of course, he was oblivious to anything happening 

behind. 

Once he was back inside the passage, he slowed himself to a halt, and gazed at the window. The jailor 

had gone out for a smoke, which meant he had some more time for himself. 

Loneliness coupled with scenery was a wonderful catalyst for churning out dormant memories.  

Archit and Sakshi met in a law class in college, and not long after, became thick friends. Frequent 

walks, long hours on the phone, chit conversations during class, innumerous texts led friendship into 

something else, and before they knew it, love blossomed. Neither of them confronted their love for the 

other, but deep down inside, they always knew that they were meant for each other. 

Archit was an aspiring IPS candidate while Sakshi, a law student.  They had a common seminar in 

Shimla, where Sanchit had his national selections. The three of them went together. After the seminar, 

the two went to the stadium to support Sanchit. Not surprisingly, Sanchit emerged with flying colours.  

The newspaper would have sported his name proudly on its back page for bagging a place in the 

Indian National Athletics Team, but as fate would have it, he was to find a place in the front page too.  

 

For a totally different reason.  

A devastating reason. 

 

The silver from the moonlight reflected from the raging seas, as he felt a tug in his arms. It was the jailor. 

“Chalo! Get back! Now!” said he, as he pushed him towards his cell. 



Hours passed. It was half past twelve. It was an endless loop of memories, agony and remorse running 

inside his head. He could not sleep. He got up and leaned on the cell gate. 

To his surprise, it swung open. Apparently, the jailor did not have that good a memory. He stifled a gasp, 

as he stepped out.  

 

The array of rooms on either side was all dark except for the part opposite to the windows, illuminated 

by the waning moon. As he sneaked past, what he saw inside nailed him to the spot.  

Archit was seated on a wheelchair, looking at the moon. Sanchit’s footsteps turned Archit’s gaze 

towards him. 

Their eyes met. 

The mere sight of his counterpart brought a wave of change in his face. His eyes narrowed slightly, and 

for a moment, Sanchit thought Archit was tearing, but then he realized, it was more due to shock than 

anything else.  

They continued eye contact… 

 

 

After finishing their work, the three went for a trip to the hilltop. The hilltop presented a breathtaking 

3500 m view with the water from the falls dropping down on the canopy of trees below. The cool 

breeze that slapped your face was characteristic of the altitude. One could not help but get 

philosophic and emotional, given the scintillating view. 

By then, Sanchit had reduced his talks with Archit to the barest minimum and Archit was quick to 

notice. All he needed was some time alone with his brother to clear things. Sakshi had gone to get 

food for them, as Archit moved towards Sanchit, who was standing alone at the edge of the top. 

He put a hand on Sanchit’s shoulder. 

“What happened Sanchit? What’s wrong?” 

Sanchit shook his head. 

“I have never seen you this way Sanchit. Something is definitely wrong. Who else will you share it 

with? C’mon, spit it out.” 

Sanchit shrugged and shook his head again harder. 

 “Am I the problem? Is Sakshi the problem? Or do you feel more comfortable with her? Should I call 

her? Maybe she might help you feel better. 



And that did it. 

 Sakshi. 

 The wrong word uttered at the wrong instant by the wrong person triggered Sanchit violently. All hell 

broke loose inside his head and turned him into a love craving, jealousy infested monster whose 

common sense was blinded by anger and lust. 

He turned back, and in one fluid motion, caught hold of Archit and jerked him, trying to push him off 

the top. Archit, totally taken by surprise was speechless. Gathering himself, still trying to resist 

Sanchit, he spoke. 

“Sakshi?! SHE…. SHE is the problem Sanchit? “ 

Sanchit refused to read his lips and continued pushing. 

“After all these years… A GIRL separates us?... Are WE your problem?” 

Sanchit’s eyes were possessed with something so alien and strange that Archit was repulsed to look 

into them. It was no longer the Sanchit he knew. The bond was broken. The rarest of bonds which two 

twins share, was broken by love. Broken by love and envy. 

“I am sorry.. Sorry Sanchit.. Never thought you would..” as he gave in to Sanchit’s force and 

plummeted down. 

 

The headlines that followed a week later were to rock the twins’ worlds.  

Forever. 

TUSSLE BETWEEN TWINS : MOTIVE SHROUDED IN MYSTERY 

Shimla, Mar 22: 

   The hilltop was full of action last week, as the crowd witnessed an ugly row 

between two twins, Sanchit and Archit Mishra. Sanchit, an upcoming athlete, was touted to be a 

certainty in the Indian Long Jump team for the London Olympics scheduled next year, but of course, 

fate thought differently. The motive for the fight, which ended with Archit falling over the hill top, is 

still unclear. Archit, though lucky to survive, sustained severe injuries, and lost his speech and limb 

mobility in shock. Both parties were unable to communicate or express themselves, as one of them is 

deaf and mute by birth, and the other, almost entirely paralyzed. The court hearing that happened 

yesterday ended in an unusual manner, with the judge sentencing both the twins to a year’s jail term. 

Archit is expected to serve his term once the doctors have deemed him fit. Is the justice too harsh? Or 

is this expected to unravel the motive? Only time can tell. 

 



Somebody dropped a plate somewhere and that brought Sanchit back to the present. He sneaked back 

to his room and spent the rest of the night in guilt. 

What Sanchit didn’t know was, Sakshi had readied the legal procedures through her firm and secured 

the release papers for both the twins. Archit’s release date was tomorrow, and Sanchit’s the week after. 

The next morning, the twins’ parents came to receive their son, along with Sakshi. It was the visitors’ 

room in which all the five met. Sanchit looked at the innocent faces of his parents and Sakshi, who was 

wheeling Archit towards them.  

His father ran towards him and hugged him as hard as a 55 year old man possibly could. 

“How are you beta? Did these ruffians ill treat you?” asked Sanchit’s mother, tears already running 

down her cheek. 

Sanchit gave a silent disapproval and turned to his father, avoiding Sakshi’s gaze all the while.  

“What are you saying Sushma? What did you think of our son? You think he’d let them manhandle him? 

He would give them a good piece of his mind. And a few punches here and there. Like that!” said his 

father, as he punched him playfully. He wiped a tear trickling out from his eyes onto his cheek. 

Sanchit closed his eyes. Tears seeped through his eyelids.  

Sakshi caught Sanchit by his wrist and turned him towards her. She was smiling. 

“Sanchit! Do you know what the most ironical thing in this whole story was? Those fools thinking that 

you were fighting against each other. What moron in this world could possibly perceive one twin trying 

to kill another? Haha! Idiots I tell you! Archit lost balance, and you were trying to pull him back up, but 

you couldn’t help it. Right?” 

Their belief and confidence in him scared him. He looked down with nowhere to hide his shame. 

That was all the love Sanchit needed. Not bodily, carnal, picture perfect love, but love when he needed it 

the most, and Sakshi gave it to him. Not only Sakshi, the three of them had dished out loads of love, 

spraying it like a fountain over his dried up heart with only remorse within.  

Sanchit kneeled down in front of Archit, and bent down to touch the rough concrete with his head. He 

started shaking.  

He cried. He poured out his regret, his gratefulness towards his parents, his apologies to Sakshi and 

Archit in one long wail. He banged the floor with his fist and put his hands to his head. A mute man 

couldn’t have possibly cursed God more for ‘endowing’ him with such a ‘gift’. 

The people around couldn’t help feeling pity for a youth whose life had derailed so terribly. The jailor 

put his reassuring hand on Sanchit’s shoulder and lifted him. Archit, whose face was stone hard till then, 

looked at Sanchit and blinked slowly and kindly, thrice. Sanchit’s time was over and had to be taken 

back.  



The next week, the four of them came for Sanchit’s release. There was a huge crowd in front of the 

building.  

“Bhaiyya, what happened?” asked Sakshi to the jailor. 

“Mada..Madam…Please go away.. so sorry..” he was unable to continue. 

“What happened? Tell me!” shouted Sakshi sensing something was amiss. 

“Sanchit licked rat poison off his cell walls and now he is unconscious. Doctor sahib is checking him.” 

Sakshi and Sanchit’s parents pushed the crowd aside and ran towards Sanchit and kneeled down. 

“I am sorry sir, he is no more” said the doctor to Mr. Mishra. 

“Nooo!” shrieked Mrs. Mishra and drew him close to her chest. 

Sanchit’s father and Sakshi were too shocked to utter a word.  

 

Once upon a time, there lived two parrots who were together right from the time they saw the light of 

this world. There came a cuckoo, to share the warmth between the two. The parrot needed the cuckoo 

so much. So much so that it was willing to go to the extent of killing its sibling to attain the cuckoo. Then 

it realized love was not something that one can buy, or acquire through eliminating others. It was a 

feeling, warmth, and understanding that breaks all bounds, penetrates all barriers and surges right into 

the heart. The parrot killed itself eventually, unable to bear the weight of guilt. 

 The parrot lay pitifully on the jail floor as its parents mourned its untimely departure from a world so 

beautiful. 

 

Notes: 

Theme – Love story in Prison. 


