
Quarantine Diaries: 
 
Day 10, Kathmandu 
March 29, 2020 

 
I am losing it now. I need people in my life. And Love. Somebody sing Chori Chori Chupke Se 
for me like Salman Khan does in the movie Lucky. Watched that music video for the 1863th 
time and still there’s something in it that makes me smile. I hate my attention span. And a 
lot of things. But take a deep breath. And let go. You need to be there for yourself right now. 
Before anybody else. 
 
  



Day 11, Kathmandu 
March 30,2020 

 
Today’s for good conversations. But like I said every day has its own universe. I am still not 
sure if it’s people not noticing things or not thinking it’s important enough to be shared. But 
whatever the case is I still believe that the fun is in the details. I still feel every emotion in its 
highest intensity including boredom. So when I ask you how your day was I mean tell me 
how much milk you added in your coffee. Tell me what song you played while cooking. And 
what consistency of daal you like. I care about every freaking thing that happens in a day. 
Everything you do is an art.  
 
And danced in my orange crop top in front of the living room’s TV. I need to create my own 
happiness, it's not gonna work otherwise. Now I am pushing myself to do THINGS other 
than just waiting for days to pass. Especially if classes start from tomorrow. And Dr B. told 
me how people in the west have been complaining about petty things when so many people’s 
lives are at stake. How would any other thing happen if the lives didn’t exist?  
 



  



Day 12, Kathmandu 
March 30,2020 

 
I am struggling to live in two continents at the same time. But it's okay. It’s just not always 
about the dichotomy, look at the grey area in between. Hajurama tells me in the video call 
that they are making Makai exactly the kind that I like. Kaya shows me how Aama braided 
her hair and giggles. I send Aama a picture of Chatpate I made here and she sends me a 
picture of Aaloo sadheko from Biratnagar.  
 
And today, on day twelve, I know there are exactly four pigeons living above the washing 
machine outside the balcony. And even though they shit everywhere and it smells weird, I’m 
not gonna send them away. Because it’s not fun to live without your family and who knows it 
better than me right now? 
 
And thanks for reminding me to paint my nails in pink. Whoever it is. 
 
  



Day 13, Kathmandu 
April 1, 2020 
 

 
This is not a picture taken today but if somebody had taken my picture today I would look 
exactly the same. Prof M writes in her email to me, “It’s a peculiar circumstance, to be sure, 
especially for us contemplative extroverts such as ourselves” and ends it with “writing will be 
your salvation.” 
 
When the wind blows through the door of the balcony and hits my face, I feel like a heroine. 
The same wind sometimes brings the smell of fried mushroom. This quarantine has also 
started to teach me to drink black coffee. 
 
Today I opened the packet of pop rocks that I originally planned to give Kaya. Took me back 
to the days when Abbu used to buy it for us. Sitting in his motorcycle we used to go to the 



Quality Ice cream shop which was the only ice cream shop in Biratnagar. I would always 
select the chocobar wrapped in the blue packet. 
 
Today I also discovered that my favorite part of this apartment is the dining table. I can read 
books there and also eat. I do the structured thinking part there. Not my bed. That’s for 
dreaming and overthinking. When my American friends complain about staying with their 
parents I wonder what they would have done if they lived with four generations like I did 
nine years back. 
 
Today I roasted four tomatoes and a green chilly and some cloves of garlic. And then 
smashed them all to make tamatar ko achar. I fried potatoes till it made me forget that I have 
been living by myself. I add some turmeric in it because I come from a place that strongly 
believes that turmeric can fix everything. I listened to somebody talking about Jane Austin’s 
writing in a podcast. I have never read Jane Austin but I had brought Pride and Prejudice in 
a beautiful pink cover in the Bagdora airport while returning from an Indian wedding. The 
book is on one of the shelves in Biratnagar. 
 

 
 



Today was the first time I saw pigeons struggling to fly amongst the storm. And today was 
also the first time I questioned my entire life for not reading Sylvia Plath. Quoting her here 
before calling it a night, “The future is what matters – because one never reaches it, but 
always stays in the present.” 
And I am tired of answering people’s ‘how are you’s. By the time I will tell you how I am 
doing, I will probably be feeling something else. 
 
Day 14, Kathmandu 
April 2, 2020 
 

 
Fourteen days without ranting to a REAL person. Somebody up there, are you proud of me? I 
read that across Mahakali some Nepalis could see their homes but couldn’t reach them. 
Borders. Restrictions. And my head keeps thinking about what Sylvia said, “It’s the living, 
the eating, the sleeping that everyone needs. Ideas don’t matter so much after all.” 
 
I looked at the hills today after sunset. In the dark it looked like it was hugging the entire 
city, giving it the strength it needed. Once the darkness took over, I wanted to use the lights 
shining through different windows in Kathmandu as a shimmering eyeshadow over my 
eyelids. I take a deep breath listening to the dogs barking and make the most of it, 



remembering how Arun always mentioned he missed that about Nepal. Something that I get 
so easily here is being missed by somebody somewhere. 
And there’s a different kind of attachment I have started to find while heating food in the 
pan. Attachment is needed for survival. Doesn’t matter if it’s with people, places, things or 
actions. 
 
Tanvir from Rome texted me today. He worked at this roadside Bangladeshi restaurant  in 
Trastevere, so close to my apartment in Rome. After my tastebuds were tired of eating 
pizzas, I discovered this hidden gem with a local taste. I would go there after my classes and 
eat Fish curry and Rice. And sometimes mutton with a lot of spices. Tanvir would smile at 
me and once he had asked me if I watched Bollywood movies. Right before I left Rome, he 
asked me if he could add me on Facebook and I let him. My housemate thought that was 
creepy but after that he only wished me a Happy New Year or asked how  my family was 
doing in Nepal and never lengthened the conversation. He texted me today asking if I was 
safe. I hate myself for not texting him first. I hate myself for not texting anybody in Rome 
and asking how they were doing.  
 
And S told me yesterday that his girl broke his heart and one needs to be careful about these 
things. What for? I have no idea. I sometimes talk to somebody who makes me question how 
this entire universe functions. 
 
Day 15, Kathmandu 
April 3,2020 
 
I don’t know. I don’t know. I don’t know. I am not asking myself what I am feeling and why I 
am feeling. Why are we defined by what we do in our professional fields? And why is it that 
how we function is compared with how everybody else functions?  
 
Who are you? Why do you make me feel like there’s so much unsaid and there’s so much 
inside you. Tell me about it. Tell me all. Tell me what you question. What you hate. What 
you love. When were you frustrated? When were you in love? But you won’t. You have 
everything but still nothing. And when you finally ask me about my  life, I will give away 
everything that I have like I always do. Through my  words. My friends always tell me not to 
give everything. Keep your secrets. Become a secret. Remain a mystery. What does that 
mean, I ask them. I am everything or nothing. And that’s how everybody will know me. And 
love me. 
 



I will share with him my vulnerability through a word document and will  turn the wifi off. 
But if he’ll  have anything to say, it better be before sunrise. Because when the sun rises, I 
also rise as a different woman. One who does not know what being vulnerable means. When 
the sun sets, my  guard also sets down and I let myself be. Be everything I can’t be otherwise. 
 
And today you thought you wouldn’t write your journal? 
 
The sink was full with dishes. You were just not in the mood. You thought you had a 
headache. Probably it was your feelings. There are five missed calls in your phones that you 
deliberately did not pick up. Prioritizing somebody’s texts that never gives you enough 
satisfaction. There are people dying to tell you about their life. And here you are thinking 
and overthinking. You still think everybody contains multitudes. 
 
But you go back to when you saw a father play with his kid in a pink blanket. And you smile 
wondering if Abbu looked the same playing with you. 
 
And today again brought too many emotions for one day. 
 
 
Day 16, Kathmandu 
April 4,2020 
 
I am wearing a black long sleeveless dress and pink and blue socks that Annarosa’s mom sent 
for me in her care package from Maine. I have drawn all of the curtains so that no light 
enters. I figured that helps me focus better while studying. I brewed some black tea and lit a 
candle. I don’t know what anybody would think of me staying in the dark like this if they 
entered. But I know nobody will. 



  
I have been thinking about Italy today and the girls I met in the library of Rome. We had 
talked and they had suggested that I watch gossip girls. I still haven’t. Also on the last day 
that I was in Rome, I had gone outside the Colosseum and my roommate had taken a picture 
of me facing  the Colosseum. It had come out like a silhouette. And we had eaten some 
gelato.  
 
I saw a picture of a kid sitting on a red cylinder which was being carried in Lalitpur when her 
parents were taking it home during this lockdown. 
 LP said they did her second test for the virus today in the government quarantine in 
Vietnam by putting a long stick from her nostril to her throat. She said it felt like she 
swallowed some water while swimming. She also said she wanted strawberry shortcake ice 
cream and pretzel bun with turkey and ham and toasted tomato and cucumber and spinach 
with a little bit of stinger sauce. I just want chicken. America’s chicken is so bland, it’s like 



chewing a rubber. Now, I have been in Nepal for the past fourteen days and I still haven’t 
had chicken. 
 

 
 
Today I miss the sounds from Biratnagar. My sister constantly opening the door to my room 
and asking me if I will sleep with her tonight. 
Dulce sent me a video where she asked me to help her come up with a short bio for her life 
and I immediately said “Say It’s shitty.” All of us laughed. I miss being sassy. And if I knew 
those were the last moments we would spend together, would I have valued them more? 
 
Day 17, Kathmandu 
April 5, 2020 
 



Today I woke up at 5 am coughing and filled with gas, probably because I had not had dinner 
last night. Worried if I had corona, the first thing I did was open the main door to the 
apartment. And wore a bra. In case I had to be taken to the ER. 
 
Abbu called me later and noticed how dark my room was. I told him I had to shut the curtain 
and light a candle to bring out the creative writer in me. He then asked me when I could give 
them time. I laughed.  
 
I spent most of the time going through the old pictures from college and wondering about it. 
Bartika Didi’s songs were playing in the background throughout. 
 
April 24-26, 2019 

 



 
 
These pictures are from the 2019 Spring Frelon that happened to be my last show. The 
aesthetic that the ladies bathroom holds right before every show is the most seductive thing 
I have witnessed in my life. Straightened hair. Curled hairs. Skirts. Hip scarfs. Glitters. 
Anxiety. Sweat. Pictures. Do you have 1,2,3,4, 5..5…safety pins? Is my blush too much? Can 
you record it for me? Excuse me! I need to change. Let’s practise it one last time in the 
hallway. Shit. We’re next.  
 
I miss dancing. I miss dancing. I miss dancing. I miss being me. 
 
  



March 24, 2019 

 
Two fun facts: about me Every atom in my body is pink and made of rice 
 
I took this picture in one of the stores in South Haven. I went there with the new group of 
international students and  brought a mini treasure box for my earrings. There is a little girl 
inside the earring box wearing a skirt like in ballet and when I turn the keys she revolves 
around and the music plays in the background. One of my friends had asked me if I had 
bought that for my eight years old sister.  
 
June 11, 2019 

 
 



I took this picture on literally the last day we were in our apartment in Greenbriar. For some 
reason, me and Sarada had dared to think that we would be able to empty an entire 
apartment within twenty four hours. Everything that we brought were in those boxes. 
Everything that we were, were in those boxes. The blue box with the checked cream cover in 
it still has all the postcards, notes and letters that people have sent me. Who knew they 
would have two extra emotional letters that I would get before leaving undergrad abruptly 
like this? Sarada managed to drive a U-Haul safely after her grandma and ma had explicitly 
suggested to ask a guy friend of hers to do it. We did it and we were alive. The apartment 
looked sad. We had shared a bed together for a quarter as well as a wall of pictures. 
Everytime I took a picture out of that wall, I took a piece of my heart out. We had laughed, 
yelled and cried in that apartment together. People would ask us why we were sleeping in 
the same bed and Sarada would make a joke that we should come out now. I had even told 
my dad that if nothing worked out Sarada had told me that she would marry me and I could 
get a green card. We were in solidarity. WE DON’T NEED A MAN was our slogan. And then 
we would rant and rant and rant about how much power we gave to a guy to make us feel 
what we feel. We would then drink tea and read Rudy’s poems, “Tell me a story and let’s 
laugh like it’s the only thing keeping us alive.” 
 
September 29,2019 

 
I took this picture when Annarosa hugged Sarada after she got crazy drunk in 214 Douglas.  
 
Abdullah was also super drunk. That day, drunk Sarada told drunk Abdullah that he should 
drink water. And when he went straight to the tap, Sarada managed to offer him a red solo 



cup. That day Abdullah told me that he loves me five times and then repeated as a friend for 
the next five times. I laughed and said I know. That day, he had said that he had shared 
things with me that he wouldn’t have with anybody else. It reminded me of that one time we 
had cheesecake in a fancy restaurant downtown and left without paying because it 
disappointed us. That day, I wondered if I was supposed to be drunk to respond to a drunk 
love. But I was sober. And it hit me way too much. I don’t think I could have survived my 
first year had this Pakistani guy who got homesick like I did, did not live right next door. 
Both of our roommates had left. I would go to his room and randomly ask him if he had 
listened to any of the two billion Hindi songs that I listened to. I can’t believe that was four 
years ago. And today? Here I am in Kathmandu and he is in Kalamazoo. 
 
October 29, 2019 

 
I had never taken pictures of fall in America before this. I am glad Boemin made me do this. 
I took at least three hundred pictures of her on my phone. All the shades of orange, pink and 
brown. Throwing of leaves. Falling of leaves. Leaves hitting her face. With a jacket. Without 
a jacket. I love her for reminding me of the insanity I have. In the college where everyone 
lived in the library, Boemin reminded me of the world that existed outside. And inside me. I 
met her in the Intro to Creative Writing class in my first year and after that I have seen her 
rant, wear the darkest lipsticks as well as write poems an hour before the classes. But 
however she does it. She does it great 
 
This is a note she wrote for me in our Senior seminar when I cracked a joke while our 
professor was in the class. Sorry Bruce. 



 
  



May 23rd, 2019 

 
This picture was taken in the backyard of Dulce and Peter’s house. It was one of the 
Saturdays of the Spring quarter. Before this picture was taken, me, Maddie and Dulce had 
laid in Dulce’s comfortable bed with white bed sheet on it. I had asked her why there was an 
x-ray of her ankle hung in the wall right above her bed. She told me Peter thought her ankle 
was broken and she said that it wasn’t. To prove that he was wrong, she got the x-ray taken 
and hung it right next to that. After that Peter woke up every day to know that she was right. 
We all laughed. And then we talked and talked and talked. Dulce took my phone and sent a 
facebook friend request to a guy I had sat in the cafe and had dinner with. It was an 
impulsive decision after my South Asian guy friends gang challenged me that I would never 
approach a guy. I went to his table with vanilla icecream and asked if I could sit with him. I 
told him my friends had left me and I hated to eat by myself. Only the first half of the 
sentence was a lie. He was a STEM major and I told him I hated science. He told me 
something like “Every little thing that happens because of science makes the bigger universe 
possible where you write your poems.” I told him that line was a poem in itself. He smiled 
and then we left. 
 
Day 18, Kathmandu 
April 7,2020 
 



Spent the first half of the day confirming my feelings about something and then the second 
half asking the other person about their emotions. The conclusion is that knowing how the 
universe functions is different from knowing how you function. The later is so much harder. 
 

I  
oiled my hair and sat in the chair at the dining table for five hours because I hadn’t reached  
the energy threshold required to get up and take a shower. I had read somewhere that the 
brain consumes 40% of our total energy. Today it consumed 80% from me. 
 
I am a mess  but at least the apartment is well cleaned. My first assignment for a fiction 
writing class is due soon and  I can’t make up stories. I only know how to talk about my real 
life. 
 
After I finally managed to shower, I fried some onions in butter and added some beaten rice. 
Just how Hajurama would make for us on Saturdays. I also made the most bitter dark coffee 
I could make. Needed something more overpowering than my own emotions. 
 
I watch a video of Tere Bina and when Abisekh Bachhan pulls gorgeously dressed Aishwarya 
Rai towards him I wonder how can somebody love the other person so much that they forget 
who they are. And I don’t know if asking about this feeling to people who have had people 
who loved them like that makes any sense. 
 
Today when I asked PC if he ever mentioned to somebody that he missed home when he was 
abroad, he said he mentioned that he missed momos.  
 



And Aama told me that I was given a BCG vaccine when I was a kid. And now they have this 
hypothesis that a lot of the countries who had the TB vaccine mandatory don’t have a lot of 
cases. Who knew a vaccine that was mandatory in a third world country for their poor health 
situation would change the dynamic here? 
 
One more day passed waiting for normalcy. And I couldn’t sleep till 2 am because I was 
coughing. I hold my breath for ten seconds and try to figure out if my lungs were doing fine. 
How do you know if your lungs are doing fine? 
 
Day 19, Kathmandu 
April 8,2020 
 
I watched my coffee boil in one pot and eggs spattering in another pan. I have started to 
strongly like how I drink my coffee sitting in the sun. Today I feel like I have developed a 
discipline and now can do this thing even further. 
 
I read in my religion class that some women during the seventeenth century did believe that 
they were witches and I think that is pretty badass. And then when I went to the kitchen, I 
saw that a bunch of steel dabbas and lunch boxes had filled the cabinets. I can’t send them 
back to N Sanima because they say the virus can last in plastics as well as metals. 
 
I am craving for rain. I want my hair to be wet and to run around a grassy field with my bare 
feet. I want to spin round and round and sing Sajna Hai Mujhe at the top of my lungs. Maybe 
somebody can record a video of me while I am doing this and I would play that over and over 
later. 
 
I am not thinking about what’s happening in the world outside. If the number of death rates 
have increased or decreased. If any more people who returned to Nepal with Qatar airlines 
got infected. And I feel horrible saying that. But I am not in the mood. 
 



 
 

 
I wonder if that guy ever got my postcard that I sent him on December 11. I had messed up 
his address but somehow still managed to send it to him. He had told me he had never 



received a postcard before. And I had promised him that I would send one from Nepal. And 
I did but he was only going to come back in April and I was waiting to hear what he would 
say. But April happened in Nepal not Kalamazoo and I guess the answer will always remain a 
mystery. And I will let it be. 
 
I lost the urge to cook today and ate two apples after I starved myself till the very last 
minute. Been thinking about the bunch of food I bought thinking I would cook in 
Kalamazoo. And my housemates. It would be fun to bake together right now. 
 
I watched Kabhi Alvida Na Kehna today and danced on the table when Where’s the party Tonight 
played. 
 
Prime minister Oli compared the situation with the earthquake we faced 5 years back. 
Nepalis are resilient. Nepalis are resilient. Nepalis are resilient. And you are a Nepali. No 
matter how long you stayed in America. 
 
Day 20, Kathmandu 
April 8,2020 
 
Pissed. Annoyed. Mad. What for? I don’t know. Abbu called me and tried to have a 
conversation and I kept on snitching. What am I even mad about? I haven’t been able to 
focus on my studies. Doing online stuff is weird. And I tell myself I should not be 
complaining. I should not be complaining. I should not be complaining about the situation 
but I am not super happy either you know. I AM frustrated. Do I have the virus? Can I go for 
a walk now? Ten people call me and give me ten different hypotheses. It’s fine you haven’t 
shown symptoms. You might still be a carrier. Do you want to come to our place? How 
responsible am I supposed to be? Today is Day 20. Can I go for a walk now? Should I go for a 
walk now? What does the cough that I have since the past three days supposed to mean? Is it 
a normal cough? Should I be worried? Am I not worried already? 
 
For the past couple of days I haven’t even noticed the sunsets or the hills. Or the baby being 
massaged by her mother in the other house? I hate associating this place with school stress. 
That was not what Nepal was for me. Every time I came here I forgot what happened in 
America. But this time I am sitting at the dining table pushing myself with the readings. The 
pigeons are used to me now; they don’t fly away when I open the balcony door. 
 



I read everyone’s story that says productivity is not important right now, your mental health 
is and I don’t know what that I am supposed to do with that knowledge. 
 
I called home again after. I felt horrible because I bet my father couldn’t sleep properly for 
the past three nights since I told him I had been coughing. And Aama told me that she was 
cooking fish for dinner and she did not think that she would be able to eat it because I was 
not home. And I was not yelling how much I loved fish. Especially the ones that Aama cooks. 
I told Aama, “Aama do you know that I have even written a poem about you cooking fish?” 
She smiled. In our family nobody knows what it means to be in somebody’s writing. Because 
I am the first one telling stories about them. After that I sat in my bed. I did not know what 
to do with the ugly feeling. 

 
 
Today I hadn’t closed the curtains after sunset and changed in my pjs. Today I was not 
following my fake structured life that I have created here. Today on the 20th day I realized 
that I can see the moon right through the transparent door of the balcony if I didn’t shut the 
curtains. I played Prateek Kuhad in the background. Dimmed the light. Opened my socks and 
let my feet do whatever with the rhythm. I don’t even know when was the last time I stared 
at the moon for so long. Without having to worry what’s the next thing that needs to be 
done. I sent a video to somebody and told them to look at the pink moon! After a while they 
said that I just took them there. Can I still be the poetic one ? 
 



Day 21, Kathmandu 
April 9, 2020 
 
Aama taught me to make Jaaulo this morning. And I followed her instruction, warmed some 
butter and added some cumin and fenugreek seeds. Rice and daal. And then garlic ginger 
after I nicely peeled and made it’s paste. I let the pressure cooker do it’s job and then ate it. I 
remember the first time I used a pressure cooker in America in my second year of college, 
my housemates came to see how it worked and I had laughed. 
 

 
Spent the day trying to study but did not really. Took a two hours nap and woke up in a 
different universe. Good to know that LP is home now after the government quarantine. I 
don’t know what that feels like. 
 
Aama made me make jeera pani with Kasturi bhusan for my throat. And then made me add 
black pepper. And turmeric. I repeat, I come from a place where they believe that turmeric 
can fix everything. And then she called me thrice before she went to her bed. 
 
Day 22, Kathmandu 
April 10, 2020 
 



I feel empty today and my chest hurts a little. 
Been thinking about how I made Nikita a character in my fiction writing workshop. 
 

 

 
 
 


