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peered stealthily over the apples.

Like a panther I was watching my

prey. I knew even from behind

that it was him. His shoulder
length, chocolate brown hair, his tall
slim stature, I was sure he was the one. I
made way over to the melons so I could
get a better glimpse. I pretended to be
examining the melons, when I decided to
make my move.

“Excuse me, do you know what aisle
the pickles are in?” Omigod, did I really
just ask what aisle the pickles are in? I
couldn’t have said oysters or chocolate
or frozen peas? Ugh I was dying of em-
barrassment.

Mathias was a Johnny Depp look-a-like
who worked at the local grocery store
where I grew up. He was a high school

legend. Every teenage female (and some
males too) in a 20-mile radius had heard
of the drop-dead gorgeous Mathias. So I
made my mission to find him. Every Sat-
urday morning, I would drive over to the
grocery store in hopes of seeing him. I
would plan my outfits with the zest that
most women reserve for choosing their
wedding sari. And now here he was live
and in the flesh walking me to the pickle
aisle.

“So what's your name?”

“Reshma.”

“What?” A look of bewilderment
flashed across his face as he tried to
sort out the pronunciation in his head. I
cringed on the inside. The problem with
my name is that when people didn’t un-
derstand it, they didn’t simply ask me to
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