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It’s like toothpaste. Once it’s out of the tube, it’s difficult to get it back in, my uncle had said many moons ago. 
He wasn’t hammered yet, but definitely sufficiently drunk. He made this proclamation in a room full 
of people, and everyone pretended to listen to it intently. Of course, behind their sombre 
expressions, they were sniggering. I was a kid back then – nine, if I remember correctly – and I was 
clueless what that maxim suggested. 

What had triggered the toothpaste reference was a discussion about fantasies. Someone had asked 
“what an ideal world would be like,” and, one by one, everyone was adding their take to it. One said 
“with beauty all around,” the other said “free from politics,” and another said “where everyone 
respected each other.” Nevertheless, at this point, my uncle, three small whiskeys already inside him, 
made the toothpaste reference. He said what he did, remained seated for a few seconds to let his 
wisdom sink in, and got up to go to the washroom. Once out of the room, everyone exchanged 
glances; and a couple of people laughed mutely.  

Like I said, I was nine; with an intellect that couldn’t fathom the central idea behind the saying. 

But, twenty years later, I do now.  

And what brought about this memory?  

Lately, I have been fantasising about the idea of a life different than what I have. It’s a commonplace 
thought – how would my life be if I were someone else, something which I suppose a lot of us are guilty of 
having wandered into at some point in our lives. And what I do fantasise in these moments of 
insecurity – because how is not being contented with your life and wanting to be someone else not a 
sign of insecurity? – is a vision. 

I see a picturesque vista, one of ice capped mountains in the distance, a meadow green as the 
greenest green you’ve ever seen in the foreground; and myself, emerging from a house right next to 
a tributary that five kilometres away flows into the river, walking up to my place of work. A pizzeria. 
My job is fairly simple and incredibly gratifying. Prepare pizzas, load them up in the oven, and serve 
them hot and fresh. Maybe we serve a glass of lemonade with every order. It’s a fantasy, so I don’t 
really have to care about making bad business decisions. We are in the hills, perhaps one of those 
locations that hasn’t caught the eye of commercial tourism, and thankfully away from the anguishing 
bustle of the city. The place is never filled to the brim, but it is a favourite and perhaps the only joint 
for people from around town.  

The glass walls give the most magical view of the rolling hills far away, and, in the morning (though 
a pizzeria, we also serve breakfast; eggs and pancakes are our specialty), the way the sunlight slants 
into the surface of the hills complements the unforgivingly tough, icy terrain of those lofty peaks. 
There is light chatter around the pizzeria. In the distance, you can hear the tributary, faint yet 
unmistakable. From a few trees around from where we are, birds twitter and chirp. The clang of the 
cups and the cutlery inside the warm pizzeria reflects the notion that time doesn’t stand still; it 
moves constantly, and we move with it too. We don’t play any music inside. The natural sounds 
serve the purpose.   

And after a long day at work, I come home by 7:30. By long, I don’t mean tumultuous; although I can 
see how the two could be interchangeably used. By 8:30, after the last meal of the day is done with, 



people get together with their families and sit back with a glass of coffee or a drink, maybe in front 
of a bonfire (even during summers, the mercury levels don’t rise more than twenty degrees Celsius), 
or curl up with a good book or a movie in the comfort of their homes. I would either visit my 
friends, enjoy a nice warm bonfire with them – maybe supplement it with a barbeque, burgers and 
hotdogs straight off the grill – or break open a bottle of wine and pour myself a glass and sit in my 
balcony, watching the celestial spread of twinkling lights overhead and thinking… about anything 
and everything. And, by that, I don’t mean the usual and, by large, trivial stuff. Am I earning enough for 
my age? Did I send in my insurance check on time this month? Did my aunt feel offended I didn’t wish her son happy 
birthday? 

What I do think, what I feel, sitting under the blanket of stars gazing down on me – and no matter 
the cold in the air, because in fantasies as tantalising as these the weather is always blissfully pleasant 
– is happiness.  

Maybe my uncle was right, because, each time the tribulations of the real life bear down upon me 
(adulthood is a trap; don’t fall for or into it, a bumper sticker I saw a few years ago comes to me), I realise 
it is difficult to escape my fantasy. Once it’s out of the tube, it’s difficult to get it back in. And, yet, dreaming 
my sweet little dream, of a life that may or may not ever be actualised, a life that perhaps may be too 
good to be true, I feel hope well up in me.  

Andy Dufresne’s quote from Rita Hayworth and the Shawshank Redemption comes to me. Hope is a 
good thing, maybe the best of things, and no good thing ever dies.  

 


