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The ghosts called
lost friends

NOUSHIN NURI

We lose friends. Often, not to something as grand as death or disas-
ter, but to subtler things like misunderstandings and misbehaviour.
Things the two people could not agree on. Something that seemed
agonisingly wrong to one but the other never understood why.

When we remember these lost friends, memory comes in layers. But
the first layer generally comes unexpectedly - like a mirror flashing
right in front of your face. A specific mirror in the specific place where

you and your dear friend once took a selfie. Now, you see only yourself

there. But for a fleeting moment, you saw that lost friend too, posing
beside you. As they say, ghosts get caught in the mirror.

Their ghosts sit with us at the tables we used to dine in togeth-
er. The moon makes us remember conversations we had under it.
Perhaps, those words still hover in the wind, distillate into fog, and
evaporate into mist.

Memories condense into dark clouds, too. All the times they were
wrong, they wronged, and didn’t feel sorry. Times when apologies
were made but not accepted. The times you discovered the circuitous
lanes of their betrayals. The awful things they did. And the cruel twists
of fate that left you not in speaking terms anymore.

Some memories morph into a question mark. We ask ourselves
if we were right in pushing them away or letting go. Maybe it is not
possible to ever have the right answers. Hence, we avoid the question
altogether, saying, “We were just friends, after all.”

But “just friends” might be what we mourn the most. The simplicity
and light-heartedness our friendships started with. When expectations
were low and disappointments rare. Is it unusual to wish that the
friendship never reached the depth it eventually did? Is it abnormal to
want to evade the weight that ultimately brought it down?

At some point, maybe we just grew tired. Tired of resolving con-
flicts. Tired of carrying the weight of our deep emotions. And when
feelings become too much to be accommodated into the narrow space
of practicality, we chose not to feel at all. But it's not as if choice had
ever dictated the heart.

So, when paths collide and eyes meet, do we smile at them? Per-
haps we do, almost as a reflex action. The muscles in our faces are not
yet adept at holding grudges. The gap, comprised of years of separa-
tion, closes in an instant. But for an instant only. Reason kicks in like
thunder and summons back the black clouds of all the things that
were wrong.

We don't stop to greet. We walk on, on our own. After a while, we
even get better at it. But this walking alone might just be an illusion.
Because we reach the mirror again and spot the ghost.

Noushin Nuri is an early bird fighting the world to maintain her sleep sched-
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Young people today are no strangers to the sweaty palms,
the nervous giggles, or the fear of judgement when it
comes to meeting online friends for the first time. While it
is golden to have online friendships reach the real world,
many connections that transpire online never leave the
dark backdrop of our inbox, but rather fizzle out quietly
until the eventual ghosting.

Yes, finding cyber humanoids to geek out
about the next manga release has never
been easier. But crossing the bridge to dis-
cover friends in them is an Olympian feat.

I remember logging into my socials to
find curated playlists, hilarious typos of a
friend asking how I have been coping from
exams, voice messages from my hopeless-
ly romantic friend gushing about their
“soulmate for life”. The brutal banter and
the quick make-ups, the shady jokes, and
the truest confessions. All my friends that
live inside message alerts have not seen any
less than the friends I have made in real life.
Yet so many have been lost to time, with the
exception of a few still stubbornly lingering.

There is an ease in being our most sin-
cere in the shelter of our screens, making
brief connections on the internet. They say
there is a limit to how many people you'll
remember from your life, but I wonder
how online friendships can endure if their
existence is reliant on digital data. Replace
the old ones with the new, the ghosts with
the notifications - the mantra for surviving
online.

Repeating this cycle enough times can
dilute our sensitivity and affect our natural
human tendency to connect. We can all
recall instances of being called out by our
parents, or even by ourselves, for being
unusually indifferent to emotions that
deserved our attention and care. So, in these
modern times, what is the cure for this
internet-induced malady?

One solution could be that we remain
mindful of forming friendships while con-
sciously coming to terms with the volatile
nature of online interactions. This can allow
us to deal with separations with grace in the
hope that detachment becomes less painful
and our brain does not risk manifesting
unhealthy coping mechanisms under the
guise of apathy.

I will admit that I am just as silly as the
next person to completely bare my soul in
one-shot conversations after midnight and
move on rather easily when time came.
Maybe that is the way we are coded now,
to retain the connections until we can and
let go when we have to. The debate about
whether this “rip off that band-aid, it's okay
to forget Lovely Jaamilah you met on a
Facebook group of wild knitters” approach
is healthy will outlast generations and when
it comes down to it, it really all depends on
our decisions.

I will not assume the voice of a one-hun-
dred-and-seventy-two-year-old man sitting
under an even older tree and advise you
against selling your soul online for brief
warmth. But I will ask you to take care of
yourself and your friends and make the
tragedy into a worthwhile one, one that
does not kill your fragile emotions but
instead prepares you for better things. Make
‘em count!
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