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This story is a work of fiction
and the characters and events in it exist only in its pages and in
the author’s imagination.
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The last year of school was
supposed to be a stressful mess, but Sathya never expected it would
get this stressful or this messy. He’s pissed off with his parents,
his best friend is convinced something is wrong with him, and
there’s a new guy with a pretty face and dazzling eyes, and Sathya
just can’t seem to ignore him.

Or rather, Sathya doesn’t want
to ignore him.

***
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The ignorant think love only helps the
virtuous

They know not that it is also the
reason for bravery.

 


—Thiruvalluvar, Thirukkural
(Chapter 8, Kural 76)
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 New Day,
Old Blues

A whole new day, a whole new school
year, whole new experiences…not.

After two months of falling asleep at
two a.m. and waking up at noon, Sathya was struggling to keep his
eyes open enough to make the journey from his dorm room to the
quadrangle for morning assembly. The first day of Class 12 was the
same as the first day of any other grade: assembly was extra long,
the principal addressing the students with a rambling speech about
motivation and doing better and blah, blah, blah. Except today,
when she delivered her spiel about working hard and aiming high for
the public exams, she was looking at Sathya’s class. That was
new.

Around him, his classmates stood taller,
tightening their neckties and lifting their chins, galvanised by
the inspirational words about those high achievers who had been
products of the school. Sathya had a feeling the high spirits would
last a month at best, before everyone started cursing the workload
and the stress.

Finally, assembly was dismissed.
Students walked single file back to their classes, good little
worker ants who knew the everyday drill even after two months
without it.

When Sathya stepped into class, he
noticed the last two seats in the third row were empty. He smiled,
feeling something other than a dull irritation for the first time
since he’d talked to his mother three days earlier. Those
particular seats were unofficially his and Prithvi’s, and having
that recognised was gratifying. He dropped into the spot nearest
the wall and looked around the class as he stowed his books in his
desk, noting who was sitting where, catching snippets of
conversation about what everyone had got up to over the summer
holidays.

It was unseasonably hot and muggy for
June, and Sathya’s tie already felt like a noose around his neck.
He loosened it a fraction, tugging it more off kilter than it
already had been, and glared at the fans. Even when spinning at
full speed, they provided precious little respite from the
heat.

Some girls smiled, and Sathya nodded at
them, while a few guys called out jovial greetings which he
returned. Ashwini caught his eye from the first bench near the door
and waved cheerfully. Sathya waved back. She started to say
something but was cut off when Radha Ma’am entered the classroom.
The class rose at once, chorusing a good morning.

She returned their greeting and waited
for them to sit back down before picking up the class register. “I
hope you all enjoyed your holiday, because you need to buckle down
and start preparing for the boards. Just because you’re in the
commerce group doesn’t mean you can slack off, you know.”

A collective groan went around the
class, and Sathya rolled his eyes heavenwards: not her, too.
He didn’t get what the deal was. The minute a kid stepped into
grade twelve, academics were all the adults could talk about:
public exams this, entrance exams that, ranks, high
scores, getting into a prestigious college, et cetera. It was like
everything apart from academic prowess stopped existing, as if
students counted for nothing unless they got good marks. He hated
it.

The teacher handed out their class
schedule and collected their holiday homework but allowed them to
do their own thing after that, letting them get used to being back
in school before returning to the daily grind. English was pretty
much the same. Their Accountancy teacher was a regular spoilsport
and insisted on starting lessons right away, and the Economics
teacher was new so there was a round of introductions for her
benefit, but even that was par for the course for first days.

Sathya regretted not sleeping in. It
would have meant facing the hostel warden’s wrath, but at least
that would have been entertaining.

***

A week later, a ceremony was held to
announce the new Heads of House and School Pupil Leaders. Sathya
was chosen to be head of Lotus House with Ashwini. He’d known he
stood a chance of being selected since House Heads were often also
sports captains, but he was still surprised when his name was
called.
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