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To my god-sent family and the love of my life. I couldn’t have 

done this without either of them. 
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1983, Cortona, Tuscany

 

Listen to me very carefully, because I am the only one who can hear her. So, listen to me with intention, because this ability has left me with the task to be the narrator of this tale

about to happen. So, listen to me, while I listen to her.

When I first reached her, where it was all happening, she was seated in the front like an inanimate stone sculpture and stiff like the bark of a tree. It seemed as if there had never been a time when life ran inside her. Her eyes were dry; there wasn’t a tear in them, because the ache was in her heart, burgeoning from deep inside of her chest. It was the love of her life resting peacefully in the coffin staged only a few feet away. She was just staring at it, numb, equally unresponsive as he was now. Was she waiting for him to rise any moment and tell her that all this was just a nightmare? But when death walks away taking someone you love, they are gone forever.

Lorenzo died on 23rd February 1983, and it seemed that life asked of Ira not to breathe anymore. She could not remember how many hours had passed since he was pronounced dead; time seemed to have stopped altogether. Life seemed to have had stopped too, and with that, she suddenly ceased to exist. She felt bared, homeless, extinguished. How can a mortal exist without its soul?
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As I stood there, like the invisible entity that I am, I was waiting for her to surrender to her grief. I could not go further without her consent; she was not allowing me to pass into the next moment. Her conviction was making me restless, and I am not designed to wait or stop for anyone. So, in the end, I decided to glimpse inside her heart and witness what was happening in there. I did that thinking particularly nothing. But I never imagined it would force me to momentarily pause my journey and see her tale first-hand. And when the voice of her heart whispered, which to my surprise was weeping a lot, this is what I heard —this is how it began:

Your voice, I can still hear it, it is still so close and clear, just like my heartbeat, calling my name - Ira. I rush through the corridors of our house; from the stairs to my favourite window, from our room to the unending silence that occupies it now, wanting to reveal you from your hiding place, following the whispers I assume to hear. But in the end, it hits me; all that is left of you is now silent and restful inside a coffin - you are never coming back. Only moments ago, I had my whole life planned, waiting to be spent with you. But now all that remains is a never-ending wait to meet the end of it. Are you really searching for me through your closed eyes? Are you still there?

And then I quickly retreated. I was shaken; there was so much pain residing in it, her heart, and it had so much to confess. Had it somehow sensed I was listening to it? Was someone finally aware of my invisible omnipresence? And now it was asking me to hear more, and I saw myself willing to wait, for the first time in my entire existence so far.
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“No, it is not in your nature to hold for anyone,” I told myself. “No!” And yet, the very next moment, I was drawn again to her. I was back, listening to her heart, and it was talking. I had taken a seat next to it, and submitted my commitment to this expedition. When it lasted, I had given more than I ever expected out of me for any human. Dedicatedly, I decided to give in as the spectator; that was the deal for her to allow me to move further. I was asked to be the companion to her grief, walk hand in hand with her heart; otherwise, my universal movement would have ceased to exist. So, I heard more and the proceedings of the funeral took place. Then in the coming days and months, her heart wept more, and this is what it confessed further. This is what it said:

His coffin was staged before a mass of people; some who called him family, others a friend, and then there was me, seated like a pitiful widow, who once was, his wife. He lay just a few steps away from me, from the wife he left behind. Marta reviewed the life of her only son, flipping through the pages of her memory. I sat quietly and listened, picturing the day of Lorenzo’s birth through the words of his grief-stricken mother, trying to gather hints of joy by fooling my heart that Lorenzo was just a baby, that there were still twenty-six years left of him.

Sister Lita tells me to learn to move forward. But I fail to understand how that is even possible. I had planned my whole life with him. It’s not my grief talking, but the dilemma l find myself in. Continue without Lorenzo? I don’t understand it. It is an invalid statement. Even hypothetically, just invalid. Absolute lie.

Everyone thinks a darkness is consuming me; I am falling deeper into the void of my heart; my heart that is now tarnished 4                 AKASH BANSAL

and empty like the bottom of that void. People have started fearing for me. It is only natural for them to worry. They love me, and love doesn’t walk alone, with loving someone comes the fear of losing them. Love is always a gamble, you plunge into it with your life at stake, isn’t it?

But I assure them I wouldn’t succumb to any miscalculated actions. But then, in the same breath, I also tell them I would find my way back to love. They grow dreadfully worried at the mention of this, and I fail to express what I mean. 

I tried to stop her right here and force that under no sane circumstances she could find her way back to it; it was against the nature of life. But I think the deal was only about me listening to her heart, and not the other way around, so it went on once again, oblivious, yet aware of her witness.

It is strange how life can seem so bountiful one moment and so barren the next minute. We shared a crazy sort of love that inspired adoration and at times envy in many. And if, in truth, we were crazy, at least we were together in it. It just made so much sense. Doubt had no place here.

I would whisper to him, after a few glasses of wine, as to how beautiful he was and that I must have been beside him in each lifetime, just to be sure he was mine. To this, he would brush his lips against mine, and kiss my eyes. His peculiar ways of responding were like comforting hugs to my soul. His scent was so strong and familiar, that I can still breathe it faintly inside the house. From time to time, I take his clothes out and smell them deeply, just to make sure that I never forget his essence. He is all around me, like he is still with me.
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He loved books, and always remarked that words were his second love; of course, the first was me, and I remember feeling that fuzzy-warm tickle in my stomach every time he mentioned it. But now, these words will never cross me again. He won’t be there to remind me of my place in his heart. I am dependent now on the blueprints of my memories, countless memories, like some tangled web clustered in my mind and reducing my life to this cocoon woven by them. I don’t understand why certain things happen. Before the face of God, I feel this compulsion to demand an answer, to know what lack of redemption on my part compelled God to take him away.

I never looked at death that way. Did it hurt them so much? Everything is moving, I am shocked to know that the world didn’t care to stop even when my life did. I find everything back on its course and wonder about my role left in it. What could be expected from a lifeless wanderer? A visceral feeling whispers that I am no good for anyone anymore. 

Whenever the winds brush against my lips, I think it is you. Have you come along to know my touch once again? Why has our love become so impossible? It was always with me and I know it still is alive, but somehow, I fail to feel it the way I know it. Am I making sense?

Either you would have to return or I would choose to leave. One of the two is bound to be. Maybe the latter is more likely to happen. But will the heavens take me? I am contradicting my own words, isn’t it? I agree with you, because I too know, in my very core, that l am not the same or sane anymore. The Ira that you knew died with you, but unfortunately, she wasn’t buried along with you.
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Love? Why don’t I feel it like they do? Where I come from, everything is understood merely through one factor— continuity or movement. Is that the reason why I am so different from them? Because I just have one colour to see everything with?

I listen to the wind carefully; who knows it might be carrying a message from you. It whispers in my ears and at times sounds like you. The illusion breaks though, the moment I realise it’s only the hush of its course, and nothing else. I try and read more than there is to the magic in nature. Don’t you want to talk to me anymore?

Sister Lita says have faith, even though it seems like the hardest thing to do; have faith. I have my doubts about it now. Is it an anchor we hold onto in vain? A cover to hide the hopelessness of our mortal fragility; that there is nothing beyond, that suffering is in fact real. And that we are bound to suffer.

When I see a man with his woman, I don’t feel envy, rather it serves as a beautiful reminder of what we shared. I always thought of love as something nurtured through habit, that it has no natural course to it, that you choose someone, and learn to love them with the progression of time. You tell yourself consciously every day that they belong to you, so that one day that fondness can ignite into love. I was one of them; for me too, the knot came first and the rest could then follow, if we were fortunate. But you came and you changed all of my prejudices, all laws and the complete gravity of my understanding. 

We all anticipate change. Back then, meeting you changed me for the better, and now since you have left, so, I am going to 
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go through changes once again, but this time, I can’t promise, if it will be for the better. In my sea of unanswered questions, I let this one drown too.

But I am going to hold on to you. That’s something l don’t wish to change, ever. Days are passing and something important seems to be drifting away. I am unable to put my finger on it but I know it is of utmost importance.

The noise of the world brings me down. I crave for the music of rains and thunder; in that I might find you once again. Something tells me you feel an equal sense of unrest as I do, drawn by this compelled parting. Your pain isn’t oblivious to me. I can picture you standing at the crossroads to heaven, gazing at me with a certain longing. l assure you l am with you in mind and heart.

Yet, nothing helps me in seeing the next turn of my life. From where I see, everything looks deserted. The illusions of the world cannot fill this void. I don’t live in our house anymore, I wander between its walls like an unwelcome ghost. I close my eyes and hold on to a pillow and try to imagine it is you. The mind can be fooled for a while but not for too long.

Winters are passing, yet I feel cold, very cold, and it strangely serves as the only physical sensation that tells me l am still alive. My heart feels so heavy as if a stone is stuck inside it. But then I quickly rush to the first memory of us, and the heaviness feels momentarily lessened. Was it just a few years ago? It feels like yesterday.

And then she shared with me how they met, and after that I could not speak a word, I was too taken by all of it, I felt a knock of emotion, and then I only listened without any interruption.



The Love
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Ira

 

I grew up in a convent and never saw the light of my biological parents. But above all, I never felt any void, or longing for them, which would have urged me to look for my family in the

vastness of the world out there. I was raised among many others like me, born out of the union of two but left to the mercy of good. I held on to the belief that I was nurtured by God himself, in his home. Often thinking about this, a faint smile would cross my lips, and then like always, I would find Sister Lita looking at me with an equally soothing eye, as if she were reading my mind. I moved out of the convent’s orphanage when I turned twenty, but I never lost touch with my roots, I visited it often. That particular day was one of the many occasions when I needed Sister Lita beside me.

It was 12th October, 1981, my birthday. This was the day when I was found on the steps of the convent. I began this day by always reflecting that I belonged to someone; even if not my biological parents. I couldn’t put my finger on why, but since the day began, I was also feeling an inexplicable happiness. It felt like an unheard voice, whispering to me, singing about a destined fate that was about to happen, talking about a joy derived by arriving at some long-sought destination. It was just like what

11
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Sister Lita always said, “God is disguised in Cortona as solitude, you couldn’t locate its source, but you knew it was everywhere.” Those songs were as surreal as the unseen presence of something eternal. Her words were dear to me, and even though I addressed her as Sister, she was no less than a mother to me.

We were to visit the local market in the interiors of the town with our family of children at the convent’s orphanage. I wanted this day to go on forever, just like the wishful desire of the pilgrim to stay with its object of reverence for as long as she can. I pictured myself standing at the focus of the universe. It seemed as if the day was just about me, not because it was my birthday— so many must be sharing the same date in that respect—instead it surely was some other unaccountable reason.

Observing the narrow turns of my hill-side town Cortona was a pleasant habit. Cortona, with all of its raw beauty and scenic views reminded me of a serenity which could only be found in books, through the rich texts of a prolific imagination. It was the time for arriving winters, my most beloved season, which made all this beauty even more poignant. Having been veiled by the flowing fog, just like veil of a beautiful bride, one could spot through it something of great beauty. I always felt as if my soul shifted a little closer to my skin during this time of the year, as if it had taken a shape of its own and now walked beside me, hand in hand, like a close companion. The winter of Cortona wasn’t only cold but wet, just the way I loved it. At the wake of every morning, I stood before my window and the fragrance in the air brought hope inside me. Hope for what? I never really gave it much thought. For me it was an assurance that all was still in place, that all good things were still a part of
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our world. It was a humble sign of flowing life around that made everything appear in perfect order.

I was seated on the last empty row when the bus began to move. I was the only passenger seated at the end, and it was just perfect. I could contemplate nature in solitude and silence. It began to drizzle when the bus took off, but I couldn’t see the rain as the thick fog engulfed it. By twenty-two I had come across various bonds that one witnesses in life; friends, family and confidantes. In addition to this, there were some others that I could not identify with a name, a few bonds whose colour I could never decide upon. But whatever be the case, they added something substantial to my life. Some stayed, a few vanished and the rest are safe in the depths of my collectable past.

Life moves on and so it did for me too. To my siblings at the orphanage, I always seemed at peace with whatever I had. I believe them. There was no space inside me to allow regret of not having what I didn’t have. Life was good and solitude was my gifted companion. I loved my own company, and yet, shrouded behind my apparent completeness, there was a lot yet to be revealed. There was one colour yet to be explored in my journey called life. For some, it is the foundation of human existence, for others it’s the driving force behind everything they do. I wonder what definition I would have given to it if ever asked to. Later I realised it was like the union of music and lyrics, distinct though, but powerful as one. Yes, it was love and the essence of my understanding of it was yet to arrive. But little did I know then, the moment had come.

I remember hearing it in a play, that love and death knock without a call. In my case, love did not knock, in fact, it 14                 AKASH BANSAL

bumped, and not with me, but almost with my bus. It would have been lovely having it brushed past me on some deserted road, or in a more inviting setup. My friends always said that I was quite the romantic; I guess I was back then. I only drifted my eyes towards the front when the driver brought the wheels to a screeching halt. He had missed the sight of a man walking down the steep road in the cover of fog and rain. But we weren’t speeding, so he had plenty of time to carry out a judgment. Sister Lita rushed to check if the man was alright. From the last seat, I only saw a faint figure somewhere before the bus, shaking his pants to push out the rain water that had got splashed on him.

“Are you alright, son?” Sister Lita called from the exit door

I worried that the man might call angry names, and I couldn’t take anyone raising a voice at Sister Lita. I left my seat and rushed before the man could reply. I hurriedly reached the exit, fearing that he would burst anytime with his disdainful remarks and provoke me on my birthday. Then the man finally lifted his face and answered.

“Sister, I am alright, thank you,” he said.

A smile marked him. Contrary to my judgments, he humbly thanked Sister Lita for her concern. I was naturally surprised. When Sister Lita got down the bus to speak, I remained at the steps. When the man saw her approaching, he let go of his pants and straightened like a gentleman, welcoming her. It was only then I realised that I was blankly staring at him. I knew that staring at someone was an awkward thing to do, yet it didn’t strike me not to do so. What had made me freeze on those three little steps that day? I couldn’t figure it right then.
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The cold began to get to my skin, but somehow, I cared least for it. I just wanted to know that beautiful face. It wasn’t the first time I was seeing a gorgeous man, yet something peculiar occurred this time. There was a child-like innocence in those blue eyes, and when he smiled, it seemed as if all of his charm had somehow been unlocked, as if I was allowed to look into the person that he was. For a moment I couldn’t believe he was for real. Capturing so much in that flicker of a second seems corny, isn’t it? Later, I felt the same about my encounter. But whatever my later impressions were, I could not deny the effect those short minutes left on me; it was new, it was distinguished, it was revealing.

The strong winds pushed his hair to his sides. I found it very hard to take my eyes off him, and it was harder to comprehend why. Even then I was sure, that it wasn’t just his beauty captivating me, it was more, something deeper, sort of a recognition, like visiting a home that you had left behind long back, but were now returning to it as a new person. Even today I wonder how spellbound I must have looked, standing all by myself on those little steps of the bus. Sometimes an unknown moment can change the whole course of your life.

When Sister Lita reached him, I saw him shaking his head from side to side, holding on to that infectious smile. I guess he was assuring her that it wasn’t our fault. The wind was ruffling heavily around my ears making it impossible to hear their conversation. In a way it was good, because anyhow I wouldn’t have registered their conversation. Will it be safe to say that I fell in love with him right there? However, I couldn’t have judged it then. Judged it in comparison to what? With what experience? 16                 AKASH BANSAL

I was a novice in love then. But one thing was true; I was struck by a very alien feeling, unheard and unspoken until now.

He pointed his finger towards our direction; I suppose Sister Lita offered him a lift. My mother brought him to me. He took her hand into his, gave an affectionate bow of gratitude and agreed to the lift.

While heading towards the bus, he once shifted his glance, and suddenly, our eyes met. All the sensations I was going through huddled to my heart when at the sight of me his smile reduced to a faint meeting of his lips. Suddenly, his pace slowed down, as if I seemed familiar to him too. My mother got in ahead of him and he strode slowly behind her. His eyes had that look, something that asked for his attention. But it was just me, standing there before him, and I couldn’t believe that he caught me in an equal daze as the one I held for him.

A moment later, his lips, just like before, spread to a humble short-distance, unaware and smiling again. The sight of any man fixed at me like his would have left me uneasy, but when he did the same, it felt all right. But there was another lingering question - was he going through something equally magical too?

The door was wide enough for Sister Lita to pass through without nudging me to make space for her. I wonder why she never said anything; after all she must have noticed my oblivious state. He reached the bus and I still hadn’t moved an inch, even though my good manners said I must do otherwise. I guess I had temporarily forgotten how the world worked. He was nearer to me than ever, close enough for me to notice
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the greyish-blue emeralds engraved in his eyes. My breathing was evident through the delayed movements in my chest. The tender meeting of his thin lips still claimed that same smile of recognition. A few seconds must have passed when he finally spoke.

“Hello,” he said slowly. It almost sounded like a whisper, as if just meant for me to hear. Those eyes shone even more radiantly against his white skin and thick black hair. My friends always joked that he could easily pass as a Greek god; oh, indeed he was a beautiful man.

I replied, lifting my cheeks to a shining mount. I finally shifted to make way for him. He stepped on the stairs, brushed past me, and was inside the bus. I closed the door, shrouding us both from the outside chill and into the warmth of the bus. When I turned to get to my seat, Sister Lita glanced at me with that same glad look of knowing it all. Coincidence? I don’t believe so. She literally seemed to know it all.

He took the last row, the window seat to my right. Except us, the whole row was empty. None of us spoke a word as the bus moved again. I leaned over the window and kept gazing outside. But my vigilant mind was aware of any slight movement beside me at all times. We could hear the buzzing of the engine dominating the grumblings of the heavy sky. I wasn’t anxious or uneasy, these were not the feelings I was struck with. Neither did I worry whether he liked me or not. Somehow these simple things seemed to belong to a trivial world, a world that I wasn’t a part of. I turned to face him and caught him looking at me from his reflection in the glass window. He did not shy away and nor 18                 AKASH BANSAL

did I. Was I placed in some new dimension? My responses were unrecognisable to myself. In that moment, all I cared about was to be in this rhythm.

“My name is Ira, and today is my birthday,” I said, even though the second part of the statement was completely irrelevant. And then he turned to face me. His vibrant eyes looked at me this time instead of the mere reflection in the glass earlier.

“Ira,” he began, “Happy birthday, Ira.”

It did not feel like coming from a stranger. It sounded more like a return of someone familiar after ages. Say more, I thought and then he spoke.

“My name is Lorenzo, I am a painter.”

We both exchanged a wide-eyed acknowledgement of our very first introductions. These were very simple details, but we seemed utterly fortunate to have received them. Such was the magic.

Neither of us shared another word after that. The next thing I heard were the brakes of the bus. His stop had arrived. Our bus had reached the heart of Cortona; Piazza della Repubblica. I loved this part of my town. It was the centre of Cortona where life gathered the most. With its cafes, shops and open sitting arrangements, it was the most vibrant part of the town. Lorenzo slung the ties of his bag on his shoulder and stiffened under his long coat. He crossed the aisle of the seats slowly, almost as if he didn’t want to leave.

After he stood on the street and before the bus took off, he once again turned towards my window. I wiped the film of frost
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from the glass and found him looking straight at me. Those eyes said something. I was yet to figure out what. He then shifted his gaze slowly towards a building and pointed at it, asking me to follow it. l did and saw a hoarding which read- The Home of the Creative Soul.

The bus took off and our eyes remained locked till we vanished out of each other’s sight. Now I knew where to find him again.




3

 

Ira

 

How do we know when true love finally finds us? This question has swept through generations, unanswered, unclear and it still manages to stir human emotions like none

other. I had my own theories about this mystery, sure that it wouldn’t be hard to recognise when it was time. But when Lorenzo appeared in my life, the answer quietly huddled inside me as a certain peace. Finding adoration in love is not new to anyone, but with Lorenzo I found home, an identity that reveals miles to you about your own life. His love demanded nothing from me but just to be me. In his eyes I saw a different reflection of the Ira I knew, an image of someone who was strong, one capable of loving unconditionally. It takes years of inner conflicts to become the person who is least bothered about the approvals of the outside world. It happens when you finally meet yourself one fortunate day. I would be a liar to say that I covered this distance all by myself. In fact, it was Lorenzo who carried me till there single-handedly. I was simply renewed in his presence. Love is such a mystery, no matter how many times you lose in your attempts of finding it, or how shallow you feel about your understanding of this complex emotion, but when it’s time - you just know it. So did I when I met him.

20
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Sister Lita’s affection mirrored in each one of us at the orphanage. No one ever felt deprived of love that is a must for a child through growing years. Along with the affection, she also shared her love for Cortona and how important it was to her. She never mentioned why, but only smiled faintly and changed the topic whenever further questioned. But nevertheless, the essence of that fact only grew stronger with every admittance of it, which also made Cortona become familiar to me, just like my own. And like Sister Lita, I too footed some mystical ideas about my bond with it, as If I walked on it in some previous life, and promised to return to make it my home once again. I never wanted to go out of Cortona and explore what lay beyond the far-off lands. There was never the need.

But things change, either for better or worse. Change is the only constant that prevails even if everything else ceases with time. Change continues for ever, taking different forms. Cortona has also changed for me. Now when I stand before the window and look at it, it strangely looks unfamiliar, like the foreign lands that I never wished to visit but which had now somehow overshadowed and conquered everything familiar with their strangeness. My Cortona stands pretty yet soulless now. My Cortona has become estranged. It is just Cortona now, not mine anymore, it doesn’t have Lorenzo in it.

Soon it will be two years since our meeting on my birthday. That date will cross the calendar for an eternity to come. Every year I had two reasons to celebrate it. This year I would have none. I now firmly believe that too much happiness doesn’t stay for long, does it? I fail to find the source of my life-force anymore. It isn’t a good feeling, especially when you can vividly 22                AKASH BANSAL

recall the person that you once were. How can we humans change so drastically? It’s like the soul in my body has been replaced by someone else’s while it still retains the memories of the person I was. Maybe I wasn’t that person ever, the memories that I think are mine are probably borrowed. Maybe the Ira to whom these memories belong also left with Lorenzo, and I, some other immortal being, destined to suffer has been asked to take her place, with the curse of holding on to the history that never was mine. Sometimes I think I am losing my mind. My thoughts have turned complicated beyond my comprehension.

I am meeting Marta today, Lorenzo’s mother. We haven’t met since Lorenzo’s funeral. But today is Sunday and we always visited her on Sundays. There is no we now, I have to do it alone. How will I face her? Her grief is no less than mine. She has lost her only son. The last piece of her family after her dead husband has perished too.

I sit before the mirror and as I tie my hair and stuff my muffler, it’s hard to recognise the reflection I see in it. I turn around several times to look behind me, the way I used to, only to catch a glimpse of Lorenzo observing me affectionately. But he isn’t here. How can he be? Death has taken him away. No one is there to acknowledge my presence in this home. I find myself insufferable.

The walls threaten to topple over me any second. The light inside my home is dark be it anytime of the day. I keep the lights switched off; I don’t want the candle to burn either. I don’t need the heat of a small fire, and the passing winters are keeping the town dusky. My every movement speaks of
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my miserable leap. Everything echoes the loss of him. I never locked the door on our exits, Lorenzo did, but my hands have now replaced his.

It felt scary to be on the streets alone, as if I had no one left to belong to, as if anyone could claim me without my will. After living in isolation inside my dark home for several days, even the faint glow of the sun pricks my eyes. The ground was all wet and brittle. I released an absorbing glance towards everything in my sight and forced on me, Lorenzo is gone, accept it. But my core still refuses to believe it. A tear drops and I sigh in retaliation, don’t cry. He hasn’t left! He is just invisible, I tell myself.

I took the lane to Marta’s home. She lived in a different house, a smaller one. When Lorenzo and I bought a new home, we wanted Marta to come and live with us, but she refused. She said her home keeps her husband’s memories close. This was her very first home, built with their life savings. We respected her decision. I saw Marta as someone strong. She continued after her husband; she was happy and content in those memories. With this, I reflect on my inadequacy.

Will l ever feel the way I used to again? It’s a question that haunts me all day. I seek the answer as it can weigh the extent of my sanity. I urge on it all day but only a dead silence returns as an answer. This silence flashes his image before my eyes and my heart feels like it is sinking down towards my stomach.

I come close to becoming hysterical several times in a day. How do you comfort a broken heart? You do it by showing it hope. I tried to gather hope but I couldn’t find a reliable source for it. Where will I find it? Should it be in a friend, a companion or in my own reflection? Where to look for it? Do I even seek 24                AKASH BANSAL

it now? Several questions have taken shape, dark questions, questions that are denting my soul. Who am I now?

Marta’s home came into view. I could see the row of flowerpots planted outside her window and they didn’t seem bright as they always did. The flowers had turned weak and dull. Marta loved gardening and the health of her plants was something dearly important to her. My heart filled with ache, because I was aware of the reason behind this lack of tending. They seemed to reflect the current state of her mind, and it pointed an accusing finger towards me for taking so long to visit her. I apologise to you, Marta; I couldn’t pull myself back together.

I faced the wooden door. There wasn’t any need to knock on it; it was unlocked, evident from the thin clearance between the door and its frame. My hand reluctantly moved it. The recognisable scent of the house reminded me of so many precious memories. The air of this house held the imprint of our past. How can walls be the bearer of such intense nostalgia? This house did, of our moments as a family together.

Crossing the door alone, it did not feel like I was entering Lorenzo’s childhood home. I never walked inside this house without him beside me and that void suddenly became so evident and large. When a person dies, a whole world disappears - a world made of bonds, dreams and memories lived. With Lorenzo’s death, a whole world ended for us too. A son, a friend, and a lover was lost forever.

I found Marta sitting in the kitchen. Her hands cupped around a mug of coffee, her elbows spread on the table, tired and motionless. When she heard my approaching steps, she
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lifted her face. I stood outside the kitchen, and she found me across the hallway. Her state drew a sudden cry in my heart. Our glances met and tears filled my eyes. We stayed like that for several moments, contemplating what our souls were enduring. She bent to her right to look behind me, a gesture she always made to receive Lorenzo who appeared later after locking the doors.

Tears that I had managed to control all this while broke loose. Her grim hope of still finding Lorenzo walking into the room tore me completely. I ran towards her. I threw my arms around her and locked her in my hug. I could feel her body trembling against mine. I tried to calm her by squeezing her close.

“Oh, Marta!”

I held her tightly to convey that I was there, that she was not yet alone in this world. Lorenzo had left her to me, and I saw the responsibility, a role that I could play for the better of each of us. I rested my head over hers and we both wept silently, consoling each other in silence because words had failed us.

I looked above the chimney and saw a painting hanging there. It pressed on my sorrow and powerlessness over the situation. My tears failed out of exertion; they couldn’t match my despair anymore. I looked at the painting again, maybe it could warm my heart once more. That painting showed a beautiful door, recalling my second meeting with Lorenzo.
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The words on the board signalled that I had reached the right place, the same corner where Lorenzo got down. No part of me felt anxious or reluctant in moving ahead. I was being pulled by an invisible hand, wrapped around my wrist, taking me where I was supposed to be. As I took the staircase, I felt split into two, two of me; the one who was completely aware of this romantic silliness, and the other resigned to any notions of logic, both co-existing, unaffected by each other’s presence. I was completely in the present, in all the possible derivations, as if no past had ever existed and no surety of a future really mattered. I was, as all the masters had preached, in the now.
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