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Unbreakable, O Lord,

Is the love

That binds me to You:

Like a diamond,

It breaks the hammer that strikes it.

  

My heart goes into You

As the polish goes into the gold.

As the lotus lives in its water,

I live in You.

  

Like the bird

That gazes all night

At the passing moon,

I have lost myself dwelling in You.

  

O my Beloved—

Return.

  

—Mirabai
Translated by Jane Hirshfield










Chapter 1




By the time you read this I will be flying over the Atlantic on my way to India. You will have woken up alone and found the diamond ring I left on the bedside table and beneath it, this stack of papers that you now hold.

But for the moment, you are sleeping peacefully. Even when I lean down, touch my face to yours, and inhale your scent, you do not stir.

Watching you sleep, my heart aches. I have done a terrible thing.

I would like to say it began with the letter I received two days ago, but it goes back much further than that. It goes back to the summer I turned eleven, when Amma took me to India and everything changed. Anyone who knows the full truth about my past, and there are not many who do, might say I have emerged unscathed from the events of that summer—in a few weeks I will graduate with a master’s from Yale School of Architecture and begin a promising career at a design firm in New York City; I have a good relationship with most of my family; a wonderful man has just proposed marriage to me—​but I haven’t overcome any demons, really. I may have wrestled and bound them beneath my bed, but they have clawed their way free, as I should have known they eventually would, and I cannot marry you until I’ve banished them.

This is why I am leaving behind the diamond ring you gave me, which I never should have accepted in the first place, not when there are still these secrets between us. Until I have gone back to the place where it all started, and told you everything, I cannot wear your ring or call myself your wife.

You know the basic facts, but I have never filled in the details. I haven’t even told you about Plainfield. You still think I grew up in Minneapolis, and when you ask why I never take you home I tell you Minnesota has nothing to do with who I am now. I left when I was eighteen, built a new life for myself, and have never looked back. For a long time I convinced myself this was the case. Aba has kept quiet as well, even though my father has met you on numerous occasions. He doesn’t think it’s his place to say anything, but I know he disapproves of my reticence. I remind him of her.

Once while searching through my desk drawer for a pen, you found the old family portrait I keep. Amma is wearing a blue silk sari and her hair is loose and long. You told me my mother was beautiful and that I look like her. I took the photo from your hands and tucked it back into the drawer under a pile of papers. No I don’t, I said, and went back to my sketching, even though I felt a swell of pride and longing at your words.

It is no secret that I have been writing back and forth to India for years, though whenever you asked whom I was corresponding with, I lied and said it was a lonely relative I felt sorry for, nobody significant. When I called on the phone I made sure you were not around to hear the conversation. If I had told you the truth, then the whole story would have had to come out.

But once you asked about my mother. Do you ever write to her or call her? When I answered no, that was not a lie.

This letter that I received the other day was from a person in India whom I have not seen or heard from since that long-ago summer. But I immediately recognized the handwriting on the old-fashioned aerogram stamped Par Avion, and I had to sit down on the bench in the lobby. The doorman asked if I wanted a glass of water.

I drank the water, went upstairs, and locked myself in my little art studio with its paint-splattered walls. I sat on the floor and read the letter. I read it over and over again.

That night I dreamed I was in a garden surrounded by shriveled, coal-black flowers. The only hint of color was in the branches of a giant tree studded with red blossoms. An Ashoka tree. My mother was sitting underneath it dressed in the white cotton of a widow.

Amma, I called out, and she stood up and began moving toward me. Her face seemed not to have aged—she could not have been much older than I am now—but her body had shrunk to skin and bone. As she came closer, I stretched out my arms, but she glided past me as if I were invisible. I turned to find her leaning over the edge of an old stone well sheathed in moss. It took me a moment to realize what was about to happen, but when I opened my mouth to scream No! it was already too late. She had dived off the edge and, in a fluttering arc of white, disappeared into the well. I ran over and looked down into the hole, hoping to catch another glimpse, but she was gone, swallowed up by the dark water.

I woke up and booked a flight to India right then and there. I met you for dinner later that night, but I of course kept my trip and my dream a secret, like so many other things.

It has been this way between us since the beginning. Not long after we met in drawing class our first year, you told me about your parents’ divorce and of your conflicted relationship with your father, who left when you were a child, and how you had vowed never to be like him. I listened and nodded, and my heart pulsed with the first stirrings of love, even though I hardly knew you then. Still, I could not share my own story. As much as I wanted to tell you everything, I was paralyzed. Keeping secrets had become second nature, an inheritance passed down from mother to daughter like an heirloom. But one night, the night of our big fight, you refused to let the subject of Amma drop. You kept asking questions.

What was she like? 

Where does she live? 

Why don’t you speak? 

Is she even alive?

I got that panicked feeling that used to plague me as a young girl during piano recitals, sitting on the hard bench with my foot trembling on the pedal and my fingers forgetting their hours of practice. I gave a few vague, stumbling answers about how she had gone back to India when I was young and she was no longer in my life and that was that, but you were not satisfied.

Look, obviously this is something that still bothers you a lot. Why won’t you talk to me? Maybe I can help.

You placed a hand on my shoulder and something inside me closed up.

There’s nothing to talk about, I said, and changed the subject. We made stilted conversation over dinner, then I excused myself and left early.

After that night I avoided you for a week, turning off my phone and ignoring the doorbell. I skipped all my classes and stayed alone in my apartment. The first two days I lay in bed, unable to move. The third day I got up and showered, then went into my studio with a pot of coffee and began to paint. I think I might have gone temporarily crazy in those days, painting in a frenzy. I don’t even remember if I slept or if I ate. All I remember is painting and the feeling of relief it gave me, like taking a drug, and also the feeling of not wanting to lose you. Finally I stopped. I packed up all the paintings, threw on my coat, and ran outside into the winter night. I ran all the way to your house, clutching the portfolio.

You looked shocked when you opened the door and found me standing there, out of breath and contrite. I can only imagine how wild I must have appeared, and you had every right to hate me after the way I behaved, but in spite of everything you let me in. You let me in.

I went over to the kitchen table, set down the portfolio, and began pulling out my paintings, one by one.

This is Amma’s magenta parka that I still keep in my closet.

This is the daffodil cake she baked for my third birthday.

This is the canopy bed she convinced Aba to buy for me when I was seven.

This is her orange pill bottle.

This is the oil lamp she lit in the hall closet when she was praying.

This is a rose from her prizewinning garden.

This is her hair covered in snowflakes.

This is the scar on her right shoulder from a snakebite.

You looked at each painting and listened. When I got to the final one I hesitated. It was of a magnificent white bird against a bright green background.

And what about this one? you asked.

I looked up at you.

I’ll tell you about this one another time, I promise.

For then, it was enough. But I knew it would not be forever.

So I began to write it all down, partly for myself, and partly for you.

For months I wrote feverishly, late at night while you slept, and though I felt immense relief when the story was complete, I still locked it up in a drawer.

I am finally ready to share it.

I hope that when you are finished reading, you will understand why I have left like this with no warning, no explanation, no good-bye; only this story, the ring, and an address in India where you can find me.

Most of all, I hope I am not too late.






Chapter 2




For the first ten years of my life I lived with my parents in a big, airy house on a hill in Plainfield, Minnesota. Our neighborhood was known as Pill  Hill  because all the doctors resided there in fancy brick houses built on neat green lawns, high above the rest of the town and surrounded by rippling cornfields. Aba was a cardiologist at the Plainfield Clinic, where he conducted experiments on laboratory mice. Amma had a part-time job in a department store at the Chippewa Mall, but she spent most of her time at home, gardening, cooking, and caring for me.

I would be giving the wrong impression if I said our domestic life was idyllic, but it was at the very least comfortable. I took my parents’ relationship for granted, content in the belief that if I loved them and they loved me, they must love each other.

School was another story. I was shy about my dark skin, unruly hair, and thick glasses, which separated me from most of the other kids at Plainfield Elementary with their blue eyes, hardy frames, and Lutheran church, whose vaulted ceiling soared above their golden heads every Sunday morning.

But at home I felt safe. As long as nothing disturbed our routine—Aba worked in his study or tended to his mice at the lab, Amma cooked or crouched over bulbs in her garden, coaxing them to sprout, and I read, sketched, or played with my dog Merlin—I was secure.

Looking back, I see that things were far from okay; the disturbances in our household were obvious, even before those months leading up to India. But like most children, I believed the world revolved around me, and I was oblivious to the signs that indicated otherwise.

One icy winter afternoon when I was in fifth grade, Amma received a letter.

That day my heart felt particularly heavy. Lindsay Longren was having a birthday party and she had invited every girl in our class but me. Lindsay had made a big show of handing out invitations on the ride home, calling out names, one by one, and making each lucky recipient stand up and walk down the aisle to collect her pristine pink envelope. This enraged our bus driver and added an even more dramatic flavor to the ceremony. When Lindsay had reached the bottom of the pile she looked at me with her pale blue eyes and said, “Oh, Rakhee, I think I have an invitation here for you,” and a surge of hope filled my chest. A few seconds later, she handed out the last envelope. “Never mind, I guess not,” she said with a light shrug, and my face felt as if it had burst into flames. I took my tattered copy of Arabian Nights out of my backpack and buried my nose in it for the rest of the ride, anything to hide the tears that had begun to sting my eyes.

When I finally got off the bus, I rubbed  my  mittens across my damp cheeks before picking up the mail from the box at the top of our driveway as I always did. A letter on top of the stack immediately caught my attention. It looked different from what we usually received—bills, catalogues, flyers, magazines, an occasional greeting card. It was a simple blue envelope with the words Par Avion stamped across it in red ink and Amma’s name and address written in fine black cursive—Chitra Varma, 7 Pill Hill, Plainfield, Minnesota. I knew that Amma’s last name before she got married had been Varma, but no one ever called her that. I found it odd that it didn’t read “Chitra Singh,” which was her full name now, like Aba’s, Vikram Singh, and like mine, Rakhee Singh. Just seeing Amma’s name written like that, Chitra Varma, the name she held before either Aba or I came into her life, unsettled me. The flowery cursive handwriting was so unlike my fifth-grade teacher’s blocky print, or Aba’s illegible doctor’s scrawl.

Carrying the mail inside, I set it down on the table in our front hallway, and pulled off my wet snow boots. My dog Merlin bounded up, his backside wriggling, and almost knocked me off my feet in his excitement. The sharp, delicious scent of spicy vadas sizzling in oil wafted from the kitchen. Amma was singing along to a tape of romantic film songs in her native Malayalam language, the music punctuated by the sound of spluttering oil and the steady beat of her knife hitting the wooden cutting board.

I  grabbed   the   stack   of  mail  and  walked  into  the kitchen, dropping it on the table. She had three different pans going and was chopping magenta onions. Even with tears sliding down her cheeks, she looked lovely.

I used to think Amma was the most beautiful woman in Plainfield, maybe even the world. She was young then, only thirty-one, with pitch-black hair that fell below her waist, skin the color of milky tea, and wide, dreamy eyes, deep and dark as a clear midnight sky. Even though she usually dressed in jeans and sweatshirts, just as the other mothers at my school did, when she walked among them she was like an exquisite rose surrounded by drooping daisies.

Her good looks made me proud and also gave me hope. At night I peered into the mirror and prayed with all my might that I wouldn’t always have to wear my big glasses, that my teeth would straighten out, and that my skinny, plain-featured, knobby-kneed self would one day erupt into a beauty as glorious as Amma’s. I would think about this for a while until a wave of embarrassment swept over me, and I would look away, blushing.

“How was school, molay?” Amma asked. Molay is an affectionate term for “daughter” in Malayalam, and Amma often called me that.

I sat down on a stool at the kitchen counter, in front of a cheese sandwich and a glass of chocolate milk. “Fine.”

“What did you do?”

“Nothing.”

Amma glanced up. “You can’t have done nothing all day. Don’t be silly, Rakhee.”

“A letter came for you, Amma. It’s addressed to Chitra Varma,” I said, trying to distract her.

It worked. She stopped chopping and moved to the sink where she began washing her hands. Amma’s hands were very small and shapely but covered in scratches from the many hours she spent gardening in the spring and summer. They always gave off a fresh, lemony scent. She wiped them dry with a dish towel, dabbed at her eyes, and went over to the pile of mail.

Amma picked up the letter and stared at it. A red flush began to burn across her face. She dropped it, gripped the sides of the table, and closed her eyes for a long time. Finally, she opened them and took up the letter again.

“Amma, what is it?”

“It’s nothing, just a letter from back home, from India, that is all,” she said, but her voice had changed. It was subdued and slightly haughty, as if I were a stranger who had made a nosy inquiry.

India. India. My curiosity was aroused, but Amma did not say another word; instead, she tucked the letter into her apron pocket and went back to cooking and humming.

After a quiet dinner, we sat together in the family room waiting for Aba to come home from the lab. Amma had left a covered plate of food for him in the microwave. I was doing my homework and Amma was reading a novel. At one point I glanced up to find her crying. It wasn’t the chopping-onions kind of crying. Her chest heaved, her hands shook, and tears coursed down her cheeks.

I hadn’t seen Amma cry in years, and the vision made my heart freeze. It  made  me  remember  a  time  when I was little and I would wake up to hear shrieks and shattering glass coming from my parents’ bedroom, or would walk into the bathroom to find Amma doubled over the toilet sobbing and retching. One day Veena Aunty, Amma’s cousin who lived down the street, came to look after me, and Aba took Amma away in the car. He returned alone.

Veena Aunty stayed in our guest room for a month, and when the month was over, Amma came back clutching a bottle of pills. She was a new Amma, a serene, sedate Amma who never screamed or cried. I remember when she walked in the door for the first time, I ran away, and she followed me, caught me, and hugged me close to her breast, whispering, “I’ll never leave you again.”

As I watched her crying on the sofa now, these memories came back to me in searing flashes. I willed myself to speak. “Amma, what’s wrong?”

She glanced up, and at first it was as if she didn’t recognize me. Her eyes focused and she cleared her throat, but didn’t bother wiping away the tears, which flowed freely. “I’m just reading a sad book, molay, nothing to worry about.”

But I was  worried.   When I  walked  behind  her,   pretending I needed a glass of water from the kitchen, I saw something blue lying flat against the pages of her book.

[image: ornament]


By the time Aba came home, it was late and both Amma and I had gone to bed. I stared up at the yellow frill of my canopy and listened to my father’s light, quick steps, still so full of energy, coming up the stairs. Merlin, who was curled up at my feet, lifted his head, and the tags on his collar jingled. Throwing off my quilt, I got out of bed, opened the door, and squeezed through a thin crack, leaving Merlin, who gave a breathy whine, behind.

Aba did not see me at first, and I watched him. He was thirteen years older than Amma. His hair had begun to turn gray in patches around his ears, and there were lines around the corners of his mouth and eyes, but I still thought he was a handsome man. Distinguished. Tall and thin, with black, deep-set eyes behind wire-rimmed spectacles, thick, dark eyebrows, and a clean-shaven face. He was carrying a sheaf of papers under his arm.

“Rakhee, what are you doing awake?” Aba did not sound angry, only distracted.

“I couldn’t sleep.”

“Why not? Is something the matter?”

I paused, uncertain of what I would say, or why I had even come out in the first place. “Um, no.”

“Well then, you’d better go back to bed. You don’t want to be sleepy in school tomorrow and let the others get ahead.” Aba patted my hair before he turned and disappeared into his study.

I went back into my room and climbed into bed. Merlin came to sit beside me and placed a heavy paw on my arm. The moon was huge and gold; it winked at me through the curtains. I didn’t want to go back to school tomorrow. I didn’t care if the others got ahead, like Aba said. I wished I could just stay there forever with Merlin and my books and my art supplies, and never leave.

I lay awake like that, stroking Merlin’s paw for a long time, and finally I heard Aba moving into the room he shared with Amma. Not long after that, the drone of his snores reverberated through the wall. The numbers on the face of my digital clock cast a green glow across the room and I stared at it. The numbers kept changing and changing until they began to blur and fade, and at last I fell asleep.
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After that day our lives began to unravel quickly. A steady stream of blue envelopes addressed to “Chitra Varma” in that same flowery cursive began flowing into our mailbox. I never picked up the mail anymore because Amma always beat me to it, but all the same I knew they were coming. I found  the  blue shreds in the trash or ashes  in  the fireplace, which we hardly ever used; and Amma grew increasingly unpredictable.

Some days she behaved as she always had, but at other times she would float around the house singing Malayalam songs and smiling at nothing in particular, or she would lock herself in the bathroom and sob. Some mornings she would be up early running around the house cleaning and preparing a huge breakfast for me and Aba, and other mornings she would stay in bed with the curtains drawn, and she would still be there when I came home in the afternoon. Even when she was in a happy mood I was afraid. She had this new faraway expression on her face, and I felt that she had retreated into a part of her heart where neither Aba nor I would ever belong.

Aba was so preoccupied with work that I don’t think he noticed anything at first. But one evening I heard them arguing. He had invited a few of his most important colleagues from the Clinic to our house for dinner, and Amma had left a steel knife encrusted with lemon rind inside the elaborate cake she baked for dessert. The day before that, she had dropped me off at the dentist’s office and never picked me up. I ended up shamefacedly accepting a ride home from the sympathetic dentist, who later informed Aba.

 “Chitra, what is wrong with you?” Aba’s voice boomed into my bedroom. “I depend on you for certain things—to take care of our child and this house—I depend on you to do these things in order for me to focus on my work, and to provide you with all this.”

“I don’t care about all this,” said Amma in a harsh voice I didn’t recognize. “It means nothing to me.”

Aba was quiet and when he spoke next his tone was concerned, gentle. “Then what do you want? How can I help you? Has something happened that I don’t know about?”

“All I want right now is for you to go away,” Amma said in that same harsh voice. “Can you please do that for me?”

There was a long pause, and then I heard Aba leave the room, closing the door behind him. A week later he moved into the guest bedroom.

One day in the spring, I came home to find Amma fast asleep on the sofa. A letter was lying on her chest, which rose and fell in shallow breaths, like a wounded deer I once found in the ravine in the woods behind our house. Gingerly, I took up the thin blue paper and read it. It was short, only two sentences, and it had not been signed:


Remember the flock of green parrots that used to sit on the Ashoka tree outside your bedroom window? They were so perfectly green that you thought they were leaves, until a gust of wind would send them flying off into the dawn sky.



I placed the letter back on Amma’s breast, thinking what a strange thing it was to send all the way from India.

The week before summer vacation tension lived with us like a stubborn houseguest. Aba and Amma barely spoke anymore, and Aba would stay at the lab until long after my bedtime. But what scared me most was that Amma grew peaceful. The crying, the singing, the forgetfulness, all stopped. She was calm and balanced, as if she had come to some kind of important decision.

Even Merlin sensed something was wrong; he was normally well-behaved, but he became anxious and restless. One night I awoke to a high-pitched moan. I did not feel his familiar warm weight against my feet. A latch of fear pinched my spine.

“Merlin?” I climbed out of bed, put on my glasses, and tiptoed across the room.

I found Merlin cowering inside my closet, his long snout pointed toward the ceiling, his mouth opened into the shape of a small triangle. The rack of clothes muffled his sonorous howl and his legs quivered above a wet patch on the carpet where he had urinated.

Amma came running into my room in her nightgown, her hair loose and rumpled. Two violet half-moons ringed the undersides of her eyes. “Rakhee, what is it? What is going on?” She switched on the light and I squinted. Merlin bowed his head.

Amma instructed me to fetch a sponge and a bucket from under the bathroom sink, and to fill the bucket with soapy water. I expected her to scold Merlin, but instead she just got down on her hands and knees inside my closet and scrubbed. “We’ll take him to the vet tomorrow and have him checked out,” she said.

The next night I was shaken awake. I sat up, alarmed by the rattling bed frame. Merlin was lying at the edge of my bed caught in the midst of what seemed to be an especially vivid dream. He was moving his paws back and forth in a frantic motion, as if he was chasing something, or perhaps running away. I reached across, placing the palm of my hand on his belly, and he grew still. One shiny black eye opened and he raised his head to look at me. He whined softly, then went back to sleep.

[image: ornament]


On the last day of school Amma picked me up in the car, instead of making me take the bus. When we got home, she asked me to sit down on a stool in the kitchen.

“Rakhee,” she said, “I must speak with you.”

My neck stiffened and I felt a pinprick of panic in my chest.

“It has been a long time since I went back home to India. I’ve been thinking about how much I would like to spend time with my family, especially my mother—she’s getting old now, you know. Since you have vacation, this may be a good time for us to visit India together.”

I stared at her. She glanced back at me, trying to gauge my reaction before continuing in a tone that sounded artificial. “I think it’s important for you to learn about where you came from and to meet your extended family. Think about it, molay, it could be fun. You’ll have cousins around your age to play with, and it will certainly be more exciting than sitting around here all summer.”

“But what about Aba? What will he do about work?”

“Aba won’t be joining us.” Amma bit her bottom lip. “It will be just the two of us, a girls’ adventure.” She gave me a forced smile.

“Are you and Aba getting a divorce?” I don’t know what made me say it, but as soon as the word slipped out it did not seem implausible. It made me choke, that word. Divorce.

Some of the kids at school had parents who were divorced, and I thought it must be the worst thing in the world. I had a vision of Aba living all by himself in a sloppy apartment, having nothing to eat, and no company, and my having to live alone with Amma and her stupid letters.

“Rakhee, don’t talk like that.” Amma’s face blanched and she began rubbing her finger against an invisible stain on the kitchen counter. “We’re just going for the summer, and I really think you’ll have a nice time.”

“But why can’t I stay here with Aba? What if I don’t want to go to India with you?”

Amma’s jaw went rigid. “Rakhee, Aba is at work all day. He won’t have time to look after you, you know that. Why do you have to make this so difficult?”

I had no choice. It had already been planned and decided and no one had bothered to consult me. In that moment I hated Amma. I scowled. “So, when are we leaving?”

“In a week.”

With the force of a few words, my entire world was smashed, and I was furious.

“I don’t want to go to India!” I shouted before leaping off the stool and stalking up the stairs and into my bedroom. Glancing around, my eyes fixed upon a small green plant in a clay pot resting on the windowsill. I stormed over to the plant and seized it in my hands.

Back in April, everyone in my class had been given a plant to care for. Within a month most of the plants had shriveled up. By the end of the school year only mine continued to flourish. The day before I had carried home the clay pot and Amma had praised the glossy green leaves. Just that morning I had watered it faithfully.

With one motion I sent it crashing to the ground. Streaks of dirt tumbled out of the pot. I lifted my bare foot and stomped over the leaves, flattening them and grinding the mess deeper into the carpet, savoring the feel of the crumbling soil under the arch of my foot. Then I burst into tears and flung myself facedown on the bed. Amma came in later that day and cleaned up, without saying a word to me.






Chapter 3




I had never left the country before and knew little about Indian culture. Amma sometimes told me stories about her village in Kerala—Malanad, it was called—of how they could pluck ripe mangoes and eat them straight from the tree, and of frogs so plump that when they leaped out of the river they looked like green bowling balls. She read me a Hindu epic called the Ramayana at bedtime, and once a year on Vishu, the Kerala New Year, she woke me up at dawn, before even Aba had risen, with the cool touch of her fingers over my eyes. She would lead me, blinded, down the stairs and into the living room. When she removed her hands the first thing I saw was a fantastically decorated table draped in a gold brocade shawl. A framed picture of the goddess Saraswati (“the Goddess of Knowledge,” she told me, “so you do well in your studies”) sat propped at the center, surrounded by a flickering lamp, roses, carnations, oranges, apples, bananas, and gold coins.

Aba had been raised as a Sikh but now was an atheist who disapproved of any organized religion. Amma kept a windowless prayer room in our house—a closet, actually—at the end of our upstairs hall. Every morning she went in carrying a lamp, a bottle of oil, and a wick, and soon I would see a strip of light shining from the crack below the door. About ten minutes later the light would go off and Amma would emerge with a secretive smile on her face. I never joined her, and she never asked me to because she knew Aba wouldn’t like it.

The room confused and scared me, but there was also something alluring about it. Every now and then I crept in on my own and would be greeted by the sharp musk of incense along with dozens of sets of staring eyes. The walls were hung with pictures of different gods and goddesses—a big-bellied half man/half elephant, a fierceeyed woman with many arms, a blue man with a snake wrapped around his neck. The fear would return and I would run out, closing the door behind me. Later they would pay me visits in my dreams—the woman would dance at the edge of my bed, waving her arms around with a taunting smile, or the blue man would press his face against the window and his snake’s tongue would dart in and out, in and out. I always woke up in a sweat.

Neither Aba nor Amma was very forthcoming about the lives they had left behind in India. I knew that Aba was an only child who came from a wealthy Punjabi family in Delhi and that his parents had died suddenly in a car crash when he was a college student. Fueled by sorrow and ambition, he chopped off his hair, folded away his turban, cut ties with his extended family, and moved to the United States, armed only with his inheritance, to pursue his medical studies. Eventually the Plainfield Clinic heard of his research and offered to shower it with money. He accepted, tempted by the idea of a simple existence in a small town that would never remind him of what he left behind.

Whenever I asked him about India he told me stories about its history—about Gandhi and the struggle for independence, about the old Mughal emperors, famous Indian mathematicians, and the Indus Valley Civilization. If I ever asked him about his own life there, he would brush me off: “There’s no point in dwelling on that, Rakhee. People who live in the past never get ahead, just remember that. We’re here now and we’re Americans.”

Amma grew up in Malanad, a rural village in Kerala, a sliver of a state at the southernmost tip of India. She came to Plainfield when she was only eighteen to live with her cousin Veena, who had gotten married and left the village a few years before. She attended classes at Plainfield Community College during the day and helped Veena Aunty around the house at night. Amma told me she left Kerala because she needed a change of scene and because Veena Aunty was lonely. I did not question this explanation at the time, but it should have struck me as odd. Veena Aunty was a vibrant, sociable woman who blended into the Plainfield community almost seamlessly, heading committees, power walking through the Hill with the other housewives in the mornings, swapping recipes, and grilling on the deck in the summers. But even after thirteen years in Plainfield, Veena Aunty was Amma’s only friend.

Veena Aunty’s husband, Chandran, worked with Aba at the Clinic. Aba was a bachelor at the time, living in cramped hospital quarters, eating frozen dinners, and working so hard he rarely went out and socialized. Because he was the only other Indian in Plainfield, Veena Aunty and her husband felt a kinship and began inviting him over for weekly dinners. This was how Aba met Amma and eventually married her.

Sometimes  I  wonder  why  he  did  it. She was a young, uneducated country girl with whom he shared nothing, except a common desire to avoid the past. Aba was a kind man, but he had a distant, professional demeanor, even with me, and he disliked showy displays of emotion. When I wanted something, I had to appeal to his logic; my tears only hardened his heart. But with Amma, he was different. She had a funny effect on him.

When we all sat together in the family room, he would look up suddenly from the newspaper, take her hand in his and stroke it, delicately, as if he were holding a dying bird. If she got up and walked away, he would watch her go with an expression of deep longing in his eyes. There was something otherworldly about Amma that we both sensed; it was as if she was not a flesh-and-blood woman but a dream conjured into existence by Aba’s and my love. Aba gave her whatever she asked for, which was never anything much. Not long after she came home from the hospital following her long absence, I heard him ask:

“Chitra, tell me what I can give you that will make you happy.”

Amma told him what she wanted more than anything else was a garden.

The next day Aba hired men to tear up the fortress of bushes at the front of our house to make room for a flower bed and a vegetable patch. That weekend, armed with a shovel, he lovingly turned up the earth himself.

Even when they were fighting, I saw the love burning behind his sad gaze.

I know they must have been happy once. Old photographs reveal to me two young souls with faces radiating love and hope: A windy beach shot of a rakish Aba with his arm wrapped around a beaming Amma’s shoulder. Amma pregnant and red-cheeked, bundled in a winter coat, laughing in the snow. Aba holding me as a newborn at the hospital, awkward but full of proud joy. I wish I could remember it.
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When I thought about India I felt a sense of dread. I had always dreamed of traveling, of leaving behind plodding Plainfield for some distant land. Aba kept a set of picturesque travel books, a gift from a grateful patient, in a neat row on one of the shelves in his study. Sometimes I went in when he wasn’t around and paged through them, imagining myself into the colorful photographs, drifting down the Amazon or on a safari in the Tanzanian jungle. It was what made school endurable, those pictures and the dream of escape that was both sweet and punishing. Sweet because it meant the end of my suffering at school, and punishing because it would take me away from Aba and Amma.

Maybe it would be different if the three of us went together to the Taj Mahal or to a tiger-infested forest or even to the ocean, which I had never seen. But staying on a farm in a rural Indian village with Amma, far away from Aba, did not hold the same allure in my imagination as any of the places I yearned after in the travel books.

I had never been away from home for such a long time. I was used to whiling away the dry summer days exploring Pill Hill on my roller skates, letting Merlin pull me along on his leash. Or I would run through the woods to the ravine, where I always found interesting objects: decades-old soda cans, stubbed-out cigarettes, the occasional woodland creature. I could perch there and watch the sun sink low beneath the cornfields, and then I would go home and sit on my bed surrounded by pillows, reading or drawing to my heart’s content without having to worry about homework or being teased or ignored by my classmates the next day.

Some afternoons I helped Amma in her garden, the garden which pleased her more than anything else Aba ever gave her. She spent many hours shoveling soil, planting seeds, and watering flowers. One summer her garden was featured in the Home section of the Plainfield Chronicle; Aba framed the article and hung it in his study (now it sits under a pile of sweaters in my dresser drawer). I loved gardening with Amma because that was when she seemed happiest, kneeling among the roses and the anemones, a wide-brimmed hat shading her face, humming a soft tune. I would kneel beside her, obediently pulling out weeds and watching worms wiggle through the soil. There was a lulling rhythm to our work that comforted me. It drew us closer together, gardening side by side, Amma and me. At the end of the day we would gather vegetables that were ripe and ready to be plucked, and carry them inside in a basket, where Amma would pour them out onto the kitchen counter and gaze at our mini harvest with triumphant eyes. The vision of us returning home after the long summer to a stubble of dead stalks and stems flitted through my mind.

We would return from India just in time for the leaves to crumble from the branches, leaving them bare and ready to be weighed down by icicles. Plainfield winters were brutal, and we rarely went outside. The cold stabbed through my skin to the bone. Even the snow was altered so that I couldn’t shape it into a round snowball; it just hardened in my mittened fist, a cluster of sharp, blue-tinged diamonds.

In the winters, when the garden was frozen over, Amma went into hibernation. She wandered around the house, restless and fidgety, and more often than not with a lost expression on her face. But she always came to life at night when we read fairy tales together, my bedtime ritual. I treasured that sacred hour when witches, princesses, sprites, and all manner of magical beings whirled around my room, and Amma’s eyes glowed. Even when I got too old for those stories, I still begged her to read them, and she always obliged.

But when the letters started coming, she stopped reading to me.

“I’m too tired,” she would say at first when I asked, and by spring, “You’re too old for bedtime stories.”

So I began to pore over books by myself at night, but not the stories I had read with Amma; I couldn’t bring myself to touch those. Instead I went to the library and checked out new ones—Frankenstein, Wuthering Heights, The Scarlet Letter, Heart of Darkness—books that made the librarian give me a perplexed smile, books that I didn’t fully understand, books that frightened me and flooded my nights with dark visions, but that also gave me a secret, uncontainable thrill.
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Over the next few days, Amma and Aba did not speak to each other at all. I was their emissary, still furious at Amma, but somehow unable to leave her side.

“Rakhee, go bring your father his dinner in the study,” Amma would say.

“Why can’t you take it yourself?”

“Do as I say,” she would snap.

The thought of leaving Aba behind for an entire summer and the prospect of a divorce were unbearable. Even under the same roof our family was fractured—how could it survive being separated by an ocean?

Aba spent most of his time at the lab, and when he came home, he would retreat to his study, where he would work all night. He stopped shaving, and his eyes sank deeper into their sockets. “Thanks,” he would say, his voice cracking, when I carried his dinner in on a tray. He would hold my chin for a moment and force a smile before waving me away, even though all I wanted was to stay in there with him forever.

School was over and I had nothing to do—my heart wasn’t in my usual activities. So I followed Amma around as she packed and cooked. She prepared curry after curry, then sealed them in Tupperware containers, labeled them with a heavy black marker, and slid them into the freezer. “For Aba,” she informed me briskly. I did not understand why Amma cared enough to cook for Aba but not to talk to him.

One day as I was walking down the upstairs hall, I heard a noise in the bathroom. The door was ajar, so I peeked in and saw Amma standing over the toilet holding a clear orange bottle—her pills. She was turning it around and around in her hands, stroking the label with her fingers, a thoughtful expression on her face. She had taken off her clothes, which lay in a heap on the floor, and was wearing only a pale slip that revealed the pink crescent-shaped scar that ran across the length of her upper arm.

That scar was  a  reminder  of  how  Veena  Aunty  had once  saved  her life,  Amma  had told me  the first time I ran my fingers up and down across its strange silkiness. I was very young then, but somehow I can still hear her voice telling the story:

“We always used to go running recklessly around the jungle in the village together, Veena Aunty and I. One day, we were sitting in the forest, when a snake came and bit me. We were far away from home and I immediately felt my strength draining from my body. Veena Aunty carried me on her back all the way to the hospital so my father could give me medicine. If it weren’t for her quick thinking, I would have died and you would never have been born.”

The story was fantastic and frightening, and I believed every word. A few days after she told it to me she went away to the hospital.

Amma, unaware of my presence, shook the bottle like a rattle, and in one rapid motion, opened the lid and dumped the pills into the toilet. They fell in a white cascade. Amma laughed and hugged herself.

On  Saturday  morning,   the   day  before   we   left,  Aba woke me  up  early and told me we were going  to spend the day together, just the two of us.

I dressed hastily. When I got downstairs Aba was pacing around the kitchen table, the way he did when he got excited. Amma was standing at the counter, ignoring him.

“Rakhee, I’m going to take you to my lab today. How would you like that?”

I grinned, pleased that Aba deemed me important enough to take to his lab.

Amma glanced up at us. “Do you think that’s a good idea, Vikram? She’s too young.”

Aba looked back at Amma. “It’s never too early to experience the thrill of digging for the truth and finding it.”

When we arrived at the lab, Aba outfitted me in a loose white coat and a pair of oversized goggles. He had to tighten the strap so they wouldn’t fall off my face. A black-barred cage was on the counter, and inside it sat a white mouse. Although I was not sure what exactly was about to happen at the time, I felt chilled by the sight.

“Rakhee, we’re going to dissect this mouse,” Aba announced in a matter-of-fact tone. “You can see the inner workings of the body. I still remember the first time I saw real-life organs—the heart, the stomach, the lungs—right before my very eyes. It was truly remarkable.”

Aba went to fetch the necessary instruments and I tried to avoid looking at the mouse, who was wriggling his pink nose  through  the  bars  at  me. For one mad moment I considered opening the cage and setting it free, but I repressed the urge. I didn’t want to disappoint Aba and make him think I was a coward or, even worse, a bore who could not see the thrill of science.

When Aba had returned he opened the cage and in one deft motion caught the mouse, encircling its head between his gloved thumb and forefinger, and holding its squirming hind limbs with his other hand.

He released the mouse inside a large bowl that had a clear plastic cover fitted with a nozzle. The mouse began to run around in circles inside the bowl. Aba attached a small glass vial to the nozzle.

“Now we wait,” he said. Its movements grew lethargic. Finally, it settled down in one corner, a sluggish white lump. Next, Aba took the mouse out of the container and filled a syringe with another clear liquid, which he injected into its limp bottom. The mouse stiffened, but I could still see its chest continuing to rise and fall in slow, methodical breaths.

“We’re ready to begin.” Aba stretched the rigid creature out onto a metal tray and used strings to tie its limbs down; it looked so helpless lying there like that with its soft white belly exposed. A blade of nausea rose at the back of my throat. Aba picked up an instrument that I thought was a small butter knife until he ran it along the length of the mouse’s body, and I saw the thin thread of blood that welled up. He drew back the white flaps of outer flesh and revealed the inside of the mouse.

“Can he feel anything?”

“No, no, don’t worry, it can’t feel a thing,” said Aba. “This way you can see how the organs actually work in life.”

I stood up on my stool and peered down, deep inside the mouse’s body—at its pulsing, purplish innards, at the droplets of blood that had dribbled down onto the tray and coated Aba’s cream-colored latex gloves, at its live, beating heart. I couldn’t hold it in anymore—I stumbled off my perch and landed on my knees, where I proceeded to vomit all over the floor.

Aba rubbed my back, took me into the bathroom to wash my face, and let me sit in his office while he cleaned up the mess in the lab. As I waited for him in his leather chair, shame consumed me. Aba had been kind about it, but I felt that in some fundamental way I had let him down.

Before we went home, he took me to Dairy Queen, but I couldn’t eat a thing. “It’s my fault,” he said sadly. “Your mother was right. Maybe you are too young.”
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The morning of our flight to India, I rose early to make sure that I had packed my most important belongings. When I had confirmed that my sketchpad and colored pencils were safely tucked away in my backpack, I crept downstairs in my nightgown. Amma was talking on the phone in the kitchen. I knew that it must be Veena Aunty on the other end of the line because of the casual way she cradled the receiver under her ear, the thickening of her accent, and the Malayalam words and phrases that peppered the conversation.

“I just don’t know what else to do,” I heard Amma say, as I lingered unnoticed in the doorway. “This is killing me, but I can’t tell Vikram, I can’t, I won’t ask him for help.”

That is all I heard or understood because Amma then saw the edge of my pink nightgown peeking out from behind the door frame.

“Ah, you’re up. Go upstairs and get ready. We have to leave soon.”

She told Veena Aunty that she had to go then, so I did as I was told and went upstairs, my limbs heavy.

What was Amma talking about?

I resolved then to bring my parents back together. I would use the summer in India to find whatever was tearing them apart and fix it. If I did not want to end up like the mouse, alone and doomed in his cage, I had to figure out a way to save our family. At that moment, I believed it could be that simple.
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