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  Introduction




   




  I believe that fiction is an imaginative expression of truth; it follows that every truth can be fictionalized and presented as a story to serve some purpose of the author, which usually is to expose events and provoke a debate that tends to reform society. The author’s responsibility is to express himself in a language which does not offend a civilized society but one which causes it to think and act.




   




  Some of these stories might so surprise some readers, that the stories might appear more imaginary than imaginative. I can assure them that the basic element of such stories is true; they merely confirm the fact that truth is stranger than fiction.




  




  1. Revenge




  Triiing…Triiing…Tri…




  The telephone began to ring. Sarada reduced the volume of the TV, walked upto the phone, lifted the receiver and said “Hello?”




   




  Anil: Is father-in-law not there?




   




  S: Is it you, Mr.Anil! How do you do? Mr.Narendra has just gone into the bed room for his siesta. Shall I wake him up?




   




  A:--Is Vanaja around?




   




  S: Yes she is. (Calling after her) Vanaja! Mr.Anil on the phone!




   




  Vanaja came and took the receiver from her mother. “Hello?”




   




  A: Vanaja! Sarita suddenly suffered a serious attack of stomach ache. She is being taken to the hospital in an ambulance. I am following her in our car. Please, all of you come down immediately. (He ended the call abruptly).




   




  Vanaja was stunned to hear the news and remained speechless, with the receiver still in her hand. When she heard her mother’s voice “What did Mr.Anil say?” activity returned to her. Tears flowed involuntarily; she replaced the receiver and said “Sister suffered a bout of stomach ache and she is being taken to a hospital. Mr.Anil asked all of us to come down immediately”.




   




  On hearing the news Sarada started to sob loudly. Narendra was just on the verge of going to sleep. Her wails aroused him. He woke up and hurried into the hall. Vanaja told him what the matter was.




   




  N: (Turning to Sarada) Please stop crying! Why are you so disheartened already? They have taken her to the hospital. Doctors would attend to her immediately and give her the necessary treatment. One does not have to be so concerned about such matters these days.




   




  S: What do you know; you can afford to talk like that. How can you understand the ordeal a woman has to undergo; she is now in the fifth or sixth month of her pregnancy.




   




  N: So what? They are living in a large city. Hospitals are well equipped. They have very competent specialists. We don’t have to worry so much…. By the way, which hospital did they take her to?




   




  V: I don’t know. I didn’t ask him the name of the hospital.




   




  N: He should have mentioned it himself; didn’t he?




   




  V: No… Perhaps he forgot to do it in his anxiety. Wait! I will ring him up and find out. (Tries but fails) His cell is switched off.




   




  S: The gardener and the cook reside in the house. Ring up their land line and find out.




   




  V: (Tries but no one answers) No body is lifting up the phone.




   




  N: They reside in the sevant’s quarter at the end of the garden. Perhaps they would not be able to hear the ring.




   




  V: If we go to their house, I don’t think it would be difficult to find out the hospital to which she was taken to.




   




  S: That’s right. Let’s get going.




   




  They left every thing as it was and started with the same clothes they were in. In spite of driving as fast as possible, early evening darkness was already spreading to overtake them. By the time they reached the house, the lights were on. There were some people outside and some in the varenda. As soon as they disembarked, disregarding those people, they rushed into the hall. Anil was sitting in a pensive mood on a chair at one end. Mysamma and Yadagiri were sitting on the floor, weeping. On a cot near the wall, Sarita was lying down motionless in a blanket drawn up to her neck. She appeared to be in deep sleep. As soon as Anil saw them, he broke into tears as he rose from the chair and said, “It’s over. Everything is over. (Pointing towards Sarita) That is all that we are left with”. Sarada was uncontrollable; even Narendra could not resist his tears; Vanaja struggled invain to control herself. Nobody was in a position to talk. After some time, Narendra asked “How did this terrible thing occur? … When she was unwell, why didn’t you inform us?




   




  A: I would have surely informed you if she had been unwell.




   




  N: -- Then?




   




  A: Like every day, today also after our lunch we were sitting on the sofa watching the TV. About an hour later she complained of stomach ache. I asked her to shift to the easy chair which might ease her pain. She continued to suffer. I suggested that she might feel better if she lied down on bed and took her to the bed room.




   




  V: Could she climb up the stairs?




   




  A: I was bearing most of her weight; somehow, I was able to take her into the bed room.




   




  V: The guest room was closeby on the ground floor itself. Why didn’t you take her to that room?




   




  A: Yes! Perhaps I should have done that. It didn’t occur to me at that time… After reaching the bed room, the pain seemed to have increased and she began to twist herself in her suffering. I felt that she needed proper medical attention and I phoned to Santi Hospital and Nursing Home immediately. They came within minutes with an ambulance and took her on a stretcher into it. The doctor gave her some medicine and an injection. I followed them in our car. It was from the car itself that I phoned to you. When we went about half the distance, I heard a shriek from the ambulance and soon it came to a halt. I too stopped behind it and got down. The doctor also stepped out, walked upto me and said “Sorry sir, we could not save the patient”.




   




  … What was there to report, after the life was lost? They blamed their fate and thought that it was the result of something they did or failed to do in their earlier rebirths, which they were inevitably bound to suffer in this life.




   




  Overwhelmed by the sorrow at suddenly losing a grown up close member of the family, they returned home in deep distress. They brought Sarita’s two year old son Kishore with them. Their sorrow was not something which had an end. Eventually, it was time for it to show some mercy and sympathy and deliver them gradually out of it. However, Vanaja had her own doubts. She was younger to Sarita by six years; they used to be very close and affectionate towards each other. Sarita’s sudden demise upset her and hurt her deeply. She was unable to reconcile to the fact that her dear sister was no more. She suppressed her sorrow within herself and suffered silently. She tried to find her sister in Kishore and began to draw him close to herself.




   




  Anil’s father passed away about a year and a half before Sarita’s marriage. He was careful, hardworking and thrifty. He was well aware of the escalating value of real-estate and invested all his savings in it. He had no education beyond the rudiments acquired at an informal village school. He regretted it throughout his life and wanted to see his son well educated. Being an only child, Anil was so pampered that he became averse to studies because it involved the discipline of the school system. Due to his father’s compulsion, he used to go to school. He completed it in one and a half times the normal period. His father forced him into B.A. class. College appeared more interesting because he could dress himself in fine clothes and spend time merrily with his friends. Moreover, unlike schools, colleges were coeducational and that was an additional attraction for this budding youth. He continued to be as far from studies as ever. His father expired during this period. It surprised him how he could pass in half the number of subjects in the first year final examinations. Perhaps some matter forced itself into his brain, in spite of himself or perhaps it became easier to pass an examination as one advance to a higher class. He felt bored and tired and did not want to continue with his studies. Because of his mother’s continued harassment every day to fulfil his father’s ambition at least by acquiring the B.A. degree, he joined the second year.




   




  Anil was the only child with a substantial urban property. He was handsome and was studying B.A. Narendra and Sarada were very satisfied with the matrimonial alliance and offered Sarita. Anil’s mother insisted that marriage should take place only after the final examinations. In the second year examinations also he cleared two subjects! The marriage was performed in the summer vacation.




   




  After marriage, Anil had plenty of work on hand and was quite active. It was vacation time and he was free from his mother’s goading to send him to college. The summer sun did not bother him too much and he took full advantage of the vacation. To escape his mother’s harassment he joined the third year class. However, he visited the college once in a way. His parents came from a poor background and were used to do all domestic work by themselves. His mother taught Sarita how to cook and how to take care of the house; she used to keep Sarita engaged throughout the day with something or the other to induce Anil to go to college. However she was largely unsuccessful.




   




  The house in which they were residing now, was the first one acquired by Anil’s father. It had a very large open area. He was hardworking, self confident and optimistic. He obtained sanction for a large building but started with constructing just a portion of it sufficient to their immediate needs and moved in. He improved it in stages and was able to complete the building according to the sanctioned plan. He was interested in gardening and developed it. Now the garden had fruit trees, vegetable plants and different flower plants to yield flowers throughout the year. In the beginning the couple used to take care of the garden work but later, they appointed a gardener for the job.




   




  During the first one year or so after marriage, Vanaja used to go to visit Sarita many times. Sarita also used to go to her parent’s house but she was permitted to spend no more than one day with them. If for some reason, she continued to remain for the next day, Anil used to come down in his car and take her away unmindful of what others felt or said. As Vanaja came of age, her parents restricted the number of her visits; sisters used to meet at least two or three times an year and remained very affectionate mutually.




   




  Sarita did not become pregnant till two years after marriage. Traditionally, the parents of the pregnant woman bring her home in the third, fifth or seventh month fof her first and second pregnancies. They keep her till the third or fifth month after delivery. Although Sarita’s parents kept asking Anil from the beginning of the third month, he did not send her till the fag end of the seventh month, that too because of his mother’s insistence. He took Sarita and Kishore back just before the first month ended. Anil’s mother was very affectionate towards both Saritha and Kishore. She took complete care of her grandson; only breast-feeding was Sarita’s responsibility towards the baby. But fate had unforeseen surprises in store. As usual, after lunch Anil’s mother sat in the sofa watching TV with Kishore playing in her lap. At the feeding time Sarita came to collect the baby. She found her mother-in-law leaning towards a side with her head so bent that it appeared to almost hang from her neck. Sarita thought that she fell asleep watching the TV. She smiled at her and tried to collect the baby carefully without disturbing her from sleep. When she picked up the baby, the hands that were holding him fell off mysteriously, arousing Sarita’s suspicion. When she placed her hand on the shoulder of her mother-in-law, she fell completely to that side. It was obvious that the life left her body quietly, sometime back. Sarita lost the pillar of her support and her substitute mother in that house. It also meant that the only remaining constraint for Anil’s liberty disappeared. He started living his life as he desired it, without any restriction or restraint; day or night did not make any difference for him. He also ignored to take into consideration the comfort or the wellbeing of others. Sarita was unable to withstand the pain and discomfort. She was too timid to complain and struggled to suppress her suffering.




  *** ***




  Neerada was Vanaja’s intimate friend. They were classmates since their childhood. They used to share each other’s thoughts and feelings frankly without any restraint and discussed the pros and cons of any action one of them contemplated to take. Both of them wanted to study medicine and appeared for the entrance examination. Neerada obtained a high rank and was able to secure admission in a new medical college established in the same town. Vanaja could not secure such a good rank. She could have obtained seat in one of the medical colleges at other places but neither was she so keen to do medicine only nor were her parents willing to send her out of the town. So she joined B.Sc. in the same town; now she was doing her M.Sc.




   




  Neerada used to go to Vanaja’s house frequently. She used to be intimate with Sarita also and used to call her Sarita sister. She also used to treat Neerada as another sister. Therefore Sarita’s sudden untimely demise caused her immense sorrow. As soon as she came to know of Vanaja’s return, she went to meet her. They spoke with each other for a long time about Sarita. Vanaja revealed her suspicion which she subconsciously felt, about her sister’s death. Vanaja said “Somehow I am not able to trust all that Anil said.”




   




  N: Why? What is causing you suspicion?




   




  V: I don’t know. I am not able to define it. I have a feeling that what all Anil told us might not be true… His manner of speaking… his behaviour… I suspect that there is something wanting. I don’t know what …




   




  N: That means… Are you trying to say that he was responsible?




   




  V: Iam not jumping to that conclusion, but I strongly feel that there are some missing links. That thought is making me restless… We should find out the whole truth.




   




  N: But how??... What do you propose to do?




   




  V: I don’t know. I have not come to any conclusion yet… I went into her bedroom; there was a large round red mark in the middle of the bed. The blood seeped into the mattress also… But Anil did not mention about it.




   




  N: So what? ... He could have easily overturned the mattress if he so desired. He did not also try to conceal it, did he?




   




  V: Of course not! But…




   




  N: Perhaps he did not think it to be sufficiently important.




   




  V: Perhaps…Or perhaps he could not imagine that anyone might suspect his story.




   




  N: Look! You must have some basis. Don’t just imagine things.




   




  V: He said that she had the attack while they were watching the TV. And that she did not feel better after resting in the easy chair; on the contrary, the pain intensified. If he wanted her to rest on a bed he should have taken her to the guest room closeby. Why did he take her to the bedroom upstairs?




   




  N: As he mentioned, it might not have occurred to him at that time.




   




  V: But woudn’t he have remembered about it, when Sarita was stuggling to climb one step after the other? … Could a person suffering acute stomach ache climb up the stairs?




   




  N: It depends on the intensity of the pain.




   




  V: Alright. She must be suffering some discomfort and it would certainly make it difficult for anyone to climb the steps.




   




  N: Yes, but not impossible.




   




  V: Ah! You are just argumentative… Do you think that neither of them, especially our sister, who was suffering, wouldn’t have thought of the bed available on the ground floor?




   




  N: … Alright! What are you trying to say?




   




  V: I don’t believe the first part of Anil’s story; I think something must have happened upstairs. What we can trust is that our sister suffered a bout of severe stomach ache; that blood was discharged after she lied on the bed and that she died in the ambulance before reaching the hospital. Now you are also a halfway doctor. Tell me what could have been the possible causes?




   




  N: Sister is in the sixth month of pregnancy. Any srong injury to the stomach could cause it to ache. It could happen if she rolled down the stairs or fell from a height like a ladder or a stool. It could also result from rape…. But Vanaja! Remember that I am a halfway doctor. Don’t try to start on an investigation based on what I said. It would be like trying to cross a stream with the support of a floating twig.




   




  After a few days Neerada went to meet Vanaja.




   




  N: How far did your investigation progress?




   




  V: Not even one inch!




   




  N: Perhaps you are imagining something and chasing a shadow.




   




  V: Perhaps… But I am not going to give up so soon or so easily!




   




  N: Idle brain is a devil’s workshop! … I have come to tell you something.




   




  V: Oh! Perhaps your marriage is settled.




   




  N: Don’t you like my becoming a doctor?




   




  V: Forget it! Come on, tell me. I am listening.




   




  N: Our’s is a recently established medical college. Our staff our labs and equipment are inadequate in many respects. A few days ago, an inspection committee of the Indian Medical Council visited our college and exposed all deficiencies and inadequacies. They threatened to withdraw recognition. The local politicians negotiated a deal that they would fulfill all requirements within one year and agreed to send the fourth year students in batches to different colleges which were well acquipped in all respects. Unless those colleges certified that the students successfully completed the course work and the lab work, they would not be permitted to take the fourth year final examinations. In this arrangement our batch happened to get allotted to the medical college in the city where Anil is residing. We are leaving on the next Sunday.




   




  V: You are going to remain in that city for sometime; perhaps you can get some further information there.




   




  N: But how? Whom should I ask? What should I ask?




   




  V: Their family doctor’s name is Suresh. I met him once or twice. He is a friendly type of person, talk to him.




   




  N: How is it going to help? Anyway, which family doctor would reveal a patient’s secrets?




   




  V: … That is true… (She has a flash of an idea) Tell him that you are my friend. Tell him that matrimonial alliance between me and Anil is being contemplated and that you wanted to find out about the desirability of the alliance. Tell him all other lies you can think of or imagine. See if you can extract any useful information.




   




  N: You are really a genius! I didn’t know that you had such a sharp and fertile imagination.




  *** *** ***




  Neerada was not able to obtain any useful information. She learnt that Anil used to look after his wife and domestic servants very well. He used to bring Sarita to the doctor even for minor complaints like feeling weak, getting tired too soon or not being active and cheerful. Vanaja’s investigation did not progress a bit but her lie rebounded to firmly entangle her. A few days later, when Anil went to visit the doctor he congratulated Anil for going to get married to Sarita’s sister. No one thought about it till then but when Anil heard the news from the doctor, he was very happy and excited with anticipation. Such an alliance was not uncommon. Moreover, Vanaja was young and beautiful and was well known. It was the best thing that could happen to him. His ambition was whetted. He induced some common friends to negotiate. Sarada softened but Narendra was not much in favour. The parents discussed the matter and agreed to leave the decision to Vanaja herself. She was astonished that the lie she engineered failed in its primary purpose but generated a whole series of unforeseen consequences. Impulsively she felt like rejecting the proposal but because one hasty step led to this consequence, now she wanted to give it a careful consideration. She discussed the issue thredbare with Neerada. He was well known; the ten year difference was the only matter of concern but that too was not uncommon. Vanaja was unable to make any progress in her investigation so far, into the conflict that was eating her up from within. Perhaps this was a God sent opportunity to get her doubts clarified; but she would be required to put her future on stake. If she could find convincing proof for his version, she can live the rest of her life happily with him. But if she discovered firm basis for her suspicion?... Then she would be so close to him that it would be simpler to take suitable action. She decided to risk her future.




   




  The marriage was performed soon and Vanaja went to Anil’s house. She began to try to extract details of her sister’s life from Mysamma. She confirmed that Anil’s mother used to treat Sarita and Kishore very affectionately. After Anil’s mother passed away Mysamma was given the additional duty of remaining in the house throughout the day and looking after the baby. The couple used to spend most of the time upstairs. Sarita used to come down to breast feed the baby and go back. They installed another large TV in their bedroom and began to spend most of the time there. Although Sarita did not suffer from any specific ailment, she used to complain often about tiresomeness and weakness. Anil used to take her for treatment. However, Vanaja was unable to get any helpful information to clarify her suspicion.




   




  The first two or three months were spent in enjoying the marital bliss. He used to take her to different places and the time was spent merrily. Gradually he reduced the visits and they began to spend most of the time in the house. Whenever he felt like it, he used to call her to the bedroom. Even that was interesting for some time. Gradually the frequency increased and she began to feel strained. However, he appeared to be bouyant and used to persuade her even when she felt tired and exhausted. When the persuation began to border on pressure, the truth suddenly flashed in her mind! He was a sex maniac!! The puzzle stood resolved. Every bit of information she obtained and everything she suspected fell into place. She was amazed. Although Neerada was a halfway doctor her guess proved to be accurate. The third alternative which Vanaja had been ignoring stood out mocking at her complacency so far. She phoned Neerada to meet her immediately.




  *** *** ***




  Anil: Dear doctor! None of the medicines you have given me seems to be working. I feel as weak and as listless as ever. Please give me some stronger medicine and please see that I regain my stamina.




   




  Dr.Suresh: Okay, okay. Did you use all the medicines I gave you as directed?




   




  A: Of course I did. But there has been no improvement.




   




  S: This is the third time you are coming to me, is in’t it?




   




  A: Yes that’s why I am surprised why the medicines are not working.




   




  S: (After conducting a routine examination) If a doctor doesn’t give any medicine to a patient, he would think that the doctor was unable to diagnize the patient’s problem. That is why we give some harmless colored tablets to those that don’t require any treatment. But we too feel awkward and guilty to do so repeatedly. I have been your family doctor for quite a number of years. So it would be much more embarrassing to do so in your case. As far as I can see you are normal. Why do you feel that you are weak or listless?




   




  A: I don’t feel like doing anything. I feel that I might not be able to do any work.




   




  S: Did you try and fail to do something specific? ( Anil nods in assent ) Which work? Garden work? ... Lifting weights? ... Climbing stairs? ... Feeling tired while walking? ... Inability to sleep well?... (Anil does not reply but keeps staring at the floor) If you don’t talk and keep looking at the ground, how can I understand your problem? You should be quite frank with your doctor and should not conceal anything from him.




   




  A: … I am unable to satisfy my wife.




   




  S: What!? … I am very surprised. .. You used to complain that Sarita was unresponsive and uncooperative and was not being useful as a wife.




   




  A: That’s right. That was the story of those days; this is my present story.




   




  S: Oh! That is your problem; that is why your B.P. was a bit higher. Don’t worry or feel disheartened. Visit a sex-specialist. Because your general health is good, he can restore your normalcy, Shall I suggest someone?




   




  A: Thanks; I know a sex-specialist, Dr.Manav. I will go to him.




   




  S: He is a comp etent doctor; do go to him soon.




   




  A: I will! Good bye doctor!




   




  S: Wait a minute; let me check your B.P. again. (Does it) It is still high. Come some other day early in the morning; I must check it again. To be on the safe side, I will get all tests done.




   




  A: Why should I worry about all those things now? I don’t think there is any such need right now.




   




  S: Don’t say that. B.P. and diabetis are life-long diseases and silent killers. Early detection and regular treatment can prevent most of their ugly consequences. They are dangerous. Once a discrepancy is noticed, you should get it thoroughly examined. Come tomorrow morning at eight on an empty stomach. The nurse will take your blood and urine samples and record your B.P. Come around this time; your reports would be ready. I will also take your B.P. again; then we can discuss the detais of the report.




   




  A: Alright I will. Good bye doctor.




   




  Anil went to consult Dr.Manav in regard to Sarita, three or four times. He was competent and reputed. Anil got the appointment on the third day. He recognized Anil as soon as he entered.




   




  M: How are you Mr. Anil? Because you didn’t come to see me for a long time, I thought that your problem got resolved. How is Ms. Sarita?




   




  A: (Sitting down) She passed away more than a year ago.




   




  M: Oh, I am sorry! I am very sorry to hear that. I was quite unaware of your misfortune.




   




  A:… Now, I am the patient.




   




  M: I see! Come into the lab, we will see.




   




  They went to the lab and returned after a while.




   




  M: Your problem is erectile dysfunction (E.D) It can be cured. But first you must get some tests done and bring the reports. It is only after that, we can begin the treatment. (He wrote the tests and handsed over the paper.) Don’t worry. Bring those reports.




   




  A: Do you think I will become normal once again, doctor?




   




  M: Of course you will. Don’t be afraid. Be confident. When you come with the reports, please bring your wife also, if possible. Her help would be necessary to restore you to health, fast.




   




  A: (Although he knew that Vanaja would not accompany him) Okay, I will. May I take your leave, doctor.




   




  When he reached home, his wife accosted him, “You are visiting one doctor after the other. What are they saying? (Anil did not reply) I can tell you right now in advance, what they are going to tell you after tests, reports and examinations. So far no one has discovered a medicine which could restore the manhood of a person who ceased to be a man. You are wasting your time and energy.




  *** *** ***




  When Vanaja realized that Anil’s excessive desire for sex was the cause of her sister’s death, she became mad with rage and fury. As soon as she saw Neerada, Vanaja embraced her and was so overwhelmed with emotion that tears began to flow spontaneously. She recovered after a while and told Neerada all the information she could obtain, her experience and her sudden realization. After cross questioning and critical assessment, Neerada was also convinced. She was amazed that there could be such people also! They began to discuss what they should be doing now. It was extremely difficult to withstand the awkward and nauseating questions put by the lawyers in rape cases and to win the case. It would be much more difficult in regard to marital rape because it is not possible to produce hard evidence now. It is almost impossible. Moreover the criminal is Vanaja’s husband. It is doubtful whether even her parents would believe her allegation. So they had to think of something else. The friends discussed the matter for a long time. Vanaja thought that the best way would be to punish him taking advantage of this very weakness of Anil; then he will not be able to suspect their real plan. Neerada cautioned her to think carefully and consider her own future she would be putting on stake. Vanaja declared that her mission was to give such a punishment to the person who caused her sister’s death, that his life became unbearable and worse than death. She said that she was prepared to bear initial hardship and suffering and sacrifice her wellbeing for the sake of revenge. Neerada advised her not to get emotional but to consider pros and cons calmly before coming to any conclusion. Vanaja struck to her resolve.
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