

        

           [image: ]

        




	

	 


	When


	Mornings


	Sleep


	By 


	Ddeepak Arora














	 


	 


	 


	[image: ]


	 


	Thanks to the Almighty for bestowing strength and wisdom! It would not have been plausible without you being there always!


	 




 


	 


	 


	प्रकृते: क्रियमाणानि गुणै: कर्माणि सर्वश: |


	अहङ्कारविमूढात्मा कर्ताहमिति मन्यते ||


	 


	 


	 


	Prakriteh kriymanani gunaih karmani sarvashah,


	Ahankara-vimudhatma kartahamiti manyate.


	 


	 


	 


	All the activities are carried out by the three modes of material nature. However, the ignorant and egoistic soul, deluded by false identification with the body, thinks itself to be the doer.


	- Bhagavad Gita
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	Do not read this heart-wrenching story if you don’t have it in you to control your emotions!
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A Note from the Author


	 


	 


	An author also has dreams like others. He has a mind wherein a tsunami of thoughts keeps hovering around, though most of the time these are disorientated. A book is his tool to channelize these thoughts into the right direction to cater to various inner urges of him and the reader.


	Expression and creation have never been easy tasks. In the beginning, minuscule attempts are made, sometimes to augment into gigantic masterpieces or to be lost in the interminable piles of similar fiascos. However, the show never stops and routes itself between different hands and minds. Ideally, these miniature endeavours should be lauded if plausible. If succour cannot be offered, one can avoid being an impediment at least.


	The writing to an author comes from the physical and virtual experience that he or she undergoes. Threading the pearls of reminiscence is a difficult task that is sometimes done successfully. However, the word success has always been assessed through various pre-established parameters by the ones who spend money and time to have a look at it. The critics differ, so does their criteria. Years and years of hard work, dedication, and sacrifices are either rewarded or blown away in a few sentences. A few lines make or break a life, and a pen in someone else’ hand writes a destiny. I too capitulate and designate my readers to have a say.


	This story has emanated right from the bottom of my heart. I sincerely hope that it will strike a chord on your side too. I prefer to live in world froth with emotions, and you may find a glimpse of it in my work too.


	I wish you happy reading!














	 


	Glimpse


	 


	 


	Living in this world is not a cakewalk, but for some, it turns out to be a synonym of struggle and vicissitudes, or in a nutshell a masqueraded hell. Most succumb, but a few stout-hearted warriors stand to fight against life’s atrocities. However, the question remains how long….


	The protagonist in this story, a next-door girl, already battles against financial constraints, orthodox beliefs, and fetters of age-old traditions. Until now, she has taken life in her stride and lived on her own terms, while simultaneously carving a rosy picture of life. However, she is oblivious to the fact that destiny has chosen her for an anomalous strenuous test. She suddenly finds herself in a world that differs completely from the one she used to live in.


	Will she survive and battle it out?


	This unorthodox story will instantly strike a chord with your heart. This may leave you emotionally drained, but at the same time make your faith strong in human values and relationships.




1


	 


	 


	The loquacious fan has not stopped producing incessant sounds. A low speed does not help it either. A blubbery lizard on a white POP ceiling seems to enjoy this music concert, though concomitantly it stares at a housefly on the wall. Its abnormally swollen trunk testifies that it has already taken its breakfast. However, who does not love a post meal dessert? It prowls to complete the feast, but the vigilant housefly vanishes in no time. The discombobulated lizard scouts around, and eventually goes back to enjoy the concert.


	Just another indolent morning. The meek eyes take their own time to pull up the adamant shutter. Either the other body parts have woken up earlier or the eyelids are sluggish. They pretend to carry half the earth on the eyelashes. She hopes it is not conjunctivitis, though some symptoms seem to be the same. Her dark eye circles are sticky with no discernible discharge. However, strangely, it is drier than a desert under the eyelids. She tries a healing touch, but the hands do not move. She relates it to an old familiar body response. Earlier too, when she tried to turn the sides in the middle of the night, the tense body did not oblige. Although she cannot answer the question ‘when’, an overweening brain repeatedly assures that she has already experienced it. Probably she feels the cause is a work shy brain. It can only be the obstreperous culprit for the eye’s late response, so she, with a bit of assessment, opts to relax, as there is no hurry. The obstinate brain has already refused to confirm if she has some pending work.


	The lazy eyelids have risen more now, just enough to allow a glimpse of her surroundings. Sun pours its energy through a rectangular dusty vent on the top of an ocean blue front wall, just above a golden wooden framed portrait of two white Arabian horses that seem to be in a hurry to head to an unknown destination. The snowy crowns of the hills in the background and a few scattered, greyish white, wispy clouds witness it silently. The greenery in the portrait and a quest to leave the place contradict each other. Maybe she, as an onlooker, cannot comprehend the other cleverly circumvented adversities in this portrait. The looks wander over it for more details and then move around. A three-blade, mink ceiling fan that traipses on the top is the only object she can see without inviting pain to her eyes. A lizard just on the other side of the fan seems to be insouciant with her presence.


	Daring enough, she has already noticed a cedar, two-door almirah with a large, rectangular, carved, wooden bordered mirror fitted on its left, apart from a strange light emitting white tube on the top of the wall behind it. She has never seen such a thin and long white light-emitting electrical appliance before. Her left side is relatively unadorned, with a harbour grey wall and a round ice blue wall clock on the top. She wants to read the time, but an acute angle does not permit it. The looks seem hungry for more and more details about where she is, but a cemented body plays an uncanny hindrance.


	Somehow, she finds the sunshine too strong to tolerate, though she loves Sun basking, which, being a born Indian, is a weird habit. A quick scan of the brain’s storage section to know her previous exposure to the Sun again does not yield any result. Suddenly, a small black insect appears at the edge of the vent. It seems to have returned from a morning walk. It saunters on its way down. Once it reaches the floor, it may opt to meet her for a small bite of her skin, a nutritious meal. A blurred view does not allow her to make out exactly which insect it is. She screws up her eyes a bit, but it remains hazy.


	She tries to turn her riveted face, but the pain forces her to abandon the mission. She feels as if all her body parts have gone on a strike to protest against the tyranny of a jingoist under the cap. Definitely, the situation is vexatious and worrisome. The problem seems to be something else, as it should not have taken so long to wake up. She checks on the fingers and toes, but the outcome remains the same. They do not move, a clear sign that she is in a mess for sure. Eyes, which are the only friend still there to support her in this vicissitude, have opened up to almost eighty per cent of their capacity. She has already observed that she is lying on a single bed in an unfamiliar plush room. She should avoid a yell before scrutiny. However, she cannot refrain to attempt a humble SOS call, but nothing comes out. Even the lips do not separate. 


	‘Good morning, Dadi!’ A wish comes from nowhere.


	It brings an assurance that she has the company of someone around. She bears the pain again to scout for the source, but nobody is there in her focal range. Probably, another female is also present in the room, as that lady had wished her grandma, but why cannot she see any of them. Suddenly, she feels as if someone has passed by on her right, just a couple of feet away. Although not sure, still she feels to have noticed a shadow.


	‘Is she the one who wished? But why her grandma did not reply? Is she deaf and dumb or sleeping?’


	She feels icy waves on her face, but the back is sweaty. The sensation is like hundreds of ants feasting on her flesh, but the issue is she can neither scrub nor turn her sides.


	‘Dadi, time for Arnav’s school bus.’ The familiar sound comes again.


	She addresses her grandma again but gets no reply. An inability to know anything crops up an uncomfortable vexation. A sound of a door being opened and shut, and then as if locked from outside. This sound does not belong to the room she is in. It came from some distance, so the exit is not through this room.


	A complete silence! Probably no one is present in the house except her and an unresponsive old woman. She needs to talk to her to explain the condition she is in, but the question is how. The only working body part eyes are useless right now to reach her. Banging eyelids up and down will not create any sound, so what else. She puts in all the effort that she can to lift her right hand, but it does not move even by a centimetre. A variegated blanket has thoroughly covered her body. Its angle with the eyes does not permit her to know its exact design, but still, she can make out it has some fuchsia circles or flowers on a black base. An inch-long maroon thread that dangles from the blanket’s edge tickles her nostril. The air blown by the ceiling fan does not allow it to remain static. Its incessant touches are nothing less than damnation. She inhales, holds for a moment, and then exhales with all the energy she has. The attempted extrication proves to be a fiasco, as it does not alter the thread’s position even by a millimetre. Teardrops emanate from the corners of each eye because of this strenuous exercise. They roll down to make their way on her temple and vanish into the hair. Another two emerge to stay at the edges and augment their volume before following the same path. However, no further supply shrinks them, and the ceiling fan exterminates the last signs of their existence. Her eyes are desiccated again, as if back to their original roots. The involuntary, gratuitous inhalation is longer this time. Unexpectedly, it calms her down a bit. She is quick to realize it and deliberately repeats the act twice. She hears a feeble sound emanating from her nostrils. It rejuvenates hope. Finally, she has something that can help her establish contact with the people around. That woman’s grandma is there in the room, and she may respond if she notices her distress signal. Despite an excruciating pressure on her chest and throat, she inhales as long as she can and then exhales. However, this time the sound is not produced. She regurgitates, but a three minute effort is all her body can take. The breathing becomes feeble and feeble as she loses her consciousness.


	 


	‘Eh Friendoo! I’m home!’


	A genial sound wakes her up. Eyelids go up comparatively faster this time, though the focal range remains the same. She curiously scouts for the source. Someone again seems to be by her bedside on the right, maybe a couple of feet away. She hears a sound as if someone keeps a metallic object on a solid surface. Most probably, a wooden table is there behind her. Suddenly, she notices from the corner of her eye, a boy of around seven or eight years holding a pile of books. His face is not visible, as he has his back towards her. This average height boy has worn a medallion checks t-shirt over obsidian short knickers. The back pocket has a popped up golden wrapper with a brand name written in black, most probably of half-eaten chocolate. He has worn a silver polished iron bracelet that generally Punjabis wear. He seems to have recently got his haircut as his scalp is visible at some parts. The books’ weight makes it difficult to balance the pile, so eventually he supports it with his chest. His struggle with the books helps her get a couple of glimpses of his face. His lotus-shaped eyes are the first to catch her attention, as generally, girls have such shape. She too has similar eyes.


	‘My soul wants to sink into your eyes forever!’ Someone used to say. She tries to recall, but only a blurred, unrecognizable face appears in her imagination. Another attempt induces a sudden headache, so she blinks a few times to relax.


	She could not catch his eyes colour, which she wants to correlate with her brown eyes. She observes him again. He still fumbles with the pile. Suddenly, a book falls on the floor and to catch it in the air, he loses grip on all of them. 


	‘Arnav! May I rest for half an hour?’ Yell advents as a response, most probably from an adjacent room.


	The voice belongs to the same woman, who wished her grandma some time ago. It means this boy is Arnav, her son. He picks all his books and walks out of the room. The situation has become more intricate. Not just this boy and his mother, but she is unfamiliar even with herself. A blackout in her memory lane does not let her remember anything except the last couple of hours.


	After a wait of around fifteen minutes, the boy appears again. This time he is empty-handed, and his face is visible, though he does not make eye contact. She is prompt to spot his eye colour, brown, so much resemblance with hers. His short and curly hair, with a small fringe falling on the forehead, gives him a tailored look, something disparate from hers. She has straight, silky, obsidian hair, but his are more towards ash brown and appear to be rough as if he never oiled them. How negligent his mother is. Her mother was so particular about applying coconut oil on hair every Saturday night and washing the next morning. Years of nightlong weekly applications have made her hair lustrous and strong. The compliments still pour in, and especially Deepak is so fascinated with them. He loves to lie by her side and hide his face in between these dark dense clouds, kissing her neck and behind ears every minute. She too never stops him and surrenders. However, this woman seems to be ignorant about how oil can beautify one of the most important parts of one’s personality. This boy will surely go bald once he crosses forty, and then his wife will ignore him. He may not realize it now because of his tender age, but it will be too late by then. However, how does she know what her mother did so many years back when she does not remember even the previous day? Maybe the memory is coming back in titbits.


	His chubby cheeks are again contrary to her long, slender face, but once he grows up, he will surely lose this baby fat. Although, he has a round face, but is it not too early to judge. By the way, why compare when she does not even know him. She as a trained painter must know that all humans have just five facial shapes, square, triangular, oblong, round, and oval. All the faces of this world must fit into one of them. Even children may have their face shapes different from their parents. Still, why he seems familiar? And a trained painter..., this is again a piece of additional information that has advent from her subconscious. She is happy to find yet another sign of recovery.


	The eyes are tired of looking diagonally, so she shifts the looks to the two white horse’s portrait. Once normal after a minute, she goes back to the observation mode. He has worn a rectangular silver amulet that hangs from a thick black thread, but surely it will not do any favour to his rough, curly hair. They need lukewarm coconut oil massage, nothing else. Something is printed in front of his t-shirt, but she is unable to read and interpret, as it is in an unknown language. His nose is slender and with a slight curve in the middle, something very peculiar. The face is spotless, though he has tanned skin, a sign of regularly playing outside under the scorching Sun.


	Now, he glances at her, but only to ignore, switch off the lights, and leave. The callousness hurts. She was affectionately looking at him, but he took no notice. Either he could not realize, or he is used to seeing her in this condition. She gives a strenuous look upwards towards a metal stand just beside the edge of her bed. She can see just the top of it, where a bottle hangs upside down, and transparent tubing emerges towards her bed. A limited probe infers that the tubing goes inside her blanket. She feels a heaviness again, a sign that she has spent more than the permissible energy and needs to take a rest. A dim light in the room further helps her to go into sleep mode.


	 


	‘This broom has become small, bring a new one.’


	‘Hmm.... I’ll go to the market tomorrow.’


	‘Wiper will not last a week.’


	‘I’ll bring both.’


	The conversation between the two women wakes her up again. She recognizes one of them, but who is the other? Is she the grandma who has been silent since morning, but she cannot have such a youthful voice. The sound had come from outside, so this house has at least another room. Moreover, this lady and her son must have kept a place for themselves to sleep. Now, what she does not know is, how large is the house and which floor her room is on. Although, the next moment she realizes that there are more important things to know than the floor and area of the house. These people are not her own, and she is blank about her family and own house. How come she is there among them? Have they kidnapped her and administered sedatives, the reason she feels sleepy after every ten minutes? Even after waking up, she can neither move her body nor remember anything. She is ensnared in a machination for sure, but an unmovable body means almost impossible to escape. She needs to be alert to notice when and how do they sedate her. It cannot be an oral route, as she was unconscious. Probably they inject some drug into her. However, just being alert will not stop them. She, in a dormant state, will not be able to resist. 


	 ‘Didi, bolt the door. I’m leaving.’


	Didi means elder sister, so are these two sisters. However, it is a common trend in India to call any woman a didi and man a bhaiya. We are too good at creating new relations with strangers in almost no time. It is uncultured to call anybody by name, so the elders are uncle and aunty, coeval bhaiya and didi, and the younger ones beta and beti.


	Suddenly, she feels an urge to urinate. Life cannot be tougher than this. She can neither go to the toilet on her own nor call anybody for help. Moreover, why will these strangers help her? She must have been bedridden for a while, but still, there is no feeling of being wet or dirty, and surprisingly no stench. She must have been regularly taken to the washroom, something she has forgotten like the other things. However, how did they use to make out about her needs to urinate or defecate? Was she able to speak and convey the message, or was she capable to walk? The head gets heavy again. It may be because of over usage of the brain or discomfiture because of a full bladder. The stomach has begun to pain, slowly becoming unbearable. She tries to look toward a presumed adjacent room, but the eyes have their own limits. A teardrop takes its position again in the corners. The pupils have shifted their position to the right. The hopeful looks stay there for a minute, and then she lets the eyelids come down. The moving eyelids shove a teardrop that rolls down to vanish forever, just to leave a thin ribbon watermark. The wait for succour gets longer and longer, and then she feels even if someone arrived instantly, she will not be able to hold it. She relaxes her body and lets it go. It releases with pressure, and within seconds the bladder gets empty, instantly reducing the stomach pain. She waits to feel the wetness around her groin region, but there is not any. Surprisingly, there is no reek. How did it happen? Was it magic? Whatever may be the reason, but it brings some solace. She had heard a feeble sound of liquid falling into a plastic pouch. Has this woman connected her private parts with some urine collection device? She immediately attempts to feel an external device near her groin region, but the movements and sensations have ceased to be a part of her life.


	 


	Another hour has passed. Nobody has come to ask if she requires water or food, though she does not feel the need either. Maybe this upside-down hung bottle has something to do with it. It may be providing her body with the food it needs. Just then, a woman in her late twenties appears from nowhere. She has not seen her ever for sure, and unlike that boy, she does not resemble her at all. This woman has more western looks. Her magma red, unclipped hair that spread over her shoulders, do not look natural at all. No doubts she has coloured them, as no one with Indian roots can naturally have such hair colour, but how did she turn them red. As far as she knows, only one colourant is available in the market, henna, apart from a few black colour dyes, which her mother also applies, but henna does not give such a vibrant colour. It gives a rich feel but does it not create a pseudo persona. She is quite fair-skinned, unlike that tanned boy. Her sleeveless, light blue top appears more of her husband’s colourful vest, but indigo, thick cloth mini skirt suits well to her voluptuous body. Her feet are not in the focal range, but a quiet walk in the room connotes that she is barefooted. Her thighs and arms have no trace of hair, something she too wants but never allowed by her mother.


	‘Whom do you want to show your legs?’ She recalls when her mother lost no time to berate her, though Deepak is ready to cooperate, she does not dare to go against her mother. To find a woman in her dream outfit does not induce covetousness, but somehow she feels uncomfortable. Maybe she has got used to her collection of dullsville saris and suits. Most of which have been gifted by her mother or shopped alone, as Deepak does not like to spend time to get dozens of saris spread on the counter just to purchase one of them.


	She, lying idle, guesses that woman’s age. However, the dilemma, her skin makes her look around twenty, but she is the mother of an around eight year old boy. Therefore, even if she got married at eighteen or nineteen, she must be around twenty-seven.


	‘Dadi, time to shift your sides.’ That woman announces.


	She rolls her eyeballs to find out where is the grandma who is being spoken to since morning but still has no clue. Aghast, that woman pulls her left shoulder with one hand and pushes hips with the other to make her lie sidewise.


	‘Damn! She had been calling me Dadi since morning!’ The face is impassive because of physical constraint, but the eyes are bloodthirsty. The pain is not felt at all when she glares at her. ‘We must be of the same age! Has she got eyes or buttons? She should have called me by name! Lalita is not a tough word to pronounce, or is she still not aware of it! Even if she does not know, there cannot be something more inappropriate than calling a coeval a grandma!’


	That woman leaves without noticing the quantum of mortification that one word has imparted. Had Lalita got some mystic powers, she would have put her into a cage and thrown at the Point Nemo. Her body does not support otherwise at least a heated quarrel was surely on cards. Although, this malapropos address has created a dubiety about the soundness of that woman’s mind.


	‘Being in Indian attire cannot increase my age by forty years.’ She assures herself. ‘She is jealous of my beauty for sure. God knows how long these jeers have been going on. She is taking full advantage of my helplessness.’


	Thousands of doubts need to be cleared, and foremost, what advantage this woman gets to keep her on heavy drug dosage. Had it been a man, the reason could have been the physical desire, but a woman and a kid! A mother will never wish a son to witness her horrendous acts. Even for that matter, these two do not look like criminals for sure, but her father used to say that the bad people do not have different faces. Lalita recalls that woman’s mien and analyzes with a neutral point of view. She looks western and wears a dress that generally is not allowed in the Indian families, but simultaneously has a round, red bindi on her forehead and a long mangalsutra with a diamond shaped pendant, a sign that she believes in Indian customs. Moreover, it also connotes that she is from a Hindu family, which is a matter of relief, as probably she must be a vegetarian. Although this does not affect her directly in the present circumstances, if she cooks non-vegetarian food in her kitchen, then she might have fed her with the same utensils. She and her entire family are strictly vegetarian. She would like to die starved than to get someone killed to satiate her hunger. Even to share utensils with a non-vegetarian is nothing less than a sin. However, she can do nothing as of now. Even if this woman feeds her a bowl of chicken soup, she will not be able to resist. Her mouth is also not under her control, as otherwise, she could spit it out at least. This might have passed a signal that something is wrong with the food.


	This woman has maintained herself well, no doubts. She does not look like a mother of eight or nine-year-old. Is he the only child she has, and what about her husband? Maybe he has gone to the office and will return late. A long contemplation tires her brain again, and unknowingly she still occupied with the curiosity, sinks into a deep sleep.


	 


	She wakes up again after an hour and finds that woman turning her sides again. Finding her face so close to hers after just getting up brings a scare. Her eyes get widened in anticipation of something ominous, but she makes her turn to the opposite side facing the wall. She removes the blanket and unbuttons Lalita’s outfit. Lalita is not sure what has she worn, but as it is removed completely, she gets a glimpse of a cyan dress that has purple, white checks throughout. The length of the dress suggests that it is a gown. Although, she is also a woman, still being naked in front of someone unknown embarrasses. ‘Why has she removed my clothes?’ Life itself has become a question mark. Lalita hears the sound as if a bottle cap is unscrewed, and then a wet, chilly hand caresses her back. Not difficult to understand that she is massaging her back with some liquid, either oil or medicine. The fragrance is nice but unfamiliar. Although the sensation is minimal, still it brings a soothing effect on her back that has been sandwiched between her own body weight and the bed. Her face continuously rubs against the pillow up and down. After a few strikes, both her lips separate, which allows her to breathe from the mouth for the first time. She had been trying this since morning in order to speak but was unable to do it on her own. Fortuitously, an opportunity has fallen into her lap to create a sound, and let this woman know that she is conscious. She applies a bit of pressure on the mouth and throat, but nothing comes out except soundless air. Unrelenting, she regurgitates, but then that woman puts a blanket on her naked body and leaves. However, this time tears do not emanate as she has found hope in this effort. She was quick to observe that though she could not speak, her tongue exhibited an infinitesimal movement. She relaxes to get back her breath.


	That black insect is again in front of her eyes. It is climbing up on the wall by her bedside. Fortunately, it has decided to skip a stroll on the bed. What it does not know, a lizard waits in an ambush on the ceiling. However, she observes that the lizard has still not noticed this approaching protein-rich diet. She too remains on a high alert mode, which is of no use as such.


	That woman returns with a dolphin shaped, discoloured, aluminium vessel. Lalita’s radars lose her the moment she bends down on her knees by her bedside. Now, Lalita can just see the top of her head and a maroon butterfly hair clip which was not there earlier. She hears a sound of liquid being poured into something, and then that woman gets up, carefully holding that vessel with both hands. Lalita has understood by now that it was her urine that was stocked in some collector, and this woman has emptied it into a vessel. A right guess, she infers, as she has already urinated twice since morning but still does not feel wet anywhere. A tube must be carrying her urine to a collector, and the sound of the fall suggests that the collector is not made of metal. This woman then regularly empties it into a vessel, but what about her stools? Although she has not felt an urge to defecate till now, the body must have been excreting the unwanted material. Has she put some tube there too, but if she has, then how can she lie down on her back with her buttocks directly in touch with the bed. It must poke on her skin.


	That woman returns with another gown in her hand, along with a towel that appears to be wet. She removes the blanket yet another time and wipes her body with that towel thoroughly. Lalita feels the warmth, though she is not sure whether it is because of this woman’s care or the towel was soaked in the lukewarm water. She enjoys that entire process that takes around five minutes. Her sides are continuously turned left and right with gentle pushes. She now uses the dry side of the towel and wipes the entire body once more. She gets up and leaves the room, only to come back with a talcum powder bottle in her hand. She sprinkles it on her back, armpits, and groin region, and makes her wear the newly brought gown. Lalita feels rejuvenated. The powder has a sandal fragrance, probably along with some medicinal properties, as she feels the cooling wherever it is sprinkled. Most likely, it has menthol as an ingredient. She remembers how her mother sprinkled talcum powder on her body after the bath. That time too she felt a similar cooling effect. Lalita keeps looking at that woman while she remains busy with the job, but the looks have an altogether different meaning now. Trepidation and loathe are no longer a part of it. ‘This woman is innocuous,’ she concludes. Her touch is gentle and has a hint of affection and love that she can perceive. It has a lot of similarities with that of her mother, though she does not resemble her at all. Moreover, her mother used to do all this first thing in the morning, while she has done it so late in the day. Maybe she has got free only by now, so finished it as one of her last pending works. Just then she remembers that this woman had shouted at Arnav to allow her some rest. It means she was free in the afternoon too, but just out of laziness she kept her soaked in the sweat throughout the day. Although, Lalita does not want to be thankless for what she has done. Even if she did not clean her, Lalita could not have complained. It also shows that she has been doing this favour since she turned insensate, and this period can be a few hours, days, or even weeks. She tries to recall the events that happened in the last few weeks, but there seems to be a black curtain on everything. That woman has left now, and she has not seen Arnav since afternoon. Maybe he has gone to play outside, but it must be very dark by now. He should not stay out till so late. Why this woman does not bother to call him in? She keeps waiting for someone to enter her room, but nobody does. However, after around ten minutes as she closes her eyes, someone switches off the room’s light. She immediately looks around, but cannot find anybody in the dark. She observes for the next few minutes but ultimately resigns to sleep.


	 


	The next morning starts with a melodious bhajan, and the sound is surprisingly crystal clear as if someone sings just beside her. She immediately looks towards her right, but the view restrictions play the spoilsport. She too has radio at home that she plays every morning after finishing with her puja, but that does not sound as good as this one. Every day, her radio battles with audio transmission disturbances before playing a song, so much of khrou khrou sound. It must have something to do with the signals, or this woman has a better radio than hers, but still, her radio’s sound is never so loud. In addition, the background instruments also seem unfamiliar. Whatever it may be, she enjoys a bhajan she has never heard before. By the time it finishes, she has stomach cramps. ‘No..., for God’s sake, it should not happen on the bed!’ She prays. However, things are not under her control, and then she loses control. This time she feels the wetness, and the worse is an unbearable reek. ‘How she will know that I need help?’ Helpless and deeply embarrassed, she hopes for divine intervention.


	‘Mom, the room stinks.’ She notices Arnav standing around ten feet away, holding his nose. 


	‘It’s the most mortifying moment of my life!’ She gallops saliva and avoids an eye to eye contact with that woman who immediately arrives. 


	‘You finish your assignment.’ She instructs.


	She too leaves along with him to return with a few rugs, a paper bag, and a water bottle. Lalita still avoids eye contact as she begins the cleaning process. She throws the blanket on the floor and removes her gown. She then turns her sides and washes with water before wiping with rugs. Lalita notices that there is a plastic sheet under her, which also has got soiled. That woman removes it carefully and keeps it down. She leaves the room again and returns with a new plastic sheet, gown, and talcum powder. She spreads the new sheet on the bed and then sprinkles powder on her before helping her wear the gown. She takes around ten minutes to finish the job. She checks the blanket and puts it back on her before leaving the room with everything else. Lalita noticed that she looked at her face many times in between, but did not realize about her consciousness. Remarkably, not even once did she find her without a smile as if she enjoyed providing this succour. She must appreciate this, as it is not easy to clean someone else’s faeces, and that too when one does not have any relation. If asked to do this job for a stranger, she would have refused whatever might be the reason.


	That woman enters again with a translucent plastic bottle in her hand. Lalita immediately realizes that it is similar to the bottle hung upside down by her bedside. She replaces the empty bottle with the new one and leaves again. In doing so, she pulls the stand a bit. Lalita can watch it better now. She notices that the liquid falls in the tubing drop by drop. The tubing heads towards her, but its purpose remains unascertained. The bottle moves back and forth like a pendulum for a minute and then comes to a halt. The sandal fragrance has replaced the stink in the room. Arnav should not complain now, she hopes.


	The culprit’s face has changed. She conjectured that this woman was behind her confinement, but the truth has surfaced. Now, she seems to be an unwanted burden on this family’s shoulders. However, her query about how she got into this mess is still unanswered. She is into her twenties and can recall a few events of her life, though not vividly. She used to live a healthy life. How her body stopped to respond to the impulses from the brain, and how did this woman come into her life? She can get the answers only if she gets back her memory, which may take time. She has no option left, but to remain at this family’s mercy till then. Now the issue, the more pressure she puts on her mind to recall the chain of events, the more heaviness and giddiness she experiences. Although she feels that the heaviness is not as bad as the previous day, another sign of being on the recovery path.


	After around fifteen minutes, she hears a short musical sound, and then as if the door opened.


	‘I’ll not come in the evening.’ It is the other woman’s voice that she heard last evening too.


	‘Why?’ It is Lalita’s caretaker.


	‘Tooth aches. I need to see a dentist.’


	‘You take so many leaves.’


	‘Pushpa Aunty, don’t you brush your teeth?’ Arnav asks mischievously.


	Both the women laugh and then a familiar sound of utensils being washed. The further conversation helps Lalita know that Pushpa is a housemaid. That woman walks in and turns Lalita’s sides again. It provides a better view of the room. She loves this angle and curiously looks around. A light wood polish dressing table is placed on the opposite wall, just beside a single door that leads to the other room. It has very basic items like a flamingo, plastic, rat tail comb, a broad and round, blue coconut hair oil bottle, and crimson lipstick. She also notices her talcum powder bottle kept on it. The room’s door is open, and she notices a four seat dining table outside. An around two feet in height, the round table works as a base for an equally long, off white and tangerine shaded ceramic flower vase with artificial roses and shamrock leaves, a complete mismatch. A square rouge cloth under the vase with mulberry embroidery at the edges completely enshrouds the table. She can also notice a portion of a multicolour printed carpet with a crimson base. One of its edges is folded a bit. Someone must have kicked it by mistake while walking. Two mocha, plastic armchairs are arranged contiguously near the dressing table. The left one has an English magazine kept on it. The name is not visible. A sepia wooden wardrobe is placed just next to the dressing table. A round and long pewter key ring with five silver colour keys of different sizes hangs from its keyhole, which indicates that the wardrobe door is not locked. A snake like design with a couple of words is printed on the keyring that she is unable to read because of the distance. However, she has perfect eye vision and should have been able to read it. Does it mean that the eyes have also been affected along with her body? She observes other objects around her, but they are also a bit blurred. It surprises her. Why she had not noticed it earlier. She will have to use specs after recuperation, something she hated throughout her life. She along with other students used to make fun of a spectacled girl in her class. She only gave her the sobriquet chashmeesh. She was in the fifth standard and did not even know its meaning. Later on, when she had English as a subject in the sixth standard, she came to know that chashma in English is called specs. Although, she still does not know how to translate chashmeesh into English. Even her father uses spectacles, but it suits well on his face. She only had chosen his last square, black, plastic frame from Ganesh Nagar market, which was so thick as if made from sugarcane.


	After around half an hour, another woman enters the room. She is crooning something, most probably a song, but Lalita has never heard it before. She can make out by her voice that she is Pushpa. She has worn a Persian blue and raspberry red, floral, synthetic sari, and a plain, deep neck, onyx black blouse. She has tucked the sari’s pallu in the petticoat near her navel region. A big, candy apple red bindi on a round, fatty, dark-complexioned face is too prominent to miss. A small, flower-shaped, golden nose ring with multicolour stones appears to be artificial, though the crystal fitted stud earrings are definitely made up of gold and seem expensive. Her blouse and pallu have concealed a major portion of her mangalsutra. She is bare-footed. Probably she must have removed her footwear outside the house so as not to spoil the floor. Lalita can make out by the sound that she has worn anklets, though they are camouflaged by her sari and petticoat. She has worn over a dozen neon glass bangles apart from a thick golden kada in each hand. She does not even look at her and cleans the room with a broom. Lalita does not like the way she ignores her. She finishes the job and leaves the room, only to return with a half-filled water bucket and a mop. She seems to be used to her presence and is aware that Lalita cannot respond. Lalita can make out from the smell that the bucket has water mixed with phenyl.


	After a while, she again hears the sound of a door opening. ‘So, Pushpa has left,’ she infers.


	‘Readout your essay till I do Dadi’s hair.’ That woman instructs, probably Arnav.


	She enters with a comb in her hand and pulls a chair before removing a hair band from Lalita’s hair. Lalita is unaware of what hairstyle she supports, but the way this woman’s hands move, she surmises that her hair have been kept short with a rubber band to tie them. Arnav enters the room with a copy in his hand. He pushes the other chair to a side and sits on her bed, which gives her the opportunity to watch him.


	‘My mother.’ Arnav begins to read out from the copy. ‘My mother’s name is Jaya. She prepares delicious food. She helps me with my school homework.’


	Lalita loves to listen to his innocent voice. The essay has already given her the information that this woman’s name is Jaya. So, she is surely a Hindu, and probably a vegetarian. Lalita takes a sigh of relief. Her English was never good enough in her childhood. She got English as a subject only from the sixth standard. Still, she understands most of what he says.


	‘She also takes care of my great-grandma.’ He reads out.


	Lalita immediately fumes. ‘Jaya has tutored him too. Is the entire family insane?’


	His face, which she found innocent a few minutes ago, ceases to be one. To call a woman overage is a big crime and both of them have tagged her as a great-grandma. It leaves no ambiguity about who is the grandma in the room. Unaware of her mental trauma, Arnav keeps reading out.
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