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  Seasons




  1




  After the divorce of his parents, when the poet and his mother travelled to another city to begin a new life, the poet’s mother often used the

  despondent phrase ‘everything is finished’. The end of a marriage, separation from one’s firstborn and shifting to a new city to start all over again aren’t the ideal

  circumstances for a woman in her forties. The poet knew that his mother’s ‘emotional hangover’ was justified, for it is a difficult task to detach oneself inwardly from deep

  attachments formed over many years. And moreover, after a period of shock, hurt and bewilderment, she had landed in a new city devoid of the simple assurance of the known and the familiar.




  She had to get used to the new – the office, the people, the streets, the shops, the markets. And unlike him, his mother didn’t meet the unfamiliar like an enthusiastic explorer,

  eager for discoveries, but like an uncertain child, far away from home, in the midst of the alien and the unknown.




  But in time, the poet told himself, his mother would get used to her new life; everything would ease away – the unknown would become familiar, and the exile would turn into a home.




  1.1




  Despite his spirit of optimism, the melancholic phrase ‘everything is finished’ caused within him an irritation and a persistent unease. For the first few instances,

  he met the statement with silence, hoping that his mother would finally let it go, and prefer not to infect the present with the bitterness of the past. As months passed, the poet’s mother

  continued to be in a state of mind that dulled her awareness and slowed her thoughts. A silent numbness caused by bitter reflection continued to haunt her. One evening at the dinner table when his

  mother once again uttered the tragic statement with a heavy sigh, something burst within the poet. ‘Why do you always say everything is finished?’ he questioned. There was anger,

  earnestness and understanding in his voice. ‘Why don’t you look at our life in a different way? At least, all those anxieties are gone. Shouting. Screaming. Madness. We are free of

  them. You have a good job. We have this apartment. Mother, it’s not an end, it’s a new beginning.’




  He was silent for a moment and then said, ‘Life cannot remain the same throughout. You know that. Phases begin and end. Seasons of time continue to change. We cannot stop them. But we can

  live through them in the best possible manner. Please mother, don’t utter that phrase ever again. You will achieve nothing by spoiling your mood.’




  The poet himself was surprised at his own words. He never knew they existed within him. It was the first time that the poet had encountered the phrase ‘seasons of time’.




  1.2




  The poet was eighteen when he passed his higher secondary examination with a distinction in economics. He had been living with his mother for two years and the opportunity to

  travel to a new city to pursue a degree in economics spread within him an excitement of freedom and adventure.




  His mother was also pleased that her son had found a place in one of the most reputed Arts and Science colleges of the country.




  ‘Hostel life will also do you a load of good,’ she had told him while he was packing his luggage. ‘A new life. Another new beginning.’




  2




  Four large stone buildings occupied the north of the campus. The poet’s room was on the first floor of the third block. The room was modestly furnished with an iron cot, a

  wooden desk, a chair and wall shelves. The only luxury was the large south-facing window; it had a splendid view of lush green trees, the basketball courts, the dispensary, the dusty field, the

  roof of the library and the amphitheatre.




  The door to the room opened out to a stone passage, which connected all the rooms, washrooms and staircases. The passage overlooked a square with concrete benches, adolescent trees and a lamp

  post in the middle.




  The room had a wooden ceiling. Some of the previous occupants had made an effort to reach the ceiling and write their names and the years of occupancy. All the names were old-fashioned. They had

  to be – the years of occupancy pointed to pre-Independence days.




  The college was established in 1885. The Gothic-style buildings spread themselves within a large campus marked with trees, pathways and gardens.




  The two playing fields in the west lead to the hillocks which were frequented by fitness freaks and lovers.




  3




  The poet began his college life with great fervour. He joined the student body, became a leading member of the quiz team and an active coordinator of the literary and film

  societies. He was on good terms with professors and college seniors and this added to his reputation. He came to be known as one of those who could get things done, be it organizing events or

  winning prizes on behalf of the college.




  The poet was popular and had a large circle of friends, among whom one was the pianist.




  4




  The pianist had become impatient with the poet. Two months had elapsed. They had met in the campus on the first day of college. Then they had visited pubs, bookshops and

  restaurants, but beyond that nothing had happened.




  She had made her desire for the poet obvious, it was all written in her gaze, her smiles, her double entendres, her casual reference to the fact that she had the apartment all to herself during

  the day. The poet had noticed the signs, but had chosen not to respond. And that ensured the poet’s presence in her thoughts. She was forced to offer him the curious vigilance that women

  reserve for men whom they fail to understand to their satisfaction – not enough to either love or reject.




  Then she thought of a new plan. She would play a game. The student body had organized a fresher’s party. The poet would be there, so would that guy from her class, who was smitten with

  her.




  5




  At the party, the pianist searched for the poet. Someone told her that the poet was jamming with the college rock band in the recreation hall. The informer also mentioned that

  the poet’s mobile was switched off, but, he added, the poet remembered the party and would come after a while. The pianist looked at her watch. It was half past ten.




  The party was on the terrace of a budget hotel. She walked down the stairs to the toilet. A couple of drunk guys were banging on the bolted door. Then the door opened. A half-naked girl was

  sitting on the toilet seat. Her red dress had fallen down to her hips. Her red bra was on the floor. She seemed drunk. There was a guy buttoning up his jeans. The guy walked out; the two drunkards

  went in and bolted the door.




  The pianist found herself another toilet. She kept thinking about the midnight deadline at her home. She felt angry at the poet for being late. She stared at the mirror, calmed herself and went

  back to the terrace.




  The music had slowed down and the lights had dimmed, couples could now kiss and fondle each other in the dark. She walked to a corner and waited for the poet as she surveyed the dance floor and

  the terrace door.




  The pianist’s admirer had been stalking her for an hour. Finally, he gathered some courage, walked up to her and asked her for a dance. But the pianist paid no attention and turned him

  down.




  A moment later, she glimpsed the poet at the door to the terrace. ‘Hey, wait,’ she called out softly to her admirer. She led him to the periphery of the dance floor, put her arms

  around his neck, made sure that her breasts were pressed against his chest, and started to sway in slow deliberate movements.




  At that very moment a ruckus erupted. A few guys had got into a fight. A volley of loud and distinct swearing made the fight look dead serious. The shrieks of frightened girls filled the

  locality. The music stopped. Bright lights ruined the atmosphere.




  The pianist saw the poet, along with a few others, trying to protect a guy from being beaten up by three angry assailants. Flashes of light reflected from a small knife that hadn’t been

  used yet. ‘I will tear you to pieces,’ shouted the most overzealous assailant, who was being forcibly curtailed by the peacemakers.




  The stupid fight finally stopped when the three assailants had been pinned to the ground. The victim, whose left eyebrow had split, was also bleeding through his nose. He had made the mistake of

  dating the ex-girlfriend of one of the assailants.




  The hotel manager arrived in a bad mood and the party was over. The poet stayed back with the group to try and pacify the manager, who threatened to complain to the police and wanted names.

  Everyone else was asked to leave.




  In life, things are not going to be according to one’s liking – a simple fact that is often the hardest to accept. The pianist felt the truth of this fact. Her plan had failed due to

  the unforeseen incident.




  The pianist sighed and made her way out of the terrace. She followed the crowd of chattering students down the staircase.
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  When the pianist arrived at college on Monday morning, a girl from her class informed her that the poet was looking for her. This had never happened before. She immediately

  forgot the promises she had made to herself (not to waste time and energy on the poet) and found the poet in the café that faced the college’s main entrance.




  The pianist noticed that the poet was looking different. His mood was playful and his words bold.




  The pianist quickly caught on with the poet. When he gulped an analgesic tablet calling it his magic pill, she said, ‘A magic pill for a woman means something else.’




  The poet smiled and lit a cigarette. Then he said, ‘Two things I find very attractive about you. Your dazzling smile and your talent as a pianist.’




  ‘I have other talents as well,’ the pianist remarked.




  Both of them looked at each other. Their eyes met. A certain gravity deepened the moment of brazen silence.




  ‘Why don’t we go to your apartment? You can play some Beethoven for me,’ the poet suggested, already knowing what her reply would be.




  7




  The poet and the pianist reached the modest building in thirty minutes. Its location was somewhat secluded. ‘My father has bought another flat. We will be shifting to the

  new one after a few months,’ the pianist explained on the staircase. Then she turned to the poet and smiled, ‘But we will still keep this one. A few things will stay here. And the keys

  will always remain with me.’




  They came to a heavily protected door on the second floor. The pianist searched her bag for the keys. The poet’s heartbeat, his deepening breath and the feeling at the pit of his stomach

  left him in no doubt of what he was anticipating.




  In the living room, the poet was struck by the sparse décor. It was almost Japanese. The living room had the mighty presence of a grand piano, a couple of abstract paintings of human

  figures, an artificial plant, a few chairs and a couch.




  The poet wanted to take a closer look at the grand piano. But the pianist held him from behind and pulled out his shirt. The poet turned to meet the eager lips of the pianist. After a while,

  without any hesitancy and with a cool confidence, they undressed like they were used to each other for years.




  The poet could sense that the pianist was undressing with the aim of enticing him, to make him a bit impatient. She wanted the poet to desire her, impatience delighted her.




  For the next couple of weeks, excluding the weekends, the poet spent all his afternoons in the pianist’s apartment.
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  Relationships are often tested not only by the act of lovemaking but also by what happens immediately after the act.




  After three months from the day the poet had first visited the pianist’s home, he realized that his lover captivated him, but only till his climax, after which a strange emptiness surfaced

  within him. He didn’t feel any need to remain with the pianist. His mind swayed to other things and his body displayed signs of restlessness. He hurried away citing excuses, and avoided

  spending time with the pianist anywhere else other than the apartment.




  The poet made no effort to understand his discomfort to become free of it. His initial impulse was to run away from the unease by carrying it deep within him. He occupied himself with other

  things, and tried to avoid the pianist, as if the pianist had suddenly become burdensome to him.




  But the pianist hadn’t become a burden, the poet had become a burden to himself. By avoiding the pianist, he sought to avoid the discomfort that had surfaced within him.




  He failed to relieve himself of the weight. It resurfaced within him when the student activities got over, when the movies he watched ended, when the classes he attended terminated, when he woke

  up from sleep.




  When the pianist found the poet in the campus, she was perplexed by the sudden change in his behaviour. He appeared melancholic and no longer enticed her with his smiles and laughter. The poet

  spoke to her about more solemn things; the free-flowing attitude of the poet had become dull.




  The poet made excuses for missing out on their dates. ‘I have a few things to follow up. It’s about the film festival. Got to go to the archives. We will be able to meet only after a

  week.’




  But the very next day something inside him relented. He once again found himself in the pianist’s bedroom.




  The pianist noticed the waning of the poet’s enthusiasm, and reacted by heightening the poet’s pleasure, that began to reach its zenith with unusual frequency.




  ‘You like to watch, don’t you?’ the pianist observed after another kiss. Her mouth smelt of the poet’s groin. ‘You always keep your eyes open while kissing. I read

  in a book that a woman shouldn’t trust a man who kisses with his eyes wide open,’ the pianist said.




  ‘Don’t you trust me?’ the poet asked instinctively and immediately felt an unease at his own question.




  ‘I surely do,’ the pianist replied, almost lovingly, and climbed over the poet.




  Her words rekindled the sensation of unease and discomfort; he became aware of a deep heaviness that spread around his throat and his chest.
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  Within a week of their meeting, it was obvious to the poet that the pianist fancied him. But he wasn’t entirely sure whether to go beyond the casual friendship that had

  formed between them. He decided to give himself more time to be absolutely sure of his understanding of her.




  That night at the party he had panicked. When he had noticed the pianist dancing with that guy from her class, he had felt a surge of jealousy in the form of an anxiety – the fear of

  losing the pianist. Provoked by the fear, he had rushed into the affair. And immediately after that, the fear had vanished, and desire had taken over.
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  Before the beginning of the affair, the pianist had displayed a passion for his concerns and agreed to his views about life. But afterwards, the poet realized that she was only

  interested in the poet, not in his concerns, and by doing so she separated herself from the vital part of the poet which governed his sense of self.




  No two people are alike. But a relationship tends to weaken when the people involved fail to understand and respect each other’s passions and beliefs.




  In other words, every person feels alive with thoughts which are important to them. And when someone else cannot relate to those thoughts, then it becomes impossible to relate deeply with him or

  her.




  Without those deeper connections, relationships, which are meant to be intimate, become shallow and superficial.




  The pianist wasn’t what the poet had thought her to be. All the serious words they had been exchanging all this while actually meant very little to the pianist. Unlike the poet, she

  wasn’t looking for deeper insights about life. The hours spent together discussing earnest ideas were nothing but a game to impress and seduce each other. This fact had disappointed the poet.

  His deepest self could not be engaged with her.
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  The melancholy of discovering an aspect of a person that is quite different from one’s previous understanding of the same person is one of the saddest human

  experiences.




  But the wave of unease, melancholy and discomfort that was troubling the poet did not stem from that understanding. Neither did it arrive, when the poet’s infatuation – formed of

  desire, deceptive understanding and panic – began to weaken.




  Even when the relationship – devoid of any emotional intensity – gradually became mere acts of sexuality, the poet could adjust within himself, and allow desire and excitement to

  propel his attraction for the pianist. He knew that he didn’t love the pianist and that his relationship with the pianist would not go deeper than an erotic friendship. (He also realized that

  in a relationship, one has to relate to the mind and the soul; sexual relation alone means nothing.) With this understanding he was relieved of the obligation to involve his soul. He went solely

  with the impulse of his body, and felt free to engage himself with his lover, whose passionate performance was alluring and captivating.




  Till then it was alright.




  When the soul is uninvolved it’s one thing, but when the soul starts to trigger a niggle of discontent, then it becomes a different matter altogether.




  He had begun to sense that the pianist didn’t look upon him in the same manner he looked upon her. The unease stemmed from his sense of guilt. He was suffering from the guilt of viewing

  the pianist solely with desire, while she viewed him with affection.
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  A few afternoons later, when the drops of sweat which had accumulated on the poet’s forehead broke off to trail down the pianist’s neck, the pianist imploringly

  cried out, ‘I love you very much. Oh! How much I love you.’




  Later that night, the poet encountered a manifestation of a crises that he wasn’t familiar with, a bitterness seeped into the taste of his cigarette, a monstrous burden possessed his chest

  and a moral dilemma surfaced out of himself, and got him to reflect.




  On one hand was the temptation of pleasure, and on the other hand, the niggle in his soul, that manifested itself as an uneasy guilt for viewing the pianist only with desire, while the pianist

  probably loved him and had reposed in him all her trust.




  The poet didn’t feel any attachment for the pianist. If she vanished from his life it would make no difference to him. But at the same time, he couldn’t live with this truth about

  himself, the fact that his sole motivation to spend time with the pianist was triggered by mere eroticism. He felt like a wicked manipulator trying to equate love with desire. He wanted to do what

  was fair – terminate the relationship, and bid the pianist a graceful farewell.




  On the other hand, he thought it would be an act of foolishness to forfeit the pleasures and deny himself on obscure grounds. There was no doubt that he desired the pianist. So it was in his

  interest to keep alive the relationship and forget all about his stupid moral qualms.




  After a while some minor aversions passed his mind. He was expected to avoid the notice of the neighbours and slip into the apartment like a thief, a role he didn’t appreciate. He

  wasn’t allowed to smoke in the apartment because of the sensitive nose of the pianist’s mother; and the scare he got one afternoon when the doorbell rang – he had to hide in the

  pianist’s bathroom, engulfed in anxiety and shame. He had felt the greatest relief of his life when the pianist told him it was just a door-to-door salesperson.




  Despite such things which impeded freedom, the lure of touch was still strong.




  Images of their intimacy pranced within his mind and aroused temptation, while the feeling of guilt, originating from his soul, protested furiously, by churning out looms of anguish.




  It was an incredible sensation for the poet – two sides of his own self competed fiercely to grab his awareness, his decision, his response. He continued to suffer. The temptation of

  pleasure and the surge of conscience vied to conquer him.




  The poet lit another cigarette, went out of his room, stood in the passage and looked at the courtyard, and then at the dark sky, beyond the western roof of the hostel.




  The sight of the stars could have comforted him. But his awareness lay within, for that is where the battle was raging. On the surface, his face was blank, contemplative and unhappy.




  After a while, something happened – his mind was able to free itself and usher in a moment of calm.




  He noticed the cool breeze that brushed against his face and the moon that spread angular shadows over the square of the courtyard.




  And at that very moment he achieved clarity.
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  ‘Please don’t ask me to give you reasons,’ the poet said, ‘I won’t be able to see you anymore.’




  The pianist remained silent. She looked more irritated than upset. Her brisk breathing announced the arrival of anger. Her reaction relieved the poet who had feared melodrama. The

  pianist’s look was a far cry from that of a tragedienne. ‘It’s your decision,’ she said. The poet didn’t prolong the heaviness that had descended upon the living room;

  he left the pianist after giving a final kiss on her cheek. Everything ended as gracefully as it had begun.




  The poet closed the door behind him and climbed down the staircase in a hurry.




  When he came out to the street and caught a glimpse of the afternoon sky, an incredible feeling erupted within him. A sense of elevation hurled him into an intense moment of weightlessness.




  From the dark chasm of his dilemma, he suddenly experienced the vast sky of a weightless mind – the most important characteristic of the feeling that is judged as happiness.
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  The poet returned to the hostel with an enthusiasm that surprised his friend, the joker. The poet somehow looked different. He was brimming with buoyancy.




  ‘You seem to be very happy,’ the joker remarked.




  ‘I have discovered a great truth,’ the poet replied.




  ‘Do we need to celebrate then?’ the joker asked.




  We should. Let’s roll some joints,’ the poet proposed.




  Fifteen minutes later, while smoking a joint, the joker finally asked, ‘So, what great truth did you find out?’




  ‘There are two forces in every human being,’ the poet began, ‘One comes from the ego and the other comes from the soul. These two forces compete between them, and try to grab

  hold of your response. When this conflict occurs, your character depends upon your response. Whom do you allow yourself to be governed by, the will of the selfish ego or the will of the

  soul.’




  The poet took a deep puff, slowly exhaled and then continued, ‘Conflict between them creates the moral sense or the conscience. And when you act in tandem with your conscience, something

  wonderful tends to happen. You feel happy and light. Your self-esteem and confidence are boosted.’




  ‘Or in simple words,’ the poet said, ‘one who doesn’t violate the conscience finds happiness.’
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  The poet had discovered something that everyone ultimately discovers – the conscience or the moral sense, the niggle within one’s soul, has the power to create

  happiness.




  The ability to defeat one’s self-interest (in the poet’s case, sexual pleasure) by following the instinct of one’s moral sense, tends to raise confidence and produces a feeling

  of satisfaction, buoyancy and lightness.




  It may seem that the poet denied himself the pleasure in order to satiate his sense of morality. But on that occasion the poet didn’t curb his desire, he gave vent to it. His desire to

  fulfil his innate moral sense was greater than his desire to violate it.




  Morality doesn’t require self-denial. There had been no displeasing self-denial, but a happy self-fulfilment.




  16




  It is vital to understand the difference between moral values and moral sense.




  A couple of generations ago, if a young woman was known to possess a habit of going to the bioscope to watch a film, then her chances of finding a husband from a respectable family actually

  diminished.




  Watching movies is no longer considered immoral, and likewise, killing someone as an act of self-defence is now permitted and justified. Societies keep changing their perception of what is moral

  and immoral. The evolution of the moral perception is a continuous process, where the moral values are laid down, broken and reconstructed, amidst constant debate, friction and disagreement between

  different mindsets.




  Different mindsets create their own values. One may have conservative or liberal values, social or capitalist conditioning, left or right inclinations, but all those values have nothing to do so

  with morality which is the natural inheritance of a human being.




  Morality in its essence is neither conservative nor liberal, neither socialist nor capitalist, neither middle class nor upper class, neither literate nor illiterate, nor left, right or centre.

  Morality is the presence of conscience, a sense of righteousness or the moral sense. It is a natural tool of the human self, that recognizes and values fairness.




  To be immoral is to be unfair, to be moral is to be fair – this is the natural moral dictum of humans.
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  When the poet and the pianist met in the campus, neither of them stopped for any conversation.




  But the pianist did what a woman does best – use the speech of facial expressions to convey her message. Whenever their eyes met, her face gave out a stern unfeeling look that carried a

  whiff of anger.




  The look indicated something more to the poet. He realized he had overestimated his effect on her. He hadn’t touched her soul or caused her grief. If he had done so, then the manner in

  which the pianist looked at him would have been very different. It would perhaps have been a look of sombreness, reflection and even sadness.




  Perhaps it was a mistake to assume that the pianist had begun to view him with affection. Perhaps they were on the same side, viewing each other as desire dolls, partners of pleasure, sexual

  objects.




  The thought made him smile. But he didn’t regret his decision. A relationship without love is neither satisfying nor engaging. When there is no soul, there is no sense. He did what he had

  to do. And he had no regrets.




  The pianist gave a performance in the college auditorium that won her many admirers.




  The poet soon learnt that the pianist had a new lover. He felt a peculiar sense of relief – oblivion must have been granted to him by her memory.




  He stopped thinking about her, without any effort.
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  The poet only slept at around 2 a.m. and that negated the possibility of attending early morning lectures.




  After he woke up, his routine activity was a pleasant monotony that he cherished. Earlier he used to switch on his alarm clock, but he soon realized that if he woke up with the alarm, the

  chances of remembering his dreams became slim. He slept very deeply and liked to regain his waking consciousness very slowly. He maintained his sleeping posture till the awareness of his

  environment became acute and distinct. Then he got up from bed, drank some water, smoked a cigarette and surveyed the newspaper that was slipped under the door by the newspaper man. He didn’t

  read the newspaper thoroughly. He marked the items of interest in his memory, and waited till he returned in the afternoon to read the paper in detail, before it was borrowed by someone or the

  other, and never returned.




  After twenty minutes, the poet got dressed and reached the fountain near the main building.




  The poet had to interact with many other students. He met them as usual. Fifteen minutes later, he walked out of the main entrance of the college, crossed the street and sat down at his usual

  table at the café.




  The university examinations were only a month away, it was time again for resolutions, hard work and black coffee. Everyone was busy collecting the notes they had missed. The reading halls were

  frequented by the serious students, and those who thought it was the best opportunity to find themselves a lover.




  The poet had also picked up the pace in his academic pursuits. He was assisted by a friend who ran a voluntary tutorial in his room to help those who had been negligent.




  The poet usually ordered south Indian breakfast while he sipped tea and smoked a couple of cigarettes.




  Once, while gazing at the busy street, the main gate of the college, the trees and the sky, he noticed the day moon. He wondered at her subtlety and detachment. He acquired a metaphor – as

  detached and subtle as a day moon.




  Then he thought that the moon had only taken on the colours of his emotions – the way he felt at that moment – a little removed from life around him.




  Recently, something had been changing within him – his awareness of himself was becoming deeper and even his desires were being modified and refined. He struggled to keep alive his

  fun-filled interests – fun was not fun anymore – and sought something more substantial.




  So he gave more time to his habit of reflection – to sense, to feel and to think.




  Every night, he would read something, reflect over it, make notes and listen to music.




  Somehow he was more aware than before, and the desire to fill himself with the deeper ingredients of his own self, had taken a firm root.
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  The sweetheart was the poet’s acquaintance, who for the past one year had sought the poet’s attention. She had followed the poet in the campus, had attended all the

  student activities where the poet had been involved and had collected the newspaper clippings of the youth-related articles which the poet had begun to write, for the Saturday supplement of a local

  English daily.




  Four months into the second year of college, the poet fell in love with her.




  The sweetheart carried the appearance of a certain innocence – symbolic of a beautiful goodness – whose attraction had prompted the poet to delve into spiritual philosophies and

  develop a love for them. It was this state of his mind, dominated by the soulful, that enabled him to notice the girl whom he had been acquainted with for over a year. The poet was drawn towards

  her as he had been drawn towards his quest for wisdom, and the sweetheart responded with a shy happiness that contributed wholesomely to her beauty.




  She also inspired the poet’s poetry:




  

    

      

        

          

            

              I could feel your love




              in your searching eyes,




              bent towards the earth




              like flowers in the rain,




              struggling to look up




              and confess.




              I could feel your soul




              within the moon of your smiles.




              With the breeze of your glance




              I could feel your touch.




              I could feel your hope,




              a simple hope,




              to be cared for,




              and loved.
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  The poet and the sweetheart got along beautifully, and delighted themselves with the nuances and gestures of love. Simple things suddenly meant more, and they lived in

  happiness; love had banished everything else from their minds.




  They frequented cinemas, restaurants, pubs, night clubs and shopping streets. Soon they got tired of crowded places and began to favour the seclusion of long walks, gardens and parks, where the

  sense of togetherness magnified.
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  The sweetheart had a lady friend who had given her the second set of keys to her apartment that was only visited on Sundays for the weekly cleaning. Since the sweetheart’s

  father came home very late in the night, she could easily manage to give an excuse to her mother and spend time with the poet in the apartment that was quite close to the college campus.




  It was already nearing ten. The night outside had settled in with a calm serenity. The poet was feeling the strange intoxicating drowsiness that occurs when feelings of love and passion collide

  and flow together like water at the confluence of two rivers.




  It was a dazed sensation that he only felt after he had been with the sweetheart. It was a mingled sensation of fulfilment, of love and of desire, of happiness and pleasure.




  The poet felt drowsy and wanted to fall asleep, with the sweetheart by his side.




  The sweetheart rested her head on the poet’s chest. Her hair smelt of shampoo. ‘I love the fragrance of your skin,’ she whispered.




  For a woman, the natural odour of a man can be one of the ingredients that determine attraction or repulsion.




  ‘You smell like something sweet,’ she added. The poet laughed softly. ‘My grandmother says the smell of the body reflects the odour of the soul. You can know a person by his

  smell.’ ‘Yes,’ the sweetheart whispered, ‘I like the fragrance of your soul,’ and laughed like a child.




  The poet could take advantage of his natural odour and skip baths without nauseating anyone in close proximity. But now he made it a point to clean himself well – the sweetheart

  didn’t like the bitter taste when she moved her tongue within his ears, sometimes biting gently. She asked the poet for love bites on parts of her body which were always concealed with

  clothes.




  The poet put his arms around the sweetheart and began to caress her skin. Only in a relationship of love the gentle caresses of touch gain more importance. The poet had already realized: before

  a man learns to make love to a woman, he must learn how to touch a woman.




  ‘You know,’ the sweetheart confessed mischievously, ‘I am addicted to your kisses.’ She smiled, lifted her head and sought the poet’s lips.




  They lost themselves in what mattered more in love, much more than sexuality, the prolonged act of the kiss.




  They pecked each other like two love birds, and then, the moist movements became more vigorous and deep.




  Freed of everything, they felt and sensed the spacious purity of love, and the astonishing miracle of a fleeting deliverance.




Later that night, the poet wrote:


  

  

    

      

        

          

                          



              Love breaks forth as a kiss –




              nothing else can release love,




              the unforgettable dissolution




              of lips pleading love, as guilty.
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  The sweetheart came home thirty minutes before midnight. The house was at the dead end of a deep street lit brightly by white fluorescence.




  As she approached the house, she felt relieved to not see her father’s car in the driveway or inside the garage.




  Her father stayed at home only from midnight till 10 a.m. – she was free to do as she pleased. Without switching on the garage lights, she parked her sleek scooter, put a blue plastic

  cover over it, dusted her hands against her jeans, avoided spotting the terrifying cockroaches scurrying across the garage floor and hurried out.




  She walked across the small lawn and entered the house through the back door that the maid always kept unlocked as per her instructions. She had to pass through the kitchen and the dining space

  to arrive at the living room. Her dog had heard her coming and greeted her with jubilance.




  All dogs have their own character, but they often take on the personality of their masters or mistresses. ‘You know, my dog,’ the sweetheart would begin, while talking to her friends

  in the gym, ‘she is also an Aquarius like me. She stares blankly out of the window, likes to keep to herself and doesn’t like being pushed around.’




  She always referred to the animal as a dog even though the dog was a female, a bitch. (The sweetheart’s father had only allowed his young daughter to keep a bitch for a pet.)




  ‘No one waits for me like you do,’ she said to her dog as if she were speaking to a child. She cuddled her dog and felt the joyous vigour of a moist happy tongue licking her

  face.




  She closed the door of her room and went about her business quietly. Her mother wasn’t asleep. She could hear the melodramatic sounds of a movie channel – only a five-inch wall

  separated her room from her parent’s bedroom.




  Muted years of dull marriage had turned the sweetheart’s mother into something unresponsive and voiceless. The sweetheart’s father was the dominant male in the house. Every household

  decision, ranging from what kind of food would be served to the guests to the choice of a kitchen gadget, had to be authorized by her father. Since her childhood, the sweetheart was taught to view

  her father from a distance. Her father was someone who wasn’t openly loved or hated. Everyone had to do what he pleased. No one had the audacity or the courage to challenge him. Whenever her

  father was around there was a sense of fear and uneasiness – jokes were cut short, voices became low, everyone shot off in different directions.




  It was also expected that her father would terrorize and mistreat everyone. No one bore the brunt of his temper more than the sweetheart’s mother. But she never rebelled. She silently

  endured the insults and the occasional slaps, which made her ears ring, and imprinted red bruises on her sensitive face.




  The people who lack consideration make truths sound like something cruel and unfair. The sweetheart’s father called his wife a social parasite – someone who eats on the resources and

  contributes nothing. He revelled in making incisive remarks that wounded those parts of her which his slaps couldn’t reach.




  As a defence mechanism, the sweetheart’s mother had acquired the ability to become unresponsive like a lifeless mass of stone. She escaped into the world of television that stirred the

  emotional responses which her own life could never evoke – her husband behaved like a brute and her grown-up daughter had many other things to do than spend time with her. (Deep down she also

  believed that both her husband and her daughter thought her to be stupid, completely unaware of the changing realities of the world – someone unable to converse intelligently.)




  Television took care of her isolation. She got addicted to her favourite channels, but the harmless diversion soon turned into a chronic addiction. ‘My wife suffers from TV – the

  television virus has infected her,’ the sweetheart’s father often joked to his friends.




  But the ailment was more serious. In times of a cable failure, she kept staring at the screeching white noise and behaved anxiously as if something terrible had happened. Every month, she tipped

  the cable guy to keep her connection trouble-free and wrote his number in four diaries, and kept one of them inside a locker. She only lived within the twists and turns of the daily soaps. She

  didn’t have any friends, didn’t go anywhere except the odd visit to a relative or a market, and from morning till late night, she watched television, pausing three times every six hours

  to ask the maid to give her the prescribed eye drops.




  The sweetheart wasn’t completely insensitive to her mother’s problems. ‘When you completed an MA in history,’ the sweetheart would ask, ‘why didn’t you do

  something, other than sitting at home? You could have taught at least; you could have had your own life.’
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