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“Socrates sat down next to him and said, “How wonderful it would be, dear Agathon, if the foolish were filled with wisdom simply by touching the wise. If only wisdom were like water, which always flows from a full cup into an empty one when we connect them with a piece of yarn—well, then, I would consider it the greatest prize to have the chance to lie down next to you.”


– Plato, The Symposium
Translated by Alexander Nehemas and Paul Woodruff


“Drona went there and asked the Bhil, ‘Where is your guru?’ And the Bhil showed him the representation that he himself had made and told him what he had done, saying, ‘Arjuna! This is the fruit of my bhakti.’ But the sneaky, cheating Arjuna said to him, ‘Bhil, with your great zeal, you must do puja with the thumb of your right hand for this Drona whom you met through us.’ The Bhil said, ‘Yes,’ and did it. But then the guru said, ‘Arjuna! You are a sneaky urban crook, and you have deceived this artless, honest, unsophisticated forest dweller. But my favour, even without a thumb these people will be able to shoot arrows.’ And as he said this, the guru gave the Bhil this favour and went back to his own place. And so, even today, a Bhil can shoot arrows using his middle-finger and his forefinger.”


– Hemavijayagani, Katharatnakara 185.20,
story no. 163, “The Story of the Bhilla”. Qtd in
Wendy Doniger, The Hindus: An Alternative History






The Death-shaped Window


I’M NOT A VEGETARIAN. But I did not know that living in this house would hurt so much.


We are the slums in the sky. Skyscraper slums, Swapna likes to say. We’re nowhere near scraping the skies but the rude blue sky of Calcutta pours through the stricken bamboo and asbestos above. But most days I cannot look up. The slaughter below draws me like a magnet.


We live inside the market. It is an underground cave, splattered with screaming men and dogs sniffing for bloody fish-gills. Above the slippery slabs of the fishmongers, sometimes lit up by little bulbs, they built these rows of rooms flanked by the balcony of rusted rail. Like dark chicken-bones.


Even in your dreams, there is no running away from chicken-bones.


You see the shop when you look out of our window. A giant slab of stone, like the ledge of a temple, with cages underneath. They look like crates that can hold eggs or cauliflower spears. But they hold a mess of dirty white feathers and red beaks. Drowsy hens. What can you be but drowsy if you have no room to flap a wing or move a claw? All of you make up one big lump. You stare at the shiny pink thing, but you don’t know that it’s the skinned breast of the neighboring hen who clawed you in your sleep last night.


You don’t need to stare out of your window when the butcher pulls out the hen, as wings splutter weakly in the cage. Everything is weak, the caged life is a drug that waters you down. Still, when the heavy knife beheads the neck, there is no water. There is a spurt of blood that I don’t see. I don’t have to see it.


But you cannot push out the screams.


Swapna writhes and wriggles. Some mornings she leaves the bed as if pierced by a nightmare. The first slaughter leaps through the window. She can’t eat anything before one o’clock. If the shrieks come while she has a bit of bread between her teeth, she thinks she is chewing their flesh. In the evening, she turns on the TV at full blast while watching nothing. But the hens always triumph over the shrillest music of the evening serials before turning into meat. Did Swapna miss her evening puja? Her shrine and the prayer, the days before she entered the church for her love for my brother?


She became a Christian when she married him but she still wouldn’t touch meat or eggs. And now my brother was dead, so that made her what? Still a Christian, she still came to the church on Sundays, but a widow too? In our country, meat-eating women become vegetarian when they were widowed, but how did that matter to the woman who had never eaten meat her whole life?


Swapna and I now sleep in the same bed at night and hug each other, for night is the bleakest time to remember that we have no one else in this whole world to whom we can turn.


I like to eat chicken. I come from a place where they eat kinds of flesh unknown to most people in this city. But Swapna’s pain has become mine. Her body jolts under the thin sheet we share at night and the shock passes into my flesh. She looks sick when the shrieks reach her as she’s about to cut roti with her teeth, and I want to vomit.


There are days of red horror. Festivals of goddesses who love meat. Days of the wedding season. Many men arrive with butcher knives, great hordes of cages arrive to meet the butcher-slab like an ancient temple. Throughout the day, the cries explode like a city of birds under the cloud of poison gas.


I eat meat. But Swapna’s pain has become mine. In this room, death is shaped like a window.
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“CAN YOU COME HERE please?” The voice clawed at Megha as she passed the office. “I need this desk pushed to the window.”


Megha walked inside. The professor arranged papers on her table. She didn’t look up but waved at the window. Megha pushed. The desk moved a few inches and reached the sweet spot.


The professor looked up and smiled. “Can you ask Igor to bring the bookshelves?” She asked. “I need them set up today.”


For a moment, Megha was baffled. Who was Igor? Quickly, she realized the professor meant the janitor who looked after this building. Yes, him. She’d always thought he looked too thin for the heavy work he did. But he did it easily, cleaning and moving things and instructing the brown and black boys and girls, flecks of laughter in his Serbian-accented English.


“He comes in after my shift is over, ma’am,” Megha said quickly. “But I’ll tell Olivia.”


The professor nodded and returned to the books on her desk.


Megha went down the stairs and walked to her office. She laughed a little. It grew in spasms, something sharp and steamy, and then she laughed so hard that she almost cried. She was lucky that Bob, the graduate student with whom she shared the office wasn’t here. She couldn’t have laughed if he was here, not this kind of laughter.


Bob McGowan was from South Carolina. He was thin and serious looking behind his trendy glasses. No one would ask him to help move furniture. Megha sometimes saw him lying on a hammock outside his apartment building in Highland Park, reading a book. He would smile, but his face was half hidden under his hat and it was hard to tell if he was smiling at her or at something in the book. He was in the fifth year of graduate school and was writing a dissertation on Melville.


He could see Megha. He knew who she was. Though not often in the office, as they taught on different days of the week. But on the street and the hammock.


She laughed in her basement office, which had no windows, and hence, no day or evening.


Did she know Igor? How could she not? After all, he spoke to her more than most people in this building. There was a knock on her door whenever she was in the office in the evening. She always had her recycling ready.


“You working late again?” The friendly Serbian asked. Always the same words. Quickly, the emptied recycling bin would be returned to the office.


His name had baffled her today. For a moment. The friendly Serbian. Igor, his name was Igor.


Some people had a name. Some had a feature. And some had a nation.


They were all here in America.
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She had to be nameless. She had made the choice herself. Sometimes, she wondered. Was it about her skin colour? Or her shit job? In English departments, brown people moved furniture or were part of the tech team. What did she think when she abandoned her dissertation?


It was different in Princeton, as a grad student. Or was it? She had written almost 30,000 words of the dissertation. She was trying to draw out hidden stories of magic, myth and opium in the literature of the long 18th century. Stories that fought the period’s new arrogance of science and technology. Her advisors loved the project. Megha felt she was rehashing clichés. Poetry called her in a different language.


“Dissertations are full of deceit,” her advisor Andrea had said with a sad smile. “It takes time for them to love you back.”


Something broke inside her when she gave up on graduate school. But she had felt the wall of a dead end.


The spires of Princeton were lost. But just down Route 27, Rutgers, New Jersey’s massive state university sat scattered across the Raritan river. They had the masses to educate, and the youth of the state who, having arrived in college, finally needed to learn to write. They needed floundering teachers like Megha. The gig was full-time and brought with it the support of a work visa.


Poetry sucked you into a hellhole. When you climb out, mud-stained, browner than ever, there is no place to go. Who did you blame for it?


She had earned it all.
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She got herself a studio apartment in New Brunswick, a place with high ceilings. A local friend recognized the building as an old primary school; it explained its large breath of life. At 900 dollars a month, it let her live on her own.


She had friends who lived in airless walk-in closets in Soho and Brooklyn and shared tiny kitchens and tinier bathrooms with actors and bartenders. A few of them tried hard to draw her into a nearby closet. But no. She loved them and did not want to share a closet with any of them. The battered landscape of pharmaceutical companies was dreary, but every day on New Jersey Transit Rail would be drearier.


New Brunswick was a tough pit that felt oddly familiar, a patch of the warm country where she had grown up, suddenly here in snowy America. She remembered a Chinese arthouse film where one of the characters said, “Soon we’ll have snow like developed countries.” Everything else about the film had vanished, but that line had stayed back.


What made New Brunswick a tough place? It was her time at Princeton, she realized, sensory habits formed there. It was hard to believe that New Jersey could have such different zones. Princeton, for all the grad school years, was Nassau Street and its boutique cafes and bars and bookshops, Albert Einstein’s retirement home looming close by. The spires of Firestone Library, Hogwarts for adults.


There was weird beauty in teaching basic writing to first year college students at Rutgers. The students came from all over, unlike Princeton, where a white brilliance hung like a dull haze over the campus and after a while you longed to breathe. Here there were plump and happy Italian boys who had dropped out of NYU and had returned to their home state, older Jewish women, sometimes the daughters of professors in nearby colleges, girls from Gujarati families who would only go out with boys their parents picked out for them.


“My parents are my dating app,” Niyati Patel, a freshman who had moved to central Jersey at the age of eight, told Megha in her basement office. “Saves me a lot of trouble actually.”


“Are you seriously that lazy?” Megha laughed. “You think you’re being crafty, but well….”


“Do you know the shit one has to take?” The girl said. She was small and thin, sometimes she looked like she was in middle school. She liked to camp in Megha’s office and chat.


“Trouble meeting guys?” Megha asked.


“Yes, that,” Niyati said. “But the crap hits the fan when they find out you’re dating a non-Gujju. And if it’s a black guy, then it’s all over, you can kiss your people goodbye. The mess is not worth the trouble.”


“So you just wait for your parents to bring the boys home?” Megha asked impatiently. Was this a joke? She wondered. The community market of Indian female flesh would spit her out. Even if she had parents who wanted to manage her love life. Fair she was, but not lovely as the skin-whitening cream liked to claim, short hair and a face too bony. Did her large eyes really stick out like a fish? That had been her mother’s joke, but was it a joke?


“Chill,” Niyati said. “It’s cooler than you think. They don’t push me to the pigs, they get me good-looking guys, just from the right business families.”


“I don’t know,” Megha said. “Not sure I would want my parents to be my sex-brokers.”


“I’m a bit lazy,” Niyati grinned. “I admit. But this works for everybody.”


The students walked into her basement hole and realized she wasn’t a real professor, just a teaching coolie. And they liked her more. Why? Did they feel sad for her? Was she a little closer to them? Even the white guy Ray, who was shocked at her windowless hellhole and asked her to flex her muscles. Flex her muscles! He was sweet.


Irene Chow was one of her best students, a tall, lissome girl whose parents had migrated from Singapore when she was two. She dressed well and brought a new accessory to class one day—a travel sling carrier with a Chihuahua inside. It was a very well-behaved dog that stayed in its designer bag and looked like expensive jewelry. But muffled laughter made its way through the class anyway.


“Ok,” Megha said. “I know why you all are laughing!” As she said it, she felt a little stupid.


“Are you saying the class is going to the dogs?” Orrin Diamond, large, bearded and visible in the second row asked.


It sounded sweet when he said it. He was in his sixties, with a flowing beard and kind humor. He was a professor of physics who wanted to sit in a couple of classes because his daughter loved them so much.


Megha started laughing. The class did too. The Chihuahua blushed and hid her face in her bag.


But at the end of the teaching day, she wanted to be alone. The best way of being alone was walking the streets. She walked along George Street, took a left on Raritan Avenue, and soon was on the bridge across the Raritan river.


Towns neatly gave way to one another here, one after the other, unlike elsewhere in the country where you had an hour’s stretch of freeway between them. Across the Raritan, New Brunswick melted into neat and pretty Highland Park, which slipped into Edison after a wrecked, deserted stretch of a street. Sometimes she walked all the way to Dipali Foods and Spices in Edison to pick up a pack of dhania, jeera, or a pack of tandoori spice.


On the way back, she started to miss her freshmen students. They were lovely and kind of clueless. They liked to crowd around her, bully her a little. She didn’t like the graduate students, most of them white, who shared the English department building with her, always a bit puzzled to see her, moving out of her way sharply, politely.


The building was a battleground. Where the basement caught the homeless.
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HAD SHE THROWN HER life away? She wondered. By throwing away her dissertation? It was a meaningless thought? She remembered the dead end. But she always went back to that thought, a drug she couldn’t kick.


She’d taken the leap to follow the life of her poems. They came from anger and hissed like droplets on hot metal. The numb indifference of whiteness, its laughing, joking cruelty. The pain of blackness that she feared but wanted to love. Blackness that had touched her kindly, with a glint in its eye. Brown that belonged to her, often invisible to the world. Little slippery stories that crawled in verse, speaking in tongues. They wanted to slap the world. She tried to gain her breath each time they came to life. They struck people and bruised them.


A few of her poems had appeared in some of the experimental zines and portals. The reptilian warrior, the lizard with the poison tongue, the archer in an armor of scales had slipped into imagery. They came alive under the weight of a job. A couple of her students showed her that her poems had a spiky afterlife in the spoken word. They knew how to expose her. The words egged on student performances on the various campuses scattered across the Raritan river and on one evening, popped up in a nightclub. Under the grainy yellow light, a young woman started to read out the poem from her phone, glancing around to find Megha in the crowd. The words crawled on Megha’s skin like large, hairy ants and she slipped away, unseen, into the restroom where she locked herself up. There she would pretend to be sick, or snort stuff, and she did, till someone threatened to bang down the door and she stepped out meekly to take her place in the audience just when the whistling applause was dying down.


Grainy light, antsy words. The Instagram videos circulated in student circles even though Megha cringed every time she heard her own poem performed. She hoped the pain of hearing her words said aloud would help her become a better poet. She tried harder. But she hated the dance of her poems. There was something savage about their sound that she couldn’t bear. The thought that she had written them was a slap on her face. They sounded alien. They claimed slimy muscles she did not possess. Suffering she had not suffered. How was that possible. They were beautiful, frozen sculptures of rage in print. Why did they bleed so viciously when other people spoke them aloud? Hearing them, she felt she was claiming a pain that wasn’t rightfully hers. The fluidity of sound scattered her dishonesty to bits.


People loved the sound of her poems. She smiled and squirmed.
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The white body looked smooth and beautiful when it danced, even to brown music.


Rory Flood’s performance stood out at the campus event. He was the Irish pundit from sweltering Chennai, just moonlighting at Hunter College, teaching ancient Indian traditions of performance. He was meticulous, like a library.


His talk revealed the beauty of brownface. He did his absorbing peacock show, a dance-lecture. He was a sweet and dusky creature, androgynous, half-naked and thin cotton. He stood behind the podium with his laptop, light, boyish glasses, a floating whiteboy, casting images on the screen behind him, ancient carvings and modern carnival. The audience looked stunned.


Europeans looked beautiful as Hindu gods. Even though there were blue gods and dark gods, their desired collective colour was white, the colour of fine clouds.


On stage, the story of Rory’s own life became the orchestra to his performance, snippets of chatter in between the movements.


“I grew up in Monaghan, Ireland,” he’d said, “rough, poor neighborhood, and fluked my way to St. John’s, Cambridge, on a scholarship. Hated most of it, the one thing I loved were the Tamil lessons at the Centre for South Asian Studies, the other thing, Bharatnatyam. Out of college, I spent the next seven years at Kalakshetra in Chennai. I put a lot of my life into it. But I guess not everything I wanted to say could be said in dance,” he took off his reading glasses and smiled at the audience. “So I ended up an older grad student at Berkeley, a place where grad students grew old happily, just hanging around, doing adjunct teaching, stretching their research work forever, and generally cluttering Telegraph Street along with other homeless people.”


Laughter shot through the audience.


“I was a natural there,” he paused, and they laughed again. “As I tried to write a dissertation on the Natyashashtra. I would have panhandled a bit longer, but for some compelling personal reasons to get the thing quickly off my chest.”


The ancient Sanskrit text appeared on the screen behind him.


Then he unleashed his performance.


At dinner, he sat next to Megha and lamented the food.


“A personal reason is a godsend for a dissertation,” Megha said. “The one you had must have been truly compelling?”


“Impossible to resist,” Rory had smiled at her. “Her name was Lasya Ramachandran.”


“Oh,” Megha’s eyes twinkled. “That’s a story you didn’t say out there!”


“If I did,” he eyes twinkled. “Nobody would care about mine. Her story springs from the movies.”


“Do all good stories belong to the movies?” Megha had frowned.


“Literally, in her case,” Rory had laughed. “How many of us are haunted by our childhood photos as diaper models?”


“What?”


“When you’re born in a filmi family,” Rory said. “They make you do things that haunt you as an adult!”


Westerners spoke about their lovers with such love. It was admirable, wasn’t it? But Lasya Ramachandran didn’t care much about launching goods on television, as Megha found out soon enough.


But Rory had other things on his mind. His talk had touched a raw nerve for Megha.


There were dissertations. What made one finish them? Lingering in Berkeley sounded so nice, smoking up, doing adjunct basement teaching, wandering off in the woods.


“I have an unfinished dissertation,” she said. “I don’t think I’m going back to it anymore.”


“Why?” Rory asked.


It sounded false, she wanted to say. Sometimes, people asked why she was working on the 18th century. Simon wanted her to look at race and Orientalism in Romantic literature. “You do brownface a lot better,” she wanted to tell Rory, “than I look doing whiteface. Look into their eyes when you chant Sanskrit, it’s like they’re sitting inside a bloody temple.”


She couldn’t say any of that. He was a good man. A bit of a peacock, but nice.


He knew what it felt to dance in this world. Surely. He would get it.


But she couldn’t get around to saying it. “It kind of sounded false, all that I was writing. Magic and myth in the age of reason, so many people have said it now.”


“Yes,” he said. “They always push you to the usual corners, don’t they?”


The half-cooked manuscript about myth and magic and poetry, gathering fungus in Princeton. Did one always need a personal reason to get a dissertation past the finish line? The simple reason that one had started it was not enough. Suddenly, she wanted to return to Lasya.


“So she was your compelling reason?” Megha had asked with a smile. “What was so compelling about her?”


“Oh, you’d be compelled too,” Rory said. “If she was here right now.”


He loved the gossip that was his life.
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He messaged the next morning. He was running a daylong workshop for students. Was she free to meet in the evening? They met on campus, and they landed in a bowling alley, to be welcomed by a gaudy nightlife at five-thirty in the evening, beer and bowling and more beer.


“This is interesting,” Megha said, raising her brows a bit.


“The paradox of Bharatnatyam is that it strains your body and soothes your mind at the same time,” Rory said as he popped his can of diet Coke. “Bowling is the opposite. It fakes focus but actually makes you go nuts.”


“And you go nuts really well,” Megha stared at the red and white mayhem at the end of the line.


“When I was growing up, it beat me how people did darts with gallons of beer inside them. But bowling is something you can only do with booze inside.” Rory laughed. “The sloppier you get, the better your target.”


“And now you don’t drink!”


“The years at Kalakshetra,” Rory sighed. “But look, you’re on your second bottle already, so you’re going to fleece me easy.” He picked up the bowling ball.


She watched Rory go at it. It reminded her of gully-cricket boys played back in India. He was like a little boy trying to cook up a devious leg spin. An innocent attempt at evil. He could make it happen. And he did.


“I wasn’t joking,” he said. “I’ve heard all the gossip about you.”


The gossip was poetry. He had heard her poetry in the messy Instagram video of the performance in the basement pub, which had captured a slice of Megha sneaking away to the restroom. He emphasized that part but sharply returned to his fascination with Megha’s poetry.


The reptilian violence of her imagery had left a strange taste in his mouth, but it was real poetry and there was no doubt about it. He’d read up as much of her poetry as he could find. He had discovered a taste for chocolate far more bitter than he liked.


He’d been jolted to hear an undergraduate talk about how she taught, how she drew out chunks of student lives with her scattered string of questions. How they milled around her, a small, wandering college.


“How does a poet teach poetry?” He asked. “Infect others with her own disease?”


“The disease spreads easy,” Megha smiled. “The fatal strain is hard to catch.”


She got ready to lunge. This was the most fun her body had had in a while, perched on the lane, ready to shoot.


She shot but left a couple standing. How could she?


Megha felt she could do this all night. They swung back to gossip. It was stupid, of course, to try to apply for jobs with only half her dissertation, but the stony silence from hiring committees had still been deafening. She’d landed one interview at the MLA conference in Chicago that year, and she could tell that the committee didn’t care for her. They’d been polite in their boredom, nodding absently, scratching their heads.


“And now that I’ve chucked the dissertation,” she said. “I have a shining career ahead teaching freshmen comp.”


“You talk as if it’s dead,” Rory said. “Have you thought of going back to it?”


“You’ve never really taught four writing courses a semester, have you?” Megha smiled at him. “And graded a million words a week? What dissertation?”


They took a break on gaudy beanbags that looked like plopped Jell-O next to scattered pinball machines.


“You’re a brilliant teacher,” Rory said. “There’s so much you can teach.”


“The job market kind of disagrees,” Megha smiled sweetly. “With my half-cooked Ph.D., I’m lucky to be here.”


“We’ll see about that,” Rory smiled.


“What, now you’re a fortune-teller too?” Megha laughed. “I know you do the divine dance.”


“We have a lot to talk about,” he looked at her. “Come over to our place in the city for dinner sometime?”


“Sure,” Megha said. “That would be nice!”
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THE WINTER FROZE BLACK ice. Ice that looked the colour of asphalt.


It wasn’t asphalt. It was a layer of glass. Megha ran just as the New York bus was taking off. The sidewalk had weathered snow for three months and had become cold, hard, and pimply. As she slipped, the force of the fall squeezed her heart and flashed terror. Her elbows took the hit.


Both the elbows suffered hairline fractures. The first few days were filled with pain. Then everything got lost in the giant plaster casts. Her students tried to parent her with pizza, two-for-one, from the city outlet on which they pinned their lives. Most of all, Miriam, Orrin Diamond’s daughter, and her boyfriend Ray. They brought over several boxes till Megha started to feel that pepperoni was growing like fungus on her tongue.


Rory called one day. Picking up the phone was difficult.


“I…” she felt so stupid that she wanted to laugh. “I fell down and cracked both elbows!”


“That’s cheery news!” Rory said. “I’m glad I called.”


He arranged to have lots of food delivered to her home. Fruits, bagels, milk, knishes, sandwiches, a bottle of wine. Prepared food was a lifesaver as she could not cook anything. She spent most of her time in the apartment. Moving around was a pain, and the roads were stiff with ice.


Lights went out early in the winter. The darkness came down as a black cloud. She was in a prison.


It was hard to read. It was hard to keep a book open for long just with one hand, which started to hurt. A part of her, she felt, had turned into a mummy, limed and plastered. She watched Netflix for a while but felt like a zombie. When she went out, she bought a pack of Marlboros from the convenience store. She lit one in her good hand and stood outside her building. She wanted to throw up.


She checked her mailbox. There was a large brown envelope from Turtle Island, a small literary magazine from Nordland, Washington, that had published two of her poems. Two red booklets slipped out, with the contributors’ names printed on the cover. There was a note. It spoke of the ten years’ worth of joy in publishing the magazine from tiny Marrowstone Press. Finally, they were wrapping up. It was a good run. Lovely memories, lovely writers, lovely readers, friends. Goodbye. A handwritten note from the two editors.


“We are nominating your poems for the Pushcart Prize this year. Was a delight to have published them. Keep loving the world with your poems. Linda and Alex.”


She walked up to her studio. Her heart felt heavy.
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She began to enjoy her imprisonment. The flash-frozen life hid a coil of bitter energy. A delirious beast faltered but raised its scaly head, shot its forked tongue like lightning. It was as if she was cheating the world, sorry and bandaged but seared by joy inside.


Poems happened. The bleak landscape outside her window, the old-fashioned steam heater in her studio apartment, the oddly high ceilings, the aching confinement. They pushed poetry out, fine and slimy.


Most of the time, her poems came out in funky e-zines or printed small magazines that looked ancient and yellow, straight off the press. Once in a while they would appear on the shiny green of travel and gardening glossies.


She came across another video of someone speaking another poem of hers and felt the same shame. They sounded like savage, violent, slippery beasts that had no grace nor care for anyone. How could she speak of such pain? Pain she hadn’t felt herself? What right did she have to dig them out of cold print and fan flames with them?


Her students drifted into her poems. Kendra, a black student in her forties, gave her a handwritten card, inviting her to her graduation ceremony. Megha kept the little card on her bookshelf, at a place where it became the first thing she saw every time she walked into her office.


The note said that Kendra’s twin granddaughters would see her walk with a college degree. The card overflowed with writing, Kendra had so much to say and her letters curled and became small at the bottom of the card and still she’d run out of space. Megha could see Kendra whenever she looked at the card, her large body and glistening eyes and the way she sometimes cared for Megha like she was a small girl. Once, during lunch at one of the campus cafes Kendra had wiped cream cheese off Megha’s lips with a napkin. Megha was startled and she never forgot the moment, the strange certainty of Kendra’s touch.

OEBPS/images/common.jpg





OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
Never afrad of taking isks, Saikat Majumdar has taken
hisplace s one of the most tiking novelists wrting today.

SHASHI DESHPANDE

THE M|DDLE FINGER

SAIKAT MAJUMDAR





OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
SIMON &
SCHUSTER

Leaden- Now Yock - Sedacy-Toronse - New Delk





