Short Story 1: Drops of Rain

The mid-day sun shines across the Runn of Kutch, the earth breaks apart like over baked bricks
in a kiln and smoke rises from the fissures.

Thakur Sahib, the sarpanch had promised that the BDO will get two tube-wells sunk in the
village of Mirbhum, but all in the village know that Thakur Sahib married his daughter to the
BDO, and there had been a big feast. Water tankers were called from the city. The smell of good
food had titillated the taste buds of not only the village dogs but also the villagers who fought
among themselves (both men and dogs) for the leftovers.

The message was clear, no tube-well, no water, no mercy; all that they would get was thirst,
hunger and death.

Pundit Bhola Ram Sharma, the priest, who had managed to retain some moth-eaten palm leaves,
the only material evidence to his claim to priesthood, was urging people to assemble at the
choupal. After some commotion he succeeded in gathering some twenty people. Now it was time
to perform. He got up to speak and said, “Last night I saw the village deity in my dream and she
has suggested a way out of the crisis. The rain gods want some offerings and then we will
receive rains like never before.”

At the end of this speech Harikrishan Sahu got up and said, “Pundit Ji has not had anything to eat
in the last four days and has devised a method to procure some good food.” At this Pundit Ji
sprang to his feet and was about to cast a curse when Harikishan’s wife went down to his feet to
seek forgiveness. The last time when Pundit had cursed Harikishan their very old and emaciated
ox had died and Urmila did not want anything to go wrong this time.

It was Pundit Ji’s turn to speak again. “It is a simple ceremony where pre pubertal girls will be
yoked to plough the field and will fast and offer prayers till it rains.”

The proposition sounded convenient, girls anyway were so expendable in this society that
nobody bothered to check the scriptures or consult the neighbouring village. The only question to
be addressed was that who would give their daughters?

Denu Mistri had not had a son in twelve years. Although he had married the most beautiful girl
in the village against his parent’s wish and had had a peaceful life with his wife, was not blessed
with a son. Damini had given birth to a baby almost every year after marriage but had never
delivered a male child.

Some of her children, all girls, died when they were months old, some disappeared strangely but
nobody had bothered to find out the reason.



Despite this frequently occurring mysterious calamity, four of her children had survived. The
youngest of them was six months old, one was four-year old, Gauri was eight and Shayma was
eleven.

Under the circumstances Denu was likely to say yes to the proposition and he did not fail the
villagers’ hopes.

On the auspicious day of Ekadashi, Shyama and Gauri were yoked to the plough and they
ploughed the field amidst the chanting of mantras and sprinkling of Ganga Jal.

In the afternoon when even the birds did not chirp, the two daughters of the village ploughed the
field, day after day. Later even the blisters didn’t hurt.

The girls were not allowed to return home as in the evening they went to the village temple and
offered prayers. Did Pundit Ji visit the temple in the night? Yes he did, of course to see that the
girls were offering the prayers right. He also offered something to the girls. The emaciated Gauri
could not understand what was happening and there was no power left in the two lungs even if
put together, to gather enough air to produce a sound.

Everything was quiet. Next morning when the temple door was opened cold Shyama was lying
on the floor and Gauri was sitting next to her, semi-conscious. When the dead body was removed
two drops of water trickled from Gauri’s eyes which the thirsty earth quickly absorbed.

The ritual was abandoned mid way. Some even pointed a finger at Pundit Ji but everything was
forgotten when people heard a rumble in the middle of the night and there were drops of rain
pouring from the sky.

Damini’s brother Ramesh works for a transport company in Bhuj and has come to Mirbhum after
three years. He has got his niece Shayma a blue frock wrapped in a newspaper. The newspaper is
two months old and reads, “Met department forecasts late rains over the Runn due to delayed
western disturbances but has stated that the late disturbances will bring rains like never before to
the region.”

The newspaper soaks in the rain, the blue frock lies strewn in the mud, Ramesh screams at his
brother-in-law, Damini feels numb, Gauri is silent, and has not spoken since then.

The scream as well as the silence drowns in the pitter patter of the rain.

Pundit Ji has really become famous. People from near and far come to him for advice. It has not
stopped raining. Pundit Ji boasts, “Didn’t I say it will rain like never before!?”

And drops of rain keep pouring and pouring...



Short Story 2: Qualms?

Devyani met Nakul for the first time at a party. He was a friend’s friend. Meeting somebody
through a friend is the most mundane way of getting acquainted. Their first meeting was
anything but romantic. Neither of them had felt the spark nor had considered taking this
acquaintance to the next level, they had hardly spoken to one another.

Nakul is a journalist with the Times of India with a past record of numerous rancid romances.

Deyvani has seen her share of the world too and has several tales of how men become
incompatible after the first few weeks of getting to know one another. She works with a group of
architects. Her office is on the first floor of a house in Jangpura.

It was another ordinary day at work, Devyani was getting out of office when she bumped into a
man on the ill lit narrow winding staircase. She uttered a hurried ouch and sorry in the same
breath. She saw a streak of familiarity in the boy’s face who was picking up the lipstick and kajal
that had fallen from her hang bag. Devyani has an infectious smile, Nakul had also recognized
her now. She bent to pick up the little bottle of her body mist which was still lying on the step,
Nakul bent too, and their heads banged again. Nakul got a whiff of Devyani’s perfume mixed
with the smell of her sweat. There was blitzkrieg in his head. Devyani was laughing loud. Nakul
took a step back and said sorry.

“What are you doing here” asked Devyani.
“I have just moved into the barsati on the top floor of this building” replied Nakul.

“Oh! wow, well this is where I work, this office on the first floor” Devyani was pointing in the
direction of a wooden door which was a few steps above her. “I am an interior designer here” she
said.

There was a moment of silence and some awkwardness when Nakul said that she could drop in
any time for a cup of coffee.

“Sure” was the crisp but slightly withdrawn reply from Devyani.

She was driving home to Hudson Camp with Mojo playing loud through the six speakers of her
car, but she could not get Nakul out of her head. The mind was replaying a small video clip in a
continuous loop — the story board of the film being — the first bump, the moment of recognition,
their heads knocking against each others’, her loud laughter, the timid invitation to a cup of

coffee and her withdrawn acceptance. She could not curb her smile.

Almost a week had passed until they next met. It was at the main gate of the house, Nakul was
hurriedly trying to fasten the gate when Devyani yelled “Don’t bother I am going in”.

Nakul briskly walked up to her and extended his hand with an energetic “Hi”.

Devyani responded warmly.



They were standing a foot apart and Nakul could smell her, the fresh aroma of her shampoo, the
smell of her talcum powder and perfume titillated him.

“We haven’t bumped into each other said Nakul in a deliberate attempt to wean him from her
enchantment.”

Devyani splashed her infectious smile which progressed into a gentle laughter and said. “Ya,
have not seen you around”

Nakul explained, “I was busy piecing the house and had gone to Lucknow over the weekend to
meet my parents.”

The conversation that followed was about parents and moorings. Both of them tried to assuage
their eagerness to ask the other one out for a simple coffee or for a fancy date. The eagerness
simmered some more until Nakul said,

“You would help me with some ideas to do up the house, over a cup of coffee, wouldn’t you?”

The gentle laughter became a little loud; Devyani ran her hand through her hair and nodded to
say yes. Nakul grabbed the opportunity and asked for her mobile number.

They exchanged numbers and parted ways. Nakul got into his car and looked at Devyani who
was walking through the gate. He noticed her curvaceous body sway as she pushed open the gate
and the little wet patch on her shirt made by the water dripping from her hair. She turned to latch
the gate and saw Nakul looking in her direction from the driver’s seat of his car which was
parked with its snout towards the gate. Their eyes met again and Nakul lifted his palm from the
steering wheel and gestured a good bye. Devyani waved back and walked into the building.
Nakul drove away.

It was during lunch time when she got a message from Nakul asking her if she was free to meet
him for a cup of coffee at CP in the evening. Nakul had been thoughtful in choosing a place
which would not be inconvenient for Devyani to come to after work while she was on her way
back home.

They met at six thirty at the Barista in the outer circle. This was the first meeting in the series of
meetings that followed.

The barsati was done up. One of the two rooms became the living room with a small settee, floor
cushions, a bookshelf, a center table which also served as the magi and coffee table and a large
TV. The kitchenette was made functional too with a microwave, a fridge and some utensils and
dishes. The other room was the bedroom with an arched lamp, another book shelf and a music
system, a bed had been ordered and in the evening after office Devyani was waiting on the
terrace for the bed to arrive. Nakul and the bed reached at the same time. The bed was laid. She
had picked up an earth color Persian rug especially for the bed room and a big crystal flower
vase for the side table as she was fond of flowers. The house was now in place, the task that she
had been asked to do to which she had acquiesced with a nod had been completed with a
flourish.



It was late and Devyani signaled that she will leave. She was rummaging her bag, pretending to
look for a hair band which she knew was not on her at the moment. She wanted to stay on for
some more time but Nakul had to become a peacock to entice its mate. She was giving him time
to dust his feathers.

Nakul crept up to her, held her by her waist and drew her close to himself. He was breathing on
her shoulders and neck and could smell her.

Devyani stayed on for the next couple of hours. A discreet phone call was made to her mother
stating that she would be late at work. Her parents were non intrusive and let her have her way.

They lay on the rug staring at the ceiling when Devyani snuggled besides Nakul and said,
“Always keep yellow flowers in the vase, Sunflowers or Gerberas, they will go very well with
the décor,” she paused a little and said, “Yellow flowers are my favourite”.

Nakul got up and opened the door through which one could see the terrace and the flower pots
which Devyani had painted in bright red. The pots were gleaming against the hoary background
of the twilight sky. He did not look at Devyani and lit a cigarette. The glowing tip of the cigarette
seemed to merge with the sky from where Devyani was looking at it. It appeared as if Nakul was
smoking a piece of the sky. She laughed.

Her laughter broke Nakul’s reverie and he turned to her and said, “Devyani, of all the women
that I have known and have had flings with, none of them have built me a home.” “Don’t get me
wrong when I say that I don’t really know where this thing will go from here, but I know I want
you very close to myself, very close.” He sat on the rug and caressed Devyani.

Nakul threw a house warming party. Devyani invited her friends to this party too. It was the first
public confirmation of Nakul and Devyani’s status. They were together.

Both of them discussed their forgotten romances, men and women, the things they liked about
them and the things that they disliked with ease. Devyani’s shortest affair had been four weeks
long. She had hastened the break up as the boy refused to eat anything apart from butter-chicken!
Nakul had always hopped from one to the other in the hope that this one will not ask for a long
term commitment.

Instead of taking the descending flight of steps, Devyani took the ascending ones to Nakul’s
home almost every day after work. The terrace and the barsati became the late meeting, extra
work venue for Devyani. Neither Nakul nor Devyani discussed the future of this relationship.
Nakul always had yellow flowers in the crystal vase and Devyani learnt how to make the
Lucknavi Biryani that Nakul relished.

It was Nakul’s elder brother’s wedding and he was away for two weeks, Devyani did not make
too many calls thinking that he would be busy at the wedding. She went up to the barsati the day
Nakul had to return from Lucknow, but there were no signs of him. His phone had been
unreachable for the past two days.



A few days went by. One morning instead of walking into office Devyani walked up to the
barsati. She could hear voices, one was distinctly Nakul’s voice the other was a woman’s voice,
gentle laughter, some giggles. Before Devyani could understand what was happening she
knocked on the door. The voices died and Nakul opened the door. He was standing there in white
shorts; some alta was smeared on his toe. A woman in a cream night gown walked out of the
other room. The sindoor on her forehead looked like a new addition to a girl’s daily ensemble
with which she had not been accustomed yet, she was a newly married girl. When this woman in
the silken robe stood next to Nakul, Devyani could smell the mehndi which was as dark as the
void that she was feeling within, she also noticed the deep love bites on the woman’s neck.

There was stillness in the room and awkwardness that she had experienced before.
Nakul spoke, “Hi Devyani, meet my wife Chesta.”
Devyani muttered something for a reply.

“Devyani works in the office on the first floor. She is a friend’s friend and helped me set up this
house. She is an interior designer”

Chesta smiled at Devyani and said, “Should I get you some water? You don’t look too well”

The happenings had a trance like feel and Devyani was being consumed by it. She gathered all
her strength and replied that she had come up looking for a Disprin as she was having a severe
headache.

“I’ll get one for you” said Nakul and walked into the kitchenette.

“Please sit” said Chesta and followed Nakul.

Devyani sunk into the settee noiselessly.

She had laid grounds for Nakul to come out clean of any accusation of a liaison with her by
asking for a Disprin. But now she wanted the world to crumble upon him. She wanted to tell
Chesta about her and Nakul’s relationship. She wanted to slap Nakul in Chesta’s presence and

abuse him. She wanted to dismantle the house that she had built for him.

Nakul got her a Disprin. Chesta handed her a glass of water and said, “We’ll be moving into a
bigger apartment very soon, hope you’ll help us do up that house as well.”

Devyani could see the bedroom from where she was sitting, a crumpled white sheet was lying on
the rug and there was a big bunch of white lilies in the flower vase

She gulped the Disprin and said, “Sure”.

This reply had a certain surety of never seeing Nakul again. She did not thank them for the
medicine, the water and the scar. She picked up her bag and walked away.



