Here I am once again! So what will we discuss today? Yesterday it was the prison system, today….  I guess I’ll go light today!

I’m trying to imagine…… Yes I’ve got it! Here it goes!


It’s a beautiful day. Sky is a wee bit overcast, with the prospect of rain on the cards! (Hallelujah!)  I’m sitting on my second floor balcony looking outside at noisy streets in the distance…. Don Henley is crooning in the background saying “In a New York minute everything can change”. It’s a funny world you know. All sorts of things are running through my head, but the weather is so good, and the music so refreshing, I decide to erase all my thoughts and concentrate on the things I see outside. 


There’s a grumbling old lady scurrying about in the opposite building, trying to take her clothes off the clothes line as fast as she can. Apparently the prospect of rain doesn’t appeal much to her! Same goes for the two women standing outside and talking as loud as they can. Apparently they wanted to make pickles and now they’ll have to postpone the sacred “drying of the lemons” until Lord Indra’s shower of wrath is over! 


I smile thinking about how I’m going to miss all these mundane activities that I’d taken for granted in a few months…. I’m leaving the country to seek my fortune. Things will never be the same again, parting of old friends, old sweet hearts and just about everybody and everything else near and dear to me- wait a second, I remember just in time that I want to keep my head clear of all that right now. Let’s enjoy the moment!


The song is over and the next one has started. I start to smile, ironic to say but it’s “Leaving on a jet plane”. It really is my day today! It starts raining! Wow, I feel the mist spray on my face, it truly is something else! Everybody outside is gone, except for a few little kids who decide jumping around in puddles is more fun than sitting inside all tucked up nice and dry (Truth is all of us know it too yet we restrain ourselves from doing it, wonder why!). Oh, and here come the parents ready to pull their kids out of action! Poor Nandita, her mom is really mad; she just ruined her new frock!


At least there’s someone other than me enjoying the rain. Mr. Das is sitting on his balcony, smoking his pipe. He smiles and waves at me, I wave back too. There’s one thing that I really love about the rain…. It stimulates your senses. It feels like it’s all you’ll ever need. To be alone in your thoughts while it’s raining is a real magical experience- almost hypnotic. The sound of the pitter patter on the roof tops, the smell of rain as it falls coupled with the sight of  that raindrop slide delicately over a leaf, struggling to continue it’s journey as it finally lets go and glides over your skin, giving you goose bumps. Yup, it leaves you with sensory overload!


I proposed to her one day in the rain when we were stuck under a rusty tin bucket roof somewhere far away. She said no then. It was after several more proposals and urgings that she finally she said yes. I don’t know why the rain proposal sticks out though. Maybe it’s because she was different that day. It brought out something in her- it helped her loosen up, I saw her from a totally new angle that day under the rust tin roof and though I can’t put my finger on what it really was I knew it was the moment and I told her! That was long ago though, we broke up recently- it was painful but its ok I guess.


Oh no! It has almost stopped raining! At least it sounds like it has…… being an imaginative blind person is a very difficult thing!  
