It’s a beautiful day. The sky a bit overcast, with the prospect of rain on the cards.  I’m sitting on my second floor balcony looking down at the noisy street below…. Don Henley is crooning in the background saying, “In a New York minute everything can change”. I catch myself thinking about how beautiful this world is with its seasons of change, after all what is life without its little twisted plots and ironic moments… My head is congested with thoughts, but the weather is so good, and the music so refreshing, I decide to pull out of the traffic jam in my head and concentrate on the wonderful things that lie just beyond my balcony… 


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. They say they wanted to make pickles and now they’ll have to postpone the sacred “drying of the lemons” until Lord Indra gets tired. They eventually manage to pacify themselves and settle in for some good old-fashioned neighborhood gossip to keep them busy, “we’ll talk only for a little while mind you, I have to cook for my husband” says one lady. I smile. From where I come, gossiping is a  ritual carried out exclusively to pass on time when there is nothing to do or when there is a lot to do and one doesn’t feel like doing it! I guess gossiping is an art- the successful ones manage to get tidbits about what “the Aruns and Anitas” of the world are up to while managing not to get their rice burned. This particular lady (just for the record, her name is Sushma) mentioned above is an expert- she can “catch up” on what half the people down the street were doing till this morning and cook a full course dinner before her husband got home from work. By the way, I heard this little bit of “news” about her one lazy Sunday afternoon over a cup of coffee!     


I smile thinking about how I’m going to miss all these mundane activities that I’d taken for granted…. I’m leaving home, going out to seek my fortune. Things will never be the same again, parting of old friendships, old love affairs and just about everybody and everything else near and dear to me- wait a second, I’m supposed to be concentrating on the wonderful things that lie just beyond my balcony right? Another quick mental exit and I’m back on the road to enlightenment!

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’s raining! The feeling of cold mist on your face is truly something else, a totally rejuvenating experience. I have a strong bond with nature- a pact actually. It helps me identify with myself…. whenever I feel lost, I like to sit by the windowsill and dream…maybe I don’t get answers, most of the time I don’t even get a start, but the sights and sounds of life around me are really precious, and it makes me want to live every second of my life with the same vibrancy and intimateness as one would after helping a little bird with a wing injury get better    …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 “grownups” know it too, in fact I’m sure there must be times when we all want to bring out the child in us, yet we restrain ourselves from doing it, I wonder why? Is it because of something serious like societal pressure or something more serious like what the wife/husband/girlfriend/boyfriend/whateverfriend will say! 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 seductively smooth raindrop slide delicately over a leaf, struggling to complete it’s journey and with one last push, it glides over onto your skin, giving you those feel good goose bumps. The raindrop, one of the most basic of elements in this huge circus called earth, leaves you with a sensory overload comparable to the feel of the finest silks on earth, the sight of the most delicate craftsmanship ever created as well as the smell of   the most beautiful creation on earth, the pizza!


I proposed to her one day in the rain when we were stuck under a rusty tin bucket roof somewhere in the middle of nowhere- we were lost near some small village on one of our travels in case you’re wondering. Incase you’re also wondering what the outcome was, well she said no. It was after a lot of sitting by the windowsill and dreaming, and maybe a few more proposals and urgings that she finally said yes! The rain day sticks out for some reason though.  Maybe it was because she was jumping in puddles that day. Or maybe because she was everything I’d ever wanted in a person that day. It brought out something in her- it helped her be herself. I saw a totally new side to her that day under the rusty 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! 

It’s been 3 months now since the accident. She was driving me to the airport, and we had a head-on collision with a truck ….She died instantly. I survived, and was taken to the hospital for surgery. It was a long one, pulled on for 20 hours. The doctors came out and told my family that I was alright, I could only visualize the relief on my parents’ face.” however….”, the doctor continued, “ I’m afraid he has lost his eye sight, I’m sorry….” It rained the morning I was to leave, and what you have read were the last set of random thoughts that were running through my mind that morning…

