	Why did you take her? She was all 1 had. Why didn't you take me? She would probably have married, even if 1 had died, and would have raised children. Her life would have had a purpose. But look at me. You left me alone, purposeless, to waste my life reading useless fiction, even more useless philosophy with which 1 didn't even have the heart to disagree. 1 just read, read, read. Trying to fill my empty life with even emptier nonsense, trying to fill a blank which a human being's death had made, with something which blanked my life even more! God, 1 know 1 don't have much life left to live, but please grant me some satisfaction, something to ease my conscience. Don't, please, let me die in regret!





	Night came on. The chilly air swung round his chair, making the frayed ends of the striped cloth waver in the breeze. Still he sat, head bowed, his chin lying almost on his chest. As if benumbed, he did not stir, at all. It was not until the cold air pierced through his taut frame, making him shiver violently, that he moved to rise. His body, already stiffened with old age, was even stiffer now, through-having remained for so long in the same position. Wearily, dragging his cold, slippered feet, he shoved open the door. The musty, stuffy smell hit him at once, since he had spent so long in the fresh air. He had forgotten again to open the windows. Come to think of it, when was the last time he had opened the windows? Can't remember, can't remember anything anymore! Feel like crying. Can't cry. Men don't cry. Why shouldn't men cry? Maybe if 1 were to cry I'd feel better. Release of tension and all that. Maybe this pain will go away if I cry. But the more he thought about crying, the less he found it possible. No, he must live with his regrets. Be haunted with bitter memories. Doomed.





	But why should they be bitter? Why shouldn't his memories be happy ones? She was happy now. He would one day, one time, forever maybe, who knows, be happy. Happy with her. Happy in her. Hadn't he been true to her? Why be doomed for that? Hadn't he loved her, continued to love her, never stopped loving her? He had never really tried to forget her. He had just shoved her memory to the back of his mind. But it had always been there, hadn't it? If he could love someone that much in this life, how much more would he not love her in the next, when everything would have reached its final perfection!





	Smiling at his thoughts and nodding, he knelt down beside his bed and prayed. How long had it been since he had prayed? He couldn't remember. Like a child full of innocence, he clasped his knotted hands and prayed. His mind seemed to drift away. He no longer felt the room around him. When he came back to the state we call consciousness, he found his face wet with tears. Yes, they had come after all, and the ache had gone, washed away by the unshed tears of years.





	The deck-chair was in its usual place, the same sun was shining. He was sitting as always, looking as always, thinking as always. Rid of disillusion, he stared as if entranced at everything around him, with what little sight remained to him. His vision was blurred. His thoughts were hazy. Pushing through the fuzzy tangle of his mind, the pictures floated silently on. Yes, he had always had a faultless memory in the old days. Photographic, some people call it. The dress was even more yellow now. The eyes, smiled back at him, full of understanding. Lovely coconuts, those eyes. And oh, the delicious fragrance of those roses and that unknown perfume. Even the roast chicken smelt the same.
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