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THAT day of sunshine, the walking
together hand in hand, heedless of
others, the day when laughter came
easily and each moment was spent in
joyful anticipation of what was to come…

And yet somehow, though it was
never really spoken about, she was
surprised at herself. Home, her mother
and sister anxiously awaiting some news
of her, and she in a different place and a
different world – agreeing to spend the
night with a guy she’d only known a
week ! Apprehensions there were, and
yet they seemed meaningless. And
though he might have been surprised at
her acquiescence, he didn’t really bother
about anything else. A thing too easily
got is something one doesn’t worry
about. It was to be after all only a brief
interlude – or was it?

“Kishore”, she’d asked him over
lunch the day before, “are you a virgin?”

He looked stupidly surprised. “Well,
of course not! I mean, what a question
to ask! Why?”

“No, nothing”, she replied, “Just
curiosity.”

He told her later that her question
made him have even less qualms about
the whole thing.

“But why?” she wondered, “Why
should I have taken it for granted that he
wasn’t one? Why do all men look so
incredulous when asked that question?
Are there enough whores in this country
to let all men lose their virginity at a tender
age, yet marry virgins when they feel like
it? And what about girls like me? Are my
morals to be questioned because  I don’t
believe in preserving my virginity? She
tried to explain this to him, but he still
looked bewildered. Sighing, she left it at
that. Later on, in the train; Seema felt like

giggling as she watched the faces of the
people around her. “if they only knew”,
she thought, “where and why we are
going.” What would they have done?
Looked at him enviously perhaps, and
shaken their heads at youth’s madness;
and looked at her, considering her
physical assets and dismissing her
morally?

The thought left a slightly bitter taste

in her mouth, but she shrugged it off and
turned to Kishore. She tried to provoke
him into an argument, vehemently
defending the rights of women, but he
only looked puzzled.

“This is one helluva heavy
conversation. I’ve never talked like this
to a girl before”, he said.

“So what do you talk about?” She
looked at him scornfully “There’s only
one thing all you guys really want. As
long as a girl  is ready to flutter her lashes,
and let you make love to her the next
moment, she’s fine. And yet, you’re
despising her inwardly – cheap chick.
Yukh! People with double standards make
me sick!”

“So why are you here with me
anyway?” he asked angrily.

“May be I like your body too,” she
smiled, and changed the topic.

Lonavla came and so did the hotel.
Seema marveled at the way they got the
room – no questions asked, only
comprehending glances – as the door
shut and they were alone. Looking back
at it now, she wondered about that night.

Lying in bed, hair wet and sweet-
smelling the whole thing suddenly
seemed a bit sordid. The hotel room, the
excuses made to people – and yet could
they have done it any other way? Damn
this society – anything you want to do,
it’s got to be behind closed doors. But
this aspect suddenly didn’t seem too
important. She turned to him as he
reached out for her. There was a peculiar
kind of intimacy in this darkened room,
with two naked somewhat-strangers
lying in each other’s arms. Then doubts
suddenly began to walk soft footed into
the darkness.

“Hey”, she asked, “are we taking
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precautions?” At his silence, she said
“Listen, I don’t want to get pregnant.”

There was an ominous stillness as
he broke away from her. He suddenly
burst out, “So why didn’t you tell me
earlier? Even this evening wouldn’t have
been too late. And you’re telling me
now!”

She stared back, a bit aghast at his
reaction. “I should have told you? Why
didn’t you think of it? You feel you’re
mature enough to  do this, so why didn’t
you have the sense to think of it
yourself? Don’t tell me you don’t know
what the consequences of this kind of
thing might be?”

Another silence, and then Kishore
said, “So what are we going to do? Hold
hands the rest of the night? That’s
funny! We come all the way to Lonavla
to hold hands!” and he began to laugh
wildly.

She stared at him. She felt a sudden
despair, at herself and at him. “What if I
do become pregnant? What does he
really think of me? What’ll I do?”

And yet she couldn’t bear this wall
between them and turned to him and
said, “O.K. forget it. It doesn’t matter.
Let’s keep our fingers crossed and hope
nothing happens… And you can tell me
whether I’m a virgin or not.” She smiled.
“You said you’d be able to!”

“But you shouldn’t have pushed me
away,” he said, “you shouldn’t.”

“I’m sorry, but I told you why
anyway.”

And the night passed by, hesitantly,
yet too soon. They reached for each
other several times that night, and yet in
the pale morning light, it seemed strange
to see him lying beside her. “Is it all over
really?” she thought, “We get back, and
then what?” But a strange closeness,
which had only the night as its basis,
had developed between them. And it was
sweet, though not completely tangible.
Something so delicate that to analyse it
might make it melt away and they’d be
strangers again. But the magic stayed
for some time.

Lonavla was already many weeks
behind them. New kinds of

incompatibilities breathed in. He was too
possessive, Seema thought. She kept him
dangling, he said.

“So what do I do? Disown all my other
friends because of you?” she questioned
angrily.

“If must be difficult to do that when
most of them are guys!” he retorted.

“But why don’t you understand?”
she cried angrily, “All relationships
between the sexes needn’t be sexual.
There can be platonic ones too!”

“I can’t understand a platonic
relationships,” he replied sullenly.

“No?” she asked incredulously,
“There’s no girl you like, who you’re able
to talk to and be with, without there being
anything physical in it? You’re mad! You
mean, with every girl you meet, whom
you like, there’s only one thing on your

appeared on the horizon. Seema had
missed her periods. She began to worry.
She told Kishore about it.

“On hell, Seema! I hope you get it.
Are you sure you haven’t got it? I mean,
you might have and not realized it”, he
said.

“Not realized? That’s crazy! Of course
I would have known. It’s two weeks late
already. May be it’s only delayed.”

Another two weeks sped by and the
signs seemed even more ominous. So
what do eighteen-year-olds do when
they make something they never wanted?
They said they were two consenting
adults who knew what they were doing.
A brief interlude, they said it was going
to be – no commitments made – a crazy
discovery.

And what did they discover? Seema
wondered later. That they liked each
other’s bodies? That they were utterly
incompatible? And out of a night’s sweet
darkened madness, Seema was now left,
figuratively and literally carrying the
baby.

Kishore seemed defensive, unsure
now as to what he could do. ‘I can’t tell
my parents”, he said, “They’ll freak.”

“What do we do then? Can I tell my
mother?” she asked, “How do I do it?
Here I’ve been hating anyone telling me
what to do – now I get myself into a mess,
can’t handle it, and go running back to
mummy and tell her, ‘Now you get me
out of it’?”

“But are you sure that it’s me who’s
responsible? I mean, it could be some
other guy?”

Seema stared, aghast. “Is this what it
finally comes to?” she wondered. “Is this
Kishore I held in my arms and made love
with, whom I told I didn’t want to be
pregnant, who laughed at my fears and
told me I was being selfish? And didn’t
he think that this might happen? And
now that it has, am I to face it alone?”

“What a bastard you are, Kishore!”
she said angrily. “How insensitive can a
person get! You went into this with your
eyes open too, you were the one who
yelled that night when you forgot to
bring precautions, and now… and what

mind? You’ve got sex on your brain, and
yet somehow you don’t look the type.”

“O.K. so I’ve got a dirty mind !”
At every step a wall arose.
“Listen,” she told him once, “I don’t

mind your going out with other girls, even
necking around, if you like. I mean, it’s
your business. I’m not jealous and I’m
not possessive. I don’t even let my
mother question me like this and I’m
damned if I’m going to let you do it!”

“So what are you trying to say? You
want us to break up?”

“Will you stop being my
mouthpiece? I’m only saying that if we
want our relationship to work, we’ve got
to make an effort. I mean, I can’t convince
you that I’m right and neither can you
convince me, so if we don’t somehow
reach some kind of compromise, this
whole thing’s ridiculous!”

So many words and yet so little
changed. The same old fights kept
recurring, till one day a new slant
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kind of girl do you think I am anyway?
You are blissfully safe, nothing can
happen to you. You’ll have as much
“fun” as you like, and now you’re
questioning my morals!

“And what are morals anyway? You
call a girl frigid if she does’t respond,
but if she does and is honest about it,
you retreat and say it could be any body
else. Sure it could be, but it isn’t. And
yes, you have only my word for it. It’s
damn convenient for you not to accept
it, you goodamn coward!

“Don’t, then! I’m not one of those
girls who’s going to cringe and come
begging you to do something. You don’t
have to do anything. I don’t want to
marry you and neither do you have to
raise any money for this damn abortion.
After all, you only fucked me – that’s
the language you use, don’t you – and
that’s what you think!

“You don’t have to go through this
abortion – I do. It’s my damn body that’s
made this way, to swell with seed! And it
could be painful for me. I don’t know
what it’s like. Just keep away. I’m not
asking for your money, your help, for
anything. Keep your good name for what
it’s worth! Don’t shock your parents –
and I,I…I’ll find the money somehow.
And find a way to tell my mother what a
fool I’ve been. Men! Is this their
humanity? I didn’t know that men stink
this much, Kishore. You do. You stink!”

is like. And what will Mummy say? She
won’t be able to take it. And how people
will talk! You don’t have to help – I told
you before. I didn’t think I’d have any
regrets when I met you. I have them now,
plenty of them!” she added bitterly.

What could Kishore say or do? He
said he’d sent some money. He has his
A-levels to prepare for. And she had her
B.A. finals ahead, just four months away.
When a middle-class girl gets herself into
a mess, she goes home feeling wretched.
It was only a nameless, formless foetus
inside, but it could grow into a live baby,
and it had to be flushed out like some
excreta – unwanted, unthought of, but
now a painful reality. Seema thought of
all this, and thought madly that it
couldn’t be real, it couldn’t be happening
to her. But her face in the mirror was
glowing and flushed. And the nausea was
real. That damn foetus was real. Her
mother’s reaction was real, the
reproaches and the trauma real. So were
the expenses and the abortion and the
doctor’s lewd comments when he
checked her. Real – all real.

Only Kishore seems unreal, she
thought. She was back in Poona, her
exams a month away.

“He wasn’t there when I went
through it. It must have been unreal to
him. He didn’t bleed for three weeks, nor

“I’m, sorry, Seema. I didn’t mean to
insinuate anything. I meant it as a
possibility, damn it! And I’ll find the
money and send it to you. And
abortion’s not dangerous – just get it
done and it’ll be all right.”

“And where’ll I get it done?” she
asked,, “You know what my home town

did he see Mummy’s face and her shock
and her pain! Why do some of us have
to knock our heads real hard and feel the
shock and pain to recognize it.

“So they have legalized abortion in
this country, but the sting remains. The
stigma, the glory societal fingers
pointing, branding… the doctor fingered
me when he was supposed to be
examining me – who would believed it if
I told anyone? My mother didn’t. And
like you were saying, Varsh, even if a girl
gets raped, she has to hide in shame. If
people knew, they’d throw her out, while
the bastard who did it often goes scot
free.”

Varsha pressed her hand for a
moment and said passionately, “And
we’re the ones who create the human
race… the race which tortures and traps
us. They give us an International Year
and a Day, and there it ends – and the
irony is, when we finally do think we’re
“liberated”, we’re still asking some man
to please recognize that we are his
equals?”

“Anyway, it’s all over and behind
me”, Seema sighed, “Those old cliché-
coiners were pretty accurate, you know.
“Sadder and wiser” – that’s what I am, I
guess. And now I’ve got a dark secret,
my sordid little tale – I can coin a cliché
too – “This happens to some of us.”


