
Insomnia

ChapterI–Doctor,doctorgoaway

Shehadbeenhavingtroublesleeping.Shehadbeenthinkingoftakingan

extremestepinherbook-consultingadoctor,butsomehowmanagedto

pushthedecisionaway.Shehadasortofrevulsionaboutdoctors.Withthe

naturalantipathyofahealthyspirittowardsanythingtodowithdoctors,she

hadalwaystendedtodownplayanyminorailmentshesufferedfrom.Andthe

onetimesheactuallyhadfeverandagainstherbetterjudgment,wenttothe

doctorforaquickremedy,hehadinsistedonstickingherwithneedles!

Yes,ok,ithadn’thurtmuchbutshesuspectedthatitwasneedless,andthe

doctorcouldavoiddoingittoherifhewanted,butdeliberatelydidn’t.Hehad

cutherprotestsshort,refusingtobecharmedbyherandwentaheadwiththe

tests.Asitturnedoutshewasrightaboutthepointlessness,allshehadwas

someminorflu.Shehadcomeoutofthesessionwithanenduringmistrust

forthemalespeciescalleddoctors.Bastards!

Hersisterhadpointedoutthattherewerebetterdoctors,andnotallofthem

weremen.Butshehadhadenoughofdoctors.Andso,althoughshehadbeen

havingtroublesleeping,shehadbeenreluctanttoconsultadoctor.Orwasher

reluctancebecauseshedreadedsomesecret,whichshecouldn’tguess,

wouldbeout?Ifitwassomesecretshewasnurturingwithinherself,she

didn’twanttogiveitawaytoanyoneinamomentofweakness.No,shewould

dealitwithherself.Shehadbeenonherownformostofheradultlife,and

neededneitherherbabysisternorhimtocleanherownmess.

Sheshuddered.Thinkingofhimchilledherforamoment.Somesuppressed

emotionthreatenedtocometothesurfacewhichshesubduedwithaneerie

ease.Therewassomethingtodowithhim,somehalf-remembered

complicationthatcouldbeimportant,butshepushedthethoughtawayas

soonasitcame.Fornowthereweretwosubjectsshewantedleasttothink

about.Doctors!Andhim!

ChapterII–Flirtingwiththepast(him)



Hecouldn'trememberexactlyhowitstartedorwhen.Heguessedhehad

senseditlongbeforeitmanifesteditselfsoopenlyandhorribly.Butlikeaman

besotted,hehadignoredthesymptomsandlethimselfbefooled.

Theyhadanidealcourtship,andapictureperfectmarriage.Aftertheirfirst

encounteratthepicturegallery,whereoneofherexhibitionswasgoingon

andhehadjuststeppedinforawhim,hehadnotthoughtitpossiblethatthe

twoofthemcouldhititoff.Shehadnoticedhimtryingtotakeinthose

paintings.Manyweekslatershehadtoldhimthatshehadlaughedathis

impatiencetogotothenextframewithouttryingtogetthesubtleessenceof

thoseshapesandcolours.However,theforcedintensitywithwhichhegazed

atthemalthoughclearlyheunderstoodnothing,hadmadeherconcludehe

wasnothopeless,shehadadded.

Hesmiledruefullyrememberingthemanydateshehadenduredlisteningto

herlecturesonpaintings,theirschoolsandhistoryandimportance,untilshe

hadgivenuponhimasahopelessstudentofthefineart.Buttheirlovehad

alreadygrownstronger.Andwithtime,heintroducedhertohisowngreat

passion–gardening.

Ashesatinhischair,broodingoverthepast,thesilenceandthedarkness

suddenlyseemedmorepronounced.Itwaslongpastmidnight,andhewas

aloneinthebedroom,butcouldn'tbringhimselftogotobed.Shewasalso

awake,heknew.

Nowadayshedidn’tsleepinthisbedroom,overlookingthegarden,anymore.

Thecouchinthelibrarysufficedforthefewhourshemanagedtonodoff.No,

theonlytimeheenteredthisroomwaswhenhewantedtobrood,whichwas

almosteverydaythesedays.Hewouldjustsitonthechairandimagine

himselftransportedbackintime.

Thereweresomanymemories.Thereshewas,lookingoutsideatthegarden.

Shewasveryproudofthegarden.Theyhadbuiltittogether.Whilehe

instructedandguidedher,shehaddonemostofthework.Hehaddropped

backandletherexperiencethethrillofhelpingnurturelife.Thiswashisgift

forher.Headmiredandrespectedhercreativity,buttohim,paintingwastoo

coldandlifeless.Hepreferredcreatingwithhisgarden.Itrefreshedand

soothedhim,andhewaspleasedathertakingtohishobbywithsomuch

enthusiasm.Andthemangotree!Shehadpreparedthesoilforthesapling

withmeticulousnessjustashehadtaughther.Thiswouldgrowwithus,she

hadsaid.



Andasitgrewoutsideintoatreeandtheshadeitgavebecamethicker,a

shadowhadalsostartedtostealintotheirlifewithinthehouse!

ChapterIII–Sleeptroublesandmissinglinks

Sherememberedmostthingsclearly.Therewereonlyafewdetails,she

suspectedtheywereprimeones,whichshemissed.Itwasapossibility,she

hadgrudginglycometoaccept,thatthisconditionofselectivememorymight

havebeentheresultofherhavingtroublesleeping.

Shestifledayawn,andthenaseriesofyawns,asshesatontheroughlymade

bed.Itwasn’tthatshewasn’ttired;theproblemwasherfitfulperiodsof

troubledsleepnevercoincidedwiththetimeofthenightwhenhalftheworld

slept.No,whensheactuallymanagedtofallasleep,itwasalreadywellinto

themorning.But,howevertiredshemightbe,normalsleepeludedher.

Sheshudderedalittle.Forquitesometimenow,shewasawarethatshefelta

littledisorientedwhenshestartedtoreminisce.Itwastrueeventhepresent

wasnotallcleartoher,butthepastwaswherethedevilslurkedbehindcreepy

shadows.Sheshudderedagain.

Oneofthethingsofthepastmemoriessherememberedingreatdetailswas

ofhim.Soherresolutiontotryavoidthinkingofhimwasnevergoingtolast.

Onethoughtthatnaggedhermindwasifwhateverpartshecouldn't

rememberclearlyhadanythingtodowithhim.Shesuspectedso.Shewas

almostcertainthatshehadn’tseenhimfordays,ormaybeweeks.Itwas

unthinkable!Theywereinseparable!Theyweretwoofakind!

But,whileshedidn’trecallexactlywhathadhappenedthelasttimeshe

rememberedbeingwithhim,shehadavaguefeelingthattherewastheusual

heatedargumentfollowedbytheactualscuffleandithadallresultedin

somethingawful.Itwasembarrassinghowmuchtheymanagedtofightthese

days,thoughsheshrewdlyguesseditwasherwhomostlydidthebrawling.He

wasalwaysthepatientone.Thenextthingsheknewwasthatshewaswaking

upfromadeepbuttroubledsleep.

Itwasnothowshenormallyslept–dreamless.Shewasplaguedby

something,somethought,somememory,somedream,orsomenightmare.

Itwasthefirstthoughtthatcametoherasshewokeup.Hewasgone.And,

soon,thisbedroom,thehouseinwhoseeasterncorneritsat,andthetiny



gardenoutsidewithitsgnarledoldredhibiscusandthehalf-grownmango

treetheyhadplantedtogether,allthosewouldbegoneaswell.Itwasthe

strangestfeelingever.

Itwasthenshehadwantedtoscream,butnosoundwouldcome,asher

wakingthoughtsreplayedinherheadinaninfiniteloop!

ChapterIV–Flirtingwiththepast(her)

Shehadbeentryingtoclearhermindofimpressionsandsurrounditwithcold

hardfacts.Shefeltwhilefeelingsandinstinctsweregoodguides,factsand

patterns,andconnectingdotswereultimatelythechiefarchitectofsuccessful

solutions.

Therewasathrobbingpaininherhead,thebackofitwasalittleswollen,like

shehadhititsomewherehard.Thereweresomepuncturemarksonher

forearm,thathurthertoo,butshepredictablycouldn’trememberanything

aboutthem.Shewassureshewasn’tadrugaddict.Thereweresomemarks

likeherhandsandfeetweretied,butshecouldn'tsayforsure.Alsowhenshe

wokeupshewasinasmallroomwithasmallwindowanddoorlockedfrom

outside.Shecouldn'trecognisewhereshewas,norsaywithanyconfidence

howandwhenandwhyshegotthere.

Onlyifshehadafriend,aconfidanttodiscussherfindings,shewassureshe

couldgettothebottomofallthemystery.Forabrieffleetingmomentshe

thoughtofhersister,andthendismissedit.Theyhadbeencloseaftertheir

parentshaddiedearly,anditwasshe,whohadtakenupthemantleofcaring

forandlookingafterher.Shewasherpetandanemotionalfool,nevergood

withproblemsolving.

Ontheotherhand,hewasperfect.Hehadbeenherbestfriend,maybeher

onlyfriend.Shehadneverhadanyonetoconfidein,andhadneverneeded

anyone.Onlyafterhecameintoherlife,shehadrealisedandcometo

appreciateandaccepttheimportanceofafriend.Someoneyoucanshare

yourmomentsoftriumphandglory,andalsoyourinnermostsecrets,deepest

insecurities,illogicalfears,butespeciallythegoodthings,whichhadtillthen

feltperfectlyalrighttoenjoyonherown.Butafterhimitneverfeltcomplete

untilshehadshared.

No,shedidn’twanttogodownthatpathofhermemory.Shewishedshe

couldforgetthoseearlydayswithhim,thosedaysofmagic,andalsothe



timestheyhadlaughed,coveredinsweatandearth,astheyplantedtheir

garden.Itwashishouse,butasshehadmovedin,andwithinthefirstfew

daysoftheirmarriage,ithadalwaysfeltlikeshebelonged,andshehadjust

comehome.

Sherememberedvividlythefirsttimehehadaskedhertostaythenight,he

wassoafraidshewouldlaughherlittlederisivelaughterandsayno.Littledid

heimaginethatshehadbeenwaitingforweekstobeasked.Forsomereason

shehadn’twantedtobethefirsttoask.Inexplicablyshehadfeltdiffident

abouttakingthefirststepforsheknewitwouldbeadefiningmomentofher

existence.Itwasnotalwayslikethis.Inthepastshehadstartedandended

relationships,evenhadonenightstands,ascasuallyasonemightswatafly.

Butthisshefeltandknewwasdifferent.

Sheforcedherselftocomebacktothepresent.Shehadslippedtotheease

andsafetyofherfondlycherishedmemories.Buttheearlydaysdidn’thelpher

muchinrememberingandfindingaclosure,aclosurewhichshefeltwas

essentialingettingtotherootsofherinsomniaandcuringit.

Shewantedtounderstandexactlywhyandhowherbeautifullyplannedlife,

structuredanddevisedasmeticulouslyastheminimalistschoolofpost-

modernpaintingsshemade,hadcrumbleddown.Everytimeshestarteda

painting,theprocessofitandwhenshefinished,shewouldfeelthrill,power

andorgasmiceuphoriaengulfingher.Shefeltsomuchincontrol,andthen

whenhehadbecomeapartofher,sheflourishedtoasenseofharmonythat

shehadn’tthoughtpossibleinherwildestfantasies.Gardeningwithhimhad

alsocomplementedherpainterself.

Andthencamethefights.But,forthelifeofher,shecouldn'trememberwhat

exactlythosefightswerefor.Sheonlyrememberedthebitteraftertasteitleft.

Shewouldlatercryforhoursinsecret,notwantinghimtofindout,and

couldn’tsleepdreadinghewouldleaveher,orworse,askhertoleave.Surely

nomancouldtakesomuch.

Hisprofessionalreadytookalotoutofhim,andthoughitwastheonlything

sheheldagainsthim,shecouldn'tbringherselftoloatheit,onlybecauseit

wasapartofhim!Stillifshehadtoguess,shewouldsaythattheworkhedid

mighthavehadsowntheseedsfromwherethetreeoftheirdisputessprung.

Butagain,forthelifeofher,shecouldn'trememberwhatexactlyitwasall

about.

Whatshecouldindistinctlydecipherfromthehazymemorieswasthatthe



longandirregularhourshekeptwasmostprobablythedecidingfactorwhy

shehadstartedtogetlonely,evenasthehoneymoonperiodoftheirmarriage

woreoff.Shehadstarteddevotingmoretimetothegarden,andherpaintings

wereincreasinglystunningpiecesofwork.Butthelonelinesswouldn’tgo

away,growingundetectablyandcastingfurtiveshadows,howevershemight

delightintheirsharedmomentsandhemightenthusiasticallyparticipate.

Anyway,shewasn'tsurethesereminiscenceshadanypoint,itwasalljust

uselesspsychoanalysis–definitelynotherstyle!

ChapterV–Dividedtheystood,togethertheyfell

Helookedatherthroughtheslitonthedoor.Hehadspentmanyhourseach

daystandingandlookingatherlikethis.Itwasunsettlingtoseeherlikethat,

sittingonthenarrowbed,herheadcockedalittletotheside,thinkingabout

somethingintently.Shealmostseemednormal,andhelongedtogoinside

andtakeherinhisarms.Butthenshewouldstartmumblingtoherself,and

hergazewouldroveroundtheroomwithoutactuallytakinginanything.The

wildlookhehadseeninhereyesinthosemomentswhenthedeep

subconsciouspartofhercametothefore,unknowinglytoher,thathewould

shudderandrealisethathernormalcywasdeceptive.

Shelookedupfromthebedshewassittingon.Forthefirsttime,ormaybe

shehaddonethismanytimesalreadythatshecouldn'tremember,shelooked

around.Thiswasnotthehouse,theirhouse.Thiswasnotherbedroom,their

bedroom.Thewindowwastoosmallandshewassurethatifshelookedout

shewouldn’tbeseeingthegarden,butsomesordidviewthatwouldtearthe

fabricofhersanity.Andwithacunningthatcamewithherunderstanding,she

knewshemustnotlookout,sothattheresultingrevelationwouldn’tbeable

tohurther.

Hehadseenhermanytimeslookatthewindow,butsheneverwenttopeep

outside.Hewonderedwhy.Thewomanheknewwasfullofcuriosityandzest

oflife.Shewantedtobeincontrolofeverythingandwouldalwaystrytotake

thefirststeptoseizecontrol.Nomatterhowmuchhekeptremindinghimself

thatthiswasnother,buttheshellofherself,hecouldn'thelpcomparingthe

womanheknewandthewomanhesaw.Hehadoftentriedtowillherwithhis

mindtogoandtakealook.Hehadthoughttheviewofthegardenshehadso

lovinglybuiltmighthaveahealingeffect,butsheneverlooked.

Hecouldhardlycontrolthedespairhefelt.Ithadbeenmonthsnowsincehe



hadenteredtheroomhimself.Lasttimehewentinwasalsothefirsttimehis

mentorhadcome,andagainsthisbetterjudgment,butbowingtohissuperior

knowledge,hehadallowedhertobelockedup.Hehadfeltsoguiltythatall

hisexpertisecouldn'treadthewarningsymptomsintimeandpreventthis

fromhappening.Hehadnotpractisedpsychiatrysince.

Hehad,ofcourse,noticedherincreasingmoodswings,andthedarkmarks

underhereyes.Buthehadtoldhimselfthatshewasonlyworkinghardata

seriesofpaintingsthatshedubbedhermasterpiece.Shehadclaimedthe

seriestobethepaintingofherlife,theirlifetogetherandputhersoulin

completingthem.He,whoneverunderstoodmuchaboutpainting,letalone

herparticularstyleandcontentunlesssheexplainedaboutit,andhaddecided

nottointerfere.Whentheyhadtheirfights,startedbyherandstokedbythe

shadowofherhiddenself,hehadcometoknowtheothersideofherforthe

firsttime.Therewasinsecurityandsuspicionthatalmostmadeherseemlike

ahurtchildtohim,violentbutvulnerable.

Shehadaccusedhimofinfidelitywhilesheslavedawayathermasterpiece.

Shecalledhimnameswithadisdainandnonchalancethatwasdisquieting.

Stillhemanagedtofindexcusesforherravingandranting.Hehadthought

thateverythingwouldreturntonormalonceshefinishedherpaintings,and

thepressurewouldhavegone.Hehadalsodecidedthathewouldhavean

informalsessionwithhertodiscusssomeofherissues,whichhethought

weredeep-rootedinhersubconscious,onlycomingoutbecauseshelosther

usualself-controlbyinvestingtoomuchintoherwork.

Helookedintotheroomagainashismentorenteredwithhisassistants.

Asuddensoundhadstartledherintorealityfromherreverie.Itwasthesound

ofakeyturninginsidealock.Allhersensessharpenedtoheightened

alertnessasanoldmanenteredtheroomflankedbyacoupleofsturdy

lookingguys,andwithashocksheregisteredthatoneofthemwasactuallya

woman.Shedecidedtokeepanopenmindandtrypickingupcluesfromtheir

wordsorbehaviour.

Shelookedintotheeyesofthegreyhairedman,whowasdefinitelya

ringleaderofsomesort,andwaswaryattheexpressionofhisfacethatcould

onlybedescribedaskindly.Hebeamedatherknowingly.Thealarmshehad

feltattheirintrusionrevisitedher,forthebenignlookingbutsinistersmileshe

recognised.Thismustbeadoctor!

Helookedontryingtoclingtothehopethatthingswouldbebetterthistime.



Hehadbeentryingtotellthistohimselfeveryday,butitwasstartingto

becomemoreofahabitthananyrationalconviction.Heknewhewasn'talone

ashestoodthere,buthedidn’tlookatthefigurethathadjoinedhim.Hewas

toointentlywatchingandlistening.

ChapterVI–Theconversation

“Andhowarewedoingtoday?”

Thefalselybrighttonesjarredherears,butshekeptaleveltonewhile

answering.

“HowamIsupposedtoknowhowyouaredoing?Iamnotclairvoyant.”

“Well,Well.Isupposeyou’restillhavingtroublewithyourmemory.Anddidyou

sleeplastnight?Ordidyouhavetroublewiththattoo?”

Shelookedupwithsomeinterest.Howdidheknow?Hadsheevertalkedto

himabouthercondition?Shedidn’tremember,andfromthelookofhim,he

didn’tappeartobesomeoneshewouldnormallyconfidein.hewaslookingat

herpointedly,asiftryingtogaugehowhermindwasworking.Itwasuncanny,

itwasobscene.

“AndwhatifIdid?”Shesoundedextremelywaryeventoherself.

“Icouldhelpyoutherebyfindingyousomeanswers.”

Shedidn’tlikewhathesaid.Shedidn’tlikethecrypticnatureofhisremark.

Shedidn’tlikehim.Period.Butshecouldn’tshakeawaythefeelingthatifshe

playedalongshemightgetsomeanswers.

“Iwanttogooutforawalk.”

Hewasnotatalltakenabackatthissuddenchangeoftrackinthe

conversation.Henoddedasifheexpectednothingelse.Butwhenshe

decidedtointerprethisnodasacquiescenceandmadeamove,hetookback

afewstepsshakinghisheadvigorouslyandlethiscompanionsmoveup

towardsheruntilshebackedoff.

“Whynot?WHYNOT?AMIAPRISONER?”

“Now,now.Youmusttrytocalmdownalittle.Wecanhaveareasonabletalk.”

“Idon’tknowwhatyouaretalkingabout.Idon’tunderstandyourcryptic



comments,youbastard.Iamsickandtiredofthisgameyouareplaying,you

asshole.Iwanttoleave.Iwantto…Iwantto…”

Suddenlyshecouldn’tgoon.Shefeltexhaustedandallshewantedwastolie

downandgotosleep.Andintheensuingsilence,shedefinitelyheard

someonestandingoutsidetryingtostifleagroan,likesomeonegoingthrough

thetormentsofhellandthefortitudetodealwithsuchsituationwastoo

muchtobear.Shefeltsympathetictowhoeverwasoutside.Hadn’tshefelt

thesamewaytoo?

“That’sbetter.Wasittoodifficulttocalmdown?NowIwantyoutoanswer

somegeneralquestions.First,doyouknowwhoyouare?”

Shewasindignantatthetrivialityofthequestionaskedwiththatannoying

patronisingtone.

“Ofcourse,Iknow.I…I…Iam…apainter.”

Shewasfeelingdisorientedagain.Shejustcouldn’tthinkofaname.The

namethatactuallycametohermind,butshewaswisenottospeakitaloud,

knowingitwasnotherown,was–Uma.

“Yougotthatright.Yes,youareapainter.Butwhataboutyourname?No?Ok,

Iwillaskanotherquestion,aneasieronethistime.Whatdayistoday?”

Shewasstaringtosplutteritoutwhensherealisedthatshehadnoidea.She

didn’tknowthedayoftheweek,orthemonthitwas.Shevaguelyremembered

adate31stDecember,butknewbetterthantosayitasaguess.Herhead

startedtothrob.

ChapterVII–Preludetosleep

Hismentorwasfinishing.Theassistantsheldherdownasheadministered

thedrugtosedateherincreasinglyviolentbehaviour,andalsotohelpher

sleep.

Inthebeginning,whenhewantedtolookafterheronhisown,andinaberserk

fitshehadattackedhim,notrecognisingorknowingthatitwashewho

pinnedherarmstryingtostopherfrominflictinginjurytoherself,hehadfelt

hottearsofanguishflowingdownhischeek.Hehadtotieherdownforher

sedativeshots.Hehadsoonrealisedthatheneededhelpwithher.Shewas

toomuchapartofhim,andifhecontinuedhewouldonlygomadhimself.



Hedidn’tknowwhathewouldhavedoneifhehadtocontinuelivinginthatbig

house,withher,lockedupinoneoftheguestroomsontheotherside,ashis

onlycompanion.HewasgratefulthatUmahadcomeandtakencharge.Itwas

shewhohadcalledhismentorforhelp,fearinghimnearanervousbreakdown

himself.Hehadpulledthrough,butshe,hissoulmate,waslost!

Theyweregoingaway.Thestrangemanandtheothers.Thedoorwasclosing

andtherewastheunmistakablesoundofakeyturninginsidealock.Shefelt

drowsyandalittlepainonherarm.Theyhadinjectedherwithsomething.

Shefeltakindofmomentarylucidityasthedoorclosedandthefacesofa

couplestandingoutsidecametofocusthroughtheslit.Itwashim!Andher!

Theywerestandingtogether,andsheseemedtobetryingtoconsolehimas

hestoodtherewithhisfacecontortedwithgrief.Shefeltsomethingsnap

insideherhead,andtheneverythingseemedtogobacktonormalandstarted

tofloatintranquillity.Sheshookherheadtogetcontrolofhermind.Shewas

feelingnumbandsleepy.Shefeltshecouldgoandsleepforever,butdidshe

wanttowakeupagain.Shedidn’twanttoremember,shedidn’twanttoknow.

Shewasscared.

Whywasitthatsleepafterlackofitwasarelief,whereasmemoryafter

forgetfulnesswasatorment?

Sheslepton.Dreamless!

Heenteredtheroomandwalkeduptothewindow.Theviewofthegardenit

commandedwaslikeanacheinsidehim.Thesoundofhersteadysoft

breathingcalmedhim.Themangotreewascomingupnicely!

THEEND
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