F I C T I O N   /    S H O R T   S T O R Y  

[image: image1.jpg]



Raghav’s Troubles

Pinaki Ghosh

‘What’s this?’
Raghav’s stream of thoughts was snapped by the question. After wasting eighteen sheets of his notepad paper, and chewing off his nails short enough not to require any filing for the next couple of weeks, Raghav had a brainwave. He had got the concept of the advertisement he was thinking of. ‘We offer you much more’-this catch-line will go well with the picture of an excessively large coffee mug; the eye catcher of the ad. He was even wondering from where he might get such a mug made. But, one interrupting question from the lady, and the entire, expensive concept just simply vanished from adman Raghav’s mind. 
 ‘Mom…I told you so many times, not to disturb me at this time.’

 ‘I didn’t want to disturb you, honey. I just wanted to remove your lunch pack from your office-bag…and I found this…’
 ‘Oh…yeah. I …I had left it in my office loo.’
 ‘I was upset you lost your cell phone.’

Raghav smiled like a saint and said, ‘I found it, mom.’

His plan didn’t quite work out.

This plan was not his brainchild. It had come from Jeet, Raghab’s colleague, and a copywriter at Hindustan Thomson Advertising, where they work. On Tuesday last, Raghav had spoke of his troubles to Jeet, in the office toilet.
 ‘That’s all? Your mom calls you up?  This is what bothers you?’

 ‘Yeah. Several times in the day.’
 ‘Lock your landline.’

‘Can’t do that.’

‘Then…you can…you can change your number, can’t you? Tell mom, that your cell phone is lost.’

Now, that’s possible. Of course, he will have to keep the cell phone out of the sight of mom; and give the new number to a number of people. Still, it’s worth the trouble.

‘Let me try that,’ he had answered.


‘What were you guys up to, for so long in the toilet?’-the office photographer Eric had entered at that point with his inquisitive question and silly grin.

‘Pulling each-other’s zipper,’ was Raghab’s answer before he came out of the toilet.


Raghav had announced the loss of cell phone to his mom, last evening. As a result, he had to put up with a half-an-hour lecture on how to take care of one’s personal belongings. Today, his mom had called up in the office extension number in the morning. ‘Raghav, it’s your mother,’ said Anita, who had taken the call. ‘Ma’am, he is not in his seat,’ answered Anita, on seeing the hand gestures of Raghav.

‘Not fair. You made me tell a lie to an elderly lady,’ said Anita, after the call was over.

‘What did she say?’-asked Raghav, though he knew, the reason for calling up would be hardly anything.


‘Don’t forget to eat your banana; or it will become soft.’


‘Raghav…don’t forget your banana; or else you won’t find it hard enough,’ repeated photographer Eric rather loudly, with the same silly grin. There was sound of muffled laughter from various cubicles. Eric, and his sick jokes-thought Raghav.


Raghav rang up his mother after a while.


‘Mom…let me make one thing clear. Don’t call me in my office number, even if there is an emergency. Not even if someone dies. I will give you a call once every day. Tell whatever important you have to say, then.’


‘How can I say everything at the same time? I remember one thing at a time. Like…just now I remembered, there is no orange soda in the freezer. You will be looking for it when you come back. Bring an orange soda, when you return.’


‘Fine. Anything more?’


‘No honey. It’s troublesome…without your cell phone. When are you going to get one?’


‘Not possible right now.’

‘Why not? Your bank…’


‘Mom, can’t talk any longer. The boss is here. If he sees me talking for so long over the office phone, I’ll be in trouble. Bye mom.’

‘Listen, Ra…’


Raghav left a deep breath-‘phew’.


That was this morning. But Raghav acts so silly sometimes. He had just changed his sim-card today, yet how could he forget the phone in his office bag? It never came to him, that it will be seen by his mother when she removes the lunch pack.


‘I went to the supermarket in the evening to see some cell phones for you.’


‘Don’t say you bought one?’


‘No, but I had planned to buy one tomorrow. I would have bought it for you, honey. But lucky, you got it back.’


‘Yeah’


‘Why don’t you hang it from your neck?’


‘Mom…don’t start preaching again. Please realize that I am not your little boy anymore. I will turn 33 this August.’


‘You’ll always be my little boy, honey.’

‘Jesus!  Go to sleep, mom. Its 11:30 already,’ said Raghav, as he gave a goodnight hug to his mother. ‘Mom, my cell number has changed. I will write the new number beside our land-phone; but for heaven’s sake, don’t call me up so often. You don’t realize what they call me in the office.’


‘Don’t be angry with me, honey. I want to help you out.’

‘It’s better not to want to help out so much. Goodnight mom.’

‘Goodnight…but you seem to be still hungry. Let me cut a mango for you.’


‘Forget it mom…I am full. Remain in your room and let me do some work.’

After she left, Raghav started wondering…what was it that he was thinking? Something of an enormous size…but no…the thought has completely been wiped off from his mind.
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‘What happened? Who will eat these two?’


‘You,’ said Raghav and gently pushed the two butter toasts into his mother’s mouth.


‘You will become weak if you eat so little.’


‘See? I am getting a bulge here, sitting at my workstation the entire day. Have to remain slim and trim, mom…I am not married yet. Besides, you had given a ton of butter.’

‘I don’t see the point of your generation remaining fit by not eating. Eat more and workout.’


‘Where is the time for workout?’


The cell phone was ringing.


Raghav moved with his cell phone to the balcony. The one-way conversation was faintly audible- ‘I am ready…coming out right now…today …six…in front of Oxford Bookstore…missed call…alright.’

‘Mom, can you give me six of the ten thousand I gave you yesterday?’


After a brief silence she spoke out, ‘I have been observing…you get this call every day at this time. Are you into some deep trouble, honey? Is anyone blackmailing you?’

‘You are crazy. I’m getting late mom. I might be a bit late tonight. Don’t call me up. I love you.’ Raghav kissed his mother’s forehead.
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‘It’s 6:15,’ said Simi.


‘Well I am so sorry. Please don’t be mad with me. Went to pay my housing loan installment and got delayed there…long queue…system down…all very frustrating,’ said Raghav. Raghav and Simi took the underground ride from Park Street to Shyambazar. Crossing several old-Kolkata streets they reached Simi’s apartment, in an old, defaced, three storied building.

‘I am moving up. You come up after five minutes,’ said Simi. Entering Simi’s simple apartment lacking largely in furnishings after five minutes, Raghav started humming a tune.


‘Music?’ asked Simi.

‘Sure.’ 


Simi turned on the FM radio, and the sullen mood of the apartment changed with the sound of-‘Turn me on, turn me on…hug me hug me, squeeze me squeeze me…’

‘What’s wrong?’


‘Why…nothing,’ answered Raghav.


‘Then remove that gloomy look from your face.’


‘I am sick of my life. I want a break. I want freedom…even at my age of 32 my mom…’


‘Your mom what?’


‘Nothing, forget it.’


‘Nope. Not fair. Shouldn’t hide any secrets from me,’ said Simi, opening the freezer to take out two bottles of chilled beer.

‘Forget it…tell about your assignment. That talcum powder modeling assignment.’


‘Shit client. Will never pay. What was that about your mom, you were saying?’ said Simi, as her hand reached out for the button of Raghav’s trouser. She loosened his button. The trouser flew off and landed on a brass Buddha statue, which fell on the floor with a clang. 


A sudden anticlimax changed their expressions. The doorbell was ringing!


‘Who the hell!’ said Raghav as he tried to wrap the bedspread around his waist.


‘I don’t know,’ said Simi, as she moved towards the door and opened it slightly.


‘Where is Raghav?’


‘Who are you?’


‘I am his mother. From Oxford Bookstore I have been following you. Towards what danger are you drawing my little boy?’


‘Raghav…there is someone who is saying she is your mother.’


‘Mom! How did you reach here?’ said Raghav, struggling to keep the bedspread around his waist.


‘Oh, Raghav! My boy! Are you OK?’
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‘But I wanted…’


‘You wanted to help me, right?  How many times have I told you mom, don’t bother about me. If you don’t bother about me, nothing will go wrong.’


‘Oh dear…don’t be mad with me.’


‘By the way…she is Simi. Lives in Jamshedpur; works here. She is a model.’


‘Hello,’ said Simi, shyly.


‘You never told me about her? Have you grown so old, that you will hide such a big truth from me?...Why are you standing behind the sofa? Why don’t you come in front?’

‘Co…coffee? For both of you?’ said Simi.


‘No dear. I’ll leave. My Raghav is a stupid, but his choices are never silly,’ said Raghav’s mother, with appreciation for Simi.
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Raghav and Simi got tied in wedlock within a matter of three months. Raghav took seven days leave from office and joined on the eighth day, returning from honeymoon. 


At midday his cell phone rang. Mom? No, it was Simi.


‘What are you doing?’ asked Raghav.


‘Rearranging your wardrobe. You have left it in a total mess.’


‘Thanks. There is a good news, honey. You have been chosen as the model for a new campaign of our company. A reputed tea-brand,’ said Raghav.

‘Really? How exciting! Hope you did not manipulate?’


‘Nope. No manipulation from me. Totally your talent.’


‘Wow!...Had your lunch?’ asked Simi.


‘It’s just 12:30.’


‘Well, have it by 1:00. It’s not good to have late lunch. Have something in the evening as well. But don’t buy junk food.’


‘You have started talking like a grandma.’


‘I will get all your shirts ironed. Wear the brown checks tomorrow and the plain blue the next day.’


‘All right. Anything more?’


‘No soft drinks outside. Remember, its very hot outside. It won’t take much time to catch a cold.’


‘OK. Anything else?’


‘No darling. Nothing more. M-u-a-a-a-h. I love you.’


‘I love you too,’ said Raghav.


‘One more thing. Don’t run like crazy for the underground. Cross the road after watching out both the sides. At the most you will be ten minutes late. Hope you have not gone back to your smoking habits?’


‘No, never.’


‘Something more I wanted to tell, but can’t remember now. Anyway; will call you later. Bye.’


‘Bye.’


There is a poster in front of Raghab’s workstation, bearing a cartoon of a thief being taken in handcuff by a cop. Raghav started rolling out in laughter, looking at the poster. The laughter was flowing out uncontrollably and loud. A head or two popped up from other cubicles to see what the matter was. Eric, the photographer, with the gesture of a finger rotation over his head, indicated – Raghav had become crazy after his marriage.


Raghav was still unable to control his laughter.
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