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Dreams Don't Die

by Yu Sakurazawa

Chapter 1 - The Dying Stallion The sun was blazing over the blue beaches and silvery sands. Palm and Cashew nut trees gently grew by the side, gently swaying to the soothing music of the winds. The flea-market on Anjuna beach was particularly  active  today;  with  the  original  local  Saraswat  Brahmins, the  Mughals  and  the  Portuguese  clamorously  haggling  and  buying knick-knacks  from  the  shirtless  sun-burnt  vendors.  Crystal  Lock stopped  for  a  moment,  looking  expectantly  at  the  eclectic  hodge-podge  of  human  species.  They  didn’t  spare  him  a  second  glance. 

‘Why would they?’ thought poor Crystal Lock sadly ‘I am after all an animal, and an old one at that’. 

Crystal  Lock  had  been  a  great  favorite  among  the  punters  and racers,  not  too  many  years  ago.  His  record  had  had  many  a specimen  of  the  hoi  polloi  queue  up  at  the  tote  booth.  Many  a stalwart  had  wagered  on  him.  And  Crystal  had  not  disappointed them; galloping away to the finishing line, winning every penny they had bet on him. Yet all that had changed now that he was no longer in  his  prime.  He  was  ejected  from  the  stables  as  if  he  was  some waste-product.  It  would,  instead,  have  been  a  blessing  if  they  had shot him. 

Crystal  Lock  was  a  sorry  sight.  Anyone,  with  even  half  a  heart  in their  bosoms  would  have  cried  on  beholding  him.  His  black  mane, which  was  thick  and  lustrous  in  his  youth,  was  now  sparse,  patchy and  drab.  The  muscles  just  below  the  chest—the  pectorals—which had once been strong and sinewy, now sagged pathetically. He had a  gash  below  the  left  knee  in  his  hind-quarter  (the  courtesy  of  a particularly  vicious  thorn  shrub)  which  obstinately  refused  to  heal. 

This  was  a  result  of  his  advanced  years  and  also  because  horses have  tendons  instead  of  muscles  below  the  knee.  As  if  the  above miseries were inadequate, the stifle i.e. the rear leg joint that meets

the  body  was  ‘locked’  or  rather,  caught  (imagine  what  it  feels  like when you have a ‘stitch’ in your back) causing Crystal Lock immense pain.  ‘Why  doesn’t  any  kind  soul  shoot  me  and  put  me  out  of  my misery?’ thought the near-lachrymose horse. Yet he trudged on like the true champion he was. 

After  limping  a  mile  or  so  from  Anjuna  beach,  Crystal  Lock  was  a hundred  percent  certain  that  he’d  drop  dead.  The  blazing  sun  that had  converted  the  tarred  roads  into  burning  coals,  scorched  his ancient  hooves.  His  tongue,  chapped  and  parched  as  an  earth  in drought,  desperately  craved  for  a  drop  of  water.  ‘You  should  have had  a  sip  or  two  at  Anjuna  beach’  he  reprimanded  himself  before remembering  that  the  water  there  is  saline.  What  use  would  that have  been?  As  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge’s  mariner  in  his  never-ending  saga  of  a  poem  ‘The  Rhyme  of  an  ancient  Mariner’  had observed,  there  was  ‘Water  water  everywhere,  but  not  a  drop  to drink!’. Such was the tragedy ocean water scourged one with. 

Crystal Lock was at the danger of going straight ahead on the same path, which would have been his perdition. Instead, instinct or divine intervention  urged  him  to  take  a  turn  towards  the  left.  The  streets, flanked  on  the  sides  with  graceful  palms  and  singularly  feminine-looking casuarinas, kept the punishing hot sun out. The intense glare on Crystal Lock ceased and his hooves began to cool down a little. 

He was still extremely fatigued, but experienced a profound sense of peace. It was almost as if the inanimate and mute props; the cooled road and the trees that were gently fanning him, were reassuring him that hope lay ahead. 

Half a mile down the road, Crystal Lock came across a thick dense mass  of  foliage.    They  seemed  secretive  and  mysterious,  as  if guarding  a  state  secret  of  behemoth  proportions.  Curiosity  numbed some of the pain of his gash and the ‘locking stifle’ and Crystal Lock proceeded  to  sniff  his  way  and  poke  his  long  muscle  amidst  a clearing. It was a narrow ribbon; just adequate for perhaps a nascent foal  to  pass,  but  Crystal  Lock  resolutely  squeezed  through.  To  his

utter  surprise,  what  lay  concealed  behind  the  strict  thick  trees  that acted as sentinels, was a singularly picturesque little village! Crystal Lock hadn’t seen this hamlet before, not had he heard anyone make a mention of it. This was some discovery! (‘I should have been called Christopher  Columbus,  not  Crystal  Lock’  thought  the  well-informed stallion in his mind). 

The  village  had  all  the  features  of  Portuguese  architecture;  the private ‘in-ward looking’ homes, intricately carved columns, pilasters, cornices  and  balcoes  i.e.  a  seating  arrangement  that  exposed  the denizens  of  the  house  to  the  people  who  passed  it,  so  that  there could be an uninhibited exchange of ‘hello, how’re yous?’ and other pleasantries  between  them.  Crystal  Lock  passed  by  the  houses, peering into each with a great deal of interest, in spite of mummy’s upbringing. (His mother would have told him it’s impolite, looking into people’s  houses  thusly.  His  hooves  automatically  came  to  a  halt  in front of one of them. 

It  wasn’t  a  particularly  magnificent  house,  the  one  he  instinctively stopped  in  front  of.  Yet  it  had  a  kind  of  appeal  to  it.  Its  body  was comprised entirely of stucco stone and the roof was painted red. The window panes, incidentally painted white, were made of oyster shells in the form of lattice-work, instead of conventional glass. The name plate in front of the gate read ‘Mario Keshav Rodriguez’. 

The  capacious  garden  was  split  into  two  by  a  narrow  pathway leading to the main-door of the house. On either side of the pathway stood a palm tree. A hammock was tied to the branches of one, on which lay a boy of about thirteen. True to Goans who liked leisure, the  chap  was  enjoying  his  afternoon  siesta.  As  Crystal  Lock  came and stood in front of the gate, the young boy’s eyelids automatically fluttered  open,  as  if,  he,  with  some  telekinetic  power,  had  sensed Crystal  Lock’s  presence.  ‘Do  come,  dear  horse’  the  boy  said  in cooing,  gentle  tones,  almost  as  if  he  had  been  expecting  Crystal Lock ‘Look at you, how weak and frail you’ve become’. 

The  angelic  young  chap  opened  the  gate  and  led  the  tired  Crystal Lock in. He climbed the steps etched on the toddy tree nimbly, and adeptly poised himself on on one of the branches. He sliced a vein of the tree and collected the fluid that trickled down in a steady stream into a bucket. After about an hour, he descended from the tree and kept the sap filled bucket in front of the stallion. Crystal Lock sniffed at  it  suspiciously.  ‘This  doesn’t  seem  like  water’  he  thought  to himself. 

‘It’s  just   sur,  stallion’  the  boy  coaxed  Crystal  Lock  ‘Toddy  sap’  he explained. ‘It would do you immense good to drink it, I assure you’. 

His eyes twinkled mischievously. It was as if the boy was privy to one of nature’s secrets which Crystal Lock was unaware of. Crystal Lock obediently dunked his muzzle and drunk up the entire queer, slightly intoxicating  tasting  fluid.    A  peculiar  kind  of  wooziness  came  over him and he dozed off (after all, he too was eligible for an afternoon siesta, just like the other Goans!). 

An hour later, he woke up. The first sight that usually met his eyes when he woke up was that of the ghastly gaping gash beneath his left knee. It wasn’t to be seen now—strange! Crystal Lock also didn’t feel  the  searing  rawness  he  usually  did  around  the  area.  Also,  the stallion found that he could flex the rear leg joint easily, almost lithely. 

He  looked  down  upon  himself;  yes,  he  still  had  a  black  coat  and  a mane, but it was shiny and lustrous, the way it had been in his youth. 

The pectoral muscles beneath his chest were delightfully healthy and tight,  as  was  his  barrel,  his  loin,  croup  and  buttocks.  Crystal  Lock sprang up; something he hadn’t done in a long time. He felt so light and  agile  that  he  was  convinced  he  was  having  horsey  dreams (nightmares?) while still asleep. Yet he couldn’t be dreaming, for the toddy  sap  bucket  lay  very  much  palpable  to  the  eyes,  with  a  bit  of

‘sur’  remaining.  Crystal  Lock  licked  the  dregs;  the  sharp  piquant taste assured him that this was no dream. He looked around for the young boy, but he was nowhere to be seen. 

In the absence of his young guide, Crystal Lock unlatched the gate with his muzzle and led himself out. Instead, of turning back on the same road and retracing his step to the main road, he continued on ahead  on  the  path  that  had  brought  him  here.  He  walked  a  few kilometers  without  any  trace  of  weariness.  Crystal  Lock  was beginning  to  get  spooked  out  now.  It  seemed  like  his  old  spirit  had taken possession of some other equine’s body. 

On  the  outskirts  of  the  charming  town,  he  came  across  a  pool  or water. Crystal Lock stopped for a drink of water. He closed his eyes and  quenched  his  thirst  for  a  second  time.  When  he  opened  it  he was  in  for  the  greatest  bout  of  incredulity  of  the  day.  The  reflection that gazed up at him was not his, a stallion’s, but a mare’s. Yes, she had  his color and stature, but was beautifully and undeniably female. 

The poll on top of her head was thicker, her nostrils narrower and the throatlatch lovely and delicate. 

With the instincts that only animals possess, Crystal Lock knew that her estrous cycle was on. She shyly approached a big young healthy stallion who was more than happy to insert his large penis into her declivity. Eleven months later, in early spring, Crystal Lock gave birth to a healthy young foal. 

God bless the sap of that particular tree and the young boy who had offered it to Crystal Lock! 





Chapter 2 - A Crotchety Old Man Mario  Keshav  Rodriguez  went  clickety-click  on  his  ancient dilapidated  typewriter.  Paint-brushes,  easels  and  a  half-finished painting lay flung in a corner of the room; he intended to  complete it after  he  had  finished  with  the  story  he  was  working  on.  It  wasn’t  a story per se: a series of stanzas telling a tale, to be more accurate. It was a sequel to Shakespeare’s poem ‘Venus and Adonis’ and Mario was  finding  it  quite  difficult  to  capture  the  lustful,  amorous melancholy of the Goddess of love and lust, with his house-keeper, Mrs. D’Souza, pottering around noisily in the kitchen. 

‘Mrs. D’Souza’ shouted Mario while still maintaining the momentum of his typing ‘Could we keep the noise down please?’

‘Yes,  Mr.  Rodriquez?’  Mrs.  D’Souza  cocked  one  ear  towards  him. 

She was hard of hearing. 

‘Madam, could you cut down on the cacophony please?’ the tenor of Mario’s voice rose in irritation. 

This time, Mrs. D’Souza heard him ‘If you are to getting to eat your favorite  Vindaloo  (a  Goan/Portuguese  pork  dish),  what  does  a  little clattering of vessels matter?’

‘Oh, it does, trust me!’ Mario muttered under his breath in annoyance

‘and  Vindaloo  is  far  from  my  favorite;  the  one  you  make  is  a sacrilege to the name of the dish! It gives me horrendous indigestion every  time  you  make  it.  Whether  it’s  the  bloody  spices  or  the goddamn coconut you  insist on adding, I don’t know.’

He furiously continued describing Goddess Venus’s antics; her very convenient forgetting of the deceased Adonis and sensuous pursuit of  another  handsome,  young  male.  Simultaneously,  he  took  liberal

swigs  from  the  whiskey  bottle  and  deep,  undeniably  hazardous dregs of his cigarette. Savio, one of the numerous felines that hung around Mario’s house, mewed and mewled miserably at the window sill.  ‘Shoo,  scat,  scamper!’  Mario  ejaculated  angrily  at  the  black creature ‘Get off my window sill, you evil cat!’. 

‘He has smelt the Vindaloo’, Mrs. D’Souza, who had for once heard the first time around, offered helpfully. 

‘Then  throw  him  a  piece  of  pork  and  get  him  off  my  back!’  said shouted Mario angrily. 

‘Really, such a fiery temper for a young boy’ murmured Mrs. D’Souza and went back to her work. At this juncture, it has to be pointed out, that Mario was no ‘young boy’. He was 65 years old; bald, paunchy and  wrinkled,  and  in  all  probability  looked  older  than  his chronological  age.  However,  he  must  have  seemed  the  epitome  of youth to Mrs. D’Souza who must have been a hundred if not older. 

She  had  kept  the  home  for  Mario’s  Portuguese  father,  Simon Rodriguez,  long  before  he  married  local  Saraswat  Brahmin  girl, Kamaladevi Pai, and brought her to live with him in this very house. 

It was rumored that in the face of Kamaladevi’s inability to produce enough mother’s milk for Mario when he was a baby, Mrs. D’Souza had  been  his  wet-nurse.  This  was  a  fact  that  the  squeamish  Mario didn’t particularly like to dwell on. The possibility of having been fed by  this  double-chinned,  toad-like  creature  was  a  little  too  much  for him to take. As has been said before, Mario was no beauty himself, but  invariable  thought  contemptuously  about  everyone  on  earth, including his affectionate house-keeper. 

Mario  hadn’t  always  been  a  cantankerous  old  man.  His transformation  into  one  had  been  slow  and  gradual;  but  ultimately when  it  had  happened,  irrevocable.  To  explain  the  reasons  behind Mario’s becoming an irritable old cynic, one has to probably delve a little more into his history. 

As has already been said, Mario’s father had been Portuguese. He was  a  common  soldier  with  the  regiment,  yet  called  himself  Sir  or Lieutenant Simon Rodriguez as had been a habitual practice among the colonizers of this part of India. In Portugal, Simon had probably worn  plain  clothes  which  were  the  hallmark  of  the  proletarian  class and had cooked his own meals. However, coming to India as a part of the colonizer’s army had given him a dramatic exaltation in status: he could now call himself ‘Lieutenant Rodriguez’, carouse around in silken robes, with Indian slaves to do his every bidding, such as fetch his slippers and even hold an umbrella over his head when it was too sunny or raining. 

Cupid hit Sir Simon Rodriguez at thirty-one, when he fell in love with 19  year  old  Kamaladevi  Kamat,  the  beautiful,  green-eyed  daughter of  Professor.  Keshav  Kamat,  an  Indian  Brahmin  academician  who taught  the  Konkani  language  at  a  local  college.  As  an  aggressive colonizer; Simon had the option of barging in Prof. Kamat’s not-very-modest  home,  of  abducting  his  daughter  and  forcing  her  to  be  his bride; thankfully however, the savage in him was in lesser measure than  the  gentleman.  He  formally  called  on  Prof.  Kamat,  introduced himself, announced how much money he had by way of salary and assets, and declared his intentions to marry young Kamaladevi. 

‘I am sure you know, Sir Rodriguez’ said Prof. Kamat in a cultured, well-modulated,  nevertheless  prejudiced  voice  ‘that  we  Brahmins (the  ‘upper  crust’,  according  to  the  ancient  Hindu  caste  system, originally  divided  according  to  the  labor  one  performed)  due  not believe in cultural commingling.’

‘I am well aware, Sir’ said Sir Rodriguez with dignity ‘and do respect your rules. However, I request you to make an exception in this case. 

I am in love with your daughter and will look after her very well. She will not be deprived of anything’. 

“What  part  of  ‘No’  don’t  you  understand,  Sir  Rodriguez?’  said  Prof. 

Kamat, bridling ‘We wish to marry Kamaladevi to a Brahmin boy  only

so that the purity of our genes, our lineage is preserved. 

Much  to  the  surprise  of  both  the  gentleman,  the  otherwise  demure maiden  herself  stepped  into  the  main  hall  and  declared  ‘Father,  I wish to marry this gentleman. I request you to permit the wedding.’

Keshav  Kamat  had  brought  his  daughter  up  to  be  bold  and  plain-speaking, yet when she put his preaching into practice, he was much offended. ‘Kamalade-devi!’ he spluttered, his face going the mottled red  shade  of  anger  ‘Don’t  you  have  any  concern  for  the  rules  of caste and class?!.’

‘Father,  you  yourself  had  once  said  that  caste  and  class  are superficial  divisions  and  that  humanity  was,  ultimately,  one comprehensive whole’ Kamaladevi gave her hypocrite of a father a dose of his own medicine. 

‘However, these Portuguese people’ Prof. Kamat burst out enraged

‘They have corrupted our entire pristine culture!’. 

‘I beg to differ, father’ said the young Kamaladevi calmly ‘they have led  to  a  very  interesting  blend  of  the  East  and  West  in  Goa.  And besides, before them we’ve had many invaders. The Aryans and the Mughals, for instance. They weren’t the first ones to come here’. 

‘This  is  what  I  get  for  giving  her  a  good  education,  the  ungrateful wretch’  the  enraged  Prof.  Kamat  thought  bitterly  ‘I  should  have listened  to  some  of  my  well-wishers  and  got  her  married  off  at  age 12  as  is  the  custom  here.  That  wouldn’t  have  given  her  the  gall  to turn against me: her own father’. 

‘I’ll cut you off without a penny’ he threatened out aloud. 

‘So  be  it,  father’  said  Kamaladevi  humbly.  She  serenely  took  the slightly shaken-up Simon’s arm and walked out of her father’s house forever. Subsequently, she and Simon had a simple white wedding in a church before which Kamaladevi converted to Christianity. 

-

The  marriage  was  a  happy  one  by  most  standards.  It  gave Kamaladevi plenty of opportunities to learn and grow, and Simon to get  a  first-hand  experience  of  the  exotic  Indian-ness  of  the  country his  compatriots  had  hegemony  over.  However,  it  led  to  some interesting  cultural  shocks  as  well:  for  instance,  the  puritanical Kamaladevi  was  shocked  that  a  European  husband  expected

‘mouth-to-mouth’  kissing,  with  an  ‘unhygienic’  intermingling  of  their respective  salivas  and  the  ‘filthy’  contact  between  tongues.  He,  on the other hand, was appalled to discover that his educated, English-speaking wife didn’t know how to use a western-style commode. She insisted  that  he  get  an  Indian  one  constructed  (where,  incidentally, one’s  ‘job’  is  done  squatting  in  an  unbecoming  manner,  instead  of sitting  down  elegantly)  However,  the  above  two  were  rather  petty points; Kamaladevi soon acquiesced to try the ‘dirty’ mouth-to-mouth kiss  and  actually  found  that  it  to  be  very  pleasurable;  and,  Simon accepted the fact that his wife was accustomed to a different kind of lavatory  than  the  one  he  used.  So,  trifles  cast  aside,  they  settled down to enjoy their marital life. 

A few years later, Mario arrived into the world; bald, bawling and red-faced.  The  parents  decided  to  give  him  the  ‘Mario’  forename,  after Simon’s  father,  and  the  middle-name  ‘Keshav’  after  Kamaladevi’s (So  what  if  he  had  been  beastly,  we  can’t  stop  revering  him,  can we?). So, the sum-total of the new-born’s name was ‘Mario Keshav Rodriguez’—a disproportionately lengthy moniker for so miniscule a mite. 

The  suppressed  morbid  thoughts  that  had  not  affected  their marriage, warped the Rodriguez couples’ child-rearing. Even though they  had  challenged  orthodox  Hindu  society,  throwing  its conservative norms to the winds; somewhere, deep in some arcane little corner of their hearts, both Simon and Kamaladevi harbored a few  nagging  doubts.  Had  they  committed  a  sin  by  going  against established  rules?  Was  offending  an  elder  (Read:  Keshav  Kamat)

equitant  to  evoking  the  wrath  of  the  God?  By  breeding  with  a foreigner,  had  Kamaladevi  indeed  tainted  the  purity  of  her  family name?  Was  their  infant,  young  Mario  Keshav  Rodriguez,  the foundling  of  a  mixed  marriage,  a  ‘filthy’  inter-caste?  Would  he  ever grow up to be a cultured young man? 

They  pushed  him  hard,  to  excel  at  everything;  especially  skills related  to  learning,  literature,  art  and  culture.  He  was  expected  to wake  up  many  hours  before  the  sun  had  arisen  and  practice  his Portuguese reading, writing, listening and speaking skills. Following that, young Mario had been expected to devotedly read the Bible as well  as  the  Bhagavat-Gita,  the  holy  book  of  the  Hindus.  After  his early morning glass of milk, a tutor came home to impart training in the  English  language.  Following  breakfast,  a  multi-lingual  teacher taught him hymns in the Praise of Lord Jesus and Konkani liturgical music,  both  of  which  Mario  sang  with  equal  ease.  He  was  also trained in art; something he took an especial fascination to during his childhood  and  adolescence.  During  his  early  adulthood,  Mario,  an aficionado  of  only  realism,  painted  pictures  of  the  Virgin  Mary  and Jesus Christ and sold them on the streets. In the Christian Catholic dominated  Goa,  the  paintings  sold  like  hot  cakes.  Soon  Mario  was commissioned  by  the  churches  to  paint  pictures,  even  gigantic murals for them, which brought him pretty good money. 

By  this  time,  Mario  had  grown  up  to  be  a  handsome  young  man albeit  in  a  dark  brooding  kind  of  a  way.  He  had  shot  up  to  be  of average  height,  had  inherited  his  mother’s  green  eyes  and  his father’s  fair  complexion  and  dark  brown  hair.  However,  in  spite  of being labeled ‘good-looking’ by the local belles, they were reluctant to  chase  him.  It  was  probably  maidenly-modesty  that  girls  in  those days were fair possessors of or a deeper, more ominous don’t-dare-come-near  me  aura  that  surrounded  Mario.  Yes,  in  his  early  prime, Mario had possessed the cold sexual chastity of Greek God Adonis about whom he was to write about later in his life. The aura was not exclusive to just keeping romantic interests at bay; it was so intense, that even his parents were a little intimidated of him. The only person

who  seemed  unaffected  by  this  gelod  aura  was  Mrs.  D’Souza  and the  plentitude  of  cats  that  had  made  the  Rodriguez’s  house  their home. 

It  wasn’t  as  if  Mario  hadn’t  had  women.  He  had  gone  to  the  local brothel  and  had  disinterestedly  fucked  one  or  two  prostitutes,  and was sorely disappointed to find that sex was no big deal. It gave him far less pleasure and satisfaction than his creative pursuits: singing, strumming his father’s guitar and painting pictures of Madonna and the child did. After age 24, sex never even crossed his mind, and he remained coldly and unperturbedly celibate ever since. 

At  age  25,  Mario  lost  his  father  to  pneumonia.  Kamaladevi  came down with it soon after and followed in her husband’s trail to heaven (or  hell,  since  she  had  committed  the  ‘sin’  of  marrying  outside  her community).  Mario  didn’t  display  any  emotion  at  their  passing.  He took it, as naturally and undemonstratively as one would a change in season; a demeanor that had provoked an appalled Mrs. D’Souza to remark ‘Really boy, you have the stiffest upper-lip in the world!’

Things  changed  dramatically  in  the  subsequent  years  as  young Mario  started  patronizing  the  surrealistic  style  of  painting  over realism. Surrealism had an element of dreams spilling all over what was real and apparently tangible; resultantly, Mario started depicting Jesus  Christ  with  a  trunk  (in  simulation  of,  perhaps,  the  elephant-headed  Hindu  God  Ganesha)  and  Virgin  Marie  in  a  saree,  with  a lotus  in  one  hand  and  a  trident  in  another  like  a  Hindu  Goddess. 

These ‘blasphemous’ depictions did not go down well with the public and  also  the  church  authorities:  the  former  stopped  purchasing  his work  and  the  latter  stopped  granting  him  commission  to  produce mass paintings and murals. This unfortunate turn of events left Mario penurious; his only source of income now was his father’s pension. It was more than adequate for his frugal needs; however, he doubted if he  could  still  afford  to  keep  Mrs.  D’Souza.  ‘I’d  be  able  to  pay  you only about three-forths of what my parents used to. You are at liberty to leave’ he told her in a voice devoid of expression. However, Mrs. 

D’Souza  chose  to  stay  on  and  run  the  house,  either  because  she had nowhere else to go or because her needs were as frugal as her employer’s.  Over  the  years,  the  two  were  able  to  manage  a  fairly good life-style, even if it wasn’t lavish. 

This  was  when  Mario  made  the  switch,  or  to  be  more  precise,  the split--from being just a painter to turning into a writer cum artist. He had  always  been  riveted  to  the  works  of  old  doyens  of  English literature  (strangely,  it  wasn’t  ever  Portuguese  or  Konkani,  his mother tongue); now he devoured them by the dozen. He spent the entire  day  immersed  in  the  poetic  and  prosaic  worlds  of Shakespeare,  Edmund  Spencer,  Alexander  Pope,  Lord  Byron, Thomas  Carlyle,  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  Joseph  Conrad—the  list  is endless.  It  was  just  a  matter  of  time  before  he  was  etching  out  his own  plots,  characters,  settings  and  dialogues  and  managed  to  put together  a  very  prolific  collection  of  short  stories,  middles  (short articles in local parlance), literary essays (his personal favorites were those  on  Mahatma  Gandhi,  Virginia  Woolf,  Vincent  Van  Gogh  and the  mystic  Sufi  poet,  Amir  Khusro),  poems,  articles  and  yes,  even novels. Objectively speaking, his works had great literary merit and had the potential to take the world by storm, bringing the earth and skies at his feet. 

However,  fortune  isn’t  kind  to  everyone.  Perhaps  it  was  owing  to being  an  ‘intercaste’,  the  son  of  non-celebrity  parents  or  sheer  bad luck,  but  Mario  never  ever  got  published.  He’d  patiently  and assiduously write to the editors of Indian dailies, but would invariably get a letter that said ‘While we are extremely thankful to you for your kind  contribution,  we  regret  to  inform  you  that  we  can’t  carry  your article in our newspaper’ or something to that effect. This was Goa before  independence,  internet  had  probably  not  even  been conceived, so, poor Mario couldn’t even look towards e-journals and e-zines as an option. He had tried several international journals and publishers, but their reply was the same as their Indian counterparts even if they were worded differently. They never ever did quote the reason  for  the  rejection;  merely  informed  him  that  they  couldn’t

publish his work. Constantly desiring to improve on the quality of his work,  Mario  wrote  several  letters  to  the  editors  and  publishers, requesting  the  reasons  for  rejection,  but  there  was  silence  at  the other end. None of them bothered to reply. 





Chapter 3 - The Bad Spell Persists Even  though  Mario  plodded  on  (unacknowledged  and  unrewarded) with  his  work  for  the  next  several  decades;  the  trauma  of  never having  been  published  and  being  totally  unaware  of  the  reason  for his  failure  in  the  field  began  to  show  on  his  appearance.  The beautiful tranquil green eyes that he had inherited from his mother, dulled  down  to  an  unprepossessing  bad-tempered  brindled  grey. 

Reading  persistently,  regardless  of  day  or  night  and  in  candlelight, caused  his  once  perfect  vision  to  rapidly  deteriorate,  forcing  him  to depend  on  thick  horn-rimmed  glasses.  They  were  unattractive  to begin with; the black frame he had chosen to keep them in place did nothing  to  accentuate  his  beauty.  His  thick  brown  mop,  the benediction of his father’s European blood, had started thinning in a haphazard manner: the pate was bald, but the locks around it long, making Mario look quite a ghastly sight. By 55, the hair follicles gave up  on  their  mercurial  behavior  and  decided  to  quit  Mario’s  hair forever,  leaving  him  as  bald  as  an  eagle.  Mario’s  marmoreal  white skin  of  early  prime,  which  had  bewitched  the  local  maidens,  slowly took  on  an  unhealthy  pallor,  alternately  looking  yellow  or  a  deadly ashen  pallor  by  the  time  he  hit  his  60s.  A  predominantly  sedentary lifestyle  made  Mario  lose  the  neat  trimness  about  his  physique, leading  him  to  ooze  out  of  everywhere.  His  paunch,  which  started from  just  below  his  pectorals  and  extended  all  the  way  to  his  groin region, was an especial eyesore. 

People  started  avoiding  him  like  plague.  Whether  it  was  the  bilious air of peevishness that he had acquired (thanks to frustration owing to  umpteen  years  of  literary  rejections)  or  his  unbearably  ugly appearance,  is  difficult  to  say.  Goan  people  who  (much  like  the Italians) had mastered the art of ‘the pleasure of doing nothing’ often gossiped about him. 

‘Never  seen  a  more  hideous-looking  old  bird!’  a  Mr.  Pereira remarked to his wife ‘One is so fearful of even being around him, lest he  eats  you  up  alive  or  passes  on  the  infection  of  unsightliness  to you!’

‘Not  nearly  as  ugly  as  his  housekeeper’  Mrs.  Pereira  said  ‘her double-chins are the stuff my nightmares are made of!’

‘Well,  she  never  gives  me  a  wet-dream’  her  husband  laughed  ‘so you might have a point there’. 

‘Do you have to sneak in your wet-dreams into every conversation, Jose?!’  Mrs.  Pereira  castigated  her  over-sexed  husband  and  that was the end of that particular conversation. 

--

Presently, Mario gave typing a teensy break and flexed his arthritis-afflicted  fingers.  ‘Damn  the  human  body!’  he  cursed  out  aloud  ‘it’s such a scourge to be born organic!’

‘What  do  you  want  to  be  like  then?’  Mrs.  D’Souza  had  heard  him

‘One of those…what you call them…robots?’. 

Mario  was  taken  aback  to  discover  that  his  near-fossilized housekeeper had heard of the new invention (though at this time, it might have existed in Japan, and perhaps some parts of America—

certainly  not  in  a  staggeringly  developing  economy  like  India). 

However,  he  kept  his  awe  to  himself  and  instead  snapped,  ‘would you stop disrupting my train of thought?’

‘Aye, aye, Sir’ said Mrs. D’Souza with ostentatious politeness which especially got on Mario’s nerves. 

‘Is lunch ready?’ he asked testily. 

‘Coming up, Sir’

The pork Vindaloo and Kokum curry (a curry made of a red colored fruit of the Garcia Indicia family) were dutifully presented in front of Mario. ‘Really’ he cursed his ancient housekeeper in his mind ‘what manner of an imbecile would make Kokum curry as a side dish to go with  Pork  Vindaloo!  It  is  to  be  eaten  only  with  sea-food;  any  child would tell you that!’

‘Rice, Mrs. D’Souza, rice!’ he bellowed out loud enough for the entire neighborhood  to  hear  ‘It’s  the  monarch  of  any  meal  and  you  keep forgetting it--EVERYTIME!’

Poor Mrs. D’Souza came bustling as fast as her timeworn legs would carry her and placed a huge bowlful of rice in front of Mario. With all the dishes he desired present, Mario started eating with a feeling of revulsion. The food his housekeeper cooked didn’t at all agree with him  these  days.  The  chilies  in  the  Vindaloo  burnt  his  tongue,  the garlic made him sweat, the turmeric turned his tongue yellow and the vinegar  was  unpleasantly  pungent  on  his  tongue.  He  swallowed gallons of water and locked himself up in his room for an afternoon siesta.  In  the  privacy  of  his  room,  he  could  belch  and  fart  to  his heart’s  content.  Not  that  he  cared  a  hoot  if  anyone  was  around  or not. 

He woke up at 3 pm and lumbered on to the front yard. The toddy trees were in dire need of watering. He took the two pails that stood in the front yard and went inside to fill them with tap water. Presently, he came out with two heavy pails and emptied its contents into the hollow  earth  encircling  the  graceful  palms.  The  effort  made  him break into a profuse sweat. His heart was beating a million beats per minute. ‘If you continue doing this, Mario Keshav Rodriguez’ he told himself  severely  ‘soon  you’ll  be  in  a  grave’.  On  second  thoughts, Mario  didn’t  think  that  was  a  particularly  bad  idea.  What  had  he  to live for anyway? 

He  busied  himself  for  a  while  in  the  garden.  His  axe,  spade  and shovel whispered sweet nothings to the earth. Before Mario knew it, 

the clock had ticked away to 4:30 pm. As he roused himself from the hedgerow and attempted to take a step backwards, he fell forwards headlong.  His  forehead  grazed  the  concrete  and  his  nose  was  so painfully gnashed against the ground that it was agony. He heard a rude  volley  of  sniggers  in  the  background.  Damn!  It  was  the  gang again.  They  had  found  a  novel  way  to  torment  him,  crotchety  old Mario, this time. While he was busy digging up the hedgerow, they had bound his feet together. 

‘The  Gang’,  FYI,  was  a  group  of  notorious  children  aged  between seven and fourteen. The fact that Mario had the reputation of being a horrid  cantankerous  old  man,  made  the  sadistic  troupe  want  to torment him. Their usual modus operandi was throwing pebbles and stones via a catapult on Mario’s unsuspecting back or sneak into his house and holler in his ear when he was asleep (this was one of the reasons he had started latching the door). Once, the little pains had squirted liquid red color all over him with a pichkari (an Indian water-gun),  just  when  Mario  had  freshly  changed  into  a  new  white  shirt. 

The  abovementioned  techniques  and  contraptions  of  torture  had been used before. This—binding his feet together—was new. 

‘Shoo,  scat,  how  dare  you  trouble  my  baby?’  Mrs.  D’Souza  came hobbling on her stick from inside to help Mario up. Catching sight of

‘the toad-like’ housekeeper in addition to tormenting the ill-tempered old man was a double bonus for the vile children. The fact that she had alluded to Mario, who in their eyes was a doddering old man, as

‘her  baby’  had  them  in  splits.  They  continued  antagonizing  the  two older  people  by  chucking  pebbles  until  they  were  deep  within  the safe confines of their house and had latched the door. 

‘Good  Heavens!—Children  these  days…!’  Mrs.  D’Souza  exclaimed helping herself to a much earned glass of water. 

‘Their  ‘leader’  Philip’s  the  worst’  Mario  said  with  (understandable) bitterness ‘He’s sprouting a moustache and beard, yet has not given up on his juvenile ways’. 

‘He’s a real delinquent that one!’ remarked Mrs. D’Souza. 

‘They  all  ought  to  be  shot!’  cursed  Mario,  swatting  a  mosquito  that had decided to suck the blood off his left shoulder blade. 

-

‘Pedro  Carvalho  hasn’t  come  yet….’  Mario  observed  with uncharacteristic gentleness. The time was 5:30 am. 

‘He’d  come  and  tapped  the  toddy  sap  at  2  pm,  when  you  were sleeping’  intimated  Mrs.  D’Souza  ‘He  should  be  back  again  in  a while’. 

Pedro  Carvalho  was  a  clear-eyed,  benign-mannered  young  boy  of about  13  or  14.  Pedro  was  an  orphan,  at  least  that’s  what  the villagers  presumed;  but  the  truth  of  the  matter  is  that  nobody  had ever seen him with a parent. Pedro Carvalho was all by himself. The fact  seemed  as  natural  and  taken  for  granted  as  the  air  people breathed  or  the  water  they  consumed.  And  Pedro  was  indubitably handy: he metamorphosed out of nowhere whenever they wanted to get an odd-job done—like a cycle repaired, an electricity plug point checked or toddy sap extracted. 

Pedro Carvalho was the only person in the world who didn’t get on Mario’s nerves; a fact that was a miracle in itself. It wasn’t as if he was brimming with love for the boy or anything; all one is saying is that  he  could  tolerate  Pedro.  In  fact,  lying  on  the  hammock  when Pedro  climbed  the  palm  trees  and  tapped  the  toddy  sap  and mooched  around  the  house  and  garden,  brought  about  a  peculiar inexplicable  sense  of  peace  to  Mario’s  cynical  soul.  The  two  rarely made  lengthy  conversations,  but  sometimes  exchanged  a  word  or two. Yes, Mario could say a word or two to Pedro without wanting to make a dash for his throat. 

‘How’s the sap collecting?’ he presently asked the teenager. 

‘Good, Sir’ Pedro answered calmly ‘I had sealed the tree tightly this afternoon; the sap has had plenty of time to replenish itself’. 

‘Ah!’  Pedro  let  out  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  and  reclined  with uncharacteristic peace on his hammock. 

‘Mario!’  a  vaguely  familiar  voice  jolted  him  out  of  his  blissful  trance

‘Mario  Keshav!’.  Mario  opened  his  reposed  eyes  in  vexation  and found  that  the  voice  belonged  to  Matin;  one  of  the  chaps  who  had gone  to  school  with  him  donkey’s  number  of  years  ago.  What  was Martin’s surname? Da’costa? De’cunha? Mario couldn’t for the world remember. He decided it must be one of the two for Goa was over-flowing  with  Da’costas,  De’cunhas,  D’mellos,  not  to  mention D’Souzas! 

‘Martin, old bean’ Mario said not too enthusiastically ‘what brings you here?’. 

‘Mario,  seems  like  fortune  is  finally  going  to  flip  in  your  favor!’  the red-faced child-like Martin said exuberantly ‘Aaron Walker’s in town

—to attend the Goan literary fest!’. 

‘Aaron  Walker?’  said  Mario  blinking  an  uninterested  eye  ‘who  on earth is that?’

Martin  Whatever-his-surname-was  couldn’t  believe  his  ears.  Didn’t his sardonic old friend ever read the newspapers? Aloud he said, ‘I don’t believe you, Mario Rodriguez.’

‘Oh  please  do’  said  Mario  patting  his  bloated  pot-belly  ‘I  am substantial enough’. 

‘Why,  he’s  the  most  famous  author  in  the  world  now!’  said  Martin whatever-his-surname-was  ignoring  Mario’s  previous  remark  ‘His most recent novel, ‘Theatre Hall’ has sold a million copies this year!’

‘Oh’ said Mario unimpressed ‘What’s his genre?’

‘General  fiction’  I  think  said  Martin  What-ever-his-surname  was reflectively ‘Not quite sure’. 

‘Pooh!’ Mario spat contemptuously ‘trust trash like to make waves!’

‘Have you read him?’ asked Martin confused. 

‘No,  but  general  fiction  generally  is  trashy’  Mario  said  dismissively

‘It’s nothing compared to literary fiction’. 

‘For once’ Mario’s well-wisher pleaded ‘Get off your high horse and agree to meet him. Maybe he’ll put you in touch with someone who could publish all your works’. 

‘No chance of that’ said Mario shutting his eyes again ‘I’ve tried for decades’. 

‘It’s never too late, Mario’ his earnest friend urged ‘please humor me this once—bring along samples of your work with you’. 

Mario  chose  the  path  of  least  resistance  and  went  along  with  his friend.  However,  he  was  too  lazy  to  rummage  for  and  organize  his works; hence he went sans a sample. 

‘It’s quite a long way off’ said Martin as they made their way out of the secluded village ‘I hope you don’t mind a protracted walk.’

‘On the contrary, I’d welcome it’ said Mario and the twosome walked on in silence. They managed to squeeze their portly frames through the  dense  foliage  that  separated  the  sleepy  secret  hamlet  (no,  I shan’t tell you its name!) from the rest of Goa. They took a right turn and walked a kilometer or two until they reached the Anjuna beach. 

In the hazy, surreal twilight, the white sands glimmered silvery. The hills  on  one  side  of  the  waters,  stood  massive  and  forbidding  like protective older brothers. The black rocks stood solid and silent. The palm and cashewnut trees swayed on and on, as usual, like graceful dancers. 

Then  Mario  caught  sight  of  something  (rather,  some  people)  that made his blood boil. Hippies; long-haired, unwashed and near-nude either bathing or swaying to the psychedelic trance of LSD and other drugs. 

‘Really,  these  hippies  have  been  the  ruin  of  Goa!’  he  hissed  “with their drugs, lethargy and ‘free love!’” 

‘Agreed,  old  boy’  said  his  friend  airily  ‘the  Portuguese  lead  to  an interesting  cultural  re-mix  and  interbreeding  (resulting  in  Indo-Portuguese  progeny  like  you),  but  these  hippies;  they  haven’t contributed as much!’

‘All of them ought to be sent to the gallows!’ muttered Mario with his characteristic causticity ‘They are the scum of the earth!’

‘Not  all  of  them,  old  egg’  said  Martin  in  a  placating  tone  ‘Some  of them are not bad at all’. 

‘Huh?!’  exclaimed  Martin  taken  aback  by  his  school-fellow’s  180

degree turn. 

‘You  see  that  chap  over  there’  Martin  continued  unperturbed, pointing  to  a  near-nude  long-haired  hippie  in  scanty  red  underwear

‘He’s Gier, a great poet. Gier’s Norwegian, but writes in English’. 

‘It’s  incredible’  remarked  Mario  ‘as  to  how  everyone  under  the  sun (except me) is either turning out to be a great poet or novelist’. 

‘Gier’s  quite  good  (I’ve  read  a  few  of  his  verses)’  said  Martin  ‘and has been published too. I have spoken to him a couple of times; he’s quite an affable chap. I could introduce you to him if you like.’

‘No,  thank  you’  said  Mario  acerbically  ‘but  I  think  I’ll  forgo  your overwhelmingly  generous  offer’.  Really  what  did  Martin  dub  him, Mario,  for?    Some  sort  of  a  debauch  who  rubbed  shoulders  with people so flagrantly lacking in moral values! Fie! 

‘As you wish’ said Martin a little hurt by his friend’s sarcasm ‘but we’ll have to hurry, otherwise Gier will stop to talk to me’. Mario was only too happy to oblige. In a bid to avoid Gier, they started taking quick hurried  steps  down  the  road.  However,  it  was  too  late.  Gier  had already spotted Martin. 

‘Hiya, my friend!’ he called out ‘How are you doing?’ When he came close, Mario noticed that Gier was in his late 30s and not at all bad-looking. 

‘Fine,  Gier.  Nice  to  see  you.  This  is  my  friend  Mario.  He’s  also  a poet. We’re in a hurry, hence see you. Ta!’ Martin said all this at one go. 

‘Okay,  brother’  said  Gier  and  flashed  a  smile  at  Mario  by  way  of acknowledgement.  ‘Well,  the  fellow  has  a  very  nice  set  of  pearly whites’  thought  Mario,  before  chiding  himself  for  ‘feeling  infatuated on a man like a woman’. 

By the time they reached the Goa Literary Fest, the time was 9 am. 

The  fest  had  all  the  ostentation,  that  Mario  scoffed  at  as  ‘pseudo’; the same rows of bespectacled phony intellectual stalwarts gravely shaking  their  heads,  chief  guests  on  stage  giving  the  same  old hackneyed  drivel  vis-a-via  what  good  literature  actually  was; pretentious young people (‘aspiring writers’ they called themselves) garbed in Khadi kurtas (a long Indian shirt made of the Khadi fabric), their  feet  encased  in  leather  mojhdis  (slippers)  and  having  a  jhola (bag)  slung  on  their  arms,  clearly  under  some  kind  of  a  misplaced illusion  that  dressing  this  way  would,  by  default  (automatically),  put them  under  the  ‘writer’  category.  What  especially  got  Mario’s  goat was  the  loud  Goan  music  blaring  away  in  the  background,  a clamorous reminder to, it seems, of the fact that the fest was going on in the very unique Goa. 

‘Wonder where Aaron Walker is?’ the loyal Martin wondered craning his head; first left, then right before turning it 180 degrees, followed

by the seemingly impossible 360 degrees. ‘It’s 9:45 am already and the  fest  comes  to  an  end  at  10:  15  am’  he  agitated  on  behalf  of Mario. Then he noticed that many of the ‘intellectuals’ seated in the rows  behind  and  in  front  of  them  had  made  a  beeline  towards  a booth located in the direction opposite to where the fest was being on.  ‘Hurry,  Mario!’  Martin  urged  his  jaded  friend  ‘I  think  Aaron Walker’s  there,  signing  on  people’s  copies  of  Theatre  Hall.  This might be your chance to meet him’. By the time they had ambled up to  the  booth,  more  than  thirty  people  had  lined  up  in  front  of  them. 

Martin looked back and was aghast to note that there were about a hundred  more  people  following  them.  ‘Heavens  be  blessed!,  he exclaimed’,  ‘but  I  swear  the  entire  cosmos  has  queued  up  behind us!’. 

The  lined  moved  with  painfully  slowness.  At  long  last,  came  Mario and Martin’s turn. Martin, who had brought a copy of Theatre Hall out of common courtesy, handed it for the author to sign. As for Mario; it was as if the moment had frozen in time. He, for some inexplicable reason,  couldn’t  wrench  his  eyes  of  Aaron  Walker.  After  a  through appraisal, he could, in all probability, provide a detailed description of the  commercially  successful  author’s  physiognomy.  Aaron  Walker appeared to be in his early 40s and was dressed in a simple white shirt,  the  sleeves  of  which  had  been  rakishly  rolled  up.  He  was sitting, so Mario couldn’t see the garment he was wearing beneath. 

He  presumed  Walker  had  trousers  on.  Okay  let’s  skip  other  trivial details  and  get  straight  to  the  point.  Since  Walker  was  seated,  it made  estimating  his  height  a  rather  difficult  task  for  Mario; nevertheless, after surveying Walker’s shoulders and the structure of his  upper  body,  an  astute  Mario  put  it  at  6’1  or  6’2.  Build-wise, Walker  seemed  ‘medium’,  neither  heavy  nor  lean;  ‘sinewy’  was  the word  that  sprang  to  Mario’s  mind.  As  faces  go,  Walker’s  was  the most curious face Mario had ever seen; it was long and angular like Michelangelo’s  sculpture  David’s  and  had  a  sort  of  romantic melancholy about it. Walker’s hair which was the darkest Mario had seen on any person, eastern or western, was succeeded by a nice intelligent-looking  forehead.  His  eyes,  which  looked  directly  at

Mario’s, were cornflower blue (‘the waters of Anjuna beach at dusk’

Mario  unconsciously  described  in  his  mind).  They  had  a  strange poetic sadness about them. 

Martin, who noted the two make (rather intimate) eye contact, seized the opportunity to sneak in an introduction. ‘Umm…Mr. Walker, thank you  for  autographing  my  book’  he  started  off  ‘By  the  way,  the gentleman I have with me was a whole cache of literary works that are yet to be published. They are of great standard, I assure you. If you  could  put  him  in  touch  with  a  literary  agent  or  a  publisher  who would, you know, give him a chance, we’d be very….’

‘What’s  your  genre?’  Walker  cut  Martin  short  and  asked  Mario directly.  Mario  felt  as  if  his  intensely-melancholy  cornflower-blue eyes pierced his very soul. 

‘Literary  fiction’  Mario  found  himself  saying.  His  surprise,  his  voice was free of crankiness. 

‘Agents don’t take on literary fiction’ said Walker without any prelude

‘it doesn’t sell.’

At this point, other aficionados of Walker, who waited behind the duo awaiting  their  turn  to  get   their  copies  of  ‘Theatre  Hall’  signed,  had begun  to  get  a  bit  impatient.  Well,  to  be  candid,  that’s  a  bit  of  an understatement. As mob psyche often dictates, they were beginning to  get  increasingly  aggressive  and  unruly.  ‘Hey,  you  two,  will  you move it?’ the big-built woman standing right behind Mario jostled him and Martin out of her way with one sturdy arm ‘Mr. Walker isn’t going to  be  here  for  an  eternity’.  The  two  friends  managed  to  get  to  the lawns in shape. 

‘Really,  what  an  odious  woman!’  Martin  was  flustered  enough  to remark. 

Mario’s  subsequent  view  of  Walker  was  blocked  by  the  lady-bully’s ample  frame.  He  tried  to  get  another  view  of  him  before  his  friend

whisked  him  away  saying  ‘Let’s  go,  old  chap.  It’s  getting  late’.  The two  retraced  their  steps  to  their  secret  hamlet  in  silence.  Mario’s head  played  and  replayed  Walker’s  words,  uttered  with  a  brutal frankness, in his mind. 



 ‘Agents  don’t  take  on  literary  fiction.  They  don’t  sell’  the  words reverberated in poor Mario’s mind like a recalcitrant echo. His heart clenched painfully. Mario wanted to cry. 





Chapter 4 - Sophie, Mario Rodriguez ‘Niece’



Mario  slept  right  up  to  the  afternoon.  When  he  woke  up,  he  found that didn’t have much of an inclination to do anything; no, not even brush  his  teeth,  bathe  or  change.  Writing  and  painting,  which  had been  daily  nourishments  to  his  soul,  now  seemed  evil  to  him--like some sort of mythical creatures of the night (Vampires, perhaps) that were  slowly  but  surely  sucking  the  life-blood  out  of  him.  Mario  was also  plagued  by  an  uncharacteristic  feeling  of  hopelessness  and worthlessness; he had not been and would never ever be of any use to anyone, he decided. He had spent (wasted?) a veritable life-time, sacrificing  all  pleasures  of  life  and  youth,  working  on  umpteen volumes of work which stood no chances of being published anyway. 

Oh!  What  a  colossal  waste  his  life  had  been!  Mario  felt  like  yelling out  in  frustration  and  lament.  He  had  unnecessarily  burdened  the poor  uncomplaining  mother  earth  for  the  last  65  years.  No,  he’d never ever trouble anyone anymore: not mother earth, Martin or Mrs. 

D’Souza  (whom  he,  in  a  moment  of  humility,  recognized  as  a  real asset). Yes, Mario had decided. Today was the day he’d end it all. 

Meanwhile, it was brewing. In fact, it had been for the past four days. 

In  a  small  cramped  8x10  room,  in  a  particularly  secret  nook  of  the secret  hamlet.  The  ‘sur’  or  sap  was  bubbling  away  in  a  gigantic earthenware pot. Steam escaped from the top of the water tank. Re-condensed liquid called molop settled down in the pot. Fresh toddy sap was added to it and the popular Goan alcoholic drink, Feni, was concocted via the distillation process. The brewer of Feni was none other than the clear-eyed benign-manned Pedro Carvalho. The sap was  from  a  particular  toddy  of  one  of  Mario’s  palms;  the  one  with which Pedro had revived Crystal Lock (remember the old stallion?) a couple  of  months  ago.  Now,  it  would  be  Mario’s  turn…..Pedro Carvalho instinctively knew that his employer was in need of help. 

Just when he was about to hang himself from the ceiling fan, Pedro barged in. ‘Please Sir’ he said in a mollifying tone ‘it’s just not worth it’. 

‘What?’  asked  Mario,  his  characteristic  ire  returning  ‘What’s  not worth it?’

‘Taking the extreme step’, replied Pedro humbly. 

‘Well, what I do with myself is none of your interfering little business’, Mario snapped nastily. 

‘It’s  the  unpublished  works  isn’t  it?’  Pedro  said  calmly  ‘don’t  worry, Sir. Your time will come.’

Mario nearly lost his balance. Was the boy an oracle or something? 

‘Don’t be so fanciful’ he then chided himself. In all probability there was a simpler explanation. Mrs. D’Souza must have made a passing mention of his unpublished writings to Pedro sometime. 

‘Yes, it is that’ he agreed. 

‘Where there’s life there’s hope, Mr. Rodriguez’ said Pedro, serenely coaxed the perturbed gentleman down. With affection that was near filial, he encouraged Mario to brush his teeth and have a good wash. 

Subsequently,  Pedro  got  a  huge  bottle  of  Feni  that  he  had  been brewing and offered it to Mario. ‘Have some of this, Sir’ he said, his voice soothing ‘It’ll do you good’. Pedro gulped down the contents of the entire bottle and went into a deep slumber. 

Mario, who’d dozed off early afternoon, woke up early next morning. 

The  fore  day  birds  cheerily  chirped.  Dew,  which  is  the  exclusive visitor  of  the  cockcrow  hour,  was  deliciously  nippy  against  his  skin. 

Even  though  Anjuna  beach  was  more  than  a  kilometer  off  and  the dense foliage barricade keeping the world away from the clandestine hamlet, Mario could smell the briny sea air. The melancholia that had

gripped him the previous day had disappeared. He wondered why he had wanted to kill himself. 

While  alighting  from  his  bed,  Mario  noticed  a  very  strange phenomenon.  His  old  t-shirt  and  shorts  hung  loosely  on  him.  What was  the  matter?  Had  he  been  reduced  to  half  his  size  in  just  one night? 

He strode towards the mirror at the opposite end of the room as was his  habit.  Somehow,  he  felt  a  difference—was  it  in  his  gait?  Mario couldn’t  be  sure.  All  he  could  say  was  that  his  tread  was  lighter, almost sprightly. A far cry from the gravid lumbering steps of a big-bellied old man. 

Nothing, not even years of mental conditioning, would have prepared Mario  for  the  beautiful  stranger  who  stared  back  at  him  from  the mirror.  Yes,  the  person  who  gazed  back  at  him  was  undoubtedly  a woman.  She  was  at  an  age  at  which  Mario  thought  women particularly  attractive—late  twenties  or  early  thirties  maybe—with both, her physical allure and intellectual capabilities, undoubtedly at their  peak.  The  stranger’s  green  eyes,  rather  like  Mario’s  own, sparkled with a contradictory intermingling of intelligence, sensuality and spirituality. Her hair, coincidentally the dark brown of Mario’s, fell in  thick  mysterious  curls  on  her  shoulders.  She  had  a  high  noble forehead and brilliantly sculpted cheeks. The girl’s white Caucasian skin  had  the  same  marmoreal  quality  that  Mario  used  to  possess when  he  was  young.  The  resemblance  between  the  young  woman and  Mario  himself  as  a  youth  was  so  striking  that  they  could  have passed off as siblings. ‘Who are you, my fair lady?’ ‘And where is  my reflection?’ Mario asked her and was flabbergasted to discover that the  voice  that  emanated  from  his  vocal  chords  was  an  ambrosial sweet  high-pitched  one,  instead  of  his  own  (unpleasant)  gruff baritone. It took a whole confounded minute for Mario to realize that the ravishing stranger gazing back at him from the looking-glass was himself. He had, by some strange thaumaturgy, metamorphosed into a young person of the opposite gender. 

He stripped the clothes off his body and evaluated his new body with curiosity. The male in Mario was aroused by what he saw. A lovely female  torso.  Flat  well-toned  abs  which  tapered  down  into  small waist beneath which was a triangle of soft, brown hair. He parted the public hair and pussy lips to behold the most glorious clitoris in the world.  The  legs  that  flanked  it  were  shapely  and  ‘just  the  right length’; not too long, nor too short. He gazed at his pink toes, whose nails were turned upwards, and wriggled them in delight. Really, they were totally and utterly adorable! 

The  man  in  Mario  made  him  stare,  rather  lasciviously,  at  his  upper body.  ‘Small  delicate  shell-shaped  ears’,  he  noted  approvingly.  ‘A long  neck;  a  little  too  long,  but  quite  appealing’,  thought  Mario (‘actually that’s a plus point’ the afterthought occurred to him ‘women with short, stout necks look quite frightful). The collar-bones were so delicate, that they awakened Mario’s dormant desires. He wanted to nibble on them; no, bite them hard, leaving prominent teeth marks on the delicate bones. The rather savage desires bubbling inside Mario shocked  him,  rather.  He’d  never  slated  himself  as  an  over-sexed man. 

He avoided looking at the breasts, but gave in ultimately. They were not  large  and  flabby  as  he  had  feared  (Mario  had  an  inexplicable neurotic  fear  of  huge  breasts),  but  medium-sized,  with  coin-sized aureoles and perky nipples. To come to think of it, they were rather sexy. 

Aroused  beyond  endurance,  Mario  started  masturbating.  Rubbing his newly acquired female parts vigorously provided a much needed release. Much to his embarrassment, Mrs. D’Souza walked into the room when he was engaged in the act. He abruptly stopped what he was  doing,  instinctively  seized  a  white  bedspread  and  covered himself with it. Understandably, Mrs. D’Souza expressed surprised. 

‘Who  are  you,  young  lady?  She  asked  ‘and  what  are  you  doing here?’

‘Hi, I am Sophie’ said Marco thinking quickly ‘I am Marco’s niece—

the  daughter  of  a  distant  cousin  of  his  from  Portugal.  I  arrived  only this morning’. 

‘Where are your clothes?’ asked Mrs. D’Souza, sternly disapproving of ‘Sophie’s’ obvious nudity under the bed-sheet’. 

‘Actually,  someone  stole  my  luggage’  ‘Sophie’  fibbed  (We’ll  refer  to Mario as ‘Sophie’ henceforth, for convenience’s sake) ‘and I got the clothes  I  was  wearing  wet  in  last  night’s  rain’.  Yes,  this  sounded credible. It seemed to have rained the previous night. 

‘Well, it’s not right for a young lady to gallivant about without a stitch on  her’  said  Mrs.  D’Souza  puritanically  ‘I  am  going  to  the  market right  now  and  will  buy  you  some  clothes  on  my  way  back.  Don’t budge from the room until I come back, understand?’

Sophie mutely nodded. However, she had no intentions of following Mrs.  D’Souza’s  orders,  for  as  soon  as  the  doddering  housekeeper was  out  of  the  house,  she  started  tiptoeing  around  the  house, looking at her literary works and organizing samples of writing. When it was time for Mrs. D’Souza to come back, she speedily dashed into the room and covered herself up with the white bed-sheet. Sophie’s face looked so guileless, so innocent, that you’d have believed that she hadn’t left the room at all. 

‘Now, that’s what I call a modest girl’ said Mrs. D’Souza approvingly and  spread  her  purchases  in  front  of  Sophie--Pretty  frocks,  shifts, delicate  lacy  lingerie  and  a  woman’s  sandals:  Mrs.  D’Souza  didn’t have too bad a taste after all. 

‘Get  dressed  and  come  to  breakfast’  instructed  Mrs.  D’Souza  ‘I’ll have some toast and eggs ready’. 

Sophie gingerly slipped into the unfamiliar garments and discovered that she felt good wearing them, after all. Well, she had to thank her lucky stars for having been reincarnated as a woman. ‘How did this

come  across?’  she  wondered  with  mild  curiosity.  Was  it  the  Feni offered by Pedro Carvalho?  Where was Pedro Carvalho? Back in his secret nook, Sophie presumed. 

‘Where’s Mario?’ Mrs. D’Souza sprung the question on Sophie when she  went  to  breakfast.  God,  this  was  a  point  she  had  failed  to consider.  Did  Sophie  actually  think  she’d  be  able  to  evade  this inevitable question? ‘Actually, Uncle Mario’s (God! How strange did that sound!) gone off to Portugal….with my father’ Sophie made up another on-the-spot cock-and-bull-story ‘He’s going to stay there for a couple of years’. 

‘Strange’  said  Mrs.  D’Souza  shaking  her  head  ‘He  never  made  a mention of it. As far as I know, he hadn’t applied for a visa. In fact, I even doubted if he had a passport’. 

‘Apparently, he did’ Sophie smiled. 

‘Men are strange’ muttered Mrs. D’Souza shaking her head. 

‘You can say that again’ Sophie replied. 

--

Even though he had resented it much the first few days, Mario soon started  enjoying  ‘being  Sophie’.  Yes,  it  entailed  learning  how  to manage  one’s  regular  monthly  visitor  (Period,  in  case  you  haven’t got  me),  the  onerous  task  learning  how  to  use  and  disposing  off sanitary  material.  Sophie  was  one  of  those  women  who  suffered dysmenorrhea  i.e.  unbearable  stomach  pain  during  her  time  of  the month,  but  she  soon  got  used  to  it.  The  ‘ick’  factor  she  had associated  with  having  blood  flow  from  her  genitals  also disappeared. In time, Sophie found that having her period a natural, utterly feminine and even relaxing experience. 

Initially,  Sophie  found  wearing  a  brassiere  very  uncomfortable,  it seemed  to  constrict  blood  flow  and  oxygen  supply  to  the  brain; 

however, in time that was accepted, even welcomed as an inevitable part  of  womanhood.  Perhaps  it  was  the  benediction  of  all  the  feel-good hormones (oxytoxin and like) girls are supposed to be blessed with  in  abundance,  for  Mario  found  herself  becoming  more  gentle, tolerant  and  affectionate  as  a  woman  reincarnate.  He  vaguely wondered  why  he  had  been  so  vexed  with  the  entire  world, especially with his caring housekeeper, Mrs. D’Souza. 

Apart  from  physical  and  emotional  changes,  Mario’s  female incarnate  found  that  different  social  standards  applied  to  her.  She couldn’t, for instance, sit with her legs indecently wide and get away with belching and farting loudly in public as the gross old Mario had done.  These  were  teensy  little  sacrifices  she  had  to  make,  but Sophie didn’t complain. After all, the most important element of it all--

the  brain--remained  as  sharp,  keen,  intellectual  and  creative  as  it had been. No number of reincarnations could ever affect the brain. 

Sophie spent the next few days in relative sequestration, completing the sequel of Shakespeare’s ‘Venus and Adonis’. Noticing her typing away at Mario’s decrepit old typewriter, Mrs. D’Souza asked ‘Are you a writer too?’

‘Yes?’ Sophie grinned ‘and an artist too. I guess it runs in my genes’. 

‘You can say that again’ agreed Mrs. D’Souza, then idly asked ‘Have you been published?’

‘Not yet’ Sophie replied succinctly ‘I was hoping I’d have luck here—

in India’. She fervently hoped that her statement, constructed on the spot, would come true. 

--

That afternoon Sophie decided to have a siesta as usual. She forgot to latch the door like she usually did. When she was in the delightful throes of sleep, a clanking sound awakened her. It was ‘The Gang’, lead by the teenaged hoodlum Philip, ready to rudely wake Mario up

by blowing a particularly noisy trumpet in his poor ear. Naturally, they were  staggered  to  find  a  beautiful  young  lady  reclined  on  the  bed instead of the unpleasant old man. As they hastily tried to make their way  out  of  the  room,  somebody  dropped  the  trumpet.  It  came crashing on to the ground with a jangle loud enough to wake Sophie. 

Sophie  was  jolted  enough  to  sit  up  upright.  She  blinked  at  the youngsters.  They  glanced  back  sheepishly,  eyes  slightly  downcast with shame. Much to Sophie’s surprise, she noticed a deep crimson blush creep up the notorious Philip’s face. She’d never have thought the boy capable of a refined emotion such as embarrassment. ‘Sorry Ma’am’  he  muttered  courteously  ‘to  have  awakened  you’  and withdrew  with  his  gang,  chivalrously  closing  the  door  behind  him. 

The  adolescent  Philip,  who  otherwise  behaved  like  a  child  and engaged  in  juvenile  behavior,  was  suddenly  shy  when  confronted with  a  pretty  young  woman.  In  fact,  he  had  gone  an  extra  mile, pretending to be the gallant knight in an attempt to impress her. 

‘Really’ said Sophie enjoying a private laugh ‘how drastically my life has changed!’. She sent a silent word of thanks to Pedro Carvalho and the magic Feni he had made her drink. 

--

Sophie  visited  the  Bom  Jesus  church  every  Sunday.  As  she  was returning home one evening after lighting a candle, she passed the Pereiras’  house.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pereira  had  been  idly  looking  at  the passers-by from the relative privacy of the balcony. 

‘Niece  of  old  Rodriguez’s,  I  hear’  Pereira  told  his  wife  by  way  of information. 

‘Really?’ said Mrs. Pereira ‘she looks nothing like him. Mrs. Pereira, a woman in her mid-thirties, hadn’t seen Mario when he was a young man. 

‘Right!’ agreed Pereira with a little too much enthusiasm for his wife liking ‘I always like a woman with a good ass’. 

‘I  am  sure  you’d  like  a  whack  just  as  much’  said  the  furious  Mrs. 

Pereira taking off her slipper and bringing it on his head with force. 

-

Over  the  next  few  weeks,  Sophie  became  a  common  site  in  the secret hamlet and the whole of Goa. She found within her, a freshly developed  desire  to  travel,  and  took  the  opportunity  to  visit  all  the places  in  Goa.  Sophie  found,  that  as  a  woman,  her  artistic  and sensuous  appreciation  of  nature,  art,  beauty  and  literature  only became  enhanced.  She  had  also  started  taking  photographs  to further titillate her creative palate. This associated talent, made her literary descriptions more vivid and evocative. 

By  now,  the  word  had  spread  through  the  village  that  the  striking young woman they routinely saw, either with a notebook in hand or a camera  around  the  neck,  was  the  niece  of  the  cantankerous reclusive  old  Mario  Rodriguez  who  had  come  down  to  Goa  from Portugal.  Thanks  to  Mrs.  D’Souza,  they  were  also  privy  to  the  fact that  the  old  stuffed  shirt  had  gone  off  to  Portugal,  leaving  in  his home, a personable young girl. They admired Sophie, that was true enough, but in the manner of all rustics were a little shy to talk to her. 

Sophie was, after all, a ‘foreigner’ and definitely ‘very learned’; they didn’t  want  to  open  their  mouths  in  front  of  her  lest  their  ignorance (rustic  innocence)  became  apparent  to  this  very  enlightened  young lady. 

Sophie endlessly waited for Pedro Carvalho to turn up to collect sap and also because she desired an explanation for her very dramatic transmutation.  However,  the  clear-eyed,  benign-mannered  Pedro never came back. A few claim that he had died; others said he had wandered  off  to  another  town—no  one  was  sure.  Sophie  found  a new  young  man  to  climb  the  toddy  tree  and  extract  the  sap  and decided to forget all about asking for explanations. After all, life was much more interesting and enriching now, so what if she had to go through menstrual periods or wear a bra. 

One  fine  Sunday  morning,  Martin  came  to  visit  Sophie,  ‘Mario’s niece’.  ‘Hello,  my  dear.  How  are  you?’  he  asked  chirpily,  giving  her an avuncular peck on the cheek. ‘It’s a bit of a shock, Mario having gone  off  without  telling  anyone,  but  then,  he  has  always  been  a queer reticent old bird!’

‘Martin’  Sophie  said  on  a  ticklish  impulse  ‘I  am  your  friend  Mario. 

Something I imbibed turned me into a young woman overnight’. 

Martin literally rolled on the floor with laughter. ‘Really, my dear’ he said in between his warlock-like cackling ‘You have the most bizarre sense of humor. Or should I call it a very fecund imagination?’

‘You  could  call  it  either,  I  guess’  Sophie  signed  and  dropped  the matter for good. 

--

That  evening  Sophie  decided  to  take  a  walk  along  Anjuna  beach. 

The  red  bikini  and  the  short  printed  sarong  she  was  wearing accentuated her lovely hour-glass figure. Her feet, bereft of sandals, made  direct  contact  with  the  soft  white  sands.  She  walked  on, bending  ever  now  and  then  to  pick  up  a  pretty  conch  or  an attractively-patterned  shell.  Then  she  went  very  close  to  the  waves and frocked with them for some time. 

Gier had been watching her from a distance. Never had he seen a woman with more shapely breasts, so slender a waist and rounded attractive buttocks. Also, the gay abandon with which Sophie played with the waves, appealed to the hippie in him. 

‘Hiya’ he said approaching her ‘you new here?’

‘Hello’  Sophie  said  rather  taken  aback  ‘Yes…yes,  I  am’  She  hadn’t heard  him  approaching.  Sophie  noticed  that  Gier  was  dressed  in washed-out  jeans  fashionably  ripped  off  at  the  knees  and  a  t-shirt that had been cropped. His torso, visible beneath the cropped t-shirt, 

was  beautifully-toned  and  sun-tanned.  He  wore  a  necklace  of seashells across his neck and had a flower tucked behind one ear. 

His sandy locks were as long and unkempt as ever. 

‘This  one’s  for  you’  he  said  retrieving  a  tulip  from  one  of  his  deep trouser pockets and tucking it behind Sophie’s delicate shell-shaped ear. ‘There!’ he stood back and said appreciatively ‘You look a million times prettier!’

‘So you’re a hippie?’ she asked directly and without any prelude. 

‘A total uncompromising one, Ma’am’ he said declared ‘So, it’s love, peace, yoga and psychedelic music for me’. 

‘You forgot organic food’ Sophie reminded. 

‘Oh absolutely’ Gier agreed ‘Pure vegetarian organic food’. 

‘So you’re against established norms?’ Sophie’s tone was teasing. 

‘Very  much’  Gier  replied  earnestly  ‘Personal  freedom  is  of  utmost consequence to us’. 

The light was fading. Sophie and Gier made way to the black rocks and perched themselves on them. 

‘Love,  peace,  natural  living  et  al  is  very  fine’  said  Sophie  ‘but  do drugs and immoral living have to be a part of it—I mean, the hippie package?’

‘You’re  puritanical,  aren’t  you?’  Sophie  could  detect  a  hint  of contemptuousness  beneath  Gier’s  polite  tone.  His  eyes  looked  at her boldly, daringly, almost audaciously. Sophie blushed and looked towards the sea. Both of them sat in silence for a while. Sophie was very  acutely  conscious  of  Gier’s  every  breath,  the  rippling  muscles on his arms and the very masculine smell of him. She felt her nipples and clitoris grow erect. 

‘Cocaine?’ offered Gier, openly snorting the drug. 

‘No, thank you’ said Sophie ‘I am free spirited enough without them’

‘Then prove it’ Gier’s eyes held a challenge. 

Sophie  ran  towards  the  waves,  cast  off  her  sarong  and  took  a plunge. ‘Let’s see if you can race me to the horizon’ she spurred him on in turn. 

Gier stripped down to underwear and followed. The next half an hour was a strenuously competitive exercise with the two of them trying to out-swim each other. They reached the little atoll near the horizon at the same time. 

‘Good show, Madam’ said Gier, his breath heavy on her neck. 

‘Thank  you,  Sir’  breathed  Sophie,  intensely  conscious  of  his proximity. 

Gier’s lips grazed hers. Before she knew it, he had peeled the bikini top  and  bottom  off  her.  He  took  off  his  own  underwear,  with  an impatience  that  seemed  to  suggest  that  Gier  considered  clothes redundant, a barrier to the free expression of personal spirit. There they  sat,  on  the  atoll,  two  beautiful  children  of  nature,  as  bare  and naked as the day they were born. Gier kissed her properly this time, with  a  wantoness  Sophie  hadn’t  known  existed.  The  fact  that  there was  no  living  soul  in  sight,  except  the  silent  waves  and  the tantalizing  breeze  turned  Sophie  on.  She  let  go  of  everything  that had been binding and curtailing her, and surrendered herself totally and completely to Gier with abandon. Gier’s mouth feasted on every inch  of  Sophie’s  body  with  a  lusty  wolfish  hunger  she’d  never guessed  existed.  All  she  could  do  in  the  face  of  such  a  forceful onslaught was squirm and moan in ecstasy. ‘He wants me and how!’

she  thought  and  felt  herself  become  extremely  wet.  Then,  he  was inside her, fucking her with unbelievable speed and intensity. At long

last,  the  session  ended  with  Gier  lying  exhausted  and  spent  in Sophie’s arms. He gently kissed the tip of her nose and whispered-

‘This is precisely why we hippies say: Make love, not war’. 

‘Make love, not war’ Sophie just had the time to repeat before Gier’s hungry mouth closed, once again, on hers. 





Chapter 5 - Dreams Don't Die In  the  course  of  time,  Sophie  got  to  read  some  of  Gier’s  verses. 

Inspired it seems, by the cannabis, LSD and ‘magic mushrooms’ he took, they had a certain vibrant psychedelic feel to them. The nature of the verses was such that they made Sophie question reality: Was time as it appeared to be? Did it gallop away like a horse or stretch like a rubber band? Was one really the one person one thought one was?  Or  did  a  split,  or  for  that  matter  multiple  personalities,  thrive and flourish in the same individual? Was there a woman in a man? 

(And vice-versa?) Had there always been a Sophie, sitting crouched secretly and quietly, inside the paunchy, ill-tempered Mario, ready to spring out when the time was right? Is that why she had found it that easy to start living as a woman and accepting a man inside her body and  heart  so  effortlessly  easy?  Sophie  pondered  on  a  number  of things, one of which was this. 

She  knew  it  wasn’t  the  right  thing,  yet  Sophie  tried  LSD  once  or twice.  The  altered  consciousness  that  it  produced  caused  her  to come  up  with  a  transcendental  metaphysical  series  of  poems  that she  titled  ‘The  Trance’.  Instead  of  focusing  on  time  and  space distortions,  Sophie  captured  the  different  bizarre  dreams  and  the strange  hallucinations  LDS  produced,  in  her  anthology.  The  drug also had a profound influence on Sophie’s art; the paintings that she now  created  where  as  surreal  as  ever,  with  a  vibrant  detailing  that was alien to humans who had never tried drugs. For each poem that she  wrote,  there  was  a  parallel  painting  explaining  the  poem  or adding a dimension to it. 

All through this, Gier’s and her relationship blossomed. Sophie was grateful for her second innings in life, as a woman, because she had otherwise  not  known  such  profuse  love  and  camaraderie  to  exist. 

Sophie’s  faith  in  amity  and  humanity  increased  so  much  that  she

wondered  why  she  used  to  be  such  a  cynic  when  she  was  Mario. 

When  there  were  so  many  wondrous  things  to  create  and appreciate,  why  waste  one’s  time  and  energies  being  bitter  and disagreeable? 

Just  when  Gier  had  made  a  very  firm  place  in  her  heart,  he  told Sophie he was moving—to San Francisco. 

‘What?’  said  Sophie,  said  astounded  ‘I  thought  you  were  from Norway’. 

‘I  am,  originally’  Gier  replied  ‘but  I  was  born  and  brought  up  in  the US’. 

‘No wonder your English is so good’ Sophie said, trying to fight back tears. 

‘Is that the only good thing about me?’ Gier asked lightly. 

Sophie  took  his  face  in  between  her  hands  and  kissed  him lingeringly. It was almost as if she believed she could make him stay transfixed in Goa by the power of her kiss alone. Finally, she let go and whispered ‘Do you have to leave?’

‘Yes,  honey’  he  said,  his  voice  even  ‘You  know  we  hippies  are nomads’

‘I did’ said Sophie crying openly and unabashedly now ‘but nothing had prepared me for this….’. 

Gier  stood  there  not  saying  a  word.  An  unsettling  thought  crossed her mind and on impulse she asked ‘Gier, were you…faithful to me?’

Gier  met  her  eyes  directly  and  without  fear.  His  voice,  when  he spoke,  held  no  apology  in  them.  ‘You  know  we  are  not  sexually exclusive, honey’. 

Sophie’s  worst  suspicious  had  come  true.  While  he  had  been permeating  her  body,  soul  and  consciousness;  Gier  had  also  been sleeping  with  other  women.  And  men  too,  quite  possibly.  She  felt distressed for she had expected loyalty. Perhaps she had asked for too much. Gier was after all an airy, carefree hippie. 

‘Free love, eh?’ she said, a drop of tear on one eyelash. 

‘Yes,  free  love’  agreed  Gier,  before  walking  away  and  becoming  a tiny speck in a distance

-

After  Gier  had  gone,  Sophie  became  really  and  truly  fearful. 

Ensconced  in  ideas  of  being  natural  and  spontaneous,  Gier  hadn’t used protection during sex. ‘No rubber intruder between you and me, honey’ was the way he had put it. Secure in the warmth of her love for  him,  Sophie  had  given  in.  However,  she  now  wished  she  had insisted on the ‘rubber intruder’. She was in no mood to have a baby and bring it up on her own. She had several literary babies that she wanted  to  find  a  place  for  in  the  world,  and  thankfully,  they  didn’t bawl or need frequent diaper changes. Given her plans, Sophie was really  relieved  when  she  had  her  period  a  day  earlier  than anticipated. 

In spite of her relief, Sophie felt a void fill her heart at this time in her life.  She  loved  words  and  her  art,  this  was  true,  but  felt  sort  of restless and distracted. In spite of the very dramatic changes in her life,  one  thing  remained  unchanged.  Her  prolific  body  of  literary works remained unpublished. 

Every single thing at home irked her. The clock going tick-tock on the mantelpiece. The fat lizard clucking on the wall. Sounds of clanging vessels  emanating  from  the  kitchen.  The  fur  of    numerous  cats roaming  around  the  house  that  got  lodged  in  her  nostrils.  The mellifluous  sound  of  the  cuckoo  (really,  did  his  song  had  to  be  so cloying sweet?) The strong over-sweet smell of rotting mango. 

She  packed  a  pen,  paper  and  the  unfinished  manuscript  of  ‘Venus and  Adonis  II  and  walked  on  and  on.  Finally,  she  reached  an obscure  unnamed  beach  which  was  incidentally  close  to  the  Goa Literary Fest Martin had dragged her to. God, that seemed a lifetime ago though in real times it had just been a couple of months back. 

She found herself a cozy nook and kept the manuscript on the rock beside  her.  Then  Sophie  settled  down  to  pen  the  last  stanza  of

‘Venus  and  Adonis  II’.  She  was  quite  unsure  as  to  how  to  end  it. 

Should  she  resurrect  Adonis?  Or  give  the  poetic  saga  an  ‘all’s  well that  ends  well’  kind  of  a  finish,  with  Venus  consummating  her relationship with her new found muse? Sophie’s eyes screwed up in concentration and she chewed the end of the nip. 

‘The ink may poison you, young lady’ the voice, coming from directly behind her, startled Sophie. She was astounded to come face to face with  Aaron  Walker,  the  current  numero  uno  author.  Hadn’t  he  gone back to the US yet? He had obviously extended his stay in India until much after the Goan Literary Fest culminated. 

Sophie  noticed  that  Walker  was  as  tall  as  she  had  first  estimated about  6’1  or  6’2.  He  had  on  white  shorts  that  revealed  healthy muscular legs. The red sleepless vest he wore revealed much of his well-toned upper body. A white sweatband separated his raven dark hair from his (slightly woebegone) colorful blue eyes. ‘The waters of Anjuna  beach  at  dusk’  was  the  phrase  she  had  used  to  describe them a couple of months back. ‘How apt the description had been!’

Sophie thought before feeling ashamed at having inwardly bragged at her own prowess with words. 

‘I  am  immune  against  everything,  Mr.  Walker’  she  said  lightly  ‘the most potent of poisons can’t hold their own against me’. 

‘Ah!  But  the  fair  one  knows  my  name!’  Aaron  Walker  said  with theatrical surprise. 

‘I’d be a real dork if I didn’t’ replied Sophie before adding ‘I was there for the signing of ‘Theatre Hall a couple of weeks ago’. 

‘Yet I don’t remember!’ said Aaron Walker, whammied ‘I usually have a great memory for pretty faces’. 

‘Then,  apparently,  I  am  not  pretty  enough’  Sophie  laughed  self-deprecatingly.  Aaron  Walker  looked  intently  at  Sophie.  He  liked  the girl, he decided. He liked her a lot. 

‘What’s  this?’  he  asked  picking  up  the  incomplete  manuscript  of Venus and Adonis II. 

‘Oh just some stuff I’ve written’ Sophie tried to sound careless. 

‘May I read it?’ asked Aaron Walker hesitantly. 

‘Please go ahead’ Sophie gave him the green signal. 

Walker  started  reading  the  verse.  He  was  so  engrossed  in  every word  and  line,  that  he  didn’t  notice  that  twenty  minutes  had  flitted past. Sophie waited patiently. ‘Delightful!’ Walker exclaimed once he was through ‘I’ve never read anything as riveting for a long time’. 

‘I’ve  just  completed  the  last  stanza’  Sophie  timidly  held  out  the freshly penned verse. 

Aaron Walker skimmed through it. ‘So, Venus re-starts her life with a new love’ he remarked ‘Very apt indeed’ he said before asking ‘Have you any other works to your credit?’

‘Yes, I do’ Sophie replied ‘and a few paintings too’. 

‘I’d  very  much  like  to  see  both  if  you  don’t  mind’  said  Walker earnestly.  “I  am  put  up  at  hotel  ‘Ocean  Waters’  there”  he  pointed towards  a  high-rise  building  at  a  distance  ‘Please  bring  your  works there tomorrow at 10 am sharp’. With these words, he disappeared. 

On her way back home, Sophie picked up a copy of ‘Theatre Hall’. 

After  all,  if  you  were  going  to  meet  an  acclaimed  author,  it  was common courtesy to have read at least one of his books. By the time she  was  ready  for  bed,  Sophie  had  read  a  good  fifty  pages  of

‘Theatre Hall’ and was pleasantly surprised to find that even though Aaron  Walker’s  language  was  simple  and  unpretentious,  the  book had  substance.  Where  values,  opinions  and  life’s  philosophy  were concerned, Theatre Hall was incomparably rich. 

‘Good’  thought  Sophie,  turning  off  the  night  lamp  ‘One  seems  to have put oneself in competent hands’. 

--

She  woke  up  the  morning  with  a  renewed  sense  of  hope.  The  air was  fragrant  with  promise.  The  birds  crooned  songs  of  optimism. 

Sophie  hugged  her  knees  and  thought  ‘Today  is  a  special  day. 

Perhaps  it’ll  be  my  big  day.’  She  had  a  shower  and  put  on  a  short light-blue  gaze  dress.  True  to  her  mood,  she  encased  her  feet  in lightweight nude sandals. A touch of mascara and frosty pink lipstick and she was done. Sophie wasn’t vain, yet she liked what she saw in the mirror. She looked like a Goddess. 

She  then  proceeded  to  collect  the  manuscripts  of  all  the  poems, articles, literary essays and novels she had written over a period of many  decades  and  tied  canvasses  of  her  paintings  together.  The manuscript bundles and paintings weighed a million ton, so carrying them  by  herself,  all  the  way  to  ‘Ocean  Waters’,  was  out  of  the question. Sophie roped in her new toddy sap tapper, Johnny and ex-delinquent, Philip, for help and both of them were only too happy to carry  the  umpteen  bundles  of  manuscripts  and  canvasses  for  the charming young lady. Half-way to ‘Ocean Waters’ though, all three of them  got  tired  of  lugging  the  load  and  had  to  request  a  passing bullock-cart  rider  to  give  them  a  lift.  The  man,  a  rustic  rice  farmer, gladly obliged. When they reached ‘Ocean Waters’, the time was ten minutes short of 10 am. 

Aaron  walker  had  been  waiting  for  her  in  the  corridor.  He  was dressed  formally  today,  in  a  crisp  white  shirt  and  grey  jacket  and trousers. The black rose he wore on his button hole complemented his inky dark hair. Sophie thought he looked quite dashing. 

‘Look how beautiful we are!’ exclaimed Walker, his face lightening up in unmasked admiration ‘and very punctual too!’

‘You  don’t  look  too  bad  yourself’  Sophie  said  sincerely  ‘and punctuality seems to be your virtue too’. 

‘Have a seat’ Walker said, leading her to the restaurant area. Johnny and  Philip  came  inside  and  deposited  the  umpteen  bundles  of manuscripts  and  paintings  besides  them.  ‘See  you  in  a  while  Miss. 

Rodriguez’ they chorused and left. 

Walker’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as he looked at the bundles.  ‘You  have  written  and  painted   all  of  these?’  he  asked incredulous. 

‘Yes’ said Sophie shyly. 

‘It  seems  to  have  been  written  over  a  period  of  decades!’  he exclaimed ‘Excuse my impropriety, but how old are you?’

‘Thirty-two’ Sophie said, thinking quickly ‘I started at the age of 6, so all this has been created over a period of about 27 years.’

‘Bravo!’  applauded  Walker  ‘Most  authors  your  age  wouldn’t  have published as much’. 

‘That stands for a little correction’ Sophie chipped in ‘I haven’t ever been published’. 

‘We’ll  soon  change  that’  Walker  said  and  started  skimming  through the  manuscripts.  He  was  immersed  in  them  for  a  good  four  hours. 

Sophie waited for his feedback patiently. Walker also glanced at her

paintings from time to time. Finally he said, ‘You are a genius, that’s for sure.’ His words were direct, honest and free of frills. 

‘Then why haven’t I been published all these years?’ Sophie’s voice betrayed her deep-seated feelings of hurt. 

‘Can’t say conclusively’ Walker said pensively ‘You could perhaps try to simplify the language a little. Use simpler words. Cut down on the adverbs  and  adjectives.  Probably  use  shorter  crisper  sentences.  I, personally,  love  your  style  of  writing,  but  these  could  be  the deterrents which have prevented your career from taking off.’

‘I  appreciate  your  being  honest  with  me’  Sophie  said  gratefully  ‘all these years I had no idea where I was going wrong’. 

‘You weren’t going wrong, just being too complicated for the average mortal  to  understand’  said  Walker  kindly  ‘and  by  the  way,  your paintings  are  great.  And  the  themes  are  the  ones  you’ve  touched upon  in  your  writings.  May  be  we  could  get  the  publishers  to  get illustrated  editions  of  your  books  out.  Visuals  combined  with  words could make the books even more gripping’. 

‘That’s a brilliant idea’ Sophie beamed. She meant single word she said. 

--

Aaron  and  Sophie  spent  the  entire  afternoon  and  evening  in  the hotel  corridor,  editing  her  work.  Sophie  was  pleased  to  note  how interested  Aaron  was  in  literature  and  how  profound  his  devotion was to the art of writing. The fact that he was slogging away for her, when  he  could  have  been  outdoors,  carousing  through  the  town, filled her to the brim with much love and gratitude. 

After they dined, Aaron asked her to his room for a nightcap. ‘I could sure  do  with  one’  replied  Sophie  stretching  voluptuously.  Once

inside, Aaron closed the door shut and took Sophie’s heart-shaped face between his large manly hands. 

‘Sophie, you’ll probably think I am fast’ he said in a voice husky with emotions  ‘but  I’ve  fallen  in  love  with  you:  your  lovely  face,  sweet nature and above all, your humongous talents. Would you…..would you consider marrying me?’

Sophie blushed a deep crimson. She hadn’t seen this coming. She felt herself feeling faint and sat down on the huge hotel bed. 

‘O  darling!’  cried  Walker  appalled  ‘but  I  had  no  intentions  of distressing you. You’re not obliged to accept me, please remember. 

I’ll help you with publication even if you refuse me’

Sophie’s heart warmed towards Walker. Really, how sweet he was, how unselfish. She had rarely seen anyone wear their heart on their sleeve like he did. 

‘I apologize for my reaction’ she said stroking his jet-black hair ‘It is just that this was a little unexpected’. 

‘So, you accept my offer?’ Walker’s face shone with expectation. 

In keeping with her girlish spirit, Sophie decided to tease him a little. 

‘You’ll have to answer one of my questions first’ she said, continuing to stroke his hair. 

‘Anything’ said Walker sincerely. 

‘Why are your eyes so melancholy?’

‘Oh that!’ Walker was laughing now ‘Existential angst, I guess!’

‘Kindly elaborate’ requested Sophie, mystified. 

‘Oh, the usual whether I should jump off the cliff or not confusion’. 

Sophie  now  understood.  ‘To  be  or  not  be  be--like  Shakespeare’s Prince Hamlet?’

‘Exactly’ said Walker smiling and gently caressing Sophie’s cheek. 

--

They slowly sipped on their hot chocolates. Once, they were done, the new lovers kissed, licking the milk moustaches off each other’s upper  lips.  Walker’s  kisses  traced  a  line  along  Sophie’s  jaw  line, down her neck and lingered on one pretty clavicle. ‘He does this with so  much  finesse’  thought  the  much  aroused  Sophie  ‘Like  a connoisseur tasting world-class wine’. Walker’s lips moved upwards and rested on the base of her throat ‘I could spend a life-time here’

he  whispered  ‘Do  you  know  what  an  exquisite  swan-like  neck  you have?’

‘No, I am not presumptuous’ laughed Sophie. 

‘Start  presuming,  beautiful’  teased  Walker,  kissing  her  fragile  wrists now.  Sophie  moaned.  So,  this  was  her  erogenous  zone?  She’d never have guessed. 

Walker  took  the  flimsy  light-blue  gauze  dress  off  Sophie  like  a maestro taking his violin or guitar off its case. Then he proceeded to make  love  to  her.  His  fingers  and  lips  gingerly  strummed  her  body, as  if  it  was  an  expensive  instrument.  When  the  time  was  ripe,  he inserted  himself  into  her  with  the  same  skill  and  the  two  played  on and on. Sophie liked Walker’s lovemaking: it was sensuous, delicate and high-class. Nothing basal or animalistic about it like Gier’s had been. 

After  two  hours  of  continuous  sex,  Sophie  was  understandably exhausted.  She  lay  on  the  bed,  every  nerve  of  her  body  tingling deliciously.  She  looked  at  her  partner  to  note  that  he  had  already gone  off  to  sleep.  ‘My  morning’s  intuition  was  right’  she  said  to

herself happily ‘this  did turn out to be my big day—and in more ways than one!’





Chapter 6 - The Unexpected Nom De Plume Sophie  and  Walker  had  a  simple  church  wedding  in  Goa.  She  was resplendent  in  the  traditional  white  bridal  gown  and  he,  incredibly dashing  in  the  customary  black  suit,  bow  and  tie.  The  moments when  they  walked  down  the  aisle  and  exchanged  vows,  before sealing their formal union with a kiss, had the guests cheering. Yes, Sophie had invited the entire clandestine hamlet for her wedding and they  were  quite  thrilled  to  be  a  part  of  it.  Mrs.  D’Souza,  stood  in  a corner, wiping tears of joy off her eyes. Sophie came down the aisle, hugged  Mrs.  D’Souza  and  told  her  that  she  could  have  ‘Uncle Mario’s’  home  now  that  both  she,  Sophie,  and  Mario  would  quite possibly be permanently based outside India.  The red-faced, child-like  Martin  was  happy  at  the  prospect  of  his  friend  Mario’s  ‘niece’

beginning a new life. Only Philip, Mario’s ex-tormentor, sat brooding in  a  corner.  In  an  ironical  twist,  the  15  year  old  had  developed  a rather strong infatuation on the reincarnated version of ‘ugly old slob Mario’.  It  was  agony  for  Philip  to  see  Sophie  getting  married.  But then,  he  couldn’t  possibly  have  nurtured  unrealistic  expectations. 

There was a good 17 years between him and Sophie and there was little  chance  that  his  beautiful  crush  would  have  waited  for  him. 

‘Nature is cruel!’ the heartbroken boy sighed and sullenly turned his attentions to the newly married couple. 

The Walkers didn’t fly away to New York as expected. They bought a picturesque little cottage in a verdant English country side and began living their life as a married couple. It was all very inspiring: the fresh green meadows, the bleating sheep, bonny pigs and cows and so on and  so  forth.  One  day,  when  the  couple  was  enjoying  their  early morning cup of tea, Walker said-

‘Sophie,  I  have  to  come  clear  about  one  thing.  Tampering  (call  it editing) with a few of your verses the other day made me feel bad. I

felt  that  I  was  taking  away  your  individuality  by  meddling  with  your trademark style.’

‘But  isn’t  it  a  necessary  compromise—to  get  published?,  his  wife asked. 

‘Not necessarily’ said Walker dreamily. His eyes looked far away into the distant meadows. He was vaguely thinking of the poor old man he had so heartlessly discouraged at the Goa Literary Fest all those months ago. He wished he had actively tried to help him. Anyway, it was too late now. He didn’t even know the gentleman’s name…. 

‘Do  enlighten  me;  Mr.  Mysterious’  Sophie’s  teasing  voice  brought Walker back to the present. 

‘Why  don’t  we  start  our  own  press?’  he  said  with  enthusiasm  ‘that way we wouldn’t have to depend on publishers to print your work’. 

‘That’s the greatest idea ever!’ Sophie gushed like a little girl. 

--

In  the  course  of  time,  the  Rodriguez-Walker  press  was  established and became operational. It was a matter of time before the full and unabridged versions of the fruits of Sophie’s labor were in print. The writer  couple  had  decided  on  the  cover  of  each  book  (which invariably happened to be one of Sophie’s paintings) and now had to settle  on  a  font  and  color  in  which  the  author  name  had  to  be inscribed on the front cover. 

At  this  moment,  Sophie  startled  her  husband  with  an  unexpected request. ‘Aaron’ she said ‘I don’t wish to be published under my own name. Could I have a nom de plume?’

A pen name. Of course, many authors had one. Especially the ladies who sometimes liked to pass themselves off as male. Take George Eliot,  for  instance.  Considering,  this  world  was  generally  tilted  in

favor of men; one could hardly blame the women for resorting to this trick.  A  masculine  non  de  plume,  in  all  probability,  would  make Sophie more widely read and sell better. 

‘Sure’ he said out aloud ‘what do you choose?’ He’d expected her to select  either  S.    Rodriguez,  S.W  Rodriguez,  S.  Rodriguez-Walker: one of the various permutations and combinations comprising of her maiden surname, married name or a combination of both. 

Walker  was  more  than  a  little  mystified  when  Sophie  fluttered  her eyelashes and coyly said, “I choose ‘Mario Keshav Rodriguez’. 

 The End









Character Profile

Mario Keshav Rodriguez / Sophie:  is the 65 year old protagonist. 

Mario is handsome in his youth (marmoreal skin, green eyes, thick dark brown hair) but becomes progressively ugly with time (bald, wrinkled, with a mammoth-sized pot-belly). His nature also undergoes a transformation and he becomes increasingly cantankerous by the day. The reason behind Mario’s changing for the worse is frustration: he has been writing for decades, but has had no luck with publication. The publishers refuse to divulge reasons behind the rejection leaving Mario confused. After drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted out of the sap of a magic palm tree, Mario metamorphoses into a beautiful young woman, Sophie. Sophie manages to get the works she had penned whilst she was Mario published. 

Pedro Carvalho: is the unsung hero of the story. He’s is a clear-eyed benign natured boy of about 13, who lives all by himself in a secret nook of the clandestine hamlet. It is hinted that Pedro has supernatural powers by the means of which he is able to detect that the sap of a particular toddy in one of Mario’s palm trees has magical properties. It has the power to reincarnate ageing males of the human and animal kingdom into young females. Pedro uses the sap to give an old dying stallion and the elderly heart-broken Mario a new lease of life as young females. 

Mrs. D’Souza: is the elderly housekeeper of the Rodriguez’s house right from the time Mario’s father was a bachelor. Mrs. D’Souza has many a double-chins and is described as being ‘frog-like’ to look at. 

Appearance-wise, she is considered rather uncomely. However, she has a heart of gold and looks after Mario like a son. Even though Mario is unable to pay as much as his father used to, Mrs. D’Souza continues to keep the house for him. 

Martin: is a red-faced child-like gentleman of 65 who used to be Mario’s classmate in school. Martin remains friendly with Mario in

spite of the latter’s sarcasm and grouchiness. Martin wishes well for his friend and desires to see Mario’s innumerable manuscripts published. He offers to introduce him to a hippie poet, but the cranky Mario refuses. Martin manages to drag Mario to the Goa Literary Fest and introduces him to a renowned writer, hoping that he would offer Mario some guidance vis-à-vis publication. 

Gier: is a Norwegian hippie who was born and bred in San Francisco. Gier is tanned, has a toned muscular body, long tangled unkempt hair and an attractive smile. He writes psychedelic poetry under the influence of LSD, cannabis and other drugs. Gier is attracted to the beautiful albeit puritanical Sophie and manages to get her to have sex with him. However, he is not sexually exclusive and continues sleeping with other people while he’s dating her. After a few months, he leaves for San Francisco leaving a heart-broken Sophie alone in Goa. One good thing that comes out of Sophie’s brief relationship with Gier is a psychedelic poetry anthology that she titles ‘The Trance’. 

Aaron Walker: is a popular American author in his early 40s who has come to the Goa Literary Fest to promote his latest book

‘Theatre Hall’. Walker is tall and keeps himself fit. He has raven black hair, a face like Michelangelo’s sculpture David and melancholy cornflower-blue eyes. When Walker meets Mario at the fest, he bluntly tells him that ‘literary fiction doesn’t sell’, words that he regrets uttering later on. He comes across Sophie sitting at the beach writing and reads her poem. Walker expresses an interest to read all of her works and see her paintings. After skimming through them, he tells her that she’s a genius, but advises her to modify her language so that she can be comprehended by all. However, he later-on decides that editing Sophie’s works would be stripping her of her literary identity and thinks she ought to publish the full and unabridged version of her works. He and Sophie are married by now and live in England. The couple starts a printing press called Rodriguez-Walker to publish Sophie’s works. 

Philip: is a boy of about 14 who is the leader of a gang of notoriously mischievous children. Philip takes great sadistic delight in tormenting poor Mario. He and the rest of the children pelt Mario with pebbles and stones and blow a particularly jarring trumpet in Mario’s ear when he’s enjoying his afternoon siesta. On a particular occasion, Philip goes as far as to bind Mario’s legs together when the latter is absorbed in gardening causing Mario to fall headlong and hurt himself badly. In a hysterical irony, when Mario is reincarnated as Sophie, the teenager develops a rather strong crush on her and starts behaving in a chivalrous manner in order to impress her. 

Johnny: is the toddy tapper Sophie employs after Pedro Carvalho goes missing. Johnny helps Sophie carry bundles of manuscripts and canvases of her paintings to ‘Ocean Waters’, the hotel in which Aaron Walker is lodged. 

Mr. and Mrs. Pereira: Is an idle gossipy Goan couple in their mid to late 30s. They enjoy leisure and spend all their time discussing people in the village and their remarks apropos the subject of discussion are generally uncharitable. The couple label Mario and his housekeeper as the ‘ugliest people they’ve ever seen’. Much to the discomfiture of Mrs. Pereira, Mr. Pereira is an over-sexed gentleman frequently given to having wet dreams. Mrs. Pereira is comically upset when her lascivious husband admires Sophie’s form and figure. 

Simon Rodriguez: is the father of Mario and the husband of Kamaladevi Kamat. He is a common Portuguese soldier, but enjoys privileges like a title, silken robes and slaves to serve him. At age 31, Simon falls in love with a local Saraswat Brahmin girl called Kamaladevi. He calls on her father and asks for her hand. The father refuses, but Kamaladevi insists on marrying Simon leading her enraged father to disown her. 

Keshav Kamat: is the haughty, bigot of father of the beautiful, unbiased Kamaladevi. Kamat happens to be the professor of the Konkani language at a local university. He feels that Brahmins, 

incidentally the ‘upper crust’ according to the Hindu caste hierarchy, would lose purity of blood and lineage if they didn’t marry within their own case. Therefore, he refuses to permit his daughter to marry Simon Rodriguez. This is indicative of hypocrisy in Kamat who has brought up Kamaladevi to believe that all humans are equal. When Kamaladevi refutes his diktat by marrying Simon, Kamat disowns her and doesn’t let a penny of his money and property reach her. 

Kamaladevi Kamat Rodriguez:  is the bold, beautiful mother of Mario. Kamaladevi is blessed with beautiful golden skin and green eyes. In conservative preindependent-India, she shows great pluck by marrying Simon Rodriguez against her father’s wishes. She is subsequently disowned and cut off without a penny. Kamaladevi and Simon’s marriage is a good one, but their hidden fears have a crucial impact on the upbringing of Mario and his resultant personality. 

Crystal Lock: is aged injured dying stallion that is revived by Pedro Carvalho.  Following lapping up the toddy sap, Crystal Lock turns into a mare with a black shiny coat, strong pectoral muscles and a lean feminine face. She instinctively knows her estrous cycle is on. 

Crystal Lock mates with a young stallion and gives birth to a healthy foal 11 months later. 

----
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SLIPPERY SLOPE - FORCED TO WORK IN GIRLS' UNIFORM

 series

A Slippery Slope in a Mall

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series A soft, sensitive story of an mtf individual who finds great joy in mothering her little nieces. Finn O’Brien is a 19 year old British boy who wants to retain the custody of his deceased sister’s children. 

When his boss offers a 20% raise under the condition of working dressed as a female shop assistant, Finn reluctantly agrees. He comes to work dressed as Florence, a sales assistant with oodles of persuasive charm. As Finn is sucked deeper and deeper into the quagmire of feminization, he meets with professional success and personal joy?one of his nieces recognizes Finn as her “Mommy”. 

A Slippery Slope in an Airline

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Carlton is the 25 year old protagonist of the story. Carlton is 5’6, has china blue eyes, a small pert nose and wavy brown hair. He has a delicate fit body and dainty hands and feet. Carlton world turns upside down when he meets In-flight Service Manager, Rosaline Wells who insists that he joins Zephyr airlines dressed in a female flight attendants’ uniform. Though Carlton has doubts about Rosaline’s mental balance, he obliges as he wants to be close to Gina, his girl friend. Under Rosaline’s instructions, he calls himself Clarissa Hart and pretends to be a female flight attendant. Carlton all along experiences a powerful attraction for Rosaline Wells. A series of gaffes Carlton commits push him deeper and deeper into the whirlpool of feminization. Carlton eventually transforms into an attractive, shapely, long-haired woman and starts living with Rosaline

as her young lesbian wife. In spite of being in a relationship with Rosaline, Clarissa yearns for Gina. 

A Slippery Slope in a Bank

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 26 year old effeminate-mannered, pretty faced man, Vicky Pereira wishes to marry his long term girlfriend, Edwina Joseph as soon as possible. However, his current job in a lesser-known bank doesn’t accord him enough financial security to take such a big step in his personal life. Vicky applies for the post of senior manager in a renowned bank known as Trust Bank. A goof-up at the interview leads to an underestimation on the part of the recruiters: Vicky is now employed as a clerk in Trust Bank. To comply with the rules, he must wear a uniform just like the other clerks: a jacket with an in-built bra and a form-fitting skirt. Customers are uneasy interacting with a man dressed in drag, hence Vicky is ordered to undergo laser treatment for removal of facial hair and a tracheal shave to get rid of his Adam’s apple. Vicky is under the impression that his feminization is a superficial one, done only for professional reasons. However, his girlfriend Edwina has other plans and Vicky permanently becomes a girl. 

A Slippery Slope in a Cabaret

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series 35 year old American lyricist Jay Armstrong, who is vacationing in Thailand, visits a cabaret called Slice of Life. He falls in love with a beautiful Thai singer cum cabaret performer called Dream. However, Jay eventually realizes that Dream is not like other young women in the cabaret. One by one, Dream’s secrets start tumbling out: she used to Deng, a young male who aspired to be an English teacher. 

However, Deng was forced to transform into “Dream” and perform in the sleazy cabaret as a result of the strange contract the owner of the cabaret made him sign by deceit. 

A Sloppery Slope in a Call Center

"Forced to Work in Girls' Dress" series

The protagonist is a pretty-faced boy living in a rural town. He was forced into a situation to perform a feminine dance on a college stage. It creates a scandal in the social circles. Fearing further stigma, the parents ask him to leave the town. He travels to a big city and joins a call center of a San Francisco based telecom company called Ursa Major. He is given the job of a customer service representative. He finds himself deeply fascinated by his beautiful and powerful boss, Barbara Turner. Barbara takes a personal interest in him. The sexual tension between the two provides fodder for some office gossip. Barbara asks him to identify himself as Arianna to customers who call. His life takes an unusual turn when Barbara coaxes him to wear feminine clothes in the office. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hospital

Craig/Carol Lovatt: is the 28 year old protagonist of the story. He is a petite, slender, pretty-faced Anglo-Indian who works as a nurse in the renowned Acesco Hospital. He is a responsible nurse, but commits a rare mistake on Valentine’s Night. As a result of his negligence, a patient dies. The patient happens to be the wife of Norman Abbott, the dean of Acesco Hospital. In lieu of being sued for negligence, Craig opts to sign a contract drawn up by Mr. Abbott. 

The terms of the contract bind Craig to carry out a series of strange instructions given by Mr. Abbott without questioning. One of them entails going to hospital dressed in a female nurse’s uniform and identifying himself as “Nurse Carol Abbott”. 

A Slippery Slope in a Hotspring

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series A retired businessman visits a hotspring in the high mountains of Japan and meets a young hotspring keeper. The two men get into interesting conversation. The hotspring keeper takes him deep into the woods in the back of the hot spring, where he finds an astounding secret spring where animals are bathing. The combination of the human bath and the secret animal bath gives a magical effect - rejuvenating into the opposite sex. 

A Slippery Slope in a Nunnery: where none of the nuns may

dress improperly

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Uniform" series Alex Pinto is the protagonist of “None of the Nuns May Dress Improperly” (Magdalene Sorority). Alex is quite a good-looking boy, 5

feet 9 inches tall, with an athletic body, honey-brown eyes and copper-streaked hair. He has a long face, a noble nose and full-lips: features that earn him the ‘beautiful’ sobriquet. Mesmerized by the beauty of Irish nun, Stella Mary, Alex trespasses into nunnery grounds. He is caught and bullied by the young nuns, led by three lethal females called the Three Musketeers. Much to Alex’s embarrassment, the Three Musketeers decide to punish him by forcing him to wear a pale pink tunic and a wimple. Since they haven’t had much straight sexual activity in recent times, they also get Alex to pleasure them. 

A Slippery Slope in a School

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Simon is the 18 year old protagonist of the story. Simon is of average height, is slim and has a smooth face like a girls’. He is from an ordinary family and is at Somerset High on a scholarship. Simon is bright and has many talents. After accepting Richa’s offer, Simon eventually takes on the identity of “Simona Marino”, who is purportedly an Italian princess sent to Somerset High on a student exchange program. As the feminization process begins, Simon discovers that he is transforming into a beautiful, curvaceous woman. Simona’s charm has the whole school in its thrall, and in a curious irony, even her sworn enemy Sid falls for her. 

A Slippery Slope in an Ad Agency

"Forced to Work in Girls’ Dress" series Zack is the 34 year old wild, unconventional and attractive protagonist of the story. He is tall, has expressive dark eyes and colors his hair blue. As the Creative Head and co-owner of leading ad agency Impressions, Zack has many admirers. His life has its share of schemers with his brother Ben and girlfriend Tania desiring his feminization to meet their own selfish ends. By making a laughing

stock of Zack, Ben wants to amass all his popularity. By feminizing him, Tania wants to satisfy her deepest fantasies. On Tania’s suggestion, Zack dresses as “Zina” to be able to write the perfect ad copy to endorse women’s cosmetics, dresses and lingerie. Slowly and steadily, Tania and Ben trick Zack into completely becoming Zina? with silky long hair, breasts and a pussy. Though Zina is loyal to Tania, she finds that she is powerfully attracted to her client, Daniel Garfield. 

A Slippery Slope in Military Academy: A Frail Cadet

"Forced to Work in Girls' Uniform" series In an attempt to cure himself of GID, 19 year old honey-complexion boy, Deepak Bhatia joins Everest Military Academy: a private training institute that trains young people to become brave and competent soldiers. However, the delicate Deepak finds he is unable to cope with the strenuous army life and finds himself failing all PET tests. 

(Retd.) Brigadier Mehta, the principal of the academy, gives Deepak an ultimatum: either quit the academy or continue as a female cadet. 

Deepak embraces his deepest, darkest desires by opting to transform into a female cadet. He is ordained into femininity by being forced to wear the female cadets’ uniform which comprises of a puff-sleeved OG shirt and a leaf-green pleated skirt. Eventually, Deepak’s feminization includes HRT and SRS conducted/supervised by doll-faced 29 year old army doctor, Dr. (Capt) Sophie Mistry. As Deepak eventually transforms into gorgeous, diva-like Diana, Dr. (Capt) Sophie makes it clear that her interest in Diana is more than professional. Diana, however, has lost her heart to Capt. Eric Saldana, her young and dashing Military History teacher. Diana is shocked when she learns that Capt. Saldana is interested in Dr. 

(Capt) Sophie. Meanwhile, Cadet Alvin D’Cruz, a classmate of Diana’s displays a zealous, possessive passion for her. Where will these convoluted romantic entanglements lead to? Is Diana destined to be with the man of her dreams? 

A Slippery Slope in Amish Life

A heartwarming love story of a PhD student and a young Amish man who was too pretty to stay there as a man. 

Laila Sethi, a 27 year old research scholar doing her PhD on the Amish Community, falls in love with Amos Fisher: a pretty, effeminate young man belonging to an Amish community in Lancaster County. 

On the afternoon of Pentecost, when the other Amish members are at the feast, Laila persuades Amos to dress in a ghagra-choli (Indian skirt and blouse), jewelry and make up. Much to the young couple’s shock, the other Amish members return unexpectedly and catch Amos dressed in drag. Amos is accused of coming under the spell of the “evil” Laila and getting spoilt. He is subsequently excommunicated for non-conformity. 

FORBIDDEN - TRANSGENDER HORROR  series

Forbidden Asylum: Feminized in Insanity

A transgender horror story. Ray’s car breaks down in a deserted section of a highway. There is nobody in sight. His cell phone is dead. He walks a few minutes looking for help and finds a building which appears to be an old hospital.Ray walks in and feels something is very wrong. The place is called “Vicent Asylum”. The manager calls him Rachael and treats him as if he was a woman. So does the nurse. Ray is stuck in Vincent Asylum. 

Forbidden Circus: Feminized Forever

A transgender horror story. Alfred Batista is a beautiful 18 year old boy. His life changes when a traveling Spanish circus called

‘Esplendor Circus’ comes to town. On the night of a show a talking parrot, the star attraction of their circus is missing. The manager of the circus tricks Alfred into dressing as a girl. Alfred parades as a part of the exotic animal menagerie to divert people’s attention away from the missing parrot. He bravely tries to escape after the show, but is assaulted by the manager who intends breaking Alfred’s spirit with violence. However, Alfred still continues working on his plan to escape. 

Forbidden Hotel: Feminized Perpetually

A transgender horror story. Troy, an 18 year old Miami boy travels to UK to live with his half sister Julia when his father dies in a car crash. 

Julia lives with Sykes who owns Hodgson Hotel in Dartmoor region of England. Three young men had been reported missing in that area and Troy felt that there was something wrong.Cab drivers refuse to go to the area. Troy succeeds getting to the Hodgson Hotel helped by a pastor of nearby church and meets Julia. Troy is poisoned and imprisoned in the hotel by Julia's husband. 

Forbidden Island

A Transgender Horror Story. On a bright Sunday morning a handsome young man is abducted by a bunch of villains and is taken to a dark brooding island to the north west of the UK, which is some people refer to as Medusa Locks. He is thrown into a gigantic cage in its premises. He is astounded to find 6 other abductees of different nationalities in the cage with him. 

Forbidden Mirror: The Fatal Gift of Beauty

A transgender horror story. Aaron is the only son of a British business tycoon. When Aaron is 12 years old his mother dies in an accident. His father marries a beautiful exotic-looking woman called Shakira. She is kind enough to Aaron and takes him wherever she goes. While exploring his father's estate, Aaron and Shakira enter an old storehouse that they have been warned not to go into. Inside the eerie, unearthly storehouse, they find a beautiful mirror. When Shakira speaks to the mirror, it actually responds. It tells Shakira that she is the loveliest woman on earth. Aaron tiptoes into the storehouse at midnight and talks to the mirror. The mirror predicts that Aaron would be the most beautiful on earth in the future. When Aaron turns 18, Shakira realizes that the mirror’s prediction has come true. Aaron is indeed more beautiful than her, his gender notwithstanding. An insanely jealous Shakira asks her assistant, Imogene, to take Aaron away from her sight. She also orders Imogene to shave off her stepson’s exquisite auburn hair and bring it to her. Aaron is subsequently abducted from home. He wakes up, naked and tonsured, in a dark dingy basement, where he is chained like a dog. Thereafter, Aaron (now called “Adele”) is ordered to wear

tattered female clothes and toil away as a maidservant in a house comprising of a vicious-looking sixtyish woman and her four evil daughters. 

Trapped in Lunatic Femininity

A light horror transgender novella. 

Hugo is twenty-one years old, rather a phantasta than a practical thinker, caught up on the idea of becoming a successful writer. 

Opportunity knocks but once. A mysterious man shows up on his doorstep with a job offer impossible to turn down: to become the personal assistant of the scandalous writer, Dyonne. He moves into the luxurious Venetian Villa in the hopes to learn from the best, and quickly gets mesmerized by the woman’s astonishing beauty. A new world opens up for him: luxury and high life, elegant decadence, never seen perversity. The web of wild promiscuity entangles him for good. But somewhere along the great experience the dream becomes a nightmare. When his novelty fades and a new toy boy comes into picture, Hugo struggles with jealousy. When the mask falls, Hugo has to face Dyonne’s evil turn. Robbed by his dreams, he is forced into femininity and becomes a captive, a pariah of the Villa, with only one purpose: to fulfill the demonic, bizarre wishes of Dyonne. The boy has to embrace the changes if he wants to get back the control over his own life. The hard fight leads him to unforeseen paths. 

HIJRA,THE THIRD GENDER  series

Abducted into the Third Gender

The son of a famous movie star is abducted by a mafia group for ransom. The father makes a series of mistakes in the "negotiation" of the mafia group, and as the result, the son is forcibly feminized. 

A Dancer of the Third Gender

The protagonist is a boy who has an elder sister learning Kathak (one of the traditional dance forms in India) and he wishes to become as good a dancer as his sister. His mother supports his not-

so-manly wishes, but finally, his father comes to know about it. His father disowns his son on the spot, and the son must leave his family and live on his own. The boy is (a kind of) saved by the "hijra" 

community and he (she) tries to become a Kathak dancer. 

A Feminized President: Losing Bet into the3rd Gender

This is the only comedy in the "Hijra, the Third Gender" series. An Indian entrepreneur makes a wrong bet during a drinking occasion with his friend. He must dress as a woman (hijra) 24x7 for a year. His bet was that his company will grow business even if the president is a hijra. If he should lose the bet, he must get a sex change surgery. 

Born in the Third Gender: A Truth About Roopini

The protagonist is born "intersexed". His genitals look more like male than female, so is raised by his prostitute mother as a boy. However, he felt comfortable in a saree and walks his way through becoming a proud woman. 

Conspired into the 3rd Gender

The protagonist is a son of IAS officer (selected elite Indian administrative officer) and a 12 year old cricket player. He is unexpectedly kidnapped and is forcibly castrated and feminized. He (now she) keeps receiving unfair/unexpected treatments and assaults. She doesn't know who is the mastermind. At the end of the story, she realizes that she deserved such punishment. 

Dance Like a Woman

Mahesh is the protagonist of the story. He is tall, slim and has fine features. Mahesh comes from a family of Kathakali performers, living in Kerala. One night when he is 14, Mahesh realizes that he is a girl trapped in a male body. Sunaina, a half-European girl from Bangalore and Mahesh become good friends. Sunaina leaves her contact number with Mahesh before returning to her hometown. 

When things become difficult at home for Mahesh because of his desire to express his femininity, Sunaina suggests that he come over to Bangalore. Once in Bangalore, Sunaina introduces Mahesh to beautiful hijra guru, Cabaret Kalki. Mahesh falls in love with Kalki

and becomes her loyal chela. Kalki helps Mahesh transform into

“Minching Meena”, a female cabaret dancer. 

Enchanted into the Third Gender

A Japanese businessman travels to India and is deeply moved by the Roma-style music and dance that he saw in the state of Rajasthan. He actually falls in love with a tall beautiful dancer called Sangita. He is totally enchanted by Sangita, who takes him to a whole different world of "hijra". The Japanese businessman is voluntarily (almost forcibly) changed into a "hijra" and experiences life as a hijra, then later as a prostitute. This story is his autobiography (which sounds real, but is a fiction) involving Japan, India, Thailand, the United States, and again, Japan. 

Forced into the Third Gender: The Champion's Bride

"Hijra, The Third Gender" series

The beautiful loving mother of a boy (the protagonist) dies, and his father (a navy captain) marries a Punjabi woman with two kids. The boy loves the new elder sister, but the new brother who happens to be of the same age as him is a nuisance. The stepmother makes every attempt to humiliate him and try to let his father to "disown" 

him, so that her own son can be the heir. He is framed by the stepmother to be feminized and become a "hijra". 

Transgendered People of India: Forsaken Tributaries

This is a non-fiction book about Hijla. 

Be an armchair traveler to the world of Hijras, the Third Gender. This is a comprehensive guide book about Hijra of India if you want to find what Hijra is. The author has published seven books in the series of

“Hijra, the Third Gender” which are autobiography style fictions. This is a book based on the author’s hearing and witnessing as a foreigner in India as well as substantial studies on various existing publications and social trends. 

TRANSGENDER SLEUTH  series

The Murder of a Yoga Guru

Transgender sleuth Hannah Brown signs up for a detoxification and rejuvenation program at Ananda Kuteeram, a yoga center headed by young charismatic spiritual leader, Swami Sadananda. During the course of her stay at the ashram, Hannah befriends Natalia Adamovich-Chaplanski, a transsexual woman from Ukraine. 

Distraught for some reason unknown to Hannah, Natalia abruptly leaves for Kiev. On the next morning, the devotees of Swami Sadananda find him on the marble floor of his chamber, brutally burgeoned to death. Since the occupants of rooms adjoining the guru’s chamber remained undisturbed through the night, Hannah concludes that the guru was drugged before being attacked with an axe. The convoluted murder investigation carried out by Hannah points fingers at people as different as chalk from cheese: from a suave Bangalore-based politician to an erudite temple trustee based in Madurai. Mikhail Adamovich and Oleg Chaplanski, the brother and husband of Natalia respectively, also come under the radar of Hannah’s suspicions. From the beginning of the case, Hannah has suspected that the distinctive gender identity shared by her and Natalia is connected to the god man’s gruesome murder. Will Hannah Brown succeed in decoding the cryptic psychology of warped human minds and get to the bottom of the mystery of Swami Sadananda’s murder? 

Murdered Queen Bee of a High School

While on an all-night trek in Riverdale area of “Mini England”, 17

year old schoolgirl, Camellia Davis is pushed to death from a hill. 

Transgender sleuth, Hannah Brown, is requested to assist the police in the case. Hannah drives down to the scene of the crime and carefully studies all those who had been on the trek with Camellia. 

The suspects include a middle-aged professor of English literature, a kindergarten teacher in her early 20s and an introverted school-fellow, who was routinely taunted by Camellia. It also includes another classmate who might have begrudged Camellia for having played dirty with her. As Hannah is sucked deeper into the case and Camellia’s murderer takes another life, Hannah unearths a few more suspects including Camellia’s fiery-tempered stepfather and a male

cousin who secretly nurtures a desire to be female. During the course of investigation, how many shocking secrets will Hannah ferret out? How many suspects discover Hannah’s true gender-identity and use the fact to taunt and assault her and threaten her very life? 

The Murdered Heiress

On the night of her birthday party at Queen’s Court Hotel, 33 year old heiress Arlene Rainford is brutally stabbed to death. Hannah Brown, the nondescript 25 year old receptionist of the hotel, is the first one to reach Arlene after she has been stabbed. The dying woman beckons Hannah close to her and whispers two cryptic words in her ear. They are “Glass Beads”.As the police interrogates the murder, Hannah too gets sucked into the investigation. She is convinced that Arlene’s last words hold a clue to the identity of her murderer. Hannah starts working on the case by interviewing all the guests at Arlene’s party; each of whom, by default, is a murder suspect. As Hannah proceeds deeper into the investigation, she discovers that each of the guests had a motive to murder Arlene. 

Among others, the suspects include Arlene’s less competent younger brother Bradley, husband Lord Lofthouse, a titled personage on the verge of bankruptcy, Angus Ryne, a portrait artist betrayed by Arlene and Florence Keeling, a social worker who has, in the past, been deliberately mislead by Arlene. Will Hannah succeed in catching the murderer? Will Hannah’s own personal secret interfere with the solving of her case? 

OTHER BOOKS

Obsessed by Resemblance: Destined to be Feminized

Razia Sultan was the Sultan of Delhi in India from 1236 to May 1240

and was the first female sultan. Razia abandoned the veil and adopted masculine attire. She possessed all necessary qualities of a ruler and was an efficient sultan. Razia's romance with Malik Ikhtiar-ud-din Altunia is well known. "Obsessed by Noble Resemblance" is a

about a young soldier who is astounded by his resemblance between himself and Queen Razia Sultan, the ruler of the regiment. 

His desire to imitate the queen becomes a prime obsession, leading Farhan to neglect his duties as a rough and tough soldier. 

Unicorn and Hourglass: Subconscious Desire for Feminization

Leon Thomas, a 20 year old physics undergraduate, is harangued by a recurring dream of a small pink round circle with an equilateral cross beneath it. After the repetitive dream develops an extension, Leon goes and meets Naomi, a beautiful young psychic. Leon feels an instant attraction towards Naomi. She also feels drawn to him. 

After employing a series of psychic techniques, mainly the tarot card reading, Naomi divulges that Leon’s recurring dream symbolizes his subconscious desire to be female. 

Die as a Bride: A Sentimental Romance Story

Sachet dies on his 21st birthday in a traffice accident. God allows him to return to life in a then-available body. When Sachet wakes up he has a strange feeling. Sachet is a "normal" boy. His best friend doesn't see Sacheta in the same way as he did. This is a sentimental romance story of a boy who ends up as a beautiful bride. 

Muse and Vampiress

Muse and Vampiress is a most tender suspense-romance story between a female pathological doctor from Transylvania and a pretty-looking boy who entered a northern Bulgarian medical school. 

The student has a gender identity disorder which he didn’t recognize by himself. A quiet yet sweetest love develops between the two. 

Feminized in the Pyrenees

A transgender romance story. 

Fergus Meyers is a handsome 42 year old Irishman. An accident at 19 paralyzes his lower limbs, leaving him wheelchair bound. Fergus comes across beautiful Frenchwoman Delphina Dan Naud on a social networking site and falls in love with her.? They speak over the phone, but Delphina gives the impression that she doesn’t want

to be in a relationship with Fergus. Bitterly disappointed, Fergus decides to forget about Delphina. At nearly the same time, he is diagnosed with leukemia in its terminal stages. Fergus is given just a few months to live. Fergus’s loyal manservant, Jock, tells him about a secret grotto fountain in south western France, the waters of which are rumored to have miraculous healing properties. The paralyzed have been able to walk and the terminally ill have been cured. 

Fergus and Jock traverse many miles and after an intensive, insane search, find the secret grotto with its waters shimmering like black gold in the night. 

Everland: Beyond Gender & Species

"Transgender Mystery" series

Juan is a happy-go-lucky young man, but his beloved wife Moira seems to be unhappy with her gender. She suggests that both of them go to Everland, a country bordering south west England, where people change into members of the opposite sex. Once there, Juan transforms into the beauteous Jasmine and Moira into a handsome man, Glenn. Jasmine discovers that the rules of Everland are a bit unconventional: women and castrated men are expected to be registered and to wear a collar bearing details of the registration around their necks. The abovementioned people are also to have a leash attached to the D-rings of their collars and are chained by their masters. When Glenn is brutally bashed up, Jasmine is roaming the streets all by herself. The cops find her and take her to an animal detention center where she thrown naked into a large cage along with large male dogs. Jasmine and the dogs are to be gassed to death the following day. A magnificent black Great Dane comforts Jasmine and the most beautiful soul-to-soul love blossoms between the two. The next day, both of them escape being executed. Jasmine goes home to her husband and the Great Dane disappears into a forests. Are the two destined to meet again? 

Reincarnation: Relived Love & Justice

Love beyond Age & Gender

The protagonist is a retired judge. He has been in agony for 30 years since he made a single mistake by sentencing death to an innocent

man. He is interested in a legend of mystic temple which has a spring of rejuvenation. He travels to eastern India and finally finds the mystic temple. He is soaked in the mystic water and when he wakes up, he finds himself in a young feminine body. He (now “she”) also finds that the time is centuries back. She is a beautiful dancer ? 

a temple prostitute. 

Lilies for Ms.Tracy

This is a serious suspense story about Tracy, a New York based journalist. Tracy was born a boy of a single mother Hannah, who brought up Tracy through poverty. Hannah got pregnant by a young man who left her saying that he will be back soon, but never returned. Tracy realizes that she (at that time “he”) was born with wrong genitalia at the age of seven. Once furious, Hannah comes to understand her feelings and helps her to become a woman. By accident Tracy know who the father is and decides to make a revenge. 

Diamond in the Rough

Diamond in the Rough is a serious MTF Transgender mistery-suspense story. Renato (or Renata, after changing the gender) appears in the scene as a 15 year old boy living in the “Hood” 

located in the outskirts of Sopianae, Hungary. It is a very impoverished area without proper and people living in the Hood don’t have education or employment. A majority of inhabitants depend on social welfare, and/or illegal activity. Driven by the fear of becoming

“the Freak of the Hood”, Renato wants to improve the situation and to fulfill his dreams. When leaves the Hood behind, he becames a PE teacher and then proceeds his way to becoming a woman. Later he appears as a 25 year old young girl, and finally as a thirty year old fully grown up woman. 

Kyle's Feminine Roots

"MTF Autobiography Story" series

16 year old Scottish lad Kyle Morrison’s world comes crashing down when his boyfriend leaks their sex MMS, making it go viral on mobile phones. Before long, it makes headlines and Kyle is rusticated from

school. Taking advantage of the bog of depression his wife has sunk into, Kyle’s pedophile of a stepdad bandies him into the streets. Kyle is provided shelter by Natasha who instinctively senses Kyle’s desire to be a girl. Natasha spends a whopping amount on Kyle’s sex reassignment and estrogen therapy following which she employs Kyle (now Sheena) in her “massage parlor”. Whist working there, Sheena captures the fancy of LA based adult-movie maker, Jayden King, who converts the young prostitute into ‘Sensuous Sheena’, the porn star. While shooting her porn flicks, Sheena continues her quest to be a top star in Hollywood. During her journey replete with dramatic rise and ebbs, Sheena meets Chase Perez, a top action movie star; Alexander Turner, the fatherly mentor and Brice Meyers, her PRO and best friend. Will Sheena’s dark past catch up with her, endangering her stupendous success in Hollywood? Does Sheena find all answers to life’s questions in LA or does she need to reconnect with her roots? 

How I Became a Woman: An MTF Autobiography for Young

Readers

Aryan always played with Vani, a girl of his age living next door and felt that he should have been born as a girl. He had this feeling of

“trapped in a wrong body” since he was little. His discomfort had grown into agony by his puberty. Aryan’s mother understood his problems, but was not ready to help him to change into a girl. His father was a hard boiled man and throws out Aryan and his mother when he caught them attending a transgender support group. This story is for young readers who wish to know the feelings of transgendered children and young adults. This is not an erotica. 

A Supermodel: Fairer than the Fairer Gender

Sara was a fifteen year old boy when she (at that time ‘he’) finally mustered the courage to tell her mother that she wanted to be a girl. 

Sara’s parents decided to take her to a doctor, who diagnosed her as GID. Sara was lucky to have understanding parents and could start hormone therapy young enough. Sara made her way to become a fashion model. However, the modeling industry is not an easy place for a male-to-female transgendered person. 

The Superior Gender: The Triumphants & The Infradigs

The rule of the Regime is a skewed one, wherein women are persecuted and treated like cattle. The mirific waters of the Well of Reincarnation subvert The Regime by transmuting potent, tyrannical men into comely helpless maidens called ‘The Infradigs’. The prototypal women organize themselves into an all-woman clan called

‘The Triumphants’. The principal motto of the clan is vendetta: paying

‘The Infradigs’ back with the same coin. How far will ‘The Triumphants’ go with their theorem of hate? Are the canons of avengement more imperative than concerns of humanity? 

Dreams Don't Die

Mario Keshav Rodriguez, the grody old curmudgeon of Goa, is the product of a ‘sacrilegious’ union between an upper-class Indian lady and a common Portuguese soldier. The multi-talented Mario happens to be a prolific genius of a writer, yet has the stars obstinately crossed against him. In a period spanning many decades, Mario hasn’t been able to get a single line published. Upon drinking Feni (a Goan alcoholic drink) concocted from the sap of a magical toddy, Mario is reincarnated as the beautiful young Sophie. 

Will Sophie succeed in getting Mario’s rich, literary works published? 

Or will his dreams die a sad, lingering death? 

Queen Lysandra

"Spring of Reincarnation" series

55 year old anthropology professor, Paul Grant, is jaded with the familiar. He loves the familiarity of England, but also craves the exotic. During a project that involves the excavation and study of Egyptian mummies, he stumbles upon the sarcophagus of the beauteous, exquisite Egyptian Queen Lysandra. After consuming a magic elixir that he stumbles on in a glass urn among the pyramids, Prof. Grant goes back several centuries and finds himself transformed in the 21 year old Queen Lysandra. Does all that follows actually transpire or is the lonely professor growing senile? 

Good Cop - Sam O'Yeah: FTM Cop Story

Sam O’Yeah is a smart, astute, dedicated young constable with the Delhi Police force. He is blessed with a great support system in the form of his very beautiful wife, Bela. His life-style seems ordinary. 

But there’s a teensy catch. Sam isn’t a biological ‘him’. He’s a man trapped in a woman’s body. Sam’s life is turned upside down when he is called upon to investigate the murder of 14 year old Neeta Singh. Does the key to solving the chilling case lie in Sam’s own traumatic past? 

Ghosts Alive: Time Travel Transgender Romance

We are in 2030. Time travel has been made possible and become a luxurious way of tourism. The tickets cost a fortune, but temptation is so strong, that some people are willing to sacrifice all their money and belongings to buy a ticket, even if it’s one way. For those who make the jump anyway, there’s no return to their time. The trick of future travel: it’s not your body that travels to the future, but only your psyche and you wake up in a “clean body”, in a host on the other side. Time travel industry made the experience even more exotic: the host is always a body of the opposite gender. Lindsay and Rob have been married for seven years now, they are both in their early thirties. Their willpower and values have been in jeopardy since their son, Hadrian went missing a year ago. They have done everything in their power to find him, but no results. The couple struggles to stay sane, both of them are afraid to accept the fact: their son is most probably dead. Rob is constantly suffering from the endless doubts and guilt. Eventually he cannot cope with guilt and grief, and decides to “jump”. Lindsay is left behind, and she has to make a choice, how far she would go to keep her darling in her life. 

Feminized in Himalayas: Eve of the Arcane Waters

"Gender-Changing Spring" series

His imagination stimulated by the ‘Legend of the Stag’, diehard psychoanalysis aficionado, Prof. Miller, goes to North-East India in search of The Spring of Reincarnation. He returns to Boston as gorgeous 19 year old Eve and finds that his relationship with wife, Madison, takes on a tantalizing dimension. Eve also gets into a blissful lesbian fling with another woman. A while later, her dream

run ends. Eve hypnotizes herself to find that she has two targets in life: revenge against her archrival, Dylan Smith, and impregnation by his seed. Will she succeed in her designs? 

The Birth of Delilah

"Gender Swap Fantasy" series

Tyro is a thirty-five years old loner who has impressive height, well-built body, strong jaw and a distinctive Greek nose. He categorizes himself as arn energetic alpha-male but deals with many suppressed anger. Due to a painful divorce, he has very low opinion of women. 

That’s why his small business has a specific profile: he sells and installs surveillance systems for catching cheating wives. Although he’s financially stable, he still lives in an existential crisis. He denies every weakness and judges everyone from this point of view. He cannot cope with his own feelings and he blames women for everything. Tyro is trapped in female body and goes through hell -

injured, homeless, treated as a slave. This ultimate life experiences force him to face what he is now: a woman who needs help. 

The Animal in Me: Resurgence of Transhumans

In a future society technology and biological engineering reshaped human life. The earth is not divided anymore to nations or races but to subcultural groups. Many people are trans-humans, and are treated as second-class citizens, since they are technologically or genetically modified. The Purity Party has a majority in the current government, led by President Yceberg, who believes in the sacredness of the body. The question is: how far he’d go to prove his point? Theo Ruby is 32 years old, single man, a loyal soldier. He worked as the Head of Security at the Purity Party. Right after elections, he’d got infected with a mysterious virus which was deteriorating his body fast: within days he became paralyzed, unable to speak and on the very edge of death. It was an experience what would change anyone. After he was captured by the trans-humans and copied into Babel, he lives on in her body as a clear consciousness. After some time to adjust, his personality becomes more unpredictable and revengeful. 

Underwater Escape to the Other Gender

Gemma in this story is a female escape artist known for her Chinese Water Toture Cell performances. She was unhappy in her married life. She was caught by her husband while she was having sex with a friend. That’s why Gemma became distracted and couldn’t focus on her performance in the Chinese Water Torture Cell on the next day. She starts to suffocate under water.When she was rescued she found herself in a different body. 

The Kantuta Bond: A Bond that Swapped the Lovers

"The Fatal Gender Swap" series

This is an exotic and beautiful story that happens in an exotic place called Amantani, which is an island in the Lake Titicaca. About 150

years ago a virus called PSY-12 destroyed the majority of Earth’s populations. The virus drove people mad and suicidal. The rest had constant nightmares what they’ve called “the nightmares of the Earth”. The people who were immune recolonized the Earth. Some tried to rebuild a technologic lifestyle, others decided to start new, more nature-friendly communities. They call themselves the Kantuta Tribe after the flower which grows there. Outsiders call them “Hippies with guns”. They prefer to live in isolation. During 150 years the local Quechua survivors and the new pioneers (mostly Americans and multiethnic Peruvians) formed a spiritual local community. Their lifestyle includes the usage of ayahuasca. 
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Greetings from Yu Sakurazawa





Hello, everyone. I am Yu Sakurazawa. Yu is a Japanese female name and is pronounced as "you". I have been publishing transgender and lgbt novels since 1998. I was born in Fukushima, Japan, have lived in United States for 8 years and now live in Chiba, Japan. My novels were all in Japanese until I published the English version of "Enchanted into the Third Gender" and after that I have been writing English stories regularly. All my fictions have transgender episodes in some way or another. Areas of my personal interest are fashion, tv-dramas and traveling. I traveled to India more than 10 times dressed in a Saree or Salwar Kameez (Punjabi dress)-

-soaked in Indian culture up to my neck. My personal experiences are reflected in my "Hijra, the Third Gender" series of books. 
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