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“Dad! I am leaving dad” Barely awake Avinash –Avi for short, muttered “Bon voyage son” and bid a sleepy good bye to Vivek –his son.

It was too early –probably four o’clock in the morning. Avi knew, Vivek had left on one of his long business trips to Europe. To him life was hectic, probably too hectic. What with meetings, seminars, business plans, strategy workshops, campaigns and forced holidays thrown in between as a ritual, he sure was lost  -like a headless chicken. It was said that a holiday relieves stress. His counselor at the office said so-it had to be true, cardinally true. Now, none else could be trusted upon. One jarring note though-everyone at office knew where he was on a vacation, and he too loved to keep them informed and in the process keep himself “informed”.

Avi, his father, reminiscenced, he too had lived a similar life. Life in corporate sector was probably the same, even in those days. Posted at all possible remote locations all over the country, he had run factories, looked after plants, worked in various disciplines and in the lighter vain ended up traveling in overnight trains plying between corporate offices in metro cities and far flung factories for almost one hundred and eighty days in a year. The sleeper berth was his second home. 

He had won his people over through his keen sense of fairness, fellow feeling and compassion. He was especially close to his workers. He understood them too well. He had a way of working with them. A well-deserved pat on the back, a patiently lent ear, a soothing genuine gesture, a reasonable stance here and a totally unconventional decision there had won him accolades all through his career. His mind was always open and would not readily accept precedents nor would he worry if a decision would set a precedent. At times, his critics had branded him to be too soft while dealing with his people that had cost him dearly.

At heart, he knew all along, there was something more to his personality. He loved nature, music, poetry and everything that related to human beings and their emotions. He related with them like an ocean does to full moon. He loved life in all its glory, its variety and diversity, its vagaries and its pleasant unfolding of surprises every time like a sudden rainbow after an unexpected shower. He immensely enjoyed watching people. A child’s innocent blabber, a mother’s anguished cry, an old woman’s toothless smile, a young man’s manly exuberance, a stiff upper lip, a contrived humility, a priest’s piousness; the list is endless- brought amazement and joy to him. His world revolved around this.

He did not realize when he turned fifty-eight, his age of retiring from active corporate life. It was a long journey indeed. He looked back and introspected. Were his wife and children with him during the journey, during all those years of living in far flung factory locations all over India? He was not sure. Indeed, there were some moments of togetherness. Some lovely evenings spent together watching the sunset in the hills of Ranikhet, some very quiet nights spent under moonlit sky on the beaches of Alibagh.some ecstatic late nights spent in the arms of his beloved wife Tara in the forests of Kumaon, a game of cricket on a lazy afternoon with Vivek, and his daughter Vishakha-yes, of course there were a few gems strewn all along the memory lane. They were genuine moments. Ah! And yes –the poems written by him to -Tara-he had read to his family on that night in Renuka where the rain beat mercilessly throughout the night-and the expression on their face-“Is that you? Dad? We can’t believe it. You are simply great.” He seemed to have scored a home run. But beyond that, he was not sure. His routine life had really centred on his factory.

The children had suddenly grown up. They had found their horizon and they flew majestically with their wings spread exploring the treasures of their lives. Vivek had grown into an intelligent and efficient professional, found himself a good job and a wife in Seema. He seemed to have lost himself in the myriad jungle of corporate life. His daughter Vishakha was married and seemed to be busy too. An unfortunate sudden illness had confined Tara to bed. Indeed life had suddenly taken a turn. Was it leading anywhere at all? Time hung heavily on Avi’s mind.

 At last, at a ripe age of seventy, Avi’s poetic leanings and zest for life discovered a new found expression. He found an expression through written word. Endless hours of writing about his life time experiences, revisiting his peaks of happiness, his sorrows, his joys and defeats in the form of short stories gave him immense satisfaction. He read them to Tara whose pride was writ large on her face whenever he read them to her. In them, she found herself as a fellow traveler-in a journey they had traveled together. She coaxed him into getting them published.

By then, Avi had found some more friends who too had retired, who were on the farther side of seventy and who too looked for companionship .Old age did not appear to a burden any more despite the debilities and indispositions from time to time.

Through them, Avi found a publisher and at last his first collection of ten short stories got published on the previous day of Vivek’s departure. Avi felt both the joy and pain of a young mother giving birth to her first child. It   was a satisfying moment to him and Tara.

In spite of this success, there was a tinge of sadness. He was not sure if his son Vivek knew about his new found love. When was it last that both father and son had spent a quiet hour together? When was it last they had dinner together? When was it last, the family had just lazed on a Sunday together, read together? He was not sure and he felt almost certain –not in the near past.

Half awake he thought, did he have a right to ask these questions? Did he not live the same way when he was working? Did he really spend time with them when they were young? He was lost in the maze of his own questions when he woke up. It was broad daylight. The servant had brought tea for him and Tara.

There was something else in the tray that brought the tea. Oh! It was his book published the previous night. Why was it there? He wondered. Next to it was an envelope. With trembling fingers, he opened it and read

“Dad! I spent the whole night reading your book before leaving for Europe this morning. I knew all along you could write from the day you read those poems to us in Renuka. I am very touched and very proud of you dad! You still are the greatest dad- Love to you and Mom”

With uncontrollable tears and a voice choked with emotion he said to Tara

”Those years all over the country were certainly not wasted Tara!. I am so glad he proved me wrong”
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