A Couple of Rupees
.
Rasu (or RasaGopal) saw her first a week ago from across the street, and almost dropped the tea he was carrying. Her chestnut colored mane perfectly matched her creamy color. Unobtrusively he crossed the street to get a closer look. The early morning sunlight filtering through the window bathed her body in gold and made it shine. He took his breath in sharply.
“Wow… Here is the princess of the skies.”
He made up his mind in that instant. Such perfection deserved to be treated specially. And no one else would care for her like he would.
“She should be mine. I can’t bear to see her in anyone else’s hands”.
From the next day service suddenly improved in the Nair tea-stall. Rasu worked with single minded concentration. Regular customers were surprised to find their orders served quicker than usual. Nair himself was pleasantly surprised to hear lesser complaints.
A week had passed and time was running out. Uttarayan (an auspicious day which signaled the beginning of spring, celebrated with festivities) was 2 days away. Rasu needed money and needed it quickly. Already he had spied 2 competitors eyeing Laila. Each time he had fret so much that his orders got messed up. To his chagrin, old diabetic Mr.Ramu was served sweet cream bun dripping with jam instead of his regular sugarless chai and plain bun. “Did you see the look on his face?” his friend Kumar asked Rasu after they had watched the second guy staring across the street, “I am sure he is going to be back tomorrow. You better hurry.” Yes, it was now or never.
That night, Rasu counted his savings; 4 rupees in coins. “Not enough” he thought despairingly. Lying down and looking up through the opening in the thatched roof, he caught a glimpse of the moon against the starlit sky. A pang of remorse shot through him and he felt his throat tighten. Would he have to let Laila go? No, it was not yet time. He balled his fists. With the evergreen hope of a 13 year old, he decided that something would turn up tomorrow. Something would happen.
The next day, Nair was surprised to see Rasu waiting when he came to open the tea shop. "Something has come over this boy of late" he mused. But as long as it fetched him more money, he was not going to ask any questions. Rasu looked determinedly across the street. He was going to work really well today. So well, that some customer would be impressed and leave him a handsome tip. And then, he smiled looking at Laila in the window. "You shall be safe with me."
But fate was not with him. As the day wore on, Rasu became listless. No-one seemed to be particularly interested in tipping him. Around afternoon Kumar came to him and slipped something into his hand. Rasu’s jaw fell when he saw what it was, the clay money bank with Kumar’s savings. They both knew how difficult it was to save money from their meager wages. Every rupee saved had something written on it, and lay in wait for it.
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