Good Bye America

We are in Washington DC. Our travels across America are nearing their end. It’s been a long two months since we left our lives in LA and for everyone of us, leaving America means different things. Sam is the coolest. He has his job waiting for him and looks forward to traveling abroad for the first time. He’s never been out of the country and is excited, raring to go.
For Diane, who had been in LA all her life, the journey has taken a toll. She’s not hit it off with Sam and has been sulking most of the time, especially since Rani’s death. She would find it hardest to digest India which would be too much of a shock for her. I did not want to take her to my small, cramped chawl in Mumbai where my parents would be on tenterhooks too, trying to come to terms with someone they would see as their prospective American daughter-in-law. 
I remembered my mother’s warning, not to marry an American girl and did not look forward to becoming the ball in a ping-pong game between my parents and Diane. 
But what was I going to do about my visa problem? I decided to come clean with Diane.

Sitting under the Washington Monument, I told her the truth. 

“I can’t take you to my parent’s home” I said and suggested we meet again in Paris where we’d could get married. We would honeymoon in Europe, I’d get my visa and we’d return to California.

She’d looked like a hurt puppy for a while but soon saw the advantages of the new proposal. I think she was relieved to be going back to her comfortable life in LA. She had silently suffered the hardships of our travels through America and adjusting to India would have been a lot tougher for her.

She said she’d help me get back to California. 
************
We spent our last week together in New York where Joseph Thomas, the Indian travel agent who got us our tickets also provided us a room to stay in, free of charge. The room belonged to a nurse from Kerala who was currently visiting her home in India. Mr. Thomas said we could use the room if we kept it clean. He warned us it was in a rough neighbourhood “But very safe” he’d added noticing the apprehension creeping into our eyes. The apartment, if indeed it could be called that, was a single room with a tiny toilet and a balcony which overlooked a street off the corner where Lexington Avenue crosses 42nd. St. It was on the third floor and the front door had a total of seven locks. The last of these was a thick steel bar with it’s lower end wedged into a steel lined hole on the floor and the top slotted into the upper part of the door. This must indeed be a dangerous neighbourhood! 
The streets below came alive with whores and drug addicts every evening, just about the time we’d go out to dinner. Once as I walked some distance behind Steve and Diane a black girl not more than 18 years old came called out to me from the corner :

“Hey Maan. Wanna a blow job? Jes’ 20 dollars” 

“Not today darling. I have a headache” I replied, pleased at my own witticism and walked fast to catch up with the other two. 
 Guys tried to sell us rolled joints for a dollar each. There were shops selling pornographic movies, others specialized in sado-masochist paraphernalia. There were dildos and vibrators of various designs displayed in glass shelves. There were whips and handcuffs for those who fancied being tied or even whipped. It was as if I had entered a world where only abnormal sex was the norm. It was a place of Sodom. 
The next day we took in the more standard tourist sites. We admired the city from atop the Empire State Building, enjoyed a coffee at the Rockefeller Center and took pictures of ourselves with the Statue of Liberty in the background. We were reluctant to return to our depressing quarters on Lexington. But this would be the last time we’d have to. Just one more night in that hellhole of a room and we would be out of New York.

************
It was a gloomy kind of last night. The nurse’s room was just about two bodies long. The balcony opened above the street. There was no other ventilation. There were two single beds. The rest of the space being taken by a small circular dining table and the tiniest of kitchenettes. Diane and I spent our last night together on that sweaty bed near the window while Sam had the bed near the barred door. Blue and red neon lights from an advertisement flashed all night long. It was too hot for any kind of clothes and Diane and I were dressed only in sweat.
It was a time for pledges. She said she’d wait for me till the end of the world and I told her I had been waiting for her since the beginning of time. It was a night for superlatives! I took in deep breaths of her body’s scents. We hugged and we kissed and we had our last fuck. 
Only later did I realize that Sam had had a unrestricted stroboscopic view of our bodies as we made love, draped now in red and now in blue, America’s national colours!  

************
