Oh! The Fickleness of Young Love!

Diane, we need to set each other  free.

How fickle are these things we call ‘feelings’, or emotions. Something happens and I suddenly realize that I don’t love you any more. It has the same air of inexplicability as when I’d told you, not a year ago and with genuine conviction, that I had fallen head-over-heels in love with you. 

Passions rise and passions fall. They strike like lightening and are followed by thunderous action. But when they are gone, it is as if they’d never been. 

Diane, a relationship between a man and a woman, if it is to be anything else than just physical infatuation, would need to be bonded with something more. What this ‘something more’ is, I don’t know. All I know is that we don’t have it between us.

‘Bye.

I sealed the letter, marked it ‘private’ and left it in her mail box. It was a Saturday and Vicky would be home. I  called him to say I was coming, then drove to Pasadena to see what he had to say about this.  I needed to talk to someone.

“Saala… Chutiya… why did you do that?” he reacted when I’d told him about what I’d done. 
“Yaar, I don’t love her”
“Saala… who said anything about love? Love is a myth. I was thinking more about your visa.”
I was still on a student visa which was expiring in four  months. Vicky had always told me to marry Diane and get a green card that way.
“Aare… I don’t care about all that green card business right now.” I had answered.

“You’ll have to baby… Jaaldi kuch karna hee padega. Pehele jaake letter ko phaad de.. Ja..” he said.

***********

I left Vicky’s place but didn’t do what he had advised. I wanted Diane to read my letter. I was now desperate to be a free man. When I drove back to Granada Hills she was waiting for me. 
As I parked, she came over to the car and slid into the passenger seat. 

“Do you really want us to split?” she asked. 
She didn’t seem particularly upset, the tone of her voice did not suggest that any great emotional upheavals were taking place.
I had been visualizing a Hindi movie parting scene with tears and hysteria but here she was, looking not at all like Meena Kumari in Sahib Bibi aur Gulam.  
“Yes, Di. I think we shouldn’t be together anymore”

“But we’ll still see each other some times, wont we?” she asked. 

“Maybe after a while. Let’s give each other some space for now” I replied, resisting the impulse to take her into my arms and kiss her. 
“Okay. If that’s what you want.”

“So where will you live?”
Diane’s parents had filed for divorce, as she had said been saying they would. Their house across the street was put up for sale.  

“Oh… Don’t worry about me. I’ll live with mom for a while. She’s got herself an apartment on Reseda.” 

***********

