








G. Roopnarine





                                                  Pastiche (Pnin)

He arranged the caviar on the small white plate. She had a taste for the big round eggs that pop obscenely in the mouth, one by one. Finely sliced lemons, blinis and sour cream.


All morning he sweated in the kitchen, shooing Mrs Flour away when she volunteered to help. Blinis must be perfect. Princess with the pea, he told her. 


Lara swept into his room as if she owned it, stretched out on his bed; her red stiletto scuffed at the heels and closed her eyes.


 ‘How is Claude?’ he asked. Her heart-shaped mouth seemed elongated, discontented. 


She sunk her fingers into her forehead, scrunching them into claws.


 ‘No change.’ She pouted at him. ‘The doctor said a man can live perfectly well with one kidney especially a man, not so active.’ 


And Gregory?


‘Don’t ask me about that ape. Not even for his flesh and blood. His only son. How will I meet the boys for a game Saturday afternoon, he grumbled…’ 


 She swung off the bed and dipped her finger in the sour cream.


‘All that scribbling around in those musty libraries doesn’t take up a lot of energy does it?’ She wriggled her little cream-covered finger at him.  


He smiled and reached out to spoon caviar on the pancake but she waved him away.


‘Listen.’


She opened her mouth and a cacophony of sounds, cascaded furiously, scrambled one over the other and emerged in an open-ended funnel. He retreated to the window and waited for the end.


‘New Age…Postmodern. It’s the rage now.’ She composed her lips.


He glanced at her nose. If it wasn’t squat, she would have had all the eligible bachelors in Paris after her.


‘You will give poor Claude one, won’t you?’ 


‘What?’


‘One of your kidneys. You don’t need both, do you?’


‘But…’


She reached over and kissed him on the nose and then clapped her hands lightly.


‘I know you would. Remember that time Claude called you Daddy?’


‘He was calling all the men, Daddy, that day…’


She looked at her watch. ‘Oh, look at the time.’ She gathered up her purse.


‘You will get time off, won’t you?  In two weeks, the doctor said. Then you can come and hear me sing.’ She smiled coquettishly. And she left, dragging the light with her.


He stood next to the door for a moment and then lay down on his bed and turned his face to the pillow. As a faint whiff of Chanel No5 tickled his nose, he felt the icy fluidity of his mind spread out fan-like around his head and shivered as the light flew out behind her, leaving him in the remembrance of the cold darkness of her heart-shaped mouth.


Well, I always said he looked moth-like with those two tuffs of hair sprouting behind his ears. And she, an inverted comet, pulling him in her wake.             

