
		
			[image: cover]
		



 







IRO





 

 




IRO

SHADES OF LOVE









A Collection of Short Stories by

Rahul Subramanian

 









[image: ]




 

 


First Edition: 2022

Copyright © Rahul Subramanian, 2022

Note: IRO, in Japanese stands for colour.

IRO is also the Author’s favourite story

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher.

This book can be exported from India only by the publishers or by the authorized suppliers. Infringement of this condition of sale will lead to Civil and Criminal prosecution.

Paperback ISBN: 978-81-979302-5-6

e-Book ISBN: 978-81-979302-6-3

Note: Due care and diligence has been taken while editing and printing the book; neither the author nor the publishers of the book hold any responsibility for any mistake that may have inadvertently crept in.

The publishers shall not be liable for any direct, consequential, or incidental damages arising out of the use of the book. In case of binding mistakes, misprints, missing pages, etc., the publishers’ entire liability, and your exclusive remedy, is replacement of the book within one month of purchase by similar edition/reprint of the book.

 

Published by DIGITAL SPINES.

Originally published by 16Leaves.

 

Printed and bound in India.



 

 


To the people

 who have added 

to the palette of my life



 

 



CONTENTS



		Acknowledgements

		Iro

		Hi to Kori

		Chikara

		Blindfold

		Signal

		Words



 

 




ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS



I would like to begin by thanking my publisher Bharath Parthasarathy for believing in me and for giving me a chance. The team at 16Leaves has brought this book to fruition and made the process an enriching journey.

I’d also like to thank my family and friends for giving me constant support and encouragement to ultimately reach this point.



 

 




IRO



I was always alone. Not exactly alone. I always had crayons beside me when I was a child. I also had a name which I rarely thought about. As I grew up, the crayons turned into paint. The paper turned into a full-size canvas. As I ventured out into the city, all I could see was a grey hue to everything. The entire city looked drab and lifeless. When I stared into the mirror, I saw my white dress splattered with bright colours. I was the only one who could identify each colour. I wasn’t visible to anyone else. I was living in my own world. The thought never affected me much. I just kept painting and painting, trying out new styles, climbing tall buildings and looking at the scenery, free to fill in my own colours. This grey world turned into something magical on my canvas. Before I knew it, I was already a grown woman. Something changed. I started to get less excited about painting. I ran out of inspiration. I struggled to pick up the brush. As I looked around my room and saw my paintings scattered everywhere, I ceased to feel the magic. The colours looked lifeless.

“Maybe this is called loneliness.”

I guess all this time, I wanted someone to enjoy this world with me. But, the world outside is different. This room is my world. There can never be a harmonious blend. After a few days, I was unable to lift the paintbrush at all. My mind was shut off completely. I aimlessly wandered across the streets. I sometimes knelt down in the middle of the street, unable to move further. Warm tears flowed down my face.

“I don’t want to feel like this.”

As life continued moving around me, I sat down in the middle of that grey world, slowly losing my own colour. Suddenly, a man knelt down next to me. He placed a hand on my shoulder.

“Are you ok?”

I looked at him surprised.

“How did you notice me?”

He nodded.

“You’re quite hard to ignore. You feel like you’re from a different world.”

He touched my hair.

“These colours look so pretty.”

He then quickly stepped away.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I overstepped my bounds. May I ask why you’re crying?”

I wiped my tears.

“It’s ok,” I reassured him. “I didn’t expect anyone to be able to notice me.”

He looked at me concerned.

“You don’t have to worry. You can just carry on.”

I turned back but before I could walk away, I felt him grab my hand.

“I can’t simply go back. This new world you’ve shown me, it’s too beautiful to ignore.”

My mind went blank. Wasn’t this what I used to think as well? No. This can’t be happening. I’ve been alone for so many years now. This is not real.

“Can you let go of my hand?”

The moment he let go, I took a few steps forward.

“Don’t get involved with me.”

“But I …” he was hesitant.

I turned and looked at him pleadingly.

“Don’t, please just go away.”

I walked back slowly, taking care not to look back at him. I reached and closed the door. Walking to my room I sat down with my head between my knees. What is happening? A person could actually see me. He was able to enter my world. Why did I push him away? What am I scared of? As I kept pondering on these questions, I never realized that the colours in my room had brightened up slightly.

After a few days, I again decided to get some fresh air and walked out of my house. And lo! Sitting across the road in front of my house, leaning on the telephone pole, was that same man. He had changed quite a lot, I noticed. While his entire body was completely grey before, now, I could see him in his colours. Messy black hair, dark black eyes, fair skin covered with a bright white shirt and a black tie. He looked alluring. He looked at me and got up earnestly.

“I know you told me to leave you alone, but I can’t do it.”

I stayed silent while he kept on talking.

“I want to know more about you. I want to know more about these colours. I noticed myself changing. I got more excited and curious. I want to see more colours. I want to experience more. I want to see the world through your eyes.”

I smiled and looked up at him.

“Lumine.”

He looked at me confused.

“It’s my name. Lumine.”

I held my hand out to him.

“I’m Grisha.”

He shook my hand softly. 

I looked at Grisha and noticed with a smile that he kept staring at me.

“Is there something on my face?”

“No. It’s just that your hair looks beautiful. May I touch it?”

“Go ahead”, I smiled wider.

Before he could touch my hair, I could distinctly hear his stomach growling loudly.

I laughed while he looked away, fiercely blushing.

“Maybe later. Why don’t you come inside?”

I invited him in.

I cooked him a quick meal while he looked around inside my house. After eating, he stood staring at the walls. He then gestured at me frantically with inquisitive eyes.

“What colour is this?”

He repeated the same question several times as his eyes scanned the paintings in the house. Each time, his eyes glowed with excitement. It felt as if I just brought home a new dog. I finally led him to my studio. As I opened the door, he let out a big gasp. He looked around the room ecstatically. We spent the entire night watching the paintings and talking a lot about all my different paintings. I broke away from the conversation to get myself a cup of coffee. When I came back, I saw Grisha sitting in the corner, deep in sleep with his head against the wall. I chuckled and grabbed a blanket from my bedroom. I covered him and made him somewhat comfortable taking care not to wake him and sat in front of him.

“What is he so happy about?”

I smiled as Grisha slept peacefully. Grisha used to stay over at my place frequently after that day. Every day, he would ask me new questions. For some strange reason, I never got tired of answering them. After a few weeks, he came up to me with a surprising request.

He bowed down.

“Please teach me to paint.”

I scratched my head.

“I’m sorry?” I was trying to make sure I heard him correctly.

“I want to learn to create paintings like you.”

“I don’t think I’ll be able to help you much.”

“Why?”

I bit my lip slightly.

“I … I haven’t painted anything for months.” I confessed unequivocally.

“What? Why?”

“I don’t know. I simply can’t hold a brush anymore.”

My heart sank when I uttered those words. Grisha noticed it and didn’t question me any further. I grabbed my jacket and hurried towards the door.

“I’m going for a walk. If you want to paint, you can. Everything you need is in the studio.”

I walked out while Grisha stayed put inside.

After I left, Grisha looked down at his hand. His hand had started to become transparent.

“Lumine, come on. Don’t tell me all this now,” he muttered.

When I came back, Grisha wasn’t at home. He left a note saying he had left. He stopped coming home after this. I thought of calling him several times but something stopped me. I finally decided to visit him after a couple of weeks. I knocked at his door. There was no reply. I tried opening the door and found it unlocked. I slowly walked inside and was shocked to see Grisha lying unconscious on the floor. Looming above him was a canvas covered by a cloth.

“Grisha!”

I lifted him up and placed him on his bed. He seemed very light. Too light. Is he sick? I placed my hand on his forehead and found it cold. I shook him lightly.

“Grisha?”

His eyes slowly opened.

“Lumine? What’re you doing here?”

“You didn’t visit me for a long time. I was worried. What happened to you?”

“I’m just a bit exhausted. Don’t worry.”

My temper flared. I could sense something very wrong.

“Don’t lie! You’re ice cold and you don’t weigh anything! What’s happening!”

“Lumine, listen to me.”

Something clicked in me. Grisha was never supposed to be able to see me. He would’ve continued living properly if he hadn’t stopped before me. Was this happening because he strayed off his original life and walked into my world?

Grisha read my face and confirmed my suspicions with his eyes.

“Lumine, wait. I can explain.”

“No. I shouldn’t have spoken to you. I shouldn’t have spent so much time with you. You should’ve just lived your life away from me.” I sobbed.

I felt dizzy. My lungs stopped working properly. I was starting to hyperventilate. I got up and ran out of his house.

“Lumine!!”

GRISHA

After Lumine stormed out, I stayed in bed for a few minutes.

“Damn it.”

I summoned my strength and got up. I grabbed the canvas and first went to Lumine’s apartment. I placed it in the middle of her studio. I looked around the studio one last time. This small space contained so much happiness. It felt hard to move away from it. I exited the studio and started searching for Lumine. I roamed around the city for an hour before I leaned against a building, on the verge of collapse. Finally, I saw a figure standing atop one of the buildings. I remembered how she mentioned she would draw the scenery of the city from the top of the building. I ran towards the building.

LUMINE

I stood on the roof of the same building I once cherished. The beautiful and colourful scenery that I remembered was slowly being replaced by the dull grey colour that I hated so much. I couldn’t stop thinking about Grisha. If he hadn’t gotten involved with me, he might’ve lived. I regret meeting him and letting him get closer and closer to me. No. That’s a lie. I don’t have any regrets about meeting Grisha.

I heard the door slam open. Grisha stood at the door, panting heavily.

“I finally found you.”

He fell down. I rushed to his side and cradled his head.

“Grisha!”

“Who makes a sick man run around the city for an entire hour?”

I looked away. He grabbed my face and stared at me.

“Did you mean everything you said back then?”

I started crying.

“I didn’t. I can’t say anything like that. I was so happy with you. I had so much fun.”

He smiled.

“Thank god. This would be so much more awkward if you actually meant it.”

As soon as he said those words, his body slowly started to fade.

“I wanted to let you know, I was also happy. I was so happy when I learnt all about colours and your world. I loved seeing it through your eyes.”

His voice broke.

“I wanted to see more. I wanted to be with you more. I wanted to spend my life with you, Lumine.”

My tears fell harder.

“Grisha …”

“Don’t give up on painting. This world has begun to change because of you. More people will be able to experience what I did. I know it. Promise me you won’t give up.”

He slowly got up and looked me in the eyes. He kissed me. I managed to murmur a few endearing words between kisses before it was too late. As tears were streaming down his face, he slowly faded.

“Goodbye, Lumine.” I heard a faint faraway voice one last time.

I sat there for a long time. I couldn’t remember when at last I stopped crying. I got up in the middle of the night and walked back home. I entered my studio which seemed unnaturally quiet now. I saw a covered canvas in the middle of the studio. I wondered what it could’ve been. When I pulled off the cloth, my knees buckled. The entire studio exploded back into colour. The brightness of each colour was something I had never seen before. The studio glowed brightly. I tried to stop myself from crying again but I couldn’t.

“Grisha …”

I sobbed loudly repeating his name again and again.

The painting was of a woman wearing a white dress with brightly coloured hair holding the hand of a boy who was stuck in a grey world. She was smiling happily.

I slowly wiped my tears and got up. I picked up Grisha’s painting and hung it in the centre of the studio. I placed a new canvas on the easel and picked up my brush. My hand started moving on its own. As dawn started to break, I placed my new painting next to Grisha’s and walked to the kitchen to get a cup of coffee.

In that painting was a woman with brightly coloured hair who was holding the hand of a man who was grinning widely while being surrounded in a world of colour.

Meanwhile in another part of the city, a small girl picked up a coloured crayon and started drawing on a piece of paper.



 

 




HI TO KORI



Ever since I could remember, Lena was always there with me. We’d spend every summer together. The two of us were born to two different kingdoms who were extremely close. Our fathers were almost like brothers. The two kingdoms prospered. When Lena and I were born, we both inherited the ancestral gift. I got the power of ice while she got fire. It was a rare inheritance for a chosen one. But somehow, we were chosen. My Mother, Ellyn, used to constantly be in the library reading all available records of the past wielders of magic in the family. The magic manifested gradually and would fully bloom when the user turns eighteen. Lena and I would often get sick due to the magic. Sometimes, our bodies are unable to keep up with the development of our magic. In my case, my body temperature decreases significantly and for Lena, it was the opposite. Whenever this happened, our mere presence was enough to treat each other.

As I grew up, my powers became stronger and more unstable. I stopped visiting Lena. I came to be known as the Glacial Prince. On my tenth birthday, my life changed. I ran away from my kingdom. I travelled around aimlessly. Most people identified me by my white hair and shunned me. I walked around in the rain for weeks. I never felt cold. I just felt empty.

Eight years passed. I was still somehow surviving and ended up in Lena’s kingdom. I slept in alleyways. No one thought of robbing me and those who did ended up getting shattered into pieces of ice. I could sense some turmoil brewing in Lena’s kingdom. I was somehow able to analyse the situation. There was a power struggle in the kingdom between the king and his general. The general was going to launch a coup and dethrone the king. Only one thing stood in his way. Lena. She had become very powerful, capable of taking out entire armies herself. But she was still untrained. Her powers weren’t refined.

One day, I saw the royal guards approach me. They lifted their spears to my chest. I complied and followed them to the palace. The throne room opened and the king welcomed me with a
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