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"నన్ను  వీడిన నీవే,మిగిలిపోయిన తీపి కలవై నిన్నే  ..

వదిలే దారి తెలియదులే, వదలలేకనే నిన్నే  ..

ఎటు ఎటు పోనే.. ఎటు పోనే.. సఖి నా.. నా ప్రాణం నీవే.."

Nannu veedina neeve, migilipoyina theepi kaalavai ninne..

Vadile daari teliyadu le, vadalalekane ninne..

Etu etu pone.. etu pone.. sakhiye naa.. na praanam neeve..

"Though you left me, you are the sweet memory that remains... I don’t know the path to leave your memories, I can’t let go of you...

Yet, wherever I go, wherever I wander,

you will still be my life."

“T

hough many people thought, though many people wished for his downfall, he rose like a sun after a completely darkened night." 

"And, as usual, this year, the best music director award goes to RUDRAKSH RAJVEER SHETTY... ONCE AGAIN!!" -The host, the lady in the red, holding the mike in her hands, announced with a great enthusiasm. 

‘We hereby welcome the Best Music Director of The Year, Mr.RUDRAKSH RAJVEER SHETTY on to the stage please!’ 

With more than 300 Celebrities including many veteran actors, actresses, directors and producers along with the whole crowd of audience behind, in the 65360 sq ft area of the HICC celebrating my victory and applauding me, faded away in my head, when a single thought of her smile flashed in front of my eyes. 

I could only hear her smiling while walking through the aisle to the dais. I could see people applauding on the either sides, but the sound of their applause is foggy. 

As I climbed up on to the rostrum, the applause swelled. Though I am being presented with the award by a veteran producer on the stage in front of all the successful, superior and great tycoons of the film Industry, All I could feel is the absence of a single person here. 

"First of all a heartily congratulations to you sir" The host congratulated. 

‘We would like to hear a few words from you, The stage is all Yours"- She handed over the mic to me. 

The song from the movie for which I’ve won this award, is playing in the background in lo-fi. 

‘Nannu veedina neeve..’- The lyrics, I didn’t know if the lyrics were made beforehand because she already knew this was going to happen or all this happened after she penned this down on paper got manifested. 

Holding the mic in my hand and the award with my other hand, I took a deep breath of vain in my gain. The gain of my success and the pain of the absence of the person behind it. 

I closed my eyes, trying to cease the tears falling out. All I can see behind the closed eyes of mine, is, A dream! A beautiful dream that moved before my eyes, SAKHI! 
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Under the Same Sky

“మాయ వా? మంత్రమా?

ప్రకృతి దాచిన రహస్య మా ?

ఒకే ఆకాశపు అంచున ఉన్న   ఇద్దరం..

ఒక వైపు నువ్వు.. .. మరో వైపు నేను..”

“Mayava? Manthrama?

Prakriti daachina rahasyama?

Oke aakasapu anchuna unna iddaram..

Oka vaipu nuvvu.. maro vaipu nenu..”

“The nature has conspired, by hiding you from me, still keeping us under the same sky, my entire life,

I existed on one side.. and, you on the other..

But, until when? The thirst in my eyes never gets quenched until I see you."

“W

ake up!” “Rudra! Wake up!” - I barely opened my eyes as Kaushik was trying to wake me up. 

The hangover from yesterday's binge drinking was hammering nails into my head. 

‘Wake up Rudra! What is this mess?’- Kaushik asked picking up the empty alcohol bottles on my bed. 

Taking the support of my right palm while lying on my belly, I got up. 

I sat on the bed folding my legs and rubbing my swollen eyes. 

"Urgh! My head!"- I shouted holding my head.

“That is what a hangover feels like! - Kaushik taunted with a sarcastic smile. 

‘You should think about this before drinking like this!- He continued, pointing over the empty alcohol bottles he collected to a side. 

Kaushik sat beside me on the bed. 

"What is this Rudra?'. 

"Searching for life!" - I stood up quickly, grabbing a pack of cigarettes on the side table beside the lamp. 

I walked to the window in front, opening the pack and pulling out one. 

"Like this?" -He rushed to me. 

I started searching his pockets without uttering a word. 

‘Wha.. what are you doing?’ 

With an unlit cigarette clenching between by my teeth, I turned my head back towards the bed. I went there, pulling the unfolded blanket, throwing it on Kaushik’s face. 

I finally found a lighter between the crunched papers somewhere in the corner. I took it and went back to the window lighting it. I threw the lighter onto the sill of the window opening its Patio door by sliding it to my right. 

Kaushik expressed his disappointment in me by throwing the blanket in his hands back onto the bed and again walked to me.

He turned me towards him by grabbing the sleeve of my half-sleeved, casual printed black shirt with the buttons of the upper half left open.

‘I am asking you something Rudra? Like this?’

‘What am I supposed to do then?’- I got rid of him holding my arm along with the shirt’s sleeve by flicking my arm against his grip.

‘Okay, Rudra! Listen! You cannot find life to add your music like this! Not by drinking alcohol at least!’- While Kaushik was talking, I adjusted my swinging black bead ball chain with a blue crystal wolf tooth pendant preserved in a cap of silver engraved roaring wolf on its upper part and the lower half protruding out. I have a habit of going deep into the details when it comes to the things I admire the most.

‘Okay listen! You.. you go somewhere.. explore.. and..’

As I walked away from the window towards the washroom, Kaushik followed me’

‘I’ll just call Raja and ask him to book your flight tickets ASAP!’- He took out his mobile from his back pocket and kept walking behind me.

‘I will just..’- As he was still speaking, I entered the room and closed the door on his face abruptly.

‘You ungrateful brat!!’- He yelled banging on the closed door with his leg.
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I turned on my phone after keeping it switched off for two days straight. 

The moment the screen turned on and all the network icons showed up, the phone rang immediately.

I was standing in the balcony smoking, in my comfortable black shorts and a white shirt spacious enough for two people to fit in. My wolf tooth pendant was peeking out as I left the shirt unbuttoned halfway.

I flicked the ash, resting my wrist on the wall of the corridor and swiped up on the screen of the phone, answering the call.

‘What do you think about yourself? You little punk! What kind of behaviour is this?’

‘People usually say ‘Hello’ when they answer the call Kaushik! Stop overreacting!’

‘Overreacting? I am overreacting?’

‘Do I need to repeat it again?’

‘Overreacting my foot! Where have you been? How can you disappear all of a sudden without even telling us Rudra?’

‘Ah.. that.. a close friend of mine preached.. me.. to.. explore..’

‘Stop taunting me and first tell me where are you?’

‘A 30*20 feet spacious balcony of a resort.’

‘Rudra!!’

‘Okay! Okay! I am here..’

‘Here where?’

‘Goa of the East coast!

~~~~
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After having a jamming session all alone, with myself, continuously for a whole night, I was still displeased with the output I made.

Sitting in front of a piano holding a sheet of musical notes, in a room of my resort, I crushed the paper between my palms and threw it away. The growling sky accompanied the crush of the paper.

The dark clouds hugging each other in the sky, I could hear the confession of their love for each other. The clouds cried tears of joy, drenching the whole city in the rain of love.

Taking out the cigarette between my lips into my fingers, I stood up, walking towards the wing-back bed camouflaged with the grey and white walls in the same room.

I jumped onto it on my back, spreading my arms wide with the cigarette between my fingers, wrist hanging to the side. I expelled all the angst parting my lips.

The cool breeze entered through the partially opened door on my right. The sound of the waves jumping in the sea, with the joy of witnessing their friend’s love and the sound of the droplets kissing them calmed my rage.

Thinking about our yesterday’s conversation, I turned my head to the other side.

‘Who said that your music is worst Rudra?’

‘Me!’

‘Oh God! Common Rudra! You too know that you are the best music director in India at the moment!’

‘But still, I feel..’

‘You feel what?’

‘Kaushik.. I feel it’s.. it’s just music, sounds of few instruments and that’s it!!’

‘And I guess that is what music is! Isn’t it?’

‘No! There.. there should be a meaning to it!’

‘Meaning?’

‘Life and a soul!!’

‘Don’t talk like a saint Rudra!’

‘Kaushik.. what I make.. is just.. just music..  there’s no.. no life.. and.. soul.. in it..’

The conversation in my head faded away when I heard few giggles, the giggles somewhere outside in the resort entered through the partially opened XX horizontal slider, five feet away from my right.

Getting up from the bed, I threw the cigarette butt into the ashtray on the side table to my. Meanwhile, I left my phone there to charge.

I took out another cigarette and placed the pack back on the side table taking the lighter.

The shallow giggles got deeper as I moved closer to it. I walked through the crushed papers, pushing the slider door to the left and tried to lit the cigarette while moving out. But the wind was blowing it off constantly, pairing with the drips of the rain flowing through the open gable roof.

I went to the corner of the balcony and leaned onto the wall supporting my elbow on the rosewood balustrade. Covering the cigarette in my mouth with my cupped palm, I tried to lit it.

I saw a few
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