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ONE &amp; HALF
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Madhu.S



To those who kept their special time to read and gave

pieces of advice to complete this in a short time.

Anantha Padmanabhan Rajababu

Arun Kumar

Avijit Dutta

Richard Clark

To the only one who made me believe about some talent

left in me

Arya Dharan



To my parents who sacrificed their good time in life to give

me strength

Sasidharan Nair

Pushpa vally

And



To all who are going to love Ellen and her life



"Even to your old age and gray hairs I am he, I am he who

will sustain you. I have made you and I will carry you; I will

sustain you and I will rescue you."

– Isaiah 46:4



CHAPTER 1



It was raining the entire day. The street covered with the red and

dark brown leaves tumbled from maple trees. Sun was looking down

through the dim mists over the city, rain and sun made shades of a

rainbow in the firmament. Maple trees with red and orange scales

polarized individuals' visual perceives like a sizable voluminous

blooming garden. Peoples were ambulating in the city wearing long

raincoats and few with umbrellas. A woman with the grimy dress was

endeavoring to accommodate herself before few shops in the street;

the shop proprietors are yelling at her and tossing her back to the

rain. She limped towards the transport holding up shed with the help

of a wood stick in her grasp .that holding up shed was a minimal long

way from where she was, she went inside through the group to

discover a corner for her. Peoples gave her approach inside; they

would prefer not to get grimy by physically reaching that old woman.

She sat on the edge of the shed. Transports came and passed on their

regular intervals, and shed became vacuous by night. The surge in

the city is less on those pluvial November days. Less business made

the shop proprietors close early. The old lady was feeling artic in that

open shed; she was sitting tight at dusk in the street to discover a

space for her to sleep. .She saw the person ambulating outside after

shutting the last shop in that lane .she initiated limping in the street

to locate a warm and closed space to sleep; lamentably she didn't find
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any warm space for her in that time. Her standard space for sleeping

possessed by some nascent gathering of road carnival players. She

stopped in a veranda of an espresso spot where peoples used to play

caroms in the daytime; it was congested space, the cold floor was

gelid like solidified water, she made her area to sleep proximate to

the harsh divider with two layers of paper sheets which she amassed

from junk drums. She laid on it and secured her body with her old

filthy woolen cover. It was raining vigorously outside and with that

commotion of rain she auricularly perceived the insidious sound of a

wolf from somewhere that made her frightened to sleep in that open

veranda. Still, she attempted to sleep with tightly closed Eyes.

That was a wreck by gathering of canines. One Brown female

canine was running in front with conveying pack on its mouth,

something overwhelming heavy in it. That canine ran speedily to

save its repast, different canines are rushing to grab its repast ,or

they optate it to distribute that supper with them. There were little

blood stains on that sack dangling from that pooch's mouth. Sadly,

to protect its repast that canine found the same space in the street,

where the destitute old woman was sleeping. That massively Goliath

brown canine just hurried into the area and left her repast on the

corner proximate to the woman and swung back to other canines, it

appears a battle ahead.

With noisy commotion of canines the woman got up and initiated

yelling at the canines, she appears to be distraught at those creatures

who bothered her sleep. She took her large wooden stick and tossed

it to those canines making noise. Canines kept up a protected

separation from the woman, and they yapped and snarled at her… .

Old Woman backpedaled to the veranda, she found the sack with

blood and brought that out with part of repugnance all over to throw

it out from that point … .yet.. One newborn child foot was rising out

of the pack…

Oh my god … Her voice was loud even in rain
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She kept that pack on her blanket and opened; there was a half

dead newborn baby covered in blood. Her mind was blank for a

minute... she secured the infant with her cover and initiated running

from there. She overlooked her handicaps; it can be God's

supernatural occurrence, or a human's inward powers made her ran.

Canines ran after her, not for long. She was running speedily than

they can. She took all her energy left in her while running towards

the Hilltop church. That is the primary place where people can

observe lights in any midnight from anyplace of Maple Valley. The

light may be made her expectations about somebody up there to help

this sick infant. She reached downside of the hill and took steps to go

up the mountain; she knew the road towards the church is much

longer than these levels. She was jumping through the steps to reach

the Mass expeditious, or she was just like flying through the steps.

She entered the ingress of the church and yelled. HELP…HELP …the

words stuck in her throat ….

Father Gabriel was awake in that night. One of the glass windows

in his bedroom broken by his insidious children in the orphanage…

father is regretting about the gift he purchased for them - a softball.

He never felt that ball will break his peaceful sleep in this way… he

got up from the bed just in advance of a few minutes, overwhelming

breeze and rain were thundering outside.... Showers of water came

all over. Sprays of water reached even on his face. He stood up on the

floor looked at Jesus picture hanged on his wall and whispered

“Jesus... Why are you doing this to me” Jesus was smiling at

him...Thinking about the priest repining about his lost slumber and

rain to someone who sacrificed life and got crucified for humans in

the planet...

Father Gabriel walked to the book retire and took out a thick book

with a coal-black cover from the top row. Is he going to read crime

and punishment in the midnight..! … No chance ...he took something

else from the rack which he kept behind that book. It was a parcel of
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Cohiba behike cigars, most excellent quality made in Cuba… nobody

at any point saw the father smoking anytime...strange… ..Perhaps he

obnubilated those propensities behind his book rack… behind

Dostoyevsky for a reason… he lit his cigar and moved towards the

broken window… cold water spayed inside with breeze. Mist caught

on his hair and beard began to make his hairs to wet… the sonic tone

of fluid turned out to be less and stopped outside. Thick white smoke

risen out of his mouth hindered his sight for a minute, and got

sucked outside with the breeze through the broken window. Mercury

street lights made a yellow cover to the road from the valley; Father

recognized one shadow moving quickly with something towards the

church from the valley... He never observed anybody running like this

towards the church… he crushed his cigar at that point and raced to

the ground floor of clergy house. "Adam. Wake up.. Wake up" ..

Furthermore, he thumped a door while running towards the

congregation, lights came everywhere throughout the church and the

buildings close to it …

A Young fellow continued behind father with sleepy advances; he

is a helper of this congregation and father Gabriel's unequaled right

hand… Adam

They reached the church and Saw that winded old woman

requesting Help with her eyes and trapped voice in her throat … she

was showing a pink infant secured with a messy woolen cover to

them… father took the infant from her hand; it turned into a small

crowd behind father .most of the inmates &amp; orphans of Moses was

standing behind him, Everyone was gazing at the old lady… sister

Mary approached and took the infant from the father; she felt the

cold of that infant on her palm. She kept the child so close to her and

whispered in that little angel's ears "don't surrender Baby. Jesus is

with you."
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Father Gabriel surged inside his office to discover the car keys. Old

woman saw father Gabriel, Adam and sister Mary was going down to

valley on an old car belongs to the congregation

There were many children and old womens gathered around that

destitute woman. She took a Deep breath and asked Sister Catherine

standing contiguous her for some water; sister backpedaled to the

orphanage for water. She looked on the peoples staring at her..

Distinctive ages and diverse skin hues … every one of them with night

dress. A moderately aged woman approached and lent her hand to

old women for help. Sister Catherine returned with a glass pot

brimming with water, she poured water into a glass and given to the

Old woman. She brought the glass with shuddering hands, gushed

that water from glass to her mouth without physically reaching her

lips on that glass, she approached sister for the pot of water by

showing her other hand towards the container with her drained eyes.

Sister gave her the cup in her grasp; she held the pot with two hands,

she drunk water like she never drunk water in her life.

Mother Superior Rachel ambulated slowly to the group with her

strolling stick; she upheld on divider with her hand… Her steps

appear to be extremely excruciating with her swelled foot. When she

reached the group all amassed there turned hush, she requested that

the woman come inside Mosses orphanage… The group was

scattered, somebody helped Old woman to stroll to mosses. Nobody

can tell this Old woman got through the steps if they observe how

she is walking at that time. Mother Rachel commanded Sister

Catherine to give the woman a pair old night dress and warm water

to shower

While walking to mosses Mother turned towards the Old woman

and inquired... May we know your name …?

She kept quiet for a minute. Possibly she is trying to recall her

name which she forgot years back … she whispered Jennifer …

Jennifer Lawrence …
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Alright… wash up and rest now. We appreciate what you did today;

we will talk tomorrow. God bless you… mother Rachel sustained

stroll with her agonizing advances

Sister Catherine guided Old woman to a room. It was a clean stay

with white textures on furniture. Sister prompted her to shower

before resting. She exited the room keeping a couple of nightdress on

the bed... Old women took a hard breath and tears was descending

from her eyes… she whispered herself slowly. "I reached where I

never needed to"… "I am not an orphan".. "I have a family".. Tears

made her messy materials wetter, she limped towards the washroom.

Warm water kept in that large aluminum vessel begun to get cold.

She remained in the washroom, looked her reflection in the mirror…

she washed her hand with warm water. That inculpable infant blood

stains went out from her palms. She whispered... "Jesus please save

that baby."

She didn't wash up, even with that hot water she got after years.

The reflection she optically recognized in the mirror was so horrible.

She kept her arms on the mirror like a creature outwardly seeing the

mirror for the first time. She thought the virtual picture she just

optically perceived in the mirror was another person… she took out

a heart-shaped memento from her dress, opened it to two halves’,

inside there were two faces on it, one gorgeous woman and a

handsome man. She whispered… "If" … .she didn't complete what

she intended to say, sorrow in her throat swallowed those words. She

returned to the room. Pulled the green floor mat close to the entry to

mid of the room. She laid on it. Perhaps the wooden floor and that

floor mat gave her more solace than that frozen open space she slept

in that night.

Adam was driving fast all the way to the hospital. Tires were

skidding on all the curves while peregrinating towards the hospital ,

He went to rough terrain few times on those dangerous curves after

rain, father stayed silent, he maybe prays to God for the infant in his
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