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  Saturday Date


  The shutters on the Irani restaurant allow only a trickle of light to spill onto the pavement, illuminating Mary’s feet as she passes by. She stays in the shadows, hugging the battered concrete wall that borders Mazgaon Terrace. The girl trailing behind her clutches at Mary’s cotton dress.


  The city’s night-time haze bathes the courtyard in a pallid light. A few of the surrounding windows still glow—a checkerboard pattern of yellow incandescent bulbs broken in spots by the ghostly white of a fluorescent tube. Mary’s hands begin to tremble and her back stiffens. She looks as if someone has tied her to an invisible sheet of plywood.


  Fighting the pain, Mary raises her head. As she expected, the lady shimmers above her like vapor from a kettle, smiling encouragement. Spittle runs down Mary’s chin as she takes a deep breath and throws her head all the way back. She raises her hands and cups them around her mouth.


  “I went to see my dah-ling, last Saturday night.”


  Then the tremors begin, and flashes of light pierce her eyes. An unseen force grips her chest, squeezing air from her lungs as she continues singing words she does not know and cannot remember afterward. Her raspy vocals rise in the confines of the courtyard, ricocheting off the crumbling stone, shooting upward, aiming for the stars.


  The pulsating agony in Mary’s temples fades. When her vision clears, the lady is still there. Her white robe smolders with cold fire, and her blue mantle flutters in the gentle breeze. She raises a hand. Mary lowers her head and makes the sign of the cross.


  The coins begin to fall, clinking on the rough concrete. The girl swoops down like a bird of prey and gathers them with swift, practiced movements. Some hit the ground near Mary’s feet and roll, spinning before they come to a stop. Mary waits, trusting the child’s unerring instincts.


  Satisfied at last that she’s gathered everything, Mary takes the girl’s hand. They turn into the narrow alley that runs between the older section of Mazgaon Terrace and Prasanna, past the Bank of Maharashtra. A few of the residents of B block linger in the communal balconies, sharing drinks and cigarettes.


  Mary clicks her makeshift castanets—bottle caps glued to cardboard strips—a few times before finding a rhythm. Once again, she looks up at the heavens but this time, the lady has vanished. With a slight frown, Mary begins.


  “You are my sunshine, my only sunshine.”


  A few of the onlookers whistle as they fumble in their pockets for change.
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