

THE PATTERNED FLOOR : EIDETIC MEMORY

It was a floor of deep-red octagons, 

Green squares, ochre lozenges, black and white

Triangles nestled in the space between, 

A tapestry of “carpet-pattern” tiles

Cool, smooth and polished, laid upon the floor

Of bedrooms in the house where I was born, 

Built for the clan in nineteen twenty-eight. 

These tiles were special, meant to imitate

Italian tiles of tessellated clay

And doubly special, since they all were made

By my dear father and his nephew-friend

Pheroze and Rustam Sidhwa, years ago, 

Fired by Swadeshi fervour, to replace

Imports, and let the country take her place 

With pride and local self-sufficiency. 

Their glowing colours mesmerised the eyes

As I, a cradled infant, stood to stare, 

Holding the railings, at the patterned floor. 

What deep and lasting, bright imagery

Burned itself into my young memory!

Five decades later, when l come to stay 

In my old home, the patterns leap at me

In wonderful eidetic clarity

As l drop off to sleep. Not “negatives”, 

Colour-reversed like after-images

Of lights and brightness. No, there comes to me 

Unbidden, and in perfect symmetry, 

A faithful copy of that magic floor. 

Its pattern is so complex: if l try

To consciously remember how it looks

Or draw it, or I try to visualise

Its looks, the image disappears at once, 

Coming again, unbidden, as l sleep. 

I cannot will it. Lying hopefully, 

The pattern creeps back quite unconsciously. 

Vanishing at a hint of conscious thought, 

It slips back as I fall asleep, or wake.

This mystifying eidetic memory

Lasts several nights after I’ve gone away. 

The image flits across my sleepy lids

Like a nostalgic fragrance in the breeze

Enfolding me in childhood memories. 
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