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Sweets for my Sweet (Tooth) (By Nina Kedar) nkedar@hotmail.com
Two Diwali offerings arrive for me. “For you, madam”, the office boy grins. 

They sit on my desk, resplendent in finery. I stare at them for a long time. 


One, a large wicker basket. Red and gold ribbons intertwine the handle. The edges of the basket adorned with red satin roses. The entire ensemble swathed in regal gossamer-soft gold netting, held with dull gold trailing ribbons tumbling over one another in excited cartwheels. This is a designer creation that will do well on the catwalk.

Inside, what seem like a 100 little bite-sized chocolates. Some moulded, some indeterminate, some the head of the Sphinx. Each wrapped individually in glowing silver paper that goes ballistic with holiday cheer: stars, flowers, bows. Bows and gold are the flavours of the day. What secrets do their centers hold? Nuts? Caramel? Nougat? Candied fruit? More chocolate? Full and voluptuous, they are vamps for sure. 

The other, a large flat cardboard box. It is a happy box, in soft peach somewhat the same shade as the first warm rays that announce the dawn of a brand-new day. A delicate gold trellis of leaves hold this shade captive. A transparent window beckons and dares one to take a peek: Indian sweets stand dutifully, like soldiers, in rows, luring me to defect. 

The rewards of the other side are pure sin: some are shaped like slices of succulent watermelon, and the seeds are chopped nuts. Some are tiny lotus buds made of marzipan, with a bright red and rich filling of sweetened milk that was boiled so long, it got petrified and stayed solid. Some are bonsai cantaloupe melons with the tiniest edible stems, some are milky-fair and square and hold layers of chocolate and walnut. The sweets release aromas reveling in saffron and cinnamon and clove, mingled with feelings of love and the laughter of small children. 
Slowly and surely, over the next gazillion days, I will eat each and every one of them. 

And try not to think of what people say: 

“One moment on the lips,

Forever on the hips”

To all readers of Juhu Citizen, here’s wishing you and your families 

A HAPPY & PROSPEROUS DIWALI

Be well.

