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Foreword 

Write Tribe - seeks to be a platform that can add value to the blogging/ 

writing community. It is our effort to motivate bloggers to explore new 

aspects of their writing and encourage their creativity.  

In the short time that the Write Tribe blog has been around we've 

managed to make some serious waves in the Indian blogging community 

(or at least so we think!). 

Thanks to the idea and efforts of Vidya Sury, the Write Tribe Facebook 

Group and friends are happy to present our first collection of some of our 

favourite posts from our blogs.   

Enjoy! 

Corinne Rodrigues 

http://writetribe.com  

http://everydaygyaan.com 

http://From7Eight.com  
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Namaste! 

Dear Friend, 

I am delighted to present The Write Tribe Anthology, Book 1, featuring 36 amazing 

bloggers’ favorite posts from their blog.  

We have fiction, personal experiences, poetry, haiku, parenting wisdom, anecdotes, 

humor and more…and I can assure you that you’ll enjoy this book. I had a great time 

editing it. 

Perhaps you’re wondering, why this book?  

I turned 50 this year. To celebrate, I wanted to create something memorable with my 

writing group, the Write Tribe. What better way than collaboration, I thought. To that 

end, I decided to invite more bloggers to share their thoughts on my blog. But I wanted to 

do something even more exciting – like a book. Write a book? A somewhat intimidating 

thought – and too big a project to wrap and make public before the year end.  

Then I laughed – because the answer was literally calling out to me. How about a book 

with a compilation of our favorite posts? 

I presented the idea to the group – and was thrilled with the positive response. The 

contributors sent their posts. All I had to do was put them together and write an 

introduction, right? No. I went through the dilemma of categorizing the posts – then 

decided against it. I simply went with listing the bloggers’ names in alphabetical order. 

Presenting: 

36 outstanding bloggers who write from the heart 

36 posts that will tug at your heart strings 

This book is a bouquet of amazing bloggers who not only captivate with their writing, 

but are also warm friendly people who enjoy connecting and support each other.  They 

add fragrance to my life and I am honored to know them. 

I urge you to visit their blogs – the links are at the end of each post. 

Enjoy! 

With love, 

Vidya Sury 

P.S.: A very special “Thank You” to Vaisakh Venugopal, who deserves an award for 

patiently sitting up with me to proof-read the book! 

P. P.S.: Some of our contributors are generously offering their books as free downloads. 

Do check them out. The links are in their author bio at the end of their posts and also at 

the end of the book! 

http://themuseumpiece.wordpress.com/
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Through the peephole 

By Aditi Kaushiva 

 

Tiptoed she watched the next door neighbours from the peephole, as the young 

couple left for work. She suddenly clutched her pallu, covered her mouth and ducked 

as they took the stairs just next to her door. Breathing only when they had left. She 

hated herself for doing this every morning and promised not to be so obsessed with 

her neighbours, but failed every day. There was something that tugged at her heart, 

something that burned in the pit of her stomach which made her creep on them. She 

couldn't describe the emotions that sprang up whenever she looked at them, the two 

handsomely in love. Did she hate them? Hate was a very strong word but didn't she 

cringe every time the two held hands. Or was it she envied Rhea? Rhea who looked 

beautiful despite the broad forehead cleverly covered up with bangs, the rimmed 

glasses which slipped every now and then from her petite nose. 

The screeching telephone disturbed her thoughts. Habitually she picked it up in one 

ring, hoping it was Amir, her husband. "Hello, Sadhana boutique?” a faint voice spoke. 

Another wrong number, the third in the last two hours. She wanted to scream NO! but 

irritatingly cut the line. She made a mental note to inform Amir about these incessant 

wrong numbers.  

The phone in her hand, the big black rotary dial telephone, again drifted her thoughts 

towards the neighbours. She often found them strange, their habits queer and out of 

place. Like once she had seen him, the husband, his palm covering his ear, speaking 

loudly to his mother. Who, if she remembered correctly, was a good 200 miles away 

from this city. She had wondered how was this possible, how was he speaking to her, 

"telepathy?" her mind was rationalizing when he had produced that small blue boxed 

thing which had numbered buttons on it. A "phone?"...she had been amazed with the 

discovery and had wondered why Amir hadn't bought one yet. Communication would 

have been so much easier when he was away on these long business trips. 

Her stomach grumbled making her realize that it was almost lunch time. A sudden 

weakness made her head spin, as if she hadn't eaten for years. She got up to go to the 

kitchen, craving for hot aalu paranthas with adrak-lehsun ka achaar. Whenever she 

was alone she made peace with just milk and fruits but today her mind wandered, 

wandered to the fragrances of the world where once she had belonged!  

Her ancestral home was nothing less than a Palace and her father respected and 

rejoiced all over the village was certainly no less than a King. Well, he was the 

Zamindar of the village, a tall broad man who seldom spoke or smiled and mostly 
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ordered around with just a twitch of his moustache. Memories came rushing back to 

her....  

Her stout mother who was always busy managing the huge household. There were 7 

workers who reported to her alone! Rama amma who was the head cook, whose 

whiff of handmade hot buttered aalu paranthas made the children rush from their 

play area to the kitchen early mornings. Martha, the governess....strict yet 

sweet...who not only home taught the kids but also was responsible for their 

grooming, cleanliness, mannerisms etc.  

She remembered how Martha would get irritated with her when she insisted on 

keeping her long, black hair loose and Martha would run behind her to piggy tail them 

first telling her politely that "It looks neat this way Madam", and then snapping at her 

angrily "Wait till I tell your Mom". The two helpers whose name she is forgetting, they 

would run the small day-to-day household errands but most of the times were caught 

playing marbles and smoking beedi.  

Then there were the two drivers, the old trusted Kaka for Fathers precious elegant 

peacock blue Delahaye, and the other young lanky fellow for the sturdy old 

Ambassador. And finally, the most important member of the house, adored by all, 

who even managed to bring a smile to Father's face and was respected like the 

grandfather of the family, Ramu Chacha, the gardener who managed the vast 

plantations of every possible fruits and vegetables, producing the crunchiest, freshest, 

tastiest carrots, brinjals, lettuce, apples and guavas.  

She unknowingly wiped a tear off her cheek, as she fondly remembered Ramu Chacha. 

The only one who had ever cared for her, understood her heart and helped her when 

the time came... 

"Tenho saudades tuas", she whispered, surprising even herself that she remembered 

the little Portuguese that Martha had taught her. Her palms lifted to touch Ramu 

Chacha's bearded cheeks as if he was right in front of her...but only the memories 

remained now...memories of his toothless smile, his kind eyes, his bald head smelling 

of coconut oil and his last embrace...his cold bony hand tightly gripping hers, in that 

bitter winter night, when he had helped her run away with Amir. 

She was just seventeen then, but more mature than her years. She had understood 

long ago that this aristocratic life wasn't for her, that she would not succumb to her 

father's pressures of marrying some Man, just because he was more powerful than 

her father (and older too!). She had to escape! It was actually in her first attempt to 

run away from home that she had crossed paths with Amir. 

"A Muslim!! A mere merchant!!" Ramu Chacha had shrieked, horrified at her confession. 

And then he had slumped in his charpoy sighing, "Baby ji, what have you gotten 

yourself into?” And a year later, in that bitter winter night, tightly clutching her hand, 
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he had led her to Amir, to that train compartment. "I wish you all the love and 

happiness in the world Baby ji...May God be with you", he had said touching her 

forehead. His last words, to which she could not respond...the loud horn of the train 

had filled the space between them. Chug-chug-chug slowly they had started moving 

to a new life but she had kept on gazing, gazing till her neck strained, till he was 

nothing but a tiny dot... 

Chug-chug-chug, the melancholy noise enveloped her....Chug-chug-chug, she suddenly 

began to shake violently, splashes of red smeared in front of her eyes and then a 

crash! She woke up with a jolt, the big black rotary dial telephone on the floor, her 

face burning and her eyes moist. She must have dozed off thinking about Ramu 

Chacha and had had a terrible nightmare!  

She shrugged off the shivers and picked up the telephone. "It's so dusty", she winced, 

vigorously cleaning the speaker with her pallu. "Hadn't I just mopped and dusted the 

entire house yesterday", she thought but gasped when she looked above to find 

cobwebs everywhere. She cursed her fading memory and went to get the broom. 

Lately she was having more and more episodes of such forgetfulness. The unpaid bills 

piled up on the dining table, a proof of this. She was busy brushing off the spider webs 

when she heard the jingling of the keys. "Back already", she grunted and her ears 

perked up instantly, trying to catch the neighbours' conversation. 

"Okay-okay, I'm scared of dogs", she heard Rhea admit to her husband while he was 

laughing abashedly. "Now that you've had a good laugh, can we get back to the topic?? 

And don't make this into another of your you-don't-understand crap. Make me 

understand", she said, her tone a little irritated yet curious. "Honey, for the last 

time...I'm saying this for the last time...We are not buying this house." He cleared his 

throat as if to speak out aloud, but instead he mumbled something under his breath, 

"She died almost a decade ago and there have been stories...call me faint-hearted but at 

times I do feel her presence".  

Now it was Rhea's turn to laugh but looking at her husband's face she resisted the 

urge and elbowed him to go on. "Well, this old couple were going back to their village 

when their train met a terrible accident. The husband died on the spot. After recovering 

for a few days in the hospital, when she came back, she refused to acknowledge that her 

husband was dead. She met no one, there were no relatives who came to look them up, 

I'm not even sure if the poor husband's body was ever claimed or not. It was clear that 

she was nearing insanity. And one day, it all ended. She must have died of loneliness or 

her instability..."  

Dumbfounded, Rhea slowly moved her gaze to the house.... 

At the other side of the door something creaked....She turned her neck a full 180 

degrees to look at Rhea through the peephole, just as she had in the morning... 
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About Aditi 

 

Aditi Kaushiva is a banker by profession, but 

a blogger by passion. She believes in living 

to the hilt and always welcomes life with 

enthusiasm. Her other interests are Dancing, 

Reading, Travelling and Photography. Her 

blog is at: 

http://www.makeitbeayoutiful.blogspot.in/  

  

http://www.makeitbeayoutiful.blogspot.in/


~ 10 ~ 
 

 

Tingling Memories, Wafting Fragrances 

By Bhavya (Ishithaa) 

 

As twilight approaches, signaling a new dawn a couple of hours away, a new day filled 

with new dreams, new life and new hopes, new things to be achieved and newer 

relationships to be nurtured, I can’t help but feel an ache in my heart. Some of you 

know that my big day is approaching, when I would embark on my journey with my 

soul-mate. 

 

I know it is a dream come true for every girl, every parent and her friends to see her 

living a new life, one of joy and comfort, love and contentment, but how can you 

overlook the fact that this also means that you have to let go of all the wonderful 

things associated with your own home, the one where you grew up and spent your 

childhood, the one where you fell down and broke your limb, the one where your 

mother lovingly nurtured you back to health ignoring her own health, the one where 

your daddy always brought home an ice-cream on your smallest achievement, the one 

where you fought over the tiny bit of sweet with your brother. 

 

The wafting fragrance of the incense stick announced it was sandhya. My brother had 

lit the lamp and was praying, doubtless, that the girl in class whom he has a crush on 

would smile at him the next day. Does he know that his sister is praying that he 

doesn’t miss her much when she no longer lives in the same house? Would the smell 

of the new home and the agarbathi there be the same? Would I miss something as 

trivial as a familiar agarbathi fragrance? 

 

Dinner would be served promptly by 9 and its just 8.45 now. The yummy smell of the 

tomatoes and the coriander leaves frolicking in the sambar filled up my home. Freshly 

roasted papads, still glistening due to the oil they were fried in, would be gone even 

before dinner time as daddy and bro had the habit of munching on them while they 

were still hot. Mother’s admonitions were futile, for such was the inviting fragrance 

emanating from food cooked by her that we could never resist nor did we ever try to 

hold back. 

 

The familiar, comforting fragrance of the room freshener lurks in the bedroom which I 

share with my darling brother. On those nights when I’d be sleepless, all I had to do 
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was to creep into his bed, sure of the fact that even in sleep he would stretch his hand 

out to hug and hold me close. Almost always I would drift off into deep dreamless 

sleep comforted by his hug, encased in the fragrance of love. 

 

For our mother, it is a ritual to plant kisses smelling of her minty toothpaste on our 

cheeks while we are still sleeping. Though she is careful not to rouse her sleeping 

children, the mint flavor does it for us and we roll over and try to catch hold of the end 

of the blanket to cover ourselves and delve back into dreamland. 

 

Sweet are the mornings when daddy would wake me up before sunrise, the hot 

steaming tea made by him all ready. Accompanied by the strong heady smell of the 

tea, we sit in the hall, I chattering away while he is busy listening to me and reading his 

newspaper, making sure that he doesn’t miss out a single word that is printed and 

ensuring that not a syllable from his daughter goes unheard. 

 

The goodbye hug from the tall, lanky brother of mine leaves me smelling of his after 

shave about which I often complained to mother that while in office I would smell like 

a man all thanks to her son. Flashing his teeth, he would hug me again, closer, harder. 

No matter what perfume I used after that, I would still smell of him, his after shave. 

 

Holding onto these traces of memories and nostalgic moments is all I feel I can do 

right now. Maybe tomorrow’s fragrances would be richer, but that does not mean I 

can or I will let go of these olfactory pleasures I have indulged in throughout my life. 

 

 

About Bhavya 
The coconut palms swaying to the gentle breeze 

along the myriad rivulets across Gods Own Country 

kindle the dreamer in me and inspire me to write. A 

hopeless romantic and believer in fairy tales, books, 

friends, music and food soothe my soul and 

rejuvenate me like nothing else. Secretly desirous of 

being a world famous author, I weave tales on my 

blog about people, relationships and emotions. 

I blog at Ishithaa - http://ishithaa.com/posts and can 

be contacted on Facebook and Twitter. 

http://ishithaa.com/posts
http://ishithaa.com/posts
https://www.facebook.com/MeIshithaa
https://twitter.com/Bhav_Zz
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Listen To Your Heart 

By Corinne Rodrigues 

Voices, opinions 
Come flooding in 

“You should have done this…” 
“You could have done that…” 

“Why didn’t you say this?” 
“How could you say that?” 

“You can’t do that!” 
You know what the truth is. 

You know what’s right. 
The signs speak louder than words. 

And your heart speaks clearly 
If only you’d pay heed 

If only you’d trust yourself enough. 
Your heart tells you what’s important. 

It signals what you need 
It shows you the way 

It leads you gently 
Towards peace 

Still yourself. 
Listen. 

Pay attention. 
Follow your heart 

It’s the only way to inner peace. 
 

 



~ 13 ~ 
 

What I find fascinating about the way we are made is that deep within us we already 

know. Know what, you ask? We know what’s good for us, we know the kind of people 

we should avoid, what we really want to do with our lives, and how we want to be 

remembered. We have the answers. And yet, we keep looking for them everywhere 

else, but within ourselves. 

An ancient myth tells of the Gods getting together to make Man and while doing so 

they begin to discuss where the secret to life should be placed. They agree that it 

should be someplace mysterious, not obvious. It should be so well hidden that it will 

be a challenge for Man to find it. One God suggested that the bottom of the ocean 

would be a good place to hide it. But his idea was shot down as the others were 

convinced that Man would invent all sorts of equipment to explore the depths of the 

ocean. The highest mountain was not an option too, as the Gods realized that Man 

would eventually invent airplanes and helicopters to land there. No place seemed 

challenging enough. Until one God, came up with the most brilliant suggestion: ‘Let us 

hide the secret of life within the heart of each person – Man will never think to look 

there!” 

So today, welcome to wherever you are. Sit down and listen to your heart! 

 

 

 

About Corinne 

 
Corinne Rodrigues is a Mumbai based blogger who 
blogs at: 
  
Everyday Gyaan, http://everydaygyaan.com 
From 7Eight http://from7eight.com and  
Write Tribe  http://writetribe.com 
 

    

 

http://everydaygyaan.com/
http://from7eight.com/
http://writetribe.com/
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 Dear Mother 

By Diana Pinto 

 

You brought us into this world 
holding our hands every step of the way  
You were with us through rough patches of life 
A pillar of strength toiling for us night and day 
A caring and a loving heart you have  
to me you are a person most special  
We’ve been blessed to have a precious mother like you 
you’d always be my guardian angel 
We’ve created beautiful memories through the years gone by 
we’ve enjoyed life’s best moments together which money couldn’t buy 
you’ve always been my best friend and my greatest supporter  
In times of trouble I know who to turn to  
It’s no one else but you Mother 
You’ve seen us through difficult times 
 guided us and given us the best advice you could 
showered us with your endless and unconditional love 
 God would surely bestow you with his choicest blessings from up above 
 

 

About Diana 

Hi everyone, My name is Diana Pinto 
and welcome to my Blog Diana’s 
Musings 
http://dianasmusings.wordpress.com I 
write here as I enjoy expressing myself in 
this small space where I can be myself. 
As each day passes I learn something 
new and different and I wish to share the 
same knowledge with my readers 
through writing.  

I hope each word written in this space 
supports motivates and inspires my 
readers be it family, friends, relatives or 
readers across the seas. I write to bring a 
change and to make a difference to 
people’s lives. 

 

http://dianasmusings.wordpress.com/
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Indecent 

By Hrishikesh Bawa 

He was standing near the hospital entrance waiting for the rains to stop. The 
sudden rains had brought things to a jam in the city. Since he hadn’t brought an 
umbrella he couldn’t walk and the traffic was too slow moving to take a cab. He 
reached into his pocket for a cigarette and the lighter. Out of habit he ran his 
fingers along the length of the stick before inhaling it in before flicking the 
lighter open and lighting it up.  

He hadn’t been smoking for a while, but today he had remembered to pick up 
the pack and lighter from the drawer in the office up in the hospital. He was 
feeling tensed, scared for himself and for her. He half had a mind to call her up 
to check up on her, but he had already done that a couple of minutes back. 

The ambulance came in to a screeching stop near the entrance, and the 
orderlies rushed towards it as two patients were brought out of it. It was a 
young man and a woman both seemed to be in their early twenties. Both 
seemed to have been beaten up pretty bad. The boy had bruises and assault 
marks all over him and seemed to be bleeding from his mouth. His shirt had 
been ripped apart half way through and he winced every time someone 
touched him to support him while he was being moved on a stretcher.  

The girl seemed to have had it worse. She was beaten up as well, but had bite 
and scratch marks all over her naked body. It wasn’t that she wasn’t covered 
up, there was a sheet covering her body but her clothes were missing, and the 
sheet slipped when she was lifted to be put on the stretcher. One of the female 
nurses stepped back when she was being wheeled through along with him to 
the emergency room. He threw the half smoked cigarette and put on his apron 
as he ran through with the stretchers, ordering the orderlies to prep the room 
and the supplies he would need. 

He and the team tried to work the best they could through the two hours that 
followed, but the girl did not make it through. Apart from the marks visible on 
her body, she had suffered two broken ribs, severe trauma on the head and her 
vagina. She had been raped. Gang raped, brutally. She had tried to put up a 
fight like anyone would do defend themselves, but was over powered by the 
men who had gone down on her. Turn by turn.  

The boy it seems had tried to intervene to help her but was beaten up brutally 
by the same men. He would however go on to live. He was still standing there 
in room slightly taken aback at the condition of the two. He was pulling the 
gloves off his hand to wash them when a man came running in. “Please doctor, 
please save Riya. She is the only daughter I have.  She has been through enough 
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for a life time. Please doctor, please save her!” He didn’t know what to say. 
Almost robotically he started “I am sorry sir, but we did all that we could. I am 
afraid the injuries she has had are far too severe.  She has had too much blood 
loss and I am afraid there is nothing we can do to save her.”  

The father kept on speaking as he tugged at his scrubs. He didn’t hear a word 
of what was being told, but could only see the expressions on his face as it 
contorted with pain, anger and helplessness. An orderly came in and lead the 
weeping father out. He walked out after them.  

A group had gathered outside the room, probably friends and family of the 
two. He kept hearing while he stood there. It seemed that the boy and girl were 
engaged, and had gone to a bar in the city to celebrate. They had run in to a 
rowdy group of men when they were leaving the bar. The same group 
proceeded to beat them before proceeding to rape the girl.  

He couldn’t stand there anymore as more people tried to ask him if anything 
could be done for the girl. He changed into his clothes and took a cab home. It 
was early morning now, and she was still sleeping when he came in. He did not 
wake her up but just lay next to her and kept staring at her till he dozed off to 
sleep.  

When he woke up in the evening she was predictably not there. She would 
have gone to her shift in the hospital but he still called her up to check up on 
her. He felt a sense of relief when she answered. She had come to know of the 
case too, and asked him to come and check up on the boy was sleeping now. 

He took an hour to get ready, had a long hot bath to come to his senses before 
he left for the hospital. The police were there in the boy’s room with both the 
families when he entered. 
“Yes officer, I had kissed her before the three of them started calling names at 
us.” 

“What time was it? Were you drinking?” 

“It was slightly past eleven, I remember paying the bill around eleven. We had 
been drinking, yes, but only a beer or two while the match was on.” 

“Any other description of the three people who raped her?” He winced when 
he heard that word. “No, all that I remember of them I have already told the 
officer who came in just before you.” 

“Very well, the bar has a CCTV camera near its entrance where you were 
attacked; we will try to pull up some useful footage from it. I am deeply sorry 
for your loss. I understand that you were recently engaged, and you have my 
word that we will try all we can to catch the men responsible for this. Doctor, 
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will you please come with us, we need to just go through your statements as 
well.” 

He left with the cops to give his statements in a different room. The officer had 
the presence of mind to not take his statements in front of the families thinking 
that they would it hurt them even more. He went down to her section to meet 
her once. He waited for her to come out of a patient’s room. The two of them 
did not talk much, but just sat together for a while before she went off on her 
rounds again, and he to the boy’s room. 

 “Why were you drinking and kissing her on the street? Have you no sense of 
shame, how to behave decently?” 

“Decency, you ask me to behave decently father? So it was indecent in kissing 
her as we walked out of the bar? Just a small innocent kiss. Yes, that was 
indecent of me. Do you know what they did to her?” 

“Of course I do.” 

“You weren’t there when it happened. The three of them were drunk silly. They 
called us names, and when we walked away, they ran after us. We called for 
help but there was no one nearby. 

They beat me first while one of them held her. She tried to fight as well, but the 
guy holding her, he pulled her hair and kept slapping her. When they were done 
with me they went on to rape her. She fought, but they bit her, punched her 
and one after other raped her. 

I had only kissed her, but they stripped her naked and beat her before raping 
her on a street. Where is the decency in that? Where is the decency in that?” 

Everyone went silent. He asked them to leave the room so that the nurse could 
change his dressings. The nurse was not due for another hour, but he felt that 
the boy could do with this little comfort. 

“You know doctor, I loved her and she loved me back. We were so happy to 
have been engaged. Even our parents approved of it. I still remember the kiss 
she gave me that night. Her lips were so soft and moist. I still remember it like 
an old memory that you keep thinking of, because she always kissed me like 
that. I don’t think I have the will to live much longer. But I must tell you this 
because I am told you tried to save her. You did more for her than the rest of 
the world could. That night we had planned to save up to buy a house for 
ourselves to movie in to when we would get married. 

I still cannot understand why they did this to us. Why do they hate us so much? 
Ours was an act of love, why did they do this to her...to anyone...” 
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“Hush now, you need to be quiet and rest. The nurse will be on her way soon. I 
will give you a dose of sedative to put you to sleep. You need more rest to 
recover.” He gave him a shot before calling the nurse in. 

He was standing near the hospital entrance waiting for the rains to stop. The 
sudden rains had brought things to a jam in the city. Since he hadn’t brought an 
umbrella he couldn’t walk and the traffic was too slow moving to take a cab. He 
reached into his pocket for a cigarette and the lighter. 

Out of habit he ran his fingers along the length of the stick before inhaling it in 
before flicking the lighter open and lighting it up. He hadn’t been smoking for a 
while, but today he had remembered to pick up the pack and lighter from the 
drawer in the office up in the hospital. He was feeling tensed, scared for himself 
and for her. He half had a mind to call her up to check up on her, but he had 
already done that a couple of minutes back. 

The boy had taken a blade and slit his wrists in the bathroom. He was dead 
minutes before his family had noticed that he was taking too long in the 
bathroom. Today was his funeral. It seemed odd that it should rain today in the 
winters. He finished smoking his cigarette before he threw the stub on the 
ground and crushed it with his heel. He pulled up the collars of his jacket before 
walking off. He was going to attend the funeral. 
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Never Again 

By Jairam Mohan 

 
This story is set in the backdrop of an actual historical event, but the same has been 
embellished with fiction. Subsequently, any resemblance to any persons dead or living 
is purely unintentional and co-incidental. 
 

~ ~ ~ 
 
March 1919 had not been a good month for Sukhwinder (Suki). He had not only fared 
badly in his 4thGrade exams at The Victoria Memorial Matriculation School, Amritsar, 
he had also miserably failed in his Indian History oral exams informally conducted by 
his paternal uncle, Balwinder Chacha. 
 
While his bad performance at school exams would not be taken too seriously by 
anybody at home or at school for entirely different reasons, his Chacha ensured that 
he was punished for his bad performance at Indian History. After all, Balwinder 
Chacha was not called the “Sardar Sher” at his college, Amritsar Khalsa College, where 
he was studying BA Final Year, for nothing. He was well noted for his intense 
patriotism, fiery demeanor when it came to anything dealing with the colonial British 
and extreme passion towards his country, India. 
 
As a punishment Chacha made Suki run two additional rounds of the Amritsar Parade 
Grounds in addition to the five mandatory rounds that he had to complete every day. 
Chacha clearly believed that a healthy mind resided only in a healthy body and 
determined to ensure that his nephew was both physically and mentally ready to face 
the challenges that would be inevitable once he actively joined the Indian 
Independence struggle. 
 
Now Suki, just like any other 9 yr old boy of his age, didn’t quite understand what the 
fuss with the British ruling India was all about. He was more concerned about whether 
or not he would get enough money from his grandparents for Baisakhi so that he 
could buy himself some sweetmeats to savor. Chief among his daily worries was the 
fact that his Bebe (mother) didn’t always pack 3 nice, hot Tandoori rotis for him. 
 
And she also forgot to pack his favorite Sarson Da Saag on more than one occasion.  
Today Suki was all the more irritated and angry as Chacha had made him run those 
additional two rounds of the ground. He was aching, both physically as well as 
mentally. He wanted nothing more than to get back at Balwinder Chacha for making 
him so tired and the laughing stock of all his friends. 
 
************* 
 
In early March 1919, The Rowlatt Act had been passed which authorized the British 
Govt in India to imprison for up to two years, without trial, any person suspected of 
terrorism living in the Raj. The Act also gave the authorities almost infinite and 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rowlatt_Act
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unquestionable power to deal with activities termed as revolutionary. In April 1919, 
the Govt arrested Saifuddin Kitchlew and Satya Pal, popular Punjabi freedom fighters 
when they led protests against the passage of The Rowlatt Act. 
 
These arrests enraged young Indians all over the country, more so in Amritsar which 
was the home town of both these popular leaders of the freedom struggle. Balwinder 
Chacha gathered around some of his friends from college and met up with a few other 
local leaders in Amritsar. It was decided that on 13 April, on Baisakhi Day, a public 
meeting would be held at Jallianwala Bagh, a large public garden near the Harmandir 
Sahib gurudwara to decide the further course of action, as a result of the arrests. 
 
Given that Suki used to tag along with his Chacha all the time, he couldn’t but help 
overhear the plans for the public meeting on 13 April. He made up his mind, he would 
have his revenge on Balwinder Chacha on that day. He would publicly humiliate him 
the way his Chacha humiliated him in front of all his friends today. He would teach him 
a lesson. 
 
************* 
 
Sometime around 2 PM on 13 April, General Dyer, the British Raj’s local commander in 
Amritsar was sitting in his office sipping on his mid afternoon tea. Suddenly a small 
piece of paper was thrust into his room through the window adjoining the street next 
to his office. The paper contained in broken handwriting the following text – 
Dear sir, please note that a lot of people are gathered at the Jallianwala Bagh today to 
discuss how to protest actions of Britain. Their leader is Balwinder Chacha. 
 
As Suki was running away after throwing the paper into the office, he was already 
dreaming about how the British police would scold Balwinder Chacha in the grounds 
in front of all his friends. How Chacha would be humiliated and shamed in front of all 
the people who thought he was a big leader. Suki decided that he would go to the 
very top of the adjoining gurudwara and enjoy the scene. He ran straight to the 
gurudwara and found his vantage position. 
 
************* 
 
The prayer meeting at Jallianwala Bagh began at around 3.30 PM and the fact that 
Baisakhi was the harvest festival, it meant that the prayers on this particular day 
transcended religious beliefs and everybody at the ground, Hindu, Muslim and Sikh 
included participated in the prayers, thanking the Gods for a bountiful harvest this 
year. 
 
After the prayers were offered, one by one, local leaders started addressing the 
crowd about The Rowlatt Act and expressed their indignation at how their heroes had 
been arrested for leading peaceful protests against the Act. 
 
What they didn’t notice was that General Dyer, on the basis of the information he had 
received, had slowly managed to bring a contingent of almost 85 armed soldiers into 
the park through its narrow  entrance. He had also locked all other gates to the park. 
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He ordered the soldiers to get into firing positions and without any warning thereof 
ordered them to fire. 
 
For the next ten minutes, Suki couldn’t quite believe what he saw from the adjoining 
building. As the bullets continued to rain on the people in the park, many people died 
in the stampedes that occurred near the various locked exits of the park. Countless 
number of people jumped into the well in the park to avoid the bullets, and 
consequently fell to their deaths. Almost 1650 rounds of ammunition later, when Dyer 
finally ordered his troops to stop firing, approximately 1000 people had died. 
All their blood was on Suki’s hands. Little did he know that the red ink he had used to 
write that note would end up being colored by the blood of 1000 innocent Indians. 
 
************* 
 
Never again would Suki be able to write again, never again would he be able to put 
pen to paper again, as he was terrified what consequences his words would have. 
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Life is Beautiful 

By Jyothi Nair 

 

The cool breeze was a welcome change from the hot summers in Chennai that Priya 
was used to. Her life as a journalist required her to bear a lot of bad weather.  That life 
also didn’t give her the luxury of having time to dwell into the happenings in her life 
with a feeling of remorse, nostalgia or sheer happiness and bliss. Her past life, which 
she has knowingly put on the back seat as she struggled to get back to life. 

 

Mom was in the kitchen giving orders for the grand lunch planned for the day. Dad 
was relaxing in the grandfather’s chair placed on the open verandah. These were the 
two people who have become family to her by a strange twist of fate. 

She walked towards the hammock that was tied between palm trees in the front lawn 
and settled down with her book.  She intended to utilize her long overdue vacation to 
the maximum.  She doesn’t even remember the last time she had taken a day off. 
Perhaps it was when Dad had had a heart attack two months back and she had to rush 
down here to tend to him. She really didn’t want to think about that incident. She let 
that memory pass by.  

While in service, her Dad had to settle for a life in a flat, and these vast areas of paddy 
fields and fresh air was a blessing to him and his wife when he retired and decided to 
settle down in Kerala in their ancestral home. Her parents forced her into this 
vacation. They had urged her to take a few days off to come and celebrate Onam with 
them.  Priya was not too fond of festive seasons, but she gave in this time. 

Maybe she was tired too. The mad run between interviews and news broadcasts and 
the hectic life of a TV journalist was finally taking a toll on her. Her dad’s incident was 
also an indication to her that she was not actually fulfilling her duties towards them. 
They needed her as much as she needed them.   

But the career she had chosen was in Chennai, and she needed time to shift her base, 
if she ever intended to do so.  A career that she never dreamt would be hers. She was 
a good writer and a keen observer. Her talents in journalism coupled with her pleasant 
looks were a perfect combination for the field she had chosen.  Not to mention the 
backing she got from Arun. 
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She pushed her thoughts away and turned to the first page of the book. It said, “In 
loving memory of”. She tried hard to recollect when was the last time she picked up a 

novel to read. Was it before she met Arun?  She was a voracious reader back then. 
Reading at least two to three books in a week was the only pastime. Those were the 
early twenties of her life. She was working for Airtel then. She was living in a hostel in 
Chennai after her mother , Meera, passed away .Priya didn’t want to live in the flat 
that had so many memories attached to it. 

She still remembers that night. There was always a tensed atmosphere at home and 
that night was no different. Dad got back from work and within minutes their 
argument started. Ego issues and unsaid desires caused a split in this couple and Priya 
was a witness to this every single day since she can remember. Priya was old enough 
to stand up for her mother and so she did. Rajesh pushed her aside and Priya’s head 
hit the wall. Meera lost her head and asked him to leave.  Rajesh walks out of the 

apartment and gets into his car. He drives off in a rage.  The next they heard was of a 
tragic car accident that ended her dad’s life. 

Priya was brought back to the present when her Dad comes to call her for Lunch. She 
enjoyed being treated like royalty by her parents. She enjoyed seeing the happiness in 
their eyes as they serve her one dish after another. She was indeed a princess to them. 
She was in a new life now. She had Arun to thank for that. 

Priya was in no mood for a nap, so she walks down the gardens towards a small river 
that flows by their house. She finds a steady rock to sit on. She has never seen such a 
beautiful place in her life and the warmth of it brought a smile on her lips. Arun’s voice 
echoes in her ears “Young lady, I have a place back in my hometown that I would love 
to take you to. It has a breathtaking view and I would like nothing better in life than to 
share it with you. Will you marry me?” 

Smiling from the memory of it, she tried to recall the first moment that she realized 
that she was in love with Arun. He had walked into her office one day to place a 
complaint regarding his mobile service. It was her day off, but she had agreed to fill in 
for a friend. Arun had an impressive way about him. He was of a good build and had 
the most expressive eyes she has ever seen. He was complaining and yet he had a 
smile on his lips and in his eyes too. Priya was never the type to take notice of such 
things. She worked, went back to the hostel, read a book and came back to work the 
next day. She had lost interest in relationships a long time ago, and she viewed every 
relationship as a potential disaster. 

Arun came in again the next day and the day after that, and they started spending the 
evenings together. Priya often wondered what it was that was making her do all this. 

She would longingly await his calls and for their regular meetings in the evenings for a 
cup of tea. Slowly they came closer and closer beyond anything that Priya ever 
thought was possible for her. She agreed to go to the movies with him. They went out 
for dinners on special occasions. They had become inseparable in no time. 

And one day, Arun pops the question. Priya was taken back by his proposal. Yes, she 
was pleased beyond words, but there was a tug at her heart at the mention of 
marriage. The scars from her childhood were still fresh in her heart and she didn’t 
even realize it. Arun understood, as he always did and gave her time to decide. 
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Darkness fell and when Priya headed back home , mom was bringing the lamp to the 
hall for the evening prayers. She sat beside her as they all prayed together.  A ritual 

that was Arun’s favorite.  He liked the peace the darkness brought in, the light of a 
single lamp lightening up the entire hall. Priya got up to switch on the light. 

After dinner, Priya decided to retire early. She went upstairs to their room and 
switched on the light. “Welcome to my humble abode, my love. The room and I have 
been waiting for you anxiously since ages.”  Arun’s voice echoed. Priya smiled at the 
remembrance of their first night together. He had made her feel like the most 
important person on earth. 

The morning after the wedding, was a beautiful one. Priya had never been 
happier.  They had decided to have a traditional wedding in Kerala with all their 
relatives to grace the occasion.  They were everyone’s envy. The perfect pair in every 
sense of the word and so much in love. 

They were back home in Chennai and Priya had shifted into Arun’s apartment. A 
perfect life of a perfectly happy couple. They had organized a small party for their 
friends at home to celebrate their new life. Priya was dressing up for the night, when a 
call came in from Arun’s office. Arun had suffered a hemorrhage and had been taken 
to the hospital. 

Priya had no idea how she reached the hospital. There she saw a familiar face from 
Arun’s office, and he was coming towards her. She panicked when she saw the 
expression on his face. Death was not something new to her. She had faced it at the 
age of 7. But to let Arun go was not something that she was ready to do. 

The days that followed saw her in a hospital bed recovering from the shock. Her bold 
exterior had finally succumbed to what fate had in store for her. She gave in. She had 

had it with life. She had just lost a piece of herself. She was incomplete without 
Arun.  She had lost the desire to live. 

But she was pushed back to life. She was sure it was Arun who had refused to let her 
lose hope. She had to wake up. She had to take care of their parents. She was their 
only hope in life now. She had to live for them. 

Priya sat on the bed, tears rolling down her cheeks. She had tried her best to drown 
herself in her work. Arun’s parents persuaded her to take up journalism as Arun had 
wanted her to. She finished her course and started to live life as normal as she could. 
She always envied her in laws and the way they have let go off Arun. She was not able 
to do so even after 4 years.  She could feel all that pain all over again in her. 

At that moment she felt a hand on her shoulder and the sound of a familiar voice. 

“Priya, you have to let go off this pain. And the only way you can do that is by 
accepting that I am still a part of you. I haven’t gone anywhere. I am right beside you. 
You will find me looking at you each time you smile and you will find me right next to 
you every time you miss me. But you have to move forward, you have to live a full life 
for the both of us.” 

This was Arun’s favorite place on earth. This was the home where he was born. This 
was where he spent a good part of his childhood. This was the place he intended to 
bring Priya to. This was home. And he was here. She had found peace at last. She no 
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longer needed to run away from her past to survive. She had to move ahead with 
Arun and his parents. She made up her mind to shift back here as soon as possible. 

Priya switched off the lights and got into bed.  “Good night, my love and Welcome 
Home”,Arun said. 

Priya slept with a smile on her face. 

 

Picture Courtesy : https://danhawk.squarespace.com/?tag=Sunrise  

 

 

About Jyothi    

A blogger, Photographer and a Confused Mom who 
thinks she can write Fiction. She is testing the 
patience of her readers at present to find out if there 
is a book lying somewhere in her mind. A book that 
will come out into the open someday and be read by 
people who love to read.  

 

She blogs at jyothisdayout.wordpress.com and 

Tweets at @jyothisdayout. She also has a facebook 
page at https://www.facebook.com/jyothisdayout.  

 

  

https://danhawk.squarespace.com/?tag=Sunrise
http://jyothisdayout.wordpress.com/
https://www.facebook.com/jyothisdayout


~ 26 ~ 
 

 

You are beautiful 

By Kajal Kapur 

 

At 16, you're the best-looking person, you know. Ready to take on the world, you need 
the least care with amazing results. All that is required is a smile and you could light a 
thousand bulbs. 
 
At 25, the start of your sole journey, you get a hand on various products to bring that 
shine to your cheek. The world is at your feet and the moon is at an arm's length. 
You're beautiful... 
 
At 32, the rise of crow's feet and smile shadows give you sleepless nights. Worries take 
over and slights ride over. A run for beauty tips, fairness formulas and quick tips leave 
you exhausted. 
 
All this makes you feel that as you grow, you need to take care of your beauty even 
more.... right? 
 
WRONG! 
 

Every day of our life is a blessing. That 
is something, which we have heard like a zillion times but how many times have we 
really felt it? How many times have we sensed the morning calm amidst cheerful 
chatter of school kids? How many times has the breeze touched your face and sent a 
chill down your spine? How many times have the raindrops washed your face to 
cleanse your heart? Am sure, many of us don’t even remember the last time we felt 
the dew drops on our palm… 
 
So now, the question is, what is ageing all about? Yes of course, it brings wisdom, 
experience, patience but also a bit of bitterness, niggling and stress. And that, my 
friend, is your nemesis. 
 
Now, a simple formula to beauty is unclutter, clean (se), simplify. Start here and now! 
 

http://4.bp.blogspot.com/-NEXpRaC5fTA/Ulg3QtAjCCI/AAAAAAAAGUk/8x4-CCrbe8s/s1600/you_are_beautiful_by_dyingstate-d4wcqdz.jpg
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I am so tempted here to mention the Japanese methodology of FiveS. I know all I-
bankers out there raising their eyebrow, but sorry guys…. need this theory here. I can 
almost hear the smirk of those “Quality/Six Sigma” guys… J 
 
Anyhow, FiveS is a methodology, which originated in Japan and it describes how we 
can organize our workspace for efficiency and effectiveness by identifying and storing 
the items used, maintaining the area and items, and sustaining the new order. Now 
FiveS has over these few years helped me evolve as well. The FiveS theory (for me) 
goes thus: 
 
Sorting: The process of sorting involves taking out all your stuff and arranging them in 
order of your preference, starting from needed, wanted and scrap. So keep what is 
needed at hand, use what is wanted often and kick the scrap out. Therefore, keep 
your relationships at hand, use your skills to keep them going and kick the negativity 
out. 
 
Systematic arrangement: A place for everything and everything in its place. To make 
your life more efficient, be sure to have a place for everything… I mean everything 
and everyone. Everyone around you should have their distinct space in your life and 
should not be mixed up. That can be a cause of your worry. 
 
Spic-n-span:  Clean your ground and keep it clean, tidy and organized. Simplify your 
life; let it stay clean. Stay away from people/places, which can cause you to self-doubt 
or pull you down. Avoid nihilism; embrace buoyancy. 
 
Standardizing: Stay consistent. If you have set out to make yourself worry-free, hold 
your stand. Stay flippant but not frivolous, stay happy but do not lose direction. Avoid 
using "worry terms" like, "I am tensed" or "my child stresses me out" or "I have lost 
faith in my fate". Make room for words like, "I can", "I will", "I must".    
 
Self-discipline:  This plays the most vital role. If you are distracted too quickly (like me) 
you need to keep bringing yourself back to your zero. Losing focus will only decay 
your hard work. So make sure (like me) time and again, pull yourself and begin from 
where you've left. 
 
Like FiveS in organizations, here also there are some tools that can help you have a 
successful FiveS plan. 

1. Meditate: you don’t have to be religious for this. All you have to do is 
close your eyes and think of someone you love so dearly that you can feel your 
heart out. Make them your focus, and each day resolve to stay yourself. 
2. Smile: not because, I tell you to, but because you want to and you must. 
Make a happy resolve today, like paying a compliment to the rickshaw-wala, or 
saving a rupee from your extensive shopping, or sharing your culinary skills 
with the neighbors, or just feeling blessed that you’re a parent. Just smile; 
discover “your” reason. 
3. Tag it: for every promise you make yourself, write a small note and 
paste it to your bed post, or mirror, or your diary…somewhere you can see it 
daily. Indicate what you want with a timeline. 
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4. Dream: make a blue print of your future, as you would want to see. 
Close your eyes and image your world as you would want to build it and 
“keep” it. 
5. Thank: even if not loud enough for them to hear, just thank. Everyday, 
we get thousands of opportunities to thank the people who touch our lives; 
seldom do we extend our hands to touch theirs. Do it…thank. 

The above are my personal FiveS and I 
hope to share them with you so that you can start a fresh, upbeat, worry-less journey. 
The crow’s feet will vanish and the smile shadows will feel meaningless. We were 
meant to find our meaning and we all want to. Make a start, stay happy and be sure 
that you will stay beautiful. 
 
You are beautiful, stay that way. 
 
Sometimes when life gives you lemons, you must make a lemonade out of it. What 
does one do if they are allergic to lemons? What good are the lemons then? Well, 
those are the kind of questions that play in my mind often. I call myself abstract and 
a mind vagabond. Sometimes my mind oscillates so much, its scary..... But mostly, I 
am positive and love to smile. 
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Broken bond 

By Kalpana Solsi 

 
Broken  Bond       (Her Story) 

As I turn away.......... 
                                      
from you, to leave a trail; behind, 
footprints of memories on fine sand. 
Ahead as I walk, 
Lips silent, without a talk, 
salty streams down my cheek, 
Drooped shoulders, body wrecked and meek. 
                           
                                   The boat on the dancing waves, unsteady, rocked. 
                                   T he seagulls flew past, mocked. 
 
 I left a trail of memories behind. 
 The raging waves, lashed the dry land, 
wetting, blank; the canvas of my parched mind. 
Erasing the footprints on fine sand. 
 
                                 You screamed : Parting most foul, 
                                 It was : parting of me with my soul, 
 
 The chasm grew wider, 
The wind blowing wilder. 
For you, I pray in my heart, 
Oh Lord ! Forgive me,I depart. 
 
                                I turn behind to see, 
                                The debris of our bond, 
                                washed away with the sand. 
                                From my Waterloo, I flee. 
 
Readers, you read  and  appreciated  my  poem , ‘Broken Bond’ , her story. But there are 
two sides of every  coin . Let us read , Broken Bond – II , His story. 
 
                                               BROKEN BOND – II          (His story) 
As you turn away………………. 
 
From  my  Waterloo , I did not flee. 
Left  alone, a convict ,  with no  glee. 
 
Stood besides  the pyre of our bond, 
 Collected the ashes of memories, fond. 
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                  I  screamed : Parting most foul. 
                  accused  you, unfair , weeps my guilty soul. 
                   Away as you walk, 
                  My conscience will stalk (me) 
 
You did not ask me why? 
I  had  my reasons fair, but shy. 
 
                 The home bound  seagulls  flew West. 
                 Marooned, seek refuge ,  I have no nest. 
                 On a sad note we did part. 
                 Different lives, we may start, 
 
But  you ‘ll always dwell in my heart. 
Adieu!  Oh  my sweetheart. 
 
              On my  tombstone  ,  engraved 
              Me , who,  only , once,  loved. 
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7 Months 

By Kathy Combs 

 

Katie usually enjoyed the brisk walk with her co-worker along the river at lunch 
time.  Normally it was invigorating and recharged her to face the rest of the day.  Not 
today.  Today her mind reeled as much as her stomach rolled.  Would Claudia ever shut 
up?  She had no idea what she was talking about and at this point was too 
overwhelmed to care.  She smiled feebly and nodded, only half listening to the 
constant chatter.   
 
She had her own problems and she was not ready to share with the class and honestly 
Claudia was so engrossed in herself she didn’t seem to notice anyways.   She had to 
figure out what to do first.  How in the hell was she going to explain this one?  God 
knows, she should be hungry.  She hadn’t eaten a thing since that bagel at breakfast 
and by the feeling in her gut that had been a big mistake too. 
 
As they entered the crowded deli, their most frequent haunt of late, the smell of fresh 
fish invaded the air.  It was Friday after all and fish was always the special.  Normally, 
she loved the deli’s fish and chips platter.  The deli did a thriving business and was 
popular with the office workers that populated the buildings downtown.  Today, a 
thin sheen of sweat broke out on her face as she took in the aroma. 

 
 
 “Katie, what do you think?” Claudia asked.   Oh shit, Katie thought.  What the hell had 
she been talking about?  Confused and embarrassed she racked her brain.  They were 
already nearing the counter and the girl behind it looked at her expectantly her way 
ready to take her order.  The world tilted and the need to vomit now overtook 
her.  She raced for the ladies bathroom at the back of the restaurant slamming the 
guy waiting in line behind them in the balls with her purse as she fled.  She heard his 
sharp intake of breath, but the need to vomit was too great.  She couldn’t stop.  He 
was on his own. 
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She flew into the bathroom, dropped to her knees gripping the porcelain bowl and 
vomited what seemed like a month’s worth of meals into its depths.  
  

 
 
Gingerly she flushed the stool, and collapsed beside it.  It was at that precise moment 
she accepted the physician’s news to be fact.  Despite the fact it had all come to pass 
because of one night of pure insanity fueled by alcohol, like it or not, in approximately 
7 months she would be a mother and her life would be forever changed. 
 

 

 

About Kathy 

 
Kathy - A stay at home mother of 2, I have been 
writing blogs, stories, and articles online since 
2009.  Besides sharing my writing, I also take great 
pleasure in sharing my passion for my photography, 
art, love of cooking, reading, and favorite music. 
She blogs at: 

http://gigglingtruckerswife.blogspot.com  
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55 fiction 

By Meena Menon 

 

 

A true ascetic priest, he rued his lack of self control that made him 

indulge in”cardinal sin” right at the altar! He couldn’t deny himself 

the pleasures that filled his body as it made its way down caressing 

his senses. Until one day, he was caught with his hands in the…. 

 

… the cookie-jar ;) 

 

About Meena 

Me? Yet another unknown in this big, big 

world - but in my small, 

small world, I am the unabashed ruling 

queen. I blog at 

http://meenasspace.blogspot.in/ Books, 

travelling and food are the best comrades of 

my life. I have just a handful of friends, both 

in the real and the virtual world - and I am 

shamelessly proud of this fact! I have been 

known to love or hate people for absolutely no reason in particular. This is just a fair 

warning, you see! It's no wonder that my Mom believes I am arrogant and brash. 

While we using adjectives, let me add that "lazy" is a popular one associated with 

yours truly! 

 

I may qualify for the tag of a fraud-mallu - having been bought up in Hyderabad and 

making Bangalore my home for the last few years. Happily married to a lost-in-the-

clouds dreamer, my Peter Pan and my partner-in-crime, we have sworn to live and die 

by the adage "when life hands you a lemon make lemonade" (or better still get some 

tequila!). 

 

http://meenasspace.blogspot.in/
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Ripping up that old letter 

By Michelle Liew Tsui-Lin 

 
Part One 

 
The young man, about eighteen, stared with a stoic expression at the gravestone 
“Jacob Smith.” He had started coming ever since his family was told by a distant 
relative that his non-present father had passed away. He stood at the grave site 
quietly, by himself, shoulders tense, pupils dilated, showing the fury within him that 
needed abatement.  
 
His feet restlessly kicked the stones around him towards the gravestone with some 
force. He did it repeatedly, making me cringe as I went about my duty sweeping the 
leaves that had made their home on some of the gravestones nearby. 
 
He wore a jacket with the name Joseph Smith sewn on the back in small print. Soon, 
he stopped kicking the stones around him and abruptly sat in front of the grave. He 
put his face in his hands, distraught tears posing an affront to the machismo he was 
trying to project. Feeling unsettled, I watched him quietly behind one of the 
gravestones, safely out of his sight, looking down at the ground. 
 

********** 
 
Joseph alternated between pacing in front of the grave or sitting down in front of it, 
his tears in constant flow. He made me more uncomfortable every time I watched 
him. I wanted to go to him or soothe his aching feelings, but I always stopped myself. 
My back was always turned to him, sweeping the leaves, head down. I saw no reason 
to add to the tears with my presence. 
 
He talked to the grave. His stories made me wonder why he would ever come to the 
grave at all. He teared often as he looked at large belt marks on his arms, the need for 
redress obviously a reason that kept pulling him back to that particular 
gravestone.  Each time he looked at the welts, I imagined them on my own skin. 
Those, and his tears, made me sweep faster lest I caught his eye. 
 
Watching him from behind another one of the graveyard’s tall, cement slabs, I wished 
that he didn't have to wear the jacket to hide the marks, horrendous reminders of a 
sad past.  

********** 
 
He continued his uncomfortable reverie in front of the grave, leaving me feeling even 
more agonized. He told the gravestone stories of how he could not forgive the many 
years of abuse. The gravestone heard a tearful recalling of how his mother was made 
to endure years of hardship, finally being forced to take up clandestine professions to 
pay for the huge debts that had mounted. She, too, had endured the burning of angry 
cigarette butts and fireplace stokes. 
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His mother was irreplaceable. The last he heard of her was that she had died of 
venereal disease in a hospice; he had never seen her since she had left him to live with 
his aunt. The gravestone had become an ugly representation of everything he 
abhorred and wanted to run away from, an ugly slab of cement he would carry on his 
broad, welt-etched shoulders. 

 
********** 

Continuing by job of sweeping the graveyard’s leaves with my back to him, I heard him 
admonish the gravestone for the years of neglect and not bringing home the bread; 
the years of not having enough food on the table, of going to the district’s run down 
school without a bath. The times when all the children in school bullied him because 
he smelt or had lice-ridden hair. 
 
I never once allowed my face to be seen by him, making sure I swept the leaves 
furthest away. I knew that I could never sweep away the leaves of hurt that had 
gathered on Jacob Smith’s gravestone.  
 

********** 
After he had cried in front of the grave for hours, Joseph reached into the backpack 
he had brought with him and brought out a letter. It was a yellowed envelope, one 
that he had obviously kept for many years. In front it said, “Jacob Smith.” 
 
He laid the envelope in front of the gravestone and got up, shoulders hunched, ready 
to move off. Not able to help myself, I stumbled forward to the grave, finally revealing 
my hidden self after having watched him for many hours. I grabbed the letter. I just 
had to read it.  The rustling of the paper in the otherwise quiet cemetery made him 
turn his head. 

********** 
 
Joseph looked at me, his faced filled with recognition and accompanying angst. He 
yelled at me. “I thought you were... why’re you here now? Why aren’t you dead?” His 
voice rose louder and higher. “Get the hell out of my life,.......you did this....”he threw 
off his jacket, tore off his shirt and revealed all the angry red belt marks that I had 
landed on his body all those years ago. He stared at me, immeasurable fury on his 
face. “You could’ve at least pretended to be dead......these wouldn’t feel so painful.... 
I can’t forget. Won’t ever forget.” He stared at me, his gaze making me shrink by the 
minute.  
 
“I couldn’t help myself, Joe,” I tried to explain myself, failing miserably. “I knew I 
shouldn’t have done those things to you or your mother, But I couldn’t help myself.....I 
had taken a hefty gamble with my job, the bank was foreclosing on our home, and the 
alcohol was just getting to me. I needed your mum’s help.....she didn’t go to school 
and those were the only things she could do.....you wouldn’t have understood.” I 
gulped, pleading, my face flooded with tears of regret. “I really...didn’t mean to. I’ve 
just been released on parole....just got this job sweeping...’ 
 
Joseph did not answer me. For a few long moments, he gave me wary, long, stares.  
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Then he walked over. Grabbing the letter from me, he slowly ripped it into shreds, and 
walked away. 
 

********** 
 
I sat by my supposed gravestone, tears falling.I knew that he really should be walking 
away. I looked at the letter he had torn and put together like a jigsaw puzzle. 
 
Dad, 
 
I really don’t understand why you did what you did. If I said that the pain is something 
that a mop can deal with, I’d be lying through my teeth. I really want to return the blows. 
 
If I could let all these years go, I’d tear this letter up and throw it away. Perhaps I will be 
able to, someday. Till then, leaving this on your grave is the only way I can tell you how 
much it hurt. To ease my pain.  
 
Your son,  
Joseph 
 
I looked at it for a few minutes, till the tears finally dried. I got up, and it wasn’t so 
difficult. I let the lively breeze that was blowing carry the torn pieces of paper away, 
glad that he had finally ripped up the letter. He needed to, for both of us. I walked 
away from my gravestone, never to be seen again, light footed. 
 

 
 
About Michelle Liew Tsui-Lin 
 
 

 
Michelle Liew of Muses from the Deep 
(http://www.gettingliteral.com) is a 
fiction fanatic, poetry lover, music fan 
and simply loves musing.  
 
She also has an undying fetish for pets 
and has two rambunctious dogs, Misty 
and Cloudy.  
If she’s not doling out a poem, you’ll 
find her at the beach with them! 
 

 

http://www.gettingliteral.com/
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What is your PERSONAL LEGACY? 

By Nischala Murthy Kaushik 
 

“Everyone leaves behind a personal legacy.  Just that some don’t know and some know – 
The What?, The How? and The Why?”  
 
There are some life events which compel you to think deeply about your “PERSONAL 
LEGACY” – For most of us, these events center around birth of your children or 
grandchildren, children touching specific milestones (say turn 18, getting married, 
etc.), loss of your parents, spouse or loved ones. For some of us, it may be our age 
(say 40, 50 or 60), or retirement from active work, or a major illness, or some other 
emotional trigger. 
 
No matter what the trigger is at some point in life, most of us tend to think about the 
answer to the question “What is my PERSONAL LEGACY?” 
 
The first response for many people is around financial legacy and assets. Very valid 
and true. After all, money does make the world go round. However, we are all 
endowed with several other assets in life. And many times don't even acknowledge 
them as assets or something we want to hand down to future generations. 
 
So what all can be an integral part of your legacy? Sharing my view below: 
 

(1) WISDOM OF LIFE 
 
Anyone who has truly lived / experienced life has learned several Lessons of 
Life ; which I refer to as the Wisdom of Life. 
 
For e.g.:  My father taught me several lessons of life. But I think the most 
important one’s which I will always remember, and would want to pass down 
to the next generation are (1) The importance of being a “lifelong learner” (2) 
The importance of having only 3 TOP Priorities in your priority list at a specific 
point in time. Too many, and you really won’t be able to do justice to any! (3) 
Openness to deal with life changes, irrespective of your age and situation (4) 
The importance of being clear on your value system; and living by it – no 
matter what. This will be the strength of your character. 
 
Again, no school or classroom or book really re-enforced these learning’s, but 
life has many times. 
 
So take a step back and ask yourself about the “Wisdom of Life” in your lens. And 
figure a way to share it with those who matter, for whom it will make a 
DIFFERENCE! 
 
 
 
 

http://arkarthick.com/2012/08/01/life-lessons-no-school-taught/
http://arkarthick.com/2012/08/01/life-lessons-no-school-taught/
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(2) GOOD HABITS 
 
Over the years, I have come to believe that your life is really a collection of 
Habits – Daily Habits, Weekly Habits, Monthly Habits, Yearly Habits – which all 
add to how your life eventually turns out. And the good news is that habits can 
be developed and nurtured at any age and stage in life.  
 
As individuals, the habits you demonstrate as a part of your personal and 
professional life determine how your life turns out, and this will be part of your 
personal legacy. Something which can potentially inspire others, something 
which others can learn from you or something which others will always 
remember you for.  
 
For e.g.: No matter when she sleeps, no matter rain sun wind or rainbows, no 
matter how she is feeling, my mother will wake up every day of the year at 5 
AM. Not only does it give her some time to do things which are important to 
her like reading, yoga, exercise or prayer – But it also gives her a head-start to 
plan her day and get things organized around the house. Again “waking up 
early or even at a fixed time every single day of the year” can sometimes be 
the one and only good habit that transforms your life.  
 
So think about it? Do you have enough good HABITS that you are personally 
proud of? If not, may be you need to start building them from today – They will 
add to your personal legacy 
 

(3) SELF-TAUGHT SKILLS 
 
Broadly, there are two types of skills I have seen in people – Skills you are born 
with and self-taught skills. There’s very little you can do about the skills you’re 
born with. You accept them, are grateful for them, hone them for life and try 
to make the best out of them.  
 
Self-taught skills are built by individuals because of their interest, passion, years 
of repeated practice and / or necessity. And these self-taught skills many times 
enable individuals to reach the pinnacles of success or achieve their life goals. 
The fact is that most of us have learnt several skills in the journey of life. But we 
fail to recognize these as our assets and as something worth leaving as a part 
of our personal legacy. Agreed that some of these skills become obsolete with 
time and the era, but there are so many life skills which will never die. 
 
For e.g.: My mother-in-law is an excellent cook. She loves cooking, 
experimenting and innovating – especially when it comes to Indian cuisine.  No 
matter how few / many ingredients you give her, how many people are waiting 
at the table, and how much time she has - She always cooks a fantastic meal 
and presents it in the most exquisite manner – It tastes great, smells fantastic 
and is a feast to your eyes. It’s obviously a passion for cooking, years of 
practice, experimentation & experience and a personal encyclopedia of tips, 
tricks, best practices and learning from masters along the way which has 
helped her achieve mastery over her culinary skills. 
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So what are those life skills that you have picked up along the journey of life? 
Writing / Cooking / Music / Dance / Technology / Communication, etc. Whatever it 
is, identify it and find a way to share it as a part of your personal legacy 
 

(4) KNOWLEDGE 
 
We live in the “Knowledge Era” – A time when knowledge is power, 
knowledge translates (directly / indirectly) to money, knowledge is a source of 
“competitive advantage”, knowledge is considered “priceless” and knowledge 
is a great personal asset.  
 
Along the journey of life, everyone one of us amasses an incredible amount of 
knowledge – through formal learning, through self-study, through experience, 
through observations, through introspection, through practice, through 
interactions, through realization…  
 
And yet, many of us fail to acknowledge, recognize and appreciate how much 
we actually know. In most cases, what makes each of our knowledge “truly 
unique” is the combination of theory and practical experience which we 
individually go through – which in most cases is “exclusive” and “implicit” to 
us. If you can find a way to make the “unique knowledge” “explicit”, then that 
would definitely be part of your legacy. 
 
For e.g.: A very close family friend has incredible practical knowledge on how 
to repair any kind of electronic equipment or cars – Something which he 
acquired over a span of 50 years of his life purely because of personal interest, 
self-study and experimentation. And the fact is no one apart from him really 
knows what he does, but he can fix just about any device with any kind of 
problem, and from any era! It is a truly unique knowledge, and I don’t know of 
too many people who have the depth and breadth of knowledge that he does. 
 
Take some time to reflect on what KNOWLEDGE you possess – And try to figure 
out a way to store and pass on that knowledge to the next generations. That 
would be definitely worthwhile; and an important aspect of your personal legacy. 
 

(5) CHILDREN 
 
For those who have children, they are an integral part of your personal legacy. 
How they eventually turn out?, What they make of themselves? and the 
difference they make in the world can be directly / indirectly be linked to you, 
how your raised them and the role you played in their upbringing. 
 
So for those of you who have children - Are you doing enough – your bit and BEST 
to nurture,  teach, groom and guide your children to truly discover themselves 
and live life to their BEST potential? That is part of your personal legacy 
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(6) PERSONAL CREATIONS 
 
Within each of us lie a “Creator”, a “Consumer” and a “Critique”. And while 
most of us tend to be active “Consumers” and “Critics” for many things as a 
part of everyday life, we are also “creative souls” and do tend to create so 
many beautiful things in life like software, art, paintings, poetry, writings, 
books, cards, blogs, tweets, movies, music, documentaries, videos, podcasts, 
jewelry, etc. etc. 
Not everything you create may be worth storing or sharing, but we all have 
some “special creations” which form an integral part of our personal legacy. 
 
For e.g.: Almost 100 years back, my maternal grandfather had created a multi-
purpose “cupboard” – One which was compact, “foldable” to fit in 2 feet ; and 
could be used as a book shelf, writing table, dining table, bed, reclining chair 
and a dozen other features. I have never seen such a unique and innovative 
cupboard design in my entire life (till date) – Undoubtedly, it was an integral 
part of his personal legacy, something which is of great pride when I even think 
about it. 
 
So think about it - What all have you created so far – which is unique, personal 
and special to your talent and creativity? Add and share this as a part of your 
personal legacy. 
 

(7) FAMILY TRADITIONS 
 
Every family has “family traditions” which are sacred. Most of us tend to follow 
them – knowingly or unknowingly because they become habits which were 
developed from childhood. But we fail to recognize their origin, reason, 
emotion or genesis. If you probe a little deep, you will be surprised to hear of 
their legacy. 
 
Are you aware of how your family traditions came into being? If not, ask your 
parents / grand-parents / elders in your family? And share their significance and 
importance with those who need to know. 100 years from now, it will make a 
difference if people know answers to the WHY’s? 
 

(8) THE “TRUE SPIRIT” OF FESTIVALS 
 
No matter where you live, what you do, how old you are, what culture you 
belong to, what religious affiliations you have…  Festivals have been / are / will 
continue to be a part of your life.  
 
In 2012 as I did a detailed research on festivals, I was pleasantly surprised to 
learn that most festivals have multiple significance – One is definitely the 
religious significance. But beyond that, most festivals also have a social, 
geographical (especially with respect to the changing weather and seasons, 
and how the human body reacts to these changes), emotional and spiritual 
significance.  
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However somewhere along the way, the “TRUE SPIRIT” is never spoken or 
discussed, and celebrations revolve around the more physical / materialistic / 
commercial aspects – which include food, shopping and simply enjoying a day 
off. 
 
So take time and make the effort to understand the “TRUE SPIRIT” of festivals. 
And if you already know it, then share it with those around you – family, friends, 
etc. It is important to spread this message! 
 

(9) SPECIAL RECIPES  
 
From time immemorial, food and humans have a “deep bond”. There is 
something “exquisite” about traditional recipes, family recipes, special recipes, 
self-discovered / self-created recipes; something which have a special taste, 
flavor, smell, emotion, reason, meaning and experience.  And the fact is that no 
cook book or Master Chef (No matter how many  Michelin Stars he / she has) 
can tell you the magic ingredients, portions, history or “emotions” that go in to 
making those recipes.  
 
If you probe a little deeper by asking a few questions to the elders in your 
family / owners of a recipe, you will realize that every special recipe has a story, 
history and reason for its existence. 
And simply because of their uniqueness, these special recipes are worth 
knowing, worth cooking and worth passing down to the next generation.   
 
If you don’t know any of these “recipes”, make an attempt to learn them. And if 
you already know them, then share it with those around you– especially family  
 

(10) PERSONAL / FAMILY COLLECTIONS 
 
Many individuals / families have personal collections – Which are an integral 
part of one’s personal legacy. This could be  
 
(i) Personal hobbies (For e.g: Collections of stamps, coins, books, 

photographs and some of the more interesting one’s I know are of 
collections of erasers, paintings, sculptures, antiques, exquisite jewelry, 
designer watches, pens, wine glasses, coffee mugs, etc.),  

(ii) Personal / Family achievements (For e.g.: Recognitions, Awards, 
Citations, etc.)  

(iii) Personal / Family discoveries (For e.g.: In the kitchen, in dealing with the 
opposite sex  [And that could be the topic of another post ], etc.) 

(iv) Personal / Family assortments which were handed down through 
generations (For e.g.: Jewelry, clothes [especially wedding clothes], 
Music, Videos, Documentaries, Photographs, Art-work, Unique designs, 
etc.) 

 
Many such similar personal / family collections usually take time, effort and 
personal interest to build.  
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So if you have already built such a collection, do spend some time in thinking 
about how you would want this to be part of your personal legacy? And if 
someone entrusts you with their legacy, then do justice to maintaining it. 
 

(11) IDEAS 
 
Every reality of the world started sometime somewhere as an “idea”.  Some 
ideas got the required fodder, environment, ecosystem, monetary backing and 
support to thrive and flourish. And some lay dormant for a while. Some die.  
 
The reality is that we all have so many ideas which flash through our mind 
every single day - And yet we fail to pay attention, we fail acknowledge them, 
and we fail to log them. Many of us believe that not every idea is probably 
worth capturing, but just “What-If” there’s one that can change the world? 
 
For e.g.: A very successful entrepreneur who runs an illustrious family-owned 
enterprise told me that one part of his legacy is his “treasure of ideas” – An 
idea log which he jots down religiously with great fervor. And he tells me with 
great pride that part of the reason for his entrepreneurial success is that he 
acts on these ideas when the time is right. What an idea! 
 
So make the effort to document your own Idea Journal or Idea Log or Idea 
Repository. Who knows? It may be the next “game changer” of the world! 
 

(12) PERSONAL WEALTH 
 
But of course! Your financial legacy is a very important part of your legacy. 
What assets / liabilities you leave behind is a critical part of your legacy, and 
directly affects the quality of life of your family – today and even long after 
you’re gone. It takes a lifetime of toil to earn money, but it takes focused 
planning, investment discipline and periodic reviews to compound that money! 
 
So think about it - What is your current personal wealth? Do you need to be more 
frugal in spending, wiser in investing and regular in reviewing your personal 
finances? If yes, you can start today!  
 

(13) YOUR “KARMA”  
 
Your life is a continuum of thoughts, words and deeds: or you’re “KARMA”. 
And whether you realize it or not, an integral part of your legacy is the 
cumulative sum of all the “karma” of your life. And the point is this - You will be 
remembered equally for the “good karma” and “bad karma”, especially all that 
you said / did which changed the course of life for someone else. 
So think about it – If you had to balance between the entire positive and negative 
karma in your life so far, how would the reading look? Do you need to do 
something today to change how it would look in the future? 
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(14) THE DIFFERENCE YOU MADE IN THE LIVES OF OTHERS 
 
Long after you’re gone, others will remember you not for the money you made 
or your many successes / victories or your impressive career resume or how 
you looked or how well you lived. But they will always remember you for the 
difference you made in their lives, especially in those vulnerable / difficult 
moments! 
 
So think about it – Are you making (consciously / unconsciously) at least a small 
difference in the life of someone? And if someone made a difference in your life, 
have you acknowledged / appreciated what they did?  If not, spare a moment to 
say what it means to you. Who knows? You may never get another chance! 

 
This post is dedicated to my FATHER - Dr.P.S.B.Murthy. Thank You….. for everything. 
Did you like this post? Did it compel you to think? Did you compel you to introspect?  
What do you think can go into building one’s personal legacy?   
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Nostalgia, winter and Mooli Sambhar 

By Pixie 

 
Winter is about to start. The air stirs with a promise of rain and snow for tomorrow. I 
still miss my parents and they left for New York almost a week back and this post pops 
into mind.  
 
It’s a quiet cold evening. We sit opposite to each other with our respective laptops, a 
bowl of pistachios in the middle listening to old Kannada and Hindi songs. 
Other than the songs, there’s silence; broken intermittently by the pressure cooker 
whistle. 
 
Dinner preparations are on. I’m hungry. He isn’t. Not yet anyway. 
It’s mooli sambhar and rice for today. No rotis. My throat still hurts. 
It’s peaceful. Cold and very still. 
Winter in all her glory – the cold fury of silence only to be broken by winds and snow in 
another couple of days. 
 
This year, winter seems to make her mark as she is about to leave – whipping out her 
fury on us as spring approaches hesitantly. 
 
The silence persists, I put the cut mooli in sizzling tadka and as the white pieces hit the 
wok, the sizzle increases. The pieces slowly get coated in turmeric and turn a beautiful 
shade of yellow. 
 
There is magic and comfort as I watch the pieces drown in a little water and as it 
cooks, the aroma fills the house. 
 
My tummy growls in protest and I can’t wait to dip my fingers into the hot hot 
sambhar and rice. It reminds me of home. 
 
Nostalgia overcomes me as I come back to this post and I remember the hot February 
afternoons when we used to lie down on the cool tiles with pillows, willing the fan to 
turn, the electricity to come back! I remember my dad’s murmurings, mentioning that 
its going to be a hot summer and that we need the rains. Ma getting a word across 
mentioning that Shivarathri needs to come for the Rain Gods to pay heed. 
 
The start of February would bring great excitement, it would mean only 45 days to my 
birthday! 
 
It would mean, counting money, secretly which I used to stash away, only to  be spent 
on a dress and a pair of chappals bought from the back alleys of Sayyajirao Road and 
Circle. 
 
It would mean a trip to the said stores with Amma on a hot afternoon, bargaining for 
that perfect “dress material” or a pair of jeans and top. 
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More exciting would be the chappal shopping – every year, I used to buy a pair of 
black chappals either with little heels or the rage when I was in college – “platform 
heels” 
 
The remaining money would be counted and stored away industriously to be spent on 
a later date and then Amma would open her purse, pulling out notes and mentioning 
casually, to buy another dress because she and Daddy want me to! That would be met 
with delight! The money would be spent and the remaining amount used for a quick 
visit to Paras (downstairs for chaat) and then to Bombay Tiffanis down the road for 
some cold Badam milk! 
 
Heh! Those were the days!! The dress materials would be then given for stitching – 
with Amma keeping an eye on the neck line! I would say – a little deep and she would 
frown and say – back only! The tailor would of course listen to her! And for the 
measurements – she would clearly say, “Not too tight. But, put that zip in the back, its 
fashion!” 
 
The tailor’s receipt would be kept neatly in her purse and I would silently count the 
days again to my birthday, the day I would wear that beautiful new dress and new 
chappals. 
 
This year, I’m yet to shop for that perfect dress for my birthday – I haven’t thought 
about shoes. But, whatever I buy today at the fancy, shining shopping malls won’t 
come close to the thrill of bargaining and buying dress materials in the back alleys of 
our trusted Mysore market place.  
 
Sigh! My ramblings are cut short by the Pressure cooker whistle, indicating that hot 
rice is ready too! 
 
My tummy agrees with me, and so I abandon writing with a smile with more 
important matters like dinner on my mind. 
 

 
 

About Pixie 

I am a person who has an opinion about everything!! I 
love cartoons, ice cream, paani puri and writing.  I love 
writing on my blog and I’m still learning how to write 
that perfect post. I blog at 
http://mytakeoneverything9.wordpress.com 

 

http://mytakeoneverything9.wordpress.com/
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Haiku 

By Praveen PhenoMenon 

 
 

loaves of bread 
small to look at: 

feeding a million lives 
 

 

 
About Praveen 
 
Praveen M who goes by the name of PhenoMenon (a strange 
Malayalee) is a marketing guy who believes in 
doing everything except work. He is very interested in 
photography and travelling and prefers driving to his travel 
destinations with his better half. He maintains a photoblog 
called Throo Da Looking Glass 
http://www.throodalookingglass.com  which captures his view 

of life behind a camera. 

http://www.throodalookingglass.com/
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Paracosm 

By Preetilata Sarkar 

 
And then mamma I was dragged there by my collars. It was a huge room with stars all 
around. I have never seen so many stars before.  
 
But then baby, don’t you know stars reside only in the sky?  
 
And that’s why I was scared mom, and you know I could even touch them.  
 
Oh! I see! So did not your fingers get burnt?  
 
Umm…. I do not remember that. Did it? But mom, that’s not important.  
 
Ok! My darling, then what is it that’s important? Tell me sweetheart! 
 
You interrupt so much that I tend to forget. Now shhh… and listen to me.  
 
Shhhhhhhh!  
 
There he was…. An alien with horns.  
 
An alien with horns? Eh?  
 
That’s what! A huge pair of horns and blinking red eyes.  
 
But that’s how ghosts look like and not aliens! No?  
 
But mom ghosts don’t keep remotes to close the spaceship's door. Or do they?  
 
So it was some hi-tech ghost you mean, right?  
 
And he had a spaceship. You know mom … lights like this coming out of it. I was scared 
and I closed my eyes. I wanted to shout. Shout out loud. But before I could, he abducted 
me. He, the alien. Like it happens in the TV.  
 
And as soon as the audio recorder stopped with the sobbing sound of the child, the 
parents looked up at the psychiatrist for his much awaited verdict. They were 
bemused at the story but the slight marks that were present on various body parts of 
the child had definitely made them worried.  
 
Paracosm it is, the doctor told them. A child’s mind is very imaginative, he continued, 
and it often lands them in their world of fantasy. As they are too young and innocent, 
they cannot differentiate between the two worlds. But there is nothing to worry 
about as with age it eases up.  
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But what about the body marks, doctor? They are of course not left by some 
imaginary alien!  
 
Not at all! She must have hurt herself while imagining things. Remember that they 
cannot differentiate between the two worlds and unfortunately many a time end up 
hurting themselves. For them their la-la land is for real. Make sure she does not have 
access to harmful and sharp objects and better I advice you to not leave her alone, lest 
she harms herself again.  
 
But she is scarred and ends up crying after telling her story? What to do about that?  
 
Hmm, in the next session bring her along. I will......  
 

 *** 
 
Meanwhile, back at her cousin’s place, li’l Diksha was again abducted by that hi-tech 
alien. All of five, the poor child could not differentiate between the real stars and the 
glow-in-the-dark ones. The alien this time took extra care to leave no such marks on 
her petite body. While she was too scared to even attempt at making a feeble cry, he, 
his uncle kept on devouring her to satiate his filthy desires. While the khol mixed tears 
smeared her face, this way it was much easier for him to trample her innocence in the 
garb of paracosm.  
 

 ~*~  
 
"A paracosm is a detailed imaginary world, or fantasy world, involving humans and/or 
animals, or perhaps even fantasy or alien creations. Commonly having its own 
geography, history, and language, it is an experience that is often developed during 
childhood and continues over a long period of time: months or even years." Source: 
Wikipedia 
 

 
About Preetilata 
 

 

Until, I come up with the right words to describe myself, let 
us believe that in between the layers of ordinary and 
extraordinary, there exists one separate world. I rule there. 
Still interested to know more about me? Then peep in 
through my White Window. 
http://mywhitewindow.com  

 

 

http://mywhitewindow.com/
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The lone warrior 

By Privy Trifles 

 
“Battered and bruised I stand today, waiting for my last breath. 

I am left with nothing more, but there was a time when I had joys galore. 
My each nerve was bursting with energy as there was a new life on each of my 

branches.” 
 

I was sent on this earth in the form of a seed and slowly I started forming a shape. The 
first time I opened my eyes and saw the vastness of this earth I was awestruck. I had 
fallen in love with this world that I was surrounded with. I saw the other people who 
were around me and claimed me to my well-wishers. They gave me a warm welcome 
and made me feel at home immediately. 
 

 

I loved each and every moment of my growing up years as I experienced something 
new each day. The first time I saw a fruit dangling from my branch I was ecstatic. It 
suddenly made me feel all grown up. Mornings were blissful with birds chirping firmly 
perched on my shoulders and nights peaceful as cool breeze ruffled my hair playfully 
throughout. It was so wonderful to have such beautiful birds for company. They came 
from faraway lands and made me their abode. They gave birth to new lives and I felt 
as if I was reborn.  
 
I gave shade to tired passersby and was home for so many birds. Children felt safe 
under me as they played for hours together. My fruits had filled so many hungry 
stomachs and tantalized many taste buds as well. But as they say nothing is forever. 
My heaven was also short lived. I remember the day when I was young and had faced 
a storm for the first time. I was very scared and was trying to look for some savior. 
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That is the day when I realized that from the moment I have stepped on this earth I 
was all by myself. As I grew I became stronger and stronger each day gathering 
strength to face all the storms that come my way. This moment was my coming of 
age. 
 
Today as I stand tall on the edge of this hill, I feel like a warrior. I fought so many 
battles my entire life for my near and dear ones.  But during this entire time I forgot 
one important fact. I was alone here.  I had come alone, am still alone and will go 
alone from here. In this journey I met some wonderful people, made friends and also 
got some companions on this journey. But somewhere in this journey they all went on 
their own paths. Some might have reached their destinations while some would still 
be on their way. And I am here.  
 
Having fought so many battles in my life I am waiting for that last battle which will 
defeat me. Till now each day I faced new battles – won some, lost some but I fought 
each one with my full strength. I learnt how important the rule of survival of the fittest 
is in today’s world. I also realized how much lies we all are surrounded with. I have no 
regrets whatsoever as I have lived my life to the fullest each moment.  But there is still 
a hope. A hope of winning this last battle and relive my life once again. 
 

~ To ~ 
The Savior 

Loneliness engulfs me as I stand here today, 
Having a mixed feeling not knowing what to say. 

O the mighty and the strong creator of us all,  
The Lone Warrior is here waiting for your move or your call 

Hoping to get a reply before it’s too late 
To see whether it’s a check or a check mate. 

~ From~ 
 The Lone Warrior 

 

 
About Namrata 

  
 
An investment banker by profession and a child - 
woman, a dreamer, a dancer, a bibliophile, a 
poetess, a writer, a painter, a singer, by passion is 
how Namrata can be described who blogs at 
Memoirs of Me (http://privytrifles.blogspot.in) and 
Reviews and Musings 
(http://wingstomywords.blogspot.in) apart from 
being a reviewer for leading publishing houses. 

 

http://privytrifles.blogspot.in/
http://wingstomywords.blogspot.in/
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If more customers demand good service … 

By Proactive Indian 

 
At about 10.00 am one day, I submitted a requisition for a Demand Draft at a branch of 
a leading private sector bank. The person at the counter told me that the DD couldn’t 
be issued because the printer was not working. She assured me that the DD would be 
delivered to me at my residence by 3.00 pm that day. I replied, “OK. But, please also 
pay me Rs. 300.00 Late Payment Fee and interest for one day @ 40% per annum. 
That’s what your bank charges me if I pay my credit card dues after the due date.” She 
looked totally puzzled, then spoke on the intercom to somebody and requested me to 
meet the Manager in his room. I politely stated that I wanted my DD immediately and I 
had no desire to meet the Manager. 
  
Within a few seconds, the Manager came to meet me. I told him: 
 
a. According to his bank’s norms, Demand Drafts should be issued within 10 minutes. 
There is no disclaimer about printer breakdown, etc.. 
 
b. His bank charges all customers Rs. 300.00 Late Payment Fee and interest @ 40% per 
annum if credit card dues are paid after the due date, irrespective of the reason for 
delay. In all fairness, the same system should apply when his bank issues a DD after 10 
minutes. 
  
When the Manager replied that there is no provision for Late Payment Fee and 
interest for delays in issuing DDs, I told him I would make my demand by a letter to 
him with a copy to the Banking Ombudsman. He requested me to wait for a few 
minutes and went to his room. 
  
About 10 minutes later, he came out, gave me a handwritten DD and explained that he 
could do this only after taking permission from his senior. I thanked him and told him 
that, if he had done this in the very first instance, he would have saved himself the 
embarrassment of being spoken to by me in the presence of his other customers! 
  
I had observed that other customers, including a few elderly persons, were being 
asked to come back to the bank at 4.00 pm to collect their DDs. All of them agreed 
without a murmur of protest. I wondered: 
 
1. Were these persons not aware of their rights as customers? 
2. While all others were being asked to come back to the bank to collect their DDs, I 
was told that the DD would be delivered to me at my residence. Why this 
discrimination? Had the person at the counter been instructed to handle potential 
‘tough customers’ with care? 
  
There are time norms for various services available at bank branches in India. For 
example, one bank’s norms are: 
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Cash payment: Within 8 minutes 
Issuance of Demand Draft: Within 10 minutes 
Collection of local cheques: Within 2 working days 
Collection of outstation cheques: Within 14 working days 
 
I’m not sure if all banks have the same norms, and if these norms are expected to be 
adhered to very strictly. 
 
As far as I’m concerned, these norms are indicative, and slight deviations are 
acceptable because of unforeseen situations like power cut, slow system, etc. 
  
If the service in any organisation is below the stated norms or below my reasonable 
expectations, I demand better service and, in most cases, I get better service. 
  
Unfortunately, most persons in India are extremely undemanding customers. They 
patiently put up with poor service. Some are not even aware of their rights as 
customers. 
  
If more customers demand good service, poor service will become the exception 
rather than the rule. 
 

 
 
About Proactive Indian (Pro to blogger friends)) 
 
I am an Indian. My name, age, gender, religion, etc. are not important. 
  
Many aspects of life in India need correction to make India a better place to live in. 
  
In most matters, I have not created the problem. But, I am, knowingly or unknowingly, 
a perpetrator, participant, beneficiary, victim, or bystander. 
  
Hence, I share the responsibility to solve these problems. 
  
I will start contributing to solutions to these problems. 
  
I’ll be proactive. 
  
I’ll be a proactive Indian. 
  
Visit my blog here: http://proactiveindian.com/ 
  
  
 

 

http://proactiveindian.com/
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Princess Tales and Kiss-worthy Frogs 

By A walk into the woods 

 

As I was watching television yesterday, I happened to view this new soap called 
‘Khubsoorat’ (meaning Beautiful) and the first episode shows a very sweet looking 
small girl, perhaps 5-6 years old if I am not wrong, along with her classmates who are 
as old as she. There was talk of a play that was to be done for annual day, and kids 
were being selected. The play was titled “The Frog Prince” and it was about how the 
princess kisses this frog and he turns out into a handsome prince. 

Now, this little girl is treated as a princess at her home. Her parents dote over her like 
she is some fairy come down straight from heaven, and a blessing to this whole wide 
world. She watches television and gets scared of scenes that have a darker cartoon 
character. And she runs to her mum, shivering and whimpering about how the brown 
bhoot (demon) scares her so much. And her mum so nicely hugs her, saying, don’t 
worry, “All princesses always get their handsome princes at the end.” 

From there starts the story of this make-believe girl, the stereotype dreamer who 
dreams of her prince who will come one day, riding on a white horse to take her away 
to a dreamland where there will be love and only love.  

O mere sapno ke saudagar, mujhe aisi jagah le jaao, 
Main chaahti hun mere humsafar, mujhe pariyon ki duniya dikhao 
Pyar hi pyar ho jis jagah, mujhe aisi jagah dikhao 

That this prince would be fair and handsome is a given. 
That the girl herself is a petite fair beauty is another given. 
That she is allowed to discriminate between fair and dark is also given. 

That she can think of herself as a fairy from heaven, and a God’s gift to the Universe is 
also given. It doesn't matter if none of her actions have changed the world; if she has 
never helped anyone; if she hasn’t proved her ‘goodness’ in any way. She is God’s 
precious gift - an anmol tauhfa. 

That there is a small cute boy – a fair and handsome prototype, who will obviously 
grow into the fabled prince charming… what is amazing is that there is another dark 
skinned boy, with pimples on his face, looking like a measles patient, who will 
obviously turn into a bearded shabby looking proverbial anti-hero.  

Now, picture how this girl grows into a beauty, completely concentrating on keeping 
herself perfect for her perfect partner to come along and choose her. Then comes this 
handsome guy who she falls in love with and projects all that she “desires” in her 
partner on to this person, without knowing what he is, without knowing his truth. 

Several movies were made on these lines. Yeh Dillagi was one such movie. In many 
cases, these handsome princes picture themselves as the perfect guys by flaunting 
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how many girls want to fall for them, but they have eyes only for one girl – their next 
target. In this case, our petite little khubsoorat heroine. In the movie in mention, it 
was Kajol who fell for flirty Saif, and lost everything to him. In most cases, these 
princesses have fallen in their “first love” and they dote on it like they would sacrifice 
their life and everything else for them.  

Then follows the typical pattern of break ups as the perfect bubble of the princess 
bursts because her prince charming suddenly turns out to be a demon in the “tall-
fair-handsome hero” garb.  

And thus starts the process of denial, sorrow, pain, tears and endless suffering. Denial 
is the biggest issue here. They just can’t believe that their perfect love story did not 
end perfectly. What went wrong? What could they have done to save it? What should 
they have done to make it better? 

Epilogue: 

If only the princess’s parents taught their princess that human beings come in all 
forms and colours, but the same coloured blood runs in their veins. 
If only the princess’s parents taught her to do good for the society, so that she can 
love herself, to understand that good and bad is deceptive when one goes by 
appearance, and that to find a good heart is as difficult as finding a pearl in the ocean 
bed. 
 

If only she was told that if she donated her eyes like Aishwarya Rai, would she be 
deemed a real beauty – for Aishwarya’s beautiful light eyes are going to light up some 
body’s life some day. 
 

If only she was told that compassion and kindness are far greater virtues to have than 
fair-glowing skin, kohl-lined eyes, and pink pouted lips. 
If only she was told that going by looks and outward appearances, her heart is bound 
to be broken into a million pieces, because she did not have the wisdom to see the 
heart of her "handsome" prince. 
 

If only she was told, that the little dark-skinned boy with pimples on his face is smarter 
and could hold a great heart in his chest. 
 

If only she was told, that life is not a fairy tale and all love stories do not end in 
“happily ever after”, for it takes a real man to possess qualities of honor, respect and 
honesty, and that such men are hardly found in the real world. 
 

If only she was told that it is okay to have an imperfect partner. That we all are 
imperfect in some way. That real life consists of balancing the real with unreal, 
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compromise, forgiveness and compassion. 
 

If only she was pushed to burst her fantasy bubbles in her childhood innocence with 
wisdom passed on by her parents, showing her that kindness, compassion, good 
deeds, honesty and loving nature will automatically bring her to her prince, but that 
she should not weave dreams around imaginary people and match real life characters 
into her fantasy images. 

If only she understood that no matter how much “goodness” she projects on to a 
person who she wants as her dream partner will not turn his reality into that “good” 
projection. 

Cut to Bachpan (childhood): 

My daughter will know, understand and acknowledge all this.  

Princess, 
God might have given you beauty by society's standards. But your real beauty is within 
you. Allow yourself to grow into a kind, helping, compassionate girl, who treats 
everyone with equal respect and is known for her integrity. Cultivate that inner 
beauty, more than concentrating on your face and figure. 

Princess, 
Once you are kind and compassionate and have passed on good deeds into this world, 
you will learn to love yourself. And with that self love you will learn to value yourself, 
so that you are wise enough to know who will love you for what you are worth, and 
who is trying to deceive you with superficial love. 

Princess, 
One day, along will come a man who will walk beside you and hold your hand when 
you are strong, not weak.  
Along will come a man who will stand behind you when you need a push, 
Along will come a man who will wrap his hands around you when you want to be 
protected, 
Along will come a man who will help you stand up when you fall, 
Along will come a man who will empower you to be just "YOU", 
Along will come a man who will not solve your problems for you, but will not let you 
face them alone either, 
Along will come a man who will love you unconditionally, and not when the condition 
is right for him, 
A man for whom love is the only excuse to be with you, respect and trust, the only 
conditions, 
A man who cares about your dignity more than everything else, 
A man who will be afraid of losing you, yet he will let you go if that’s best for you, 
A man who will nurse your wounds and heal your past to build his future with you, 
A man who will find you when you hide, only because you want to be found, 
A man whose life will be affected equally, both by your presence as well as absence 
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Princess, 
Remember, his face might be ugly, he may have a scar, 
His smile might be cocky but he will take you far. 

Princess, 
Remember, he might be fair or not, he might be tall or short, 
Do not put him in buckets, and make your choices short. 

Princess, 
Remember, to be as humble as I taught you to be, 
For if you remain high-handed and in fantasy, 
He might pass you by and you will never know, 
It’s only with kind goggles that he will come to show. 

Princess, 
Remember to love yourself, for that will make him appear 
And not only appear, he is deemed to stay 
He knows what he has got, a gem precious and rare. 
Be that gem, be that girl he has been in search of, 

That moment of realization, may you have that soon! 

 

About A Walk Into The Woods 

A dreamer. Believes in destiny. Follows the Law of 
Attraction. Loves everyone and everything in the 
world. Is happy with the minutest joys in life. Wants 
to travel a lot. Wants to have a lot of pets. Wants to 
adopt a baby girl.   
 
Profession: Consultant/Trainer - Content and Digital 
Marketing 

In my Soul, I want to be Free. 
To the skies above, I say a prayer. 
To the oceans vast, I wish for a pearl tear. 
And the mountains, I beg for a dime 

A wish I want to make, a wish that is just mine. 
Among a million stars, one falling star above 
Grant one wish for me, just one wish out of love? 
Set me free. Please set me free right now. 
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As Close As I came to it 

By Richa Vikas Agarwal 

 
As close as I came to it-World Suicide Prevention Day 
 
Life is strange and stranger are the reasons for its dismissal. Death as we know it 
comes in many forms, all very sad. But suicide is not just that, it is the defeat of that 
human spirit which when we are alive defines us. It is ironic. The very being we all 
strive to maintain, one fine day becomes useless, worthless. And also the very reason 
for all our problems.  
 
When you contrast it with cancer survival cases, amputees trying to live a normal life 
or AIDs patient trying day in and day out for an un-discriminated life, this seems 
worse. They don't have a choice and they try to create it and here some of us do and 
yet choose to avoid. 
 
This day which is also heralded as the "World Suicide day" is going to make me speak 
the closest and darkest secret of my life. 
 
I was about seven when my dad came home, in tears and narrated to us the sad 
demise of his friend. Sending his wife and kids for a vacation, my dad's friend had 
drunk a bottle of Baygon to end his life. It seemed he had not spoken to anyone for 
days on ends and even on the day of his death despite several attempts the regular 
milkman could not get him to open the door. 
 
"If only he had spoken to someone..." my father kept repeating these words. 
 
After that, everytime I saw the Baygon bottle, my heart would beat faster. Somehow I 
was convinced that this is the only way a person can die. I began to imagine my 
parents killing each other with it. My sister adding it in my food and what not. That 
though was all a funny series of events inside my head. Nothing serious, just a child's 
imagination. 
 
But yes, it stuck around. The thought of suicide and through baygon. 
 
Then my mother died. And life took all possible bad turns. I could not speak to anyone 
about my pain. It was a vicious circle really. If I cried, my sister cried, if she cried my 
dad did. So I had assigned a time for my crying- three o clock at night. I stay up late till 
I was sure everyone went off to sleep and then I would get up and walk to the 
bathroom and cry. 
 
I missed my mother and suddenly nothing seemed right. I couldn't talk to anyone, I 
could not explain how much I missed her. Because everyone was too busy 
understanding the practical side of her demise. "How will the kids be brought up?" 
"Who will cook the food?" "Who will manage the house?" and blah and blah. 
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And one fine day I again as per my routine walked to the bathroom and started to cry. 
It usually would last for an hour or so. It was suddenly in the middle of the crying that I 
saw the Baygon bottle kept there, I picked it up toyed with it and started to imagine 
what would happen if I drank it. 
 
The thoughts went like this... 
 
"Papa had told me his friend drank Baygon and instantly started to feel very hot and so 
began to take of clothes"- I checked I was wearing a pair of shorts and T-shirts- I will 
not feel very hot. 
 
"Papa had told me he vomited a lot and so the vomit was all over his bedroom, until in 
the end he reached the bathroom somehow."- That would be messy, Papa would have 
to clean it himself. Thank god I am already in bathroom, so that's taken care of. 
 
"Papa had told me the poison was so strong he could not even scream or else the 
neighbours would have been alerted"- Good then that means people can continue to 
sleep soundly, no point creating a ruckus in the middle of night. 
 
And then for a few moments I started to toy with it, I even opened the bottle and 
smelled it. Then somehow, I have no clue why I heard my sister speak, "Richa ee" ( 'ee' 
is what she calls me because as a child she could never pronounce 'di' and hence the 
name is 'Richa ee' ) 
 
I got a big jolt. I thought to myself, mumma left us and now even I am planning to do 
so. Am I really so selfish? I mean can I do this to someone who has perhaps got all her 
hopes on me now? I didn't cry somehow this time, I quietly kept the bottle back and 
walked out. 
 
I went and hugged my sister and slept. 
 
After that night, each night I would go off to sleep hugging her. And never again did I 
have to get up in the middle of night to cry. 
 
I had found my loved one. I had found my purpose. 
 
Life is not always about being cared for it is also about caring for others. Till date 
when I get very depressed with life or imagine how bad things have gone, I remember 
my sister. I tell myself that taking care of her, making her somebody in life is worth all 
the problems. 
 

*                                                    *                                         * 
 
Alright then, its just that on this day I cannot preach. I cannot tell you taking your own 
life is wrong or right. Because in those moments none of the things we present as 
logic can you remember. But then one thing I have learnt is to always have a life 
purpose. A purpose which cannot be taken away from you through force or destiny. 
To always cherish people whom you love. They are the people who often arrive in the 
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worst of moments and become your strongest support. Remember them in your 
weakest moments and brave the emotions that haunt you. 
 
It is a strange thing, suicide. And one thing I have learnt over the years is it needs people 
to speak out. It needs us to scream and shout, communicate. 
 

 

About Richa Singh 

 

 

 

Writer, Photographer, Wife, Design Engineer, 

Blogger, Trained classical singer, Kathak Dancer, 

Sister, Daughter, Human- all stumbled into in reverse 

order. 

For more of her writings/views visit 

www.subzeroricha.blogspot.com  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.subzeroricha.blogspot.com/
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Fat is Beautiful, Short is Sweet 

By Rekha Nair Dhyani 

Rachna’s post, Yes, Body Image comes from Parents, has triggered this post in me. 

I have short hair since the beginning. They have never grown beyond my shoulders. I 
know that is not such an important issue to anyone else out here. But as a child, to 
me, it was. I was obsessed with long and thick tresses. This syndrome was there 
within me by default, but it was stimulated further by people in my life, in my 
surroundings. I come from Kerala where girls are supposed to have thick, long, black 
and shiny hair. My mother has. My sister has. All my aunts (maternal and paternal) and 

my cousin sisters have beautiful long tresses, except me.  

 
Why Me??? 
 
A question I have asked myself and all possible people ‘n’ number of times, only to be 
told, “They’ll grow. You try this, you try that.” 
 
I can’t tell you how stupid I was to try each and every tip that someone told 
me….from using infinite number of oils, shampoos, conditioners, scalp treatments, 
vitamin supplements, eating curry leaves and last but not least, the best of all, 

stepping on elephant dung and not looking back.   :-o :-o Trust me, I did that too. My 

aunts and cousins told me it helps and I actually did that.   I wish they were not 

having fun at my cost.  
 
Neeli Bringadi, Chembarathyadi (all Kottakkal Arya Vaidya Sala Hair Care products), 
Arnica Oil, Anoop Hair Oil, Livon, Selsun shampoo, Biotique Hair Oil, JasRed Hibiscus 
Gel,…I have lost count of the products too. 
 

 

http://www.rachnaparmar.com/2013/07/yes-body-image-comes-from-parents.html
http://maps.google.com/maps?ll=10.9995434,76.0019588&spn=0.1,0.1&q=10.9995434,76.0019588%20(Kottakkal)&t=h
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Hair_care
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Selsun_Blue
http://rekhadhyani.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/2010_rapunzel_001.jpg
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I was always worried thinking how my prince would climb up the tower, without me 
having long hair like Rapunzel. But the good news is my prince actually climbed up the 

tower without the help of my hair.   
 
After reading Long Hair-My Guru!, by MySay, I have learnt that I should attribute my 
short-temper to my short hair. Shhh…blame it all on things you don’t have or don’t 

like.  
 
I was also way too conscious about the space between my upper incisors. It made me 
so conscious that I used to cover my mouth while talking or laughing and even when I 

used to go to sleep, I used to use my thumb to lock my lips.  I was so very conscious 
that during both my pregnancies, that’s the only thing I asked God to avoid in my kids. 
And guess what, both of them have the same space between the 

same upper incisors.  And ever since I saw it in my angels, I love the space between 

teeth.  

 
Saru’s post, Bridging the Gap, taught me it was alright to have space between your 

teeth if you can bridge the gap in your relationship.  
 
The trouble with such issues is that, even though your parents or siblings do not make 
you feel conscious or blame it on you, there is a full force out there which is ready to 
make fun of you, make a mockery of you, most of the times, unintentionally and 
unknowingly. Why go far, my mother-in-law had pointed out these two points along 
with a few more to reject me….can you beat that? Thankfully, by then I was confident 
enough to not let it affect me. That was just because of the fear factor that her son 
might be taken away. Today, as we have known each other for over a decade, we 
both admire one another for many qualities in each other. Of course, both of us are 

not left with any options to choose from.  Jokes apart, I seriously meant what I said 
about mutual admiration. 
 
I have understood very well that outer beauty is not the right measure to judge 
someone. 
 
Everyone is unique in their own way. 

http://mysay.in/2013/07/03/long-hair-the-guru/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Incisor
http://www.sarusinghal.com/2013/06/bridging-gap.html
http://rekhadhyani.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/bugs-bunnyreclining-499x367.jpg
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Everyone is beautiful… 
Fair or dark, 
Tall or short 
Long hair or short hair, 
Thin or fat. 

 
Aren’t they Beautiful???  

So, here I am today…no less than anyone else in any matter….at least I wish to 

believe so.  
 
I have enough family members and friends, who like me for who I am, the way I 

am…fat, dusky, with short hair and space between my teeth.  
 
I leave you with this beautiful clip from the latest Dark is Beautiful 
campaign by Nandita Das, one India‘s finest actresses. 
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mo3ZJymnsRw 
 

 

About Rekha 

Rekha Dhyani is a mother of two girls, 

a 7 year old and a 5 year old, settled in 

Delhi. She’s a marketer by profession: 

apart from juggling with Excel sheets, 

Presentations and Strategy 

Documents; she also manages to 

remain sane struggling between 

alphabets and multiplication tables at 

the same time. She hopes to win over 

the love of her life back (her husband), 

whom she has lost to the little girls since the past few years. Her new found passion in 

writing frequently on her blog http://rekhadhyani.wordpress.com/ is the only stress-

relief she claims.  

http://nanditadas.com/
http://maps.google.com/maps?ll=28.6133333333,77.2083333333&spn=10.0,10.0&q=28.6133333333,77.2083333333%20(India)&t=h
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mo3ZJymnsRw
http://rekhadhyani.wordpress.com/
http://rekhadhyani.wordpress.com/
http://rekhadhyani.files.wordpress.com/2013/07/fat-albert.jpg
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God is in the fine print 

By Dr Roshan Radhakrishnan 

 
Bad grades got you down? Worried about what to do after school? Afraid you'll never 
be a millionaire by 30 or have orgies with women of every nationality? 
 
Look no further. The Divine People's Society for Hoarding Illegal Treasures 
(Di*P*S*H*I*T*) degree is for you. 
 
Welcome to a university unlike any your boring doctor and engineer relatives ever 
attended. Here at AmmababaGuruSriSriOptimusPrimeThorChipmunks University, we 
do not just nurture talent, we nurture divinity. Yes, that is right. Why be HUman when 
you can be a GODman ? 
  

 
  
Spread over hundreds of acres of land donated to our trust fund, the 
AmmababaGuruSriSriOptimusPrimeThorChipmunks University has been successfully 
creating Godmen who are internationally famous in India for the last 8 decades. Our 
courses deal in depth with all that it takes to become humanly divine and 
attain  materialistic moksha without climbing mountains and praying for decades. 
Every year, hundreds of new Babas and babes babis Godwomen pass out from our 
unique and prestigious university and go forth to become pioneers in their respective 
villages. 
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Our curriculum spans 3 years of your life and benefits you for decades to come. The 
topics you will learn on your road to enlightenment include: 
 
Year 1:  
 
01.Growing a thick beard (males) / thin moustache (females)     
02. Sanskrit - defunct but religiously uber cool. 
03. Closing eyes and sitting in yoga poses without falling asleep. 
04. Loving Saffron - the most awesome colour in the whole wide world. 
05. Giving up materialistic desires. (a.k.a. parting devotees from their money.) 
 
Year 2: 
 
01. FwF (Fasting without Fasting: 100 ways to sneak food and eat without getting 
caught by devotees.) 
02. Spiritual instruments towards attaining nirvana (Tantric sex toys provided by 
college.) 
03. Haute couture (The art of men wearing a dress and not looking like a transvestite.) 
04. Rural posting (Identifying barren lands to grow ganja.) 
05. Religious intolerance (Special guest lectures by Vadapav G, author of 
"Who converted my Cheese" and Swamy Fatlady Singh, author of "The f***ing Jew 
who sold me a Ferrari at 80 % interest plus tax: a true story." ) 
 
Year 3 :  
 
01. Advanced yoga (The easy way to gaze lovingly at your toenails.) 
02. Religious whachamacallits (Talking stuff that everyone knows, but making it sound 
spiritual. Guest lectures by 1984 alumni Skydiver Baba, author of 'My poop and your 
poop and everyone's poop all goes back to Mother Earth eventually.') 
03. Holy Magic (making ash, amulets, rings. Guest lectures by Chris the Amazing 
Sorcerer on 'Card tricks for the Las Vegas Godman' ) 
04. Global love (Countries without extradition treaties to India & Tax haven nations. - 
Updated to 2014.) 
Still unsure? Listen to these stories of success from previous graduates. 
  
"I was just a guy who got thrown out of school for winking a lot. But thanks to 
AmmababaGuruSriSriOptimusPrimeThorChipmunks University, I managed to 
convince some foreign hoochi mamas that their weight loss was due to my breathing 
exercises and not the castor oil I used to add in their food. They gave me an island for 
free. Woo Hoo!! Now I just say I can cure anything in the world with breathing exercises... 
if that doesn't work, then they can try my nonfat, non cholesterol, non veg ayurveda 
stuff." - Bbdev@gurumail.com 
  
"AmmababaGuruSriSriOptimusPrimeThorChipmunks University changed my life forever. 
I can never look at  feather dusters, handcuffs and hot candle wax as inanimate objects 
ever again. " – Swami_Niths. 
  
So what are you waiting for ? 

mailto:Bbdev@gurumail.com
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HURRY. If your dad or current girlfriend's dad has the money, hurry and register with 
us. 
HURRY. Join us and change your destiny forever.  
HURRY, before it's too late.  
HURRY. Become unique like the rest of us. 
Get your Divine People's Society for Hoarding Illegal Treasures degree today and 
become a Di*P*S*H*I*T* for life. 
Author’s note: No Di*P*S*H*I*T*s were harmed during the creation of this article. 

 
About Roshan 

An Aquarian by nature, an anaesthesiologist by 

profession and an avid blogger by vocation, Dr 

Roshan Radhakrishnan believes in the healing 

power of love and laughter but practises medicine 

just to be on the safe side. He has previously been 

published in various anthologies including: 

1)'Chicken Soup for the Indian Doctor's Soul' 
(Westland Publishers) 
2)'Urban Shots: Bright Lights' (Grey Oak 
Publishers) 
3)'Love Stories that Touched my Heart' (Penguin 

Publishers) and 
4)'Ten Shades of Life' (Mahaveer Publishers). 
 
His short stories have also been published in medical conference souvenirs and 
charitable organisation periodicals and he presently hosts his own column "An 
Appletini a Day..." in the popular e-magazine Tamarind Rice. He blogs 
at www.godyears.net  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.godyears.net/
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Fresh and tasty home made feminism. 
Anyone? 

By Sakshi Nanda 

 
A storm in my tea cup sized brain began after I read this spam doing rounds in the 
intellectual departments that make up a sizeable slice of the apple pie called 
Facebook. It read thus – 
 

‘A real woman always keeps her house clean and organized and her laundry basket 
empty. She’s always well-dressed, hair done. She never swears, behaves gracefully on all 

occasions. She has more than enough patience to take care of her family, always has a 
smile on her lips and a kind word for everyone. Share this, if you have just realized, that 

you may be a man.’ 
 
I don't know what the men thought about it (my post is not about them), but the 
women surely seemed amused. Some quickly pressed 'share', others laughed-out-loud 
and a few responded saying, 'Hey, I'm a man'. And what did the ‘real women’ kind 
being spoken about in the poster think of it? Chances are, they laughed the loudest 
laugh, drowning in the din the fact that they 'fit the bill' mentioned above, just 
because a popular brand of ‘Feminism’ says it is the done-thing in-thing to not do 
these things if you want to be called an educated and evolved woman ‘feminist’ living 
in the 21st century. 
 
This F-word is considered exclusive property by those who know Luce Irigaray’s 
nationality or those who can correctly pronounce Simone de Beauvoir’s middle name. 
I don't know either. What I do know, having studied Feminist Literature enough to 
spell it right, is that defining, propagating and expecting a “correct” version of 
Feminism for and from another woman is defeating the whole idea of the women’s 
rights movements gone by – those which sought a voice for the sameness in 
difference and yet voted for the difference in sameness too.  
 
Further, judging a woman as ‘a-feminist’ or even anti-feminist for the conventional or 
normative choices that she makes is assumptive and uninformed at best, and 
judgemental at its worst. This is not a Ph. D. paper here with cross references to 
international thoughts and writings on womanhood. Neither is this an attempt to 
debunk the hard work of my predecessors who burnt their bras and rallied aloud on 
the streets asking for equality of being – fruits of which I am enjoying to this day, 
thanks to their voices.  
 
This is just my 7 paragraphs to resist being branded as Anti-Feminist by those who 
consider themselves the custodians of my sociology, psychology, physiology and a 
handful of other '-ologies'. And surprisingly, it's not men playing that restrictive role 
here! 
 
Every woman’s idea of herself is for her to realize, and define. It’s her basic birth right. 
Her actions and reactions, deeds and misdeeds, adventures and misadventures are 
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hers. Just as the eyes that see, ears that hear and brain that thinks are hers. But we 
know it’s a big bad world, and far from a utopic idyll where we as women can do what 
we want, think what we want and reject what we wish. Free will is not so free for 
most women to use and dreaming of freedom to be your true self at all times is asking 
for a one-way ticket to a personal chateau on the moon’s brightest side. Too many 
buttons mute free will and free thinking.  
 
We see that all the time! However, what is important is to ascertain the difference 
between those who are unfortunate and forced into leading another’s life (and who 
genuinely need support) and others who are making conscious choices of living their 
lives a certain way, even if it’s called the coy cow’s way by the more enlightened.  
  
A lot of us are choosing paths that the more forward-looking-working-professional-
earning-millions-knows-feminism-by-heart consider regressive, pathetic and worst of 
all, coerced – with none being true. Feminine eye brows (and Chetan Bhagat’s too) are 
the quickest to go up if you decide to be a stay-at-home mother. Or don’t keep a 
maidservant or a cook and do it all on your own. Even pack a lunch box for your man 
to carry to work!  
 
Or maybe like doing laundry your way sometimes and dusting the house yourself once 
a week. They find it hard to gather how playing the role of a wife or mother in today's 
times can be anything but forced. Then, they go a step further and judge. They judge 
you for following the ‘age-old norm’, for being ‘typical’ and ‘submissive’ and 
‘voiceless’ and probably bringing women-kind a bad name. They decide for you that 
you enter the kitchen because you have been lead into a trap man created centuries 
back.  
 
They feel sorry for you when they see a spot-less centre table, ironed clothes neatly 
piled and applications for maternity leaves. All this before they try to reason you into 
believing that what you think is exercising your choices is nothing but eye-wash and 
thick white-wash over others’ ulterior motives of using you. In short, they work their 
lungs out to make you believe that you are lost and caged - quotable quotes and 
cross-references included! 
 

 
 
 
What would it take to make them see that every round chapatti or a round bindi is not 
university education gone waste. Accepting your husband’s surname does not make 
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you less of a woman, just like keeping it unchanged does not make you more of a 
feminist either. What you call sacrificing your career for family matters can also mean 
substituting career missed with something better, since family matters.  
 
We don’t stop thinking, deciding and being happy just because we are doing all of that 
and more for another person? Bending backwards is not always bad for the backbone, 
it's sometimes very satisfying for the being. And every woman has her own idea of 
Feminism, which may or may not find mention in books, but which certainly evolves 
and grows with each passing stage in her life.  
 
Keeping my house ‘clean and organised’ makes me feel good, for it’s my love-nest 
after all. I ‘don’t swear and have a kind word for everyone’ because that’s just good 
manners. I comb my hair, who doesn’t? Doing and looking every bit of that spam 
poster does not make you less of a feminist, just like it cannot make you more of a 
woman.   
 
A feminist is a woman in touch with her inner self of thoughts and outer self of 
actions, with no contradictions between the two worlds. A feminist is any woman who 
believes in the power of the feminine - be it of curing, careering, caring or even 
cooking. 
 
And that reminds me! Tonight, I thought of cooking my own recipe of Feminism, for 
my family and myself. It’s going to be served how everyone enjoys it, not because I am 
bound to do it but because I want to do it that way. I am a woman. And I am also a 
feminist – a cooking, cleaning, washing, serving, feeding, choosing, teaching and 
thinking one. Because to me the clichés of life you reject might make you a 
fashionable feminist socially networking but it is what you think you should do and 
which you do that make you a ‘real woman’. 
 
 

 
About  Sakshi 
 

Sakshi Nanda went from studying Literature to 
serving the print media and finally settling with two 
publishing houses who called her editor for a couple 
of hard-bounds, no more! She writes as a work-from-
home mother to realize herself as well as to be read, 
both – with her 2-year-old boy and her sarkari 
babu beau as the greatest source of ideas and 
inspiration. She believes eating baby food is 
therapeutic and that the pen is man’s best invention, 
after diapers that is! She blogs at 
http://sakshinanda.blogspot.in/  

 

http://sakshinanda.blogspot.in/
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Mr.Murphy’s Law & Parenting 

By Sid Balachandran 
 

I’m yet to find a person who hasn’t heard, lest experienced, the  Murphy’s “famed”

Laws. No matter how, it always finds a place in most day-to-day episodes. In the 
unlikely event that you, my dear reader, may actually fall into that minute category of 
people who’ve never heard of Mr. Murphy and his “law”, let me try and explain it with 
an example: 
 
It’s after work and you’re in a bit of hurry. But you’ve just been told that you need to 
pick up a few important provisions, which are only available in the nearby 

hypermarket. So you pop into the superstore, pick up those  items, say “handful”

three or four, and you proceed towards the check out. You go the Express checkout 
counter, in spite of the fact that the queue there is growing infinitely by the minute, 
sort of like the prophesied Lord Hanuman’s tail.  
 
After a few minutes (note :10minutes) of standing in the queue, which by the way 
moves slower than a snail on a leisurely stroll, you decide to jump the queue to the 
normal  check-out one, as they seem to be moving much more quicker. You find a 
relatively less-crowded checkout counter, and stand in line. Woo-hoo, you’re next. 
Unfortunately, the person in front of you has no cash, and his credit/debit card refuses 
to work. So much for swapping the checkout line, you think. And then you glance 
sideways, only to notice that the person, who was originally behind you in the express 

checkout line, is now exiting the store. 

 
Image courtesy Google Search 

 
Welcome to the irksome world of Mr. Murphy & Co., where the axiom very subtly 

goes . And rightly so, I say from “ Anything that can go wrong, will go wrong”

experience. But my post today is not about Murphy’s Law in general. Over the past 
few decades, there is a single wholesome category that this “Law” applies to, more 

than anything else: . Yes, those who’ve had the experience will vouch that Parenting

parenting is quintessentially the main example that Murphy’s Law works.  I “How so?”

hear the non-parents ask, whilst I notice the “  parents, been-there-done-that”

vigorously nodding their heads. And with that, I’d like to humbly jot down a few 
Murphy’s Laws that have definitely found their place in my family. 
 

http://iwrotethose.files.wordpress.com/2013/11/8718089-happy-parents-with-newborn-baby.jpg
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 Murphy’s Law & Toddler Naps
- The day you brag to someone about how your baby is such a sound sleeper, 

he/she will never nap continuously again henceforth, for the for-seeable 
future 

- So your little one has slept off in the car/living room. You carefully put him/her 
into their bed, without a single sound, at times even without breathing. 
The moment you transfer them on to their bed/cot, they open their eyes. 
Suddenly it’s playtime. 

- You’re excited to take your whole family, including your little one, to the park 
for a day of outing. But it’s some distance away. You spend most of the journey 
entertaining the little one, and answering questions of “Are we there yet?” 
The moment you reach the park, you realize that he/she has fallen asleep. 

- Yep, the much-awaited weekend is here. The kids have no school and you have 
no office. The best time to have a bit of a lie-in. The weekend you decide to do 
that is the weekend that they decide to rise early. 

 Murphy’s Law & Toddler Fashion
So you’ve decided to wear that hot, svelte black dress, now that you’ve almost re-
attained that pre-pregnancy figure. That’s the day, your little one who has a cold, 
blows the mother-of-all boogers on your now not-so-hot dress. Similarly, the day your 
husband decides to wear that starched and crisply ironed white shirt, your little one 
will have muddy, dirty hands. And he’ll want to hug him. 

 Murphy’s Law & Toddler Food’ism 
- The day you painstakingly and lovingly prepare their most favorite snack/meal, 

all of a sudden, they find the food repulsive 
- The day you dress your little one in his/her best outfit is the day you forget to 

put on his/her bib during mealtime. And you know how that’s going to go. 

 Murphy’s Law & Spousal time for Parents
- So, you’ve been fortunate enough to get the grandparents to baby-sit for an 

evening, so that you and your loved one can go out for dinner or watch a 

movie. Just basically have some . You have a lovely time and plan to “us-time”

get back and relax for a bit. The moment you come home, you’re told the news 
that the little one went to sleep almost as soon as you left. “Great” you think, 
and hit the sofa with your partner, to enjoy sweet-nothings and maybe a rom-

com.   And suddenly you hear a “wail”

- It’s been a long day, and you can’t wait to see your spouse. The moment you 
hug your partner or hold hands, is when your little one, who up to that point 
was busy playing in his tent, decides that he wants to join the fun too 

 Murphy’s Law & Kid’s toys
- Your little one, just like others of his age, loves to leave his toys on the floor. 

And just when you think you’d picked up all the toys and put it away, your 
beloved feet will find the missing one, especially if it’s a Lego block. 

- So the little darling has not played with a particular toy for months now. You 
decide to do the “humane” thing and decide to give it another loving home. 
The day you do that is the day that he will ask for that toy. 
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 Other Murphy’s Law(s)
- Your little one loves to talk, and he/she babbles non-stop continuously. And 

being a parent, you can’t secretly help but brag a bit to your friends, who 
decide to come home one day to meet him/her. The day they do that, is the day 
that he/she does the complete opposite, and will not say a single word. This 
holds good for dances / rhymes / songs too. 

- Every milestone that your toddler achieves is an amazing record. And as they 
grow, you want to capture each and every moment. One day, you find him 
rolling his tongue and decide to get the video camera to record this 
momentous occasion. The moment you grab hold of the recorder, is the 
moment that they’ll move on to other things 

- Oh, what joy it is, to go on an evening stroll with your little one. You usually 
take their changing bag stocked with everything. Today, you decide to take a 
chance and leave the bag at home – after all you’re only going to be out for 
half-hour and you just changed their diaper. Well, my friend, today’s the day 
you’re going to need not just a diaper, but possibly a whole change of 
his/her clothes too. 

- As parents, we try to watch our language around the little ones. After all, it is 
said that toddlers listen and model their behavior on what you say. So far 
though, he/she has not even shown an inkling of chance that he/she is ready to 

speak. Hence you’ve been safe all along. But the day you say, “Shit! I forgot my 

 is the one time that he/she decides to repeat. wallet (or anything)!”

- You’ve gone out for a family meal and the food is taking a ridiculously long 
time to get to the table. To keep the little one engaged, you decide to give 
them the virtual baby rattle app on your phone. Somehow he/she manages to 
drop the phone into the furthermost corner of the seat, accessible only by 
crawling on all fours. Go figure! 

 
Parenthood is not without its own challenges without throwing Murphy’s Law into 
the mix. And it is not unusual to occasionally find yourself being pushed over the top, 

and wanting to use one of those 3  from the Harry Forbidden/Unforgiveable Curses

Potter spell book. Just when you’ve got the “hypothetical wand” pointed at them, 
and your lips pursed to utter those “taboo” words, they open their puppy-dog eyes as 

wide as they can, and dazzle us with their most adorable smile. And that’s that  
 
I’ve merely used Murphy’s Law as a tool to cite a few parenting 
examples which happens with almost everybody. In reality, Murphy’s Law has only got 
relevance, because we give it so. When things go well, we hardly observe it. When 
things go badly, we seek out justification.  Murphy’s Law merely taps into our 
propensity to dwell on the negatives. 
 
As for Murphy’s Law and parenting; it seems to go hand-in-hand like long-lost friends 
at a house party. The best way to tackle this is to realize that we need to take life a 
little less seriously. And of course, that things that have a chance of going wrong, will 
invariably do so. It’s just not your fault – You’re a great parent :) 
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And when days like this happen, you always have this solution 

 
Image courtesy Google Image Search 

 
…and no, I am not advocating drinking. But hey, it helps at times. 
Disclaimer: This post contains a lot of my personal experiences as a parent, 
as well as secondary research from other parents. So we’ve all been there. 
Don’t worry, you’ve got company! 
 

 

About Sid 

Sid Balachandran is a well “rounded” 

(yes, literally!) combination of an 

aspiring writer, self-taught techie geek, 

avid reader, enthusiastic photographer,  

spontaneous traveller and a 

wannabe master-chef. Though 

academically an engineer and a product 

manager by profession, he believes that 

writing is his true calling, and can be 

usually found musing on a variety of 

topics on his blog 

www.iwrotethose.com 

He invites you to download his book 

here:  Harry’s Hut  

 

 

 

 

http://www.iwrotethose.com/
https://www.dropbox.com/s/5j7vurdxowbcsx2/Harry%27s%20Hut.pdf
http://iwrotethose.files.wordpress.com/2013/11/red-wine1.jpg
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Daughter 

By Sheethal Susan Jacob 

 
 

Daughter, to you in the future. 
 
Hey Beautiful, 
 
This is to my little girl written years before you were born. Writing a letter to 
you in the future, seems weird? No! Just so much special to meet you in your 
twenties, when I myself is in my early twenties. Because, maybe in course of 
time and age I might find these things a bit trivial. 
 
Angel, love u so much. Even before you were born you were my dream. And 
when I get to hold you for the first time will be my happiest moment. The 
bundle of joy would be with me at last. And will be my Princess forever.  
 
I want you to know me right from the moment I started dreaming about you. I 
want you to know me when I was your age, are you like me?? Want to know 
whether your thoughts, ideas and deeds resemble mine. Don't think I am 
comparing you. I just wanted to share myself with you. I want to preserve my 
optimism, ideologies and passion for me. Right now I want to see my dream of 
giving a strong hand to the less privileged children to make their life colorful 
and to adopt a girl.  
 
Always remember. 
 
You are beautiful. Not just from outside but from within. Your Smile is your 
biggest strength. I want you to save a smile under any circumstances, because 
that makes you strong. Always look at yourself first thing in the morning.... And 
however you look ... just be proud of who you are. There's only one YOU in this 
whole world. And you're Unique. Special. Rare. I want you to be your first love. 
People may love you or hate you. But remember there are a certain bunch of 
folks called family and friends who will love you and be with you for who you 
are. So treasure them and cherish them forever. And never take anyone for 
granted. Respect everyone's ideologies and their space. Then they will respect 
yours too. 
 
Read a lot. I want you to read fairy tales and believe in them. It’s always about 
the good winning the bad and living happily ever after. Believe in good. I wish 
your life is filled with books. Coz you get so much out of a page. Stand up for 
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what you think is right and be bold. Never hesitate to speak out from your 
mind. Never stand back and keep silent. Trust your instincts. Almost every time 
they turn out to be right. Keep a journal and update it regularly. It'll help you to 
track yourself. 
 
Go travel around the world. See what’s happening at the other part of the 
world. Understand that this place is not made of happiness only but with 
sorrows too. Find happiness in your tears too. It's ok to cry, but never at the 
drop of a hat. You will have your heart broken, maybe so many times, but don't 
let that let you down. Cry a bit, talk to your BFF and go out and enjoy the 
beauty of the world.  
 
Don't be afraid to make mistakes and take risks. I have done more than enough 
and still doing. You’ll learn from both and but try not to repeat the same 
mistake more than once. Whatever happens always Believe in God. I want you 
to go to church regularly. 
 
Find your passion and hold on to it forever. It will take you to great heights in 
career and in happiness. Never compromise your passion even for me. This is 
one privilege 'm giving you now itself. 
 
Be stubborn in your principles. Peer or parental pressures should not make u 
change them.  
 
Always lend your ears to others. Be a good listener. Show concern. Show 
respect. Remember expect God everyone is a shade of grey. Accept them for 
who they are. Find Good in everyone. Treat people the way you want them to 
treat you. Trust others but don't let anyone hurt your feelings. Try never to be 
the reason for anyone's tears.  
 
Try to make a difference in at least a person's life. You will feel blessed for that 
forever.  
 
Make it a habit to appreciate and apologize whenever needed.  
 
Find your guy in a person who never breaks his promises to you, who would 
smile just to see your smile, who would love you for who you are and who 
would treat everyone equally despite of their social status. I love you and when 
you find someone who loves you a fraction of that, then never take him for 
granted. Relations are the most important treasure in this world. Handle them 
with uttermost care. Love others without jealousy, anger or grudges. If you 
don't like a person tell them on their face, but never behind them.  
 
I won't say that I should be your best friend but I want you to be mine. I want 
to share up each and everything with you. I know one day you're gonna fly 



~ 75 ~ 
 

away chasing your dreams and life.... but if you think you need to come back for 
a while.... Don’t hesitate ...  I'll be there for you. Always. 
 
Kid, I love you. Have started loving you when I, myself was a child. 
 
You are my Dream. :) 

 
For a Beautiful Daughter and an Awesome Woman 
 

From, 

ME. 

 

About Sheethal 

 

Born and brought by in Kerala, and now settled in 
Middle East with parents. Went to study Engineering 
with literature in mind, and this just made my relation 
with books and writing more strong. An avid reader 
and one who loves writing! Visit my blog: 
http://rambledscribblings.blogspot.com/  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://rambledscribblings.blogspot.com/
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The Joy of small things 

By Shilpa Garg 

 
 
All of us want to be happy, yet it eludes most of us. Is it because we expect the 
happiness to come from big things….’I’ll be happy after I get married’, ‘A promotion 
at work will make me happy’, ‘An overseas vacation would fill my cup of joy’… If we 
wait for us to be happy and enjoy after a certain big thing happens, we would have 
missed a lot of joyous moments in life. 
 
To have a truly happy and peaceful existence, it is necessary to find happiness in small 
things. Life is made up of little things, so enjoying them for all their worth is bound to 
make for a more happy life. 
 
The little things in life that give me joy are : 
 

 Listening to an old song after ages and the associated times and memories 
flash in front of you 

 A sudden warm hug from the child 

 Having the swimming pool in the apartment complex all to yourself for an hour 

 Getting that perfect shot with your 
camera 

 Exchanging a smile with a stranger 

 Sharing a hilarious joke with a friend on 
WhatsApp 

 The perfect cup of tea in the morning 

 Sitting on the bed and reading a good 
book 

 While you finish the chores, husband 
cooks a fabulous meal 

 The mesmerizing beauty of the nature 

 Kneading a perfect dough with the Food 
Processor 

 Having some awesome conversations with a friend 

 Eating your favourite dish after a long time 

 Striking a conversation with a co-passenger and find that you have a lot in 
common 

 Observing the fishes move in an aquarium 

 Getting up in the middle of the night, a look at the watch and realize there are 
still a lot of hours before it is time to wake up. 

 Watching a movie you wanted to see for a long time on TV 

 Finding a dress that fits perfectly and is at a reasonable price too 

 Watching the squirrels nibble at the bread which was left out for them on the 
balcony wall… 

 

http://lh5.ggpht.com/-8SclF6_iRaA/UWWh4_lYlRI/AAAAAAAAFZc/mAVAajUIA4E/s1600-h/little things[6].jpg
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No matter what stage of life we are in, there are always small things to enjoy and 
savour. 
 

 
In your life, what are the joys of little things? 

 

Images Courtesy : Google Images 

1. http://blog.dolledup.ie/live-life-journey-destination/ 

2. http://www.flickr.com/photos/deeplifequotes/8708748337/ 

 

About Shilpa 

 

Shilpa Garg is a blogger. She blogs @ 

http://shilpaagarg.com 
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http://www.flickr.com/photos/deeplifequotes/8708748337/
http://shilpaagarg.com/
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To Dear Dad 

By Shilpa Sharma 

 
It's a letter by a unborn girl who is being killed before she can see this world to her 
dad.   
 

Dear Dad, 
 
How are you? I hope you are fine. But dad, I am not fine. I am scared. Yesterday you 
told mommy that the ‘work’ will be done tomorrow. Your words has scared your 
daughter. Before you get your ‘work’ done I want to say something to you. Dad, I was 
very happy for the past some months. I heard you laughing with joy when mommy 
told you that I am coming into your life. I heard how grandma and grandpa showered 
blessings on mommy and me. And you know dad, who was the most happy? It was 
me. I was the happiest one because I was coming in to a family like this. But then, 
yesterday ‘that’ happened and all of my happiness was gone. Yesterday everybody 
came to know that I am a……..Girl, and you took a decision to …….. 
 
 Dad, I remember how you used to rest your head on mommy’s stomach and talk to 
me! You have no idea how much I loved your talks. I remember how grandma used to 
take mommy to temple to pray for me. Oh dad! I loved the way grandma took care of 
mommy. I could not see all of you but I always felt the warmth of your love. When you 
used to put your hand on mommy’s stomach, I could feel your touch. But now….now 
that all has gone. 
 
You know dad, mommy talks to me every day. Since the day she came to know that I 
was there, she talks to me. She tells me lot of things. She tells me stories, sings lullaby 
for me. I love her so much. I can hear everything she says and even everything she 
thinks. Yesterday, when you told her your ‘decision’, I heard her heart-beat getting 
faster. Yes dad, I was awake and I heard everything. I heard you cursing her, I heard 
grandma yelling at her and cursing her and me. Yesterday there were no sweet talks, 
no blessings and no prayers. Mommy was crying, but nobody listened. She requested 
you to not to do ‘it’ but you……….you slapped her. The sound of your slap frightened 
me. 
 
Last night she did not sleep, and neither did I. She talked to me  the whole night. She 
said that it is her last talk with me…she told me that it is happening because I am a 
girl. If I were a boy then it wouldn’t have happened. Mommy said that you think that a 
son makes a dad proud and brings good name for the family. She said that you also 
think that when you’ll grow old, a son will take care of you, he will earn a lot of money 
and will give you a good life. 
 
Daddy, I promise you that I will also make you proud and I will also bring a good name 
for the family. I will take care of you when you’ll grow old. I do not know what money 
is but I promise that I will bring as much money as you wish, no matter where it is 
found. I will be as good as a son. I really promise you dad. Just let me see this world. 
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Let me come here. I promise I’ll make you proud. I love you dad. I am your own 
daughter…you own child. Please don’t KILL me ! I want to see this world. I do not 
want to die.  
 
Dad….are you listening?  
 
Can you hear me…….Dad?………Dad???  
 
Please don’t kill me………dad…..??? 
 
Please Dad……. 
 
 

 
 

About Shilpa 
 

 
My name is Shilpa Sharma and I am your next-door girl. I 
love reading, writing and blogging. I am still trying to find 
my place in this big big world. You can read me at 
shilpasharmaonline.wordpress.com 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://shilpasharmaonline.wordpress.com/
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Birds of a Feather 

By Shiva Kapoor 

 

Birds of a Feather 

Day 2*** Picture Location – Lodhi Garden New Delhi *** Cameraman – Yours 
Truly *** Muse – Birds in motion 

 
Birds of feather …. Flying high … Free spirited … Always in motion …. Nimble and fast 

 
Me as a kid would never miss my 5:30 pm routine. I would leave all that I was doing 
and rush to the balcony … It was time to wave goodbye to the chirpy beings … 
always in flocks …flying together …calling it a day. Every day I would imagine their 
lives, how all of them would go back home after a whole day of toil and enjoy a 
relaxing evening with their families. And then my mind would go to their kids at home. 
How happy they would get when they see their Mumma Papa come back at dusk. And 
I would always envy them, because their parents never got late, and my father would. 
 
What serenity they left behind … Just a moment before that those synchronized 
voices would have filled up the skies, it seemed as if  they were calling all their friends 
who were still at work, asking them to shut down computers and go back home 

http://www.gophoto.it/view.php?i=http://3.bp.blogspot.com/-1i1GfyoAQoU/UiRFhb6G4cI/AAAAAAAAALg/7p5hJQHdpeo/s1600/485177_3731436885195_1048871392_n.jpg
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...after all there is something called work life balance . One by one all would fly and 
before you would know they would have all boarded a bus, and the bus would leave 
for its destination, precisely as the sun clock struck. And a deep, soulful silence would 
follow. 
 
This was like a ritual for me … and it did fill me up with so much happiness. In my mind 
I had also made colonies for them, how birds of my area would be going somewhere 
far for work and would come back to the trees in front of my house, and how all those 
I saw going ,would actually be staying in a posh  location in the center of the city .. 
well those were the rambling imaginations of a little mind …but they actually gave an 
alternate reality to an otherwise mundane life. 
 
I always wanted to be a bird … they used to intrigue me … How could they just fly so 
easily and I could not. They were so free, so limitless, so freewheeling, so liberated 
and so lucky!!! 
 
But as I grew up I realized, who stops you from being one. Let your mind free … 
Unbuckle the tenterhooks.. Break the confines and just Fly !!!!  Be a bird, but never 
forget to flock together!!! 

 

About Shiva 

 

In love with Words, Indian by Heart, 
Adventurous in mind, Perpetually high on life, 
wanderer in a dreamland, lost in my world, in 
pursuit of spreading smiles...Thrive on books, 
movies, music and friends ...  self-confessed 
lovoholic. Visit my blog at 
http://mywordgraffiti.blogspot.com/ 
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A Shove of Faith 

By Sreedevi Datta 

 
Dear Someone, 
 
Do you remember our first house together …in the monsoons water would come 
seeping through the walls and by the time we woke up the whole floor and the 
curtains would be dripping wet.  
 
I was a happy soul back then because the mugs which I kept under the leaky floors 
would invariably fill with water and on waking up you would tell me to store the water 
in my closet so that we could use it for making further rain. Did I listen to you? 
Sometimes I did … at other times I would simply float paper boats in the water. 
 
Back then we used to have a big desert cooler which was my favorite contraption. It 
made a soothing, humming noise in the long sleepy afternoons and after the little 
pump completed its job, the whole room would fill with cool fragrant air. Of course 
we needed to fill it with water once in a while to quench its thirst. So what …not a big 
deal right? 
 
Anyway that year when winter was still far away, two rodents made their way into our 
home. Before I had the time to react …a brown spotted cat too came into our 
kitchen.  Of course we did not know where she built her house.   Then one day we saw 
her holding a dead rodent in her mouth and disappearing somewhere on to the attic . 
Our house became rodent-less and milk-less.  
 
We did not mind. In fact we were elated because we found out our cat was pregnant. 
Few weeks later our attic was filled with the luscious cries of the new born kittens. 
Sometimes they would purr piteously …at other times they would just snuggle up 
close to their mother’s belly and slip off into a deep slumber .  
 
We did not see all this …yet we had our collective imaginations didn’t  we ? And on a 
more mundane note we were afraid of climbing up into the attic and taking a peek. 
We knew cats hated their young ones being disturbed. So we just went on piling up 
our individual curiosities. You said there would be two kittens. I said there would be 
three. You said all of them would be white …I said one of them would be black. We 
bickered …we argued …we fought.  
 
Then one day, we saw our cat emerging from the attic. She held one of the kittens 
with her mouth and placed it on the edge of the attic. The kitten was fair headed. She 
looked scared and most probably wanted to run away .But within seconds her mother 
was back again this time with another kitten.  
 
The second kitten also looked as fair headed and as scared as the first one. Yet 
this chap did not want to run away like the first one. He stood rooted to the spot. 
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Then came the third one (a brunette) held between her mother’s teeth just like the 
first two. 
 
The three siblings stood there on the edge of the attic looking very hesitant. Maybe 
they already had an inkling of what was going to come up.  Suddenly the first fair 
head developed cold feet and retreated back. The mother followed it and clenching it 
firmly between her teeth placed it on the edge of the attic once again.  
 
After that she turned to them and talked to them in firm meows. That worked. They 
did not turn their backs. They did not retreat. Then just stood there rooted to the spot 
and then as all of us gaped, the Mommy cat took a big leap and landed with a soft 
thud on top of our cooler . From there she ordered the kittens to take a leap.  
 
The more she ordered ..the more they inched backward. Mommy was visibly upset. 
She leapt back on to the attic and again caught the three miscreants between her 
teeth and deposited them on the edge of the attic .Her tone softened this time. Look 
at me, she seemed to say, Did I fall down.. Did I hurt myself? The three siblings purringly 
nodded.  
 
Then once again she leapt on to the top of the cooler. This time the three siblings did 
not inch backward. But they did not jump either. They just stood there. Come on! You 
are going to enjoy this, the mommy said. The fair head inched forward. But then again 
she looked below and stood frozen in her tracks. What if I fall into this deep well, 
she seemed to ask Mommy.  
 
Come on …it’s just a height and it’s all in your head. The white one nodded.  She 
understood. She inched a few millimeters forward. Then just as all of us watched, 
decided against it. Mommy I am good here, she seemed to say. How can you say 
that, shot back Mommy, when you did not set your feet here?  The other white one and 
the brown one nodded their heads in agreement. But Mommy dearest was not to be 
outnumbered.   
 
She leapt back on to the attic. She decided to tackle the leader first. Yes the fair 
headed one. Ok, don’t jump …just come and have a look, she said. The white one 
nodded. No harm in trying, she thought walking to the edge with Mommy stood there. 
But this time Mommy was smart. She stealthily crept behind the white one and gently 
pushed it forward.   
 
Our little fair lady did not have time to gather her senses. She just had time enough to 
spread her front and hind legs into the air before landing on the cooler. At first she 
looked askance at her mother. She looked cheated and then slowly as the weight of 
the moment slowly sank, a feeling of triumph crossed her face. Mommy too looked 
proud. Now she no longer felt alone .She had the leader by her side. Her task was 
made much easier. 
 
Both of us clapped our hands in glee. I slept with a smile on my face. After that my 
heights never felt dark anymore. You once again disappeared into your cloak of 
invisibility. Not that I minded. In fact your invisibility helped me in more ways than 
one   
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After all these years I just wanted to tell you that I stay within those same walls even 
now. They no longer leak. Yet I keep a couple of paper boats by my bedside   
So here I sign off, 
 
Yours in faith, freedom and gratitude, 
 
XXXXXX 
 

 
 
About Sridevi 
 

 
 

"Sridevi Datta  is a writer who believes in 

the collective power of words to transform 

and heal . When she is not writing she can 

be found juggling her time between her two 

brats who are responsible for her frequent 

bouts of (in)sanity. She blogs at 

http://www.sridevidatta.wordpress.com 
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I have something to tell you 

By Sugandha 

 
I have something tell you....She was fired! 
 
I have something to tell you…! She leaned over my desk and said excitedly. Her shrill 
voice and over excited tone made me spill my coffee and caught attention of rest of 
the bay. 
 
I gave her one of my “can you please calm down?” looks and she sobered. She usually 
forgets that I am not only her boyfriend but also her boss now. 
 
“I’ll meet you in ten minutes in cafeteria, tell me then” I said in a hushed tone. 
“No Raj! I can’t wait, please listen to me” She pleaded in the sweet little girl tone that 
had made me go crazy for her ever since I first saw her. 
 
“Fine, let’s go.” That’s the advantage about being her boss, no one suspects why I am 
sitting with her (as long as I can curb my desire to kiss her). 
 
I got up with my diary and my pen and headed for meeting room. She, like an excited 
child followed close. Once there, I asked, “What?” “Can you talk politely? You are not 
talking to your junior; you are talking to your girlfriend. Plus, the news that I am about 
to break will need a good setting” She said with excitement still not fading. 
 
“Are you getting married?” I asked skeptically. She gave a mad look and said “Don’t 
kill the mood, anyway I can’t wait, I am pregnant!” “What???” It was my turn to 
scream. But thankfully we were in the sound proof meeting room. 
 
In next one minute, I went through a series of emotion that a man goes through. 
Happy – She was pregnant, she was carrying my child. 
Rush – We couldn’t delay our marriage any longer. 
Burdened – Will I be able to take care of her? 
Fear – How will I do it? 
 
Most importantly – confusion – how? when? why? What next? and why now? 
Anger – Why did she have to get pregnant now? 
Helplessness – Is there a way out? 
 
I looked up at her beaming face. She read my emotions and sobered down. After 
stealing glances, I gave her a quick hug and told her I was happy. She understood. 
We went back to our work stations. I approved her leave so that she could finish her 
visit to her gynecologist and stuck a note that I’ll speak to her once home. The rest of 
the day was going to be tough. 
 
I kept thinking about how I had met her on first day of her internship, looking all lost 
in similar looking bays. With fresh communication degree and no experience of 
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wearing heels, she had come to work with a magazine she hated. She wanted to write 
about society and problems, but this was 2009. The recession in American had set in, 
and no companies were hiring. 
 
I still it was my good luck that she tripped right in front of my desk, spilling her coffee 
on her skirt. Scared, tear dwelled up in her eyes. And there, just like that I lost my 
heart to her. I offered her help, asked someone to get her another coffee and 
managed to find a change from the freebies that we received as part of promotion 
material. Embarrassed, she kept saying thank you. This was my chance, I asked for 
coffee with me and she said sorry. 
 
Over next fifteen days, we stole glances at each other and smiled. Sixteenth day, she 
sent me text on office messenger, “I guess I am being rude. You helped me; I should 
take you out for coffee.” Little that I knew, that the coffee date with that sweet little 
intern will turn into a full-fledged romance.  
 
Two years later, I was living with her without anyone in the organization being aware 
of it. We had been considering marriage for a while now, but it was the company 
policy that made it difficult. One of us would have to switch. And then I got my recent 
promotion making me creative head of the company. 
 
I went back home at my usual time. On my way, I got her some roses, I knew she loved 
them and she must be scared too. 
 
At home, she had cooked my favorite dinner. Over dinner I asked her, “When did you 
find out?” She confirmed “today morning”. 
 
“Why didn’t you tell me then?” 
“You had left. I wanted to see you when I broke the news.” I had left earlier than 
usual as I had to work on some important stuff. 
Slowly she asked me, “What next?” 
Between my food and the glass of juice that she got me I replied, “What next? We get 
married; you quit your job and enjoy being my wife.” 
She looked shocked. “Honey, my career?” 
 
“What career baby? You know you can’t do it right? You need to take care of yourself 
and the baby. I wouldn’t like to see my wife taking stress for what advertisements go 
in for next edition. Moreover, you don’t have a job. One of us has to quit if we get 
married.” I tried to explain her. 
 
“Why me? Why are you behaving like a typical Indian man? Why do you want me to 
quit?” she was suddenly upset. 
 
I was irritated. She wasn’t talking sense. Did she expect me to go search for a new job? 
I lit up a cigarette and then stubbed it. I had read that one shouldn’t smoke with 
pregnant women around.  I asked her, “What do you want?” 
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“I want to continue working. I want to marry you. I want you to start your own 
company that you have been talking about. I want to make sure that my baby doesn’t 
stop my career. Will you help me?” 
 
I looked at her as if she had lost it. How could she expect me to quit when I was 
getting married and having a child? How could she be so self-centered to not care 
about our baby? I explained, “Saumya, please understand. I can’t quit. I have 
responsibilities. I need to take care of you and our baby. Now is not the time. 
Whereas, you need to take care of yourself, you don’t need to work. My salary is 
enough for both of us” 
 
She looked tired. Quietly she said, “I don’t want to talk about it now. I don’t want to 
quit. I am going to sleep and you can stop fidgeting with the match box and smoke 
your cigarette” 
 
I watched her walk to the bedroom, she suddenly looked older and stubborn. My 
irritation came back, I screamed “I don’t want to hear anything. You are going to 
resign, and you and I are getting married this Sunday.” 
 
She screamed back, “I am not resigning.” 
 
I lit my cigarette and relaxed on the couch. That was first in two years I slept on that 
sofa. 
 
When I got up in morning, Saumya had left for office already. There was breakfast on 
the table and a note. “I will not quit my job.” 
 
I called in my PA and told her I’ll be late. I took a long shower and had my breakfast. I 
stopped by at a mall and bought her a ring. I then reached my office and wrote a mail 
to Saumya. She was fired. 

 
 

About Sugandha 
 

 
I am Sugandha. I like to talk, and I 
write as I talk. I write because it 
allows me to express myself more 
freely. I blog at 

somethings.sugandha@blogspot.com 
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Lingering Scent 

By Sulekha Rawat 

 

Clothes have a tendency to retain the perfume even after they are washed. The 

gown you had worn to the dance reeks of your Hugo Boss woman perfume, 

post wash. My son’s school uniforms scream Axe deo spray. My Dad’s shirt has 

his smell, the woodsy, brylcreemy smell. I had bought a shirt for him on Nov 

17th 2009, from Cottons in Bandra.  

At that moment I hadn’t known that it was going to be my last gift to him. It’s a 

white shirt with little blue flowers, Dad had loved the shirt. 

On 8th Jan 2010,he had wanted to wear this shirt but it had gone for a wash and 

he couldn’t wear it. I think he knew that he was leaving this world and going.My 

sister-in-law, Jyoti tells me that he had been very upset when he was told that 

the shirt was still wet.  

My nieces, Kavya and Diya had been playing Bob Marley’s song,” Don’t Worry 

Be Happy”, On the computer and Dad was enjoying this number. All those who 

were lucky enough to be near him in the end, share their memories with me. I 

just listen and try to remember my last memory of him. 

It was on Nov 22nd 2009, that I had last seen him smiling and wishing me good 

luck.  I had been on my way to the airport to go to Delhi. I remember him giving 

me a sweet hug, he had lost a lot of weight but his hugs were still the same. I 

don’t really remember whether he had come down to the car or had said 

goodbye from the 3rd floor.  

Had I known that it was the last time I would be meeting him,I would have told 

him that I loved him a lot and that he was my number one Man. 

The only person in this world who I could depend on, who would do anything 

for me, anything. I had so much faith in him, to get me the Moon even, had I 

asked for it. He was my own fairy Godfather. Now I am an ordinary person 

without any special powers, since he has gone away. 

I have his shirt with me though and it smells of my Dad’s brylcreem and deo and 
his special daddy smell. I can feel that he is close when I hold it in my hands.  
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How do I bottle this fragrance? How do I keep it forever? 

Lucks aka Sulekha 

 

About Sulekha 

 

I am Sulekha aka Lucks; a daughter, sister, wife, 

mother, friend, writer and Co-founder of 

www.socialpotpourri.com.My life is my Muse 

and my Muse is my life. Writing challenges me, 

and makes everyday interesting and worth 

living. My Dad is my inspiration and idol. Read 

my stories and poems at 

www.sulekharawat.com 
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What Stuff is Humour Made of? 

By Susan Deborah 

 

Many times, I have wondered, What makes humour or rather What stuff makes 
humour? What ticks people and why do we laugh at some jokes while finding 
the others stale and worthless. There was a time when I didn't take very well at 
those who laughed and laughed. I always assumed that those who laugh all the 
time are people who can never do anything serious. I despised such people.  
 
Now, don't think that I did not enjoy a good laugh. I did. I laughed too but not 
all the time. As I am growing older, I have realised that laughing is a great thing. 
Now, even at the slightest pretext, I can laugh with reckless abandon. But what 
makes humour humour? No, it wasn't a typo. What tingles the mind to laugh 
away?  
 
Across the board, I have observed that humour associated with sexual 
innuendos are the ones which make people laugh and laugh. Now, when I say 
sexual innuendos, don't get over-imaginative about explicit scenes. One can 
even refer to a simple comment which is sexual but in the garb of an innuendo! 
One needs to be extremely creative and witty when it comes to innuendos. 
 
Now, why does sex create so much laughter. IT has to be the last thing that 
causes laughter as it is something intimate and personal but that's not the case. 
I guess it's also a universal phenomenon -- every country's citizens bond and 
laugh over jokes on sexuality. As much as it amazes me, I have to agree that I 
also seem to laugh at jokes which are aimed at the groin. I wonder why.  
 
Of course, there are many topics which provoke laughter but every other topic 
boils down to sex and sexuality. It is also quite strange because as a country, 
India has to come a long way in accepting that talking about sex and sexuality is 
not taboo. Inspite of topics on sex being taboo, jokes on sexuality is not taboo -
- right from the naughty aunty who teases the newly married woman to the girl 
in the fourth grade who laughs when she sees two dogs in heat, everyone 
seems to enjoy laughing when it comes to intimacy. 
 
The surprise or rather shock factor is doubled when I see the West also 
enjoying the same topics inspite of sex not being a taboo subject. Many 
Hollywood movies have men (single and married) enjoying a joke or two while 
bonding with their friends and sometimes even colleagues. Sometimes spouses 
also partake in laughter over jokes on sex. 
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I find it quite amusing and relaxing to find that atleast in jokes we discuss the 
taboo openly albeit in innuendos!! 
 
Well, laughter is good, no matter how :) 
 
So, what's your take on this? 

 
 

About Susan 
 
 

S. Susan Deborah is an independent researcher 
awaiting the defense of her Ph. D. viva. She has 
been blogging since 2008 and has been 
immensely enjoying the journey thus far. She is 
also one of the moderators of The Chennai 
Bloggers Club (CBC), a Facebook blogging 
community exclusively for bloggers in Chennai. 
Her blog titled Meanderings and Reflections is 
at http://www.susan-deborah.org  
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"Caller ID" 

By Suzy 

You tried to reach me several times 
Through nature, dreams, and songs 

I did not hear the ringing tones 
Oblivious I rode along  

 
And then one day you showed yourself 

In an unexpected way 
How could I have missed you all these years 

Seems like my life I threw away 
  

The strange disjointed moments 
Somehow fell into place 
Like jigsaw puzzle pieces 

And delicate crocheted lace 
  

How could I have forgotten 
The adventures that we carved 

Your ID etched into my soul 
The caller of my heart 

 

 
 
About Suzy 
 

 
 
I dream because dreams make life worth living. I write to share 
the insights of my soul. I rhyme because poetry brings me great 
joy. I photograph to capture a moment in time to remember 
forever.Connect with me:  
my facebook page https://www.facebook.com/SuzysIlation 
twitter: @suzyq1810  
my blogs:  http://ilasoulpoems.blogspot.com/   
http://suzyspics.blogspot.co.nz/     
http://suzysomedaysomewhere.blogspot.com/ 
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http://suzyspics.blogspot.co.nz/
http://suzysomedaysomewhere.blogspot.com/
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Five lessons I learnt from my kids 

By Tulika Singh 

 

All our lives we struggle to teach our children -- do this don’t do that, this is good for 
you that is not.  How about letting the kids do some teaching for a change. Here are 
five lessons my kids taught me… 
 
Old dupattas, earthen pots, dried leaves, bits of ribbon, driftwood, pine cones, 
pebbles and stones... these are a few of their favourite things. Not the most expensive 
Barbies, nor those slick Hotwheels toys hold their interest for long. While my daughter 
can play for hours draping and redraping dupattas, painting pots, collecting leaves, my 
son runs around brandishing the skeleton of a dried up Tulsi plant or his trustee gada.  
 
And so here's the first lesson motherhood taught me…  
Happiness comes cheap 
 
I am a SAHM mom. I enjoy spending a lot of time with my kids -- talking, doing craft 
projects, dropping them, picking them -- all of it (Oh well not ALL of it, most of it!). 
Many of my friends have however chosen to keep working and their kids are doing 
fine too. I like the kids in bed by 9 and I know of mothers who like them awake for 
some 'dad-bonding'. I am a 'schedule' person who has timings for everything and I 
know of mothers who function best when they go with the flow. If the basic lessons 
of life are in place, other things really do not matter.  
 
So lesson number two then ...  
When it comes to mothering -- different things work for different mums 
 
Before the kids came along I'd watch mums staying up nights, waking up at ungodly 
hours to get them ready for school, calmly cleaning puke and poop and I was 
impressed. Never, thought I, would I be capable of all that. But along came the twins 
and everything just fell into place. When my son coughed I'd wake up every few hours 
to nebulise him without an alarm, when my colicky daughter threw up on me at a mall 
I just wiped myself and headed home. I've been known to faint at the sight of blood 
yet when my son needed a blood test I was there holding him and the queasiness just 
didn't show up. Of course it's another matter that Hrit felt completely betrayed 
(because I was there and didn't stop the evil doctor) and didn't speak to me for two 
days! 
 
And so here's my lesson number 3 
You are capable of much more than you think 
 
My daughter weight was always on the lower side of the scale. "She's so thin," is the 
general refrain even now. I used to get worried and would try to push her to eat more, 
she would oblige only to throw up all of it. Finally I gave up. As long as she's in the 
'normal' range I let her be.  
Then there was the time when my son went through an aggressive phase. "It's a boy 
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thing, he'll outgrow it", said everyone. I was, however, at a total loss on how to 
handle him and consulted a counsellor. The change was almost miraculous. 
Each day brings with it decisions, small and big, should I give them this medicine or 
that one? Is this school better or is the other one more suitable? Should they go for 
Taekwando or elocution? Should they watch television or not? Is a gun the right toy 
for my child? 
 
Listen to everyone but make the decision on your own, especially if you are handling 
the kids by yourself. Remember the story of the man, the boy and the donkey ? Don't 
do that to yourself. You know your child best. So go with what you think is best for 
them. 
 
And there's my lesson number 4 
You are the best decision maker for your child 
 
I have had two left feet since the day I was born. Add to that a terrible self-
consciousness and you have a person who won't shake a leg in public even in a 'do or 
be shot dead' situation. Then along came my daughter. Not only does she love to 
dance but also 'dance with mama'. On our first party together I took up my normal 
position at the periphery. But hey she dragged me in. I tried to hand her over to my 
dancer friends (oh I've got plenty of those and they've always been grateful for my 
presence for who else would click pictures if all of us danced?). But she did a couple of 
rounds and came back to get me. Not only was I supposed to dance but also I had to 
be right there in the centre circle. 
 
That was a nightmare. But her happiness was priceless. And so I made a complete fool 
of myself, injured a couple of women (who immediately widened the circle) to hoots 
of laughter from my friends. But I did stick it out there. This might seem like lesson 
number 3 but after a while I found myself laughing too along with my friends...  
 
and my kids taught me lesson number 5... 
Sometimes it's fun to let go. 

 

About Tulika 

Obsessivemom aka Tulika Singh is a 

freelance writer and copyeditor. She has 

earlier worked with leading Indian dailies 

including Hindustan Times and The Times 
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The Room of Doom 

By Vaisakh Venugopal 
 
Despair. Fear. Dread. I have seen them all. I have been destined to see and feel the 
utter hopelessness of souls – the kind that grips you when you are living on leased 
time. You still wake up every morning, alive and well. But the mornings are different. It 
is like, deep in your subconscious, you know your perception and your action on it are 
inconsequential to the Universe’s plans; for, your fate is sealed. You know the clock is 
ticking; and ticking fast. Like grains of sand held tight in hand, time is slipping away, 
and there’s nothing you can do about it. 
 
 

 
Wondering who I am? Let me clear the confusion. I am a room, like many, but unlike 
any. A room which has been turned into a symbol of terror, hopelessness and doom. I 
am the room in which convicts sentenced to death are sent for waiting; till their time 
comes; or more precisely till their time runs out. Not really something to be proud of, 
is it? I have a fancy name too – The room of doom. Must admit, there’s a ring to it. But I 
loathe it. No one likes to be a symbol of hopelessness – that’s terrible. Hope is the one 
thing that keeps the flame of life burning. To deprive that very axial force would be 
the most remorseless thing to do. It is painful to know that my gates open only to 
enclose, or to free – forever. But I had no choice, being destined to be moulded and 
used the way you – the humans want. Who is there to hear our woes? 
 
My memory fails me when I think of my first companion. Must have been centuries 
back – I have lost all sense of time. The only thing I ever see is the fragile ending of 
flickering souls whom I give company. It is mind-numbing to feel the despair in the 
hearts of those whose days are numbered. One thing remained common though – the 
fragility of the mind. There is a thin barrier between sanity and insanity. I have seen 
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many who have crossed that line. Some even tried to feign it, hoping to get away with 
their destiny. I have seen people become wild with rage – but to no avail. 
 
My latest companion however, is an enigma. His demeanour perplexes me. He is 
unusually calm and composed. Though I have seen similar nonchalance before, none 
of them had held their nerves on their final night. This man – he looks rugged and 
disciplined, always keeping his things tidy and in order. His poker face has led me to 
believe that he has accepted his fate; that somehow, he feels justice has prevailed. He 
seems to have accepted the responsibility of his own destiny.  
 
I have seen people carry all sort of things with them when they come; religious books, 
personal belongings, what not. This man had nothing of that sort, save for an old 
tattered postcard, and a small object, shaped like a small disc, flattened at the sides. I 
have watched with fascination, as he used that blunt object to carve something on 
one of my walls. I never felt bad about him disfiguring me; I had been through much 
worse things before. 
 
Every day, I see him crossing off a series of lines he had painstakingly carved on his 
first day.  I had thought it was just some routine to help him kill time. But then, as days 
faded away, I realized it was a crude calendar he had built up – to countdown his 
remaining days himself. I admired that resolve – that iron heart which somehow did 
not give away to the torrent of emotions – or, was he devoid of any? I wouldn’t 
possibly know. I haven’t heard him utter a single word. A slight flickering of emotion in 
him, if I have seen any, was when he looked longingly at that postcard. 
 
Another morning dawned. The last line on my wall had been crossed. he was taken 
away before sunrise. He had left behind half his possession – the flattened disc – a 
challenge coin with a partially worn off insignia – a token for my next companion. 

 
 

About Vaisakh 
 
 
 
 
Compulsive thinker ¤ Aquarian ¤ Bibliophile ¤ Curious by nature ¤ 
Perseverant by choice ¤ Smitten by Music & Life ¤ Occasional 
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Blogs at http://themuseumpiece.wordpress.com/   
 

 

 

http://themuseumpiece.wordpress.com/


~ 97 ~ 
 

The Joy of Living is in Giving 

By Vidya Sury 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“We make a living by what we get. We make a life by what we give.” 

I was going through my archives and came across the “Joy of Giving” week and 
found that we’re right in the middle of it. Oct 2 to 8 is Joy of Giving week. 
Celebrated through a variety of initiatives. 

The word “giving” always makes me fondly think of my Mom. She was the sort 
who would immediately hand over anything she owned, if someone admired it. 
I remember various instances of this. A colleague of hers at school praised a 
new saree she was wearing that day and the next thing we knew, she 
laundered the saree, packed it up and gifted it to her. Another time, she bought 
a pair of sunglasses she had saved up for. The moment someone said ‘wow, 
what a fab pair of glasses’, she took them off and gave it to her. 

Generosity is giving more than you can, and pride is taking less than you need 
– Khalil Gibran 

Mom was a giver. She would come home after an event at school, her arms 
laden with prizes. She wouldn’t covet any of them and would happily distribute 
them to whoever fancied them…or what was left of them by the time she 
arrived home. 

There were times I’ve gotten a little mad, this was usually when I coveted 
something. I would ask her, how she could just give something away without 
stopping to think how expensive it was. And she would answer, “You have to 
experience the joy of giving to understand”. I am glad to say I did. After all, did I 
not grow up in a family where visitors had to have at least one meal with us, if 
not two?  

http://vidyasury.com/author/vidzworld
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Joy_of_Giving_Week
http://vidyasury.com/2013/05/mothers-day-tribute-to-my-mom.html
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My Grandmother kept open house – any family that had to live in the city we 
were in, was welcomed to our home to stay. Sometimes it was a few months. 
They were just absorbed into the family for the duration of their stay. Nothing 
was expected from them in return. 

My Grandfather, I’ve heard, often wore three shirts, one over the other so he 
could donate all but one to the street people near the railways station. Talk 
about literally giving away the shirt off his back! 

My Uncles? One of them could never bear seeing someone hungry. Each time 
he went on tour, he would buy baskets of the local fruit in season to distribute 
among our neighbors. 

Another of my Uncles had pledged never to bargain with women vendors on 
the street. I’ve seen him carry their baskets of veg or flowers to their “spot” on 
the street. And making the first purchase of the day from them, which is 
supposed to be auspicious. They believed their business flourished thanks to 
him. He also financed some of them. 

It is a fact that giving keeps you happy and healthy. It builds warm relationships 
and hey, it is contagious. 

“If you knew the power of generosity, you would not let a single meal go by 
without sharing it,” the Buddha 

My folks definitely knew the power of generosity. I am privileged I grew in such 
a family. 

Why is giving so highly rated? 

When you give, you get a natural high. 

It is true and there is research to prove it. In fact, cultivating the habit of 
gratitude and giving in children pays off big dividends, by making them happier 
and better human beings, empowering them. 

Each year, my son’s school encourages the students to bring clothes, old school 
uniforms, school bags, stationery and other things in good condition, to donate 
to the underprivileged. They also invite a large group of recipients of these 
giveaways to have lunch at the school with the other children. Such a feel good 
activity and the children just enjoy doing it.  Makes them more compassionate 
and helps them appreciate what they have. 

I think of giving as a great stress reliever. I’ve mentioned it before – my Mom 
insisted on always carrying something to give away each time we went out. To 
me it is a habit. 
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Here are some easy ways to give: 

 Smile. Yes, as easy as that. When you see someone without a smile, give 
them one of yours. Not many people I know who involuntarily won’t 
respond to a smile. 

 Give something to your local welfare home. Sponsor a meal or two. 
Contribute to their health fund. Every little helps. 

 Volunteer to teach kids who can’t afford tuition. 
 Make it a point to give away the things you don’t use. Keep a big box 

handy to collect stuff to give away. 
 Feed your street people. 
 Sponsor a child’s education at your local welfare home 
 On special occasions, encourage people who give you gifts to contribute 

to charity instead. 
 Ask people if they need help. 
 See someone sad? Hug them. Soothe them. Hold their hand. Maybe they 

only need a listening ear, some kindness. 
 Have elderly neighbors? Run an errand for them. 
 Get in touch with a friend you haven’t talked to in a while. 
 Appreciate your colleague or friend. Let them know how wonderful they 

are 
 Praise someone. 
 Thank someone. 
 Clean out your fridge and give away some of your stuff. 
 Make surprise gift packs. They don’t have to be expensive – a book, 

some fruits, a pretty keepsake. Present them to those who need lifting 
up. 

 Say your I love you’s. Don’t need a special occasion. 

Giving is easy. Every little counts.  

You can give your time, your services, your talent. 

http://vidyasury.com/2013/07/soul-smiles.html
http://vidyasury.com/2012/12/loving-and-giving.html
http://vidyasury.com/2013/09/nurtured-by-encouragement.html
http://vidyasury.com/2013/02/the-gift-of-friendship.html
http://vidyasury.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/10/Giving.jpg


~ 100 ~ 
 

So here is one of my favorite posters – something for you to reflect on: 

 

 

About Vidya Sury 

After a hectic corporate career, Vidya now works 

from home as a writer and blogger. She loves 

people, her family and friends, writing, books, 
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Did you enjoy the book? 

Would love your feedback 

Write to: vidya@vidyasury.com 

 

Don’t forget to download these books! 

 

Harry’s Hut by Sid Balachandran  

The Unsent Life by Richa Singh 

The Other Side of Love by Richa Singh 

The Confession by Jairam Mohan 

All for Love by Aditi Kaushiva 

  

 

https://www.dropbox.com/s/5j7vurdxowbcsx2/Harry%27s%20Hut.pdf
http://vidyasury.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/The-Unsent-Life-Richa-Singh.pdf
http://vidyasury.com/wp-content/uploads/2013/12/The-Other-Side-of-Love-Richa-Singh.pdf
http://mahabore.files.wordpress.com/2013/12/the_confession_jairammohan1.pdf
https://docs.google.com/file/d/0B2GGeEy117WxbkFpdHYxc0djVmc/edit
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