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Editorial 

Dear Readers, 

Welcome to another edition of Fried Eye. Today, let me 

share with you an enriching experience I recently had. 

Whoever believes that regional theatre reaches out to a limited audience owing to its regional markers of language 

and cultural rituals needs to rethink the idea of regional theatre. I for sure did when I took myself to Shri Ram Center 

on 3rd of March, 2010 to watch a ticketed ―Manipuri‖ play: Mirel Masingkha (The Will of Soul). You must be 

wondering as to why I put Manipuri in quotes. Read On. 

Dedicated to Irom Chanu Sharmila, Mirel Masingkha is based on the lady‘s campaign against terrorism in the year 

2000. Sharmila had undertaken a fast unto death and for this was accused of attempting to commit suicide. The play 

focuses on the sheer violence and inhumane conditions that spread its tentacles over the land of Manipur – the many 

headed monster that Sharmila had undertaken her campaign against and how Sharmila fought for recognition of the 

same. The charges against Sharmila are strong but so is her spirit which refuses to see defeat. The play pays tribute 

to this unrelenting Spirit the Mirel of Irom Chanu Sharmila. 

So far, the content and the socio-historical concerns seem distinctively Manipuri given the contemporary political 

theme of the play.What however makes Mirel Masingkha stand out from the numerous plays made on the socio-

political situation of Manipur is its powerful and sensitive use of the language of mime. Yes the sixty-minute long play 

is executed through the language of the body: through gestures, movements, expressions and dance. Accompanied 

by gripping sound and light effects, the play fused local performing styles of Manipur with International mime. 

Through their vivid portrayal of characters, the differently-abled artistes on stage makes one realise how speech and 

hearing are indeed not indispensable to the art of acting. I watched spell-bound as scenes of atrocity, despair and 

human courage ebbed and flowed in front of my eyes for the hour. 

This play was in contention for the 2010 Mahindra Excellence in Theatre Awards and bagged director Dr. Yumnam 

Sadananda Singh the awards for the Best Original Script as well as the Best Sound Design. Herein I must add that 

two other plays from the North East were also in competition for the final awards namely the Assamese play Guti 

Phoolor Gamusa directed by Bidyawati Phukan and the Garo play A-Chik A-Song directed by Pabitra Rabha. I wasn‘t 

fortunate enough to watch these performed live and have only been following their press reviews. But I thank my 

friends who coaxed me into accompanying them for Dr. Singh‘s play. The sheer vivid impact it left on me will surely 

stay for a long time. 

Well, this issue of FE however is not about theatre or mime. It is about a different kind of play and playing – the play 

with words and the sheer variety playing with language can offer to those who are adventurous enough to let the 

games take them in. Bibhuti Borkotoky shares his memorable experience of being posted in a remote area. Young 

Kavya plays with rhyme, structure and form in her beautiful ode to the nation and its heros in the Children‘s section. 

Pramathesh takes us through a crime noir in first person while he pays his compliments to a beautiful lady through 

55 Fiction. Share Noyon‘s excitement at catching breakfast with Amir Khan on the star‘s birthday and bite into the 

crispness of Lord Mani‘s delectable survey in Random Take. As you move from one section to another, experience 

the delicate emotions of Jumi and Aien, as the young poets delve into different shades of life. Besides, do not forget 

to sneak-peak into our regular columns. 

Happy Reading! 

Myra B 

Editor 

P.S. If you have any queries and suggestions regarding the content of FE, if you wish to contribute to its pages or if 

you would like to respond to any of the articles published, please feel free to write in to me at myra.b@friedeye.com. 



 

A Memorable Past 

- Bibhuti Borkotoky, Freelance Writer 

It was during the year 1969, a time when there was no TV and even Radio was a luxurious item.There 

was no residential telephone, only the govt. offices and a few private business houses had it. For any 

private telephone call, one had to run to the telephone exchange only. 

I was a boy of about 26-27 years and employed in a Central Govt. department with a transferable job. 

Due to this, I had the opportunity to visit many places. Once, I had to undertake a journey to a place 

called Sarli (presently in Kukung-Kumey District of Arunachal Pradesh) which practically had no means of 

communication with the outer world. One could reach Sarli by air but Chopper services were rarely 

available. Thus, with no means of transportation either, it took 15 days of travelling on foot to reach the 

location from Ziro (Presently in Lower Subansiri District, Arunachal Pradesh). I was accompanied by a few 

security escorts. Ration and luggage was carried by local porters. 

After reaching the destination, I could see that it was not very far from the mighty Himalayan Range and 

the continuous snowfall made a beautiful sight. People out there depended on the air services to drop 

food and other items needed for survival. 

Postal service was only through locally engaged special Dak Runners. My letters would take a minimum of 

one month to reach my folks at home. By the time, I received the replies the topics would often get so 

stale that often its importance was lost. Yet the letters still held a special place in one‘s life. 

The days spent in Sarli remain a treasured experience of my life which cannot be explained in plain 

words. In this era of internet and mobile phones, such living conditions indeed become unimaginable too. 
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Sripng 

- Mr. Pramathesh 

 

I 

Hi, I am Sripng. Yup, you got it and I did na fumble. I never met sumone so far in life who could 

pronounce ma name correctly. I don‘t know what was in ma parents‘ mind when they named me such. 

The only memory I have about ma parents is the bloody name I have. I was dumped in the church with a 

note sayin ma name. Church guys thought they may have a hard time callin me, but Father John stuck to 

the name. He loved me very much. 

Soon after he was dead, I was thrown out of the church for I was a brat till then. 

I was in nuts. Life was super mean, but I had to be meaner. I had the time of ma life beatin the heat. 

One day, I was nailed by the cops sellin stone to a bird. I was in the can for a day. I was being sent to 

foster parents by the cops. I guess they were being good to me. 

I was adopted by one Ste somethin. He had an equally twisted name. It was good to be with him. m 

sayin that coz he was ma butter n egg man. 

One day, he said, ―Let‘s play a game. But, ya need guts for that.‖ 

I see life when I smell adventure. He pushed himself to ma back. I don‘t know why was he panting like a 

dog. 

Anyways, I did not get the game. Next day he asked for another round and when I noed him, he showed 

me the rod. 

I jumped at him before anythin and he was dead. I lammed off from there, of course with the roscoe. 

I met a guy called Khnam. He told me it meant dagger and he was a button man. For the next few days I 

was with him. He told me not to be a boob and let mercy be history. 
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II 

 

What are ya doin here?  

Lost your eyes? 

Don‘t be silly. I know that I sent for you. My memory is as good as it ever was. 

Hmm… here! 

Khnam was the first guy I ever got along well. But, he is old now. I do most of his work. He turned into a 

boozehound and sometimes I just cannot stand that idiot. It‘s time he should be dumped. He gets all the 

berries of ma work. I do things before he imagines ‗em. In 30 years, I had been converted to a merciless 

killing machine by Khnam. The fact of the matter is I am Khnam when he was my age. 

Hey! I need some talk with you Khnam. 

Fuck Off!!! m not in mood! 

I jammed the roscoe in his button and said,‖Ye were my butter n egg man, but now …‖ 

What‘s the grift???? 

Nothing! I just wanna dump you. And as ya told, never leave a job unfinished. So … 

Those were the last words I spoke him before I poured the slug on him. 

I was not happy doin it but I had to do it. That‘s the law. I guess somethin is still there in me. I went for 

some booze. I was just going to have my first drink, when I saw an ankle. She was a dish. Oh Guns! 

What is happenin to me. m falling for a chick??? I hardly had one drink. Nor m I smokin a mud pipe. She 

was lightin a cigarette when I saw her. The way she held it. There was somethin mysterious ‗bout her.  

Oh Guns! I m losin ma brain. Fuck Off! Get out of my mind! 

I was about to make a move to offer her a drink. I saw a fat guy with glad rags on. He came and took 

her. As they were disappearin, she looked at me. She noticed me. Yeah, she did. 

 

III 

 

I was not feelin ok after Khnam was gone, I was so used to fightin with him that I started missin him. 

Shit! This was not somethin Khnam taught me. I have to get out of it. 

I was walkin in the road, when I saw the fat guy that I saw with that chick. I just went after his shadow.  
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I saw him enter a big building. As I was looking, suddenly I felt the Shiv in ma neck. In the next moment, 

I had taken over the Shiv and I saw the chick behind me. 

These are boy‘s toys, keep away from it. 

And I kept the Shiv in ma pocket. She told me, she was called Jane. What an apt name, I thought. 

She offered me cigarettes, as I was lightin it I felt the cold of the rod. 

You could have been dead by now. Never underestimate anyone. 

Quite a lesson, Khnam forgot to teach me. I m always clean in my job that he never felt the need for it. 

Ok! m all yours! What do ya want from me? 

Follow me! 

She took me to a secret room in the building where the fat man entered. She told me she is a thief and is 

here to sneak the marbles from the museum and the fat gathered it for his son. She also told that he 

never talks with his son. Don‘t know it had any connection. 

I was never a thief, but this is a big bet. I was tired of eatin canned chillies and cheap beer and soon ma 

fellows will stop giving job to an old mutt like me. So, I thought of giving it a try. 

Ok what‘ll I have to do? I will do the stealing and ya have to do the killing. 

That sounds fine. m game for it. 

She told me all details and she was quite planned as I saw. She had the details to the pin. 

I will have to do all killings whoever came in the line and it has to be done very fast without ringing the 

bells in Elephant ears. 

I had done this all years and I was pretty sure about it. 

 

IV 

 

Sunday was the day marked for execution. Dawn was the time chosen. It is the time when most people 

are sleeping and even the guards in the museum feel sleepy in those final hours of their duty. 

It was a large building but it looked more like an office. The fat man got some nice shit in his head. 

Jane knew the building in and out but I dint. So, I got a map of it from one of my wireman. I knew 

where the marbles were placed but I needed to know the way to in and out. 

We dropped there at around 3 in midnight. Gettin the gate wasn‘t tough. We doped the gateman before 

he knew it. 

 

We went to the target room directly. Jane guided me through a secret way. I saw the marbles for the 

first time. Any mutt would like to have those. 
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As I went to break it, Jane stopped me and took out her gum and did something with the machine 

nearby. She told me it is kept to ring the elephant ears when tries to come near the marbles. 

After that taking the marbles was a box—job. As were going out, I saw the cops coming in. 

 

 

―You dumb mug, get your mitts off the marbles before I stuff that mud-pipe down your mush – and tell 

your moll to hand them over to me.‖ 

BANG BANG. It was a box job for me to chill them off. No big deal. You don‘t talk when you have the 

gun.  

I looked at Jane and smiled. 

She looked unhappy about the Chicago Lightning Show. Perhaps she planned something else. 

―You cleared the bells. Then how come they come to know it. Khnam rightly told. Never believe a 

woman.‖ 

I just poured the slug on her and went out. 

I wish Jane would not have come into ma life. The last few days with her were the best I had all ma life. 

Nobody loved me before her, even if it was false. She aroused a part of ma brain that I thought did not 

exist. 

 

The END 
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Beauty meets the Beast 

- Miss Cellany 

Dear Diary, 

In the dictionary of a 20 something unmarried young girl in conversation with society-induced paranoid 

adults, the word ‗marriage‘ means: harassment. Living in an era where skin-deep beauty is revered, 

physical attention is cherished by those blessed and craved by those unpossessed and ―perfect‖ means 

not susceptible to any social prejudice at the minimum. And then some more. No wonder that-vampire-

in-that-forNOTgoodnesssake-Twilight-saga is a huge rage. 

Therefore, there are people like my mother who, when it comes to my marriage wonder (historically with 

head in arms, mind deep in thought, and eyes reflecting the same light the glass table they‘re staring at 

is reflecting), ―Who will marry you?!‖ 

Why wouldn‘t anyone want to marry me? Is it because I have no vision? Does it seem like I need ‘special 

attention‘ instead of ‗being a help around the house‘? Unlike the family who say ―It‘s our duty‖, the boy 

and his family would be imposed by a burden? 

I do not like the word ‗burden‘. Neither do I see ‘special attention‘ and ‗help around the house‘ as 

contradictions. And moreover, will the guy I would marry be perfect with no problems of his own that I 

wouldn‘t have to compromise on? 

And you know what. Thank god I have RP. This keeps me away from those idiots who fall for physical 

beauty, run away at the time of adversity, and blame it on the rest of the world when things go wrong. 

The man who‘s willing to take me is willing to look adversity in the eye and take it up. And this is the 

man I want to live with. 

So when Mom asked the epic ―Who will marry you?‖, ―Ma…‖ I began slowly. ―There must be some guy in 

this world who is..‖ I paused to choose my words carefully. ―Open-minded?‖ Mom silently offered. 

―Yes!‖ I exclaimed relieved as mom gave a tearful chuckle and a warm hug. 

Mom‘s strong now. She‘s still fearful about groom prospects. But she has begun to accept the condition 

as nothing to feel ashamed of or as a pain. That‘s half battle won. The quest for the man who‘s willing to 

take me, the one I‘m willing to spend my life with… still continues. 

Signing off. 

Me. 

 
Get in touch with Miss Cellany : miss.cellany@friedeye.com 
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The Pursuit of Good Money 
- Parashar Borkotoky 

 

A couple of weeks ago, a premier English news channel ran something known as a ‗Greenathon‘. It‘s a 

well orchestrated drama of a show with 24 hours of live television dedicated to the environment with 

celebrities, most of them film stars and some of them running in green colored designer shorts and dark 

cooling glasses, proclaiming their love for the environment, some of them saying inane things like ‗after 

all, this is the only planet we have‘. Then there is this old actress of yesteryears, all grace and charm, 

flashing her innocent smile telling us that she hasn‘t used plastic for ten years making me feel apologetic 

for my LCD television, my car which still runs on petrol, my beautiful Bose speakers, my mobile phone 

and pretty much everything that I own or use. The advertised mission is a noble one that is to light a 

billion lights using solar power. 

Then there is this renewed enthusiasm about saving the planet at the workplace. Many people felt 

obliged to put footers in emails telling me how evil it is to take print outs – after all every document not 

printed out, could save trees. How could I as a citizen of the only planet we have, let trees be felled for 

something innocuous as a print out? Then, they talked about the merits of car pooling and coming to 

office by bus. I am pretty cynical about things that don‘t seem very practical, but I could more or less see 

their point. A little bit of restraint is not necessarily a bad thing and probably considering the rapid 

industrialization in the last few decades, it may make sense to practice it a bit. What I do not necessarily 

agree is that it is a ‗win win‘ scenario all the time. Let me explain why. 

Consider the latest initiative by a large company which was till sometime ago the most profitable cell 

phone maker in the world. For every unused cell phone that you return to them, they promise to plant a 

tree and recycle the phone. So, effectively if a million phones are returned, they will plant a million trees 

and recycle them. The problem I have with this type of campaign is twofold; the first is accountability – 

how do you make sure that they keep their promise, the second is more direct – considering recycling is 

profitable and win win for everyone, why won‘t it pay me a few hundred rupees for the phone I return. 

As a naïve citizen of the world, conscious and guilty at the same time, I feel these guys are just pouncing 

on my gullibility. 
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It probably cannot be denied that global warming is a real phenomenon and climate change is indeed 

caused by humans as pointed out by environmentalists and nongovernmental groups. But bringing in an 

alarmism to the debate and consistently talking of doomsday scenario also makes sound economic sense 

for the advocates. For the television channel, it provides for good advertising money along with a high 

moral ground to stand on; for my office, it means cutting more cost; for the cell phone maker, it means 

better business at zero accountability and for the environmentalists, it provides more funding and reason 

for existence. Everyone seems to benefit from this rage about saving the planet, except the ordinary 

citizen, who is obliged to use paper bags instead of plastic, forego individual driving pleasure for the 

relative discomfort of a bus and make sacrifices to feed collective guilt. It is debatable, if the alarmism 

marketed by the corporate and the environmentalists alike is actually good for the environment because 

all it does is treat the issue in a naïve manner and proceeds to make money out of environment; often 

referred as green capitalism.  

We all need to work for a more sustainable ecosystem. It would be naïve to argue against it but we 

should refrain from mere tokenism. We should definitely and unequivocally take part in greenathons, use 

buses and participate in recycling campaigns; but we should also push the government, companies and 

the environmentalists to make harder choices, ones more than mere tokenism and ones that should also 

make economic sense for the common man. Will it not be easy to embrace green electricity that is 

cheaper than conventional electricity? Will it not be easy to take the office bus if it is free? Will it not be 

easy to drive a hybrid car if it was cheaper? Will it not be easy to use less plastic if better and cheaper 

alternatives are made available? 

I would rather believe in guilt free consumerism with restraint – one that will let me enjoy the luxuries of 

modern life and help drive the engine for economic growth, that is so necessary for developing countries 

like ours and at the same time, restrain myself from absurd wastage that I think I can contain. It would 

be absolutely great if the new custodians of green, be it the government, the environmentalists or the 

capitalists focus on the smaller things rather than dramatize the cause, the first among those would be 

focusing on environmental research –efficient cars, efficient production of energy, degradable materials 

and so on. Another important step would be appropriate regulation – how about a regulation that 

mandates all companies with more than 500 employees provide free buses? 

And yes, I didn‘t print out my presentation today. 
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My Dear Nation 

 

-Kaviya Lalchandani. 

 Class VII A 

 DPS DWARKA 

 

Every time I see my country 

I dream of many things 

Think of our freedom, 

That many died to bring 

        Dreams of our forefathers 

        And their hope the way we live 

        The blood they shed for us 

        Was the price they vowed to give 

Great were the people 

Knew well what they laid out, 

They sacrificed so much 

To bring this all out 

        Each year we celebrate 

        What those before us gave 

        So that we remember 

        Those who lie peacefully in the grave 

We faced many storms 

And made many big mistakes 

But strive to make life better 

And will do what it may take 

        We celebrate our nation‘s birth 

        Across our land and sea 

        Will remember all our heroes 

        Who died to make us free. 
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She… 
- Jumi Bhattacharya 

She is a girl, more precious than a pearl; 

Soft and gentle, beautiful and mild: 

She gives much and expects less 

Her heart is full of love and care. 

She is a daughter, her father‘s shoulder, 

His honor and his pride, 

His reason for a smile. 

Her mother‘s best friend,  

Her true solace and guide, 

Who on nights dark and deep, 

Wipes away her silent tears. 

She is a sister, her brother‘s little princess; 

Who prays for him every moment of the day 

And knows each little secret of his! 

She is a mother, for whom words are less, 

An abode of care and sacrifice, 

Who keeps awake on long nights 

At the slightest illness of her child. 

She is a lover, whose love has no conditions, 

Who makes you love and live life, 

Who stands by you at every moment, 

And makes your world better than Heaven. 

She is a girl, more precious than a pearl; 

Soft and gentle, beautiful and mild. 
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A Note on Life 
- Aien 

I was taught that 

I come from dust 

and to dust I must go. 

No longer do I care- 

my dreams are more real; 

my days fade into numbers, 

they carry no meaning for me. 

Rip Van Winkle napped for years 

woe is she who wakes up 

and finds tomorrow changed. 

That thing called life mocks you; 

it is at such times I celebrate 

my mortality. 

I would not live forever! 

I could not live forever!  

A king wished for immortal life 

and forgot to ask for immortal youth. 

Fool is the person that 

loves the world. 

It is not right to be so 

tired to live, 

said she. 

I can‘t I can‘t I can‘t was 

the answer. 
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I am 20: Aamir Khan 
- Noyon Jyoti Parasara 

When you are a superstar like Aamir Khan with millions of fans all across the country and abroad, your 

birthday is quite special. Aamir celebrated his birthday on March 14, Sunday. And despite the fact that he 

had lost his father only a month back he was kind enough to actually let us in to his home when we 

reached there to wish him. Of course we were not alone. There was the huge brigade of entertainment 

media crowding into the home and also some fans – all obliged by the star as he spoke to them, signed 

autographs and also clicked photographs with them! 

We must admit it was quite amazing to see the amount of zeal in the person even as he stepped into the 

wrong side of 40. But then he was quick enough to remind us that he is mentally as young as his 

character in 3 Idiots! ―I may be 45 now but mentally I don‘t consider myself older than 20 years!‖ he 

says. Of course this takes a whole lot of effort too. A star‘s life is never void of extreme fitness regimes 

and 24-hour jobs in varied conditions! 

And in between acting, which has taken him to such heights of recognition, Aamir has also enveloped as 

an acclaimed producer and director. Sadly though this year we won‘t be seeing him in any movie except 

a cameo in his wife Kiran Rao‘s directorial debut Dhobi Ghaath. Rather he says he would be keeping 

himself busy with other things – spending more time with family being a prominent part of the plan. ―I 

have a few things to learn,‖ he says. ―I have always wanted to learn how to cook from my mother. She is 

a fantastic cook and makes great Sheek Kabab,‖ he adds. And that‘s not all. ―I also want to learn how to 

speak Marathi and to read and write Urdu. Marathi is the language of my state while Urdu is my mother 

tongue,‖ he says. While he knows how to read and write Marathi because he grew up in Mumbai, his 

knowledge of Urdu is restricted to his spoken ability. ―Plus I also want to learn how to swim. In film I 

jump in water and am saved every time by someone in the crew. But this year I hope I learn it. Two 

years back Kiran had gifted me swimming lessons and I will be hopefully encashing that gift this year!‖ 

he quips. 

On the professional front he says he has three films to release as a producer. ―Only after I complete 

these films will I look into anything new. And depending on the scripts I get I will decide if I will direct or 

act!‖ he says. That‘s despite the fact that he met James Cameroon, famed director of Avatar and Titanic, 

only a day ahead of his birthday to discuss films. ―We discussed films in general. We are not making any 

films together!‖ he brushes off speculations. We are sure his fans would have loved him to conquer 

Hollywood too, but then we surely love him for staying in India where he welcomes us to his house on 

his birthday and treats us to a great breakfast! Our final query before leaving – Sir, could you have 

birthdays more often? Let‘s say one a month! He of course laughs away as he wishes us luck and sees us 

off right till his door! Probably with great stardom, also comes super humility! 
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Twice Baked 
- Lord Mani 

Most of us like biscuits. For us, Indians, biscuits are a part of our everyday diet. Consciously or 

unconsciously, we have a tendency of eating/offering biscuits whenever we have guests around. And 

sometimes, we can be really choosy about our biscuits. For all you biscuit lovers out there, we have 

reviewed a bunch of biscuit brands. Check it out! 

 

* * 

*Parle Hide & Seek: ‗*Delicious‘ is the word we use. 

The wrapper says ―World‘s best chocolate chip cookies‖. 

What a pompous statement! It certainly tastes good but 

can‘t be called the world‘s best. When you have nothing 

else to do, you can try counting the number of chocolate 

chips per biscuit. 

 

*Sunfeast Glucose: *If you want a branded biscuit that comes easy on 

your pocket, go for this one. It has an ordinary taste and the packaging is 

also very ordinary. Why? *Itne paise 

mein itna hi milega*. 

*Britannia Treat (Jim Jam): *This one should be an occasional 

speciality for your mouth to flirt with, as this adventure is relatively 

higher priced. Yet you will not be satisfied and crave for more. A 

pack contains less than ten biscuits. 

*Parle Monaco: *More than the taste, it is the 

cheesy commercials that make one actually buy this 

biscuit. It is also less expensive. If you have some 

extra time and money to waste, then you can 

actually prepare toppings for this salted biscuit. 

*Britannia Milk Bikis (Milk Cream): *It is designed like a 

smiley. I am still trying to figure out the reason behind it. 

Whenever I have it, it hurts my ego. I feel the biscuit is making 

fun of me. But the great taste constantly titillates me to get over 

my ego. For all those egoistic people out there, this one is a good 

psycho-analytical tool that comes at a moderate price. 
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*Britannia Nice Time: *When your mouth is sour and you 

want to give it some happy, chewing moments, this is the 

right biscuit to pick. It has a taste of coconut, with a light 

kiss of sugar. Munch your way to nicer times with this 

biscuit. 

*Haque Almond & Honey Wafer:* This Bangladeshi 

wafer biscuit has entered India…unnoticed. The message is 

clear—it wants to silently immigrate into the biscuit industry in 

India (like the ever-increasing Bangladeshi immigrant population 

in India). Unfortunately, however, it lacks in the most vital 

element—taste: a fact that would mar its chances of making it big 

in India. One pack contains three wafers.  

*Britannia Nutri-Choice Digestive: *If you have a nagging boss who 

arouses in you the strongest homicidal tendencies, you could invite him over 

for a high tea and serve him this biscuit. He will choke over it and pass out at 

your place, or would suffer from excessive flatulence that would make his 

wife kill him at night. In both cases, you would be the one to benefit. This is 

a must-have biscuit for all those angry, frustrated and hassled people out there. Given its reasonable 

price, this is an inexpensive weapon of lethal nature. 
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Journey to Unknown 
- Mani Padma 

 

Life is a journey- They say! Destination – Unknown! Purpose –Debatable, but I am raring to go wherever 

life takes me. 

My feet are weary and I have miles to go before I sleep- Have read it somewhere but why ponder? I am 

ready to go wherever life takes me. 

I may stumble I may trip, but why should I worry? Happens all the time, I am ready to go wherever my 

feet takes me.  

I may despair, I may stall. I may rest, and may be halt for awhile, but of course, hey! I will be up again 

on my feet before you know and on my journey onwards. 

I have no great plans, nor any big aspirations of achieving the unknown. I do not question the purpose of 

my existence because I know I am just an ordinary being. 

If I am meant to walk on, then I will, for I fear not to tread where none has dared. 

My feet maybe weary. My heart heavy at times but I am raring to go…… 
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She’s already a Woman 
- Mr. Pramathesh 

 

Looking at the mirror, she asked me, ―How do I look?‖ 

I looked at her. 

The polka dotted skirt and the double chotis with matching ribbons. 

The Mary Jane shoes and the glowing white socks. 

―You look wonderful dear.‖ 

She looked at me with flirting eyes and said,‖Dhet!‖ 

It seems she‘s already a woman. 

 

(To the wonderful lady, whom I call Miss India, my friend‘s 10 year old niece.) 
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