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priesthood was a lucrative profession; performing marriages, house warming ceremonies, death rituals,
man of God. And he is expected to be simple. But he has a family, and he has every right to wish for their comfort. Celibacy is not relevant today- not to everyone. People hope to do well and live their dream. 
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question is ‘Are human minds tranquil at all?’ Tranquility is an abstract feeling. A subjective feeling just like  

days!  Writers get a block when they don’t feel tranquil or so I have heard from people who find it hard 

enough to concentrate when they don’t feel like writing. Now, why let a subjective feeling rule our minds?

why care about what stops you from doing what you want to do? Let the feeling sink in. Allow your feelings

negative emotions.

 I'd read recently that our brains are just like computers. You only have to program your personal computer 

tranquil at times or wait, why don’t you write an article on ‘tranquility’? 

(Editor)

Let your emotions and the thoughts accompanying them surge forward, creating a masterpiece. 

Quality. Whether quality is subjective or objective or neither is a discussion that can be saved for the rainy 

to penetrate you fully. But don’t let them control you. Accept things the way they are without resisting any 

to become what you want to be. The next time you get a writer’s block tell yourself that it’s okay to feel less

A book lover that I am, I have many favourites and picking just one book out of many is a difficult task. 
 One of the books that has changed the way I perceive about life is “The Manual of the Warrior of Light”  

The books which immediately come to my mind when Paulo Coelho is discussed are ‘The Alchemist’ 

by Paulo Coelho.

and ‘The Pilgrimage’. My personal favorite, ‘The Manual of the Warrior of Light‘ is inspiring in its own

way. The book is a manual for daily life! 

 In almost everyone’s life there comes a time when we wish we had someone to turn to, who could clear 

It has taught me to see the little miracles that happen all around us which many times go unnoticed just 

Another lovely thing about the book is the way it is presented. You don’t have to read the whole book at 
a go; you can just read it in parts, in-fact you can also start from any random page. In a contemplative 
mood, just open a random page and read the quote on it, also read the corresponding story and think
how it relates to you. 

Yours,

Subjective emotions are to be treated without bias, yes; else we would have psychological problems. But  

 I just flipped open the book and the page I am on reads:

“A warrior of light knows the power of words.” 

 Co-incidentally appropriate don’t you think?  The story accompanying it goes on to talk about envy, 

put the dream into action. Words indeed can make or break a dream depending on how they are used.

happy and make you think, it will bring you face to face with things you want to avoid but shouldn’t, it will 

“The Manual of the warrior of Light”, all in all is a wonderful book to have as a companion. It will make you

teach you to trust yourself when all men doubt you, to go on when you think you can’t, to live your dreams

I could go on and on praising the book. But it would be beyond the scope of this digital magazine. In a  

Welcome to the second issue of 'I, the Writer', India's first literary digital magazine for aspiring writers! I the Writer is 

By Radhika Rao

He sits in the corner of the dimly lit carpeted room, knees hunched, head bent, eyebrows knit with 
concentration, writing in his journal. A leather bound one with dog-eared corners is worn, a constant 

companion through the last 14 months. The fading afternoon sun drawing shadows across his forearms  
forming bands across shirt and skin. Distinct images in mind that he transposed into words. Scratchy, 

Writing isn’t the easiest of jobs. A tranquil mind is what defines a writer, in my opinion. But the million dollar

He could hear his friends outside in the yard. The sounds of the ball being chased, kicked around and the 

A cold evening at my usual haunt; the tea shop. My mother had shooed me away from the home, our 
our neighborhood, calling on my friend to go with me. With throbbing veins at forehead, fists rolled, we 


huddled in the corner, spitting anger and rage at the minutes before. Swamped in our bitterness, we did 

not notice a mature bearded man watching us as we were told later on. Felt his presence when he laid 
his weathered palms on our table; and with a soothing authority engages us in a conversation. A listener

without a doubt. 

whoosh of it in the air. The urgency in the voices, the unbridled excitement and the goading albeit familiar  

A train moves along the tracks and he counts numbers off till the wheels recede into the distance. Another
day, another afternoon, same schedule so far. That much he is sure. His eyes narrow and he throws his head  
back, reflecting. All these months were culminating in order. Like beads of a chain that he held in his pocket, 
one by one, they all were falling into place. He looked down at the throbbing pulse in his wrist. 

Mom’s eyes. The fear and helplessness in them, the very same that seeped into her fingers as she gripped  
my shirt. Determined and clear as I was, I couldn’t let the moment  drag on. Moving quickly, I bid goodbyes 
and ran out into the waiting jeep and into the fog that quickly swallowed us. Our bodies and souls vanished
into the grayness, while my mind lingered on just a bit longer onto clarity. 

even a privacy within themselves. A respite from the call of duty. 

in its tempo. Symbolizing their afternoon breaks. A rare moment that was not guided, or kept tabs over, 

The first run in the damp drizzle was painful. 8-9 kms, everyday. We jogged through the swamp, the rain, the 
clingy mud and the thorny branches and ragged stones. Next day it was the city. The sidewalks, the drains,  
the people, carts, buses, corners and the crowds. Skirt in and out, faster, limber, quicker. Agile. On your feet. 

Like a bird. A gazelle. No scope for delay. A second wasted is a goal vanquished. 



He hears footsteps race across the stairs and one of his own peeks in with a message. He nods and
listens intently, an imperceptible nod, a mention of names and they part ways. 6 PM. adjusting his  
wristwatch to beep an alarm he looks down at the courtyard. The team has now scattered, a couple
sharing a smoke at the edge of the dry well, a group continuing to kick ball, while another was drumming
a popular beat on the jeep’s hood as the other two sang along. 

Boys. 

The lectures. The doctrines. Strong and loud, reverberating in my ears. The early morning ones through 

afternoon. The night ones were the most effective, when I think back. Hungry from physical exhaustion, 
the mind lapped up all that was served up front. The days blurred into each other. It was the same voice 
again and again and again. A cycle that picked up speed with each rotation. My anger, the retribution,

the reasons, the paths. Fuel. More anger, more fuel. Reason? What reason? Logic? There is no logic. 


This is faith, deep and blinding, a faith. 

It was time. He calls for them. They troop inside, wash and gather in the large square room. They wear

smiles, a symbol of the nonchalance of the youth and of the familiarity of it all. He takes lead and they 
follow. The room soon resounds with their voices, in unison. A marriage of intonations, a coming together 
of one belief, of a single focus. 

After a few months of this rigor, all lines have started to blur. What was once a horror was now a calming 
relief, I tell myself. There was a purpose and strength in the mind. “Your faith is what what you believe in. 
Not what you know.” Mark Twain had said. I believe in the faith that is me. I'm the faith, I am the believer. 
This is the chosen path, the only path. 



They eat a dinner in silence and a trance. Thoughts weaving between them, binding them together, a  
wave of brotherhood, a kinship. As they finish and they get ready to leave, the darkness outside sneaks 
its slimy dark fingers inside. A reach within them, and through their eyes. Dark. Grim. Severe. 

The heavy waters splash them, a coldness as death itself. Icy, bare and mechanical, stiff as a corpse. 

He enters with one other into the crowded building. Turning towards a group of bystanders, as easy as 
lifting a cricket bat with which he played in the streets of his hometown; he pulls the trigger and fires from 
his hip.

Faith means not wanting to know what is true. - Friedrich Nietzsche

***
Sprezzatura (n): certain nonchalance, so as to conceal all art and make whatever one does or says, 
appear to be without effort and almost without any thought about it. 

By Shailee Lathe

SPREzzATURA

I THE READER  

our doubts and give us faith; someone who would strengthen our belief in our own capabilities, this book 
has helped me find that Someone.

because we were too busy wallowing in self-pity! 

dreams and how talking about dreams uses a little power from that dream which could have been used to 

Reading, the love of reading, is what makes you dream of becoming a writer. - Susan Sontag 

Reading usually precedes writing and the impulse to write is almost always fired by reading. 

Reading, like writing, is a creative act. If readers only bring a narrow range of themselves to  

 the book, then they'll only see their narrow range reflected in it. - Ben Okri

 sentence: this book will become your best companion and guide to help you fulfill your unique destiny. 

 to accept that life isn’t fair and to discover the warrior within you.

unintelligible to the average reader, they reeked of his thoughts, his feelings and his resignation.  
Perhaps, he knew it himself, the stench was unbearable, but it had to be endured. 
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 The WorlD unDer The sun 
This column attempts to restate the obvious. Its theme is wonder, in all things great and small. 
Its underlying emotion is joy, the heartbeat of joy echoing through existence. The author writes, 
to complete herself.

 

I THE WRITER

WINDING mE UP
Prose Poetry by Suchitra Ramachandran

Soft wind blowing through my hair and teasing me like a wayward sailor 
journeying east and west and north and south,
listen.

You have tortured me enough.

Your wanton ways disgust me. It inspires hatred. Still, I would rather choose the 

torture of being with you, than waiting so, watching you.

my hate, take me with you, in whatever form, in whatever shape you choose to make of 
yourself.

zephyr or typhoon, makes no difference to me. understand?

even in the airless gusts of somnolence that you choose to exhibit at times, let me be with 
you. if you get too hot, I can fan you, as you sleep. laugh at me all you like for saying 

that, as I can see you do. whoosh, whoosh, whoosh, in wheezing bursts. how can one 
bring air to the mighty blowing wind? I do not know, but I do know that I want to. 

doesn't that count? alright, laugh harder.

blow in hot gusts over the sandy dunes of the sahara, without an oasis in sight. with the 
sun's shimmering heat as out only guide light, let us travel down the deserts of africa. 

honey coloured drops glistening beneath out feat as we glide through the heat. whipping 

the honey up, drinking the hot honey to quench our fullness. ecstatic torture. my 

pain, my pleasure.

or when the heat gets too boring, when you choose to run through the salt filled seas and 
soak up the water, let me bear the salt. I shall have no wounds for the salt to scald, for I 
shall be with you. maybe the salt shall remind me that I have the faculty of tears...with 

you, I should sure have forgotten that. and then, as you climb up the steep slopes of the 
mountains, preganant with moisture, south-westerly or north-easterly, allow me to 
stay, watch you trudge up,stay with your pain, look up at the clouds. and rush down 
the other side of the mountain, light and cold and free of burden, screaming, whistling, 

'here comes the monsoon!!!' 

let me be forced through the tiny holes of a bamboo stick with you. let me be racked with 
the tortorous pleasure of your music, let me hear your sonorous screams, let me be.

let me turn over pages of forgotten books on window ledges and balconies, read secret 

diaries, flap over pockets of clothes hung out to dry, be personal, intimate, assertive 

with the people I am, like you. running through their hair, like you run through 

mine, playing with the bits of threads on their person, scheming and teasing.

I have you imprisoned, I like to think, in the vast recesses of my lungs. I let you in so 

far where no man can dare to enter...except maybe with a knife and scalpel, when I am 
drugged to sleep. Whereas, you, I need you for my survival, you know that, yet you let 

me imprison you in me.

Or do you? With every lungful of you I take in, don't I have to let one part of you 

out? Is that how you allow me the grace of my love, by never letting me have you, by 

never letting me go?

A perfectly healthy sentence, it is true, is extremely rare. For the most part we miss the hue and  

fragrance of the thought; as if we could be satisfied with the dews of the morning or evening 

It's not plagiarism - I'm recycling words, as any good environmentally conscious writer would do.

THE BALLOON SELLER

With a million colors above her,
Some red, some blue,

And some yellow too.
All filled with gas

They yearned for the skies

Above the earthly humans

Too light to rest,

She stood at the junction,

Some green

And their petty lives.

“One for ten,

Two for fifteen,
The bunch for fifty”,

For the sound of the cars and bikes
Drowned out her cry for a sale
“Get one for your son.

Of even your daughter
May I entice a few, sir,

For your grandchildren?”

She cried in her loudest voice

She sold one,
The brightest and prettiest one
Red
And shiny, reflecting the colors around.
A small girl’s face lit up,
With the flimsy string in her hand
She owned the world for the moment
The balloon remained in her hand
The string, too flimsy, broke
Sending the balloon soaring.

 A repeat sale,
A green one this time
She sold not balloons

But hopes
Tethered by a flimsy string
Ones that seek flight
Into open skies,
“Careful dear”,
Silently she says
“Lest your hopes too fly away.”

 - Uniek Swain

without their colors, or the heavens without their azure. -  Henry David Thoreau

- William Styron

The good writing of any age has always been the product of someone's neurosis, and we'd have 

a mighty dull literature if all the writers that came along were a bunch of happy chuckleheads.  

I am a man, and alive.... For this reason I am a novelist.  And being a novelist, I consider myself 

superior to the saint, the scientist, the philosopher, and the poet, who are all great masters of 

different bits of man alive, but never get the whole hog.  - D.H. Lawrence

By Castles in the Sand

http://tinyurl.com/bn9ng6
http://www.freeandflawed.com
http://www.mustlovegeek.com
http://tinyurl.com/bot4ta
http://tinyurl.com/c2epkf
http://tinyurl.com/admxkn
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Ink on paper is as beautiful to me as flowers on the mountains; God composes, why shouldn't we? 

-  Audra Foveo-Alba

UNfORGIvING AfRICA

The sun was beating down… The land was parched and vegetation was scarce. It was one of those horrid
African summers in the Serengeti. And a typical day in the lives of those who inhabited the land- long, searing
and unforgiving. Long- for, that’s how it would seem. Searing- for obvious reasons, the relentless sun. Enfin, 
unforgiving- because if you cannot survive, you won’t. Simple. Period. This held true irrespective of the hunter 
and the hunted. 

Didja Laddé was old. She needed her rest, and was desperate for some shade- the only respite from, what 
would otherwise be a cauldron. Her name translates to ‘Lady of the Jungle’. And she was a paradigm of the 
great feline- for she had been bestowed with such features. Awe, beauty, care and strength morphed into her 
with such enviable ease. She was indeed a phenomenon in that brute of a land she was born into. She was  
the Lady of the Serengeti…

thieves… What do they know about pugilism? Hyenas and lions never get along. May be Lion King was a
momentary exception… But of course Didja Laddé would never accept that, leave alone knowing about it! 

following her life in Africa’s ecosystem that is known to play host to the world’s largest and longest overland
migration.

It was evening. Soon enough, another clan of hyenas closed in on where she was…May be they were old 
enemies. Familiar, rather. Didja Laddé could sense an odd familiarity about them. She had been successful 
in protecting her kill from them on earlier occasions. But that evening,there was no kill she was protecting. 
But then, why were they there..? The foursome… Surrounding her… Snarling… Eerie giggles filling up the 
environment.

The old lady roared from where she was resting… But it was no longer the authoritative roar of a queen. It 
was more of a warning to ward off those foul-mouthed interlopers. She could sense the imminent danger.
Escapism, however, was not known to her. She would fight to the very end. The retractable claws were 
ready… The Clan could smell weakness. They could smell blood. Royal blood…Revelling in royal blood 
was no mean feat to them. The hunter was soon to be the hunted.

The quartet closed in… Teeth gnarling, mouths salivating. You could see all the eyes glimmering in the 

In her prime, she had no competitor among her sisters. She had won many a battle. Wildebeests, zebras et 
al could testify. Just that, cadavers cannot render any testimony. And her mate was no less in splendor. He  
was one of the finest males the land had seen. But he was lazy… It was her responsibility, along with her 

was always there. Didja Laddé mothered many a cub and the pride swelled in number.
sisters to feed the pride. And he'd help in bringing down the odd buffalo. Of course, biological compatibility 

Ah, the glorious past… Her mate had succumbed to age. And now, she was alone. Well past her prime, she'd  
 taken violently ill. The pride had abandoned her. Didja Laddé found some cessation in the form of an old, lone 
tree. She rested, periodically shaking her head to drive away those tormenting flies… She looked up. The 
moon was a faint disc. Very faint. It was early afternoon.. The giggle of hyenas could be heard in the distance 
as they ate into an unfortunate wildebeest. Ugh! She loathed them hyenas. Those snarling, snickering 

She had survived thus far… However cruel the ambiance was. She'd been a fighter all her life. She matched 
whatever Nature had to throw… It wasn't for nothing that she was named Didja Laddé by those who had been 

Ranjani Ravi | EDITOR | http://thevoiceswith.in
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darkness that was setting in. Didja Laddé was ready… With a leap mighty enough for her age, she took out 
one of her attackers. Her jaws had not betrayed her. Her canines buried into her smaller adversary’s spine. 
But her overall agility was nowhere as efficient as it had been before. Indeed, age does have a lot to say.  
She failed to swerve away from her other assailants. Her strength was suddenly failing her. Illness was 
having a say too. Nature is cruel. Even the mighty have to fall, and in the end- she went; her weak growls

Jaws that can crack bone as if it were a twig…
drowned in the moonlit darkness amidst ghoulish laughs. Hyenas are known to eat away at live prey… 

THE OLD mAN, HOTEL GANGA AND I

I entered the crowded restaurant at about half past one.

I had just joined work and for some reason, did not want to carry lunch along for the first few days. There 
was a Hotel Ganga down the block where I decided to have my lunch. I would go on to have lunch there
for the next one week.

The restaurant was crowded when I entered. One of the things I hate about local restaurants is that they
make you sit with strangers. Not that I am a reserved kind of a guy; I like my privacy. I made my way to
the only table which had a free seat. As I sat down, I noticed my neighbours. The couple sitting to my 
opposite were blissfully engaged in PDA in spite of the fact that they were not alone in the table. When  
old man and I placed orders, the couple paid their bill and left, much to my relief and the despair of the 
man sitting in the next table.

My fried rice arrived and soon disappeared. I signaled the bearer for the bill when I suddenly heard a
loud burp very near to my ear drums that almost made me retch! I turned to have a look at the source of
the sound and found it to be the old man sitting next to me.

I hated him. I frowned at him. He smiled back.

I got up, paid the bill and left the place for good.

**********************************************
It was the next day and it was the same restaurant.

The restaurant was relatively less crowded and I found a table all to myself. *Sigh of Relief*

I ordered a plate of dosa. As I was waiting for the food, I saw a vaguely similar figure entering the .
restaurant. The figure hesitated and scanned the crowd. Its eyes met mine and there shone in its eyes, a
brillaince. I sulked.

The old man made his way to my table carefully avoiding the water on the floor spilt by a bearer just  
before I saw the brilliance in a pair of eyes, all along not removing his eyes from mine. I shuddered, but
strangely kept my eyes fixed on his. He sat beside me still looking at me. I shifted my glance from his 
eyes to the empty table to our side and stared hard trying to instill into his brains that the next table was 
empty. He didn’t budge and my dosa arrived. He ordered something while I stuffed the dosas fast so that
I could move out as soon as possible.

“So, what do you do?”

I had dreaded this. I kept eating.

“Where do you work?”

Vigorous stuffing. I hated him.

His food arrived even as he asked me,”Quintegra Technologies?”

The bearer looked at me. I looked at him. He looked at the old man. The old man looked at me.

I replied,”No.”

“Yes.”

“Oh Great! What do you work as?”

“Um..”

“Your profile?”

I looked at the bearer. He was still looking at me.

“Blog Analyst.”

“FIndNearYou.com?”

“So, what exactly is your work?”

“Um… Coding, writing, marketing.”

“Good. So, you a computer science engineer?”

“Er.. No.”

“Well… ”

“IT?”

By Karthik Swaminathan

By M S Narain
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I'd rather be caught holding up a bank than stealing so much as a two-word phrase from another

Having imagination, it takes you an hour to write a paragraph that, if you were unimaginative, would 

writer. - Jack Smith

take you only a minute.  Or you might not write the paragraph at all.  - Franklin P. Adams
Write down the thoughts of the moment. Those that come unsought for are commonly the most 

“MCA?”

“Mechanical Engineer.”

“Oh! That’s amazing! Did you learn programming?”

“I’m learning.”

“How come you are into this?”

I looked meekly at the bearer. He had the look of a Kinder Garden teacher looking at a school boy!

“I blog.”

I wanted to be as short as possible in my answers.

The bearer left with a look of triumph. I hated him too!

Before the old man could shoot the next question, I got up and signaled for the bill. I left.

**********************************************

I was determined to take lunch from home the next day. Unfortunately, mom was having a bout of 

migraine in the morning. Shit! I was determined to skip lunch today as the other nearest good restaurant, 

Murugan Idly Shop was quite far.

At thirty minutes past one, I found myself sitting at the corner table of Hotel Ganga. Corner table because, I 
hoped the old man would miss me. He didn’t.

Same ritual. Barrage of questions answered in mono-syllables.

What the hell did he want from me?

He soon started talking about himself.

“I am a widower. I stay at Kodambakkam.”

“My kids are NRIs. They stay in the US of A.”

Got to see Mr.Seshadri after lunch regarding the database.

So?

“They keep calling me to stay there with them, but I keep refusing.”

They are blessed.

“My elder son works for Google while my younger son is doing his PhD in Cornell.”

Then got to call up Sandhya and remind her about the review.

“I get my breakfast daily from a local mess. Lunch is done here….”

…while you bore unsuspecting youngsters to death

“….and I mostly skip dinner.”

Ah! That saves innocent youngsters!

I finished the lunch and left.

**********************************************

Next day, I strangely found myself refusing when my mom asked me if I wanted lunch.

Same Hotel Ganga. Same table. Same old man. Same eyes.

**********************************************

Next day. Same Hotel. Same table.

He was nowhere in sight. It didn’t feel good to me. I ate slowly looking at the doorway every now and then 

willing him to appear. He didn’t.

**********************************************

I went to the same hotel for the next few days, but he never turned up. I missed him. A lot. I soon started 
bringing lunch from home and never went back to the hotel. He didn’t appear sick or something when I met 
him last. I somehow had a bad feeling about his sudden failure to turn up for lunch. One possibility was that 
he could have gone to the US of A, but again there was no logic. He simply didn’t want to. Moreover, even if 
his son forced him to leave India, he couldn’t have done suddenly. Even if he had flown away suddenly, he'd  
have called me up or mailed me. I went through obituary columns daily in newspapers expecting something 
about the old man.

Shit! I didn’t even know his name!

**********************************************

It was exactly twenty days since I joined work at FindNearYou.com and I was reading The Hindu when I saw 

them. The same pair of eyes. I quickly went through it and found his name to be Subramaniam Iyer. Sad.

I felt the next line willing me to see it even as I wiped the single tear off my cheek and murmured a quick prayer.
The next line struck me like a blow on the face! It said Third Anniversary! 

I spent the rest of the day in bed and didn’t go to office for the remaining week.

**********************************************

Yesterday, it was exactly a month since I joined work. Mom was having another bout of migraine. I had a 

bittersweet feeling as I had to have lunch at Hotel Ganga. I entered the restaurant and was engulfed with mixed 
emotions.

As I, choked with tears, made my way slowly to the only empty table in the restaurant, I heard a loud familiar

voice,”Oh there you are! Where were you the past few weeks?”

By Nivethitha Kumar

With blood trickling down slowly, and life delaying its end, he wondered if he'd pressed the rewind button of 
his life. It was more of a snapshot of moments. The most important ones or so he thought. He was surprised 
that the glimpses he got were so varied and about people he never thought he valued so much. Well life is a
funny teacher, he thought. But never gave up on teaching you a lesson, whenever it was, even if it is the
death bed.

There was no real order of the images he was going through in his mind. It was all one varied collage. There
washis mother, his young mother feeding him, protecting him, his mother to whom he meant the world. 

His wife, his quiet, patient, tolerant wife whose most important goal in life seemed to be his wellbeing. 
Making sure he was well fed, well dressed and happy seemed to be her sole purpose in life.And she was 
happy doing it.All their happy moments came to him in a flash. He hated to be the one making her unhappy.

There they were, the purpose of his life, his little princesses playing around in their field. Everything he did 
seem to be for them. It was when he had kids of his own, he understood his mother completely. How she 
felt about him. He realized that it is possible to feel, unconditional love. Just pure, unadulterated love. It was 
an amazing feeling. He realized that his life seemed meaningful because of them.

 Total strangers he had helped through his life, whose faces seemed fuzzy, appeared in his last moments.
Strangers he had touched and not realized it. From the poor hungry little kid who cleaned the plates in the 
dhaba with whom he had shared his roti at times, to even the dog in his street who he fed at times. He just 
saw people. He did not see the ambitions he nurtured or the money he was after. Just the people. The 
biggest wealth a person makes in his lifetime. And in an inexplicable way that eased the pain. Knowing he 
was loved by people and that he would be missed made the process of dying easier.

He wanted to have one last glimpse of his family, he was trying to fish the picture he had in his pockets, 
when he did not find them there, he started searching the ground next to him desperately to get the picture. 
His hands found something. With efforts needed to lift a mountain he bought it closer to his eyes. His eyes 
did not deceive him; it was a beautiful family but just not his. He turned his head towards his left to find 
another man in a different uniform. The one he was ordered to target. His hands were doing the same
desperate motion that he did a minute ago. He placed the picture in his hands. His sanguinary face seemed
to break in to small smile. A life touched at its very end.

WAR AND PEACE

AN ARTIST AND HIS mUSE
By Anuradha Chandrasekaran

I found myself listening to him and answering his questions, quite willingly. We spoke about the weather,

 T-20, traffic and the US economy. He seemed to be an intellectual. He burped. Again. I didn't seem to 

 mind it! We even exchanged phone numbers and email ids.

She stares and stares and stares
into what, no one knows
as though caught for eternity in that canvas
and preserved for posterity

 His fingers were moving at a furious pace. All that he could see were his own colors and model in front of 
him. Each time his brush made another stroke on the canvas, the painting sprang forth more to life. He had
never been scared of making marks. His art had an unusual force of creativity and realism entwined in them.
To him Art was not about showcasing reality. It was something much more than that. It was about taking the 
real and suffusing it with an expression of his soul.

She was standing there maintaining the same position for nearly five hours now. Why was she there? She 
did not know the answer to that question. To her he was a genius. To think her image will be preserved  for
posterity, praised by critics, yearned for one glance by art connoisseurs all over the world were reason 
enough to stand there for days. Yet those were not her reasons. She stood there because she wanted to
watch him paint her. 

Looking at a person is very different from painting that person. When he took the brush in his hand to paint
her face he looked at her in a new light. He felt for the first time the brightness of her eyes, the soft flush in 
her cheeks, her curiously blunt nose, her parted lips and the delicate brown eye brows which required more
intricacy than portraying a bird’s feather. When he blended in those colors, his hand was simply weaving
poetry on canvas that seemed to say 

“Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate;”

 She was perfect. Not perfect in the sense of beauty. Yet she was perfect for his intentions. Her face had
a force. It was not chiseled to look like a Greek goddess yet it made a statement. When she stared at you,
you could not reason with your mind and walk away. You were compelled to stand transfixed there for what 
would seem like eons of time.

 A man was standing at the entrance of a hotel lobby. Something about the painting had rooted him to that
position for several minutes until the valise came for his luggage and shook him out of his reverie. “Who is
this?” he asked, pointing towards the painting. “That is a famous painting called ‘Girl with a Pearl Earring’ 
by a renowned artist of the seventeenth century named Vermeer. Some people have stared atit for hours, 
Sir. It has that effect on people”

 “Do you love me?” she asked with all the earnestness she could muster. “I do not attach myself to my
muses dear”, came the reply in a cold brutal voice. He collected his drawing material; his colors, his 
brushes, his canvas and walked away. She had been his life, his purpose, his goal for a fortnight. When
his painting was finished, his curiosity satisfied, his soul sought a new quest… a new Griet.

P.S: 

Griet is the name of the girl who originally posed for Vermeer.

“Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?...” is a sonnet by William Shakespeare

valuable.  - Francis Bacon

Writing is one of the few professions in which you can psychoanalyse  yourself, get rid of hostilities

 and frustrations in public, and get paid for it - Melinda Haynes

http://tinyurl.com/ah6ybb
http://tinyurl.com/arb53w
http://tinyurl.com/bvcrqd
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Love letters and poems aren't the least bit difficult to write, if you write directly from your heart 

into the ink and don't channel through your brain first.  - Graycie Harmon 

EXTRACTS
By Aditya Sengupta

“Do you like it?”
“It’s lovely, dear. Thank you.”
“Happy anniversary dear.”
“Happy anniversary.”

Extract from the last page of the diary of Mahesh Sarkar in the year 1995, after which Mr. Sarkar retired

from his occupation and settled in Cape Town, South Africa.

1st December,
1995.

A lot of people had come for Dad’s funeral today. I think most of them were his ex-patients. Some doctors of
the stupid hospital where he worked had also come. Loads of people kept on coming up to me and giving me
their phone numbers and telling me to call them if I needed them and all that bullshit. I guess most people don't
lose both their parents one after the other. The only two people Dad really loved never came. One was Mom.
The other was his best friend, Paritosh Sen. He was the one who found out Dad’s dead body.I didn’t have the
time to call him. I thought he knew. The papers made such a big fuss about the way Dad died, that I didn’t really 
get time to contemplate why he did what he did. It’d been all so fast. And I guess I am going to give up writing.
I’m abandoning the novel that I started 4 months back. I was going to dedicate it to Dad. Now, I guess there’s 
no reason left to finish it. After all it was he who used to spend the nights reading my stories and giving me 
suggestions to improve upon. I can’t seem to move my fingers across this page to finish it these days. I've lost 
my ability to write..

This will be the last page of my diary. 

M.Sarkar

“How much did this cost, dear?”
It’s my gift. It’s priceless.”
“Will you place it around my neck then?”
“Gladly.”

Name: Dr. Mr. Akash Motilal Sarkar.
Address: 56 M, 4th Avenue House, Asian Syndicate, 17/6A Park Street.
Kolkata: 700-016
Occupation: Cardio-vascular surgeon
Name of Spouse: Late Mrs. Suparna Sarkar
Name of Child/Children: Mr. Mahesh Sarkar
Time of death: 20:52 hours
18th September, 1995.
Cause of death: Excessive bleeding from arterial veins.
Location of death: Room No.204
3rd Floor, Starson Hospital
Items found – 16 pearl beads covered in blood.

“This necklace is the grandest gift anyone has every given me.”
“I’m glad you like it.”
“How can I not like such a beautiful gift?”
“I love you.”

13th April,
1995

The necklace has been purchased at last. I plan to surprise Suparna tomorrow morning itself. It's a magnificent 
pearl necklace. Each pearl costs an approximate 20,000 rupees. There are around 16 pearls in that necklace.  
Now I don’t mean to brag, but that’s a lot of money. For our 25th marriage anniversary, nothing should come 
cheap. I know she must be planning something equally worthwhile for me, but I guess this necklace will reign 

be special..

“Where did you get the money to buy this necklace?”
“Money’s not a factor. It’s been 25 long years with you. And today, money can never be a factor.”

Extract from the postmortem report of Mr. Akash Sarkar, on the 23rd of September.

13th April,

1995

Extract from the last page of the diary of Mr. Akash Sarkar. This diary was discovered in his bedroom 
three days after his death on 18th September.

supreme. No more talk now, two more surgeries tomorrow morning, before that – Suparna’s gift. Tomorrow will 

Extract from the last page of the diary of Mrs. Suparna Sen, who died on April 14th from a severe 
heatstroke.

Tomorrow is our 25th marriage anniversary. From the excitement and the apprehension, I wish I could keep my  
hands from shaking. I can’t wait for tomorrow morning to dawn bright and beautiful. I’ve got Akash a handsome 
Titan gold watch – the one he’s been staring at since its arrival in the showroom. Men can be so predictable at 
times. He’s thrown me a million hints that he wants that watch. Pity me, I won’t even get that pearl necklace that I 
wanted so much while we were on a holiday in France last month. But there’s still hope – Akash has yet to 
disappoint me on our anniversary.

Good night…

************************************************

“And I’ve got you a….hmm…guess.”

“Let me guess, hmm – Is it the Titan Gold watch?”
“Ha ha ha, so funny. It was an easy guess. You knew I’d get that, didn’t you?”
“Yes, dear, I did. And I love you for it.”

Extract from a newspaper clipping dated 30th June, 1995.

The unconscious body of one time famous cardio-vascular surgeon Mr. Akash Sarkarwas found on the crossing
of Rashbehari Avenue late last night. His clothes were torn and his hair, unshaven and dirty. He was picked up  
last night by the night policemen of Jadavpur Police Station. An excessive amount of nicotine and alcohol 
substitutes have been detected in his body after blood tests were carried out by the AMRI Hospital. Following the 
tragic demise of his wife on the 14th of April, Akash Sarkar had publicly retired from his profession. His sanity of  

mind was under question of the officials. He soon squandered the family wealth on cigarettes and 
alcohol. Now, he is in acute debt and is completely bankrupt. His colleague Mr. G.Das said, “The only 
way Akash can save himself now is by selling off his family possessions and items of value.” This is just 
another sorrowful case of mental retardation caused due to the death of a loved one. More news related
to mental depression on Page 5.

“I’m going to go mad with delight. You are actually giving me 10,000 rupees to buy anything I want?”

“Yes, darling. I have 2 surgeries this morning and this is to keep you busy while I’m at it.”

Extract from the last page of the diary of Mr.Paritosh Sen, close friend of Mr.Akash Sarkar. He left his 

18th April,

1995.

What I have witnessed is beyond understanding, beyond words and beyond imagination. To see your  
friend, your closest childhood friend in such a state of physical and mental repugnance, is mortifying.
I received a call today at around 7 P M. It was Akash. He was hysterical. Nothing could stop him from
laughing. He kept mumbling something about a ‘necklace’. I could understand nothing, except that he 

house early in the morning on the 19th of April and has not yet been found.

needed me badly. I immediately set off, knowing that he had made the call from ‘Startsons hospital'.
I reached the hospital at quarter to eight. Akash generally sits in room 204 on the 3rd floor to meet his 
patients. I wasted no time in reaching room 204. As soon as I opened the door, I saw darkness. Only a 
dim light illuminated the room. Akash was huddled in the corner of the room; blood spilt nastily all 
around him. He was laughing feverishly, tears falling from his eyes at the same time. He screamed at 
me, “Paritosh, they’ll never take that necklace from me. Never!” His laughter rang violently in my ears.
Shaking with fear, I stood rooted to the spot. Suddenly, he started crying out, “Help me sew it back,
Paritosh. Help me sew it back.”

I approached him silently and I looked at his arms…oh! So dreadful.

****************

“Sir, your wife. She’s been…she’s had a severe heatstroke. We’ve taken her to MediCentre Hospital…
Sir, we need you to come here right this instant…yes sir, Mahesh has been informed, he’ll be coming
directly."

Video Extract from the security files of Starsons Hospital.

NOTE: The following words have not been spoken of or written of, nor will they ever be spoken or 
written about. 

The CCTV camera placed inside room 204 of Starsons Hospital recorded the movements of Dr.Akash 
Sarkar on the 18th of April. What happened past 18:00 hours on the same day is noted as follows
without any exaggerative adjectives.

Dr. Akash Sarkar enters the room silently. He throws the key of the door on the ground. He has a 
slight air of drunkenness. His clothes are torn, hair is white and uncut. He falls blindly on the work 
tables and starts rummaging the medical drawers. He withdraws a scalpel and a needle. From inside
his shirt pocket, he takes out a pearl necklace. He turns off the lights in the room except one corner
floor-light. He goes to that corner, settling against the wall. Nothing can be seen of Dr.Sarkar, except

He then drops the phone. From now on, Dr. Sarkar does nothing, but scream in muffled tones. It is 
his silhouette, shrouded in darkness. He takes his cellular phone and at 18:57, he calls someone.

evident that he is pain. Some blood spurting on the floor is faintly visible. At 19:43, Mr. Paritosh Sen, 
friend of Dr. Sarkar's, enters. From the outside light, we glimpse a pool of blood on the floor and a 
fanatic expression on Dr. Sarkar’s face. The latter speaks in a muffled voice. His voice is not audible. 
But after sometime, he screams out the following words – “Help me sew it back, Paritosh. Help me 
sew it back.” The video goes blank thereafter.

“I’m sorry sir, but your wife has passed away. It was an unfortunate incident. We could do nothing
about it. Nothing at all. I’m sure you understand. We tried our best…so sorry, sir…so sorry.”

NOTE: What exactly had happened to Dr. Akash Sarkar is something that nobody knows clearly 
except the deceased and Mr. Paritosh Sen, who has not been found since 19th April, 1995.  Some
people say that Dr.Sarkar had slit his wrist in order to commit suicide, which explains his motive of
taking the scalpel. Some are of the opinion that after slitting his wrist, he wanted to sew it back, with 
a needle, thus explaining his motive of taking the needle. However, no two theories match. And his
frequent ranting about the necklace does not match with these theories.

However, an unknown source has put forward that Dr. Sarkar might have slit his wrists, and then
had pushed the beads of pearls inside his wrists so that they could not be separated from him. This
explains the bloody beads of pearls being found and also the reason why Dr. Sarkar had shouted- 

“Help me sew it back.”

But this theory was set aside as everyone agreed that such a thing was too brutal for a human to
commit. No-one accepted the fact that love makes us do strange things.

Case closed.

“Thank you dear. That was the best anniversary ever,”

“I know, darling. I know.”
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