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Alexandre da Costa N

The Cove

I saunter along
My eyes straining to the
farthest reaches of the tropical sea.

Many coloured shells,

glinting in the sof t, warm, sunshine.

Blue sea lapping the shore,

palm fronds swaying to the rhythm of the wind.

[ break for the water
like a sprinting turtle,

My feet tickled by the smooth sand. _/

Cool,
dazzlingly clear water refreshes and soothes me.
Splashing water, lulling waves,

white water, crashing above my head.

Paddling through the coursing water,
I see the vibrant, endless color, the tropical rainbow fish,
beds of pearls...

an underwater world on a sparkling dish

The day comes to an end, —a
a fierv red sun setting in the indigo horizon.
Softly falling asleep on the powdery, white sand,

a cool breeze sweeps over my face, e ~—
gently sending me to faraway places and times
Night has come to the beach. —

Shopo V. &




Devina Vadera

Expressions

[ see your face

A warm reflection of undying spirit so pure
The truth of love and destiny.

['ve spent searching.

[ finally find you.

My wings sail through the air

With my spirit high.

[ leave those troubled waters behind

and fly...

Walking alone

L unwind

[ explore

My hopes and dreams
Deeper

The sky, the trees, the clouds
[ face the truth

My inner feelings

My strength

My goals

Neeraj Desai

Purgatory Paradox

The immortals walk above me,
footsteps resounding in silence.

The mortals tread on the land below me,
on the growing mound of garbage.

I stand on the border between them,
calm and free to choose.

The supernatural enthralls my curiosity,
as I begin to ascend.

At that very moment [ am attentioned below,

by a desperate cry for help.
[ stand on the border between the two,
calm and free to choose.

My mind goes crazy trying to select

my destination.

One appealing to my human conscience,
the other is fodder to my greed.

[ stand on the border,

calm and free.

Until I know for sure,
I'will stand here,
calm and free

to choose.

Galina Davis
Woman

From her day of entry to the end,
She is a candle
Who melts to lighten others.

People forget to remember
That she has desires and feelings,
And a deep longing heart.

“Can anvone understand me? "she
cries.

She finds no shoulder to lean upon,
Only her pillows taste her sour tears.

She is a sea of complexity,
Loving, hating, giving and taking
A river of love and peace,

And an Angel of Mercy.

No, no more she'll be put down,
None can cage her
Or suck her blood like a leach.

She is a gift of God
Who carries the entire World
In her own way.




Rekha Nair

Infanticide

Cocooned in pulsating warmith,

I sleep ...

Cradled by silken threads of dreams
My lullaby is the rhythmic throb of life
Echoing from my mother’s breast.

The cushiony womb -

My feather bed, a haven

Of love and security.

Far from the distant world outside
Safe in my cosy, fragile room,

Memories | [ sleep ...

Suddenly,
They drift My sleep is shattered.
Safety, nothing but an illusion.
Icy numbness creeps up my veins
Piercing agony shatters my frame
Entrapped in the tomb that was once a womb

Rekha Nair

Like autumn leaves,
Swept along by a frolicsome breeze.

They wander
Like pilgrims, down memory lane,
Little packages of joy and pain.

Now [ sleep ... for eternity.

They surge
Like waves, in the mind's tempestuous ocean,
Reflecting moments of triumph and passion.

They creep
Like shadows, crowding in thick and fast,
Recreating scenes from a distant past.

They glow
Like heaps of smouldering embers,
Memories, waiting to be remembered.




Someday I’'ll Know

Amanda Mowry

As the sunlight streamed
through the windows, I opened
my eyes lazily and wished I
had never been born. | feel
this Way a lot. It’s not because
of any particular reason or
instance, simply because I am
extremely repulsed by the way
the world turns.

Nothing is as it seems. People
[ thought were reliable and
concerned are really
insensitive and completely
uncaring. Places I thought
were my home were only
resting places I stopped at
through my journey in life.
Scenes from the past flash
through my mind and painful
memories stab my heart and
brain. Thoughts that I couldn’t share before, I’ve decided to speak out openly.
Sometimes 1t 1s impossible for me to think at all. Everything I used to find
important seems minor and trivial to me now. I don’t care about most people or
things because they don’t care about me.

[f my tamily read this it would make them cry. Crying is good; it’s the cleansing
of the soul. I'll protect them and try to bury the state my emotions are in now.

A lot of people are frightened by emotions. If I cry in front of someone they’ll
tell me to stop. If I display some anger people say that it was “totally uncalled
for.” Happiness is generally accepted, but if shown at too high a level or at the
wrong time of day; I’ll be accused of being drunk or high. Morons run the world
today. To them, I can’t do ANYTHING “right”.

Some days [ firmly believe that I will move on to a place in my life where I am
free to decide and contemplate things on my own and by myself. Other days |
feel I will never be released from this prison I live in. Someday I'll know, and
someday I'll die.




Amanda Mowry

Reality

There is a place far away

[ can lose myself all day

[ found it once, I found it twice
Where is that place, I want to go there
NOW

We live in an environment

Where control freaks rule

We are asked to bow and kiss their
feet

But when it all comes down

Power won't do them any good
Because inside, we 're all free

The air we all breath is free

Each moment passes

They seem to drag on

And on

And on

Will I ever move away from this place
To a place where I can say 1 feel no
more hurt and no more pain?
Everyday things seem to be constant
But [ feel new feelings everyday

1 become madder and madder

My frustration attempts to overthrow
The sanity we all SEEM to know
What is real and what is fake

What matters and what it trivial
These things I seek

These things I cannot find

In a blurred vision called Reality

DANA

/'ve Lost You

I've lost everything I had

Things I can 't retrieve

One year ago my dreams were reality
And now they are just a distant dream again
I wish [ could go back in time

1'd do things better this time

I'd cherish every look, every touch, every
glance

1'd be thankful and not fight

I 'd be selfless and sweet

I'd make the time pass slowly

With the magic I'd possess

In fact, I'd make the time stand still

On a favorite I'd chose

1'd frame it in a box with flowers

And gaze at it each waking hour

1'd never leave and I'd make you stay
1'd make things stay the same

1'd die this time, before I'd let them change
My life is now so worthless next

To those moments that we shared

Now it’s all pointless

And now I'm dead




M Tajudeen

The Modern Machiavelli

Politics is his basic business

All welfare plans are his sources of
income

Rowdyism is his academic discipline
Syvcophancy is his favourite subject.
He is the modern Machiavelli.

He is a devoted slave to joy-giving
power

He never fails to make his pilgrimage
once In five years

He is the licensed legislator to leagalise
illegal laws

He 1s the modern Machiavelli.

For him ambition is to achieve anything
out of nothing

For him heroism is to break something
in every assembly session

For him patriotism is to blabber
something in flag-hoisting ceremonies.
He is the modern Machiavelli.

It is not a parody,
But a painful reality!

M Tajudeen

Atombomb

It is the eighth wonder of the world.
Havoc is the key to understand its
capacity.

Heaven even trembles at its terrible
beauty.

The mere thought of its marvellous
shape

Strikes our hearts with terror.

It is a fantastic product of progressive
science,

But a venomous force to the victorious
human race.

Its majestic presence makes a country
Mega-powerful on the globe.

Pride may reign in the hearts of its
POSSESSOFS -

But painful reality is not far away,
For a ruthless ruin up to the extent of
Extinguishing its own inventors.

What comes down may not go up.

But if ‘it’ comes down, we must go up.
No wonder - it is the eighth wonder of
the world!




Thomas K. Varghese Neeraj Desai

The way
Mother Nature
“Jesus is the way”’
I hear the fanatic preach.

NoAatiyo! Roi . . . L "
O Nature! Being green, Thousands open their minds to his “claims

You make our eves green. for the promise of better days is his
You give refuges weapon.
To all disturbed hearts. The poor find refuge in his words

desolate and helpless.
They succumb to the temptation
that is hope.

You are the mark of patience,
You teach mankind what it is.
You are a mother

Feeding your children Five years have passed.
And making them happy They are all Christians now.

They are still poor.
l, 7] 5 517 > ) . - N S
AU COTa LT but they are Christians now.

You are an inspiration to poelts. And the preacher has moved on.
You give peace to all humanity.

People have hearts and feelings
But they slaughter you,
Forgetting that you do too.

My heart suffers

When [ see you mutilated.

[ cannot stop this sacrilege.

All I can do is to beg you,
Mother! Forgive mankind;

Save us from perils.

To the Mirror

O bosom friend of mine,

You wait patiently for me

To come to you

You never lie to me

As 1 lie to myself

You always tell me what I am; that's why
You mean more to me

Then all my other friends.




The T-shirt -

Ravindran _solomon

Pandurangan shot out his chair. And groaned.
bloody piles. 1t hurt.

Carefully he straightened up, and teetered
towards the ensuing melee around the lunch
table in the office.

the younger crowd was already there leaving
no space for the 54 year old frame of
Pandurangan to reach the elusive rim of the
table.

The T-shrts lay in a pile, a blazing mass of red
tossed about by prying hands. The T shirts were
compliments from a client of the company who
was much satisfied by the work put in by
Pandurangan’s fellow workers.

Pandurangan’s son had been pestering him for
more than a weeek now for a new T shirt . But
he had been putting it off becuase he had
overheard that Head Clerk telling somebody about theT shirts form their client. The T
shirts were here now. And one of them could be his, wihout costing a paise, if only he could
reach the dining table

Two of the successful raiders at the table slammed into him and made off with their
prized catc. skiowly WHAT IS THIS dodging flailing arms and the close stench of sweat
Pandurangan tried to make headway into pounds and pounds of unrelenting flesh. A few
leather soles caught his shin straight. A successful hand caught his jaw, almost slipping his
glasses oft his o1ly nosc. He held on.

Finally he could, across two hulky shoulders, view the table. Empty.

The fiery display of red was gone. Every one of them taken away by a stampeding mass of
selfish humanity, he thought.

As his colleagues dispersed to their respective ledgers, he saw 1t. Close to the western
leg of the table where the light could-not display its full potential. One loneT shirt slightly
crumpled, 1ts brightness more 1n the heart than in the eyes.

Pandurangan dived. his glasses slipped. He held on to them even while his lunge was half
complete. Unable to control his movemebt with one hand, this shoulder was destined to
crash into the leg of the table. but his fingers unerrimgly found the soft fabric that he so long
aimed to get. An animal groan escaped his lips as he straightened his legs, shirt, glasses
and his being. he had the T shirt.

Evening. Pandurangan walked into his house and nonchalantly threw the T shirt on the
dining able and himself into a chair.

As his wife served him coffee, his son Ranganthan walked in. the T shirt was on the table.

“Dad, you bought this for me?”” he asked.

“Ychcha... my manager called me to his room and gave it to me personally. Compliments
of the company,” he replied, sipping his evening cup of coftee.




Neeraj Desai

Through the Haze

Celebrations are happening on streets
everywhere,

The people are throwing confetti in the air.
The day of the prophecies has arrived,
And now the battle is on to survive.

The Prime Minister clutches the details to his
breast,

Wondering if he should have conducted this
test.

He says, “Let them come to the mountains and
stand,

We will burn their flag and blow up their
land.”

A bomb glows brighter than an exploding star,
Could Einstein have envisioned it this far?
No one would ever want to see the day,
When life on earth could end this way.

The fools, don't they even know what they
have done?

The beginning of their end has just begun.
Soon there will be not a tree in sight,

Or a morsel of food for hunger to bite.

The cry of protest is drowned in cheer,

They know the future is what they fear.
There will be no nation when they fall,
Gaia herself will stop and stall.

The time will come when the foetus is dead,
All the blame will rest on your head.

India is now a nuclear power,

It is Armageddon’s finest hour.




Varirtamuthu’'s Tamil poems
translated by T Ganesh Babu

Crackers

For you

Todayis

The festival of lights,
One Spring

For the tree of the year.
You rejoice

In making fire

Blossom into flower.
Your fire crackers
Shaking the whole world,
Floods of light

Flow everywhere.

This brightness

Cries to me

Indexing the Dark.

Like the deep sorrow
That lingers of Taj Mahal,
A dumb sadness

Has encompassed

This Deepavali.

We cannot forget

Those children

Who made the crackers
In Sivakasi.

They want to earn

New dresses for Deepavali;
But instead

They earned

Their funeral shrouds.
These human crackers
Burnt by the fire,
Symbolic of hard work,
Oscillating amidst life and death,
They went

To illuminate Deepavali,
But died

As subjects of darkness.
My smiles

Could not overcome
Those tears

Can this festival

Be celebrated in splendour
When society rewards
Their toil with destruction?

How many more unlit wicks
Await sacrifice
To illuminate Deepavali?

For Subramanya Bharati

Has the song of Independence
Not reached
The last Indian’s ears?

You said, “Let us
Connect Sri Lanka with a bridge.”

Was this because of
Your goodwill

So that

The refugees can

At least arrive on foot?

Lullaby

My dear Son!

The usual kind of lullabies
I'will not sing

Toyou.

Luxury of language
They are;
Arrested dreams,

The process of taking yvou
To a conditional sleep.

But my lullaby contains
No sedative
Called music.

The theme of my lullaby
Is not sleep
But awareness




Neeraj Desai

LOST CONTACT

Emotions start to get stronger,

as our outlooks get wronger,

try and get others into a fight, ")
eventually making them run out of sight. :
As we run a losing race, R N

we try and catch up in haste,

in the process we trip and fall,

instantaneously come to a stall.

We try to segregate amongst our own beings,

we attempt and lose our real seeing,

our conscience appeals to our humanism,

as we drift closer to totalitarianism. ATV

We have been falsely led,
for the real shepherd is dead,
get ourselves together and try and act grown.

“God is dead,
we re on our own.”’

Galina Davis

My Life

My life will go on,

Unmoved by any worldly additions,
Just like a river strolls its way

With firmness, dignity and confidence.

Troubles may sprout

Without any warning.

Just like natural calamities
That root up fear in mankind.

Every human eye I have met

Has taught me with a smile

To laugh at my worries and pains,
And to enjoy life to the core.




The Leper’s moon

Ravindran Solomon

He sat undecided. By the tracks. It had been quite somne time since he’d heard the jarring horns of a
train. One hour? Two maybe.

A pale crescent of a moon was trying to break away from its cloudy prison; the tracks were a dull glint
slithering away into a breaking night. In the distance he could see the blood- red light warning any tram
against venturing further.

But near him there was the comfort of a milliion fireflies flitting up, trying to be one with the winking
stars.

Time, of course, was confident of its course and meandered on, as he sat and considered the stubs that
were once fingers and toes. Gnarled and disappearing into the endless days and nights of his heart-
beats.

I'he gravel under him began to hurt him. He slowly turned his head to wipe his nose against his naked
biceps.He could smell sweat under his armpits.

No train was in sight. This was not new to him though. e had tried suicide a few times before. But 1t
had never worked. Either his courage would fail him or the train would thunder past in the parallel
track. The last time he had almost made it...

It was a drizzling dead day and so there was no one around the track. He approached 1t with shivering
footsteps and almost made it, when he fumbled on a mound of gravel. Slipping . he tnied to grab a non-
existant pillar and came crashing down. [t was a jagged piece of rock that knocked hin unconscious
then. When he woke up the rain had stopped and a warm sun was beating on his face. He got up and
went to the shelter behind the community centre’s unused toilet. That was home.

His wife watched him come and asked, “Where have you been?” A guttural voice that shook him out of
his daze.

“To kill myself.”

She laughed aloud then, “Come and eat. | have some vadais that the school teacher’s wife threw out to
the crows.”

That was then. This time, however, there were no slippery stones to knock him down. And he more or
less knew what he had to do.

He heard the train hooting. A noise that suddenly seemed to split the belly of the night. But 1t was still
some distance away. It would at least take another ten minutes before it reached the spot.

The moon or what was left of it in the sky had broken out of the cloud bank.

His nose itched. That flattened piece of irritation always did. He reached up to scratch it and all he
managed was a sore rub with his rotted fingers. His nails had fallen away a long time ago.

With growiing irritation he remembered his hands when everything was absolutely fine. With long
fingers and well shaped nails he had never even dreamt of such a tragedy.

And now he missed them all. White nails that were set within the taut brown skin of his fingers.

The train was fast approaching; he could feel the vibrations already. Everything within him tensed. A
firetly tantalisingly flew close to his face. He grabbed for it and the stubby palm only swung into
emptmesc.

The gravel was hurting him more. He shifted his position slightly to get comfortable and felt himself
stabbed by more stones. Frustrated, he threw his head back to let out a yowl of agony. That’s when he
saw the moon.

It hung suspended above a thin whiff of cloud. A beautitully shaped crescent that reminded him of the
days when he used to cut his nails regularly.

The cut pieces used to have the same shape the moon had now. He stood up, his yowl turning into a cry
of terror. Slowly he walked along the gravel. The train was very near now. He could see its light
wickedly slicing the darkness.

With a moan he arranged himself neatly on the track, head on one rail with both legs protruding over
the other. Now the noise was deafening.

He looked at the moon.



Just An Hour Before The
Explosion

Somasekar's story translated
From the weekly Ananda
Viketan” by Velraj P

He was tall and carrying a heavy
bag on his shoulders. He reached
the center of that mall and spilled
out coins deliberately. Ini the
pretense of picking them up, he
placed it a bomb - in a corner.
No one suspected.

Job over, he came out, pretending
innocence. Cruel joy in his heart:
at least a hundred will be dead ...,
destruction immeasurable. The
country will be shaken.

While he walked on a narrow path
outside, a tender hand pulled him
aside. He turned to look who it
was. A ten year old boy:.

“Uncle... Uncle .. . you keep
walking looking nowhere. Look
in the {ront. A manhole without a
lid. Please go carefully”.

His mind cleared, “This kid helps me not even knowing me. But I set up a lot of innocent
people just because somebody told me to. I would have been damned™.

The thought hit him hard. He looked at his watch. Still an hour to go before the bomb
explodes. He thought again for a while, and walked to a telephone booth. With a
decision to inform, he dialled the police.






Rashi Mittal

ALWAYS STAY LOW

[ will not be up here anymore someday,
On my own path, and on my own way.

[ will need someone’there beside me -
Somcone who really cares.

['m not going to get that someone -
If I'm up here in the air.

That's why I say, always stay low.

You never know when God, will steal the whole show.

.
MAMMA

A silent zmderstandmg between us,
Need for a hug once in a while,
For more time together,

Thoughts that make me smile.

A securance that someone is always there,

Memories of the good times passing,
A smile within myself,
A wish to again do everything.

One day I will go away,
With a tear in my eye,
Saying fare-well,

But never good-bye.
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Thank you, life, for all the depression,
Even for all those sorrows.

Thank you, life, for all the happiness,
Even those joys, that I could just
borrow.
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You 've taught me so many things,
and I want to learn much more.
Wonder that future holds for me,
Can 't wait to open that door.

You 're just slipping off my hands,
Every moment, day by day.

Want to live each second as a lifetime,
But that second just won’t stay.

Every twist and turn in you,
Has its own sweet taste.
Life you’re so beautiful,
Sorry I realized so late.




By Vairamuthu
Translated from Tamil
by J M Indhumathy

Go Ahead

It’s your stage!
Your tongue!
Speak whatever you want!

It’s your pen!
Your press!
Write whatever you want!

[t 's your instrument!
Your concert!
Play whatever you want!

It’s your brush!
Your paint!
Colour whatever you want!

But ...
remember ...

[omoriow ...

Time s judgement

will unearth

Your dead bodies from the grave
and put them out to hang!

T hirst

V]()/z "Gardener!
You cut my branches
\Which stretched their heads
Outside your fence.
But ...
What can you do
With my roots
Which slide under your fences?
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J. M. Indhumathy

Anger

The beast within me
Emerged

Often in a sudden rage
for silly reasons.

[ suffered.

Tried to control.

At last ...

My pencil reflected.
Yes, it's a surprise!
The animal in me
Got channelised into
a fine art!

Friendship

My friend

brings me out from

But

Idon’t know

Why people oppose
Our friendship.

Is

[friendship between
a man and a woman

Impossible?
O\

innocence o awareness ...
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The Joke |

By Ravindran Soiomon

Yesterday we went to the beach.- me, murnmy and Vimala aunty.

Vimala aunty lives next 1o our house. She 1s mummy’s best friend. When
my daddy and Raghu uncle, Vimaia aunty ‘s husband, go out of town,
we three go 1o the beach.

Whe we were walking on the beach murnmy was telling a lot ofjokes
to Vimala aunty. Vimala aunry also laugied at all the jokes. Murmy is
very good at telling jokes. Whenever she tells one, Vimala aunty laughs
a lot. Some jokes are not funny at all. | don’t understand some of them.
Whenever [ don’t understand they both look at me and laught even
more.

One day I tried to tell them a joke. They looked at me i a silly way and
gigggled. It was because they did notunderstand my joke.

When we werer walking on the beacn we saw alot of people standing
together near the warer. Mummy and Vimaia aunty went to see what
was happening. | ran fast to be with them but thepeopie would not iet me
see.

I heard an old man speak, “They are dead. Somebody call the police.”

[ kneeled down on the sand and looked through the legs of the crowd. | saw a man and woman lying
down hugging eachi other. They were torally wet and they were covered with sand. Tthere was sand on
their faces, on therr eyes.... and their noses were filled with sand. Therrr faces looked so funny with their
noses full of sand. [ giggled. A man in the crowd heard me and gave me such a sacry stare.

Vimala aunty and murminy saw me watching the man and woman lymg down. So they cam to me and
pulled me away from tie crowd.

We went away to another side of the beach. Mummy and Vimala aunty kept quiet for a long time. [
started 1o play in the sand. I built a very big mountain, then [ began digging a hole in the mountain.

Murmimy said to aunty suddenly, “Must be suicide.”

[ asked her, “What 1s suicide?”

Mummyu said, “Shut up and play.”

When mummy gers angry she aiways tells me to shut up. Whenever she gets angry | become quiet.
Otherwise she gets even more angry.

Vimala aunty said, “Why do people do 1t? It 1s stupid.”

I finishded making the hole and bent down to look through it. I could see murnmy’s hands scratching her
leg on the other side of the hole.

Mummy said, “Dont’t bend down like that. you will get sand on your face.”

So 1 gotup ad began 1o fill the hole with sand. Mununy and Vimala aunty were keeping quiet. Mummyu
took a sea shell and threw 1t into the water. Vimala aunty threw one also.

Vimala aunty after some ume said, “Poor things, hugging even i death.”

Mumuny said, Hmmm. At least it 1s good tor the counury’s population.”

[ don’t know what she meant. But aunty giggled. My murtnmy simled.

Aunty said, “Did you see how they were hugging?”

Muminy said, “Yes. Stuck together like Velero.”

Vimaia aunty laughed at tms and went on laugiming loudly. Murnmy smiled at the way she was laughing.
Murnny was not angry now. | was slowly {iiling the hole with sand. Vimala aunty was still laughing.

I fimished filling the wnnel with sand. | wanted to tell a joke 1o murnmy now.

I said, “Look murnmy, 1 filled the hole with saad. 1t looks just like those people’s noses!” And then 1
laughed. Vimala aunty stopped laughihg. And murnmy stopped smiling.

Like always, they did not understand my joke.




ACA BEA

Continued from Previous page

as | wait for something to happen. I have at the end of my line a rather crude structure
which could pass off for something out of a Spielberg film. This lure [ am using was made
at home. [ started with the top of an empty Gems can ( the kind shaped hke a rocket), and
strung it through a steel wire. I tied a large no. 3 hook to the end and added a few rubber
bands behind it to give some semblance of a creature that a big fish might think about
eating. The crew of the Aca Bea seemed to find it hilarious as I struggled to get this
monstrosity of a lure into the water. I grimly ignored their mirth and tried to concentrate on
the task at hand.

I was trying to catch a few Dolphin fish as a good sized “dolphin *“ can put up a
good fight and they make excellent eating. Other fish were too easy to catch and too hard
to eat. I was seated comfortably in my deck chair on the deck of the boat with the rod in
my lap and a can of beer in one hand. The beer was purely for image. | would occasionally
take a tiny sip and spit it out in disgust. I did however think, “Who would ever see me way
out here , and who would care if they did?” I was too lazy to get up and throw away the
can. So I just sat there with as much poise as I could possibly muster.

As | sat there struggling with the urge to throw away the beer, a fish had taken my
lure. I realized what was happening and I loosened the drag so the fish could take out some
line. The line flew off the spool and I fought grimly for control. I tried to slow down the
line with my hand but gave that up quickly after I almost burned my hand off. I didn’t
tighten the drag for fear of breaking the monofilament 201b test line. [ thought about the
spool of 50Ib test in the kit and wished 1 had that on instead. “Too late,” [ thought to
myself. The crew was blissfully unaware of my ordeal and crouched nonchalantly on the
deck smoking beedis and chatting. I quickly returned my thoughts to the fish as it began
slowing down and leaving some line slack. The danger of having slack line is that the fish
could get some room and shake the hook off] so it’s best to keep the fish under as much
tension as possible. The fish began coming in. 1 reeled in the slack. Pretty soon it came
straight up, probably to look at the moron causing it so much inconvenience.

After a while I saw a silvery-orange flash which made my heart flip over my lungs:
a “Dolphin”. I tried to reel it in a little more, testing it. Big mistake: it took off with a
cyclonic splash utilizing all its remaining energy. Within a minute it had taken out most of
my 250 yards of line. I screamed at the captain, (I sometimes think he resents me screaming
when the cabin is two feet away), an old weathered Karen seaman called Pau, to reverse
the engines so I could keep up with the fish. I guess what happened next was the single
biggest anti-climax in my life. The line must have hit some sharp coral and 1t broke. I saw
the fish leaping out of the water, looking strange with my empty packet of gems in his
mouth, the bright red rubber bands almost taunting me in my moment of tragic loss. I got
over the disappointment pretty fast, as the crew gathered around me laughing like they
were going to die tomorrow ( they scemed to materialize at my every mistake to mock my
bumbling attempts). | soon joined their infectious laughter, throwing my grievance to the
winds ( which were blowing pretty hard now). Dinner was taken care of by one of the
Karen boatmen who caught a large barracuda on a piece of yellow cloth on a hook... and he
didn’t have a beer...



Rashi Miittal
TWENTY YEARS FROM NOW

Dwenty years from now when I look back....
All those laughs

All those tears

All those dreams

All those fears

All the friends [ lost
All the friends | made
All the deaths [ faced
All the guilt [ weighed
‘‘‘‘‘ will probably make me smile.

1'd think I'm such a fool,
to do such things.

So immaiure,

1o cry for such sufferings,

['d think { was blinded,

To fall for such a guy,

And for the guy I'really liked,
Why was 1 so shy?

But that s tweniy years from now - not today.
‘cause ['m still an immature girl - just like yesterday.

THE DAUGHTER I AM TODAY

My mother did everything so secretly,
She didn 't want e 1o even notice,

And so somenow, [ don’t know how,

She made me the daugnier I enjoy 1o be.

Every time 1'd dim out, she'd lighten me up again,
She was the oil thar kepr me going.

Though this oil will be no more one day,

It’s given me enough light 1o carry on my way.

Together both of us wrote a novel.

She was the pen, | was the words.

She didn 't tell me when she backed out,
But some pen out there still worked.
She's maae me so different and unique,
She maae me so simple yer tough,
How much ever { thank my mother,

[ know it 'll never be enoueh.
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