
Artist 

 

mysteries always fascinate 

me, they pull me like the 

waves and when I imagine 

that they do not exist, some 

unseen force twists my tale 

 

last month I reached the 

tenth floor of an office 

building in Bangalore, in hope 

to clear the interview and get 

placed with a humble salary 

 

I waited, and waited, then my 

name was called, as I 

answered the questions, the 

panel mocked my situation 

 

all is fair in this world and so 

I smiled back... 

 

as I climbed down the stairs 

it struck me that the job offer 

had been quite a mystery 

since I had not applied at all 

 

it was a sudden call that  

morning, an offer much 

needed for a middle class 



unemployed and unmarried  

Indian middle aged woman, 

but the whole matter was 

quite enchanting to me 

 

I smiled, smoked a cigarette 

and decided again that never 

will I believe in miracles and 

coincidences... 

 

within three hours a dream 

came to me, a friend called 

to ask if I would create 

canvasses again, for if I do 

she will sell 

 

and I agreed... 

I decided to dream, a dream 

where I was invaluable 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

Bee Killer 

 

Will the honey-bees know  

that I have destroyed their 

hive in broad daylight? 

 

Few would come back to see 

the hive gone, and see how  



some of their own have burnt 

and died 

 

by then I will have walked 

miles away with my prize and 

visit local bazaars of Kolkata 

to sell the honey. 

 

I have done this so many  

times to feed my wife and 

children 

 

and why will I not, after all I 

am neither literate nor rich, 

to work and earn 

 

I was born in a farmer's  

family but now I have given 

up and left my lands behind. 

 

Leave me alone, 

who needs farmers when the 

country can focus on other 

things, so I deserve to loiter 

 

and when I witnessed my  

elder son's death, I learnt 

hunger is an enemy that 

cannot be defeated... 

 



I walked miles to find a 

solution, a man is the guard 

of his family, yet there was 

nothing I could do 

 

so I killed. 

 

Millions of bees died to keep 

my children alive, 

 

and I keep awake in the nights. 
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