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The danseuse 

 

She danced like a merry child 

Clapping her hands 

Clicking her heels. 

The campfire crackled 

Like laughter of a child. 

It’s red glow made 

Her young face look divine. 

 

Her hair damp with sweat 

Curled on her glistening brow 

Her bare arms swinged 

In tune with tuneless guitar 

Dry leaves and petals 

Showered down on her 

She danced like Diana 

The Goddess of wilderness. 
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Like a river 

 

And how life runs like a river 

It seems 

It was just a few years ago 

I was a nervous teenager, 

So eager to please everyone! 

It seems 

It was just an year or two back 

I was a young girl 

Determined to love everyone. 

Looking at only virtues 

Oblivious of vices 

Now with age I know 

Virtues are fruits, flowers 

Vices are sharp thorns. 

You should better not ignore. 

Or in your quest of sweetness 

You will be shred to pieces. 
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Song of night 

 

The river sings in her jingling tune. 

Moonlight dances on her crystal breast, 

glittering rays create splendor. 

Sleepless eyes dive into that pool 

of magic and eternal beauty pure. 

Under the smiling eyes of moon, 

the king of night ocean dark, 

rippling with dancing stars and  

silver rays and fiery glow 

of fireflies on earth below. 

 

A night bird sings in haunting strain, 

crickets play their song 

hidden in the darkness of nigh. 

Restless breeze joins in 

creating own music with 

branches and leaves. 

A music serene, soothing and sweet 

that plays till first light of dawn. 
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Blue cove 

 

Her beautiful eyes 

pure and calm like deep blue cove 

lying under the endless sky. 

Its water has never been touched 

by the hands of a human. 

Only the deer pause by it 

and quench their thirst 

with its crystal cool water. 

Behold the reflection of their 

beautiful doe eyes 

in this crystal mirror 

made by God. 

Such are her eyes 

that has not been defiled 

by petty human vices 

they glow with light divine. 
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Promises are guiding stars 

 

Promises are guiding stars 

Not rocks tied to our necks. 

Why do we promise 

to try something 

Too hard for us to tackle? 

too tough or unpredictably fickle? 

A talent maybe, maybe a skill, a commitment 

Which we know is just not meant to be 

Conquered by us. 

But we promise and try, 

to please someone or appease 

Our own vanity! 

“Heck! If he can do it so can I” 

Then failures show up  

and we start to feel like a mimic or worse. 

But we can’t give up, oh no we can’t! 

tied to promises, egos we sink 

rocks that drag us down and down. 

When we start trekking 

and the path beats us 

We must take a retreat  

without a burden on our soul 

and try that path again or never. 
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Learn camaraderie from cats 

 

One is playful other one is lazy. 

One is playing other one is sleepy. 

Sometimes the playful one wins 

and tickles some life in the snoozing. 

Sometimes the sleepy one browbeats 

and makes the playful calm. 

Together they live their lives as one. 

So different yet bonded so 

to one another by love. 

Cant dream a life without other! 
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Sand Dunes and gypsy tents 

 

Sand dunes stretch for miles, 

like waves of ocean 

they rise and fall. 

Wild camels roam 

with the gait of ship  

on breast of ocean. 

Desert moon transforms the night 

into a slivery bright day. 

Campfires burn in gypsy tents. 

Someone strums a mandolin 

soft, sleepy voices join in. 
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Apple tree 

 

The chirping of birds woke her up. She was sleeping like a child, it has been so long since she last slept so 

deeply! Age has robbed her of this priceless gift too, deep slumber! Now sleep if comes comes in fits and 

snatches! 

 

“What are you so happy about in this freezing winter little fellas!” she muttered. 

 

A soft breeze sneaked into her room, through a small crack and kissed her forehead, it was not freezing, 

it was not even cold, it was warm like spring. 

 

She opened the door and came out in the garden. All the trees were blooming! Spring has conquered 

her garden overnight! Last night she fell asleep listening to the soft sound of snowflakes and shrieks of 

winter gale. 

 

Now, each and every tree that gave flowers in spring summer was filled with flowers, butterflies and 

bees. 

 

Sound of horse’s hooves drew her attention to the white chariot, pulled by white majestic horses that 

pulled in. A girl in white frock opened its door, “Come mommy!” 

 

“June!” She rushed to the little child with open arms, forgetting that she has cremated her fifteen years 

ago. 

 

Next morning a neighbor discovered her, under an apple tree, covered with snowflakes, sleeping the 

final slumber. A bright smile and joyous expression on her otherwise tired, withered face. 
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Dawn Guard Tower 

 

Mridul stopped his jeep after pulling it to a side of the dusty road. Chinmayee stepped 

out of the jeep. She untied the scarf she has tied on her head like a helmet to save her 

hair from getting all dusty. 

 

“The brown powder is looking pretty on your face.” Mridul grinned. 

 

“Ha ha… are we funny or what!” she smirked, pretending to be annoyed was next to 

impossible for her, she was so cheerful by nature. 

 

The ocean was rolling in front of them, its turquoise blue body rippling in white foamy 

waves and gently patting the shores before rolling back again, as if tempting them to run 

with them into the chest of the mighty ocean. 

 

“What is that?” she pointed her finger at an old building that looked like a deserted 

lighthouse. 

 

“That’s dawn guard tower!” Mridul answered. 

 

“Dawn what?” Chinmayee asked again to confirm she has heard it right. 

 

“There is a story that has been told from generations….. Sun fell in love with a young 

woman of a village that was situated near the ocean.” 

 

“He used to hide his celestial power in a robe and come down to meet her in the pre-

dawn hours, after spending some time with her he used to pick up his robes from 

there…” he pointed his finger at the tower, “It was not a tower back then, it was sun 

temple.” 
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“Without that robe he was a mere mortal, and with that robe anyone could earn his 

celestial powers…” 

 

“A demon saw the deity in love and decided that he will use the chance to steal the robe.” 

 

“He entered the temple with the intention of stealing the robe but the priest saw him, he 

died defending the robe and the demon failed.” 

 

“The grateful deity created that tower. They say the first rays of the sun hit that tower 

every morning before touching anything else….” 
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Don’t look back 

 

A gust of wind hit her straight on face, the only place it could hit actually remaining 

body was covered by a mountain of woolens. She quickened her pace to cross the 

distance from bus stop to her flat. 

 

All of a sudden she felt that someone was following her, she turned and saw a figure 

walking in the same direction at a distance he or she was not clearly visible because of 

the fog. 

 

She looked around her, there was no one else visible on the street, it was late and sane 

people were relaxing in their warm rooms. 

 

She had no one else to blame but herself, she stayed late to finish the note her coaching 

class tutor has given. She might have done it tomorrow, by reaching there early, but no, 

she had to do it today so she could study it during the night. 

 

She quickened her pace more, to avoid the person who might be following her, and 

turned back after a while to test,  the shadow too stopped and bent down, pretending to 

do something as she watched it, the distance was same just enough to make recognition 

impossible but enough to pounce on her at first chance. 

 

“Hello Sweetie.” A voice rang real close to her and made her almost jump, he hissed in a 

malicious voice. 

 

Her limbs froze, she knew who he was, a notorious gangster of the area, infamous for his 

preying on women.  She realized that on one side of the road was a small park 

apparently from there Kalu has stepped out and on the other side was thirty feet high 

wall of a factory.  

 

He was reeking of country liquor and a half empty bottle was dangling from his hand. 
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He reached out to grab her hand and then froze, his eyes started to bulge out of his face, 

he was staring right behind her and then he dropped there, unconscious. Whoever was 

behind her certainly had some effect on that drunkard! 

 

She was about to turn instinctively when she heard a voice, the voice of a woman, “Don’t 

turn back child! Just walk towards your home, go home. I will be following you.”  
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Isle la femme 

 

They were tired. 

 

All the exploitation and warmongering nature of men has finally exhausted them, 

pushed them to the limit. It seemed men will never change, alter their nature. They will 

just wipe each other and the rest of the world out with them. 

 

So they decided they will create a world of their own, without men. 

 

A group of them isolated themselves in an island in middle of nowhere and started to 

worship Mother Goddess Kali; decades passed by before the goddess was pleased and 

she appeared before them. 

 

She granted them their wish and a boon. 

 

Thus the island was formed. 

 

She blessed them that only women and men who respected them as equals and shared 

their views of a peaceful life will be able to put their feet in that island, to others that 

island will be invisible, they will just walk through it without seeing it, feeling it. 

 

And she blessed that if men outside their small world succeed into killing each other 

they won’t be able to destroy the earth and other inhabitants of earth, or this island. 

 

So while the world around them squabbled and fought they lived a peaceful life. 
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Those pure-minded souls that could see them told about them to others, and when 

greedy people tried to win that island filled with gorgeous women they saw nothing. 

Only blue ocean greeted them, his waves churning, as if laughing at them. 

 

Thus started the stories of mermaids and sirens; gorgeous phantom women who 

misguided sailors. Everyone talked about their beauty, lusted after them but never had 

the chance of having one or touching one. 

 

Once in a while a pure-hearted soul left the remaining world behind and joined them the 

stories got few extra mighty gusts of wind behind their sail. 

 

Their world thrived under the veil of mysterious armour. 

 

One sad day they realized that human beings have destroyed the rest of the human 

population. They stepped out of their invisible island to make the earth habitable again. 

Hoping and praying their children will follow the path of peace and sharing. 
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Little Kindness 

 

It was twisting and twitching helplessly on the rocks when he first saw it. Silver sparkles 

of its scales caught his attention as he was walking cautiously on the rocky banks of the 

mountain river. 

 

The river was roaring and foaming as it dived to the valley below. 

 

He quickly reached it; it was a small fish that somehow landed on the rocks. 

 

He picked it up and released it in water.  

 

He was standing in the valley below half an hour later; a little distance away the river 

has formed a calm pool. The water was absolutely still and tempting. He has discovered 

this spot yesterday during trekking. 

 

His friends were sleeping in the camp, too tired to move, as per their repeated 

complains so he decided that he will utilize the time they wasted sleeping. 

 

He quickly changed into his shorts and slipped into the water.  

 

The water was truly refreshing. He stayed close to the shore because he did not know 

swimming.  

 

All of a sudden he felt something tugging at his leg, it was a violent pull and he lost 

balance, he saw a mysterious creature, it had tail of a fish and torso of a man, its eyes 

were like fish and had claws in its hands. 
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It started to drag him deeper and deeper, he tried to tear free but it was far stronger. 

 

Suddenly he saw a shoal of fish attacking the creature. They started to hit it from all 

directions, soon his leg slipped from its claws. 

 

A pair of big fishes gently nudged him to the shore. He scampered outside and ran as far 

as he could and then crashed on the ground. 

 

“What are you doing here babu (Sir)?” a voice startled him out of his exhaustion. 

“I was trying to take a bath in that pool, something… pulled me under!” he said, trying to 

gather his senses together. 

“Did you enter that pool? Thank God you are alive. That pool is cursed. It kills anyone 

who dares to enter its water.” The little shepherd boy said gravely. 
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Payback 

 

Binky tapped Sacky on shoulder Sacky stepped forth after a quick exchange of glances. 

 

There he was, a small child, barely four or five years old, playing under the tree. Sacky 

approached him as Binky quickly glanced around him. There was no one in sight. Dusk 

was gathering, so they will have the whole night. 

 

He watched as Sacky coaxed the child into the woods, he confirmed for a while that no 

one is noticing them then quickly followed.They loved small babies; their flesh was 

irresistible to them. Old Binky and young Sacky moved in pair, like all members of their 

tribes did. One lured the prey the other stood on guard. 

 

The wood was dark; the big trees have blocked the feeble sunlight, casting shadow all 

over the place. 

 

“Sack! Where are you?”  He called out in a low voice. 

 

He heard a muffled cry – it came from a clump of thick bushes.  

 

“I hope you are not cheating me!” he chuckled as he quickly covered the distance. 

 

He froze in his track! Sack was lying on the forest floor- dead! A mother werewolf was 

teaching her boy how to eat. She lifted her head, their eyes met and then she sprang. 

 

“This one is all bone and skin baby but we will have to kill it too, otherwise it will run to 

its tribe and warn them against us.” The wolf growled before lunging. 
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Scarecrow 

 

It was early dawn. The field was filled with green paddy plants waving their heads and 

creating a scene of perfect peace and tranquility. 

 

He stood there breathing heavily. His old lungs were too feeble to feel the sweet 

fragrance of young plants. The aroma of wet soil or the sweet fragrance the air was 

carrying, the fragrance of champak flowers blooming somewhere close. 

 

There was a scarecrow in the field. An unknown bird was sitting on one of its stick 

hands. It was wearing a purple tee shirt. That shirt looked familiar.  

 

He just could not recollect the place or how he got there. He went near the scarecrow 

cautiously, the soil was loose; the farmer has irrigated it last night it seemed. But that 

shirt was drawing him like a magnet. 

 

He peered at the shirt through his hazy vision, “Why did I left my glasses at home!” he 

muttered. Then he recognized the shirt. It was her favourite shirt. 

 

She! Her thought dried his mouth! A deep sigh left his old lungs and slowly stirred the 

shirt. He straightened his back with a little trouble. He looked at the scarecrow with his 

hands on his aching hips and grimaced a bit. 

 

He still recollects when he first saw her. A lovely girl, a few years older than his son; his 

son loved her, wanted to marry her. He fell in love with her too and decided that she was 

right for him, not his son. 

 

He tricked his son into believing that she was in love with him. He had convincing 

methods of course. He requested one of his employees to help him and promised him a 
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huge promotion. The greedy man agreed and met the girl pretending to be him, just for 

once and then never show his face to her.  

 

He ensured that by promoting and transferring him to the other end of the country. 

 

The girl thought that she loved a young man and in reality she was being tricked by an 

old vulture with his feet dangling over grave. He fooled her for years, trying to win her 

heart, he sucked her youth dry. He did not meet her but kept the love alive through 

smses and mails. 

 

Then when his son gave up on her and got married, happily settled he decided that he 

will take a chance. The day the girl came to know the truth she committed suicide. 

 

Thank God his son did not get a whiff! After all, it was not entirely his fault! He loved 

her. He would have married her if she was not so conscious about her youth and his old 

age. 

 

He sighed once more and turned back to go. Something moved. A putrid stench filled his 

lungs. He felt a breath on his neck, freezing cold air brushed past his nape. 

 

A hand fell on his shoulder; a young woman’s decaying hand. It gripped his shoulder 

firmly. “I have come back to stay with you now!” a croaking voice said in a crooning 

tone. 

 

“We will be together forever!” 
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Secret lover 

 

The river danced and gurgled under his feet, singing own song, as if in tune with his flute. The 

moon was glowing above. 

A soft wisp of wind touched his body, autumn was arriving. 

He got up and started walking towards his bungalow, a few minutes distance from there. He 

loved passing some time here before retiring for the night. 

She stood there watching him, without making a single sound. She knew if he saw her he will 

either die out of fright or run away from the bungalow, she will miss his flute’s music. 

During day time he came to her little grocery shop to buy things, she has seen his eyes full of 

yearning but have ignored him, the vermillion in her forehead has told him that she was 

married, and being a man of principles he has stayed within his limits even after losing his heart 

completely. 

She waited for him to close his door and bolt it and then lifted her head to the moon and 

howled. 

It was time for hunt! 

He checked the doors and windows again after hearing the howling. 

He has never seen the wolf but better be safe than sorry! 
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The prisoner of Sand Castle 

 

These stories (excluding The Apple Tree) are from the book The prisoner of Sand Castle 

published in Amazon. If you like these you may enjoy the book too. It is in amazon kindle and 

createspace both. 

 

Authored by Miss Sharmishtha Basu  

Edition: 1 

 

A collection of stories to stimulate the dreamer in you. To stir up your imagination and make 

them explore the possible and impossible as you pull up the covers and snuggle in your bed 

with the book. 

 

Publication Date: Dec 04 2014 

ISBN/EAN13: 1505309662 / 9781505309669 

Page Count: 92 

Binding Type: US Trade Paper 

Trim Size: 6" x 9" 

Language: English 

Color: Black and White 

Related Categories: Fiction / Fantasy / General 

 

https://www.createspace.com/5141895 

http://www.amazon.com/dp/B00QK1X4AG 
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ten wicked animals horror movies will warn you against- 

 

1. Dogs- ah! Those poor, harmless benign creature, that wag their tells off every time you 

come near them. Apart from the wicked fact that people always die trying to walk them 

or rescue them they also help spirits to manifest, that is, spirits borrow their energy to 

manifest. So be very wary of that puppy curled at your feet on your bed! 

2. Cats- those bright eyed creature sitting smugly at your table or window, well, they often 

allow demons to hide inside. 

3. Ravens- now don’t tell me you don’t know that ravens are devil’s and witch’s spy, 

servants. 

4. Sparrows- these harmless chirpy creatures are branded as messengers of hell! 

5. Snake- now we all know he represents devil, right? 

6. Goats- poor bleating things are also representative of devil. Why? Because they are 

willful, not meek as lambs. 

7. Bats- they can be bats but they can be vampires too. 

8. Wolves- well, they can be simple canines or sinister werewolves, it all depends on how 

lucky you are and where you are. 

9. Rats- if your house have one too many you may have a rodent problem or a vampire 

lurking somewhere nearby or if worse, inside your house. Keep garlic and holy water 

handy if they help! 

10. Human beings- they can be actually any paranormal entity in disguise or simply 

possessed. Mostly you won’t be able to recognize before it’s too late. 
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Bot correction killing languages? 

 

Well, I don’t know about you, but I clench my teeth every time I see that red or green line 

under my writings, especially when I am writing a story or something else. I will agree that once 

in a while that dumb line is doing a favor but sometimes its tendency to poke its nose is too 

much to handle! Like suggesting me to replace “lass” with “lasso”? Really? Not accepting 

“Really?” for another example! Of course it will whine about some grammatical error in 

“Really?” but I recollect reading it a thousand time in thousand books so I will simply ignore it, 

but what about those who are unfamiliar with English? Those who are learning the language for 

the first time? They will of-course replace lass with lasso and pay heed to the infuriating bot 

and change “Really?” to whatever that idiot bot will suggest. Oh yes, it is showing a red line 

under bot too, I am sure it will give me a list of alternative words for “bot” a word which small 

kids know these days I think, like sms or cellphone, they too are decorated with red lines. 

 

Actually this bot is so outstanding in its knowledge of English that I sometimes have to refer to 

the good old oxford dictionary to ascertain that it is “it” the all knowing bot not me who is 

wrong! Then once in a blue moon it is right and that makes the whole package so infuriating, 

you can’t ignore it or accept it! We all do mistakes when we are in a flow, typos, wrong words, 

but the funny thing is “all knowing bot” quite often misses them! 

 

Honestly, when I write in wordpress, directly into the pages my flow is far more better, I 

discovered the secret just this morning, all these green and red lines destroy the flow and ruin 

the writing. So, from today onwards I am about to turn off that option that checks as I write and 

will proof after I am finished. I have had enough of monkey business of this “all knowing bot”. 

 

What do you think? I think it should increase its vocabulary or have multiple options for writing- 

professional and creative.  You should write some poems and see how it adorns every single 

line with its green pen (or pain). I am done with it for sure! The first suggestion I got for “bot” 

was “boot”, well, maybe that is what it is, it should be kept down below, under the feet not on 

head or in head! 
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Silly Dictums 

 

It is funny how society sets out rules for women and their decency and women follow those 

rules like sheep without any freewill and not only that lecture, heckle other women to do that 

too.  

 

A few examples will be more fun, right? I belong to a family where I have seen women of all 

eras together, my aunts were above seventy when I was sixteen or seventeen, and finally I saw 

my nieces, who were about sixteen or seventeen when I parted my ways with my family in 

2005. 

 

Now, if a young woman of present time does not wears undergarments, people will call them 

all sorts of names, no matter what she is wearing – they will simply label her and most probably 

drive her nuts. 

 

Well, most of my aunts did not, they just wore sari, blouse and petticoat and lived their lives 

normally, that means they went everywhere like that. They were all called normal. 

 

If a woman chops off her hair she is called quite nasty names, I have heard some remarks that 

some women think that if they trim their hair and wear salwar suits (guilty as charged) they 

become young, beautiful. Ahem! Well, sorry to burst the bubble but I don’t have any problem 

with looking older, getting older because in India that is only advantageous for women. Had I 

been trying to make myself look younger I would have dyed my hair, done Botox, I am quite 

educated you know! I know what people do to fight signs of aging so please…. 

 

This very society used mercilessly shave women when they became widows, they had to allow 

it and keep their hair short too to prove that they are chaste and don’t plan to seduce others. 

So when a free willed woman shaves her head, trims her hair she is trying to seduce others and 

when hapless women are tonsured they are chaste! I really don’t get it! Do you?  



 

38 | P a g e   Agnishatdal (The Lotus of Fire) Shravan Sankhya- July-August 

 
 

  



 

39 | P a g e  C r e a t o r  M i s s  S h a r m i s h t h a  B a s u  
 

Helping hackers 

 

Ever think about it, how incoherency of most websites and apps benefit hackers? I do, because 

my computer has been hacked so many times that I have given up. If some MFB is still 

monitoring my online life all I am going to do is pray with all my hearts that s/he rots alive in 

purgatory, but am not going to waste my time fretting about him, most probably her. 

 

My Microsoft is updating 17 updates every f*** single day for last ten days or so, I as per their 

suggestion don’t surf from admin, I have a limited rights user for that, so when I saw that 

message second day I logged into admin and tried to update, it kept “looking for updates” for 

twenty minutes, when I gave up and tried to “troubleshoot” it told me I am not connected to 

internet. Now that gave me creeps, so I tried to go to microsoft’s website and it took me to a 

place that as per address bar was microsoft’s home page and was trying to sell xbox. Boy! What 

kind of *** run these circuses? 

 

Next came wordpress, it loves to scare us, quite merrily, a few months back it all of  a sudden 

started asking me if I will like to get their help in creating passwords instead of using 

“automatically generated” passwords! Now, I every time type my password! I never use 

automated passwords, why will I? Actually I did not even knew that there was an option like 

that! Well they stopped that babble and after that my internet connection was gone too so I 

forgot about it. 

 

Yesterday they were babbling about some “nick name” I have not given my “nick  name” so 

they were giving me “error” in saving my password. Honestly? What the hell is this “nick 

name”???  

 

This is how they help hackers I think, or their programmers keep doorways to hack in the 

computers of users and give them the illusion that they are actually surfing while they in fact 

are most probably in some phony site manipulated by them. 

 

Why can’t they simply communicate in normal manner?  
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Hoodwinking can work but… 

 

Those who had said that you can fool one person for a lifetime, but when it comes to more than 

one you can fool them for a while but not for long were wise. There is no doubt about that! 

 

Those who are good at manipulation or have true depth, sincerity in their words and are lucky 

enough may have people believing them for long time, maybe their lifetime, sometimes longer 

but sooner or later they are fully assessed and often discarded. 

 

Especially if the person is still around, living and can be judged, judged how much he follows his 

own principles, talks. 

 

People may seem indifferent from a distance but in their heart, mind when they hear lecture 

they start to assess the preacher, so he is saying all those big things… let us see how many of 

them he will follow when the things get real! Not only that if they have power they may put the 

preacher in testing zone, to see him crumble and fall. 

 

No one loves to be reminded that he is a failure in some field and someone else is a brilliant 

success in that field, they may ignore the first time, the second time but if they keep hearing it 

they will either go for an earplug or soothe their anger by one mean or another. 

 

Now, if the man’s words are sincere he will pass the tests and his adversary will have to admit, 

even if bitterly that he has succeeded where he has failed. He was walking his talk. But if he fails 

that will be a steep fall, a fall from which recovering is almost impossible. 

 

So, if you want to hit heights real quick and then accept the fact that people will move on and 

forget you, you can try fooling, bragging, lying… look at the politicians, they do it all the time 

and get away with it. Look at the fake sages and babas… they do it all the time and get away till 

their cover is blown and they run for their lives or just disappear from public eye. 
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Returning to previous position is almost impossible because people have a tendency to hate 

those who play with their deepest feelings, their purest thoughts like love, faith. 

 

Mostly they make a comeback if they have been falsely slandered or convince people by one 

mean or other that they have been falsely slandered or today’s age, if they buy media and its 

services to raise them to an ethereal height. 

 

But even then, mostly they don’t have followers in real sense, they have to buy them, by one 

mean or other, mostly money works wonder in this field in poor countries or promises of future 

wealth. You can learn this trick from communists, that is the carrot they dangle in front of 

young men, women- give us your soul, conscience, slavery for a couple of decades and ye shall 

be rewarded with government jobs. They actually fulfill their promises to some extent too, 

can’t give all of them government services, there are not that many posts but reward some to 

keep others running for the carrot. But, even they are not fooled, they too know that the words 

they are hearing, the things they are doing are not good but they do it for their own good, 

without being fooled an ounce mostly or duped at the end but too powerless to protest or 

fight, fooled not at all! 

 

On the other hand, those who are actually genuine, they rarely have a strong follower base, in 

place of that they have handful of devoted followers, those who know what they are hearing is 

genuine and the person saying them follows them, so they stay with that through time and 

mostly slanders too, that today is the greatest weapon of corrupts. If you can’t corrupt 

someone slander! Tongues are available on market these days, those who will successfully 

hoodwink majority for a price, all you need is to buy a few or become one. 

 

One wonders if Buddha or Jesus was born in present age would they have been revered or 

slandered! Honestly, I often wonder if politicians had taken them as threats in next election 

what would have happened then!  
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Self-righteous or… 

 

Sometimes we do things on impulse and after that wonder if we did the right thing or just a 

wicked thing! 

 

It was sheer impulse when I saw that falcon on the wall with a pigeon in its claws, honestly, I 

now think that it was already dead but then I thought it was alive so I scared the falcon away. 

The pigeon dropped out of sight. 

 

That poor bird tried to retrieve his prey for an hour or so, a group of seven sisters prevented 

him. 

 

I had my lunch an hour later calling myself all sorts of names! After all, that poor bird was about 

to eat his very well earned meal! Heaven only knows if he will retrieve it or some other animal 

will eat it. There are lot of dogs and cats around here. 

 

He came back twice or thrice, I can still hear a falcon outside calling out and I am pretty sure 

that I will send the rest of the day calling myself names.  

 

Self-righteousness or righteousness- their border is so thin that it is tough to distinguish them 

clearly! That is why I prefer not to judge others unless of course they are causing others harm 

visibly, especially those I deem innocent for any other reason but directly eating I guess. 

 

Now that pigeon was innocent, so was the falcon I was the self-righteous mean spirit in the case 

I know. Had I picked up and pelted a stone at that falcon or done something to harm him then I 

might have merrily branded myself as a witch.  
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All I can say as an alibi is it was instinctive, I could not let him “kill” that pigeon a few feet away 

from my nose. 

 

When I look around and observe these people who are mostly self righteous but firmly believe 

that they are righteous I wonder what if they too one day come to know how mean spirited 

their actions were! What if that realization came after causing irreparable harms to innocents 

and thus placing themselves in the seat of guilty souls about to be judged? 

 

Will they curse themselves or give excuses? Most probably the latter in most of the cases, 

because self-righteousness often makes people blind, they become so egoistical that they start 

to believe in their own judgments blindly. Often giving rigid excuses in garb of reasons or actual 

logic.  
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Slandering tongues 

 

Slandering tongues… one of the special qualities of human beings, which only human beings 

possess, no other creature in God’s creation possesses this evil vice, they settle their scores in 

open, fairly or unfairly. 

 

This is a tactic used by human beings only to heckle those they dislike, deem as threat, to speak 

and spread canards, true or false. This is an activity as old as human nature one will suspect, 

because we keep hearing about their past destructions since the ages of mythology. How they 

ruined yet willingly or unwillingly most of us are sucked into this quagmire as target or as tools. 

 

Those who say ignore slandering tongues are absolutely right if they are telling you to not let it 

hurt your heart, soul your spirit, and absolutely if they are telling you to not join them. Smart 

people ignore such people, they don’t join in, after all, we are not Gods, so how are we 

supposed to know before thorough study that s/he is speaking the truth? Or worse, that s/he 

knows the truth?  

 

Twenty tongues are saying a thing but that does not makes it truth, it can be as false as falsity 

itself! Those twenty tongues might have been misguided, might have been dumb or worse, 

might have been bought to say that! 

 

Now, you really don’t think that people can’t be bought do you? 

 

Now, why won’t you open your heart and spirit to them? For your sake simply. If you are the 

target then ignore them, don’t let them ever contaminate you if they are false, because 

monsters have a way of mocking goodness by painting them as monsters. 

 

“Oh yes! He is mister virtue! That is why I saw him buying wine…” While spreading the canard 

to two hundred ears. 
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“Oh! It was not wine? Gee… it looked like wine!” when caught by one or two. The remaining 

198 stayed convinced that Mr. Virtue is a snob, who does all wicked things but is never caught 

red-handed… 

 

If you give in to these sniggering people, who are trying to prove you fake, deceitful… those 

who are trying to paint you black win- you become tainted, then the attack will increase most 

probably to drag you all the way down or leave you shattered, all the while they will strut 

around telling everyone we are bad but we have the guts to say it openly, we are not 

hypocrites. 

 

If you have been the odd one out, the one who did not fitted in, you know how true these 

words are, corrupted souls just can’t tolerate purity, they really loathe it, if they can’t corrupt it 

they taint it, if they can’t taint it then they convince others that it is tainted or corrupted just 

like them! 

 

No matter how hard you try to keep away from them, try to convince them that you have no 

problem with their ways as long as they keep their distance they have other plans! They despise 

your ways and will absolutely stay at your  heels till they brand you or drag you to their ways. 

As you are the odd one out so don’t under-estimate their power, because you are seriously 

outnumbered and bullies almost always gang up very well. 

 

So don’t let them get your spirit, heart, soul but put your brain on high alert, so that they even 

after sincerely trying don’t get you in their clutches, and the canards, slanders… try to make as 

many friends as you can, so that their slanders and canards don’t spread too much, if you stay 

strong, surrounded by positive people those mud cakes will dry off and wash away with time 

maybe leave a few stains. But if you try to fight them alone or give in to them you may drown in 

that quagmire.  

 

Every noble soul, every talented wo/man in this world has been slandered, some were 

destroyed by it and some walked through that trail of fire. Be the latter. 
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For the other category, if anyone asks you to spread canards, simply don’t join him or her, tell 

him that you don’t believe anything unless you have ample proof against it or just shrug and say 

“Is that so…” and then throw those words out of your mind unless you want to test them, but 

don’t help anyone into spreading them. You don’t want to be a part of that ugly campaign. 
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