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Dedicated to our grandmothers,
the eternal storytellers.



N I N E T E E N
TWO HUNDRED 1

"Don't ask for change.

Bring the change!"

Said the bus conductor in a very annoyed tone.

My sister says that mommy killed her.

Mommy says that I don't have a sister.

A boy got slapped for praising a girl, "You're gorgeous!"

That boy was blind and girl an acid attack victim.

Sometimes, I need what only you can provide... 

...your absence!

"I enjoy our time together." He said with a voice as honest as

it can be to the girl tied in his basement.

Last night, my brother woke me up and told me that there

was a robber inside the house. He was murdered by a

robber two years ago.

She said, "Tie my hands and do whatever you want."

So, I tied her and watched the entire football match.

"It's a boy! It's a boy!!" he shouted coming out of the room,

"I am never coming back to Thailand."

She was very excited today. After all, the school was re-

opening after the long summer break.

Now, once again, she can start selling the stationary at traffic

signal to feed her family.



T H I R T Y  T H R E E
She approached me slowly and sat next to me.

I can see her crying while she places a rose next to my grave.

They asked me to write an essay on cricket.

I couldn't write even four proper lines on the noisy insect.

He snatched my child from me and I cried that day.

But those were tears of joy that any mother would shed to

get a son-in-law like him.

The little kid had to stay in jail for quite a while only to see his

house burned down after his release.

Well, Monopoly board game can get a little tricky at times.

Her husband pushed her after taking her to a height, despite

her continuous pleading and requests.

Shen ended up enjoying a swing for the first time and

wondered why she was ever scared of it.

"Many more massacres in anticipation as the usage of mass-

murdering weapons flourishes unquestioned."

Thus, went the headlines of the Mosquito Central.

The petite, insignificant German tourist was being teased for

his peculiar mustache.

With fire in his heart, "One day, they will know my name!"

said Hitler to himself.
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F I F T Y
The hook in the door caught her sari, ripping it. She turned

around and slapped the guy behind her.

He couldn't even express his innocence, just scoffed.

It was not the first time he had suffered for being a mute.

One guy said to the other in a bar, "Your mom is so...hot. I

love her!"

The other guy replied, "Dad, you have had too many drinks.

Let's go home now!"

"Born to such rich parents, this boy has some life!" exclaimed

the neighbors.

Somewhere in heaven, three unborn sisters cried.

Today, her husband beat her again. She had got used to it

now, and did not groan or complain.

She simply got up and put back the chessboard back,

determined to beat him one day in the game he had

mastered.

"My wife and I were incredibly happy for early twenty years,"

he wept to the bartender.

"But then, we met!"

Uprooted skyscrapers hung in the sky like feathers in the

wind.

"Before you put those back," his mother instructed, "shake

them up to kill the infestation."
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S I X T Y  S I X
"How was heaven?" people asked him.

Shocked, he looked down at the Earth and walked away.

"If you can go one month in future," he asked, "how come

you're not rich?"

How could I tell him that seeing one's own obituary

changes a man?

Finally, I saw the ghost of my best friend. I have been

waiting for him since the day I died.

He murdered his wife, but wondered why his son never

asked. Then, one day, he did -- 

"Dad, why is mom always following you?"

"I think there is a ghost in this hotel." said the concerned

customer expressing his doubts.

"No sir, there is not." I replied,

"I have never seen one since the last 217 years!" and

smirked.

I begin tucking him into his bed and he asks me,

"Daddy, check for monsters under my bed."

I look underneath and see him -- another him -- staring back

at me, quivering and whispering,

"Daddy, there is someone on my bed."

Both sides were armed and ready to attack. bombs

from above and guns from sides.

Holi was never this fun.
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E I G H T Y  F I V E
"You know, you're so beautiful." the Casanova told the

scientist.

"But that's the least attractive thing about you."

And the lady smiled.

As she laid down on his chest, he thought of her loyalty to

him -- always by his side through all his mistakes, triumphs,

failures. As she felt his hand stroke her fur between her

eyes, she wondered if this human could ever fathom her

complete devotion to him.

"Will you kiss me every day like this?" she asked cradled in

his arms.

"No! I can't" he giggled, "Or may be, till fatness do us part."

"Hello, 911?"

"What's your emergency?"

"There's someone in my house."

"Can you describe the person?"

"Tall, dark, handsome...oh,wait! Cancel that. It's me!"

Finally, he recovered from his breakup.

All my life, I hated her. But tonight, I want to explore every

inch of her body.

Four hours have passed by and I still don't get a word of

Quantum Mechanics.

They had been working together for the past one year till the

day one read the other's diary.

That day, they made love.

He too was gay.
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O N E  H U N D R E D  &  3
Playing with the loaded revolver on the bed, the mistress

suggested the husband to hire her as the hit-man to kill his

wife. He smirked and replied, "Cute! But, who'd be dumb

enough to hire a lady hit-man?"

She wet her lips, sighting along the barrel, "Your wife!"

"It's very hard to live in a studio apartment in San Jose with a

man who is learning to play violin." she told the police

handing them an empty revolver.

Standing on the river bank, she had tears in her eyes when

she hugged her father for the last time.

Then her brother took the clay urn away.

Today, after I watched my dog get run over by a car, I sat on

the side of the road holding him and crying.

And just before he died, he licked the tears off my face.

They found her dead body hanging from the ceiling. Again.

The doctors told the amputee he might experience phantom

limb from time to time. Nobody prepared him for the

moments though, when he felt cold fingers brush across his

phantom hand.

The hard part wasn't pressing the button detonating the

bomb. It was living as five separate pieces for a second till

each slowly became lifeless.
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"My God," said the Queen, "I'm pregnant."

"I wonder who did it!"



O N E  H U N D R E D  &  2 0
He hurried home and whispered to her, "I knew you would

be angry. See, I brought you chocolates." and pressed them

to her hands.

Kissing her hand, he closed the door of the refrigerator,

locking the corpse again.

I scream at my wife every night, urging her to lock the doors.

If only she had listened a year back, I'd still be alive.

They say practicing smiling in front of a mirror makes you

feel happier. I wish my reflection would join along.

Don't be scared of the monsters. Just look for them. Look to

your left, to your right, under your bed, behind your

dresser, in your closet, but never look up. She hates being

seen.

She asked why I was breathing so heavily. I wasn't.

Attending his funeral today was really scary.

It might have been the constant muffled screams I heard, or

the worry of someone noticing the dirt on my hands

A girl heard her mom yell her name from downstairs, so she

got up and started to head down.

As she got to the stairs, her mom pulled her back to the

room and said, "I heard that too!"
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O N E  H U N D R E D  &  3 5
I always thought my cat had a staring problem. Her gaze

always seemed fixated on my face.

Until one day I realized, she was always looking just behind

me.

I burned the dolls even though my children cried. They did

not understand my fear as they assumed I moved the dolls

into their beds each night.

Met the most beautiful girl I had ever seen at a costume

party. We talked into night until she turned to stone at the

dawn.

There was a picture in my phone of me sleeping. I live alone.

Karen wears the pants in the family while Larry does what

he is told. First, he got the vasectomy he didn't want. Now,

it was lobotomy.

Growing up with cats and dogs, I got used to the sounds of

scratching at my door while I slept.

Now that I live alone, it is much more unsettling.

I don't know what feels worse, the fact that I helped my

mate commit suicide, or the fact that I ignored his dangling

feet thrashing around, as he begged me to stop in his final

moments.
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O N E  H U N D R E D  &  4 7
She, a renowned artist and a strict mother, often scolded

her 6 year old for he could never draw a line straight.

As he breathed slowly into the ventilator, she begged him to

make one more crooked line on the ECG.

“Everyone goes with the flow…but the one who goes against

it becomes someone remarkable.”

Before I could explain this to the traffic police, he issued me

a Challan.

Their love was different. He used to kick her in stomach,

many times, every day. And every time he did, her

longingness to hold her baby increased.

I can’t believe my neighbor had the nerve to knock on my

door at 3:30 AM in the morning.

Luckily, for him, I was still playing my drums.

They took his father and only returned a flag.

She was getting ready for a long night-study session. And

then there was a power cut.

That did not matter – the notes in Braille were already in her

hands.

He couldn’t believe his eyes, he had just won the lottery and

could now repay the loans he took from those who

threatened him in the morning.

As his eyes closed slowly, he wished he hadn’t taken poison

an hour ago.
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O N E  H U N D R E D  &  6 4  

At 23, I became a mother of one. At 27, I became a mother

of two. And today, at 55, I have become a mother of three!

My son got married today, and brought home his wife!

I watched him searching for me, his shadow approaching

closer and I crouched behind the car.

But then he found me, and shouted, “I caught you! In the

next game you should become the seeker.”

“You ruined my career, I was supposed to be an executive

director,” she thought to herself.

The little angel held her finger tightly and she forgot

everything. A mother was born.

The racing car hit the newly adopted puppy that was

sleeping peacefully.

The puppy ran off from the door mat; squeaking, and the

child ran to collect the toppled toy car.

Once a 5-year-old boy was standing barefoot in the shallow

water of the ocean.

He was repeating the same sentence to the waves – “Even if

you touch my feet a thousand times, I won’t forgive you for

taking my parents away.”

After the bomb blasts, the Muslim guy was caught and

beaten to a pulp by the police.

He protested his innocence. But, they were relentless and

blows spilled blood all over his shirt that read: “I love India”.
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O N E  H U N D R E D  &  8 4

She asked her son to close his eyes, lay down, and count to

ten. The mother dinosaur didn’t want her son to see the

asteroids hit their home.

He grabbed her neck and smashed her against the wall,

screaming, "You destroyed my life! You destroyed my life!"

The alcohol bottle broke into tiny pieces leaving her smell

on his clothes as a goodbye memory.

The lowly clerk was caught red-handed for accepting a

bribe. Miles away, at home, his wife waited for her husband

to bring the money for their daughter's cancer treatment.

"People are always going to stare. Make it worth their

while!" said the actress.

Somewhere in the crowd, an acid attack victim was inspired.

Love was within his grasp. All that was needed was a little

courage. And a plan, to get rid of his wife.

It was a tight place, she tried to squeeze into -- no place for

her, she realized eventually. He was too full of himself.

She was screaming as the stranger dragged her into a dark

room, hoping her tears would melt her mother's heart.

That's how she started her pre-school.
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Wife: The window ain't opening. It's locked.

Husband: Pour some oil and then see.

Wife: What? Even the laptop is not starting now!



T W O  H U N D R E D
He gazed at the woman he loved the most, sitting at the

front on his wedding day.

When the wedding was done, he told her, "You will always

be my first love, mother."

It was a scary night for her, there were voices all around.

"Cut it!" said the director.

They tried to bury us. They did not know we were seeds.

The father carried him on his shoulders, with a smile.

Now it was his turn, with eyes full of tears.

He caressed the soft curves that he'd been eyeing from the

secluded corner, and marveled at the flawlessness of the

skin that glowed with such a red blush.

With a deep hunger, he bit into the smooth skin so hard that

he drew blood. A sweet taste filled him up from inside as he

realized the savory flesh -- apples were his favorite fruit

after all.

He: Do you love me?

She: Why do you ask now after 22 years? We all have settled

in our lives now.

He: I'm not like my parents. I will take you home grandma. I

love you too. Come home.
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The legs were hot and the breasts were delightful.

It was such a nice meal at KFC.



The
curators

Eternally in love with stories -- from

history to mythology, from adaptations to

biographies, not even sparing funny day-

to-day lies -- I'm Mansi.

Story teller | Family archivist |  Writer

I log my musings in my little black book

and on my website, anoshoflife.com.

When not working, you can find me

ranting on Twitter @mansilausdeo.

Mansi Laus Deo

Aspiring author | Budding entrepreneur

I have dodged quite some lemons that life

tossed at me. You can hear me rant about

the sourness of those lemons on my blog,

yuimivashum.com, or on my IG handle,

@yuimivashum.

If there is one thing I have learnt about

writing, it is --

  

If you can't feel it, don't write it.

Yuimi Vashum


