
1
st
 Edition                                                                            January 2017 

Rune 
    

Magazine by AMagazine by AMagazine by AMagazine by A    Little GroveLittle GroveLittle GroveLittle Grove    

Hodi Everyone! Rune is a poem or a saying with a mystical meaning 

or for use in casting a spell. And Hodi! Hodi is Hello in an African 

language Swahili.  
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Nature the Healer 

Nature is a healer, 

If anything is torn in its ecosystem it sews it up like a tailor 

But we human beings are so disgusting 

That we are destroying nature even if it is trusting 

When we are fighting over the money change 

Nature is going through a climate change 

But the great healer nature may not be able to keep 

Because the wound we have made now is too deep 

 

- ShwetaShwetaShwetaShweta    (11),  (11),  (11),  (11),  knramgopal@gmail.com    
    

Flying kites, curiosity and learning 
I think of myself as a curious person eager to learn new things. In my 

interactions with others, especially children, when I find that my interest in 

certain areas is not shared by them, I used to wonder why they are so 

indifferent to learning and why there is no curiosity. Why? 

 

This Sankranti, when my nine year old daughter Muditha asked me to go fly 

kites with her on a hill near our farm, I went with her and complied with her 

requests, directions and orders. With not a whole lot of enthusiasm I must 

say. Don't get me wrong, I love watching the kites fly up in the sky doing 

their little dances. I get super excited when our kites finally take off and I 

can spend a lot of time just watching them. 

 
But to actually learn how to fly a kite - poking holes in the kite, tying the 

string and the principles behind them, the techniques of getting the kite to 

fly and stay up there, cutting other kites, protecting it from others wanting 

to cut it - I felt it is not my cup of tea (I don't drink tea, but that's how the 

expression goes). And then there is of course the whole business of making 

the kite itself. 

Then it occurred to me - I love what results from the making and flying of 

kites. I'm okay buying the kites and the related paraphernalia. I'm happy when 

there are people to help Muditha fly the kites. But do I want to put in a 

little bit of time and effort to learn how to do it myself? No! Where is my 



curiosity and eagerness to learn new things? Why such inertia to try things 

outside of my interests? 

 

With the recognition that my curiosity is limited to certain areas and that 

I'm neither curious nor eager to venture beyond those areas easily, came the 

realization that it is true for everyone else, children included. I understood 

that the flip side of thinking of children as being indifferent, lazy etc. is 

adults being just as, if not more, indifferent towards many things children 

are curious about, adults being lazy and not interested in getting off their 

bums to play, to go with the children where their curiosity takes them. The 

earnestness with which children engage in activities which interest them 

such as painting, drawing, colouring, making music, playing, figuring out 

smart phones etc. is the same earnestness that we put into things we are 

passionate about. It is just that we grew up and drew a line around what is 

useful, practical and hence acceptable and are extremely reluctant to step 

out of that circle. 

 

As this realization dawns upon me, I make a promise to myself to be less 

reluctant to step out of my circle and to be more understanding when 

others don't share my interests. The song 'Manjha' from the Hindi movie  

'Kai Po Che' is one of my favourites and here are a couple lines from it in 

that spirit. 

 

Bisre yaaro ko bulalenge, 
soi umeede jaga lenge 
Ha ha hai jazba, ho ho hai jazba 
 

- SujanaSujanaSujanaSujana    (40),  (40),  (40),  (40),  sumamsh@gmail.com    
 

Do you believe in Ghosts? 
This poem came as a part of the conversations I had with my daughters 

around ghosts, which of course is a favourite with my children as with any 

others perhaps. Like most parents I too was/am impatient with my children 

when they are fearful of darkness, empty rooms and give them a dose a 

rational explanations .. but when I have to really admit .. the poem is where I 

am in reality .. 

Books, Feisty discussions, elegant logic and rationality (some call it 

enlightening?) do change what we know .. and "believe" but sometimes , 

perhaps a lot of times what we are , and how we respond in reality can be 



different and contradictory and that's the person we are and have to 

acknowledge .. and humble to accept .. 

 

"Do you believe in ghosts ?" 

“Do you believe in ghosts nanna?” asked my daughter 

“Yes and No” I said, complicating the matter, 

In the day, when there is light and everything is bright 

I am a rational man, my reason sharp and my logic tight, 

But as light fades, beckoning the night 

reason slackens and imagination awakens! 

Invisible figures and eerie voices taunt me and frighten me, 

The courage by day abandons me. Doubts and fears buzz like a bee ; 

A proud atheist by day, I am shaking in my pants, 

Pleading to the gods, muttering chants 

 

But when again the night slips away 

I am by day light .. bright and gay 

The previous night, now an amusing secret 

between me and myself, to none I will let 

and now I am a rational man, flaunting reason and logic, 

Until darkness seeds doubts, when I'll need god and magic 

 

- RamgopalRamgopalRamgopalRamgopal    (44), (44), (44), (44), knramgopal@gmail.com 

 

Letter to Gandhi 
Written on October 2, 2014  

Gandhiji, 

On this day today for the first time I write to you. Over last three or four 

years, I had the privilege and time to know more about you, to learn from 

your life. I went through your books, some of the many letters you wrote, 

spent some time in Sabarmati Ashram. I learnt how to spin on charkha and 

loved it. I listened to your songs. There is so much that I learnt just by 

reading about you. Here in this letter to you, I wish to thank you for having 

lived your life the way you did. 



that we are caught in and helped you overcome many desi

I thank you for showing us the value of a self reliant life. I learnt from you 

how it is possible for one to take care of his or her b

need not run to doctors every now and then but can cure oneself by 

carefully observing the diet a

But more than anything else, I loved the way you lead your life honest

pursuing the truth and truth alone 

but instead of brushing them under the carpet, like many of us do, owned up 

to them with honesty and humility. Pursuit of truth alone, nothing else 

seemed to be more important to 

Recently I was working on a doll using cloth and wire. I thought a lot about 

what could go with her as an accompaniment 

write in. Finally after thinking a lot I struck upon one of my favourite things 

– a charkha. As I pieced the two together on a platform, the image reminded 

me of Irom Sharmila who in her struggle for love and peace, has not eaten 

anything since November 2, 2000. Here she sits peacefully with her

spinning her own yarn of peace, just like you once did.

Thank you for inspiring so many people who are helping make this world a 

better place. Thank you for showi

truthful life. 

- Amit DeshwalAmit DeshwalAmit DeshwalAmit Deshwal    (33), (33), (33), (33), 

You lead a life full of compassion and 

while doing so taught us the difficu

art of responding with love. You taught 

us how one can with effort and 

practice reach a stage where one loves 

all beings equally, a stage beyond 

discrimination. 

You showed us how attractive is the 

art of living a simple life. How easily you 

gave up the clothes and started living 

with no more than one piece of cloth 

draped around you! Earlier I thought of 

it as a sign of strength and willpower. 

Now however, I also see how this simple 

act would have freed you of many fears

and helped you overcome many desires.

I thank you for showing us the value of a self reliant life. I learnt from you 

how it is possible for one to take care of his or her body and health. One 

to doctors every now and then but can cure oneself by 

carefully observing the diet and way of life. 

But more than anything else, I loved the way you lead your life honest

pursuing the truth and truth alone – how while doing so you made mistakes 

but instead of brushing them under the carpet, like many of us do, owned up 

to them with honesty and humility. Pursuit of truth alone, nothing else 

seemed to be more important to you. 

Recently I was working on a doll using cloth and wire. I thought a lot about 

what could go with her as an accompaniment – a sitar, or a pot or a book to 

write in. Finally after thinking a lot I struck upon one of my favourite things 

d the two together on a platform, the image reminded 

who in her struggle for love and peace, has not eaten 

anything since November 2, 2000. Here she sits peacefully with her

spinning her own yarn of peace, just like you once did. 

Thank you for inspiring so many people who are helping make this world a 

better place. Thank you for showing us the possibility of leading a simple and 

(33), (33), (33), (33), 27amitd@gmail.com    

You lead a life full of compassion and 

while doing so taught us the difficult 

art of responding with love. You taught 

us how one can with effort and 

practice reach a stage where one loves 

all beings equally, a stage beyond 

You showed us how attractive is the 

art of living a simple life. How easily you 

clothes and started living 

with no more than one piece of cloth 

draped around you! Earlier I thought of 

it as a sign of strength and willpower. 

Now however, I also see how this simple 

act would have freed you of many fears 

res. 

I thank you for showing us the value of a self reliant life. I learnt from you 

ody and health. One 

to doctors every now and then but can cure oneself by 

But more than anything else, I loved the way you lead your life honestly 

how while doing so you made mistakes 

but instead of brushing them under the carpet, like many of us do, owned up 

to them with honesty and humility. Pursuit of truth alone, nothing else 

Recently I was working on a doll using cloth and wire. I thought a lot about 

a sitar, or a pot or a book to 

write in. Finally after thinking a lot I struck upon one of my favourite things 

d the two together on a platform, the image reminded 

who in her struggle for love and peace, has not eaten 

anything since November 2, 2000. Here she sits peacefully with her charkha, 

Thank you for inspiring so many people who are helping make this world a 

ng us the possibility of leading a simple and 



The stars and the boy 
Once upon a time there was a boy and he loved the stars. He used to talk to 

them and tell stories to them. One day he said “I want to be with you but I’m 

on the earth”. After three years the boy grew up and he became an 

astronaut and he went to space. He was so excited that he was going to see 

the stars. But there were no stars. There were only rocks - the sun and the 

moon and the planets. But he was not so sad. He came back to earth and 

from here he could see the stars again. 

 

- GunaGunaGunaGuna    (8), (8), (8), (8), yedidarajesh@rediffmail.com 

 

A burnt piece of paper 
I am a dust of Ash,  

No one wants to touch, 

I was like you 

Hoping to be touched by a beautiful prose or a poem or a picture 

But all my life, I was touched only by burning fire, 

If you want to know, what is life? 

Ask me! I am a burnt piece of paper 

 

- SakthiSakthiSakthiSakthi    (29), (29), (29), (29), sakthivel87@gmail.com    

The two friends 

Once up on a time there lived a boy named Ramu who was very good with his 

sling shot. He was always with a slingshot and a few pebbles. He did not talk 

very much. The other kids at his school thought he was strange and weird 

but he had one friend called Leela who didn't think he was strange or weird. 

They fought and argued but they had never let their friendship drift away. 

They were always best friends. They had a secret tree house in the forest. 

He liked to hit birds with his slingshot but Leela didn't like him hitting the 

birds. She thought it was wrong to hurt living organisms. She tried to 

persuade him into stop hitting the birds but he didn't stop hitting the birds.  

One day when they were coming back from the forest they were standing 



near the edge of the 

forest and Ramu was 

hitting a bird. Leela sees 

it and comes in the 

middle so by mistake the 

shot hits Leela on the 

head. Leela falls down 

when it hit her and was 

bleeding badly. Ramu got 

very shocked and scared 

and wanted to do 

something but didn't 

know what to do but 

suddenly came back his 

senses. He picked her up and struggled back to her house. Her parents were 

shocked to see her so badly hurt, they rushed her off to the hospital 

without saying anything. A week passed and Ramu was very worried about 

her. Finally after a two and a half long weeks, Leela came back.  Ramu was so 

happy to see her. He even had a surprise for her. He had stopped hitting 

living organisms. He didn't forget to say sorry in all the excitement but she 

said it wasn't his fault and she was the one who had jumped in the middle 

and he had hit her by mistake. And every living organism lived happily ever 

after.  

- MudithaMudithaMudithaMuditha    (9), (9), (9), (9), muddoo@gmail.com    

    

Avunaa! Alaaga! (Facts!) 

1. Natural gas doesn't have an odour, strong smells are added to it by 

humans so it can be detected when there are leaks. 

2. Hawaii is moving towards Japan at the speed of 10cm a year. This is 

because they are on different tectonic plates. 

3. Pure water has no smell and no taste. 

4. Venus is the only planet to spin clockwise. 

5. The world’s smallest winged insect, the Tanzanian parasitic wasp, is 

smaller than the eye of a housefly. 

6. Giraffes often sleep for only 20 minutes in any 24 hours. They may sleep 

up to 2 hours (in spurts – not all at once), but this is rare. They never lie 

down. 

7. Female black widow spiders eat their males after mating. 



Haha

1. How can I get the answer 24 by only using the numbers 8,

can add, subtract, multiply and divide

2. There are 2 mothers, 2

many people are there?

3. What word looks the same backwards and upside down?

4. Srushti is 54 years old and her mother is 80, how many years ago was 

Srushti’s mother three 

5. Which 3 numbers have the same answer whether they’re added or 

multiplied together? 
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Haha….. Break your Brain! 

How can I get the answer 24 by only using the numbers 8, 8,

multiply and divide 

There are 2 mothers, 2 daughters, 1 grandma and 1 granddaughter. How 

many people are there? 

What word looks the same backwards and upside down? 

Srushti is 54 years old and her mother is 80, how many years ago was 

Srushti’s mother three times her age? 

Which 3 numbers have the same answer whether they’re added or 
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8, 3 and 3? You 

daughters, 1 grandma and 1 granddaughter. How 

Srushti is 54 years old and her mother is 80, how many years ago was 

Which 3 numbers have the same answer whether they’re added or 

 


