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But that fear Is futile as glass will someday

crack 

And all the wine will be lost although

You make your best efforts to bring it back 

So you may just enjoy the wine till it remains

But still, you will keep following as if In chains

And live, such that the society accept thee

Oh, are we really free? 

Oh man your life Is like a glass of wine

No matter how much you ll, it will be ne

You may fear that too much wine may

overow 
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Dr Sayanti Talukdar, T3/5F 
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`Morning Walks for Me are meant for Morning only'. 

Sidheshwar Ghosh Tower 10 / 3F 

Having slept late last night due to Holi get togethers, today got up late at around 8.00 AM.

Was feeling heavy may be due to late dinner or may be due to the absence of my routine

Morning Walks for the last 3 days. The mind in me wanted me to sleep for some more

time but mybody muscles started demanding some calorie burning workouts from the

habit I have. After some dilemma and sensing that outside morning was still pleasant and

the Sun was still mild, the demand of my body nally won and I decided to go out for my

regular, 4 Km morning walk. When I stepped out of for the walk, it was 8.30 AM. My

jogging track of our multi-storeyed and multi-tower housing complex passes through the

back of towering houses – where kitchen window of many houses opens out . 

I had hardly walked for 5 – 7 minutes, when I came across this very familiar and very

tempting smell of luchi (puri) and begun bhaja (brinjal fry) coming out from one of the

house kitchens. I could picturise in my mind the image of phulko (uffy)luchi and shallow

fried begun bhaja in a plate on the breakfast table... I had to push hard, the luchi-begun

bhaja out of mind to concentrate on my walk, but I had hardly gone some distance when

I came across strong smell of some parathas being fried - along with it the sound of Khunti

(at spoon) being stirred frequently over the tawa. My attention and imagination again

went back to that kitchen trying to guess if it's a plain paratha or some stuffed paratha?

what could be the side dish? etc etc .... when a voice of a young boy came out from that

house saying `Mumma, I don't want alu dum, I want an omelette'....Ufff the morning

walk again became difcult. 

realised that my usually brisk morningwalks have become quite slower today and every

step was becoming harder to put. Mustering all the will power, I shook the foodie in

me - out of my senses and started concentrating on the morning walk for which I had

come out. I realised that since my childhood if one thing that has not changed in

Bong / Indian households, is that Sundays are still special with palatable breakfasts and

mouth watering lunch being made at every house. 

But today's morning walk was becoming tougher and tougher as I passed though different

kitchen windows, which were cooking all delicious breakfasts lling the atmosphere with its 
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tempting smells. The working men of our housing complex - who play cricket in the

morning on their off days had also taken a break from their cricket and were seen

feasting upon the sambhar wada, dosa, sandwiches etc. In a couple of houses, got the

smell of sh - fresh from the Sunday market getting fried for an early lunch preparation

and I started wondering, by the time I nish my walk and go to the market, will I be able

to lay my hand on good quality shes before they are sold out? 

Engrossed in these thoughts, I had probably walked now for may be 15 minutes, when

suddenly from the blue heard the whistle of a cooker which seemed quite long and that

was it... The cooker whistle was followed by a strong aroma of raw Mutton being cooked

and it started following me in my tracks. I have a big weakness for the Mutton (even though

doctors and my wife discourages it) and all the resistance in me towards `thought for foods' 

elted and I couldn't help abandoning the morning walk in the middle and headed straight to

the nearby Mutton shop to buy some raw mutton for the lunch. Nothing is more heavenly

than a Mangso-Bhaat (Mutton curry rice) for a Sunday Lunch followed by a nap 

Came back home with raw mutton, to the utter surprise of my wife followed by her

long lecture against consuming red meat and how the hell can I get distracted from a

health dening morning walk by a mere smell of mutton... I said to her, can't help

it - `Morning Walks for Me are meant for Morning only'. 
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