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Incident at Paris
 

I must get in a word about Parisians. I was visiting Paris in 2005 with my friends when the following

incident took place.  

 

On our last evening in the city, we were late in returning from a visit to the Eiffel tower. We were tired

as all restaurants near our hotel were closed. We walked through the neighborhood, starving,

searching desperately for succor, when we noticed a quaint little restaurant in the corner. The glass

door was closed, the chairs had been put up, but a small light was on. Seeing us peering, a man

came out. My friends tried to communicate with him in English, but he flatly refused to humor them. At

their request, I rather self-consciously asked him in my halting French whether the restaurant was

open or not. The moment he heard the line in French, his demeanor changed. He welcomed us

warmly, put down the chairs, (the restaurant had been closed and we were the only guests), and he

took our order and made the chef cook a wonderful dinner of chicken and salad for us. We could not

thank him enough. This incident is one which I recall with great fondness. It was a lovely lesson in

shattering of stereotypes; we made an effort to respect his language, and he went out of his way to

reopen the restaurant just for us and fixed us a dinner. 

 

Great memory indeed! 

 

 

 

In Kolkata, West Bengal, India
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FOLLOWING SWAMI VIVEKANANDA AT CHICAGO
 

In 2015, I visited the Chicago Museum of Art, which has been commemorated as the “number one

museum in the world.” Tucked away in a corner of the museum is the small but well-maintained

Fullerton Hall. It was here that the great Indian mystic, Swami Vivekananda, stood at the now-

hallowed delivered his electrifying speech at the World Parliament of Religions on September 11,

1893. A plaque marks the site, and leaflets are available that contain an introduction to Swamiji as

well as the full text of his speech. The flyer further mentions that “Passionately and eloquently,

Vivekananda called for the end of religious bigotry and intolerance…” It was a speech that still has

significance in today’s world. 

 

Five years later, the original auditorium was replaced by Fullerton Hall. However, a museum

employee told us that the existing dais was the same one used by Vivekananda. And yes…the name

of the street where the museum is located is “Honorary Swami Vivekananda way.” As an Indian, I felt

proud and appreciative of the respect accorded by America to Swami Vivekananda. 

 

In Chicago, IL, United States
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IN MY SHOES
 
 

I have inherited, from my Myanmar-born grandmother, tiny hands and feet. And while my hands have

brought me glory, favorably commented upon by the world at large, my feet have only brought me

despair as I am rarely able to find shoes that fit me perfectly. While I have done some hand modeling

for a couple of articles during a stint with a fashion magazine a few years ago, my feet have been

stared at by people who doubtless thought that they belong to elfin creatures from fairy tales. 

 

Summer is a season that I spend gazing enviously at other girls’ shoes. Beautiful bellies, graceful

ballets, seductive platforms and wedges tantalize me with unfulfilled desires. The ladies in my office

move around me, shod in beautiful designs. I stare at shoes and weave dreams around them. The

bane of being stuck with small feet of non-standard size seems unbearable in summers. It is difficult

for me to find footwear that fits me perfectly. And it is all the more cruel during summers, when

footwear fashion is at its peak.  

 

Thus, to me, shoes have similar artistic value as Renaissance paintings. I admire with longing their

designs and styles, and pore for endless hours over fashion magazines staring at exquisite Choos

and Loubotins and Ferragamos.  Just as the singer Sting dreams of gardens in the desert sand, I

fantasize about being able to coordinate my shiny mulberry and green handbags with matching

shoes. 

 

In India
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Jagari Mukherjee
 

I am a Content Writer by profession, and a Creative Writer by passion. Writing is my oxygen. I also

love traveling, poetry, and movies. My first book, a collection of poems, was published in May 2017.

 
 
 

Why is the website called bytestories.com?

 

This is a place for "byte-sized" stories and there is a 1500 character (about 250 words) limit for two

main reasons. Firstly, we want you to know that "War and Peace" isn't required to leave your mark.

Secondly, it takes about 2 minutes to read each story meaning you can head here whenever you want

a quick (and entertaining) read.  

 

If you would like to share a story or create your own eBook, simply head to bytestories.com, Register

an account and click on the "Share a Story" button.
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