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Dear Readers,

Welcome to the second issue of the newsletter of RIM. It con-

sists of expressions penned down by the trainees of 2018, in 

both Dzongkha and English. Each page has a different story to 

tell, through its poems, stories or epistles. It will transport your 

thoughts into different situations and circumstances. 

No work of art can be appreciated without a reader. Reading is 

thus, a beautiful and important deed in the quest of learning. 

It is indeed rightly stated by George R.R. Martin in his work, 

A Dance With Dragons  “A reader lives a thousand lives before 

he dies, said Jojen. The man who never reads lives only one.” 

Therefore, lend your eyes and imaginations to this issue and get 

lost in the words of the authors.

This is a collection of unanimous feelings and not just a mere 

newsletter, expressions of diverse writers with diverse thoughts, 

tackling the challenges of self-doubt, bringing out their own cre-

ativity and caliber scripted into beautiful lines. This is a crafts-

manship of ideas and colorful thoughts penned into words.

Happy Reading!!!
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To the First man that I ever loved and 
To the only man who holds my heart for eternity  

Dearest Apa, 

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic  Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Yeshey Pelden

               

I wanted to tell you a few things I didn’t have the 
chance to tell you as well as a few things I didn’t say 
enough. 

Thank you for the times that I cried as a baby and 
you got up out of bed to hold me because you want-
ed to let mom sleep. 

Thank you for all of the small decisions that you 
made on a daily basis that I will never know about. 

Thank you for staying up with me when I didn’t fin-
ish studying during my exams, Even on those days 
where you have put in extra hours at work. A lesser 
man would have outsourced the ‘responsibility’ to 
his wife and gone straight to bed... but you chose 
not to. 

I want to thank you for every time you kissed, 
hugged, or complimented mummy, my siblings, and 
I even before my brain was storing memories... for 
every single one of those moments is locked in my 
heart forever. 

Thank you for being the best possible role model 
I could have hoped for. And for all of the moment 
to moment tiny decisions that you made, that I will 
never know and the smile that comes upon your 
face when you see us happy makes me feel so cher-
ished and adored. 

Thank you for always putting us first apa.

Lessons from My Quarter Life Crisis: My Twenties 
Meltdown. 

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic  Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Kezang Dema

               

Quarter life crisis is a crossroad somewhere in your 
life between seventeen to mid twenties where you 
have overwhelming doubtful feelings about where 
your life is at, where it is going and what you’re go-
ing to do about it. Am I in the right direction? Do I 
like where I’m at? Where is my life heading? Is it the 
right direction? Will I be as successful as my peers? 
All these questions, the confusion and stress that 
come with adulting make up a quarter life crisis.

Having graduated with flying colors at 22, I was op-
timistic about life ahead. But life was not a bed of 
roses after graduation...come to think of it, nothing 
in life is. When I was not hired by the organization 
for which I was a year marked scholarship student, 
feelings of uncertainty hit me like a tsunami. My 
course being an unusual one (B.A Psychology) did 
not have any other career prospects except teaching 
in Bhutan. If I was a B.Sc. Psychology major peo-
ple might have taken me seriously but that was not 
the case and I was lost. This marked the start to my 
quarter life crisis.

It was a very unsettling period with intense feelings 
of insecurity, overwhelming realizations and regrets. 
It was sort of a melting pot of feelings of frustration, 
failure, insecurities and uncertainty. I was question-
ing everything about my life, my future and I felt 
like a big failure because I had always wanted to be 
in a career related to my major which was not the 
case here. I remember being easily irritable and re-
ally very moody.

Appearing BCSE did not come out of choice rather 
it was because I did not have any choice. Even af-
ter making it through and getting enrolled at RIM, 
things did not change because I was not sure about 
becoming a Public Administrator.
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Now when I look back on things, quarter life crisis 
is just like any other episode in our lives and it all 
depends on how we take it. It is a matter of perspec-
tive. What if your quarter life crisis was a blessing in 
disguise?

They say things happen for a reason. They leave us 
with enriching lessons and realizations that further 
lead us to the actualization of life that one can ever 
dream of.  In fact, my quarter life crisis was a teacher 
with lessons:

1.Social Media is Illusionary:One factor that makes 
quarter life crisis unbearable for today’s millennial is 
guess what? It is the social media. We are all engaged 
in an obsessive comparative disorder, the OCD of 
the digital age. At least I engage in that a lot but I 
cannot generalize it to the others. I used to compare 
myself to my peer’s successes-how they are doing 
their master’s degree, how they are working abroad 
and traveling the world without realizing that peo-
ple put up the brightest shades of their lives on social 
media. By comparing, we light up our crisis and also 
feel the burn. I no longer engage in excessive social 
media consumption. 

2. Kill un met Expectations: I realized that life after 
graduation cannot be amazing instantly. My current 
standing is not a roadblock but rather a stairway to 
my success. Maybe in future we would be in a pro-
fession that we do not even know exists yet, so ev-
erything in life is a comma and not full stop.

3. Hope is What Keeps Us Alive: “The prisoner who 
lost faith in the future-his future was doomed. With 
his loss of belief in the future, he also lost his spiritu-
al hold, he let himself decline and become subject to 
mental and physical decay.” This is an excerpt from 
one of my favorite books, Man’s search for meaning 
by Viktor Frankl. Just as the excerpt puts forth, my 
crisis also taught me how we should have faith in the 
future rather than letting present situations bring us 
down.

4. Don’t Let Your Degree Define You: This is the 
most important lesson from all. It is normal to pur-
sue something different from your major. Back in 
school days I desperately wanted to become a den-
tist, I went on to study psychology and now I am on 
my way to become a Public Administrator. Someday 

I wake up wanting to own a café at Paro and some-
day I feel like I’d make a very good psychologist (let’s 
leave that for the future). The ambitions I had in life 
or the ones I have are not just dreams but possibili-
ties. I can try them all, I can be them all. There is 
nothing more exciting in life than to switch it up and 
live many lives through different professions. So, do 
not let your degrees confine you.

Now that I have a completely different outlook on 
life, I am in fact grateful that I ended up at RIM 
which is the dream of many graduates of the coun-
try. Now that I look back on things if that organiza-
tion had hired me, I don’t think I would have liked 
the profession and that could have plunged me into 
a quarter life crisis even more frightful than the one 
I have been through. So indeed, this one was a bless-
ing in disguise. 

So, we should all have faith and trust the timings of 
our lives and never fall prey to circumstances.
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Agamemnon by Aeschylus

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic  Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Kezang Dhendup               

Aeschylus (525 BC – 456 BC) was amongst the great-
est Greek tragedians the others being Sophocles and 
Euripides. Oresteia is trilogy of Greek tragedies 
written by Aeschylus and also considered his finest. 
Agamemnon is first part of the trilogy concerning 
the murder of Agamemnon by Clytemnestra, sec-
ond the murder of Clytemnestra by Orestes, third 
the trial of Orestes. The trilogy shows how the Gre-
cian gods intermingled and influenced the decisions 
of human characters and how the gods controls the 
events and disputes in the play. The authority of 
gods over human or in other terms the ‘fate’ and will 
of the human causes a great deal of suffering in the 
play. In Agamemnon, the complex workings of fate 
go together with the philosophy that ‘man by suffer-
ing shall learn’.

“Zeus, whose will has marked for man
The sole way where wisdom lies;

Ordered one eternal plan:
Man must suffer to be wise” (Aeschylus, 1996).

Buddha the enlightened one, once said that once 
the man steps foot on this samsara, pain is certain 
but suffering is optional. The concept of fate plays 
important role in one’s life, one may say that every-
thing is fixed but also others may believe that fate is 
alterable. In the play all the characters are destined 
to encounter suffering however the suffering that 
each person experiences in Agamemnon takes place 
despite one’s ability to exercise his or her free will 
to prevent it from happening (Pires, 2013). The suf-
fering in the play is achieved through the ideas of 
justice and vengeance. All the character in the play 
suffer a disaster in one way or another and this high-
lights the fact that “Man must suffer to be wise” (Ae-
schylus, 1996). Misery in comes in the form of mur-
der, sacrifice, elicit relationships, violation of proper 
hosting duties and revenge.

Artemis the ‘goddess of wild and the protector of 
the young’ witnesses two eagles devouring a preg-
nant hare. Artemis believes this vision to be the rep-
resentation of Agamemnon and Menelaus destroy-
ing Troy as well as sacrificing thousands of innocent 
young men in the bloody war for a fallen woman. 
Calchas the soothsayer concludes with a remedy 
prediction for having one’s own blood daughter of-
fered to the goddess. Agamemnon suffers by sacri-
ficing his daughter Iphigenia to the goddess but this 
suffering is overshadowed by his hubris in front of 
his army for the cause of a fallen woman annexed 
by Paris.  Agamemnon is caught between two gods, 
one side there is supreme Zeus who commands and 
supports him to go to war for Paris of troy has vio-
lated the divine rule of guest and host by abducting 
Helen. On the other side there is Goddess Artemis 
with her own agenda against Agamemnon and the 
war.

“What can I say? Disaster follows if I dis obey;
Surely yet worse disaster if I yield and slaughter 

my own child,
My home’s delight, in her young innocence, 

And stain my hand with blasphemous 
unnatural cruelty,

Bathed in the blood I fathered! Either way, 
Ruin!” (Aeschylus, 1996)

Agamemnon will suffer the wrath of Zeus if he re-
fused to go to war and if he is to go then sacrifice is 
must. However Agamemnon will pay for his action, 
he will be killed, and he realizes that “the scale of 
justice falls in equity: the killer will be killed” (Ae-
schylus, 1996). However the actions of the individu-
als are, they are fated to pay for their deed and their 
father’s (Hasan, 2010).

The sacrifice of Iphigenia not only causes suffer-
ing within Agamemnon but also his wife. It angers 
Clytemnestra who is the mother of Iphigenia which 
causes more suffering within her, thus Clytemnestra 
develops the devilish side of her and thirst for re-
venge against Agamemnon. She waits for Agamem-
non’s return to kill him although she could have 
ended her suffering in the long ten years patiently 
but she is already assisted by Aegisthus, the son of 
Thyestes. The consequences of his action is hate-
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Humour – A Heaven Sent Gift

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Dorji Wangmo                 

Psychologists have defined humour as the charac-
teristics of a complex situations exciting joyful and 
in the main quite laughter either directly through 
sympathy or through apathy. In other word humour 
is that quality of mind which causes one to see and 
tell the amusing side of things.
Humour is simply a special flavor, a way of looking 
at things. Everyone sees the lighter side of sunshine; 
a humourist is a person who sees the lighter side 
of darkness. Everything existing under the sun has 
funny side. The man with a sense of humour is ready 
to see the ‘funny’ side extent in everything. The 
main difference between man and animal is man’s 
ability to laugh. Humour is the most philosophic of 
all emotions. It helps to cultivate emotional stability 
and psychological health in man.
Humour is a miracle drug for depression. Through 
laughter we are able to release our aggression in a 
way at which we feel no guilt, no depression. For the 
time being, one’s guilt is freed and our spirit soars 
up like a lark. If we laugh at what frightens or de-
presses us, we feel lighter and happier. “A genuine 
laugh a day keeps a doctor away.” Humourist looks 
at himself, accept himself as he and doesn’t take too 
seriously or tragically. 
Humour enables us to shift the truth from the false. 
Unlike enthusiasm it never is in danger of regressing 
and causing the primal aggressive behavior to break 
through. Humour detects lies, it exposes starry-eyed 
ideals and prevents, it debunks pompous hers and it 
pricks the bellows of arrogance, pride and self-de-
ceit. Humour gives an individual sense of balance; 
it makes him honest with himself and his fellow be-
ings. Humour creates in us an awareness of moral 
responsibility making the world a better place to live 
in.
Yes, humour saves as nothing else can. A sense of 
humour is the pole that adds balance to our steps 

ful and vengeful Clytemnestra, “Those whom no 
wakeful anger of the forgotten dead waits to sur-
prise with vengeance…” (Aeschylus, 1996). After 
the fall of Troy the victorious Agamemnon expects 
his wife to be faithful as he left but it turns out Cly-
temnestra was no Sita of Ram, instead Clytemnestra 
is found to be in extramarital relationship, that too 
with Cowardly lion, Aegisthus the son of Thyestes 
(murderer of Agamemnon’s father Atreus). More-
over the proud Agamemnon returns with a beauti-
ful concubine Cassandra (as a war prize) daughter 
of Trojan king Praim. This infuriates Clytemnestra 
much more, heightening her suffering to the peak. 
Clytemnestra then ends up committing the deed 
which is the murder of Agamemnon and Cassandra. 

The curses and sins cause the main reasons for 
the play to further develop but at the same time it 
causes the sufferings in many or almost all charac-
ters. The patterns of every characters’ lives act as a 
fate (Trousdell, 2016) at a larger subject. It is later 
known that an insane Clytemnestra believes that 
she cleanses the curse from the house of Atreus af-
ter killing Agamemnon, and thinks justice has been 
given. Agamemnon kills his own daughter trying 
to please the goddess witnessing the omen of the 
eagles. Many lives suffer which are minor mentions 
of the play, like the lives of soldiers of Troy. The war 
causes bloodshed among the citizens of Troy and 
destruction of Troy and certain sacred temples. This 
has been justified by the heavens by killing Menelaus 
and his men at the sea upon their return from Troy. 
Not only the people of Troy but also many innocent 
soldiers like Iphigenia who were taken for the Trojan 
War under the king’s commands also lost their lives, 
and this also plays the reason for the protagonist’s 
death. Aegisthus comes back in to limelight from his 
exile to kill the son of his brothers’ murderer as de-
picted in the curse, but ends up assisting Clytemnes-
tra. Their ill deed acted in the name of justice but for 
revenge is later punished in the sequel by the gods 
in the cause of their deaths from the queen’s own 
children Orestes and Electra.
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as we walk lighter rope of life. Humour is the hope 
in the Pandoras box. It is the only hope of human 
civilization which shines on blink of a global catas-
trophe. If we are absolutely serious you are not quite 
human. Don’t take life too seriously. Laugh, more 
and more often.
,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,

Death

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Fi-
nancial Management (PGDFM)

Author: Tshewang Jamtsho                 

Death is a subject that most people do not like to 
hear about, talk about, or even think about. What 
could be the reason for this? After all, whether we 
like it or not, each and every one of us will have to 
die one day.  And even before we have to face our 
death, we will most probably have to face the deaths 
of other people-our family members, friends, col-
leagues, and so forth. Death is reality, universal, and 
a fact of life, so wouldn’t it be better to approach it 
with openness and acceptance, rather than fear and 
denial?
Perhaps the discomfort we have towards death is be-
cause we think it will be a terrible, painful and de-
pressing experience. However, it doesn’t have to be 
so. Dying can be a time off learning and growth; a 
time of depending our love, our awareness of what 
is important in life, and our faith and commitment 
to spiritual beliefs and practices. Death can even be 
an opportunity to gain insight into the true nature of 
ourselves and all things, an insight that will enable 
us to become free from all sufferings. Death is the 
cessation of all biological functions that sustain a 
living organism. Let’s be mindful and reminded that 
death is certain but time for the death is uncertain, 
as nobody can escape from the death.
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Inadequate Housing in Urban areas - 
Causes and Solutions

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Jigme Norbu                    

Housing problem in urban areas especially Thim-
phu is one of the typical example of intractable so-
cio-economic issue. It has gradually emerged with 
moving in people from different dzongkhags for 
better opportunities. Since then, it has remained 
as major socio-economic problems for the people 
residing in Thimphu. It has number of factors that 
cause housing problem. It can be looked through 
supply side and demand side. From demand side, 
there has been increase in population (12 % annual 
increase-Dorji Choden, former Minister, MoWHS, 
reported in Kuensel) residing in Thimphu and on 
the supply-side, there is limited people who are able 
to construct houses in very expensive place like 
Thimphu. This has further causes for why there is 
increase in population and why people are not able 
to construct houses in Thimphu. However, as a re-
quirement of question, one of the reasons why hous-
ing problem exist is because of lack of data. The po-
tential data source should be Thimphu Municipality 
and MoWHS. Worst to know is MoWHS (concern 
agency) does not even have Department for Hous-
ing Development. Not many studies on the hous-
ing adequacy and affordability for the people living 
in Thimphu was carried out. There wasn’t concrete 
data maintained with MoWHS but as per City office 
record, the total privately owned house is 5700 and 
housing unit is recorded as 6000. This clearly indi-
cates inconsistency in data. The data with NSB col-
lected during PHCB, 2017 isn’t precisely on housing 
unit. But that do not segregate family living together 
and difficult to ascertain prospective housing re-
quirement
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It is lack of strong and consistent housing policy that 
in itself is one of the prime causes of housing prob-
lem. National Housing Policy 2002 is the only policy 
with MoWHS. It has become obsolete and previous 
government made an attempt to review in 2015. 
The policy says that the rent should not exceed 35 
percent of income earned by the people. However, 
Tenancy Act of Bhutan 2015 does not guide rent fix-
ing while drawing rental agreement. In reality, rent 
determination is left for the market forces and be-
comes major part of expenses which in most cases 
includes more than 60 percent of one’s income.  It 
indicates inadequacy of data on both effective rent 
as well as housing development. It makes difficult to 
both formulate the policy as well as implement it. 

The housing problem in Thimphu has been press-
ing issue for long but received very little attention 
from the government. On the policy front, National 
Housing Policy 2002 needs both effective imple-
mentation and timely revision. Besides real estate 
development is taking snail’s pace because of not so 
conducive lever policies. The solution in addressing 
the housing issue can be sought in two ways. The 
first one is adopting universal policies and, second 
one is through formulation and implementation of 
internal policies in addressing deterrent factors of 
housing development. 

The international legal framework worth referring in 
addressing housing issue is Universal Law of Human 
Rights that emphasize rights affordable housing to 
all. The legal framework for the point of reference is 
Sustainable Development Goal that mentions about 
providing housing to all by 2030. Adhering to such 
universal policies and working towards achieving it 
can be motivational factors in addressing the issue.

Second includes identifying the deterring factors 
within country and adopting suitable policies. For 
instances the major factor that impedes housing de-
velopment is less private ownership of land, limited 
financial access for construction and underdevel-
oped trunk structure. At present, thromde do not 
have track record of government land in Thimphu. 
Government can come up with legal framework that 
permits private construction on government land 
on lease. Financial access for the private construc-
tion can be made concessional. Besides government 
can encourage private construction providing trunk 
structure such as roads, electricity supply and water 
supply. At present, government concern on hous-
ing issues is limited to the public servants such as 
schemes provide by NPPF and NHDCL. The Singa-
pore government facilitates home ownerships and 
adopting similar framework has potential in reduc-
ing the housing problem.
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What does happiness mean to you?

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Cheten Zangmo                 

The pursuit of happiness would seem like chasing 
a rainbow. But that is far from the truth. Working 
conscientiously toward being happy is all that is 
needed. Trust your own power of understanding 
and allow your conscience to guide you to what is 
right. You should have longing for life and a belief 
that just around the next corner there is love, hap-
piness and immeasurable joy. Different people have 
different reasons to keep themselves happy. A long 
wanted promotion will be the greatest source of joy 
to a hardworking honest employee. Even watching a 
twittering bird gives immense pleasure to a person 
who is keen observant of Mother Nature. Some start 
their day with steaming cup of hot coffee, rejuvenat-
ing them. Happiness depends on the person you are 
with. Some can make you radiate with sheer happi-
ness while others could sadden you for no reason. 
So be with them who makes you smile, who makes 
you laugh as much as you breathe, choose the right 
company who are with vivacity and zest for life. 
Money is considered as a major aspect in happiness. 
But happiness is not a commodity that money can 
buy whenever we require to be happy. It can only 
gratify our superficial wants that leads us even to 
a more sorrow stricken states. Hence, we need in-
trospection of what we are doing and where we are 
going in order that we pick up the right stuff that is 
relevant and let go of the rest. 
Life is great and so are you. Do not worry, be kind, 
be brave, be grateful, be honest and say the first hel-
lo. Don’t be fretful that your valuable happiness will 
fade away, for one have to remember that one can be 
loved only by giving love to others. These are very 
small things to keep in mind but are the intricacy 
that adds up in our life making us perfectly happy.

Wisdom the Trait of People with Good Ears 
and Eyes

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Sangay Wangchuk                 

Have you ever felt an innate desire to become wiser 
than your present self? Have you ever wondered 
how some people are so wise while some are not? 
Have you wondered how people become wise in the 
first place? The obvious answer one will get is age 
and experience. Most people hold this belief that age 
is detrimental to how wise a person can be. Usually 
the old people seem to be wiser than the hot blooded 
youngsters. Although the degree to how wise a per-
son is may not necessarily depend on age because 
there are some who are old but are not wise while 
some are young and wise. Experience is another fac-
tor people usually contribute to obtaining wisdom. 
The more varied experience a person has the wiser 
the person is supposed to be. With varied experi-
ences a person may obtain knowledge and infor-
mation that perhaps makes a person wise. Both the 
factors are considered key for a how wise a person 
can be but what if you wanted to change how you 
think and act now? What if you wanted to become 
wiser so that you stop or reduce the percentage of 
making wrong decisions in life? The most common 
answer for becoming wise has one fundamental flaw 
that is “time”. To gain varied experience it takes time 
and obviously ageing also takes time. This answer 
doesn’t help much if you want to start the change 
now! Coupled with the issue of time there are no 
guarantees that you will be wise with age and expe-
rience. You could be 80 years old and still not wise 
with lots of decisions you wished you had not made 
in your life. Benjamin Franklin once said “Life’s trag-
edy is that we get old too soon and wise too late”. So 
the big question is how do you start the process of 
getting wiser now? One would argue reading books 
is the answer but that may not necessarily hold true. 
Not all those who read books are wise. We have old 
folks who do  not know how to read and write but 
are wiser than those who can
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read and write so reading book isn’t the only way to 
rely upon. There is another way of becoming wiser 
one that we often ignore or are basically oblivious to. 
It isn’t a very complicated method and it entails us-
ing our senses. I will share you a story about an owl 
to introduce how you can become wiser day by day. 
The story is as follows;
“There was an owl that lived in an oak. Everyday 
he saw incidents happening around him. Yesterday 
he saw a boy helping an old man to carry a heavy 
basket. Today he saw a girl shouting at her mother. 
The more he saw the less he spoke. As he spoke less, 
he heard more. He heard people talking and telling 
stories. He heard a woman saying that an elephant 
jumped over a fence. He also heard a man saying 
that he had never made a mistake. The old owl had 
seen and heard about what happened to people. 
Some became better and some became worse. But 
the old owl had become wiser each and every day. 
The story conveys the message that to become wiser 
we only need to observe and listen more. We have 
never given much attention to how observation and 
listening can make you any wiser. There are lessons 
all around us. Lessons about success, failure, love, 
hatred, faith, inspiration and so on. We ignore these 
and look for other sources of obtaining wisdom. 
We speak so much that we often forget to listen and 
analyze. We only speak to reply but never really to 
understand. Plato once said that “A wise man speaks 
because he has something to say; while a fool says 
because he has to say something”. We hear so much 
but we hardly listen. As you listen more to others

you develop the ability to differentiate the truth from 
the lies, the fact from opinions. A quote on 

wise man says “A smart man only believes half of 
what he hears, a wise man knows which half ”. We 
see so many things in the world but we never see 
to understand how and why it happened. We take 
so little lessons from the life around us and when 
we make mistakes that are detrimental to our life 
we seek for wisdom. If only people observed and 
listened more on the situations and to the people 
around us the world would be a better place to live 
in. So take your time to listen more to people, ob-
serve the things around you and think. This will 
help you gain insights that will eventually lead to 
you becoming wiser. So if you ever feel in life that 
you need to bring about positive changes in your life 
then look no further than utilizing the most basic 
of abilities you have to see and listen. Note the good 
things about people, the positive outcome of certain 
actions and also the bad things about people, the 
negative outcomes of certain actions and analyze. 
This will give you insights that can help in course 
of action you need to take. It must be noted that 
observing and listening alone may not yield results 
without a thought process behind which I am basi-
cally referring to analysis. Famous martial artist and 
actor Bruce Lee said “The most dangerous person is 
the one who listens, thinks and observes”.
Similar to the story of an owl, one can become wis-
er everyday by observing and listening properly to 
things around you. To become wise you need not 
wait for age and experience to build up because time 
and tide waits for none. You need not read through 
thousands of book either, all you need to remember 
is that wisdom is the trait of people with good eyes 
and ears.
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As a learner I found it very important to develop 
and improve reading habits, and also to write con-
tinuously despite downfalls we may encounter. 
So, I hope, all of us, who are the future leaders, the 
custodians of our nation, will take extra interest in 
the sphere of reading and writing. 

“Reading makes a full man, conference a ready man 
and writing an exact man”
                                              -Francis Bacon

..........................................................................................

Impact of Media on Bhutan on Bhutanese 
Culture

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Tshering Wangda                 

Media is an inevitable entity of any society which in-
fluences the people in every aspect of their life. The 
basic function of a media to inform, educate and en-
tertain has in fact influenced the people at large. The 
modern media in particular has affected wide range 
of people with the freedom of expression and opin-
ion that is being bestowed upon them with the ar-
rival of new media. No society is thus left untouched 
by the influence of different types of media in their 
daily lives. Culture is a necessary aspect of a society 
which characterizes them on the basis of the type 
of norms and tradition being followed in a particu-
lar community. It is culture which defines a country 
and their state of sovereignty. Bhutanese culture is 
one tangible identity which requires immense atten-
tion for it to survive. 

Bhutanese folklore traditions in the present era 
are indeed a forgotten social ritual. The tradition 
brought family together in the simple story telling 
ritual, where usually grandparents and parents nar-
rated old folklore to the children. Through it the tra-
ditions of the past were made known to the younger 
generations and the trend was continued. Unfortu-

Reading and Writing

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Pub-
lic Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Ugyen Zangpo                 

Different people describe and celebrate the art of 
reading in different ways. It is true that reading 
makes man full of knowledge. At least reading en-
riches one with whole lot of information. By reading 
a book or any material person can ferry and travel 
across the seas and oceans, and make rounds of the 
globe. We meet different people through reading 
and come across different ideas and concepts. Read-
ing is one habit worth cultivating and a best means 
to educate oneself. 
Some people have innate fondness about reading 
books, magazines and newspapers. One may read 
for information, for pleasure or to pass time. What-
ever the reason may be, it is a habit that yields in-
calculable benefits. One who reads more can under-
stand more. One who reads more can speak better. 
One who reads more can write better. 
Reading is an art which broadens our thinking and 
shapes our attitude. 
All human beings have gone or will go through 
certain problems in life, and gladly the solutions 
to problems are found in books. Nice books make 
a good companion for us, provided we read them. 
Books don’t enjoy bearing abundance in and on 
dusty shelves. Samuel Butler, therefore, said, “ Books 
are like imprisoned souls till someone takes them 
down from a shelf and frees them.”
Reading and writing are sisters, they share one spir-
it. A good reader usually holds good command over 
writing too. By reading, we can see and acknowledge 
other people’s problems. Reading instills empathy in 
our attitude.  Through the art of writing we can cre-
ate a scope of our own expression. Like we react to 
other people’s written work, we can also make our 
readers laugh in one page and cry in another page. 
Both are excellent means of communication. Ora-
tors, the expert speakers are generally avid readers 
and they do vigorous writing.
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nately, such traditions are of rare sight in the present 
as the people are enveloped by the claws of media 
and gadgets. Direct Affect theory notes that audi-
ence are merely a passive recipient of all the infor-
mation being flooded by media whether it is useful 
or harmful (Sharma, 2010). Men are seen gather-
ing for the football and wrestling match, women 
are seen fighting over the TV serials and children 
are crying to watch the cartoons and play games on 
mobiles. The people are obsessed with the new films 
and the contemporary stories. Thus it’s clearly vis-
ible that the people are carried away by the realm of 
new media and its facilities.

Bhutanese etiquette in general has also been influ-
enced by the media and this has been supported by 
the Cultivation Analysis Theory of media. Bhuta-
nese people lived humble and structured lives under 
the guidance of Driglam Namzha, Bhutanese code 
of etiquette. As per it youth are expected to respect 
their elders irrespective of gender or post. It also 
guides the way for each individual to respect the so-
ciety and harmony, thus creating a respectable and 
unique living culture. But the media promoting the 
idea of the right to opinion and expression through 
televisions and social media has somehow hindered 
the smooth advancement of the much more re-
spected living culture. The movies and programs in 
media portray western lifestyles, which is very much 
different to ours. Bhutanese people are influenced 
by the life style of the people of other countries and 
they think that the society outside is the ideal one. 
The term cultivation is used to express contribution 
of television viewing to the viewers to change their 
perception of reality (Gerbner, 1998). Thus Bhuta-
nese are trying to mimic the western ways of life, 
and ignoring our own Etiquette. 

Bhutanese culture is hugely comprised of its tradi-
tional music, which has also been affected by the 
media through Spiral of Silence Theory. With the 
advancement of modern technologies and exposure 
to the western music in Bhutan the Bhutanese tra-
ditional music is disappearing. The Bhutanese film 
industry does not promote the traditional forms of 
Bhutanese music except Boedra and Rigsar in some 
case. The Bhutanese film makers hold the view that 
majority of the audience would prefer the modern 

music to the traditional one which is also true up 
to some extent. Media has the capability to present 
some view as a majority view and some as minor-
ity view based on how they perceive it. The ten-
dency of the people to remain silent when they feel 
their views are in opposition to the majority view is 
known as Spiral of Silence theory (Nuemann, 1993). 
People are equipped with the notion that everyone 
prefer the modern music and the traditional ones 
are of minority concern. Thus they ignore the tra-
ditional music and this is one way is the declining 
our culture.

Cultural products are the integral part of a nation 
and the Bhutanese culture is not an exception as it is 
unique in its own ways and has strongly contributed 
in ensuring the sovereignty of the nation to the pres-
ent. Meanwhile media influence the public more 
than anything and for the preservation of culture, 
media should play a vital role and we as a citizen 
should act wisely.
..........................................................................................

Men and Women

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Public 
Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Phurpa Tshering              

- Inspired by the book ‘Men are from Mars and 
Women are from Venus’
Men and women are the two kinds of one species 
(homo-sapiens), human being.  Both are so essen-
tial that in absence of one the other becomes just 
futile, null and void. From wherever they may have 
come both are the basis of life on earth. A man and a 
woman are claimed to have first met on the heaven, 
and their mistake of consuming an apple there led 
them descend on earth. Adam and Eden are our first 
father and mother respectively, claims the Christian 
belief. I like to review the need and significance of 
these two different genders. Harmony in sexes is a 
must for the perpetuation of human race.
John Gray’s ‘Men are from Mars and Women are 
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POEM SECTION

from Venus’ gives a good insight on the topic throw-
ing at us the solution to our day-to-day problem that 
every man and woman are facing. While on Mars, 
men lived rough life and hardly sought other’s as-
sistance. On the other hand, Women on Venus lived 
tender life, often feeling insecure. Then, blew the 
wind of fate, whereby, one day, a Martian saw a pret-
ty Venusian on Venus whose sight bewitched him. 
He plunged out of his cave and informed his broth-
er Martians about the discovery. They invented a 
spaceship and landed on Venus. Beautiful Venusians 
received them warmly and respectfully. Martians of-
fered love and security to tender Venusians and the 
two became inseparable. Over there, they lived hap-
pily. After a while, they discovered earth and so de-
scended on it. Communication gaps started on earth 
and the charm faded. However still there are men 
and women who still remember their origins and 
live in so much of love. Men and women are meant 
for love, should always be in love with one another. 
A famous Tibetan scholar named Gedun Chophel 
who lived in 19th century had explicitly stated the 
need of both genders. He had been clear that the 
two sexes would invent war ultimately if they didn’t 
mate. Thinking in different grooves would only re-
sult in division. And it’s no fault that men and wom-
en love each other, and need each other. 
It is clear that man and woman enjoy each other’s 
company more despite their sex difference. It’s this 
difference in sex that shines for humanity a charm. 
A woman’s womb or whatsoever shall be mere bar-
ren if it were not the man who sowed the seed. But 
the reproduction isn’t possible even without woman, 
for this would mean man being a lame and deficient. 
Then is the marriage which is ultimately the sacra-
ment or bond that holds them together. Marriage 
happens with love and sometimes arranged. 
“There seems to be a friendship between man and 
woman by nature...For there is a virtue of each and 
they are pleased by this… It seems that children are 
a bond, wherefore marriages without children dis-
solves more quickly. For children are a common 
good for both and what is common holds them to-
gether,” said Aristotle thousands of years before. 
Men and women are destined to love each other. 
While they are in love for one another there should 
be honesty that creates trust, faith that makes fidel-
ity and both should remember one need another for 

the beauty and joy in life. Life is not complete with-
out love, and love is not possible without men and 
women. 

The Tunnel
A tunnel so dark

A winding road ahead
Riddled with questions

Is the exit near or is it just an underpass?
Oh! How do I drive through?

My heart troubled
So is the mind

Wondering..pondering,
Is there a straight answer

To the winding road?

Little do I know it’s an illusion 
The Questions…the Riddles 

The road,,,the tunnel 
Nothing but mere reflections 

Reflections of the self
So I might as well drive through 

While still wondering. Pondering 
But when I pass the tunnel 

I wouldn’t be the same person again 
You see,

That’s what the tunnel was all about

The author is currently pursuing Post Graduate Di-
ploma in Financial Management (PGDFM) 

Dechen Wangmo
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He celebrates with the offerings he compose
Ordinary will he seem to you

While I know what he is to me.
Death is what he tirelessly reminds himself with
Worldly pleasure, the distraction he mull over

Prayers his therapy
For one and for all beings to heal

Hours, minutes and seconds he reckon
To help, help the ailing beings.

With your modern jargon,
What would you title him with?

A gentleman? The noblest ? or an ancient?
Ordinary will he seem to you

While I know what he is to me
He is my Buddha.

The author is currently pursuing Post Graduate Di-
ploma in Public Administration (PGDPA) 

Jigme Zangmo

.........................................................................................

Elegy to our Beloved Sergyal

There is no single man who doesn’t know you
But not your age and parents to be precise

Yet, hundreds of RIMians share a sense of camara-
derie with you

As an alpha man along beds of Olorongchu
You were known among faculties as Wechat

And Sergyal among trainees
So often my friends would place you superior

To some of us who mislead and misguide

“Phoenix rising”
In the midst of red flower,

Tall she stood
Laid down next to her
Were her ultimatum

Her pride or her heart
One, she had to choose

For red demands a sacrifice.
Worn out and abused,

The warrior arose
From the ashes left
Of the preys lost.

She held her ground 
And walked the fire

For one was incomplete without another 
And the trial didn’t deserve her soul.

The author is currently pursuing Post Graduate Di-
ploma in National Law (PGDNL) 

Tshering D Wangmo
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My Buddha

Unidentified is a place he has chosen
Distant beyond, where simply devoted reach
Unworkable will he be to for you to uncover

Yet call him, he is right there by your threshold.
Solitary the best position he finds
Simplicity is his attitude defined

Intelligence, you barely dare to bet
Love and compassion, his embedded duty.

Ordinary will he seem to you
While I know what he is to me.

You necessitate a phone to communicate
He just needs hearts to connect
You hunt for a structure to live

He finds a cave to retreat
You command luscious to eat

He survives on grains he obtain
You party with echoing blare

l i P G
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Renowned for your smartness, friendliness admired
And revered for your composure

Only a man with fortune would hear you bark once 
in a while

Never barking at stranger and racing against run-
ning car

I saw you reluctantly posing for a selfie with trainee 
girls

Accompanying a lone man to a bar and back
You knew all secret routes beneath barbed-wire and 

concrete wall
Not so a fun lover, I observed you roll with a flow
As we passed the ball around you in merriment

You were least bothered to the noises and 
laughter that day

“Sergyal seems to be in deep sleep today”, 
told Karma to the circle

The ball still rolled on under summer heat and sweat
Only to know at the sunset that you won’t be paying 

heed to our laughter,
You went to an eternal rest, never to wake up again
Taking all aback, the news reached all ears instantly.

Paying the last respect to our comradeship
In solidarity we prayed for your quick 

rebirth as human
You will be remembered as 

“Our Beloved Sergyal” always.

The author is currently pursuing Post Graduate Di-
ploma in Public Administration (PGDPA) 

Jigme Zangmo

Use Me or Not? – “Dustbin”

The more you dispose waste in me,
The better I serve my purpose.

And the best,
You become part of the solution.
The lesser you feed me of waste,

The faster the pollution.
And the worst,

You are still part of the problem.
The better you handle me with care,
The longer the duration I can serve.

And together,
We can cleanse our planet.

The more you dirty me,
The cleaner you become.

Provide bin with dust 
And let it be dustbin.

The author is currently pursuing Post Graduate Di-
ploma in Public Administration (PGDPA) 

Jamyang Chophel
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Gyalsey our family  

Tranquility pours the medical portions,
This heals and precipitates the melancholy.
Ablaze the urge and sprouts the bud of knowing
In this dragon land, magnificent Gyalsay was 
born.
The somnolence broke igniting the immense fire 
of happiness
Unanimous prayers of people paid off
 Smiles on every citizen
Danced with the joy and tethered success
Cluttered with the thunder of giggle and nod-
ding
Rainbow bland with the sky and sprinkled the 
rain of honey
Leave fluttered, whistled with the smiling wind 
breeze
Stirred the subjects with their gift.
Some, they call him brother.
Some, they call him king.
Some, they call him son.
Some, they call him pride.
As time age, he will hold the crown,
And the entire citizen will flip the pages of his 
reign. 
May he see beyond the horizon.
Root away the thirst of people
May he drill deep down the success.
Let him glitter and paint the history,
History of the noble sixth king of Bhutan.                

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Sonam Dorji Tamang

Blue Poppy

Standing humble upon the harsh bed, 
Against the nature’s coldest wrath, 
Somnolent to her coldest breath;
So gracefully sat the Gakyidiana.

Though amongst the chaos of cold
There she is so content to grow.

Coloured like the azure sky
Her hue of blue so bright,

An oasis of beauty in desert snow.
Dreamed by the god himself

Like the Eden he had, 
Long time ago. 

Reared by his own love.
Iaso to the dying happiness,

She is to those lost in the barren snow.
Out matched in beauty to Aphrodite herself

Vacillating lively in the wilderness;
Even in the cold she bloomed.

You be astounded by her charismatic
Beauty and bravery.

Seek her out in the heart of Himalayas
Up in the Kingdom of Bhutan.

           

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma 
in Public Administration (PGDPA) 

Sonam Choden
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Pray While You Can

Spending hours gossiping, chatting

Flipping pages of an empty diary

Focusing just on the front line

Enjoying every happiness in the air

We are heading away from truth

That awaits us amidst our journey

Yet the same pattern of life goes

Limited to the idea of living on

Time passes by as a gust of wind

Only to hold beads with grey head

The time of least understanding 

Hearing not what is to be heard

Long lost connection with the Guru

Inevitable psychological physical pain

Repentance and reverse is not there

Pray while you can, the only way

Youth is the season of hope

Best time of life, power of nation

No perfect time will ever come 

Why not make this life worth living?

Pray while we can.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Sonam Zangmo

The Power of Positivity

Life is an intricate blend of happiness, sorrows,        
joy and experiences,

We fall, we cry, we encounter disappointments 
and false promises,

No matter how ugly and harsh your 
situations lead you,

No matter how broken and dejected 
people let you feel,

Life always has so much better to offer.
It keeps on adding that variety of spice

That nurtures your soul with each 
hardship you bear.

Each hardship defines your positivity, your                            
endurance and determination.

And yeah I know! Life never treats you 
the way you wish for,

Or the way you aspire and want it to roll,
But, trust me! More than these disappointments, 

pains and adversities,
Life has an immense invaluable gift to proffer.

Even in the midst of those darkest hours,
There still beams a ray of HOPE to live more,

To endure more and to overcome barriers,
The HOPE to be Positive and Strong, 

Gentle and Wise.
Life is tough at times; it breaks you apart 

and tears you down,
Yet, if you decide to choose the right path, 
Life can teach you, mould you and shape 

you into a better soul.
It is the power of POSITIVITY and P

ATIENCE to move on.
Live your life, be positive, share love and 

happiness abound.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Krishna Lungeli
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trap the other person.
Nothing that’s easy but also nothing ever difficult.

Just let it be and let them be. 
We are what we MEANT to be…..

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Tashi Choden
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Another Side of Love

Love is an endearing emotion
Sounds pleasantly intriguing 

When you first hear and 
Feel overwhelmed when you find first love

However, when you understand the real depth of love 
It’s seemingly a journey from valleys to 
mountains and mountains to valleys.

You will experience a remembrance of staying together,
And unforgettable cherished moments.

On contrary, you will go through pitfalls
But tries to demolish individual’s arguments 

with apologies
And discards exchange of arguments in between, 

Thus, needs all-out efforts to perceive and 
complete the journey.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Financial Management (PGDFM) 
Kelzang Jigme

“The Feeling of Getting Lost in the Book”

The time stands still
When I hold onto that newly bought book,

With the smell like the one from the ground
Few minutes after the rain have stopped.

Blinded from the sight around me,
With a cup of coffee on my right hand side

And spectacles on my nose,
Every word of the page unravels me.

What’s more satisfactory than the moment!
When you realize that you have spent

The last ten hours of your day
Discovering someone’s thoughts expressed 

into words.

Nothing more expensive than this
Everything so precious in it

The sweet, sour, and spicy taste
Of a book written by someone.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Financial Management (PGDFM) 
Tashi Lhamo
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YET, it is a blissful agony

The Moon and You. I hope you encounter eternal bliss.
I hope you continue believing and living despite all the 

cuts and bruises.
There are countless reasons to hold and freeze in 

the moment.
Things get cold and you remain clueless.

You would have been broken, betrayed and 
left in the darkest corner.

BUT IT’S OKAY. There’s reason to everything.
And holding grudge and wishing bad will do no good.

This world is a little too clever but what is the use of being 
clever that leaves the other one shattered???

No knowledge and wisdom is superior that sets hook to 

rently pursuing Diplom
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The cry of my heart

I might have hurt you beyond figures can express
May be for million countless times

Yet we sustained on reasons that might be very few
May be one or some couple of reasons

That we solicited on to not let this bond wither
Does it not amaze you my dear angel,

By the miracle this love display, setting you and me 
on the fire of rage,

And at times aggravating this desire to miss one 
another more and more alike

Should I curse these mighty ranges for blinding me 
from seeing my dearest?   

Or should I vent my frustration on these 
endless roads 

For taking someone close to my heart far 
and far away from my reach?

Should I wish to be a plane to reach you 
thousand times a day?

Or should I wish to be your heart beat, 
an inseparable part of you?

As the sun sets far beyond the western fringes,
And as the dust come crawling across 

the vast emptiness
Blanket of sorrows pull over me and veil me 

as gently as the southern breeze
Too long the night seems when my heart 

mourns your absence,
And tirelessly my eyes weep when I no longer feel 

your warmth on my chest
Come tomorrow! Let me be the first to welcome 

dawn with joy of hope,
And to the rising sun, on her journey to west 

I shall plea
To stop by and tell you that I am madly in 

love with you

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Karma Dorji

Dear Sister, To My Sister
With whom I shared 24 years of my life 

And with whom I will be sharing,
The rest of my days with, 

You are the home
That I long to return. 

Growing up with you around
Life seemed pretty easy 
And utterly beautiful

For, I could avail almost everything 
I wished, with much ease to my glee

As life brought me far and away
Little did I know,

That the things we did together
Will have me miss you more and more

Things aren’t as easy 
As when I had you around

And thus for a while, 
There it got me all shaken up.

However, with distance and my tough times
The love, I receive from you 

Only gets stronger.
No matter how hard my days get 

To have you listen to all my complaints
And tiniest bit of achievements,

It’s simply a wonder
To have a sister like you

The random hush of normal conversation
No more are they discarded with ease
Cause between us, they do the magic
Of adding immense beauty to my life,

To have you enthuse me
Every single day, fuels me to see 
The brightest of the coming days

Our bond must have got its creation
With the universe itself, 

For in me, lives you.
And the one thing I am certain is that
It only gets more precious with time.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Thinley Wangmo
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Stranger in the Coffee Shop

With a hot latte in hand
I bathe the cool morning sun

Draining the sorrows of the life
I sit here aloof

I feel a chilling wind soothing all my pain 
down my spine

Slowly I fall into a deep slumber.
Out in the corner I see an ethereal bearing face 

radiating happiness that we all need 
Who this stranger is?

Is it the desire to succeed?
Or is it the greed we all feel?

Or the envy that we all have that filths our 
mind to kill

Wait let me see again was I wrong?
I see something flickering now?

Is it the goodness that became bright?
Or is it the kindness that glisten gold?
Is it the hopes and dreams of a child?

Who goes hungry to sleep?
On a dead cold night

Without any clothes on his skin
The mist settles down and now

I see it is a child with an exalting smile not 
with a bleak

But a brim of faith he sits
Even though he has nothing to eat

I tried to reach my hand to him 
But like a fading rainbow he disappeared and 

I watched it like the motionless rocks by the rivers 
Swiftly he flowed to eternity. 

Just like the latte flowed through my lap
Gone are the dreams
Gone are the hopes

With the stranger in the coffee shop

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Damchoe Dema

Earth’s Silent Cries

O’man, let I not beseech you
For you are not without me

Your mediocrity is without my grace,
Your nightfall is without my lights,

Your dryness is without my lusciousness,
And your breath without my brilliance

Drop the arms you hold on my head,
Break the hurdles you make around me,

Lift the effluence you drop on me,
And clean the disarray you create to me

Let I not die for you to live,
Or I shall leave and so will you

O’man, look around your ravenousness
And see the commotion you crafted out of me
I grow and you slay, I clean and you clatter

Oh, then when shall we fare together?
Is there edge to what you persist?

Or shall i put a brim to what you boost?

You wipeout away my kinds
Toppled down my trees

Poisoned my space

Blemished me
And left me rage

O’man let I not beseech you 
For you are not without me
Let I not die for you to live,

Or I shall leave and so will you

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Jigme Zangmo
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What is a loner?

A loner he was.
He walked by the shore, uncertain of his steps

Walk in pursuit, his sigh revealed
Pursuit of love, his gait expressed

Eyes open but vision blurred
He slumps by the sand

A pebble he touched, Felt the warmth
Looked for the sun

A blue sky and a fading fire
A vast shore yet step firm

A turbulent roar but silence more
Hopes and heart ready to soar
He rose and stretched to roar
His tone fade before he pour

He waits
Another sun, another morning, another run.

He is no poet 
Rubbernecking at you and hankering for verse

His emotion has a rhythm 
His thoughts rhyme

He curled and stretched to hear his heart chime 
He dived deep- in a place out of reach

He flied high- in a space firmly obscure
He scribbled about pain in his glory
He wrote about bliss in his despair

He sang of victory in his defeat
And he carved of honor in his disgrace

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Public Administration (PGDPA) 
Jigme Zangmo

Dreams Can Turn to Nightmares

Winter comes and summer fades
Here we are, just the same.

Don’t need pressure, don’t need change
Let’s not give up, the game of life away.

Heavy words are hard to take
Under pressure, precious things can break.

How I feel is hard to fake
So let’s not pretend that we are okay.

The dreams which I dreamt 
 Now like footprints on the sand

Swept away by the winds of destiny
Nothing seems to last forever anyway.

Now in silence I am living 
With only whispers from the past

That fades away as time passes
And with it taking everything away.

Yes, my dream turned to nightmare
That took away me from myself.

So, I see no reason to hate
I claim no reason to love.

The author is currently pursuing Diploma in Diploma in 

Financial Management (PGDFM) 
Kelzang Jigme
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Leave!

When you told me to leave
it was hard as a bolt 

hitting me down straight 
through the head 

and out to the toes!
It pierced in-

Punctured 
all my gut

and it went out; 
formless
shapeless

rently pursuing Diplom



Page 20

Gut-devoid
and deflated!

My courage died 
a brutal death

and confidence shook
as though a rope walker
falling down from his 

much owned art!
I walked the lonely road 
for day in and day out
Strolled the alleyways

pretending fine to each passer by
A grin squeezed from the fractured visceral

A gin off the sore pouch
A glisten from the drenched eyes

A laugh off the empty hopes!
There is an array-

a volley
a parade

a swarm and etc. etc., 
that dearth of death I died 
when you told me to leave

And still 
I could but not leave

and yet 
I could but think, dream, and savor 

your presence in me!
I’ll do anything 

But not leave! Not leave!
You are Love and will be loved

All and ever!

I hate when you CRY!!!

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Public 
Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Tashi Gyeltshen

She was lying on her bed lifeless. She was lying in her 
hostel room and three of her roommates were sleeping 
calmly. She did not want to disturb them with her sobs. 
This was the first time she couldn’t bear the distance be-
tween her and him. As she hugged her pillow and wept 
to herself, she remembered the times they spent together 
a week back. He invited her to his place where they spent 
three days together. They walked on beaches at night, 
shared intimate moments and ended up making love at 
late hours. Incredible fate connected them and she loved 
it so much that she ached to be with him. 

“Here’s your ticket and call me as soon as you reach col-
lege.” He instructed as she looked at him with teary eyes. 
They were standing at the bus station. As tears slipped 
from her eyes, he reached to wipe them off. “I hate when 
you cry.....I love you sweetheart.”  His words echoed in her 
heart which made her cry harder as she tried to hold her 
painful voice inside. “You want me to make you smile?” 
He asked as she nodded in response. He searched for 
something in his pocket and slipped in her finger. “Will 
you marry me?” A smile reached her face unable to hold 
the sudden surge of happiness that ran in her heart but 
nodded in refusal. He was confused as he frowned. “How 
long will you love me? Year or two.....How long? I will 
love till my last breathe.” He said with the serious look. “I 
promise.” There was something in his eyes as if he meant 
to keep that promise and scared her. A sudden blast of 
horn made her turn as her bus was ready to leave, so she 
embraced him with heavy heart. “I love you.” she said as 
if her voice revealed how much she meant those words.

Last night he called her. She was happy to hear his voice 
in her sleep as he kept talking to her three hours and by 
that time she was wide awake. She tried to hang up and 
go back to sleep but he wouldn’t agree. “Tell me how 
much you love me.” He had said for tenth time in be-
tween and she would obey him blowing a kiss on the cell. 
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“Now go to sleep.” “I don’t feel like sleeping.” He said in 
tired voice. She had known him for a long time but today 
he was reluctant to hang up. Every time he would make 
an excuse and engross her in some romantic conversa-
tion as she dismissed the idea of hanging up. “It’s almost 
morning!” she said checking out her watch. “Tashi, I love 
you sweetheart and go to sleep. You have job tomorrow.” 
“I don’t want to hang up. I miss you Peday.” He said in 
heavy voice. “I want you here by my side.” “Tashi.” she 
was out of words at his craziness. She realized that as the 
moments were passing by, his voice was growing weaker 
and tired. “Tashi, Are you okay?” She asked in worry as 
she could make out he was having problem keeping up 
conversation. “Never felt better.” He said in slow husky 
voice. “It’s just that I am falling asleep.” “I think you 
should sleep now.”She said finally. “I guess so...” “I love 
you Peday.” “I love you too.” She said and hung up think-
ing that he must have fallen asleep.

She tried to sleep as her eyelids felt heavy when a sudden 
vibration of her cell made jump. Tashi’s number made 
her blush as she smiled and received his call. “Tashi...
go to sleep!” she said firmly but and unrecognized voice 
greeted her. “Hello...Who is this?” She asked in worried. 
“Who are you? How do you know Tashi?” A voice asked 
on other end. “I am Tandin.” He answered as her heart 
raced. “I m doctor of JDWNRH and I am sorry to inform 
you that Tashi has passed away fifteen minutes back.” 
Peday could feel her world shatter as these words hit her 
like hammer and she could feel her body grow numb. 
Dr. Tandin explained her about Tashi’s accident two days 
back and he had a severe brain hemorrhage. Peday could 
not believe that Tashi is no more as she grabbed her cell 
to dial his number when a message blinked on her mo-
bile. “Peday...I am sorry to leave you but I tried to keep 
my promise that I will love you till my last breath. Baby, 
even i am not with you... remember that i still love you 
and will protect you forever. I will miss you! Goodbye.” 
Tashi was gone and she knew that he would never return 
again as she laid awake and drifted to restless sleep. At 
morning, when she checked her phone, there was a mes-
sage to her. “I hate it when you cry.... I love you!”

The Poet

The author is currently pursuing 
Post Graduate Diploma in Public 
Administration (PGDPA)

Author: Kezang Choden

His eyes were glassy and staring. His expression was 
blank, lips a perfectly straight line, breathing evenly, and 
eyes that gazed into the space before him, lost.  Halle, 
an enthusiastic poet tore pages after pages from his di-
ary and threw them in the fire. The papers caught fire 
and crinkled up before turning to ashes, labored artistic 
words gone for good.  
As more and more pages got burnt, the fire grew. It be-
came so furious the flames shined in Halle’s eyes. Maybe 
it was the heat a slight headache drummed its way around 
his head. Suddenly the fire siren went out and a deafen-
ing ring echoed in the house, ringing so consistently it 
pierced right into Halle’s brain. 
He dropped the book, fell on his knees and stayed there, 
crouched down and head in his hands, until his wife 
came inside. 
“Goodness, Halle!” she said, and rushed into the kitchen. 
She came back with a bucket of water which she poured 
over the fire. 
Outside, a black cat arched its back and yowled. It slyly 
walked around an egg, a snake’s egg. The snake, just a few 
yards away, silent and vigilant, watched.
Halle got up on his feet when his wife came with a broom-
stick. As she began to sweep ashes off the blackened floor, 
he retreated inside the kitchen. There, he put the kettle on 
stove and dropped five potatoes in it, each making a soft 
plop sound as it hit the boiling water. 
Then he took out the kitchen knife and began peeling off 
a radish. His fingers slipped and the blade sliced right 
through his thumb at the same time the cat cried. Blood 
gushed out of Halle’s wound and dribbled on the table. 
The cat wreathed, scratched and lunged but the snake 
coiled harder around it, striking out a few times, biting 
the black cat with its venomous fangs. The cat twitched a 
little before it moved no more.
Halle held out his hand for his wife to see. She fetched the 
First-aid kit and bandaged his thumb. “The cat is dead,” 
she said. “Start writing again.” 
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CAMPUS EVENT

Zhenphen free BCSE Main Exam Coaching

RIM Zhenphen Tshogpa organized free coaching for uni-
versity graduates appearing Bhutan Civil Service Exami-
nation. More than 250 graduates attended the four days 
classes from 10th to 14th of September which are been 

facilitated by trainee volunteers and few esteemed facili-
tators from different organizations on voluntary basis. 
The coaching classes covered almost all required subjects 
for general graduates which include Dzongkha, English, 
General Knowledge and Current affairs, Socio-political 
and social-economics, and Translation. Upon repeated 
request from graduates, Zhenphen also conducted mock 
for Viva-Voce for about 60 graduates from 16th to 18th 
of September across all categories of General and Techni-
cal graduates including Teacher graduates. Light refresh-
ments were also been served by RIM Zhenphen to the 
participants.

Declamation competition at DYS
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ESTABLISHMENT

The Royal Institute of Management was established in 1986 as the country’s apex management in-
stitute. It has been mandated to “impart, promote and improve professional knowledge and skills 
in management and public administration in both public as well as private sector in the nation.” 
It was incorporated as an autonomous Institute under the Royal Charter, 1990 with a Board of 
Directors as its governing authority.

VISION
“A Center of Excellence in Management Education, Training and Research”

MISSION
“To develop professionally and socially responsible managers and leaders who contribute to the 
sustainable development of government, community and private sector organisations.”

STRATEGIES
In realizing the above vision and Mission, RIM has identified 6 key strategic areas:

• Position RIM as a nationally and internationally recognised centre of excellence in management develop-

ment & policy research

• Benchmark RIM programs & services for national & international credibility

• Be recognised for the quality of advisory & research services

• Develop partnerships & networking arrangements with regional & international management training 

institutions to leverage their reputation & access their intellectual capital

• Generate revenue to support future sustenance, provide incentives for faculty & attract high expertise.

• Build the profile of faculty through increasing academic qualifications at the Masters and PhD level, and 

by attracting international faculty.

32 years of Dedicated Service towards Management Development of the Nation
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