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“MANIC WOMEN OF ERON”  

CHAPTER 1 

Far across the ocean, lay an island country named Eron and this story chronicles the extraordinary lives of three 
women from three different generations in this country. The three women: Gini, Josephine and Alice lived in a 
town called Falis. Falis was a pastureland, full of frozen lakes with tiny cottages covered with moss. The noble 
king of Eron, Lord Galax, who lived in Falis, with his wife and daughter, could be frequently seen gardening in 
the lawn of his glass bungalow, the only bungalow in the entire town. 

When Galax’s wife Josephine was a little girl, she would talk incessantly with her mother, inspite of hating her 
mother like a rape victim would hate her rapist. 

On the darkest and most significant day of her life, Josephine, then a girl of eight, was chattering away, while 
her six-month-old brother Eizac was sleeping on a baby pink bedsheet which had a white floral design. 
Hurriedly, Josephine uttered the words “I will take care of Eizac” before hanging up the phone call with her 
mother. Her mother Gini sure had a way of demanding the most cultured behavior from Josephine. Josephine 
was to look after her brother for four days, decreed her mother while she was away for a honeymoon with her 
new husband. How Josephine wished to join them on the honeymoon! Josephine was flushed with admiration 
for her new stepfather. The third husband was like a delightful rain for Josephine after a long and dry summer. 
Eizac was a burden she had inherited from her previous stepfather, her mother’s second husband.  

The third husband-his name was Kolin Matenzy- the mysterious man of forty who had apparently charmed his 
way into her thirty-five years old mother’s aged and experienced heart. Yes, Gini was thirty-five and her third 
marriage felt like an obligation to a society which prided itself on the culture of moving on, on the culture of 
breaking free from the chains of the past. 

But Josephine never failed to betray a satisfaction, a content smile, after each conversation with her new 
stepfather. It turned out that in each conversation, Kolin promised to buy a new male doll for the eight-year-old 
Josephine.  

Gini, Josephine’s mother, had a withered face with watery eyes making her look like an aged witch. And 
Josephine had never loved her, for her mother was a dictator. But Josephine would fantasize about Kolin as if 
he was some fairyland. No, not a fantasy in appearance, though. Kolin was short, plump, white-skinned and had 
a nearly bald head with grey strands of hair sprouting haphazardly with no clear pattern. But his eyes and voice 
were a magical treat for Josephine. His eyes glittered like new pearls on black velvet and his voice was the most 
soothing and beautiful one she had ever heard. Each time Kolin spoke, Josephine would feel as if waves of cold 
ocean were flowing inside her, as if larks were singing. 

“But there must be a way. We both can run away you know”, said Kolin to Josephine. As he said this, he wiped 
the sweat from his forehead with his white cotton handkerchief. And how Josephine wished that Falis would 
one day get a winter break! 

“Will you not miss my mother?” 

“Oh, I never married her for love.” 
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And the eight-year-old mind could not figure out what to say. She stayed quiet for a few minutes, looking 
straight ahead and then stealing a quick glance at the third husband. 

Josephine touched Kolin’s arm and whispered into his ears, “But where will we run away to?” 

“To a doll house, as grand as the White House.” 

“Oh, I have never seen the White House.” 

“Neither have I. But someone told me that it is the grandest place to live.” 

Josephine frowned.  

Kolin continued, “I am thinking of running for President.” 

And Josephine protested, “No, my mother cannot live in the White House.” 

Kolin smiled affectionately and looked at Josephine curiously, searching for an expression of satisfaction on her 
face. “Well, Josephine, you are right. She will not be the First Lady you know.” And Josephine gave the most 
beautiful smile on hearing this statement. She repeated after Kolin, “She will not be the First Lady you know.” 
And they both burst into laughter like madmen. 

“But I have been the First Lady”, came a cold hoarse voice behind them. “And I do not wish to be the First 
Lady again.” 

And Josephine’s mother, tall and grave, stood in front of them with her elbows crossed. Then a grin revealing 
her snowy white teeth stained with blood frightened Josephine and Kolin. Kolin stammered, “I was talking 
about dolls, my lady. So many male dolls in Josephine’s collection. Josephine is looking for a bride for her 
dolls. She doesn’t know polyandry is not a part of our culture, you know” and Kolin pretended to laugh. 

Josephine’s mother glared at Kolin and said in a menacing tone, “Well, look at me, Mr. Kolin Matenzy. 
Polyandry certainly is in fashion; it runs in my veins.”  

Josephine felt helpless and clueless. Slowly she gathered some courage and looked straight into her mother’s 
dull eyes, pointed towards Kolin and asked, “Mama, do you love him?” 

“Well, I don’t marry for love, have never married for love. My first marriage was a result of my greed to 
become the First Lady. My second marriage was an escape from my impotent first husband; I wanted a child, 
you see. And my third marriage. I need to get rid of you Josephine; I should have never adopted you in the first 
place. In my third divorce, I will give legal custody of Josephine to Kolin Matenzy.”, and as Gini finished the 
last sentence, she shrieked with laughter. 

So, ten-year-old Josephine moved into her stepfather Kolin’s ancestral bungalow at Falis, after a bloodless 
divorce battle of two years. Bloodless, it was, while everyone expected, blood to be involved. Gini, thirty-eight 
years now. Everyone knew Gini’s history as an orphan and a criminal. It was expected that she would have 
someone murdered to win the divorce battle.  

 

CHAPTER 2 

The sunlight penetrated into the damp room through the dusty windows and lit up the bedsheet, a bedsheet 
spotted with red. A plain white bedsheet with stains of blood, making it look like a cherry blossom tree. The 
house was empty since several days and it looked like the owners of the house were not scared of being robbed, 
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as they had left a door unlatched. Once again, Gini broke into the house through an unlatched gate in the 
backyard of the house. She could be arrested for trespassing on the property of the most famous philanthropist 
she knew. Ah, but the wife- the angriest woman on earth, asserting her selfish fury on a husband renowned for 
his selflessness. 

Gini was living on the edge between a meaningless life and a meaningful death- a death which had been 
attributed meaning by the priests and astrologers of Eron. She had nothing to lose. Homeless, clothed sparsely 
in faded torn dirty rags and on the verge of dying of starvation. Her fate depended on who in the Honborn 
couple will find her first. If it is the amiable Mr Honborn, she would be taken care of. If it is Mrs Honborn, she 
would be handed over to the equally affable police. 

Sixteen years of poverty. Five years in orphanage. And now, maybe, it will be a few protected years in prison, 
protected for at least she would be fed and clothed. Gini, the sixteen-year-old vagabond, was not afraid of the 
blunt jaws of law. 

Well, she did not know when the Honborns would arrive. She had been here for two days. She had dared to 
sleep on their bed and wet it with menstrual blood. 

She could hear footsteps thudding, the sound of footsteps getting louder and within a minute, the Honborns 
were looking at her with a horrified expression. Gini laughed a hearty laugh while staring at the philanthropist 
of the decade. She had seen his photograph back in the orphanage where her childhood years had been 
drowned. The Honborn Orphanage. She was forced to worship this man, to be grateful to this man, who had 
given his wealth for the maintenance of the orphanage. But now, now, she wanted to spit at his face. 

“Hello Gini” said Mr Honborn in a faint, nervous voice. 

Gini was shocked to find out that she had a name. She, all her life, had known herself as ‘Girl 31”, her identity 
was stamped in a number allotted to her in the orphanage. 

Gini bowed down her head and avoided looking at the couple by turning around and pointing to the bed, 
“There. I will bleed myself to death on this bed.” 

“Oh, come on Gini, come here. Come near me.” said Mr Honborn softly and extended his hand to her in the 
hope of touching the famous cold fingers which had sent the town into a frenzy. Those fingers must be 
controlled, some priest had ordained. And now, each of her fingers had a ring; rings which Mr Honborn had 
bought sixteen years ago. Supreme superstition, a blind faith in astrology, a fascination with movement of stars 
reigned over the city. Priests had said that Gini must wear a ring on each of her fingers. Gini was told that she 
would die a brutal death if she dared to remove the rings from her fingers. 

Mr Honborn freed his arm from his wife’s clutch and held Gini’s right hand. Her hands were cold as ice, as 
they had been since her birth. You could see her hands trembling. Mr Honborn shuddered at the sight of the 
frightening violent tremors in her fingers. 

Mrs Honborn said in a commanding tone, “Sit down Gini. “ 

Gini sat down on the faded yellow coloured sofa. 

“Now tell me Gini. Do you know anything about your biological parents?”, asked Mr Honborn softly, with an 
almost inaudible voice. 

“No. I asked everyone. No one knew anything about my parents.” 

“Very well. You can stay with us you know. We will take care of you.” 
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Gini swiftly pulled out a gun from her bag and pointed it towards Mr Honborn and within a few seconds, Mr 
Honborn was lying dead on the mosaic floor. Her famous fingers were a means for murder- a possibility that 
had horrified the town on her birth. 

Then, Gini looked at Mrs Honborn and grinned.  

“He killed my father, didn’t he? You were his mistress; he was your so-called lover. So much for love. So much 
for love.” 

“So, Mr Honborn had murdered Gini’s father in order to marry Gini’s mother. So much for sexual jealousy. So 
much for sexual jealousy.” said Mrs Honborn triumphantly. 

 

CHAPTER 3 

It was a long thrilling night on the terrace of Josephine’s apartment, with a cool breeze enchanting the 
atmosphere. They were bursting crackers and munching popcorn all night,staring at the sky for hours.Josephine 
and Eizac were celebrating their nation’s conquest of Koptik House. Many countries had tried to break into 
Koptik House. But it was only Eron which had succeeded in hoarding all the exotic flowers living in Koptik 
House. Josephine decided to name the flowers Jeevika. Jeevika flowers were their gateway to building artificial 
intelligence. These flowers could perceive, but could not speak.  

If you shouted at these flowers, they would turn into a pale grey. If you put them in water, they would turn into 
a bright red. Jeevika became the nation’s pet and was sought after like the rarest breed of dogs nearing its 
extinction. 

Josephine and Eizac were laughing their hearts out on the terrace.The sky was colourful because of 
fireworks.But they decided that they must begin the war again. They must remove their king Galax. 

“Where is my voice?”- these words appeared on the door of Koptik House after a day of the nation’s famous 
conquest. 

“We must tame the flowers.” Josephine said, getting up from the terrace floor. 

“Yes. Jeevika must go through brainwashing” replied her brother Eizac. 

“No. Call it conditioning” retorted Josephine. 

“Well, use euphemisms if you want,but we both know the gravity of our crimes.” 

Josephine shouted,“Crime. How dare you call it crime? We are fighting for our rights! Kings are criminals,not 
the subjects.”  

“Violence is a crime,irrespective of our intentions and end goals.” said Eizac firmly as if he was reading out 
one of God’s Ten commandments. 

“Violence must be the means if we seek justice.” 

Josephine said nothing. It was exhausting to talk to Eizac. 

Josephine went downstairs slowly. 

“We were more ruthless than our king. We stole some Jeevika flowers from a nearby shop and killed those 
flowers by depriving them of water.We crushed the dried flowers and buried them in the soil of our garden. 
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Two days later,we were arrested. Our father Kolin was rich and we got bail.But this was our plan. We were 
thieves. We would prove that the king is incapable of maintaining law and order in our nation. We would wreak 
havoc in our nation.”, announced Josephine in front of the three other rebels. 

They were a group of four. Four youngsters who had decided that the Koptik House Revolution will go down 
into the otherwise dull textbooks of history. 

Garima was smoking a cigarette. Harsh was drinking a glass of wine.Josephine was staring  at the ceiling and 
her brother Eizac was glued to his phone. They were classic examples of youth gone astray,or atleast that is 
what the newspapers said about them.It didn’t matter on which side of the political discourse the media outlet 
was. Left wing, right wing, pro-establishment and anti-establishment,all media houses were against them. And 
yet,they fought. They fought to get back what was the rightful autonomy of Koptik House. Koptik House does 
not belong to anyone,Josephine said. Our king does not have the right to seize the flowers of Koptik 
House,Eizac declared. 

Next day’s newspaper headline read “Koptik House does not exist “. 

They were all astonished.Then where did the Jeevika flowers come from? The headline was followed by a 
picture of the king with his cunning smile and was not followed by any article or text. 

Of course,no citizen of the nation had seen Koptik House. Josephine and her gang had not found any 
photograph of the House. But they believed in the House,because it was their only way to regain their lost 
autonomy. Indeed, when Koptik House would find back its voice,they would find back their voice,said 
Josephine. 

“The king was killing humans recklessly and we four are killing Jeevika flowers recklessly. The mystery of 
Jeevika flowers has to be solved”, Eizac said. 

Josephine did not know love. She knew only freedom. And little by little, she learnt to spare the lives of the 
Jeevika flowers. For she may not love flowers, but the flowers must be free to live. The king may not love her, 
but he must let her live freely. 

She was absconding.She was fleeing from media. She was were running from the king.And the whole world 
welcomed her as she and her gang flew to other nations of the world.  

“Strangely,ours was the only nation that did not like us. We were flying from country to country. And we 
realized that no country liked our king. We ran from nation to nation. And we could not stay in any nation for 
long.”noted Eizac. 

“And at the end, we were tired of running. Our faces were white as sheet. How long can we run from our king? 
They would soon catch us. After all, we were thieves. But the king was a mass murderer. He has no right to rule 
over the justice system and law enforcement of our country.Suddenly, I was getting scared of how impulsive 
we four were. But,we must find out the truth. What was Koptik House?” wrote down Josephine in her diary. 

“And we realized that the entire world was against us four. Koptik House was fiction. It was an imaginary place 
created by global and national media. There was a worldwide conspiracy against us four. The whole world 
wanted to prove that we were criminals.They knew that we would steal the flowers if they created a narrative 
that there was a treasured location with exotic flowers. 

But Jeevika flowers were magical- this was no fiction.But where had these flowers come from?” Josephine 
wondered aloud. 
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Josephine woke up from her dream. “I was horrified. I was a criminal in this nightmare. And in real life, I was 
the opposite. I knew love. I believed in obedience. And I knew that the magical Jeevika flowers were tokens of 
romantic love in the real world. And I was a wife. I was the wife of the king. The king would order the exotic 
flowers specially for me. And I could not imagine revolting against my husband.” wrote Josephine in her diary. 

 

CHAPTER 4 

“Under the starry sky, we did not know when time passed and how it was daylight again. The grass was wet 
from yesterday’s rain and we were not scared of catching cold. Josephine, our mother, beautiful mother called 
us from behind, with her angelic voice. We both ran to her and kissed both of her cheeks-red rosy cheeks. I 
touched her hair, her arms and buried my head in her lap. 

Next day, our mother was nowhere to be seen. It looks like both mother and father have abandoned us. It has 
been a few days since my father disappeared. Today, my mother has vanished. The silver lining in this situation 
was that we were not dependents. We both had high paying corporate jobs and could sustain ourselves 
financially. But we did not know how to survive emotional and psychological trauma. 

Next day, we filed a police complaint. We reported the disappearance of our parents and got the case covered 
by major media channels. We expected sympathy from journalists. 

My parents were investigative journalists and their disappearance was not entirely astonishing.  

Next day, the news headlines said that six dead bodies had been found in an isolated hut in a rural region called 
Falis. We decided we must go and see the bodies ourselves. 

The bodies were not of our parents. They were of six children, each child of a different faith. Their families had 
been traced and they were Sikhs, Christians, Muslims, Hindus, Jains and Buddhists. Falis, an otherwise remote 
region, was known as the quintessential model of inter-faith harmony, of religious peace and brotherhood. The 
murder of these children was symbolic, a dark message from terrorists who could not bear to see peace among 
different religious communities. 

Eventually, we came to know that our parents knew of the conspiracy against the children from confidential 
sources and had tried to track down the criminals, taking law into their hands. 

Two months later, the criminals were caught, arrested and imprisoned for life. After a rigorous questioning 
session, they revealed that they knew nothing about our parents. 

After a year later, my parents came back. I did know exactly how I felt about this- it was a mixture of shock and 
relief, bewilderment and gratitude. 

“Where were you both?”, the words spilled out from my mouth. 

“We went on an assignment of tracking criminals”, said my beautiful mother, in her angelic voice. 

“But did the criminals know that you both were on a mission to catch them?” 

“No. We were in disguise.” 

My father said firmly with a stern expression to me, “Ask no further questions.”  

My father was the king of the nation in disguise. His commands were words of law for everyone. I must shut up 
and ask no further questions.” 
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Alice closed her diary, after she was done writing. Alice was Josephine’s daughter.  

CHAPTER 5 

Alice went out to roam in the streets of Falis with no destination in mind. She was wandering tirelessly, until 
she spotted someone following her. This was nothing strange. She belonged to the most notorious family ever. 
Of course, there would be stalkers. She was walking straight and suddenly turned around to have a clearer look 
at the figure following her. It was a woman. And the woman looked at her eyes first, then at her fingers. 

Making a swift turn towards the right, Alice dashed into the wall. There she was, the bewitching beauty, 
smiling at everyone who dared to look into her grey eyes, with her forehead bleeding as a result of a deliberate 
clash with the wall. And glaring at those, who had the audacity to look at her fingers. Gini’s fingers, her 
grandmother’s fingers were meant for murder. She had heard it from the folks of Falis. Some men would also 
say that Gini had murdered the six children belonging to six different faiths. 

Falis was a town in Eron, a country with constitutional monarchy. They had a President, a White House and a 
King.  

Alice’s father and Josephine’s husband- Lord Galax was the king who ruled over Eron. However, only the wife 
and daughter knew that Galax was also an investigative journalist. Dressed as the ruler of Eron and ultimate 
legal authority of the nation, he would conduct raids and sting operations. And then, he would pretend to be 
anonymous and publish reports under a pseudonym – Henry.  

Josephine had just dreamt about herself as a young raging revolutionary. She shared her dream with her 
daughter Alice. Alice sunk into a medley of thoughts. How different is it, to wage war against media and to 
wage war against the state? One would be state terrorism and other would be a civil war. And they both have 
such different implications. Now that her father was both a journalist and a king, revolting against him was a 
paradox, a dichotomy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


