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’Her World: Through Her
Eyes!’ 
For our 16 days of activism campaign, we
had asked women from the team and the
communities to capture their worlds
through their eyes to which we heard
many respond, “Nobody’s every asked us
how we view the world.” This month’s
newsletter is an ode to these women.
The women captured darkness, laughter,
friendship, isolation, work, frustration,
calm and so much more. So here’s a
little snippet of some women’s world
through her eyes. 

Vibushita 
Communications and Narrative
Buildiong

P R A V A
A L I C I A
V I B U
T H E J A S W I N I
M E R L I N



2025 RESOLUTIONS
Written by Vibu and Alicia

Vibu

To not doubt myself and assume I’m
overthinking if I’m scared when I’m
walking down the street to get my
groceries 
Be kinder to myself
Explore new pubs and cafes
Stop excusing misogynistic behaviour
Build solidarity
Take up space.  

I’ve always been
apprehensive about
new year’s resolutions.
They’re vague,
overwhelming  and
most of the time, I
don’t even know if I
want to really do those
things. This year, my
resolutions capture
what I want, what
makes sense for my
world. Here’s my list:
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I  w a s  m a r r i e d  o n c e .
w e  h a d  a  s i m p l e  k i n d  o f  l o v e ,
o n e  t h a t  f e l t  l i k e
w e  d i d n ' t  n e e d  t o  t r y .
i t  w a s  j u s t . . . t h e r e .
e a s y  t o  a s s e m b l e ,
n o  d i r e c t i o n s  n e e d e d .

I  s h o u l d  h a v e  l i s t e n e d
w h e n  t h e y  t o l d  m e  t h a t
h e a r t s  b u i l t  l i k e  t h i s
a r e  t h e  o n e s  t h a t  b r e a k
t h e  f a s t e s t .  a  l i t t l e  t o o  m u c h
u s e  a n d  t h e  s c r e w s  c o m e
u n d o n e  a n d  t h e  p i e c e s
b e c o m e  t o o  h a r d  t o  f i n d .

I t  d i d n ' t  e n d  w e l l .
I  s t i l l  b e l i e v e  m o r e
o f  m y  p a r t s  w e n t  m i s s i n g  t h a n  h i s ,
b u t  w h a t  h e a r t  i s n ' t  l o s t
w h e n  i t  i s  w a i t i n g  f o r  t h e
e n d  o f  l o v i n g  s o m e o n e ?

I  s t i l l  h a v e  s c a r r e d  k n e e s
f r o m  c r a w l i n g  t h r o u g h  m y  d e v a s t a t i o n ,
b u t  s o m e w h e r e  a l o n g  t h e  w a y
I  f o u n d  m y s e l f ;  y o u  d o n ' t   n e e d  a  m a n  t o  c o m p l e t e   y o u .   
Y o u  n e e d  t o  b e l i e v e  a n d  t r u s t  y o u r s e l f  m o r e  a n d  m o r e  
A n d  n e v e r  g i v e  u p  o n  y o u r s e l f   
F o r  a n y t h i n g

BEING FREE IS BEAUTIFUL
Anonymous



CROSSWORD

Scan for answer key



இருத்தலின்  
எதிரொலிகள்
Written by Merlin Jeeno



ECHOES OF EXISTENCE 
(translation of the poem above)

Written by Merlin Jeeno

My eyes,
Has been a mirror to my soul from the

moment I took my first breath.
I yearned for dawn's golden light,

And sunsets that painted the sky with
delight.

Instead, I saw the world's twisted frame,
A reality that bore no resemblance to my

dreams' name.
I struggled to to fit the mold,

I became the pillar, the rock, the guiding
light, all day long.

But in the silence, I whisper to my heart,
"Is this what happiness feels like? A

distant, fading art?



I’m on the bus. The bus I take everyday to work. 
There’s a man a few rows ahead of me who watched me
intensely when I got on. His eyes haven’t left me since. I
know it can’t be comfortable for him, with his head turned
180 degrees, but still he persists. 
I ignore it, this happens all the time and its easier this way.
Though, when he starts talking to me, asking me questions,
then demanding a friendly response, I become more and
more uncomfortable. He starts shouting and I wish the bus
would just hurry up and get to my stop.
There’s other men on the bus too. 
Finally, one man gets up. He waited until the first man
approached me aggressively before he intervened, the
verbal harassment wasn’t enough.

 

MY PROTECTOR...
Alicia Edwards-Farrer



He’s confrontational towards the man, shouting and
instructing him to leave me alone. It’s all very awkward. 
The first man backs down. 
I should be grateful. Yet, I can’t help thinking, as he now slinks
down next to me on the bus, who was he doing that for… I
smile hesitantly back. 
Does he think I owe him now? 
He asks if I am okay, his hand now touching my thigh. I know
now that he did not do that for me, he did it for himself, to
boost his ego, to feel powerful, to feel in control. I can’t help
thinking, if I was less attractive, would he have stepped in?
My protector, my saviour.
Once again, a man holds the power over me in this situation.
He gets to choose whether he intervenes. He gets to decide if
it’s worth it. My reaction and response to him is another
commodity that he is trying to earn. A macho show for me to
watch, how lucky I should be. 
Now, I am forced into entertaining a conversation with him -
his reward. 
Today, he goes home the hero. He dreams of saving the girl.
The fairytale knight in shining armour.
I go home still tense. Dreaming that, for one day, I could have
peace on the bus. 
 

MY PROTECTOR...
Alicia Edwards-Farrer
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THROUGH MY EYES
Thejaswini Suresh

Since 2010, December has been a favorite and happy month
to me personally, as my two angels were born in December.

As years have passed and now 2024 ends and 2025 began, I
would want to recall few of my important learnings from past
2 years. 2023 and 2024 had been the most unforgettable times
of difficulties and challenges. In 2023, I lost my dearest soul
partner father. He is not only my real hero, He showcased me
the inspirations to face, fight with oneself. He showed me the
path of my goals
and reasons for my living. He was a King in his own way.

In 2024, I lost the nearest person mother-in-law too. She was
the actual feminist with innocence I have been with. As I had
a journey of 15 years with her, all her ideologies, spirit of
being winner, dialogues of questions, tasks and lifestyle, she
ruled the entire family like a lioness throughout all the
struggles. Her stories also inspire me to move forward. Her
teachings in 15 years have showed me great way of handling
personal lives.

These two were main people in my life. After losing each of
them I could really see the trends of the world out there with
more promptly in a gender lens. Its 2025, yet while a woman
loses her partner our society’s approach, views and
perceptions are inclined towards moralistic and draws ‘N’
number of limitations and beliefs to suppress her based on
each of their flexibility and convivences. It starts with the
basic dressing to way she talks and places she needs to visit
and her immediate behaviors. She cannot show her
frustrations.



On the other side, while a man loses his partner, he too
suffers loneliness. Whereas our communities look at it
is not the same as woman. Burden lies with him that he
cannot vent out his emotions in front of anyone because
he is particular gender and head of the family.

Women are restricted from attending the events, losing
authority. Often my mother was pointed and reminded
of superstitious beliefs. While Men are not considered
for the same restrictions that our society believes in. It’s
the privilege that society provides unconsciously. It has
been a continuum and I keep the effort of moving ahead
to break the pattern.

For me it comes out to be a learning, coping-up and
responding mechanism to deviate and start
from the point of thinking of action to deter and
solution orientation.

Through my eyes I manifest to have equitable spaces
and platforms to share experiences and break
patterns of judgements.

THROUGH MY EYES
Thejaswini Suresh
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