Chapter 5
The piercing ring of her phone dragged her groggily into a state of semi-awareness. Nicky had not had a good nights sleep. She had literally spent half the night worrying and obsessing over her mistake with Matty, twisting her rattan chinlone ball nervously in her hands. Throw on top of that, the fact she was coming of an intense term at Uni., what with Advanced Plasma Fundamentals and Faey calculus, it was a wonder she wasn’t totally barmy as a bandicoot.

Nicky didn’t have to even glance at the phone, to know who was calling her. With eyes still closed, she reached over to the bedside dresser and brought the phone to her ear and half groaned, triggering the response and opening up the line.

A happy awake and chipper voice spoke loudly in Burmese, “Hna ma, min ga lar bar!” <young sister, good morning! >

“A Ma, be na nai to bi le?” <what time is it, older sister?> 

“It’s nine thirty, you lazy cow. When I your age, I was already up, had fed the chickens and had brought water for my family from the river, you lazy Aussie bitch!” Nanda answered in English, with some amusement in her voice.

“Well you can go fly a.....” said Nicky, grumpily.

“Excuse me!” replied Nanda. “Kya nau ma thi bu!” < I don’t seem to be able to understand you>

“In glei za-ga thah de lu di ma shi la?” <Is there someone here who speaks any English??> replied Nicky. 

“What you saying, you no understand me? What you think I am speaking? Thai? Hna ma <young sister>, I speaks to you like Aussie and in one second your gonna get a reward for your mouth!” added Nanda with a little bit of heat.

By now Nicky was wide-awake, and started to laugh, and knew some quick face saving had to be produced. She was always slow to wake up, and knew that her mouth could get her into trouble before her brain was fully running. She loved to tease her friend, but knew that there were lines not to cross.

“A ma, chit pa de!” < older Sister, you know I love you!> She said down the phone.

“I love you too, silly girl. Now get up and come here, we need to speak.”

“No worries, I’ll be there in about half an hour. Dhwar mai.” <Goodbye>

“Bye,” replied Nanda.

-X-

It was hard to imagine that there could have ever have been a bigger clash of different cultures. One day a shy, demure, immigrant from rural Burma, steeped in the traditions of her people, who, at best, spoke only broken English met a wild, opinionated, wilful, brash, Australian tomboy in the form of a six year old Nicole Curtis. The fact she was able to befriend her at all was a miracle in and of itself. 

Nicky was the youngest of four children, with three older brothers. She also happened to be born about fourteen years after her youngest brother. Her parents always joked that she had been their biggest surprise.

Nicky's parents were both professionals. Her father was a well-known Audiologist with a successful practice in Brisbane. Her mother was a Nurse-anaesthetist. Her parents had decided they liked the quiet rural life and also wanted to be close her father’s brother Justin, who had married a local girl and settled in the area. 

Due to her father’s medical practice, he was away most of the week, only returning for the weekends. The two and a half hour trip each way had made a daily commute impractical. He had tried it for a week, but had quickly realised that if he continued he would be too tired to work effectively, or even worse, could have an accident due to exhaustion. 

When her brothers had been young, their mother had worked in a local clinic, as a regular nurse, despite the large cut in pay, in order to be close to home and raise the family. Even though it hadn’t been easy, her parents had scrimped and saved in order to send her brothers to one of the finest boarding grammar schools in Australia, the prestigious Anglican Church Grammar boarding school, in Brisbane.

Her bothers had really excelled in the competitive atmosphere, succeeding both scholastically and in sports. Her father had taken her a few times to see her brothers turn out for the Church’s various age football teams. He wasn’t honestly too pleased, when his second son, Mark, decided to play soccer in stead of rugby, being of the opinion that soccer was for Wogs. Real men played rugby, but he wisely kept his opinion to himself. 

With such a long interval between children, Nicky’s mother had seen her youngest son enter boarding school at the age of eleven, and decided to resume her career.

With the closure of the local clinic, she soon moved to Kilcoy’s local hospital as the chief Nurse-anaesthetist. Within the space of a few months, she had so impressed the administrators and staff, that she was offered the job of the recently retired deputy administrator. She was working for the office of the Chief Nurse, which was very time consuming, yet she found it immensely satisfying. The tremendously long hours from seven am to pm, were surprisingly busy for a small hospital as Kilcoy’s. The long hours were necessary, because they had a large catchment area, and travel times were long. Another problem was that she often had to stay later, if there was a medical crisis or other emergency going on.

Finding herself pregnant at such a late age had proved to be quite surprise, and despite the risks, she had carried and delivered her baby safely. Working in a hospital also had another advantage. There was a hospital crèche, which took care of workers’ children until the age of four. 

The problem arose then, of what to do with her daughter when she came of school age? Due to the early start in the hospital, her mother was forced to rise at five thirty and by six be on her way. This obviously precluded attending to her daughter in the mornings, driving her to school and being there for her when she came home as well, as she had done for her sons.

Various solutions had been sought, transferring her at five thirty in the morning to Justin’s house hadn’t proved a viable solution, with Nicky falling asleep in class due to lack of sleep. Another problem was that Nicky also hadn’t seen eye to eye with her cousins, who wanted to play with Barbie dolls, whilst all she wanted to do was kick a footy around to her uncle’s delight and her aunt’s disgust. Putting her into the school at Kilcoy was also impractical, because she would arrive too early, and her mother could not pick her up until well after the school closed. 

The solution presented itself, almost by chance, as Nicky’s father was enjoying a liquid lunch at Keith’s pub. Sitting at the bar top, he mentioned in passing the difficulty that he was having with his youngest child. Upon hearing this, Keith suggested he might have a solution. He would like to ask his wife’s permission, and if she agreed, they would take Nicky on as a boarder. 

That night, after the usual struggle to get Nicky bathed and in bed, the phone rang. Nicky’s father took the call in his study, making sure that the door was firmly closed. On the other side of the line was Keith, who said that after discussing it with his wife, he agreed to take on Nicky as a boarder.

They then discussed her schedule, and her menu, sleeping arrangements etc.. After spending many years with Keith and Nanda, Nicky knew that they had probably offered to do it for a pittance or for free, and her parents wouldn’t have heard of it. They knew just how much trouble Nicky could be, because she had been rather spoilt, and would have made sure Keith was being reimbursed more than fairly. 

It was decided that for Nicky’s welfare, that it would be best that she should settle in as soon as possible. So arrangements were made for her folks to deliver her at six pm the next day. 

It goes without saying, that when her mother gently broke the news to her that evening at dinner, it had gone over like a lead balloon. The fact that it took her mother a week to clean out the spaghetti bolognese stains from the walls, carpet, ceiling and chairs might give one a inkling at the intensity of Nicky’s reluctance to the new arrangements. In fact several year’s later, they found some spaghetti, dried hard as a rock, stuck on top of a tall cabinet in the corner of the room. Berko as a penned brumby, would have been a pretty apt description.

 Behind a lot of that anger was a mixture of feelings. A child’s guilt at being the cause of the dilemma for if she had been a good girl, her parents would have never sent her away would they? Fear for her future, and just a plain sense of heartfelt abandonment. The fact that she had cried herself to sleep, starting with hysterical screams, which had later been replaced by deep sobs, had torn at her mother’s heart strings and produced its own set of quiet tears.

The next morning was almost painfully calm. From the moment she awoke, she simply refused to leave her mother’s side. Either holding onto her hand or dress, or keeping her in constant sight, she didn’t speak much, but her anxiety was written all over her face. She wouldn’t even go to the toilet, if she weren’t assured that her mother was waiting for her out side for her.

As the hour for the meeting approached, she became quieter and quieter, despite the occasional “How long till we have to go mum?” 

No matter how many hugs or kisses and encouragement her mother showered her with, the look of worry and pain refused to leave her face. The fact that her mother was packing all her things, even her footy, in the huge suit cases, only reinforced her approaching sense of loss.

The moment they had her in the car, the tears had started, and so did the pleading. Nicky’s father was by no means a wuss and had raised four active boys, but even he couldn’t remain unmoved at the heartfelt pleading of his only daughter. Pleading with all her being, promising that she would be good, she wouldn’t make trouble, just let her go home. “Please daddy, please…”

Arriving at the Miller’s, they pulled into the driveway, and found the Millers waiting for them outside their modest, one story house. Giving one glance at his wife’s distraught face, he suggested tactfully that she get the suit cases, and he would take Nicole to meet the Millers. 

Standing by the front door were Keith, wearing a white t-shirt and jeans, whereas Aye Nanda was attired in a multicoloured wrap-around skirt, clinched with a wide belt like ribbon on the left side and a tasteful short sleeved shirt.

Knowing that there was really no easy way to do this, Nicky’s father took a deep breath, and opened the side door of his large station wagon. The sounds of the hysterical child pleading with her mother and father filled the quite street.

Grabbing the child with his two hands, as she tried to hold on the seat belt, door handle, and anything that would stop her exit from the car, he bodily removed his crying and kicking little girl. 

For a moment Keith was flabbergasted, wondering to himself what the hell he had got himself into. Maybe he should have knocked the offer back, but it was too late for that now. Turning to his wife, he noticed how that for a moment that inscrutable face she showed the public had dropped to be replaced by a look of tremendous pain and loss, only to be replaced a few seconds by her usual calm appearance. Knowing her as he did, he could still see the pain still burned deep in her eyes. 

Nicky’s father, with a determined look on his face, bounded up the driveway and deposited the struggling child into Keith’s hands. Keith almost dropped her, she was struggling so much. Meanwhile Nicky’s mother, with her face cast to the ground had deposited the bags at the entrance of the house. She hugged her daughter, and promised that they would be together again next weekend. She then turned around quickly and walked back to the car, where she buried her head in her hands. 

Later, she had told Nicky that it had been the been the hardest thing she had ever done in her life, and the screams of daughter calling for her as she walked away haunt her to this very day.

Nicky’s father stroked softly the back of his daughter’s head, nodded to the young couple and walked back car and drove away, leaving the young couple holding a little six year old crying desperately for her parents. Showing remarkable fortitude, Aye Nanda took the struggling child from Keith and took her inside.

Closing the door behind him, Keith took the suitcases to the spare room, that would be Nicky’s whilst she stayed with them. The freshly painted room was spacious and well organised, having a bed and drawers and also a small closet to hang things up in. A small night table and lamp were to be found next to the bed as well.

Returning to the living room, he found that Aye Nanda was half holding, and half hugging the girl firmly on the couch, and letting her cry out her fear, anger and grief. Eventually, the small girl’s cries and sobbing subsided and she looked around with tear filled eyes.

Slowly Aye Nanda released her, but stayed close on the couch, and as expected Nicky made a straight bee line for the door, only to be stopped by Aye Nanda before she even got two steps. This brought on another round of tears, sobbing and accusations.

Finally, after another twenty minutes, she had returned to her self somewhat, and asked of all things, why Keith and Aye Nanda weren’t wearing any shoes or socks? Kids are funny like that. Keith was a bit shocked at the sudden change of subject but not Aye Nanda. She had once had a little sister and was well aware of how little kids’ minds worked.

Speaking a very calm reassuring voice, she explained to Nicky that the custom in her house was to go barefoot. However if Nicky didn’t feel comfortable, she could keep her shoes on.

Nicky replied quickly with an increasingly calmer voice, that in her home it was considered rude to go barefoot, though her mother let her go barefoot from the house to the pool or from the bath to her bedroom. Nanda nodded with her head with a smile as she listened, though Keith wondered how much she truly understood, since Nicky was speaking pretty fast and with a truly strong accent. Then again, his wife was no fool, and if it made the girl more comfortable, then who was he to say anything. Plus there was also a bit of saving face involved as well, where sometimes people wouldn’t admit to not understanding something so as to save face and not appear unwise. 

The Burmese and Thai are experts when it comes to reading body language. In that part of the world, displeasure or strong emotion wasn’t shown by shouting or ranting and raving but in a much more subtle way. The set of shoulders or face and hands was enough for someone, if you were clued in on what to look for. 

Thus it didn’t take too long for Aye Nanda to figure out that the girl was literally at the end of her rope both emotionally and physically. So she suggested that perhaps Nicky would like to see her room. Which Nicky nodded she would like to do.

Upon spying the large room, Nicky was enormously pleased, because she had to share with her youngest brother back home, even though he was only home during the school holidays, and she was overjoyed to have a room to herself. Aye Nanda then moved the suitcases to the bed and started to unpack, which brought about another set of tears, admittedly much milder. 

So Keith suggested that while Aye Nanda unpacked, perhaps Nicky would like to watch the telly before she went to sleep. Nicky tearfully agreed. The fact that she could watch any telly before she went to sleep was a huge plus in her books, because she was usually packed straight to bed when she arrived home from her uncle’s home. Nicky, being Nicky, wanted to watch the cricket, which was a Queensland verses Western Australia, Sheffield Shield game. With a snack in her hands, she fell asleep in front of the telly in the space of five minutes. 

Aye Nanda returned from unpacking Nicky’s belongings, quite red eyed. Noticing the girl sound asleep. She picked up the little girl with her hands and took her to the bed room, to undress her and put her to bed. As the door closed behind her, Keith heard the unmistakable sound of quiet but bitter weeping. Keith sighed sadly, knowing there was a lot of pain his beautiful wife hid not only from the world but also tried to hide from herself as well. 

Much later on, Nicky decided that if there was ever a time in her life that she was ashamed of and wished she could have relived and acted differently, it would have been her first few weeks with Keith and Aye Nanda. She had, to put it simply, made their life a living hell, as only a six and a half year old could. 

You name it, anything from fiery temper tantrums, flinging food across the room, up turning the table, throwing the rugs around the room, stuffing up the toilet, screaming at Aye Nanda that she was a Wog and that Keith was a sheep-shagger. She emptied her school bag all over the living room, threw the cutlery around and even pissed in the pool. She did anything, but anything, to get them to hate her and let her go home. In all that time she noticed that Aye Nanda didn’t get angry or upset, no matter what she did. She just shrugged it off and tried to fix the damage. Nicky couldn’t understand her, why she wouldn’t just get angry and let her go. She knew her mother would have slapped her by now. It just was so strange, she always acted the same. Nicky couldn’t figure her out. Something must be wrong with her. 

Things came to a head one day, but not in a way Nicky would have ever expected. It was shortly after she had started her second year of school as a big year one girl. The way it usually worked was that Aye Nanda would get her up and dressed (usually screaming and fighting) and Keith would drop her off. She had a bit more time for Keith cause he let her listen to the sports radio round up on the way to school. Aye Nanda usually picked her up either by foot because they didn’t live that far away, or by car.

Once at the end of the school day, at dismissal, Nicky being Nicky had caused an older girl to become annoyed with her, who not only slapped her, she had roundly embarrassed the hell out of her as only girls could do to each other. This caused Nicky to burst into tears and run from the schoolyard, without of teacher in charge of dismissal being aware. He had simply assumed that she had been taken home. 

Dragging her school bag behind her, dejected and alone, with tears in her eyes, Nicky made her way slowly to the nearby park. There she sat herself on a bench, arms wrapped around her knees, her school bag lying forgotten at her feet. She lay her head on her knees and started to cry, the spiteful words of the older girl burning in her mind. All of a sudden, she felt a pair of hands encompass her and hold her close, with such tenderness she could almost feel the love. Looking up, she started into a pair of eyes that were filled with such love and kindness mixed with pain, she couldn't take her gaze away. Something in her clicked, she didn’t know how, but somehow something deep and cosmic had been revealed here today, and for the first time she stared not at Aye Nanda's face or eyes but deep into her soul. There must have been something in her eyes as well for Aye Nanda just sat staring as well. Nicky realised that Aye Nanda loved her, and wanted to help her. They sat there in silence, just staring into others eyes, speaking to each other on a level not able to be expressed through mere speech.

However how long can a young child sit for? They both got up and picking up her bag Nicky turned to Aye Nanda offered her hand for the first time, which she took with a smile that could have lit up the world. 

Keith pulled up to the drive way, wearily, wondering just what manner of calamity he was going to have to face tonight. Opening the door, he was surprised to hear quiet. He was even more shocked to see by the door not only Aye Nanda’s shoes but Nicky’s as well. What really floored him was that Aye Nanda and Nicky were sitting quietly at the table doing Nicky’s homework. The look that his wife shared with him over Nicky’s head, who was bent over her maths book with pencil in hand, answering the questions, was one of almost pure bliss. He smiled as well, for Aye Nanda san had finally found her absolution for losing her family, in the form of one absolutely spoilt little Australian girl. 

Keith wasn’t the only one to notice the change in the relationship between the two. Nicky’s parents themselves were amazed at the love, devotion and respect that had sprung up between the two. As the months (and years) progressed, that relationship deepened to such an extent, that it was almost if they were mother and daughter. Anyone who heard Nicky speak of Aye Nanda san, couldn’t mistake the love, respect and even a little bit of awe, she had for the beautiful and graceful woman. 

Her parents one evening, had a chance to witness just how powerful and deep that bond was. Once when Nicky was about eight, they invited the Millers over for Sunday dinner. Her mother had gone out of her way to prepare a banquet fit for a king. She had also made sure that there was nothing, that Nanda wasn’t able to eat, checking with Keith beforehand.

The door bell had rung, and Nicky, who had been home for the weekend, appeared as if almost by magic from the TV room. Rushing to the door, she opened it with a huge smile and with a respectful bow invited the Millers into her house.

In keeping with the occasion, Keith and Aye Nanda were dressed almost formally, with Keith wearing a tasteful shirt and slacks, whereas it was Aye Nanda San who drew everyone’s eye. She was wearing traditional formal Burmese dress, which consisted of a pale blue silk collarless jacket, with three-quarter length sleeves, leaving much of her forearms bare. She had a delicate gold bracelet on one wrist, and a watch on the other. Further down was a matching blue silk longyi, a long cloth sari-like garment, worn as a wrapped around skirt, neatly tied at the side. The longyi was decorated with golden embroidery around two thirds of the way down. Around her neck, she wore a set of pearls, and in her hair was a carved jade comb. Her features were lightly accented with make-up, and she looked absolute ravishing.

Nicky actually gasped, because she had never seen Aye Nanda San so made up. She offered for Aye Nanda to leave her shoes at the door, but Aye Nanda refused with a shake of her head and a smile, knowing that in present company that would be considered inappropriate. 

Taking Aye Nanda’s hand, she brought her and Keith to her folks who were waiting by the table. Nicky’s mother greeted her guests with a hug and her father greeted Keith with handshake. Her parents knew from their dealings with the Asian community, that it wasn’t considered proper manners for a foreign man to offer his hand or be overly friendly with a non-family lady. The rules were a little relaxed with him, due to the fact he was Nicky’s father, and Nanda viewed him as a kind of extended uncle, so she conversed with him more than she would have done normally. 

Nicky’s mother couldn’t get over the change in her daughter, the moment Nanda walked in the room. It was almost scary in some ways. Gone was the brash, rude, argumentative and cheeky Nicky she had always known and in her place was sitting a quiet, obedient and almost still child, waiting on her mother’s command. It was almost like a scene from an Asian movie. If she hadn’t be certain of Nanda’s love and devotion for her daughter, she would have been worried, but she knew those two shared something very deep and special. In a small way, she was jealous of them as well. 

What happened next, Nicky’s mother would have missed had her attention not been on those two. With everyone seated, Nicky, as youngest, took on the role of hostess as was customary. Picking up the rice dish that Nanda had thoughtfully sent earlier, she proceeded to Nanda’s end of the table and was about to serve her, when with a slight shift she straightened her shoulders accompanied by a sharp look Nanda gave to at Nicky. Nothing more than that, over in a second, and the reaction from Nicky was truly horrific. The blood drained from her face, and she started to shake. Placing the rice bowl on the table, she turned and ran in to her bedroom crying hysterically. 

The rest of the adults looked on in shock, trying to figure out just what the hell had happened. Nicky’s mother was about to get up and go to her, when Nanda just raised her hand and told for them to please wait. She sat back down with wonder written all over face. The men just looked at each other. They all remained quiet. 

Less than four minutes passed and a red eyed Nicky returned, she picked up the rice dish and to her parent’s amazement, she walked to their end of the table apologised for not having served them first. After that, she served the rice on her father’s plate, then her mother’s who were both still sitting there gob-smacked. She then served Keith followed by Aye Nanda, who smiled a quiet smile and gave a small nod of approval. She then sat her self next to Aye Nanda, seeing she had already started, then served herself. 

For Aye Nanda, and all Thai and Burmese in general, respect to parents is paramount and by not serving them first, Aye Nanda had felt affronted for their honour and a loss of face as well, since Nicky was her daughter in all but name and should have known better.

It was clear that Nicky was picking up a great deal of Burmese culture.

There is a saying, that life isn’t meant to be easy, and even more so for a little Linville girl from rural Queensland trying to figure out the dos and don’ts of a culture so foreign to hers, that it sometimes seemed that they were both from two different planets. 

Like for example, the time that Aye Nanda San was relaxing after a hard day’s work, watching soccer, which was very popular back in Burma. All of a sudden, Nicky appeared by her side, with a cup of green tea, which she gratefully accepted with a smile and a nod of thanks. Not fifteen minutes passed, and Nicky was there with a second cup, and fifteen minutes later with a third cup, then a fourth and a fifth and by the sixth Aye Nanda had enough tea in her to sink a battleship. She turned all of a sudden to see Nicky bringing her a seventh cup of tea. Aye Nanda told her thank you, but enough is enough. Later, she did ask the reason for so much tea, and Nicky said that she had read on the Internet that “Green tea was very poplar in Asia.” 

Nanda had responded with a laugh and a hug, that whilst that might be true, she preferred coffee. 

Another incident, which had puzzled Nicky to no end, was once when she was in Brisbane with her parents, they happened upon a Chinese restaurant. She decided that she had to eat there. Her father had quipped “It’s not like you don’t get enough Asian food as it is.” Entering the restaurant, she noticed that nearly all the customers were using chopsticks, and even her parents were pretty proficient at it as well. Well if in Rome, do as the Romans. Nicky then politely asked the Chinese waitresses, in simple Burmese, if she could have please have two extra sets to take home. The waitress actually did a double take, with wonder written all over her face and asked her to repeat it in English. Upon receiving the chopsticks Nicky replied with a nod of her head and a “Kyeizu thin ba de” < thank you >. 

For Aye Nanda, it was almost unthinkable that her adopted daughter shouldn’t be able to converse with her in her mother tongue, and almost from day that they had their reconciliation had been teaching her Burmese. Nicky, being very intelligent, had picked it up quite quickly. In fact, one way in which she went about it was through Nicky’s English homework. Nanda would have Nicky improve her English and she would teach her Burmese at the same time, making a game out of it. After a while, they both became quite fluent in the other’s language, though Nicky’s mastery of Burmese was much more proficient than Aye Nanda San’s of English. 

Arriving back at the Miller’s that Sunday night, Nicky ran to her room, dropped off her stuff, and ran to the dinner table, placing the two set of chop sticks by Keith’s and Aye Nanda San’s places. She waited impatiently for them both to come in, and stood by her place. Nicky wouldn’t sit down until Aye Nanda san did, even though she had been told that it was OK to do so. 

Coming in, Keith and Aye Nanda San sat down for supper. On glancing down, Keith had one look at the chopsticks and one look at Nicky’s expectant face, and just burst out laughing. Aye Nanda San also broke into a smile and a loud chuckle but ever aware of Nicky’s feelings, gently thanked her but explained that in Burma and Thailand, the custom wasn’t to use chopsticks. Seeing the look of surprise and embarrassment on her face, she did however open the package and for the rest of the meal, made sure to use the chopsticks, commenting quite frequently how they were of the highest quality and were a welcome change. 

For Nicky there was also the whole upper and lower body stuff to get her head around as well. Burmese people have a different view of the body. The upper body is considered sacred, whilst the lower part is considered inferior to the upper part, even considered dirty. Therefore, you can’t mix things you use for one with things used for the other. For example, when she went swimming and was going to dry her self, Aye Nanda San would hand her two towels, one for her lower part, and one for her upper part, and heaven help her if she mixed them up. The same thing would be when it came to a pillow. If it was used for her head, then she couldn’t put her feet there or sit on it either.

What had once really spooked Aye Nanda San so much she had literally jumped, was when once when they were eating supper and wanting to get her attention, Nicky had touched her with her foot under the table. From that, Nicky had learnt that in Burmese circles, you don’t point with your foot or even use your foot for anything. In fact polite manners dictate you don’t point your feet at someone at all, even by accident.

The concept of face was another those hard things to understand as well, and how Aye Nanda San acted in public wasn’t at all the way she acted in private. Some things you could do at home you couldn’t do outside and vice versa.

Though it didn’t work only one way. Nicky couldn’t help but crack up laughing when one day Aye Nanda came to her, requesting her help to explain an English word she couldn’t quite understand, in one Nicky’s many manga comics. The fact that an Asian woman had need of help translating a word in English from an Oriental manga was just beyond belief. 

For sure, one of the funniest incidents was when she was about nine years old. One weekend, when her parents were out of town, and she was spending the weekend with Aye Nanda San, they were in the living room, and a kung fu flick came on the screen. After watching about hour of it, Nicky naturally turned to Aye Nanda and asked just what school of kung fu she was good in, to which Nanda had replied with an absolutely straight face “Chinlone.” 

Aye Nanda San then took Nicky outside and introduced her to Burma’s national game, which basically consists of keeping a ball in the air, using any part of the body except the hands. This later resulted into her being the most feared striker in the local soccer league, along with a fantastic eye hand that helped her excel in tennis and cricket as well. 

-x-

Knowing that all hell would break lose if she was too late, Nicky stopped day dreaming, jumped out of bed and quickly showered. She then made her way to the hotel, which held the small but dignified woman, whom she loved as a mother.

