
**Imitation (Story)** —— Naramsetti Uma Maheswara Rao

“Mom, if you stick this on your head, your headache will go away. Here, take it
and stick it on,” said four-year-old Ravi, handing over a roll of round plaster.

“Who told you to stick this for a headache?” Rajani asked in surprise, not
quite understanding what he meant.

“Earlier, you told the neighbor lady that your head was splitting. That’s why I
brought it. Whenever something in the house tears, Dad sticks it with this. You
should stick it on your head so it doesn’t split,” Ravi replied innocently.

Rajani laughed at her son’s sweet words. As a festival was happening in the
village, Rajani had invited her parents, siblings, and their families to her home.
With everyone staying at her house, her daily chores had increased.

Even though she woke up at dawn to start working, she couldn't finish
everything. Just then, the neighbor came asking to borrow some sesame oil.

“No matter how much I do, the work never ends. My hands are hurting, and my
head is splitting,” Rajani told the neighbor. Ravi heard these words, and to
help his mom, he brought the plaster his dad used to stick his brother’s torn
books and told his mom to stick it on her head to ease her headache. Now,
Rajani understood the situation and laughed at her son's cleverness.

“Why are you laughing? Won’t the headache go away if you stick this?” Ravi
asked innocently again.

“You don’t stick plaster for a splitting head. It means I have a headache. If I
apply Amrutanjan, it will go away,” Rajani explained in a way he could
understand.



Rajani shared the incident with the rest of the family, and they all had a good
laugh.

That afternoon, the family sat down for lunch. Rajani served a curry made with
chicken eggs to everyone.

“What is this?” Ravi asked. Rajani replied that it was a chicken egg. “I want a
donkey egg,” he said. At first, Rajani didn’t understand what he meant.
Everyone else also looked at Ravi with interest.

“There’s no such thing as a donkey egg. There are chicken eggs and duck
eggs,” his grandmother tried to explain to Ravi.

“No, there is. I want that one,” Ravi insisted, starting to cry. No matter how
much they tried to explain, he didn’t stop crying.

Ravi’s father suspected that someone must have mentioned it, as kids don’t
come up with these things on their own. He took Ravi close and gently asked,
“Who told you about a donkey egg? Tell me, and I’ll ask them to bring it for
you.” Hearing this, Ravi’s face lit up, and he pointed to his grandfather.

Everyone’s attention turned to the grandfather. “Did you tell him about it? Is
there such a thing as a donkey egg?” everyone questioned him.

“Hold on! Why would I tell him that? Give me a moment to think,” the
grandfather replied, trying to recall the incident. After some thinking, he
remembered something.

That morning, one of the workers had done a job incorrectly, and in anger, the
grandfather had said, “Is this how you do it? This is not a donkey egg!” Ravi,



who was sitting on his grandfather’s lap at that time, heard these words. He
had asked what a donkey egg was, but his grandfather, in his irritation, didn’t
respond.

After learning the real story from the grandfather, the rest of the family
laughed. Ravi’s father lovingly explained to Ravi that there’s no such thing as a
donkey egg and that it was just an expression his grandfather used. It took
some convincing, but eventually, Ravi understood.

Ravi also had an elder brother named Ramu, who was eight years old.
Whenever Ramu came home from school, he and Ravi would fight over
something or the other.

One day, as soon as they returned from school, they fought over the TV
remote, leaving Rajani, already exhausted from housework, feeling more
frustrated.

“I told you to change out of your school uniforms and wash your hands and
feet when you come home. I’ve kept snacks on the table. Instead of eating,
why are you fighting? Behave, or I’ll smack you with a hot spatula,” Rajani
said.

“Mom, I want that. Don’t give it to my brother. Spank me now,” Ravi cried,
running to his mom.

“What did you understand? Do you know what a spank is?” Rajani asked,
calming down.

“Oh, I know. It’s a hot pancake. I’m hungry. Please spank me quickly,” Ravi
said innocently. Hearing his sweet words, Rajani’s frustration disappeared,
and she laughed wholeheartedly.



She kissed Ravi on his cheek and said, “Wait. I’ll get you the snacks,” and ran
to the kitchen.

Rajani realized, “We shouldn’t use such words in front of children. They can
misunderstand and repeat them in front of others, causing embarrassment.”
From that day on, she learned to be cautious with her words around Ravi.
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