
What does the Rule of Law Have To Do With Me 
 
 “Why did you let him do it?” She had asked, “Why didn’t you just go and tell the 
teachers?” I had been sitting in the nurse’s office, and my mother –part time 
librarian– had raced down to check if I was ok – and had given me a piece of her 
mind. She had sat down next to me and had spoken gently, her voice changing with 
memories. “You remember your Badhi Ammaji?” I nodded silently. “You know, she 
fought for independence in India, she even went to jail!” My eyes were as round as 
coins, shock freezing me to the spot. The idea of jail was closely followed by 
monsters under the bed. “She fought for what she believed in, she refused to let 
anyone boss her around,” my mum said, “And neither should you.” 
 
My great-grandmother was a freedom fighter and a patriot. She passed away 6 
years ago but her ideology has been a major factor in shaping my life. She passed 
her moral values, her thinking and much of her fierce personality on to my 
mother, who in turn has taught me to fight for what I believe in. Being horrified 
by the lack of Rule of Law at the time, she challenged the way the British in India 
were being favoured over the Indians. The pitiful state of justice would have left 
India a country where entropy reigned supreme and ultimately a society void of 
integrity. When describing the time, she would often refer to India as an apple. 
“The British were taller than us,” she would say, “they would hold the apple up in 
the air and out of our reach… until we got a chair.” 
 
She made me question myself, why could I not be tenacious, unyielding, and 
strong-willed, just as she was? Even today I see the impact of the revolutionary 
movement she was a part of. India itself is a testament to her courage when she 
crusaded against the Rule of Law deficiency. She taught me to stand up against 
the boy that pushed me off the monkey bars. She taught me not only to get a 
chair and grab the apple, but to also make sure that no one ever took it again.   
 
Numerous scents tantalise. The multitude of coloured outfits swim over the 
playground. Stalls all around, illuminated in the light of the school, selling foods 
from all over the world. Thai Green Curry, Chinese Moon Cake, English Bangers and 
Mash and hundreds others. The Principal looks on from his vantage point. Three 
dancers step on stage and lyrical music flows from the piano. They begin to move, 
leaping over one another in perfect harmony, paying tribute to the ancient Chinese 
folk dances.  
 
The Rule of Law is a compound of principles that enables education of all kinds 
of beliefs by the physical migration of people from around the world. The 
scenario above depicts the Cultural Evening, which annually takes place at my 
school. This spectacular gala plays host to the countless nationalities in the 
international hub that is Hong Kong. The Rule of Law not only allows, but also 
encourages us to express our myriad cultures and religions by propagating our 
views and knowledge. 
 
The Rule of Law allows me to do the same. Whether it is by cooking Indian food 
for Cultural Evening, or arranging Indian patterns, I am spreading the culture of 
India to people from all around the world. At the most recent Cultural Evening, I 



learnt about traditional Chinese folk dances as well as Vietnamese painting 
techniques. Cultural Evening is a microcosm of Hong Kong in the constant 
“knowledge exchange” that plays a substantial role in changing my perspective, 
nurturing and fostering me into a person who can contribute to developing the 
world.  
 
Clang! A spoon falls out of my sister’s hand as she makes to rise from her seat, 
anger plain on her face. My mother is sitting next to her while my father sits in the 
middle, irritated that he cannot finish his lunch in peace. “We’ve waited for AGES!” 
Maya howls, “I want a dog! It’s my birthday!” My mother nods in agreement but I 
am still not completely convinced. “We didn’t get it earlier, but I think it’s alright 
that we get one now.” My father’s head shifts towards me, and he slowly says, “It’ll 
take some time to get used to, but I think we should get one.” Even then, their eyes 
are all trained on me, waiting to hear the final vote. I take in a deep breath, “Ok.”  
 
The power of Rule of Law is evident even in the miniature government in my 
house. While parents are “above” children in the house hierarchy, when it comes 
to decisions which affect everybody, everyone has equal vote and anyone has the 
power to veto. There is constant collaboration within the entire family when 
concerning matters such as this- getting a dog. My sister had wanted a dog ever 
since she saw one. For the first few years, it was an outright no from everyone, 
but then my mum began to change her view. Yet we still did not get one, not even 
when my father agreed. We only finally decided to get one when the vote was 
unanimous. This egalitarian manifestation of the Rule of Law grants everyone in 
the house the ability to express their thoughts and ensures that everyone’s 
thoughts carry equal weight.  
 
The Rule of Law does not just concern human rights; it is the epitome of justice 
and equality. A universal law which everyone is subject to and that no one 
surpasses. The influence of this fundamental code is apparent everywhere– 
whether it be at your school, your home or your attitude towards life. The Rule of 
Law has allowed a more diversified and international society that is built on a 
foundation of fairness and equity.   
 
 
 


