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ALL ABOUT PRABHU TARUN....

Prabhu Tarun was established on 25th August 1923 on the auspicious occasion of ‘Narali
Poornima’. A group of young socialites like Chandramadhav Trilokekar, Shivshankar
Talpade, Vishnupant Kothare, Moreshwar Ranijit, Madhav Dharadhar and Dada Jayakar
were the founder members who conceptualized the idea of starting a monthly newsletter in
Marathi and named it ‘PRABHU TARUN'. The first editor of this monthly periodical was Mr.
Vishnupant Krishna Kothare .

Editors of Prabhu Tarun and their tenure of editorship:

Suhas Vishnupant Kothare
1967 to 1998

- .
Vihang Vishnuraj Nayak Suhasini Ashok Kirtikar
1998 to 2008 2008 till date
The Executive Editorial board consisting of four Co-editors formed since 2008 till date
1. Mayura Gunjarav Nayak 2. Sanjana Deepak Kothare
3. Vaijayanti Ashok Kirtikar 4, Minakshi Kaushik Jayakar

PRABHU TARUN BOARD OF TRUSTEES:
Ravindra Mankar, Bansidhar Sadashiv Dhurandhar, Sunil Kothare
Deepak Suhas Kothare, Gunjarav Vihang Nayak

The Prabhu Tarun website www.prabhutarun.org was launched on 6th June 2009

YOU MAY CONTACT US AT:

1. For sending hard copies of articles or any kind of correspondence to the Editor
Smt. Suhasini Ashok Kirtikar kindly courier to us at the following address:
Smt. Suhasini Kirtikar, 21, Navi Wadi, Dady Seth Agiary lane, Mumbai 400002
Tel no: 0222089508

2. For sending us articles or any kind of information and /or correspondence through
email you may contact us at: pp.prabhutarun@gmail.com

3. For sending any kind of donations or for payment towards Prabhu Tarun lifetime
subscription of hard copy or for Lifetime website registration kindly send the cash or
cheque drawn in favour of 'Prabhu Tarun' at the following address:
Dr. Surekha Bansidhar Dhurandhar, Nani Niwas, Dixit road, Vile Parle (East), Mumbai

4. For website registration kindly log onto www.prabhutarun.org and fill in the registration
form. Following the payment of Rs. 500 /- only lifetime subscription fee to the above

mentioned address, your online account will be activated.
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A GRAND LADY

#% Kalpana Subhash Kothare %

Memories like rain-drops keep falling.
Each drop is shining like a diamond in my
hands. My sad heart is not yet ready to
accept that one who gave me these
beautiful diamonds is no more with us.

| had climbed a wooden stair-case of
an old bungalow in Khar. | was there to
collect a parcel of Parbhi Sambar for my N.
R. I. daughter. A smiling lady clad in nine-
yards sari, welcomed me. It was our first
meeting.

At the age of sixty years | joined the
Sanskriti Stree Mandal in Khar. There | met
her again! Soon a close friendship budded.
| came to know that although her name
was Laxmi Prabhakar, she was fondly
called Kekibay! Pathare Prabhu Sundari,
Rasanavani were her other objectives,
although eldest, she was evergreen,
everyone's friend in the Mandal. Her
participation in yearly cooking competition
& wining a prize was certain. She loved to
share her experiences with us. Be it a
Lonavala trip with relatives or felicitation by
Pathare Prabhu community, she used to
bring a written paper along and make me
read it out loudly for all Mandal ladies.

For a while, the Prabhakars came to
stay at Santacruz. while their old residence
was being redeveloped. She made my
sister revisit this home as | was absent for
the first visit. The occasion was Ganpati
Darshan. It's a pleasant experience to visit
Prabhakars’ Ganpati. The decoration
consists of traditional silver toys, plus
various decorative pieces from abroad. (A
silver Chimbori is here. How | wish, |
should have shown my N.R.l. grand-
daughter this Parbhi display!) Laxmi never

failed to draw our attention to the modern
Rangoli, drawn by her granddaughter

Priyanka.
Her love and pride for her
grandchildren knew no bounds! She

repeatedly phoned me and sent her
daughter in law to my place, with
information about her grand-daughters
success stories. When | realized the
information was not enough, she arranged
an  appointment  with  her  busy
granddaughter, Priyanka. At last | could
fulfill my friend’s wishes. Thanks to the
editors, the 2009 Diwali issue of Prabhu-
Tarun contained an enlightening interview
with Priyanka Prabhakar. She used to
thank me for this whenever we used to
meet.

Sometimes she used to buy from me
Amla-jam, a favorite with her husband.
Once she surprised me with an order for
my home-made bread-buns. She wanted
them for her grand-son in America. |
thought she was joking so just to humour
her | agreed. Whoever heard of buying
Indian home-made bread-buns for a
N.R.I.? Ultimately | had to give in due to
her persistence. Everyone knows that old
age is second childhood. Laxmi, THE
GRAND PARBHIN had innocence of a
child, persistence of an adult and humour
of a good friend. She definitely taught me a
M.B.A. lesson. i.e. to follow up.

Friends, forget ‘'me’, ‘'my’ hands and
only remember these shining diamonds
this grand old lady has given me. Hope
you enjoyed this sharing of experiences.
May you too learn this art of sharing taught
to me by Laxmi Prabhakar!
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LANGUAGE NO BAR!!

Recently there was a discussion on
Facebook related to language and coincidently |
had come to Manila in Philippines where | met
people from different countries. This brings me a
reason to share something related to my
experience incommunicating with people here.

Filipino speaks Tagalog (local language) |
found it very interesting interacting with people
here. When they speak in English they
pronounce few words differently e.g. FOCUS
(FO COO0S), SUPPLIER (SOOPLIER) this
makes me laugh but when | say itin normal way
of English that we learned in India they find it
different.

One more important thing that | noticed is
that when they speak in office within their local
team members they speak in Tagalog, it means
they speak in their mother tangue among
themselves. When it comes to interacting with
foreigners like me from India, another colleague
from China and US / Europe they speak in
English using the words in their own way. Most
important is that they follow speaking in their
language with each other evenin front of us.

| and other colleague from China continued
speaking to each other in English. | faced great
challenge to understand her English as she
pronounced some words differently, still we
were able to understand each other and had
great time. When | asked her about what
language they speak in office, she said that they
speak Chinese / Mandarin. The fact is that
Chinese people are facing challengesin spoken
English.

This also reminds me when | had been to
Chennai (City in our own country India. The only
possible language to speak with Tamil guys was
English as | don't understand Tamil and people
there don't understand Hindi. Reason is that
their state government had discontinued Hindi

—Charudutta Dhairyawan

education from school syllabus somewhere in
60s and so we get to meet large number of
people who can't speak/read/write HINDI (Our
National Language). Today they have realised
that it is a great failure of the government and
now they have re-introduced Hindi in school
syllabus. This also indicates that they have
added itas second language and still have Tamil
as compulsory Language.

| have given above three examples which
clearly indicate that there are many people who
speak their own mother tongue. If you have
watched any International Summits where
various country leaders come together and
deliver their speeches you must have noticed
that Presidents from Japan, China, Russia,
France, Germany and few more countries often
givetheir speechintheir ownlanguage whereas
President of India gives speechin English.

| think we Indians have some fear to speak
either in our mother tongue or in our language. |
feelfirst of all we should try to kick that fear out. If
we are successful to be fearless with language
thenthere won'tbe any necessity for each one of
us to make compulsion on young ones to be
conversantwith English. Ifthey aren'tcompelled
then they will also be able to focus on other
languages and will be stronger to meet people
from other parts of the world.

| was comfortable to speak in English with
Pilipino, Chinese and even European. They all
stated that they were also very comfortable
speaking with me compared to speaking with
each other. | really thank my parents for taking
good decision in sending me to English Medium
School (Nota Convent School).

Secondly | would also thank my teachers
who taught me English by keeping Marathi &
Hindi speaking atmosphere in the school.

Purpose of writing on this subject was the
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sort of HIT & HOT debate on the Facebook and
we got to see very good comments from many
regarding Marathi / English / Hindi. All past
articles | wrote were in Marathi which has
reached many people. Thistime | have written in
English so asto reachthose youngsters who find
difficulty to understand Marathi. At the same
time this will not stop me writing in Marathi and
would also encourage youngsters to read, write
& also speak in Marathi at least within us
(includes family, community friends & also other
Marathifriends).

| feel we all should be proud of our Mother
Land & Mother Tongue. So being Pathare
Prabhu the so called inhabitant of Aamchee
Mumbai a city in Maharashtrawhere the regional
language is MARATHI, we should have pride in
Reading, Writing & Speaking MARATHI!!!

UtdaferT

Your annual function was very good. But the time allotted for the debate was too short.
At least 5 minutes should have been given. | feel the point whether Prabhu Tarun should be
in Marathi or English is not important, the influence of the language is most. English is
required for international contacts, but another language, that is, Hindi is making a dent in
our society. Wherever you go outside your house in Mumbai and other cities of Maharashtra,
we have to speak in Hindi. That is our working language, Marathi is spoken in the house but
half Marathi half English and even Hindi. Gone are the days that people of my generation
and before, had to speak English in offices compulsorily; but the present generation in all
offices communicate more in Hindi. It means Hindi is creeping in. Therefore, the main
attention should be whether the present generation gives attention to reading. Today most
libraries are deserted on account of dearth of readers.Internet has contributed largely to
it.Our generation, although studied in Jesuits English schools had a liking to read Marathi
Magazines, like Chandoba, Chandrakant Kakodkar's mysterious stories, loved to go
through Diwali magazines like hilarious '"AWAAZ' and many more. We inculcated the habit
watching cartoons and caricatures drawn in them which ultimately developed in interest in
reading in Marathi. As a result, we were conversant in both languages, Marathi and English.
Unless the present generation is made to read in Marathi and English, the problem of
publishing in Marathi or English will not be solved.This requires firm resolution on the part of
young parents to make their pupils read in both languages to circumvent and solve the
issue.Otherwise Hindi is making in roads swiftly and our young generation will not know
where they lie in future.

—ANIL RAO
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GROWING UP AGAN
Introduction

—Mayura Nayak

Itwas ausual Friday Night weekend party at
a friend’s place. After all the ‘hungama’ and
‘masti’ with half of the crowd falling asleep, just
before sunrise some of us started playing the
game "Truth or Dare". The most entertaining
and deadly "DARES" did their usual rounds with
allofus, andthenitwas ourturntofinally play the
TRUTH game! Some of us got away with some
easy questions while some of us were cornered
with some embarrassing and trying moments.
With aclosely knitgroup, thereis neveraneedto
lie but sometimes remembering a past moment
in our lives can be rather embarrassing or at
times an eye opener! One question that was
etched in my mind even days after the party —
"Tell us three things / events in your life you
repentthe most!" Wellanideal answerthatwe all
liketo giveis"lIrepentnothingin my life, as | have
learnt something from every experience of
mine!" yes, this is a great answer probably in an
interview for a job, but does this answer seem
true to any of us? | am sure we all have some
actions or events to repent in our lives which we
never like to admitand keep covering them up by
saying - "yes | admititwas a mistake but | don’t
repentitas|learntalotfromit!" Wellthatsureisa
brave front to take and | am sure we learn a lot
from our mistakes, but | am also sure of this that
there are some mistakes that we wish we never
did!

I would have never gone back in time to
relive my past, had it not been for this article.
"Growing Up Again!" — What an optimistic
thought. | look at it as a chance to live my life
again! Well that is technically impossible, but
imagination canbe aswild asthat! Andifl haveto
imaginethisthen some ofthese mistakes would
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like toundo. Yes of course many of my mistakes
didteachme alot, and were definitely requiredto
mould me into the person that | am today.
Imagine what awonderful feelingitis to have the
maturity ofa30yearold and stillhave the ability to
change or undo certain actions that | did in my
adolescence or may be childhood! Life would be
so perfect! But these imperfections in life itself
teach us the path ahead! Those sweet mistakes
which accidentally introduce us to the love of our
life, orwhich cause afightbetweentwo thick pals
only to bring them closer together, would never
see the light of the day! Those days of hiding a
Mills & Boons behind the science text book
pretending to study, and then crying over a low
percentage, those days of splurging our pocket
money in the first week of the month, only to beg
andborrowforthe remainingweeks, fighting with
our dad for a low pocket money least realizing
that it is silently teaching us to plan our finance,
those days of cribbing over not having a room to
ourselves only to grow up and realize how much
we miss sharing the bed and secrets with our
siblings, those days of envying older cousins on
having their independence waiting for the day
when we will start working ourselves, only to
realize that childhood was that golden period of
our lives which will never return, etc. etc. these
are experiences, and sweet mistakes which are
worth every tear, smile, frown, and sleepless
night they bring along with them. But even today
when lintrospect, | remember certain situations
which probably haven’t affected me much, but
have troubled someone else in many ways!
These are mistakes | may have committed
unknowingly which may have hurt someone and
in the heat of adolescence | must have never
bothered to even make up to that person! Today
as a 30 year old my reactions are far more
calculated and thought over, but as a teenager |
know | must have hurt a friend, or a loved one
least bothering about his or her feelings. These
are some of the spoken words, or actions that |
would like to undo if I get a chance to live my life
again!

| have been very fortunate to have had a
wonderful, secure and happy childhood unlike
many people | know! Childhood comprises of

those formative years of our lives where the
experiencesandlearningsactually mould usinto
unique individuals. Although we were 10 people
living in one house, our family extended over a
larger group with other cousins livinginthe same
building as us. We were a family of almost 30
living under the same roof! In school | remember
telling my teachers on various occasions that |
live in a joint family, least knowing that mine
actually was a unique joint family with almost 30
people living in the same building sharing,
playing, celebrating, cribbing and crying
together! We had the most wonderful vacations
and never needed friends to spend time with, as
our cousins were our best friends! We had what
many children could only dream of - Afinancially
and emotionally secure childhood! But what |
appreciatetoday, Itookitforgrantedasachild. At
thattime, atany giventime, | could walk into any
of myuncle’shome andfind someonetotalkto or
play with right from a 75 year old to a 5 year old!
Today | miss having all those people around me.
On the third floor of our building all flats were
occupied by our family, so often in the evenings,
the main doors of those flats would be wide open
and we would walk in freely and move around
and play wherever we like. As akid | used to hate
to see those doors shut and would always
assume that it is against the family’s tradition to
keep those doors shut, but today, | am eagerly
waiting for all of them to just come back in the re
constructed building to live together not even
bothering aboutthose doors open or shut! When
my parents decided to leave that flatand settle in
Vikhroli, | visited my empty home many times
before relocating myself.... Butmanyyears later
recently when | saw pictures of our building
terrace posted by a cousin on Facebook, |
realized that | missed giving a last visit to that
terrace which is witness to some of the most
memorable moments of our lives. It was our
cousins’ so called ‘adda’ where we have
celebrated all festivals, played holi, organized
funnfares, had our birthday parties, infactsome
of us must have celebrated all our milestone
events onthatterrace right from our own naming
ceremony to birthdays to wedding sangeets, to
baby showers and probably completedthecircle
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with our kids’ naming ceremony too! This ‘adda’
cannotbereplaced by anyotherhangoutareain
theworld; stillasakid I neverreally appreciatedit
as much as | do today! Such a wonderful
childhood probably could have justbettered had
lappreciated allthese thingswhile | experienced
them! If | have to grow up again, | would want to
live exactly the same childhood with the
awareness of being given life’s best childhood
and the ability to appreciate the same at the
same time!

Growing up again! — In a matter of a few
hours|couldrelive my complete lifeandimagine
whatlwouldwanttoretainandundoinmylifeina
jiffy! Imagination can surely reveal some truths
that we often overlook in reality. Well many
situations and experiences in our lives happen
out of our own or other’s actions and reactions.
But there are some experiences that are led by
fateand are notgovernedbyanyone’sactionsor
reactions. Arewe destinedto see happinessand
pain in the degree that we actually do or do we
decide that degree ourselves? Can we rule our
destiny? If | have to grow up again, Can | make

that small change in my life, where | can plan my
destiny? Can | undo an event when | have lost a
dear one? Can | undo a mishap in the life of a
close friend? Is it possible to evade a natural
calamity? Will I still see that much pain in some
other form, if these events have to change? May
be yes, or may be no! | don't really know the
answer to this, but it would be great if in my
second chance of growing up | could edit my life
insuchafashionthatlcould contributeinalarger
way towards my fate not merely through my
actions and reactions, but by changing certain
patterns in life which seem rather unpleasant. |
know thisisn’t possible in reality, butimagination
neednotbebound!ltisonlyinourmind’s eyethat
we can see fiction and wishfully think of living it
someday! Alas! Growing up again does seem to
beagreatoption, butisnotareality... weare here
tolive just ONE life, and we must do all we can to
liveittothe fullest!! Here’swishing allthe readers
avery Happy Diwali and as we step into the New
Year, | wish another healthy, happy and
prosperousyear forall of usto live tothe fullest!
*
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Growing up again

Ithas been hardly fewyearsthat| have been
addressed as "Uncle" (tough to hear) by my
nephews and nieces. As the age isracing ahead
physically, the childineach ofus(socalleduncle)
does not accept the reality of growing old.
Probably this is the secret of staying young(at
heart). The child in each one of us would surely
like torewind a certain part of our life.

Ufff..!' Whatif .....I'm given achance to grow
up again! A chance to relive my young college
days and complete my incomplete
dreams...how exciting itwould be!!

During my college days | used to love playing
percussion instruments like congo, tumba etc. in
numerous orchestras and stage shows. If given a
chance to grow up again | would surely try to
become a great percussionist. | could have
approached famous musicians of our film industry
especially the most loved and my personal
favourite R.D.Burmanand his music group.

I would have worked hard to become the
most known percussionist in the music
industry........ by this time | would have been

—Mr. Raja Ajinkya

improving my talent, signing autographs and
livingacelebrity lifestyle!!!

As the time passed | would pass on my
knowledge of percussion to other talented
upcoming musicians of the industry and later
simply retire as one of the best percussionist in
the musicindustry.

But probably time and destiny did not permit
me to persue my dream as a musician. Still the
thought of growing up again and chasing the
dreammakes mefeelreborn.Ifgivenachanceto
relive my young days then the passion for music
....yesits music for which I would love to grow up
againand play rhythmicinstrumentsallday long!

So what if | was not able to complete my
dream??? | stillenjoy and am enthusiastic about
music. Of late to feed my musical buds | have
bought an African percussion instrument called
as "Djembe" to re-tune the years(ears) in my life
and play on recorded music numbers of
R.D,Burman.

What a wonderful feeling it is to grow up
again!

GROWING UP.......AGAIN

"Growup,Aail".......... my daughtertaunted
me.

| was stunned. What was so childish and
immatureinasking hertodressup ‘properly’?

When | was her age | never back answered
my mother. Infact my clothes were bought by my
parentsand ljustworethem.|neverchosethem.

When it comes down to it, being grown up
sucks, it isn't half as fun as growing up. What
with all the responsibilities and tensions that go
handinhandwith beingagrown up!

| was already thinking like Atmaram
Tukaram Bhide of ‘Taarak Mehta ka Ultaa
Chashma’ fame, and getting nostalgic about
‘hamarejamaneme....’

Those were fun filled days when the only

-Twarita Sanjay Dalvi

thingthatmattered was justfollowing your heart.

When dad was your hero and mom was the
epitome of allthings good.

When your brother was your idol and your
cousins were your friends. While other friends
were not"jaroorilike chaike liyetoast..."

When all I longed for was a ‘scenty rubber’
which my classmates had and | did not, as it cost
50 paise and thatwas lots of money.

When innocence was, slurping slyly on
‘barfachaagolaa’ and wondering howto hide my
red lips and tongue from Mom.

When evenings were meant for screeching
and screaming out friends’ names and horsing
around playing ‘dabaa aaisspaais’ ‘lagori’ ‘kho
kho' ‘viti daandu’ ‘kabaddi’ ‘langdi
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‘saankhlee’...... whew.....andwhatnot.

When ‘saali/saala’ were major ‘bad words’
unlike the ‘Fword’ used today as if swearing was
going out of fashion.

Jeez sweetheart......... | too wanna grow
up...again! Andthistime round I willimprovise.

Babawillwake meupat6.00amand lwill put
my arms around him and ask himtojoin meinmy
slumber party. My ‘Oh so strict’ Baba too will
smile before yanking me out of bed. But NOW |
will just go early to bed and get up before being
yanked outofbed.

My Aai will ‘paste’ me with a ruler for playing
out after 7pm. But NOW | will be back home by
6.59pm.

Babawill stillnotsign mytestmark sheet. But
NOW lwill burnthe night oils and be a star pupil.

My Dada and | will fight like two rams in the
afternoon and both will be punished in the
evening. ButNOW I willjustbe smartand notget
caught.

I will cry when my college friends go for a
movie and lam not allowed since boys are part of
the group. ButNOW lwill.......

Whoa... whatam lwriting????

| have lived that part! | am grown up
‘officially’. Those are my ‘beetein hue din,..” ...
Can | change them? Do | really want to change
them?

Those are the days that have groomed me
into what | am today. Our past reflects on our
presentand our presentushers ourfuture.

Looking back makes one nostalgic.
Listening to old songs connect us with our
growing up days, when making mistakes, getting
punished and moving ahead was natural.
Sometimes we feel we could go back to those
carefree days. But you can't go back and
manipulate thingsto the way youwanted themto
happen. Life will be meaningless and boring and
just not worth living. Besides, we value the past
for the way it has happened. It is HOW we grew
up. Thatis Our past that has moulded us and our
future.

But yes, while growing up again | would
prefertry and change the course of myfuture and
that's a beautiful thing about life. Yes, one will
make mistakes.Andyes, onewillhave bad days-

butaslongasyouletthe pastgo, you'llhave such
agorgeous and bright future ahead ofyou.

To grow up again, | would also like to do
something to improvise my personality. Make
me a better person. Moving on with our lives,
making new memories, and gaining knowledge,
learning something new each day, making
exciting realities that were once ideas that
seemedsofaraway.

Asachild one believes nothingcanbewrong
for a long time and whatever the problem, your
parents will make it right. As a parent wouldn't it
be beautifulifyour own child had the same faithin
you. When children can talk out their growing up
fears with you, when they can discuss their
friends and fears with you and not fumble while
telling you where or with whom they are. You
being grown up helpstheirgrowing up.

| understand why my parents behaved in a
particular fashion when I was small. Today being
in their shoes | am tempted to toe the line but |
avoidit. Itryto be lessrigid. Understand my kids’
point of view (most of the times they are right)
because circumstances are different today,
children are different. Their problems are
different so how can solutions be the same age
oldones?

Trying to be as close to their youthful
thoughts, | too learn a lot that wouldn’t be
possible beinga‘normal’ mom. | letthem be their
natural selves instead of trying to mould them
according to the so called norms of society. Not
because | am careless but because | know that
kids today don't blindly follow what parents ask
themtodo. Theyquestion...why...??

I’'mnotalittle girlanymore I'velearned whoto
trust & who to ignore. | don't forgive people
because I'm weak, | forgive them because I'm
strong enough to know that people make
mistakes. We all do. Earlier | would have hated
the person erring me but today | can understand
that majority of the people don't hurt you
intentionally, and thatthey are just going through
aroughphasethemselves.

We must try and put ourselves in others’
shoes, tounderstand them and see how soonwe
master anger management. As | grow up each
day Iwantto understand why people behave the
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way they do. If they are willing to confide in me,
thengoaheadand helpthem sortthingsout.

Does this mean | have mellowed down with
age?? | don't think so. No woman worth her salt
‘ages’. It is just a maturity that comes with
experience. Youare asyoungasyouthink.

I have friends like the ‘jaroori’ type. | could
CHOOSE my friends. Growing up taught me
whomtochoose.

When | was little | felt that life could be
perfect. That if you were careful enough, you'd
never make a mistake, never be lonely, never be
misunderstood, never be frightened, but it
doesn'twork that way. Life is bigand messy, and
you just have to face it boldly and hope for the
best.

| have adapted to the current lifestyle,
current lingo, latest trends. It is important to

change with the times, because change is the
only constantin our life. Changing with the times
isapositive sign of growing up.

| dream and look forward to fulfilling those
dreams. Those that are not within my reach, |
keep for tomorrow. As Scarlet Ohara says,
"Tomorrowisanotherday...".

| am on Facebook and Twitter that has given
friendship and networking a new meaning and
has broughtthe worldin ourlap (top). | donate for
charity. Ilbecame ‘Anna’and stood fora cause.

Yes, | am growing up again ....its different
...tsfun...

That reminds me of a wonderful phrase,
"Every yesterday is a past. Every tomorrow is a
vision. But every TODAY well lived makes every
yesterday a dream of happiness and every
tomorrow avisionofhope."

GROWING

Itis truly said that in every Man or Woman a
child is hidden!

And if this child and his dreams are not
nurtured aptly in the early ages they remain
active in the sub-conscious!

During school days, | wanted to dance and
act but unfortunately did not get a chance to
show my potentials.

"The Burning Desire To Act Remained
Burried Deep Within Me"

College Life too was not enjoyable as | had
started working for Union Bank, immediately
after S.S.C. and had to complete my studies by
joining Morning College. Here too destiny did
not allow me to pursue my passion of Dancing
and Acting.

Whenever | used to see young boys and
girls giving performances on Television, my
inner desire surfaced.

Years passed and the Balancing Act of
managing Home and Kids on one side and my
career on the other left me no time to express
my self as an actor.

Time flew by and | became a Mother In —
Law. My Mimicking Talent was always
appreciated by my family members and now

UP AGAIN

—Nirupa Arvind Vyavaharkar
my daughter — in - law Kashmira took a special
liking to it and ignited the fire of acting again
and coaxed me to take part in "Pratush 2011 !

Thanks to Kashmira, | decided to go ahead
with her idea.

All the Tensions of a school girl surfaced in
my mind. Would | be able to do justice to the
role, will | be able to face the audience with
confidence?

| just prayed to God and plunged Whole
Heratedly into the role.

It was a very small role but | put my best
efforts and Lo it was a success. | had made it!

The pent up desire to act had finally been
released. | myself was also surprised that at
this late age also | was able do a good job. The
constant support of my family also helped me
to achieve this success. | also thank my
director for showing so much trust in a new
comer like me.

Today | have achieved my dream and | feel
that if placed in the hands of a good director, |
will definitely do full justice to the role given to
me!

It is really a feeling of GROWING UP
AGAIN.
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Recycled! If Iwereto grow up again...?

My mother was smiling at me! Suhas
Kothare was smiling at me! Suhas is my
cousin. Hey! Wait a minute. My wife is
weeping. She is standing besides a body
wrapped in a white sheet. My daughter is
looking busy. She is in her organization mode;
officious  looking, issuing instructions,
organizing something. What's going on?

My mother? Suhas Kothare? What are
they doing here? Why are they smiling? They
are supposed to be dead long ago. Who is that
lying on the floor? Why is my wife weeping?
Why am | looking down at my wife and my
daughter? Where am | standing? This is all so
confusing! | am now peering at the dead body
in white wraps. Looks familiar! Taking a closer
look at the face! Hey! That is me! Why am |
wrapped in white? A benign smile from Suhas
Kothare! An understanding smile from mom!

And suddenly it struck me ... | am dead!

I am on the other side of the divide. No
wonder | met Suhas and mom! What
happened to dad? Why is he not here? And
who is that unknown face talking to Suhas?
Suhas does the introductions. Pravin, meet
Yum! Yum? Is he edible? As in yummy? | am a
tube-light today; with a flickering starter. My
convent educated brain suddenly recalls the
story of Satyavan and Savitri narrated to me by
mom in my childhood. This is ‘Yama' (the
convent spelling for Yum), the God of death or
the presiding authority over death. Yum is not
at all hideous looking as depicted in comic
books and TV serials. On the contrary he is
quite friendly, pleasant faced and almost like
the Gods depicted in the comic books. Of
course! He too is God isn’'t he? The God of
death!

Yum takes me aside, a gentle hand over
my shoulder and says "We need to follow
protocol and complete some formalities before
| allow you the passport to roam-free in the
celestial kingdom". | am perplexed. "You mean
| won't be sent to heaven or hell?" Yum smiled

—Pravin Mankar

again. What a let down! Not once did he guffaw
aloud. He said, "Most of you guys are under the
misconception that heaven and hell are on this
side of the divide. Heaven and hell are actually
situated on your Earth itself. If you have lived
badly, your next life will begin in a godforsaken
place. Say a slum like Kurla." WOW! Yum is
savvy. He knows about slums of Kurla. Yum
continues "If you have lived your life well, then
your next life begins with a golden spoon in
your mouth. Say a posh locality like Colaba."
Hmm, he is not THAT savvy after all. Colaba is
passé. The sum and essence being that | shall
be on roam-free and completely free! | planned
to see all those things not possible from Earth.
Like Jupiter, Mars, maybe Mercury and even
the Sun. | will take a call on inter-galactic
missions or travels once | assess these nearby
journeys.

"Come, let’s do a quick review of your past
life so that we can chalk out your future life on
Earth". Yum jolted me back to.. reality. | was
about to say Earth and suddenly realized that |
am an NRE (Non-Resident Earthling). "What is
this review?" | asked. "Well, we run through
your past life on Earth and we give you the
freedom to change anything in your growing-up
phase; anything that you would have done
differently, if you were given a second chance
to do such a thing." Actually, | quite liked the
idea. And thus began my review.

| looked at my birth in a Pathare Prabhu
household; a decent set of parents; a decent
bungalow in Khar, a decent set of relatives.
Would | change anything there? Well... maybe
a couple of relatives here and there; but really it
didn't matter anyway. They went their own
ways and faded from my life. And within one
year of my birth | got whisked away from
Mumbai to Junagadh and after a couple of
years, on to Ajmer. My dad was a government
employee and had a job that involved transfers.
Now this is something | would have most
certainly changed if | could. My formative years
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were spent in an underdeveloped town of a,
then underdeveloped State. It was like
beginning a game with a handicap. Part of a
child’s education comes from his surroundings.
My surroundings were not conducive for rapid
progress. | think those golden six years of my
beginning were lost in the sluggish, backward
environs of Junagadh and Ajmer and perhaps
retarded my growth as | did not have the
opportunities to observe a fast paced life,
which Mumbai has always been. Another major
loss was the disconnection with Marathi
literature and Marathi culture. My education
began in Hindi medium and here again the
richness of English and Marathi was sacrificed.

But, | think | gained spiritually. | was always
in contact with nature and was fascinated by
the vegetable and animal kingdoms. | am
perhaps a rare breed of city guys who has
enjoyed a roti and radish on the back of a
buffalo, wrestled with donkeys, collected honey
from beehives, plucked fruits from wild trees
directly and drunk goat’s milk freshly taken out
of a goat in front of my eyes. | have enjoyed the
flavours of small-town life; like smoking a beedi
at the age of four. The other direct benefit was
that | spent my whole childhood with my mother
without having to share her with any relatives,
friends or social circles because there weren't
any. But when | look at it now, despite the
proximity to nature and mom, | would still
change my surroundings to a progressive
place like Mumbai.

We relocated to Mumbai when | was in the
fourth. Convent school brought along with it
difficulties of English; my vocabulary being
limited to "yes" and "no". Quite obviously,
school results were nothing to talk about as
there was no comprehension due to lack of
understanding of English. Mom was diligently
tracking my progress with her instinct. In an
astute observation and decision, mom put me
in the hands of Mr. Malhari Rane popularly
know in our community as "Rane Master" and
to the near and dear ones as "Pappa". The first
"strong" influence in my life was Pappa. If |
could change anything in my life it would be
advancing his influence over my life. A simple,

disciplined soul if ever there was one, he
brought order in my chaotic education. A
constant failure in mathematics, | started
scoring high percentages and with that my
popularity among school friends increased.
This bolstered my confidence and changed my
approach towards education, work and life.
Would | change my school? No way! Mom was
an institution for me. Even when my
mathematics marks improved, she noticed that
| was not so good in languages. One fine
evening she brought for me a book from the
library. "Lassie the sheep dog" by Enid Blyton! |
got hooked! Life was never the same again.
English became easy to understand. ex-
pressions fluidized and life became a
cakewalk. Would | change anything? Sure! |
would rewind the advent of Enid Blyton in my
life at a much earlier age and fast track my
learning process.

College life was fun and stress. Fun in
academics and the extra-curricular and stress
at home as dad had retired mid-way through
college. An adjustment in career plan was
imperative but the physical and mental
stresses of limited resources were not quite
strong enough to dampen the spirit of youth,
the thrill of adolescence and the sudden sense
of responsibility as | initiated into adulthood.
Would | change anything in my college life? |
guess not!

Working life began in right earnest. Bosses
were powerful influences in shaping the career.
One boss was outstanding and stands out as
the builder of my career. A difficult, scheming
man who would have scaled dizzy heights if he
were a more humane character! But what an
enterprising individual! Sharp, resourceful,
tireless, relentless, meticulous-to-a-fault,
practical and a brutal taskmaster! Wouldn’t
want another boss as he taught nuances and
tricks in navigating through professional and
personal life. If | were to grow up again in
professional life, he would be the boss | would
seek out.

In adult life there are four milestones that |
shall never ever forget and all four were
associated with meeting people. A major
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influence in my life after "Pappa" was Swami
Chinmayananda in the year 1989 when | was
thirty three years old. Seven days of attending
his discourses on Upanishads and Geeta and |
came out with a completely transformed
outlook in life. A Pathare Prabhu is not merely a
non-vegetarian, he is a carnivore. | was that!
With job stability and a few coins to spare, | had
picked up society’s trendy symbols. A burning
white roll with a curling blue smoke was
threatening to become a life-long companion.
Blender’'s pride had become my pride too.
Those magical seven days with Swamiji and a
personal discussion later, | came out squeaky
clean. A vegetarian Pathare Prabhu who
doesn't smoke and drink, emerged and
remained so till date. Would | change
anything? Sure! | would want to meet Swami
Chinmayanada much, much earlier; maybe
even during my school days and reshape the
course.

About ten years later, another big influence
came in the form of a Vaastu Shastri from
Chennai. A factory designed by me just would
not produce. Since | was, and still am, a firm
believer in science and management
techniques, | was proud of my creation except
for the fact that it was a failure as it did not
deliver what it was meant to. Someone
suggested the name of Mr. Venkatesan, a
manager with Sumeet Mixers, as a Vaastu
Consultant. Reluctantly, | agreed because the
suggestion came from the boss and more
importantly, my product was deemed a failure.
This guy, about 7 years younger, attired in a
simple checked shirt and trousers walked with
me to the plant with a compass in hand, As
soon as he entered, he turned around and
asked, "Who designed this factory?" My chest
puffed up and | announced rather pompously, "I
did!" He smiled and congratulated me. My
chest became puffier. Then he said, "Never
demolish this factory”. Now | was smiling from
ear to ear and wanted to hear more praise.
"Why?" | asked. With a completely straight
face he replied, "This is a classic example of
how a factory should not be built". My gas
balloon deflated with a big whoosh! Mr.

Venkatesan recommended some changes and
| blindly implemented them. BINGO! The
factory started producing immediately! It
introduced me to a whole new world of
magnetism and Vaastu and it's influence on
day-to-day life. So much so that | associated
with Mr. Venketasan on a few more occasions
and became a student and practitioner of
Vaastu Shastra. | wish Vaastu was known to
me much earlier in life. | could have made
several corrections. Will | learn Vaastu Shastra
if | were to relive again? Redundant question!
Let’'s move on.

| met Sumita as a twenty seven year old,
budding Ayurveda doctor sometime in the year
2001/02. If ever | have seen any magician, she
is one. Her ability to diagnose ailments simply
by feeling the pulse, is astounding. She was a
visiting practitioner at my retail pharmacy for
few years and | had the good fortune of
witnessing the weave of her magic first hand.
Hopeless cases, patients given up by allopaths
came to her and went healthier and happier.
Would | change anything if | were to relive? As
far as meeting Sumita is concerned, nothing!

The year 2005 brought about one of the
biggest influence in my life in the shape and
form of Brahmavidya, an ancient Indian
science for healthier, happier and successful
life. Six years down the line | have qualified to
teach the basic course of Brahmavidya. Would
| wish anything different were | to relive my life?
MOST CERTAINLY YES! | would wish for
Brahmavidya in my life from my age of ten. Not
earlier, because Brahmavidya rules allow for
Children’s Course from the age of ten upwards.
If anything has changed my life as dramatically
as Swami Chinmayananda did twenty two
years ago, it has been Brahmavidya. | was a
regular pill-popper. A tinge of running nose, a
hint of fever, a whiff of cough or any disease
condition and | would be popping one pill after
another. That | am a pharmacist and own my
retail pharmacy made it that much simpler for
me to be popping pills. | am happy to say that
from the year 2007, | have not consumed even
a single tablet; not even a Crocin. The entire
credit is to the practice of Brahmavidya and its
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principal propagator, Mr. Jayant Divekar.

You must be wondering what happened to
my dad who was not around when my mom
and Suhas dada were smiling at me in my
dream at the beginning of this article. As | was
about to wake up, dad arrived and | saw him
smiling briefly too. This quite fits the pattern as
dad was always on out-station jobs and was
never around in shaping my life and career in a
direct way. He was indirectly there as a figure of
up-righteousness, hard work, discipline and

generosity. If | could change anything about my
growing up, | would love to have a more
respectful relationship with my elders, a more
harmonious relationship with my friends and
colleagues and a softer approach in life with all
its shades of grey. | think | tried to live a lot in
the black and the white.

You must also be wondering why | have not
referred to my wife and daughter! Keep
wondering! | wouldn’t change them for anything
in this world.

Growing Up Again!

Really an interesting topic ,in fact an
amusing thought;;

A process which begins the moment our
mums know of our micropresence withinthem ...

A process that will not end till death do us

apart.
Itis alifetime achievement process...trying
our level best to grow up .............. again and

again andyetagain.

Today scans determine with proof that we
have attained certain "specific "weight, : intimes
gone by it was like, the to —be — mum has filled
outverynicely .....

Every single person who comes to know
aboutthe Thumbelinain mum’stumisinterested
inourgrowingup............

U know ,the moment the tiny creature
comes out ,yowling and confused , the aaji is
already planning baarse ani munjand thenyou
have "babdya kadhi motha honar re ani kadhi
aaji barobar bolnar ....!" Another shove towards
growing up . "sonya ,kadhi re aaji aajobancha
haath dharun park madhye firayala yenaar...?
"The height of pushing the baby further up the
growth ladder is obviously the sibling who wants
to race the older one in everything
........ ‘dada’paan and ‘tai’paan makes sure the
growth is fast and furious ....and irreversible
..you cannot behave like a four year old that you
are ,simply because "small baby will say dada
vedaa aahe ...let him take the cycle ,you are his
tai/dada na..?....!so ababy of 4 has grownup .!

—Mrs. Aparna Sameer Vijayakar

and how !!!

Is there noendto our growing up ?

There is this period of growing up when we
want to show we are grown up ...therein lies our
immaturity . A stage that thankfully (for parents)
slipsaway justasitslidedin.

Do we ever gettired of growingup ? No ,as it
is that beautiful process which we are aware of
butnotin control of .

The lovely carefree growing up as we skip ,
dance, cry, feel hurt ,get embarrassed, act the
fool ,sing tunelessly ,tease and get teased ,diet
mindlessly . And we never ever are consiously
stepping in another fascinating grown up
role....that of a responsible professional ...we
just transform like a pupa to a
chrysalis....awaiting self realization ,of having to
grow, assume responsibilities...

With this awareness comes a lot of
freedom and suddenly we are actually enjoying
our moments of GROWING UP ..

Tell me dear friends , can we now stop
growing ...? Certainly not .! yesterday we were
growing up to set a role model for the younger
siblings...... today we have grown up to comfort
and hold the very hand which helped us to
steady ourtoddling firststeps......

Does this growing up ever going to stop ?

The sunbai has just come in from the doctor
.whatdoes she havetosay...?

Yes guys, we have got this lovely chance to
grow up again with our new tiny family member
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ontheway ...

Tosee againsimple, natural things through
fresh unspoilt sight ,experience small wonders
as if they have never ever been experienced
before ....express wonder & start guessing
again "aajoba,who has tied that mango on the

tree .."? aaji ,how could you ever have been a
baby ? aajoba, please don'ttell aaie | broke the
window pane ........... so ,here we are again
growing up ...... to act as a shield , an
encyclopaedia........... but this is the growing up
what everybody looksforwardto ......

Growing Up Again!!!!

"Grow up ! Grow up!"is an oft — heard
cliché in our formative years. Little did we
comprehend at that point in time, the cache
(hidden) pile of wisdom in that repeated
utterance. Caught up in the whirlpool of
intolerance of our"should’s"and "have to’'s",
acceptance is erased out. When we clutch
resistance to our chests and vow never to
change....we cement ourselvesintoasituation,
attitude or pain. Remember always, our attitude
determinesouraltitude.

Now, the"Growing up again”,I'm referring
to here (in my experience) is not giving up
or lapsing into hopeless resignation. In
order to be our most creative selves and
develop our potential, we need to accept
the responsibility of carving our own
niche, remain flexible and willing to change
the unique abilities that are best suited to
us. It is having the wisdom to know when
to say "voilal" How can | have the peace
of mind in the face of this? Fueled by a
social belief that we need approval from
others "to be ok’ !", we scurry around

hunting for "self —esteem" from outside
suppliers. Will this work ? Of course, we
need people to appreciate us but our
primary source of " growing up again" is to
support and approve ourselves. We definitely
must not overlook our shortcomings or give a
"self—pat"forbeing nasty. That doesn’'t work
either. A learner who is in loving response to
a respected teacher simultaneously... a
teacher and a learner.... Not as an errant
child in need of punishment. Accepting the
fact that we are responsible for our own

— Deepashry Sudeep Kothare

lives is incredibly empowering- this task
being creative and productive... honors and
embraces our queries and trusts that if we
allow..... the best answers will eventually
evolve.

Let's wrestle with the demon of low self—
esteem and disallow our hearts to break.!
Let's not wait until eternity to accept ‘who we
are’...let's do it rightnow!. The magic mantrais
"NOW"lIl (Not Over the Week-end for sure

lives are a constant parade of paradigm
shifts.....some inspiring and exciting wanting
us to grab our baton n jump in front of a
band n shout forjoy....others might resemble
closely a funeral cortege. Befriending a"grow
up again" is a comforting philosophy for us to
work toward. Imagine, what if the caretaker of
an aquarium never changed the water in the
tank ? The fish would die attempting to glean
oxygen from a stagnant and used — up
source....the water change helps the fish to
circulate and thrive in their habitat. Without
change, we would stagnate too.

We, only, are the authors of our
thoughts which give rise to (in order) our
feelings, attitudes, actions, personality which
finally shape our destiny. Great, ain't it?
Changes make us grow, evolve , become
more flexible, more resilient and more
confident....if we trust ourselves with heaps
of "self —worth" ....we can over time easily
flutter gently n cheerfully in Nature's
breeze. The very knowledge that I'm in
charge of my feelings is one of the most life-
enhancing realizations...| am a total optimist
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n happily cherish this priceless possession.
| choose to expect the GOLDEN BEST
AT ALL TIMES... howdoesitworkforyou, dear
readers ?. Having the power to reframe my
reality, | fully appreciate my life with its
variations...when we are on the threshold of
a decision , we tend to oscillate between
responsibility and seriousness of life which
shuttles our S-O-H (hey guys....no
inclinations of leading you into a laboratory
..... ‘Sense Of Humor’ is what | intend to say)
off into a cold storage where it goes into
lack of use....Hey friends.....so let's grow up
again!....let's lighten up ....bubble rather than
grumble...sometimes...our funny bonen our
zest for life gets buried under fear of ridicule
or rejection.

Feminism called upon me to have the
courage for growing up again — discover n
exercise my womanly strength...unafraid of
pain as it's immeasurable and invariably self
— drawn.. It prompted me to weed out
unnecessary ‘can’ts’ and ‘won’'ts’ from my
mental schedule n translate my actions into a

wondrous, nourishing, fulfilling and deserving
language for a healthier n happier existence.
It is necessary to drain out our ‘shoulds’ with
empowering words like‘can’, ‘will’,‘chooseto’,
‘want to’. Stop living under the tyranny of
one’s ‘shoulds’....Then,one is bound to feel
more loving, more joyful n one’s worthy life
will certainly not be laced with resentment n
hopelessness.

Infact, every moment of my cheerful life ‘I'M
GROWING UP AGAIN N AGAIN"--- slicing out
for me a newer realm of brighter life ....penning
onafresher slate ofexperience.|sincerely hope
n pray that my verbal bouquet of philosophical
scribble ushersin ahappier n more prosperous
Diwali, for my very dear patient reading
audience,........ also it furnishes you with a
stronger fibrous mental nourishment ...which
can be utilized to design a more durable and
satisfying net to comfort n support you as and
when you need it.....Yo! ....let's grow up again
and absolutely enjoy countless ‘SMILEY’
times.... .11
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Growing Up Again

Who wants to grow up ? Frankly, growing
is fun but ‘growing up’ to my mind is age, a
load of responsibilities, worries, working for
living and a hoard of such things . So my motto
is "I refuse to grow up" | believe in "Vrudhatve
nij Shaishavas japane" .

| was on a pilgrimage (read as Trek) to
Hemkund Sahib recently. | was all excited as |
was resuming the trekking activity after 17 long
years. | started from Chandigarh (where | live)
and joined the Jatha of Sikh pilgrims at
Roorkee enroute to Hardwar and Hrishikesh.
We stopped at Hrishikesh for ‘Mattha tekoing’
that is paying obeisance since we were a sikh
jatha, at the Gurudwara . On the way to
Gobind Ghat our first halt was at Kirtinagar in
Srinagar (UK) at a lovely Resort going by the
name "River View Resort" . Next morning we
went thru picturesque winding roads to Gobind
Ghat. On the way we had to stop briefly for
‘Gate’ at Joshi Math.This is the famous place
from where you branch off to Auli for skiing.

The mountain roads being narrow, they
follow a one-way traffic system for which gates
are installed at strategic places like Joshi
Math, Pandukeshwar & Badrinath.
Unidirectional, traffic is allowed to flow at
regular time intervals.

The road was treacherous to say the
least. Plenty of landslides , lengths of road
washed away and the driver steering us
skillfully through dangerous terrain. How
dangerous a terrain can be , one has to
experience this to believe me. One moment
you are on a good road and next moment you
are gaping at huge gaps in the road and the
bus goes precariously on almost three wheels.
At least that is the feeling | got. Finally we
reached Gobind Ghat.

Gobind Ghat is a small hamlet situated on
the gurgling shores of Hem Ganga on the way
to Badrinath. This is the base for the revered
shrine of Hem Kund Sahib. A Gurudwara at a
height of 4329 meters or 14200 feet. A

—Gaurang Kirtikar

Gurudwara exists here which is called Govind
Ghat.

Hemkund (Snow Lake) Sahib, as the
name itself suggests, is a high-altitude lake
(4329 m) surrounded by seven huge snow-
covered mountains, which are collectively
called Hemkund Parvat.The Holy Flag or the
‘Nishan Sahib’ is flown atop each parvat. Close
to the lake is a sacred Gurudwara that is a
pilgrimage centre for Sikhs and Hindus from all
over the world. It is said that Shri Guru Govind
Singh Ji (the Tenth Guru of the Sikhs)
meditated on the very banks of this lake where
a number of sages and religious teachers from
the Hindu mythology, including Rishi Medhasa
of the Markandeya Purana and Lakshman, the
brother of Lord Ram performed penance.
Besides the Gurudwara, you can also see a
temple here. The lake is the source of the
Laxman Ganga (alternatively called Hem
Ganga) stream that merges with the
Pushpawati stream flowing from the Valley of
Flowers, at Ghangaria (Gobind Dham). From
this point on, the river is called Laxman Ganga

A very popular trekking destination,
Hemkund is a 20 km trek from Govindghat.
The trek takes one through pine forests where
rhododendron (burans), wild roses, ferns and
alpine flowers abound. With breathtaking
views of the surging waters of the Lakshman
Ganga, the last five kilometres of the trek
entails a steep climb from Ghangharia, which
is a base for visiting Hemkund. It is an
awesome trek route made so with the gurgling
river on one side and steep mountain on the
other with scenic beauty throughout. The lake
is about two kilometers in circumference. It
has clear, still water mirror images of the
Saptashringa peaks (5500 m) that surrounds
it.

One can visit Hemkund only between May
and September. During these days, you'll find
the water still, has shards of ice floating in it,
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glinting in the sun with the rock- strewn banks
of the lake covered in moss and the flowers in
bright bloom

The valley of Flowers in full bloom is a
sight to cherish.Almost 2000 species of
flowers bloom in this 20 km stretch of the
valley.One has to go on foot, horses are not
allowed inside the valley.The flora changes
many times during season. It's a
photographer’s delight.

This imposing star-shaped structure of
stone and concrete masonry is on the shores
of the lake. An outlet behind the Gurudwara is
source of the Lakshman Ganga.

Temple of Lord Lakshman

A small temple nearby is dedicated to Lord
Lakshman, probably the only one which does
not have Ram & Seetaji with him.

| had done this trek earlier with little
difficulty way back in 1993 and | was trying
today. The sites were same picturesque nature
, abundantly beautiful, the path was better
compared to my earlier foray. But alas, though
the spirits were same and high, the body was
not giving equal support. The route which | had
trudged so easily was being difficult. The 15

kilometers to Gobind Dham seemed like 150
kms. | had started with the group around 8 AM
from Gobind Ghat and reached Gobind Dham
(Ghangaria) by 4 PM earlier. Today the starting
time remained same but the end was nowhere
near in sight. The last 2 kms or so became too
much and | was fortunate to get a Horse up to
Ghangaria. Euphoria prevailed among the
group members who had reached earlier that |
had reached albeit on Horse back. The time
was 7 PM. And this was the moment ,as
Avdhut Gupte says "heech tee vel, hach to
kshan" , | realized that | have GROWN UP.

Needless to say the rest of the trek to
Hemkund was continued the next day on
Horse back only. Yes, | could visit the holy
shrine, but not on my own feet totally. | had to
take assistance. In the afternoon we returned
to Govind Dham. Stayed the night in tents at
Garhwal mandal Vikas Nigam'’s Hotel.

Next morning | walked back to Gobind
Ghat and to Badrinath by bus.

Yes | could complete the Trek with some
assistance and suddenly felt Grown Up and old.

| did not like this "Growing UP again" to
say the least.

GROWING ALL AGAIN

My tiny tot grandson,Varun, sitting in the
balcony of flat at Irvine,Los Angeles, watched
daily an array of cars lined up systematically in
a perpendicular manner and his infant brain
also followed the same ideology when he too
lined up his toy cars in the same manner. His
vision led me to backage where | am embroiled
now.

In Mumbai and Pune where | dwell,l am
aghast to see two wheelers and cars
meticulously parked, no bumper to bumper as |
find roads absolutely clean bereft of any
potholes or any unscientific speed brakers
lined up on the roads. Oh! how clean roads are,
washed daily by municipal employees and
watching them dedicately attending daily to
removal of garbage to keep the city absolutely

—Anil P. Rao

clean and tidy.How sensitive are the muncipal
employees towards hygiene so that we have
long said bye bye to viral diseases and now
breathing throughout the whole year fresh air
and are so healthy.Oh! This all happening
before my eyes.

No masjid, temple, church nor any
religious place obstructing the flow of traffic
with roads wide having 10 to 12 lanes, smooth
traffic flow, enjoyable risk free driving.A park at
every nook and corner of city, lush greenfields,
trees line up systematically on both sides of
roads, a feeling of driving in Kashmir Valley.
Our dedicated servants of people, Corporators,
MLAs and MPs all showing dedication to public
work, not accepting any bribe or 'CHIRI-MIRI'
but attending to any querry and easily
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approachable even on mobile too.Educational
institutions  flushed with intellecutual and
learned staff giving full devotion to campus
vocational training and not encouraging joining
coaching classes or taking tuitions. In fact,
taking tuitions and joining coaching classes is
below grade, talking or thinking of it is
blasphemy. All government work attended fast
and resolved too, with no bait or bribery.Every
public servant is devoted and thinks only of his
nation, BharatMata. What a change, in which |

am living and growing all again. People mix up
in social gatherings, no mention of caste ,
creed or religion. Caste totally uprooted and not
found in dictionary. Everyone says, only' | AM
INDIAN'.  BHARATMATA NARA heard
everywhere.Every citizen looks at other as a
human being. Love and peace pervading.

Oh! how | wish to grow like this all over
again, a world of heaven only, no hell seen. At
this moment, my wife uttered,'It would be
SATYAYUG'.Really | wish it would be.

Growing

One lazy Saturday afternoon, | was in a
retrospective mood. | asked myself "When was
the last time | did something just for the sake of
doing it and not because | gained something
from it??" After several soul searching seconds |
came up with an answer that was really pitiable.
It was when | was a little girl, still caught up in a
fanciful world of fairies and princes and when |
usedto dance blithelyinthe rain withoutacarein
the world!! Nowadays, | don't step out in the rain
for the fear of falling sick and missing college!
Make no mistake, | am not that kind of a person
who whines about how unfair life is, because |
firmly believe that if anyone can mess up your life
it's YOU!

We live in this mad, mad world where you
are considered a failure if you don’t getinto atop
notch engineering or medical college at 18, ifyou
don'tlandupina"prestigious"jobat 22, don’'tget
married by 26, have kids, don't have a BIG
house, atleastone car and a huge bank balance
meant to raise quite a few eyebrows by 50! Is
this what life is all about? Heaven forbid, if
someone tries the less trodden path that person
is condemned to be a maverick or even a mad
delinquent! In the process of trying to win the rat
race of life we lose the little things that give us joy
and make life worth living and ultimately lose
ourselves too.As | was writing this article |
realised that | was missing out on the simple
pleasures of life and was being sucked into the
guagmire of routine life.

Up Again
—Aishwarya Velkar

Every morning there was this little fella, a
toddler of about two who waves cheerfully to me
as | race past him to go to school. | have but
spared him a cursory smile. | have never
stopped to even know his name as | race to get
into the school lest | get a late remark ! | can’t
carry a tune to save my life but | remember how
much fun | had when | use to croon (off-key of
course!!) my favourite songs. | resolved then, |
don’twantto simply exist, lwantto LIVE!! lwould
rather try something new and fail rather than sit
back and wonder "What if?" There was this
poem called ‘Leisure’ that went along the lines
of*What is this life if, full of care We have no time
tostand and stare..'Thatwas then | decided.  will
never take the simple things in life for granted
and let the little girl in me die. These poignant
lines just about sum what | felt."Give me some
sunshine, Give me some rain, Give me another
chance, For lwantto grow up once again..."
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"Growing Up Again !"

Generally speaking, as | glance through my
by-gone years, | tend to classify the same into 3
stages.

Firstly,between the ages of childhood and
the end of my teens, like any other boy, lused to
feel my father was the greatest hero !.The
reason for this feeling was that | was well
protected from the rough-tides of life.

Then came the second stage of life ever
since becoming an adult till the age of 50 .The
burden of family responsibilities gradually fell on
me and with it came the awareness of
achievements of the all time great idols from
different walks of life such as Shivaji Maharaj,
Lokmanya Tilak, Mahatma Gandhi, Jawaharlal
Nehru, Maulana Azad, Vallabh Bhai Patel,
Subhash Babu Bose, Nelson Mandella, Don
Bradman, C.K.Naidu, Mustag Ali ,Vijay
Merchant, Vijay Hazare, Poly Umrigar, Chandu
Borde, Sunil Gavaskar, Dr.Homi Bhabha,

—Ajit Mankar

Dr.Sethna, Dr. Abdul Kalam, Field Marshal
Gen.Manekshaw,JRD Tata and the likes, just to
name afew although, ofcourse, the listdoes not
end here.The inspirational ideologies and
achievements of all these immortals were
simply fascinating to drive middle-aged life of a
common man like me.

However,as the age advanced further,the
turns and twists of the past life crossed my mind
further maturity of thoughtand wisdom.The time
has come when the advise of Bhagwan Krishna
to Arjunain Bhagwat Gita now reins supreme in
my mind .

" Do what you have been destined to with
sincerity in this life , irrespective of expecting
the worldly rewards.The Ultimate Moksha is the
best heavenly reward and goal for the good
deeds of the presenthuman life !

This being my philosophy of life , | for one ,
donotlook forwardto " Growing UpAgain!"

Growing up again....

Onthe 17" of August 2011, | received a mail
from Sanjana to send a write up on "Growing up
again". [ feltabitconfused as |was notvery clear
on the relevance of the topic. | immediately
picked up my phone and spoke to Sanjana. |
asked her what she expected from me on this
topic and prompt came the reply.... "Let your
imagination go wild Nileshmama. You can
interpretthe topic as you feel appropriate."”

Wow now that was a great opportunity for
me to start thinking and pen down my thoughts
as lwentdownthe memorylane.....

I was born on 7" April 1961 in a middle class
family. My mind does not permit me toremember
the first few years of my life from infancy to
childhood. Yes but from the photographs that |
see from the old albums, | can make out that |
was the darling of my parents being the only
child. The "Vadi" photographs of mine showing

—Nilesh Nayak

me garlanded with floral decorations on me
sitting on a wooden bicycle suggest that they
cherished and loved me. Every family member
had picked me in the arms and taken a
photograph. Oh it must have been a happy
momentsince | see myself smiling all the way.
My childhood days:

Some of the memorable events from my
childhood thatIrememberare....
1. The Moon Beam Nursery at Dadar - | started
going to school here. | remember how | used to
cry atthe top of my voice from the balcony to call
on my parents to take me back home. Iwas then
staying atmy maternal Aji—Ajoba’s place.
2. Then one fine day my parents brought me to
stay at Chowpatty in a chawl — the famous
Saraswatibai Chawl at Huges road. | was
admitted to one of the best schools of Mumbai —
The Hill Grange High School at Peddar road. By
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thistime I had grown into a naughty child playing
allthe mischiefin school. Irememberrightonthe
first day my dad showed me the School bus and
told me that | would soon be joining this bus to
come home. | mistook him that | should come
home by this bus from the first day itself and sat
in the bus. The driver went on his usual round
and finally saw that | was the only child left in the
bus and he did not have a clue of where to drop
me. My dad on the other hand went to my school
to pick me up. He was shocked to see me
missing from school. | saw the bus crossing
Huges road and | could see my house. |
immediately called the cleaner of the bus and
told him to drop me there. The driver refused
since he was confused if | was telling him the
truth and took me back to school. | could see my
anxious dad waiting for me in school and his
ordeal of missing me finally came to an end. Not
to forget the pasting that | got for this great
adventure.

3. | remember we used to make pellets out of
paper and hit them with a rubber band. One fine
day | usedthistrick on one of my classmates and
it hit his eye. The next day he complained to my
class teacher with a swollen eye. Apart from
getting my first cane in school | got my first
remark in my diary and was asked by the school
teacher to get my dads signature on it. | did not
know how to approach this. | gathered courage
and showed the diary to my dad. My dad gave a
stern look at me and that was enough for me to
getthe signal thatl am now going to face atough
time. He made me write 100 times in my
notebook thatlwas sorry forwhat | had done and
that | would not repeat the same in future. He
made me show this to my class teacher and get
her signature on it. Now this was like a double
edged sword. Teacher asking dad to sign on my
diary and then dad asking teacher to sign on my
punishment. However | was loved by my
teachers as academically | used to always get
good marks in my studies.

4. | remember in my vacations and weekends |
used to stay at my maternal Aji—Ajoba’s place. |
cherish those memories with my cousin Nandita
and her friends. We used to play "Bhatukli" at
home. In the evening we used to play "Daba Ice

Spice", "Drop the gun", "Chor Police", "Hitti
Kitti"etc. They were all outdoor games and by the
time we came home in the evening, we used to
be hungryfordinner.
5. | remember going to Baby Atya’s place at
Pune and enjoying my vacations with my
paternal cousins Sandip, Seema, Twarita, Kiran,
Kshama, Mangala, Lata, Dilipdada and Naren.
Oh how | wish these days would come again.
Today due to egos, misconceptions, prejudices
and many more, we have forgotten these golden
moments.
6. | remember my chawl friends Nandu, Ninad,
Deepak, Sainath, Mahesh, Atul, Kishor, Vidya,
Suji, Neelam, Raji, Satish, Santosh, Shalan,
Rashmi, Rupa, Shobha, Priya, Hima, Haseena,
Pardon me if | have forgotten some
names. We usedto play marbles...."RajaRani",
"Koiba", "Triangles". We played cricket in our
"Galli". We played "Badam Satti", "Ladis,", and
"Jhabbu"- the famous card games. The fights
that we had and then again the next day
forgetting the past and playing together again. |
remember the Diwali celebrations where all of us
used to do "Jagran”, light crackers, go for a
movie on the penultimate day of Diwali and walk
down from Lotus cinema at Worli to our chawl at
Chowpatty. Ohwhat a great experience was this.
I wish | could cherish these memaories again.
7. In 1969 when | was in the 4" standard, |
remember my dad buying our first asset "The
Telephone". This was the first telephone in our
building and also our adjoining building. |
remember we used to call out people from one
end to the other to come and answer their calls. |
was also fortunate to get the first TV in our
building in the year 1974, a black and white
"Televista". | remember how my neighbors used
to flock my 12 x 12 room to see "Chaaya Geet",
"Phool Khile Hai Gulshan, Gulshan" and the
"Sunday Movie". These events brought us all
together and the bondage that we had was
unimaginable. Somehow | find this lacking
today.....Imeanthe bondage.
My young days:

These were the golden days of my life. | was
studying in Bhavan's College just opposite my
Chowpatty residence. Having received
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education from a Cambridge school, | always
had an edge over my friends in studies. My
extracurricular activities such as being the
cricket captain, GS and Chairman of college
helped me to be the centre of attraction in
college. This gained me popularity in college. |
had a huge circle of friends (mostly girl friends
....Hahaha)

I remember the college get- together in
which | participated in plays, dances, "kavita"
competitions etc. Today when | see the famous
advertisement of Airtel "har ek friend jaroori hota
hai" | get goose bumps as it reminds me of the
great enjoyment that | had in this period. But we
did not have mobile phones, laptops or
computers in our days. | thank god for this. We
could invest our time in meeting friends
physically and developing relationships.

I remember being an office bearer in
Rotaract Club which helped me expand my
horizons in social life. Helping the blind,
disabled, and raising funds for the welfare of
such communities was our objective in this

social service.

It was during this period that | became the
member of "Bal Bhavan". The plays and dances
organized by Kundan Agaskar along with Bela,
Sandeep, Nilima, Tushar, Sujata, Netra and
others can never be forgotten. | remember the
night outs after the rehearsals and the
celebrations after the success of our events.

It was during this period that | met Anuja
(now Nutan) my wife. The social function of Bal
Bhavan brought us together. | remember my
cousinsteasingme "AT"meaning Anuja Talpade
and"Limca"since | had offered limcato her while
proposing. We were steady for 6 years waiting
for both of us to complete our academic careers
before getting married in 1987. Oh How | wish |
could live these moments once more.

My professional days:

| passed out my MSc in 1984 and
immediately the very next day | was fortunate to
get my first job in a company called Serdia — a
French pharmaceutical company. | started my
careeras amedical representative.
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In 1986, | joined Burroughs Wellcome as a
scientific officer. My dedication and interest in
the selling profession earned me many laurelsin
the form of merit awards in this period. These
successes gave me my first promotion as Area
Manager in 1991 based at Nagpur. It was a
mixed feeling for me. On one side | was
extremely happy that | had become a Manager
at a fairly young age. On the other side | was
equally nervous as | was going to leave Mumbai
and my parents for the firsttime and stay inanew
city. | was ably supported by my wife Nutan who
encouraged me to take the leap. | had a six
month old daughter Nishita and a four year old
Nivedita accompanying me. But my anxiety was
short lived. Soon | realized that there is a life
outside Mumbai. | enjoyed my job and was
involved in extensive travelling across
Maharashtra. This helped me gain a lot of vital
experience to further grow in my career.

In 1992, | was promoted as Product
Manager and brought back to Mumbai. It was a
delight for my parents as we had a reunion of our
family. Life was difficult for me as a product
manager since | did not have a professional
marketing degree with me. | took up this
challenge and joined NMIMS for post graduate
degree in Marketing. | successfully completed
this in 1995. This helped me to get promoted in
my company to the post of Marketing Manager. It
gave me agreat sense of achievement.

In 1995 Burroughs Welcome merged with
Glaxo to form GlaxoWellcome. My success as
marketing manager was rewarded and | was
promoted as Sales Training Manager in 1997. It
was a new segment for me that gave me the
opportunity to shape peoples careers by using
my Sales and Marketing experience. | found it
extremely interesting and since then made
training as my profession.

In 2000, GlaxoWellcome merged with
SmithKlineBeecham to form GSK. There were
huge job losses and | had to go through the
agony of facing an interview once again for
saving my job. Fortunately for me, | could not
only retain my job but was promoted to Core
Training Manager. My hunger for learning
helped me to get another opportunity. I joined an

executive MBA course from S. P. Jain a premier
institute in Mumbai. | passed this course in 2006
and was then promoted to Senior Manager in
2007.

Inthe same year | completed one more post
graduation degree in Training and Development
known as ISTD. This helped me to geta new job
opening in Bayer as Head — Training and
Organizational Development.

| could achieve all these professional
achievements dueto:

a. The basic education provided by my parents
and

b. The support of my wife Nutan who always
stood by my side and encouraged me to
progressin my professional career.

| shall remain indebted to these people for
ever in my life. Today | am quite satisfied with
what | could achieve so far in my life. To top this
all, I have been gifted by the almighty with two
lovely daughters who have made me proud with
their individual achievements. | am sure they
have their own success stories to tell us in
"Growingupagain...."
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Reincarnation A Reality? / Your
Supernatural Experiences

INTRODUCTION
—Vaijayanti Kirtikar

Supernatural means beyond natural. Now who doesn't like to talk about
mysterious supernatural occurrences? Talking of mysteries, | am sure all of us
have at some point of time had some questions in our mind. Questions such as: is
reincarnation a reality? Are personality traits and talents carried through from
lifetime to lifetime? Do physical appearance and characteristics stay consistent
from lifetime to lifetime? Do we reincarnate in groups with former spouses, family,
friends and associates? Can one reincarnate into more than one person?

Questions and some more guestions, but do we have the answers? Experiences
such as déja-vu are experienced by almost everyone. Our writers found these
topics thrilling and interesting. We bring to you their experiences and personal
opinions.

Our aim is to not find an answer to all questions, we simply love reading about
mysteries and that is just what we bring to you.

Food for Thought: Should mysteries remain mysteries, or should we attempt to
solve them, so that they are no longer mysteries?
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Skeletons at 17000 f.

| sat down on the dried, flattened, yellow
blades of grass, panting from a mixture of
exhilaration and sheer exhaustion. The day had
beenlongandhard. Afteragentle ascentstarting
at12,800ft., we had stoppedforlunchafter 8km.
at Pathar Nachauni. And from there, we had
climbed another 3000 ft. to the Kalu Vinayak
pass within 2 very strenuous and back-breaking
hours. Itwas no mean feat with a 20 kg rucksack
strapped on our backs, fighting against the
rapidly increasing hypoxia and thin mountain air.
Acouple of milesdownthe mountaintrailthenled
to the sinister campsite, which would serve as
the base forourfinal climbinthe wee hours of the
nextday.

It was September 2009 and here | was,
sitting at 15,500 ft at Camp Huniathar,
somewhere deep in the undulating vales of the
lofty Garhwal Himalayas. And | gazed in
reverence atthe towering ridge tothe north ofthe
campsite. Within the seemingly innocuous
crescent of the ridge lay the mysterious lake of
Roopkund.

Roopkund was the stuff of every
experienced trekker’s quest for the inexplicable
secrets of the Himalayas. It's fearful stories, part
myth part murky, were passed on through
generations of mountain-folk huddled before a
smallfire over steaming cups of chai. Itis a small
lake situated at 16,500 ftin the Chamoli district of
the Garhwal Himalayas. It was accidentally
discovered by a Forest Ranger in 1942 when he
chanced upon the ridge and the lake. The
mystical allure around the lake emanated when
he saw an enormous pile of bones scattered all
around the lake, which was situated in an area
considered to be hitherto uncharted. And there
began the quest to demystify the arcane secrets
of the enigmatic water body. The fact that the
800-odd skeletalremainswere situated atsucha
dizzying, inhospitable height, at a place which
was neither along any ancient trade route, nor
the site of any primeval settlement, gave it's

- Dr. Kshiteesh Kirtikar

hypothesized origins a phantom, supernatural
aura. Was itan ancient burial ground? Wasitthe
site of a bloody, prehistoric battle? Were these
the condemned victims ofaterrible epidemic, left
todieafrigid, bleak, lonely death?

Scientists have labored and pondered over
these bones. Numerous experiments have been
conducted, which have dated the bonesto about
800 AD. But 70years of scientific and
anthropological research and 2 documentaries,
including 1 by the National Geographic Channel,
have failed to conclusively map the origins of the
bones. The only provenfactaboutthe 1300 year
old skeletons is that they belong to people who
died ofasudden hailstorm.

But who were these unfortunate victims of
nature’swrath? Andwhatwere theydoinginsuch
large numbers at that frosty, hostile height many
centuriesago? These are questionsthatscience
failed to answer. And where science ceases to
exist, spectral conjecture breathes to life. Thus
was bornthe Legend of Roopkund!

The story of the origins of the skeletons at
Roopkund is an inseparable, intimate blend of
both facts and fiction. It is revered as well as
feared, and serves as a tale of mortal weakness
and divinerage. It speaks of a powerful king who
perished atthe hands of aninfuriated Goddess.

Soaslsatand started with hypnotized allure
attheridge concealingthe lake, I tried toimagine
what might have transpired at this very place
1300yearsago....

The old king haltingly put one weary step
after another. The altitude was a dizzying
17,000 ft. The atmosphere was boding evil with
the tense anticipation of impending doom. Dark
grey clouds hung lifelessly, creeping up on the
crown of the peak out of nowhere. The air was
still, electric. No bird or beast ventured this far up
the sinister slope. The king’s breath came in
smoky wisps in the rarified mountain air; his
bones numb with fatigue, his soul shattered by
shockand sorrow. He weptbitter, repentanttears
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overhisgargantuanloss. Yet, hedid nothave the
luxury of believing that the worst was behind him
now. He had heard stories of Goddess
Nandadevi's wrath and had seen but an iota of it
the previous evening. He had sinned and he
knew that the Goddess knew no pardon or pity.
Female presence was prohibited by the
Goddess on this pilgrimage; but the king had
defied this divine dictum. His entourage included
his wives and courtesans- guilty pleasures that
wereforbiddenonthis sacred path. Hehad seenhis
dancers being swallowed by the earth at dusk, and
heknewthatNandadevihadafarmore apocalyptic
plan for him. Something ominous beyond his
imagination laid waiting for him over the snowy
ridge.

But mortal imagination cannot fathom the
boundlessfury ofdivine wrath.

As he gently lowered himself and his
followers in the cup of the mountain where the
ancient temple of the Goddess stood, he was at
once greeted by a sight more gruesome than the
fear of death. And in the split second before his
annihilation when one’s whole life flashes before
his eyes, he was subjected to a horror reserved
onlyforthose condemnedto burntill eternity.

One moment there stood the mighty king
and his loyal entourage of 800 before a
shimmering silver temple at 17000 ft, the next
there remained only a gigantic pile of bones
scattered acrossthe slopes of the mountain cup.
And in the centre where the temple hitherto
stood, now emerged a small, unearthly lake, its
placid waters smoky green from its gloomy
secrets. Its source, non existent, its depths,
uncharted.

And there the lake still stood, its existence a
mixture of allegory, Himalayan folklore and
divine fear. Its stories were passed on from
generation to generation through hushed
whispers on chilly nights before a crackling fire by
wizened grayed elders who had in turn, heard
these stories from their own elders all those
decades ago. They speak of disembodied
screams and unearthlylights. Onlythe bravest of
the brave or the stupidest of fools ever ventured
towardsthe mythicallake.

The final climb to the lake is in silence and

reverence. The air is lifeless, whispering it's
phantomtalesto allthose who caretolisten. The
surrounding peaks of Trishul and Chaukhamba
stand tall and reticent. They are the only
witnesses to the ancient, celestial massacre,
their paranormal secretswrappedintheirslopes,
waitingtobeunraveled.

| guess some doors are best
unopened...
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CONGRATULATION

Avid photographer for a number of years
now, Anand Vijayakar was presented with a
choicein2010byalongtime friend andfellow-
photographer to collaborate as Production
Designer and Stills Photographer on a short
film. Anand accepted and "Grey" was shot
over 4 days in Pune and the final, 20-minute
long edit was selected for a screening at the
Pune International Film Festival, 2011.

This first-attempt by a largely first-timer
crew finally won a Special Mention from the
festivaljury.

*

2010sawthe birth of "Child Labour Free",
a proactive campaign conceptualised by
Namrata Vijayakar while working as a Senior
Art Director at McCann Erickson (now
McCann World Group).

The concept which is basically an
innovative method of publicising the plight of
children being used as bonded labour in
industries such as handicrafts, woodworking,
silk, etc. through art and motifs used on the
products themselves (wooden frames,
carpets, etc with motifs of children at work)
was executed in partnership with "Bachpan
BachaoAndolan". One ofthe objectives ofthe
campaignisalsotobeabletoestablishamark
or sealwhich canfunction as a certification for
products being free of child-labour.

The campaign has won a Nomination at
the "Cannes Lions International Festival of
Creativity 2010", a Gold at the "London
International Awards 2010" and two Bronzes
atthe CLIO Awards, Chicagoin2011.
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My Supernatural Experience

I was finally helped back to my feet, things
started to gain clarity. | couldn’t evaluate the
situation as much as | would have liked to, with
all the salwar clad men surrounding me trying to
ask me questions which seemed so irrelevant
then.

| felt a rush of adrenaline pumping through
my system. It took me a minute to figure out the
reason; itwas fear, stress, and uncertainty.

Fear, stress, uncertainty, you might wonder
why, because | was trying to find my shadow
under me. | did! What arelief!

Itmeant, lwas still alive...

Barely being able to see with my right eye, |
kept scanning the area thinking about ‘Is she
OK'? Blood kept pouring from all openings in my
face. | later discovered, it was worst than | had
thought.

My heart sank, when | saw her laid down by
the embankment. She was all scraped &
unattractive. It felt untrue, | always considered
usinvincible, I guess not!

Next thought, how do | take her home? Can
itbe the same again? Howlong?

This time, time surely had bent my knees. |
walked up to her and held her, while my blood
stained her body.

For all of you wonderers, fortunately it was
only my motorcycle. Butlet metellyou, it hurtthe
same.

So here Iwas on National Highway 4 (NH4),
on the outskirts of Khalapur, all bloody, scraped
& disoriented trying to find my bearing. | stood at
the side of the highway next to my motorcycle,
thanking my stars that | wasn’t run over by the
vehicles trailing behind me as I fell, trying to gain
composure but broke into fear every time blood
gushed out of my nose and my brow. | didn’t
exactly know my extent of injury but knew it was
bad. | wanted to pull out of this alive, but didn’t
know for sure that | would.

Soon after that, | rushed myself to the
nearest hospital in a ‘share-a-rickshaw’; the
Cops certainly weren’t of any help.

-Raunaqg Sameer Vijayakar

On the way to the hospital, | informed my
folks, who eventually came to my rescue! While |
was talking on the phone, | suddenly became
aware of allthose lacerations | had sustained, as
the cold breeze pricked each gash..!

Sowhatalldid I break? Let's see, | fractured
my forehead right under a few stitches. Crushed
my cheek-bone, broke my nose, a swollen eye
socket and a badly crushed ego, overall, | was
pretty bruised up and definitely not presentable. |
couldn’teatsolid food for the nextmonth or so as
my teeth and jaw shot pain missiles with every
crunch.

We limit supernatural experiences to Dark
Entities, the Chupacabra, or UFO sightings.
Supernatural experiences have a boundary-
less interpretation. The above gory narration
was only for you to realize that the experiences
we carry have the power to shape our future.
Personally, it all fell in place for me. Such a
strong experience that may alter your attitude is
no less than a supernatural experience for me!

==
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Lucid Dream

Whenever it's navratri season, my
thoughts take me back in time when | had this
lucid dream*(A lucid dream is a dream in which
one is aware that one is dreaming. The term
was coined by the Dutch psychiatrist and
writer Frederik (Willem) van Eeden (1860—
1932). Lucid dreams can seem real and
vivid.).... At that time | was not aware, that
anything like the concept of lucid dream
existed...

It so happened that | was lying on my bed
and | had this vivid picture in front of my eyes,
or | would say that it more like | was actually in
Kolhapur Mahalaxmitemple with my mom and
other family members, and | was in front of the
devi engrossed in devi's divine presence and
praying, but from nowhere a typical kolhapuri
old woman came in front of me in a bright pink
9yards saree. The next thing | notice about her
is that she has some coins, in her front pallu of
her saree(otee). She was trying to tell me
something but | take her to be a beggar woman
and try to ignore her, but she is not the type to
be ignored by anyone, so she takes some coins
from her pallu and pushes them in my hand and
says take this money and don’t come back ... |
am totally flabbergasted, as | had not expected
a beggar woman to hand me any money and
then command me not to come back, in my
total astonishment | get engrossed in
checking in my hand, and notice that she has
handed me 5 rupees. Till | realize that she has
handed me the five rupees and | look up | see
that she has vanished from the scene. | try to
tell this to my family members but they are not
at all bothered or find it be anything novel...

Atfter this | grasp that it was a dream and |
am not in the temple but in my own bedroom.
When | am totally awake | realize that even
though it was a dream it seemed more like a
live experience and | am in the situation.

As | had never experienced this ever | don't
understand what this is. So the first thing in the
morning | narrate this to my mom. She was also

—Dnyanada Pradhan

at loss of explanation as she herself has never
experienced this before. We both were amazed
that this should happen and also sad why that
lady asked me not to come to Kolhapur again...

But within some days the puzzle why the
lady had asked not to return to Kolhapur was
solved. The guru that we followed was not
worth following so it was like a warning the
woman gave us not to come back to the guru.
The puzzle of not going back was solved but
that of 5 rupees was not solved. The only
explanation my mom could give me was that
lets go to Kolhapur and may be devi herself will
resolve this puzzle.

So immediately we planned a trip to
Kolhapur, thinking maybe we can find the
answer once we go and pray in the Mahalaxmi
temple. We reached Kolhapur, and as usual we
went to the Mahalaxmi temple in the morning.
We took flowers and other pooja items from
the near by stalls and went to the temple. |
hoped that the same old woman would come or
I would come across some lady with a dark pink
9yard saree or if nothing else, then atleast
Devi's saree will be dark pink, But nothing of
this happened at all. Both mom and me felt the
dream was nothing and we should just forget
about it. As atleast the one half had saved us
from any problems, so devi warned us, and that
was the only meaning to the dream and nothing
about the 5 rupees.

Our sole work of visiting the temple was
done, travel back home was the next day, we
had nothing to do in the evening, and sitting in
the hotel room was getting claustrophobic. So
we decided to take a short walk around. We
came down and both of us thought the same
thing that lets go to the temple as we were not
very familiar with any other place. So we caught
a rickshaw and went to the temple. We asked
the same stall owner if we could keep our
footwear near his shop as we were not buying
any stuff now. He was a nice fellow and willingly
allowed us. We again went to the temple had a
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good peaceful darshan of the devi, as the
crowd was minimal at this time of the day.

We came out to collect our footwear and
the shop owner started talking to us and said,"
Oh in the morning | forgot to give u Devi's
pictures so take these and you won't believe it
that he actually counted and gave me exact five
pictures. You may say it was a coincidence that
it was the same number....

After almost some five to six years after
this incident, we again had a chance to visit
Kolhapur, for Devi darshan. This time | was with
my husband and my mom. By now the incident
was totally forgotten. The trip itself started late
with some problem or the other but somehow
we reached late but that was fortunately good
as we could get the arati and good darshan with

the special Prasad. Now that | was married |
took a saree for Devi. We had very good Devi
darshan, but somehow or the other the minute
we tried going towards the exit someone or the
other would again direct us to the Devi and we
would again and again take more and more
pradikshana of Devi.

After all this, we came out to the stall we
had taken the saree and other stuff and the
shopkeeper was packing for us the flowers,
Prasad and coconut and he said, "I've kept your
5 rupees in the bag" we were like which 5
rupees ? he said it was in the plate. | don’t know
how and from where these five rupees landed
in our pooja plate!!!

*

Reincarnation - A Science, a

reality or

Have we ever wondered why we come
across only a few specific people in our life out
of the millions across the world? Why do some
people repel us at the first introduction itself
while some make us feel as though we have
known each other for years? Despite of being
related to each other by birth why is there a
distance and difficulty maintaining that
relationship while at times a stranger would
mean much more to you and stand by you
through all the upheavals in your life. Haven't
we all at some point of our life wondered as to
why good things happen to bad people and
vice versa? This plethora of queries have been
crossing my mind for years together following
the experience, circumstances, situations and
challenges life has thrown at me. However the
confusion has now been put to rest with all the
pieces of this giant jigsaw puzzle having found
its pieces in the right place and order from the
most trustworthy and valid source of
information, the ‘Bhagvad Gita’ as told by Shri
Krishna himself. It was a blessing indeed with

a myth ?

—Sanjana Deepak Kothare

the opportunity given by my closest friend,
philosopher and guide who incidentally turned
out to be the ‘medium’ Krishna chose, to
enlighten me and provide the answers to all my
queries.

Some might call Reincarnation a
superstition; some might find it a subject worth
discussing to the extent of it being just a
supernatural entertainment or a paranormal
activity. Some might even just ignore it thinking
this to be a crazy thought not worthy of being
considered. There is a deep fear down within
them of the ‘unknown’ and as long as the
unknown is not known to them, ‘Ignorance is
bliss’. Most of us would prefer to stay away
from discussing this subject ‘coz we are certain
that there are certain revelation that life has to
offer which we are not prepared to accept. We
are worried that these revelations would make
us feel responsible for every action that we
take and every word that we speak. Life would
be restricted and it is a normal human
tendency that we do not like to be curbed or
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told what to do and what not to do. Hence we
prefer not to delve too much into the unknown
and stay away from it by terming the truth to be
‘superstition’.

Who am 1? Who is God? What is our
relationship with the power we call God? What
is Life? Once we know the answers to these
guestions we know exactly how we are
expected to live our life and all the mysteries of
the term ‘life’ are resolved instantly. Every
single human being we meet in our day to day
life is associated with us transcendentally and
our association with these human beings,
whether you would like to believe it or not is
actually a result of our past ‘karmas’. Why else
do we have to face good reactions and bad
reactions from the people surrounding us? We
might do no harm to others however we
become victims to their feeling of wrath,
jealousy, contempt etc towards us. If this
thought has worried us for years, all that we
need to realize is that this is the result of our
past ‘karmas’ and the scores are merely being
settled now and shall continue to do so in our
future lives as well.

Have you ever wondered what happens
after death? Where do we go? Our body which
is a mixture of earth, water, fire, air and ether
mergers with the nature however what
happens to our mind, intelligence and ego
which add to make the human being that we
are. The force that makes our mind to act in a
particular fashion and think in a particular
manner leaves this body which perishes in this
life but it eventually attaches itself to another
form of life however we do not remember what
has transpired in our previous lives and hence
most of us refuse to believe in reincarnation. If
we were to remember all that has taken place
in our previous births life would be so
confusing. We have not been able to resolve
the mysteries of this life, how are we supposed
to deal with the complexities of the earlier life if
we were to know what had transpired then?

It is so difficult to maintain our present
relations with the people around us what would
happen if we were to remember all our
relations from the previous births as well? Life

would be chaotic. God has therefore been kind
enough to let us forget the past and live in the
present however whatever we have sown in
our previous births shall be borne by us in our
future births as well. Although we give up the
body, the soul transmigrates to another living
entity which is given to us by the virtue of our
karmas. The kind of body our soul gets in the
next life depends on what the soul is entitled
for. For all the good that we do our good
karmas are accounted for and vice versa.
However our life is not a balance sheet where
the bad can be balanced against our good
actions. We will have to bear the fruits for our
bad actions and we shall also bear the fruits of
our good actions as our every word spoken and
our every action taken has been accounted for
and ultimately every birth that we shall take in
future is the result of the good and bad actions
that we have done in our past life.

When people scowl at the mention of the
word  ‘reincarnation’ associating it to
‘superstition’ and scorn any kind of discussion
on this subject alleging it to be in support of
‘Superstition’, | wonder if they have any valid
answer to the queries like ‘What happens to us
after death?’ Do they even realize that we are
not the body, we are the soul? What
explanation would they give if they were to
answer whether they believe that they have a
soul is what | would like to know. Do they feel
that we are the body and not the soul? If we are
just the body then after we die why do we say
that the person is no more when the body is
very much before our eyes? So is reincarnation
a reality or a myth???

When people show disbelief in
reincarnation or rebirth it means that there is no
soul and the body is driven automatically. Has
one ever thought what makes the heart tick or
what makes the mind think? Even a pace
maker gives up working after a point of time.
The fact is that our body is not immortal but our
soul is until it is reunited with the super soul.
When we say we are the soul then the soul
must be going somewhere. It needs to occupy
a body which could be in any form. There are
numerous species of living entities in the form
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of plants, insects, birds, animals and human
beings. Being born as a human being itself
brings us closer to the realization of Life and
the supreme power of God since we are the
only race to have the ‘power to think’ by the
grace of God. A soul transmigrates from these
body forms with respect to the ‘karmas’
performed by that particular soul. Our next birth
depends upon the ‘karmas’ performed by us in
our present birth and our interaction with other
living entities also is in proportionate to our
‘karmas’. However, how our good and bad
deeds are calculated is the most complex
calculation which can never be understood by
mortals like us.

What we get out of life and whom we meet
in our life is a master plan conceptualized and
designed by the Almighty we call ‘GOD’ or the
Super power to some who would not like to term
the power as God. No matter how atheist a
person is, he would surely believe deep in his
heart that there is some power which rules over
us and would probably believe in scientific
explanations provided through research done
by renowned scientist like Dr. lan Stevenson, a
medical doctor who is the former head of the
Department of Psychiatry at the University of
Virginia, and now is Director of the Division of
Personality Studies at the University of Virginia.
Dr. Stevenson has done rigorous scientific study
to explain the existence of reincarnation.
Through various cases that he has studied
throughout the world, Dr. Stevenson has
explained to the world the validity of this
extensive study of reincarnation. There are
things which happen beyond our control, certain
situations suddenly arise without any
explanation. What one needs to understand is
that there is a difference between philosophical
views and superstition. Now reincarnation has
been finally realized by the scientific community
and the world has accepted it to be the world’s
greatest scientific discoveries of all time.

When we talk about reincarnation, the
study also involves studies related to our past
life experiences. It has been proved time and
again that past life regressions are evidence of
reincarnation. There have been cases where the

story of a past life told through the eyes of a
person regressed could be and were actually
verified that the people whom these people under
hypnosis claimed to be or had been. Those
people had really existed in the past. This study is
conducted on children who are able to recall in
great detail the events, location, relations, and
also speak the language in their past birth fluently
when in their present life they are not remotely
connected to what they have regressed.

The soul occupies a body at birth, lives its
life by the virtue of its ‘karma’ and when the
‘karma’ of that life is over goes to occupy
another body which in turn will be a result of the
past ‘karma’ of the previous body. Thus we
living entities have entangled ourselves in the
continuous process of life and death till we are
able to attain ‘moksha’ which is a near to
impossible task in this era of ‘kaliyug’. Although
one might go onto the path of goodness to
attain liberalization by being good to others, we
will still be bound by our good karmas if not bad
which will cause impediments on our path to
‘moksha’. This is the most difficult aspect
however we can atleast improve our life by
being conscious of what we speak and what
we do since our acts in our present birth shall
be reflecting in our future births for sure.

We commit wrongs since we are unaware
of our future. We do not think of the
consequences we would be facing when we
commit a wrong. This happens because we are
presently reveling in the fruits of our good
karma which has empowered us to such a
position where we can do whatever we can and
not fear the consequences. Although we can
escape punishment in this birth are we sure
that our actions are not accounted for? Even
scientifically it has been proven that every
action has a reaction. We shall all be bearing
the fruits of every action that we take, if not in
this birth, maybe in the next. So my dear
friends, although most of us would believe
Reincarnation to be a myth, maybe you would
want to look at it as a science if not a reality and
change your perception of life and upgrade
yourself to a better position to enable your soul
to get freed from this cycle of birth and death.
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Is Reincarnation a Myth,
Chance or Science?

3k Savitribai's granddaughter delivered a
baby boy on 19" September 2001 at 2:01 pm.
Amazingly, this was the same date and time
when Mrs. Parikh’s daughter delivered a baby
boy in Lilavati hospital. Savitribai had been
working for Mrs. Parikh for the last 7 years as
a maid in their posh flat on Pali Hill in Bandra.
She lived in a slum on Ambedkar Road with
her granddaughter who herself was a top-
worker in several households and had
separated from her husband who used to beat
her regularly and relentlessly.

>k Reflecting on these two uncanny births,
which took place at precisely the same time,
on the same day, in totally diverse socio-
economic environs, made me wonder about
justice. Here we have a boy born with a golden
spoon in his mouth, to a wealthy business
family with all the comforts that one can dream
of, in a metropolitan city like Mumbai. And
there we have another boy born in dingy,
unhygienic, under-privileged circumstances at
the same time in the same city.

> | wondered, then, if there was any justice
in these two births. | wondered if there really is
a God who is fair and just. | wondered if all
creation happens by chance or is there some
pattern. | questioned rhetorically what was the
crime or fault or sin of the boy born in the
slums. What were the great deeds of that rich
boy of Pali Hill, to have deserved all the
privileges he was born with.

>k Itis now ten years down the line and what
had confused me so much in 2001, is not so
confusing after all. But to understand the logic
of the apparent illogical births that set me
thinking ten years ago, we need to begin at the
beginning. And the beginning is birth itselfl And
lest | digress from the subject, | shall stick to
the human birth.

* A human baby is born, normally nine
months after conception. On the day of birth a

—Pravin Mankar
miracle goes completely unnoticed by most of
us and we don't give it much thought. The
parents are overjoyed on becoming parents.
The medical staff is relieved that a job is well
done. The unrelated world goes about its
mundane activities quite unconcerned. What
has gone unnoticed is the emergence of an
exquisitely packaged bundle of perfection. The
tiny package comes with pre-installed systems
that could amaze the most brilliant engineers.
Even the Germans or the Japanese haven't
come anywhere close to it. A tiny package of
about three kilos has within it the Respiratory
System, the Circulatory System, the Digestive
System, the Excretory System, the Nervous
System and other intricate systems and sub-
systems.
>k So, obviously there is some intelligence
that is being installed in every human being by
someone from somewhere. For want of the
exact location from where this intelligence
comes, let's say it comes from the universe.
That someone, is the universal energy or
power or intelligence, which operates, first,
through the parents, then through the mother,
and then through the baby itself.
3k From the point of birth onwards, the
conscious mind starts taking shape. Then he is
fed ideas by the race or society in which the
baby is born. Ideas begin to form in the
conscious mind of the boy. You are a "hindu" or
a "muslim" or a "Christian" plants the seeds of
religious differences. You are a "boy" or a "girl"
ensures gender distinction. You are "rich" or
"poor" teaches economic disparity. You are
"white" or "black" highlights  colour
discrimination. You are "Indian" or "American"
or "Chinese" separates the boy on nationalistic
grounds. As the child grows and becomes
more and more "educated" he becomes more
and more divided or fragmented from the
"whole" human being that he was when he was
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newly born.

> | perform various actions and express
myself as | spend my time on earth. The sum
total of all these actions is called living. And the
way we live, determines what | get in return
because Newton'’s third law operates perfectly.
"Every Action Has An Equal And Opposite
Reaction"! If | plant a mango seed, | will only
get mangoes and not coconuts. "Reap As You
Sow" is another perfect law of nature.
Sometimes | sow but do not reap and wonder
what happened. Why did the perfect law of
nature not operate. The only reason is that |
sowed in probably the wrong soil or the wrong
season or did not take adequate precautions.
In effect | sowed with inadequate knowledge
and hence did not get the returns. Sometimes |
get returns that are totally unexpected and
grossly "unfair". We often say to ourselves,
"God, what have | done to deserve this fate?"
The problem is not with God or our fate. The
problem is with our memory. We do not
remember what we have sown in the past and
hence we get surprised by the fruit that we
reap. Do this small experiment with yourself!
Try to remember the breakfast that you ate on
13" February 2011. Can you? Almost
impossible! We perform so many small acts on
a daily basis, that constitutes our living, but we
cannot remember every detail that we have
thought, said or done. And since we have
"done" something, the fruit is inevitable. When
we do get the fruit, we wonder "God, what
have | done to deserve this fate?"

* In our mind, two consciousnesses dwell.
The divine consciousness that took care of us
hundred percent up to the point we were born.
As we started growing up under human
guidance, the human consciousness started

Remember
Nothing is simple in life
Everything has a price.
Creatures loose their skin
Butterflies gain their wings
—Kalpana Subhash Kothare

taking root in us. With each passing year our
human consciousness strengthened and the
divine consciousness receded into the
background.

>k Take the example of a father and his two
sons. One son is dad’s favourite and the other
is not so. Slowly the neglected son develops
resentment and a careless attitude towards
the dad and eventually the house. One fine
morning he wakes up and says "Enough is
enough!" and he leaves the house to make his
own life.

* What is true of the unwelcome son is also
true of the divine spirit within us. In our
consciousness, the divine spirit had the
highest position when we were born. With
each passing year we gave so0 much
prominence to the human spirit, that the divine
spirit took a back seat silently as long as it
could tolerate the neglect. One fine morning,
the divine spirit says "Enough is enough!" and
decides to leave the house — the body. This is
death! What is the divine spirit trying to do? It
is trying to look for an environment that will
permit it to express itself.

What happens to the actions performed by
the human being? They get recorded in the
ethereal register of the universe in the ledger
account of the spirit that is embodied in our
form. When the spirit leaves our body the only
material it carries with it are the ethereal
records. When it manages to acquire a new
embodiment, a new birth, it brings with it the
‘burden of the previous records. For all the
good records, the new embodiment will have
good returns. For all the bad records, the new
embodiment will have sufferings.

>k Sometimes we feel that we are working
hard and honest and should be rewarded. But
we don't see appropriate returns and become
sad and say that "God is unfair". What we do
not remember is the number of occasions
when we have been bad, ungrateful,
dishonest, mean, cruel, selfish, petty, jealous,
greedy, and prey to many negative thoughts,
words and deeds While the circumstances of
this birth is an effect of the causes shrouded in
the previous life, our performance in this life is
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sowing the seeds of causes, the effect of
which will be reaped in future, which may be in
this life itself or the next life. This is
reincarnation! Our ancient scriptures keep
guiding us on how to avoid the cycle of birth
and death.

>k After a fresh birth, once again the human
desires start building up and defeat the spirit.
The spirit never gives up and keeps appearing
in new births one after the other. Till such time
that the human being, in one of the birth,
realizes his folly and then pursues the path of
spirituality. In this way every soul reaches
atonement, moksha or nirvana, maybe after
millions of years of birth and rebirth. Up to
such time, birth and death keep playing the
game incessantly, each trying to outdo the

other. As long as the human consciousness
prevails, death will succeed. When the divine
consciousness prevails, death will be
defeated.

>k Reincarnation or rebirth is the attempt of
the indomitable spirit to give itself one more
chance to express itself in its full glory. The
spirit will keep trying through millions of
rebirths. Each birth is one step ahead in
progress.

>k Reincarnation is not merely a function of
death and rebirth. One can reincarnate oneself
in this live itself. Get born again! How? Rebuild
your consciousness along spiritual lines. How?
That is another story for another day. Those
who are really keen, may contact the author.
% Happy Diwali!
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WE HAVE NO TIME TO STAND AND STARE

My Dear young friends,

Diwali Greetings to all of you my dear
young friends. The youngsters who know me
and even those who don't know me, | really,
genuinely wish all of you a very Healthy, Happy,
Joyful and of course a very prosperous Diwali
2011 and every successive Diwali.

Since | have grown up in a joint family, was
married into a joint family, lived with elders and
extended family | have garnered so much
valuable experience which | feel | should
share with all of you youngsters, who are in
your prime, taking off into the unknown, or
have already taken off for newer horizons. My
constant interactions with my clients, may they
be the Family Court ones, or any other litigants,
has taught me a lot of things.

Having been taught from childhood that
service before self is the greatest good, | was
shocked to read in an American book about
the concept of Self Love. As | read more about
this | gradually realised that there was sense in
it. Self love is different from selfishness. Self
love is respecting your own self and a gratitude
for the miracle of our bodies and minds.
Selfishness is being self centered with total
disregard to others and their wellbeing. Self
love is respecting your own body, your needs,
and being able to say no if you feel that you are
being overstretched. In my career as a Family
lawyer | came across many women who could
never say no. They would suffer in silence and
do whatever was asked of them even if it
meant great hardships to them physically and
mentally, they never had any time for
themselves. By the time they reached me for
help, they were exhausted both physically and
emotionally with very little energy to look after
their own needs and even at times leading to
depression and break up of matrimonial life.

This is the other end of the spectrum, today |
see youngsters who are so busy with their
professional lives that they have no time for
proper meals, no time for rest, no breaks, no

—Ketaki Rajan Jayakar

time for family functions, all the time meeting
deadlines, climbing the corporate ladder whilst
living in the confines of an air conditioned car,
air conditioned office, air conditioned
restaurants, air conditioned gyms and you
name all the other air conditioned facilities. |
wonder whether you youngsters have heard of
the word Ozone which is supposed to be freely
available in sea side Bombay.

Today people are suffering from vitamin D
deficiency in a city full of sunshine! Have you
read the poem "What is this world if full of care,
we have no time to stand and stare!" | admire
the heights which you youngsters have already
achieved or are on the way up there, but friends
what about your body clocks? How long will
they go against nature trying to keep up with
the late nights, no proper eating times, no
proper diet, no rest? Did you know that it has
been a proved fact that a particular hormone is
secreted in your body only during the day
because it is activated only by sunlight. It is
responsible for making you feel happy and
contented. Avery important factor like sunlight
if is missing from your daily life you are bound to
suffer from hormone deficiency which will
definitely effect your performance, coupled with
hours and hours before a computer, your body
bones and muscles are bound to start creaking
much before you cross thirty-five. By taking
care of the miracle which is your body you are
laying the foundation for a very successful life.
Your body condition is directly related to your
emotional condition. Lack of sleep, proper
nutrition, proper exercise definitely draws on
your reserves. You being young now, are able
to pull off the stress caused by the competitive
life, but not for a long time. Persistent
headaches, acidity, tiredness, loss of interest in
sex-life, irritability etc will soon catch up with
you. If you do not have a healthy physical
condition, it is bound to affect your
interpersonal relationships, at home with family
members, or at the work place with your
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colleagues. In my counseling sessions | find
women who have been skipping breakfast
over a period of time trying to multitask with
household duties, office work, children's school
demands etc end up with feeling
overwhelmed, suffer from low self esteem and
are not able to handle simple problems of life
which affect their matrimonial lives as well as
their relationships in the office.

One of my clients is an unmarried women
of thirty-five who is drawing a salary of Rs.Two
Lakhs per month. She leaves home at 8 a.m.
and returns after 10p.m. or even later. She has
the office car and driver to take her and bring
her back home. She has to travel abroad
extensively, when she is at home on Sundays
she is so exhausted that she can barely get up
before 12 noon. She sends her parents abroad
for holidays, spends for her younger brother's
education, but she has no life of her own. Her
family is having a very comfortable life at her
expense, but she herself is missing out on all
the beautiful things in life, no time for family get
togethers, no time to interact with family and
friends which is so needed to get the proper
hormones released to keep your brain
chemistry in proper balance, no time to cook a
favourite dish or just sit by the sea-shore, or
stroll barefoot in the park. When | see this
modern trend of climbing the corporate ladder |
wonder whether you youngsters have the time
to smell the roses on the way and bask in its
fragrance?

It is extremely fine to be an achiever, to do
brilliantly in life, work hard, earn pots and pots
of money, but can you forget that you are a
human being, a social animal, who is a
package of so many needs and emotions? The
divorce rates have increased alarmingly.
Youngsters communicate more with their
Blackberry network than with their family
members. Lack of communication with
immediate family is leading to breakdown in
relationships. | get extremely upset when at
family gatherings youngsters who rarely put up
an appearance, are seen constantly focusing
their attention on their BBs. Today our
youngsters have ventured into professional

territories unheard by us, they are earning
amounts we could never have dreamt of at
such ayoung age, but my questionis, is this all
leading to a healthy, satisfying life which is
adding to social welfare, do the youngsters
have quality time for themselves, the luxury of
reading a good novel, sharing their aspirations
and anguishes with their parents, talking with
their spouses, playing with their children,
having fun with their neighbours, doing
something for their society or even to pursue
their own hobbies? It is only when you are
satisfied with yourself, lovingly taking care of
yourself and all your needs it is then that you
are able to give to others, to a purpose greater
than ourselves and | promise you that itis this
deep sense of fulfillment that will never leave
you but will actually increase with the passage
of time

*
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An ode to Her

Many of us grow up with one...and she is a
part of our earliest memories. She is the one
who spent the most time with us...the one who
held us through our booboos, hid our
misdeeds, protected us from wrath, and took
care of all our needs and wants. Yet we never
realised her importance then.

And we don't realise the role she plays in all
our lives, do we, at least not until we ourselves
become mothers. And then suddenly,
realization dawns, we are all appreciation for
what she has done, and continues to do, for us
and our children. We recognise the support
system that she is, without whom we couldn’t
run our homes nor function in office. This
recognition brings along with it a deep sense of
gratitude. As time passes, we watch painfully
as she moves more slowly, she gets up later
every day, and doesn’t do very much around
the house. But still she can do no wrong and
everything that she says is right, we will tolerate
no bad talk about her, not even from our
husbands. Yes, unfortunately it may be true that
she is more appreciated by the female of the

—Anuradha Simit Desai

species than the male; after all, we know her
value. Not only on major occasions, we also
plan our daily activities in consultation with her;
her convenience and comfort is of paramount
importance. We share our daily pressures with
her, after all who would understand better?

Yet, yet...there are many amongst us who
do not realize her worth, do not appreciate her
enough, do not look after her, and even
mistreat her sometimes. How unfortunate
these people are, not to recognise the blessing
they have in the form of her presence in their
lives, forcing her to seek legal recourse, file
police complaints, seek maintenance, and all
after having spent years just looking after their
well being.

Sappy e-mails extolling her virtues or a day
dedicated to her, an fb page maybe, don’t seem
enough to thank her even symbolically. No card
can ever capture the feelings she evokes in our
hearts and the dread that we feel on imagining
her absence. And hence, my endeavour here in
the form of an ode to Her, to acknowledge the
most important woman in our lives....our maid.

Look Who’s Watching!

Dilip Raghunath Talpade sighed and
switched off the Times Now News channel. He
had just been viewing a segment on yesteryear
Bombay. Dilipgave anothersighandhisthoughts
drifted back to his childhood days. His father
Raghunath Vinayak Talpade was a strict parent
and had ensured that his son got a good
educationand hadinstilled in hima strong sense
ofrightandwrong. Butlifehadbeenfarsimplerin
those days. And much cheaper too! He recalled
visiting the fish market along with his mother and
hearing"Aanyaladhigra, khaanaraphuglaa".He
remembered the happiness on his father’s face
when he had come home with the precious
envelope containing hisfirstsalary-Rs.250/-and

—Mrs. Shubhada S. Agaskar
(neé Ms. Vaishali M. Jayakar)

laiditinhisfather'shands.

Dilip hurriedly came back to the
present as Madhur tapped him on the shoulder.
Madhurwas his son and had just got his first job.
He also had a daughter-Mrunal, who was
studyingin college. His wife Vrindawas currently
out, shoppingwith her. Whatis itwithwomenand
shopping? They seemto have inbuiltradarwhen
it comes to sales and whenever they spot an
advert in the newspaper, they rush in droves to
buy something that has had it's price already
inflated and then shown to be reduced during
theseso-calledsales.

Itwas Saturday afternoonand Madhur
informed him that he was going out with friends
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and would not be back for dinner and would he
pleaseinform Mom as she couldn’tbe contacted
on the mobile phone? Dilip nodded, waved him
goodbye and turned back towards the side table
to retrieve the remote control so that he could
watch some cricket before his wife and daughter
came back and switched on some boring daily
soap.

Was it his imagination or did it really
happen?Hehadbeenfacinghisfather’s portrait-
his father had been painted sitting in a chair-a
common pose in those days- and it seemed to
himthathe hadjustseenhisfather’'shandbeckon
to him from the portrait. Dilip shook his head-no
doubt, it was the indigestion caused by Vrinda'’s
heavy lunch thatwas making him see things. But
then it happened again. He distinctly saw his
father raise his hand and make a sign for him to
comeclosertowardsthe portrait.

Dilipmovedinadazetowardsitandas
ifbymagic, hisfather'shandreached outthrough
the glass, caught hold of him and yanked him
inside. As he was being pulledinside, he heard a
sharp gasp and simultaneously he felt his foot
being dragged in the opposite direction i.e.
outside the portrait. He turned to see who was
pulling himbyhisfootand sawMadhurpulling him
withallhismight. Butitseemedthathisfatherwas
winning-after all, in his day, he had been a
bodybuilder. With one sharp tug, first Dilip and
thenMadhurtumbledintothe portrait.

Bothfellwithathudonthe mosaicfloor.
Madhurwasthefirstonetorecover. "Dad, what's
going on? Where are we? | came back to get my
cellphone, sawyoubeingpulledinsideandranto
help". Dilip picked himselfup withawince-he had
landed on his rump- and looked around. It
seemed to be the home of his childhood.
"Madhur, | don't know what's happening either. |
saw Pappa beckon me towards his portrait and
the next thing | knew, I was being pulled inside. |
think however, that we have just been dragged
backtoyourgrandfather’'stime”. Allthistime, the
man sitting in the chair had been listening to their
conversation, butnow, he stoodup.

Raghunath  Vinayak Talpade
straightened the folds of his crisp, white dhoti,
adjusted his pagadi and then cleared his throat.

"Arre Dilipya, | couldn’t bear to see what was
happening in your world so | called you inside to
see if you still remembered how life was, back in
the good, old days. It seems that | am also
meeting Madhur now after areallylongtime. The
lasttime | sawhimwaswhenhewasatoddlerand
was just learning to walk. | passed away soon
afterthat. Hyaporachekulle saafkele aahetho"

Madhur, still pondering over his
strange journey, nevertheless protested "Kay ho
Aajoba. | am not a kukula baal now". His
grandfatherpeeredathimfromunderhisshaggy
eyebrows and said "For me, you are still a small
child. Comeseehowwelivedinyourpast."Heled
theduooutfromthe anteroomintothelivingroom
and waved at it. "This is our sadar. Since it is
afternoon, | am sure that you will sit with me and
have some tea." He then called out towards the
kitchen "Aaho, will you please send some tea?
Use the good kaasla-bashi. We have some
visitors".Hewhisperedtohisson"Letusgiveyour
mother a surprise”. Within a few minutes, a tall,
regalladywearinganine-yard sariemergedfrom
the kitchen. Madhur, who had never seen his
grandmother, drankinthe sight. Shewas decked
outfromtoptotoe intraditional jewellery. He had
heard from his father that women, in those days,
wore this kind of apparel and worked in the
kitchenlike thistoo.

"Aaho,seewhohascometomeetus?"
Madhurwhisperedinhisfather'sear"Dad, whyis
he calling Aaji aaho all the time? Isn’'t her name
Champu?". Dilipwhispered back "Inthose days,
a man would refer to his wife as aaho and she
would also refer to her husband as aaho, since
between husband and wife, names were never
blatantly called out". In the meantime, his
grandmother was delightedly exclaiming "Dilip,
arre kasa aahes tu? | am meeting you after so
many years. And this is Madhur, right? | watched
him grow up from my portrait. Now that you have
surprised me, | have a surprise for you too."
Turning towards the kitchen, she called out"You
canbringouttheteaandsnacksnow".

Within a few moments, two ladies
emerged from the kitchen- one carrying the tea
tray and the other carrying plates piled with
pangoji and bhanavla. When Dilip & Madhur
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caught sight of them, they were flabbergasted.
For those two ladies, who were garbed in
traditionalnine-yardsarisandwearingtraditional
jewellery-rightdowntothe Pathare Prabhu nath,
were none other than Vrinda & Mrunal. Seeing
their stunned faces, all the ladies burst out
laughing. Dilip managed to gasp out "But how?
Vrinda, hadn’t you two gone out shopping?"
Madhurjuststoodtherewithhismouthopenlikea
goldfish.

Mrunal giggled and explained "Dada, close
your mouth before flies enter it. | was passing
Aaji’'s portrait in the hall & checking out her sari
border-Iwanted to getsomething like thatfor our
College Traditional Day. As | passed by, she
waved at me. At first | thought that | was seeing
things....you know, | was chatting on the Net
really late last night & initially, | thought that the
lack of sleep was beginning to tell. But then, she
did itagain and even called outto me. So, | went
closer and she pulled me in. Aie was just coming
fromthe bedroom passage, sawme being pulled
inand sheranto help. ButAaji was pretty strong-
maybe, it's because she is used to lifting such
heavy utensilsinthe kitchen-and Aie gotpulledin
too".

Vrinda added "Aaho, when | saw sasubai
pulling herin, my heart almost stopped. She told
us that she had wanted to chat with us for quite
sometimenow,andcouldn’tresistthetemptation
to do so today. We had always wanted to try out
nine-yardsarisbutdidn’tknowanyonewhoknew
how to wear them nowadays. So, sasubai was
gracious enough to lend us her nine-yard saris.
Buthowisitthatthetwoofyouareheretoo?"

Dilip started laughing "It seems that your
saasrebuahadthe samethoughtandpulledusin
too. It'sjustthatAie thoughtofitfirst. Baykanchya
dokyat hya supeek kalpana pahilyanda kashya
yetat? Aaho Pappa, howdothese modernladies
look in this avatar?" Raghunathrao cleared his
throat and said "They look really nice. | used to
wince every time when | usedto see Mrunal walk
past my portrait, wearing those tiny shorts. At
least soonbaiwore saris, butawoman wearing a
nine-yard sari definitely looks grand. So, | am
lovingit".

Everyone burst out laughing. Madhur

exclaimed "So Aajoba, it seems that you have
beenwatchingTVtoo.See, everythingmodernis
notbad!"Hisgrandfathergrinnedsheepishlyand
said "Guilty! Nowfinishyourteaand we’llgetyou
two changed into more suitable attire. Then, we
canexplorethestreetsatleisure."

Mrunalexcitedly said"Aajoba, canwerideon
thetram? | have heard aboutitfrom Dad and had
alwayswantedtoride one. Buttheywereallgone
bythetimelwasborn”.

Her father affectionately pulled her plait and
said"Mrunal,doyou know how cheapitwas back
then? Orrather,intheyearwearein,atramticket
fromthe Prince of Wales museumto Dadar costs
about 1 anna. Foryour information, anannais 1/
16thofarupee”.

Mrunalwasastonished."Dad, surely,youare
pulling my leg? In our age, a single rupee will get
youhardlyanything."

Her grandfatherlaughed and said "Here, we
can live comfortably off very little. An egg costs
about 2 annas, mutton is about 3 rupees a rattal-
that’'s one pound for you and it costs about 8
annasforfish-4annasforprawnsand4annasfor
gholfish."

Madhur couldn’t believe his ears. "Aajoba,
you know, if we wantto have prawns, Momhasto
shelloutatleast50rupeestothefisherwomanfor
awata.And, the other day, | had gone with Dadto
the fish-market to buy ghol. A patta costs about
500 rupees. This means that over the years,
prices have increased astronomically. No
wonder people are turning vegetarian; they just
can't afford to shell out so much for non-
vegetarianfood".

Vrinda exclaimed "But Madhur, it's not just
food pricesthathave gone up. Forexample, take
servant salaries-we pay Radha Bai about 1000
rupees a month and she’s not even a live-in
servant. Do you know that here, a servant boy is
paid about 10 rupees amonth, inclusive of meals
and tea and an adult servant’s salary is about 25
rupees? And to cite another example, let’s take
school and college fees- here, the schoolfeeis 5
rupees a month while college fees for a term
would be about 120 rupees. Do you remember
how much we had to shell out for donation when
you took admission in Engineering College?
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Eventhough you were atop ranker, they had the
audacity to ask for a bribe in the form of donation
tothe college. Here, itworks solely on the marks
andthe hardworkthatastudenthasputintohisor
herstudies.Nobriberyatall!"

Champu Aaji remarked "But everyone, you
have to remember that here, salaries are also
less.Agraduategetsroughly 100rupeesamonth
while someone with an engineering degree gets
around250rupeeswithanexpectedincrementof
10rupeesayear.However,sincethingscostless,
we can afford to buy more if we are well educated
andholdingagoodjob.”

Mrunal was fidgeting a bit. She was thinking
abouttrams and exploring oldentime Bombay in
general. Finally, everyone finished their tea and
gotup. Dilipand Madhurchangedinto dhotisand
coatswhile Champuaajigotout3shelasfromthe
trunk. Mrunalwonderedaloud"Aaji, it'snotwinter
time, so why are you taking out these shawls?"
Her aaji explained "Here, whenever a woman
from a good family goes out, she first drapes
herselfinashela. Soonbai, take these and drape
themaroundyourand Mrunal’'sshoulders. Then,
wecangoout".

The Talpade family set off for the nearest
tram stop. Mrunal & Madhur looked around with
interest. There were alot of bungalows and even
the bigger houses seemed to be only 4-5 storeys
high. Greenery was abundant and each
courtyard had lots of trees. The roads seemedto
be very clean as compared to the roads that they
were used to. When Mrunal wondered about it
aloud, her grandmother told her that the roads
and gutters were hosed down every Sunday
morning with water from the fire hydrants. Her
grandfather chuckled "Baraka, do you knowthat
while the gutters are being cleaned, one person
has to stand near the fire hydrant to release the
valve for the water to start. The personinside the
gutter, holdingthewater pipe screamsout‘Ehhhh
Choooodddd’as asignalto start the water. Ifone
didn’tknowwhatitmeant, one could easily arrive
at the wrong conclusion." Madhur and Mrunal
found this too funny for words and were soon
gigglingaway.

Suddenly, Mrunal tripped over something.
As she stopped giggling and looked down, she

noticed that there were rails embedded in the
road. Dilip pointed them out to his children and
said "Do you see these? They are for the trams."
Soon enough, they heard the tram bell clanging
as itcame down the street. Madhur remarked "It
moves so slowly. At this rate, our car would have
reached Metro cinema by now." His parents and
grandparents exchanged smiles as they all
thought‘Today’sgenerationisalwaysinahurry’.

Thetramcametoastopandeveryonegotin.
As they all sat down, Mrunal thought to herself
‘What quaint wooden seats.’ Her aajoba asked
her"Mrunal, didyou see the seats? The backrest
ofthese seats can be changedinsuchaway that
atany giventime, the passengerisalwaysfacing
the front, unlike train seats." Mrunal was
intrigued. "How is this possible, aajoba?" she
asked. Raghunath Rao pointed out the slots at
either end of the wooden seats. "Do you see the
backrest? It is supported by bars that pass
through these slots. When the tram reaches its
last stop, the backs are just moved to the other
side."Mrunalwas mostimpressed. "Hey! Whata
wonderfulidea! So,noonehastofacebackwards
whiletraveling."

The tram started moving and Madhur and
Mrunal peered out the windows to check out
olden time Bombay and its many inhabitants.
Mrunalwhisperedto her mother"Mom, look, that
woman seems to be wearing the entire contents
of herjewellery box. And come to think of it, most
women that | see walking here are wearing more
ornamentsonaroutine basis, thanwewouldever
wear, back in our modern age, except for family
weddings. Howcantheyaffordit? Andaren’tthey
scared of chain-snatchers?" Vrinda gave her a
wry smile and explained "Mrunal, do you know
what the gold price is in the year we are in? It's
about 16 rupees a tola. And here, generally,
people are honest. The crime rate is low and
robberiesarerare. Your Mamausedtogooutwith
his friends to watch the late night movie at the
Majestic cinema. He used to leave the back door
unlatched, sothathecouldsneakinat12:45a.m.
aftertheshowgotover."

Madhur was listening intently to their
conversationandimmediately voiced an opinion
"Mom, 12:45 a.m. is not late. Nowadays, shows
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getover at 2:30 a.m. His father added "Yes, and
nowadays sons add to their parents blood
pressurebycominghomeat4:00inthemorning."
Madhur protested "But Dad, that happened just
once! My friends wanted a party to celebrate me
getting myfirstjob."

His father retorted "Yes, | know. Your
grandparents were extremely strict during my
growing up years! Once, | came homereally late
from school because my friends took me kite-
flyinginthemaidan, afterschoolwasletoutforthe
day. Whenlreached home, Itold my parents that
my teacher had kept me back for some extra
coaching.lwouldneverhave beencaught, butfor
ournext-doorneighbour. Shewas passing by the
maidan and saw me. She came home later that
evening for haldi-kunku and casually mentioned
to Aie that she had seen me in the maidan that
afternoon, flying kites. | still remember the
wallopingthatlgotwhenthetruthcameout.”

Madhur and Mrunal started laughing when
they heard this. Vrinda complained "Sasubai,
they think it's a big joke! When they become
parents themselves, they will know how worried
we get, when kids don’t come home on time.
Madhur coming home after midnight is bad
enough, now Mrunal wants her coming home
timeextendedtoo. | havetold herthatwhile sheis
in her father’'s home, she will have to abide by his
rules!" Her mother-in-law nodded in agreement
and added "Here, no respectable woman will be
seen venturing outside the house alone, after
dark".

By now, thetram had slowlytrundled pastthe
Princess Street Fire Temple. In a few minutes, it
would reach Metro cinema, where they were to
get off. Madhur and Mrunal looked out of the
windows withinterest. Hawkers plied theirwares
by screaming at the top of their voices. A sitafal
walapassedthem, shouting"Sitapal Sitapal"and
Mrunalsuddenlyenvisioned Sitarunningrounda
track, wearingsportsshoes, while Ramtimedher
with a stopwatch. She giggled to herself and that
caught her mother’'s attention. Vrinda too
laughed when Mrunal told her what she was
thinking and said "We used to have a Kalaiwala
visiting our street. He used to scream atthe top of
his voice ‘Eh Kale Khalee Ye’ and when we were

young, we alwaysthoughtthat he was calling out
to Kala Kaku, who lived next door to us, to come
down." Mrunal giggled and exclaimed "Poor
thing, shemustbe experiencingwhatgirlsnamed
Munniand Shielagothroughinourtime".

Bynow,theyhadpassedthrough
streets lined with chawls with tiled roofs. Since
there were no skyscrapers, one could easily see
the sky. Air pollution too seemed to be less, as
therewere hardlyanycarstobe seen. Bythetime
the tram conductor shouted "Dhobi Talao", the
family was ready to get off and explore some
more onfoot.

Raghunathrao  claimed  his
grandchildren’s attention. "See here, the tram
tracks bifurcate at this point. A set of tracks go
towards Victoria Terminus, while the other set
head towards Flora Fountain, onwards to the
Museumandfurtherontowards SassoonDocks.
We are now near Metro Cinema. Thisareahasa
lot of offices and also Irani Restaurants like
KyanisandBastanis. Bombayislike amelting pot
of cultures-Apart from Hindus, you will find other
flavourslike Irani, Parsee, Muslimand Christian.
Let’s go to Chowpatty now". Saying this, he now
ledthemtowardstheroadleadingtoMarineLines
Station.

Suddenly, they heard the noise of a huge
commotion. Police whistles started blowing,
people started running helter-skelter and they
heard some people shouting "Danga suru zaala
re".RaghunathraoandDilipquicklyrealizedwhat
was happening and soon herded the ladies and
Madhur towards a less conspicuous spot. The
roads soon emptied of pedestrians and shop
shutters started being abruptly pulled down. The
Talpade family huddled together, thinking of a
way outofthissituation.

Raghunathrao looked around. There was
hardly anytrafficontheroad. Butwait! Wasthata
Dodge coming towards them? The driver of the
cardrewupalongsidethemandshouted"Quickly
getin, | am going towards Zaoba Wadi and can
drop you at Chira Bazaar." As Raghunathrao
hesitated,themanadded"Aaho,don’tworry!lam
Dr. Joshi and have a lot of friends among your
community. | recognized you from a medical
charity functionwhere someone had pointedyou

[ L ug [ oo Ramdl sis 2099

e

)




out as a person with great physique. Come now,
there is no time to dally! The rioters are heading
thisway."

Everyone scrambledtogetseatedinsidethe
Dodge. Dilipcouldn’thelpthinking "Ifriotswereto
break outin our time, | am sure that even known
peoplewouldnotstoptohelpandwouldjustfleein
blind panic. And here is a complete stranger,
helpingusallout."He closed hiseyesand prayed
for his family’s safety as the car rushed towards
ZaobaWadiandsafety.

Gradually, he realized that someone was
shaking his shoulder. "Vrinda, don’t worry! We

shall reach home safely" he murmured. "What
are you saying? We are home." said Vrinda and
Mrunal together. Opening his eyes, he spied
Vrinda wearing jeans and a kurti while Mrunal
wore shorts and a red top. Shopping bags lay
around them on the floor and both women wore
puzzled frowns. "Baba, what is this? You were
dozinginfrontofthe TV again!" accused Mrunal.
She couldn’t understand it when Dilip stood up
abruptly,walkedacrosstohisfather’sportraitand
knockedontheglass. But,we certainlydo!

*

A Friend is a person capable of loving
irrespective of whether he is being loved or not.
Unconditional love is the real base for true
friendship. Friendship transcends the barriers
of age, caste, crecd. friendship can exist with
pet Qninals like dogs, cats, birds and exen in
fanilial relations like cousins, brother, sister and
their spouses. Yet, more than friendship, love is
the binding force in fomilial relationships. In a
deeper sense, friendship involves choice and
volition. The concept of friendship needs to be
carefully handled because often a manis known
by the company he keeps and knowing the
company helps one to know himself and
develop his personality to the fullest. Each of our
friends mirrors a rejected or acknowledged trait
in us. They happen to be our friends because it
is ourselves in different forms and a unified
vision of them constitutes to the Sameness of
our identity.

Friendship exists for many reasons like
Virtue, Usefulness and pleasure. when virtue is
the reason, friendship exists for the Sake of
friendship. where both like each other and
cherish each other for some creditable valuesin
the other's personality. You wish to be the friend
of that person for the sheer personality that he/
she has. It has a magic in itself. If attracts you
and is mutual. You know that you would even die

—Swapneel Bramhandkar

for that person. But you also know that your
friend would make you live rather than die for
him/her. Aplatonic conceptindeed.

A friendship for usefulness is formed for the
utilitarian value of it. How useful is that person for
me? What can | benefit from him? can | use his
car? Will he use his reputation and influence to
fetch me a good job? Will he lend me money in
need? Thus, a person may maintain friendship
for practical, professional and political reasons.
This type of friendship is useful but lasts so long
as the need for utility persists. Once we do away
with the utility need, the friendship eventually
dies.

Now friendship for pleasure is formed
essentially on account of the pleasure the
relationshipis capable of giving. Heis ajoker. The
momenthe enters, youforgetallyourwarries.you
cannotbutwonderwhatnewjokehehasgotuphis
sleeve. you are on cloud nine. The point is how
muchpleasureyouderivefromthisfriendship.

Practically speaking, all types of friendships
overlap each other. Arelationship started on the
basis of usefulness may get elevated to the
status of virtue in due course. Similarly avirtuous
friendship may also give usefulness and
pleasure. It would be an ideal package to have
all the three together. But you see, my friend,
how difficultit is to form relationships?
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KIDS-SeCTioN

Introduction

—Shilpa S. Jayakar
"The child is God's gift to the family”, a simple yet thought provoking
statement made by Mother Teresa. Children are a great source of joy to be
with and | am sure anyone who has spent time with or around kids will
definitely agree to this. They are described as innocent, sweet, cute, loving,
caring, full-of-life, funny, smart, loud, happy, bright, crazy and many a times
even silly. We often develop notions that a kid knows nothing. Seldom do
we realize and appreciate their ability to communicate. Right from birth
these little angels interact and tell us their perspective, if not in words but
through smiles, tears, and cuddles. In fact, while we try to teach children all
about life, children teach us what life is all about! Spending time and
listening closely to them will justify what | write. For the past few years we
have seen children expressing their deep desires and feelings about their
parents through their writings. To make it a bit more interesting, this year we
have a fascinating tete-a-tete with the children, where they speak their
heart out. Go on and enjoy every word of what each child has to say..
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Anish Neel Kirtikar
Std 2
1. What is the one thing that makes your family special?
Because my family gets lots of games for me, | get to eat cakes
and celebrate birthdays
2. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?
To take a bath
3. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
I will go to all the chocolate shops and eat all the chocolates
4. Ifyou could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?
I will give all broken games to all children
5. Ifyou could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule would
you make? Why?
Don’t drink and drive
6. Tell us the five best things about you...?
| am well behaved, | write many exams, | get 12/12 in some exams and in some
exams | get 10/10, | wake up early in the morning only on holidays, | complete my
homework on time
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
v a. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
b. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
c. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on
8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
v a. being world-class attractive
b. being a genius
c. being famous for doing something great
9  What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
Lie about bad remarks received in school
10 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
It will look very nice

Neeshka Kothare
Age: 8years
25.  What is the one thing that makes your family special?

F .-' P Ans: | love my family because they help me everywhere and even
when | have problems.

26. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
| would you change?
Ans: | wish | would not have to eat vegetables.
27. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
Ans: | would watch TV and eat lots of ice cream
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28. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you
give?
Ans: | would give them Toys.
29. If you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule
would you make? Why?
Ans: Don’t make too much noise because | don'’t like too much noise.
30. Tell us the five best things about you...?
Ans: 1. |love to make friends.
2. |sing.
3. I like to help my family and my friends.
4. | speak nicely with everybody.
5. 1don't like to hit anyone.
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
j- Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
k. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
v |. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on because my
mother does not like the TV on.
8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
m. being world-class attractive
n. being a genius because | want to study.
v 0. being famous for doing something great
17 What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
Ans: My friend told her parents that she will not watch TV and she did.
18 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
Ans: It would look like a beautiful garden.

Aditi Simit Desai
Std 1
13. What is the one thing that makes your family special?
Because they buy me new, new toys and gifts, that's why | like
them
14. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated,
what would you change?
| want to change the rule of using mouth wash given by my
dentist every night before sleeping

15. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?

I will sit and watch TV all day and eat biscuits and Khakra, and also study
16. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you
give?

One big inflatable swimming pool, the size of my living room
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17. If you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule
would you make? Why
Don't throw plastic bags because then Mother Earth will feel sad
18. Tell us the five best things about you...?
| like to play with my friends, | am so sweet, | give my Aai one kiss everyday, | am
a good girl, My handwriting is very nice
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
v g. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
h. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
i. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on
8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
v g. being world-class attractive
h. being a genius
i. being famous for doing something great
13  What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
They lie about completing their homework
14  If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
Birthday party at a hotel

Shriya Kaushik Jaykar
Std: 3rd

1. What is the one thing that makes your family special?
ans : The one thing that makes my family special is the love they share.
2. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?
ans : Sleeping early at night.
3. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
ans : | would play a lot and | would sleeeeeep.

4. Ifyou could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?
ans : | would give them toys.

5. Ifyou could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule would
you make? Why?

ans : According to me, 1 rule that | would like to make is studying compulsary for every
child.

Because by studying........ we get FULL MARKS!

6. Tell us the five best things about you...?

ans: 1. | am good.
2 | am clever, intelligent and smart.
3. | am very nice.
4 | help others.
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5. | care for others.
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
a. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
b. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
v c. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on

8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
a. being world-class attractive
v b. being a genius
c. being famous for doing something great

9  What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
ans :1. They say that last year they were 7 yrs old and this year they say they are 9
yrs old!!
2. They tell that they will play outside the classroom but they play on the ground!!
10 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
ans : If | could decorate my place, it would look like a palace..

Ishaan Kothare
Age: 11l years
19. What is the one thing that makes your family special?
Ans 1. The one thing that makes my family special is that we don't
fight we each otherand we love each other.

20. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?
Ans 2: | do not wish to change any rule.
21. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
Ans 3: | will go and drive a limozine or | will go to the cricket stadium with my friends
and play on the ground.
22. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?
Ans 4: | would give every child money to buy whatever they want.
23. If you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule would
you make? Why?
Ans 5: | would not make any rule. | would like people to live their life the way they want.
24. Tell us the five best things about you...?
Ans 6: 1. 1don't like to fight with anyone.

2. | am kind.

3. I don't interfere in other’s life.

4. | can play cricket.

5. People call me a sincere and cute child.
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7.  Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
v a. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program because | like to watch TV and | also like to have dinner with my family.
b. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
c. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on
8. If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
j. being world-class attractive
v K. Dbeing a genius so that | would get the best job available.
I.  being famous for doing something great
15 What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
Ans 9: A friend told his mother that he had got 4 out of 10 in a test but actually he had
got 9 out of 10.
16 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
Ans 10: A palace.

Leena Neel Kirtikar
Std 5

7. What is the one thing that makes your family special?

Because we care for each other, my entire family is very kind
8. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?

Rule regulated by Teacher and not by family, no homework

should be given everyday

9. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
| would go to McDonalds and eat Burger and French Fries
10. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?
Toys and clothes
11. If you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule would
you make? Why?
Not to waste paper so that the trees will not be cut, so we will get fresh air and
oxygen
12. Tell us the five best things about you...?
Fair, Short Hair, Kind, Intelligent, Beautiful
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
v d. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
e. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
f. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on
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8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?

d. being world-class attractive
v e. being a genius

f. being famous for doing something great

11 What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
I don’t know

12 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
Fairy’s House

Aditi Sachin Vijaykar

1. What is the one thing that makes your family special?

My grandparent's discipline.

My Father's strong but silent love.

My mother's omnipresence.
2. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?

Not letting me watch T.V the whole day!

3. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
like MR. INDIA i would make all the wrongs in the world right.
4. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you
give?
A Smile!
5. If you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule
would you make? Why?
NO one should disturb the world peace so that everyone can live happily.
6. Tell us the five best things about you...?
| am good at drawing, lam good at singing, | am good at dancing, lam helpful, n
| love my family!!
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
a. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV switched on with your favorite
program
b. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
ate the same thing
v c. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV switched on, So that we can
discuss things, tell jokes,talk with one another.
8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which one would you pick, and why?
a. being world-class attractive
v b. being a genius, Because with my genius i can do something good for myself
and others.
c. being famous for doing something great
9  What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
Dont know.
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10 If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
| would decorate it like people decorate their houses in christmas.

KRUTARTH M. SHETE
1. What is something that makes your family special?
n ans :Because we have celebration on all occasion whether it is

O birthday, Ganapati , Navaratri , Diwali or New year.

Ve 2. If could change one rule that your family has, what would you
ko

ans : | want to change that we must get freedom for playing.

3. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
ans : | will play PSP,PC,X-BOX etc. After playing | would do my studies& All other
things.
4. Ifyou could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?.
ans : | would give them happiness, joy & love.
5.1f you could make one rule that everyone in the world had to follow, what rule would you
make? Why?
ans : One must end the corruption out & all crimes because if it happens then the
country will be safe.
6. Tell me the five best things about you...?

1. | obey all instructions

2. | have a liking for cricket.

3. | have a sharing nature

4. | am very caring boy

5. &l am also helpful boy
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?

v a. Dinner with everyone at the table and the TV on with your favorite program
b. Dinner in which everybody took what they wanted from the fridge and no one
had the same thing

c. Dinner with the whole family together and no TV on
8 If a genie would give you only one wish, which would you pick, and why?

a. being world-class attractive

b. being a genius

v c. being famous for doing something great

9  What kinds of lies do your friends tell their parents?
Ans. | really don’t know | am sorry.
10 If you could decorate our place, what would it look like?
Ans. House like BIG BOSS .
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Minnesota Diwali Jatra-

The state fair through the eyes of a 7 year old
-Anika Jaideep Vijayakar
Age: 7.5 years

Today we went to the MN state fair. My father says it's the American
version of our Mahim-chi jatra. It was at the St Paul State Fairgrounds about
half an hour away from our house. This is held every year here before the
summer holidays end. The first thing we saw as we entered the state fair was
a ‘Miracle of Birth Centre’. Here there were a lot of animals who were giving
birth to their young babies. Cows, sheep, goats, rabbits, pigs and even
turkeys.

We saw a cow give birth to a calf. It took about half an hour and they
showed it on the TV screens everywhere in the center. There was an animal
doctor who was explaining everything to us. | really liked it. Even my brother
Ayaan enjoyed seeing it. He is only four years old.

Then we went and saw the horses in another big barn. There were horses
of all colors and sizes. Black, brown, grey and white. There was one horse that
was so big that its behind was taller than my father’s head!! Its feet were also
very big. There was a lady who was polishing his feet (hoofs). We even got to
touch some horses on their head. It was fun.

There were also many rides and fun games. Me and my brother Ayaan
entered into a maze of mirrors. There were also some funny mirrors in which
we looked very tall or very thin or very fat. It was very funny. Both of us
laughed a lot

There was a man who tried to guess my weight and he lost. So | got a
dolphin as a prize. We also played a fishing game in which we had to fish for
some rubber sharks using a toy fishing rod. Both of us got a fish and a prize.
| got a bouncy ball and Ayaan got a sword .He was very thrilled. We also sat in
a merry go round.

After roaming for more than four hours all of us were very hungry. There
were many different things to eat and drink. Chips, sausages, ice creams,
lemonade, hot dogs, oysters etc

We spent two more hours at the fair and we were really tired at the end
of the day. | really enjoyed myself. It was the best day of summer....
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MURDER MAYHEM

Mithil Velkar
(Age 14)

The sun began to set, as | was following the impeccably dressed mafia
leader. The criminal underhand had begun rising in Mumbai, so | decided to do
something. | figured following the leader would provide me clues, but disaster
struck. My phone rang.

My cover was blown. | ran for it, barely making it into an alley. | then picked up
my phone. "Yes, Detetctive Mithil speaking..." A man had called me for a murder
mystery! Later at the scene of crime, Dr. K. K. Modi told me that his tycoon
brother B. K. Modi had been murdered. Apparently the previous night B. K. Modi
went to bed early and for the last few days his behavior was very disturbed. "
thought B. K. had stress", talked K. K. "He’s been like that ever since he visited
the Wimbledon opener match.” | decided to check out Wimbledon as my next
clue hunting place, bid goodbye to K. K. and fed his number into my phone. At
Wimbledon | went undercover as a bellboy. There are advantages of being a 14
year old detective. | had 12 shifts a day, 15 minutes each. 3 shifts for 4 matches
each. As | finished my shift, | went to explore. At the main building | saw
something awkward. | was staring at the cooler and saw a packet inside. Quickly
taking a sample | ran back in time for my last shift. At home | discovered the
packet contained Librium, an untraceable drug (liquid form). The next day | found
a man loitering around near the cooler with a phone to his ear. The strange thing
was he wasn't talking. | figured this was my man. | followed him till he was in an
empty lane and confronted him. He took a fighting pose, but a roundhouse kick
to the nose made him talk. He told me that the man who paid him talked with a
voice changer. Then from behind someone hit me with a shovel. As | blacked out
the master mind said, "You lose." Before | could catch a glimpse of his face,
everything went black... | woke up in a box with no light. | took out my height
reader and realized | was half a foot below ground. After that | began panicking.
Then | thought, "Fool you have limited oxygen, don’t panic!" | slowed down and
took a deep breath and held it. Then using the hardest object, my head, | broke
the box and burst through the sand. | gasped for air and struggled out. | thought,
"Too close, but | now know the criminal.”

| caught K. K. Modi at the airport and lugged him home. | called B. K.’s wife
and K. K.’s wife at the bureau. "Alright | killed B. K." confessed K. K. "The old fool
was already senile. He found out about Librium." "You planned to make millions
betting on a newbie by feeding Librium to his opponents.” | said. "Yes, but | gave
him a dose too and then killed him." "I knew you had a voice changer. That is why
| caught you." There folks, | solved the mystery that way.
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Introduction

—Kashmira Swapnil Vyavaharkar

This section is especially for our Pathare Prabhu
members who have been residing in countries other than
India. NRIs live an interesting life. Living away from our
motherland, they seek to keep their tradition and culture alive.
They find ways to celebrate their festivals with full enthusiasm.
At the same time they try to mould themselves into the lifestyle
of the country they reside. Understanding and adapting
yourself into the culture and lifestyle of another country is the
essence of staying there. The question everybody seems to
have is‘lf the ‘NRIs’ do miss their own Motherland?’ Oh, of
course. Atleast our PPs do, all the time! Aai chya haath cha
jevan, our traditions, typical Indian delicacies, cultures, social
life, Pathare Prabhu functions, etc.!

In this section the writers have chosen a topic among few
ones and have decided to write on it. Few members have
written a shopping list, as in what they would like to order from
their motherland. There are some others who have happily
written a letter to someone in their homeland.Some others
have tried to express their views on how different is their own
Motherland from the country they are residing in. As our
members have their say on these topics, let us all have a quick
read of the same!! Happy Reading!
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Lost in Translation

HELLO ! Happy Diwali ! Avoice behind me
was trying to draw my attention - I turned around
to see who could possibly greet me at the
Washington DC airport that evening. | noticed
an elderly gentleman, with a very kind face, and
kinder eyes, wearing a graying moustache that
ended into a smile on both sides. His clothes,
Stag brand umbrella and the purple pull-on told
the rest of the story. He was en route from
Bombay to Dallas, to visit his son. It took us,
mostly him, a mere minute of conversation to
figure out that like him, | too, was a "parbhu".
The transformation in him at this news was
evident. All of a sudden, the number of
prabhus in that DC airport had doubled for him.
Let's just call him Aajoba. It was clear that
Aajoba wanted to talk, and lots of it. | was
returning  home from a  conference
accompanied by my boss and Alex, his 13 year
old son. We had nothing much to do till our flight
in about 90 minutes. | introduced Aajoba to them
and that's when it started... The following is a
verbatim reproduction to the extent | can recall
of this event that happened several years ago
onthe eve of Diwali.

Aajoba to my boss and Alex: Hello, Happy
Diwali to you both!
Boss; Thank you...
mean?

Aajoba: Oh, thatis our festival of lights

Alex: Oh yes, | learned that in school, Indian
Christmas.

Alex was a regular boy, exhibiting normal
obnoxiousness, as many teenagers do. But,
importantly for me, he was my boss’s son.
Aajoba: No, not Christmas, Diwali, which by
the way, we (he was pointing at me at this time —
| was pulled in) celebrate differently compared
tothe rest of India.

Boss: Really ? How and why ?

Aajoba: Because Nikhil and | belong to a very
different caste.

Alex: Caste? Ohya! AreyouBrahmin?
Aajoba: Nothat'sthe highest caste.

| guess, what does that

—Nikhil V. Dhurandhar

Alex — matter of factly: Cool, so you guys are
the untouchables ?

| suspected Aajoba was a little taken aback
at this time. He started saying, "Nikhil and |
have blue blood"™! Atthat moment | did not want
to see or hear Alex’s reaction to blue blood, so |
went away to check the flight monitor..

When | returned, Aajoba had started telling
them how Diwali celebration of the Pathare
Prabhus is gloriously different.

Aajoba ... continuing: So, onthe firstday, which
we call the first bath, womenfolks rub uttana on
men. Uttana means a type of mud.. but scented.
Alex:yew.... Youuse mud ? why?

Boss: Instead of soap ?

Aajoba: No, thisis before the bath. It cleanses
the body. We use it only once a year. Then we
go inthe bathroom to kill the demon Narkasur.

No response from Alex or my boss. At this
point, they were holding their breath, just like we
do when a magician is opening his trunk, which
is supposedly holding some strange creatures
never seen before ... Aajoba of course, had no
intention to stop.

Aajoba: Means, it is not really a demon, but a
fruit that looks somewhat like a watermelon
(here he forgets to mention the small size
compared to a melon). We stomp on it to
celebrate the victory over the demon in ancient
times.

Here, Boss, Alex and | start breathing normally,
but for different reasons.

It soon was apparent that Aajoba was
nostalgically reminiscing his Diwali
celebrations, and was really not concerned
about the effect of his inexact English
translations or the lack of providing any context.
| was reminded of the famous sentence from
C.V. Joshi’s Chimanrao, where he writes a note
to boss to describe that he has conjunctivitis.
Chimanrao writes, "My eyes have come. | will
come to office when they go".

“In the evening we celebrate Sons in Law."
Aajoba pressed on. We cut cactus and turn
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them into sons in law by putting a wick into them
and lighting them. They really look very
pleasantwhen all litup. The funniest is when a
neighbour’s servant comes to rob our sons in
law, we throw water on that servant.

One would imagine that my boss and Alex would
run out of questions at this point. No such luck.
Boss: You throw water on sonsin law?

Alex: How much ? Cold or hot?

Aajoba (his train had left that station
already.....): thenwe light crackers on fire
Boss: Wait, you mean crackers as in what we
eatora‘crazy person’ ?

| could see the confusion. In the US, a
crackeris a ‘biscuit’ ora‘crazy guy’, anda ‘fire
cracker’is what Aajoba implied.

Aajoba: Why would we light a person on fire ?
That's a different festival you are referring to —
mostly observed in Northern India, where at the
end of a 10 day festival, they shoot a burning
arrow to light Ravan onfire.

Boss: So, you light someone on fire ? Is that
allowed ?

Alex: How can one arrow light someone on fire
?

Aajoba: Because, Ravanis already stuffed with
crackers.

At this point, | started suspecting if Aajoba
specialized in creating confusion. He was
describing Ram-lila, but was omitting to mention
the crucial details.

It is an effigy of a demon that is burned — that
symbolizes the victory of good over evil. I tried to
pipe into gain back some ground with my boss.
Aajoba: Yes, yes. And, we light Atom Bombs..
When the bombs go off.....

At this point, | had to step in. | was already
concerned about my boss’s impression about
me — Aajoba had declared that ‘WE’ both
belonged to the same ‘caste’ and now, he was
busy describing how ‘WE’ light sons in law on
fire and stuff Ravana with firecrackers. |
suppose that | was guilty by association. But, |
knew that clearly, Aajoba was completely
oblivious to how his narration appeared in an
American context, and the effect he was having
on my boss. Although Aajoba was oblivious, |
could not help but think how | could provide the

context. But, that was for some other time. My
most urgent problem was to get Aajoba to stop
talking aloud about ‘bombs’in an airport.

"Lets not talk about that ... they are
sensitive to such words here at the airport”, |
said, avoiding the mention of the word.

Aajoba’s talk and hand gestures stopped
midway. With a puzzled look, he asked, "lets
nottalk aboutwhat ? Bombs ? Oh, they are not
real bombs. In fact, | know how to make those
bombs. | have been making bombs from the
time....." ldon'tremember what all | did at this
point to stop him from going on about bomb-
making at the airport. | may have put my hand
on his mouth. 1justdid not want him pulled over
by the heightened security we had since 9/
11...and us as well —guilt by association.

Aajoba stopped his bomb-making
description. | started breathing again.
Suddenly, he reached in his bag, pulled out a
plastic bag and offered us Shingdis he was
carrying for his son’s family.

Aajobato Boss and Alex: Try some. These are
notfried. They are baked.

Boss: Not fried? Great. Makes sense. Lower
calories. Right?

| was seeing possibilities here. Perhaps, |

could score a pointin my Boss'’s eyes by talking
about good nutrition sense shingidis made. Of
course, he did not need to know about all the
sugar and ghee that goes in, even if they are
baked. But, lwastoolate....
Aajoba ( proudly): Our caste people don't
believe in frying shingdis unlike those other
castes. They don'tknow howto live life. We fry
a lot, but the right stuff. Fish, bhajee -cabbage
balls, brinjal, sliced lady fingers...

| should mention that in the US, bhendi is
called Okra, not lady fingers. | remembered
Alex asking me once about food practices in
India after watching the Indiana Jones movie.
He wanted to know what a monkey brain tasted
like. They show Indians eating it in the movie. |
had told him to not believe everything he
watched in that movie. And, here we were,
talking about fried sliced Lady fingers..

Aajoba continued: In fact, on one of the days of
Diwali, we eat lots of such fried stuff after Bali
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Rajaisremoved.

Alex: What ?

Boss: Baali.... What ?

Me (notopenly): Removed ?

Aajoba sensed the "intrigue" factor going !
He cleared his throatand | braced myself..
Aajoba: Well, you see, since the ancient times,
Baliis a king, we worship him.

Alex: Is he stillaround ?

Aajoba: Yes. Underground. Means down in
the underworld — he is going to come up soon —
they say

My boss’s eyes were saying what Alex said
aloud
Alex: So, you are a devil worshipper ? Is this
devilunderground?

Aajoba: No, No... Bali Raja is a great king, he
is notthe devil...

At this point, the only thing | could do was to
leave the conversation. | mentioned that |
would go get some coffee for all and slipped
away.

| was now thinking of my future, perhaps,

my boss was going to getrid of me ? Ineeded a
plan for getting a new job...Where should |
apply ? Perhaps, ‘Devil worshipper’is what my
boss would write in the reference letter they may
ask frommy newjob....

I should speak up for myself, | decided. But
again, Aajoba was really so kind and genuine.
And, he was not even lying. Just speaking out
of context, exactly how one would talk in
Mumbai. In India, no one needs to explain that
‘burning of Ravan’ meant burning an effigy, or
thatfried lady finger is fried vegetables. Here,in
the US, these concepts needed proper
translation —lots of it. But, is my boss going to
believe me?

| bought coffee. Even though | did not want
to return, | had to. | tried walking slow, but
reached them anyway. | could see Aajoba’s
animated description. That's it. | had an
epiphany. | should simply jump in and stop
Aajoba. Ask, him questions and make him say
the right things in the right manner. That way,
my boss would believeit.... That'sit.

GROW MORE Y
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When | approached,
completing his sentence.
Aajoba: That's right, we are a warrior race. In
fact, even in our weddings, we stand with a
sword between the bride and the groom. And, |
will be happy to show you the sword we have in
our family.
Alex to me: You did not tell us that you guys
fought wars and all. That's so cool. He
(pointing at Aajoba) is going to show us his
weapons.

"Show ? How ?", lasked. Was he carrying
a sword with him? A weapon at an airport just
will not go well with the security guys.
Boss to me: | did not realize that your relatives
made the first airplane even before the Wright
brothers did ? That is really awesome. You
know how much I love this stuff. 1 would love to
know more about your caste... In fact, | was
thinking of planning a trip somewhere during
Christmas break and we could just easily make
it to India and stop for a day or two in Mumbai.
Alex will enjoy that and my wife would absolutely
love to see the art-talent that your folks have.

Wait, what? Did | hear it right ? All | had to
do was to go away to get coffee and Aajoba
could turn things around and make the right
impression ? With both of them ? Is this real ?

Aajoba was

Clearly my boss and Alex were impressed.
Were they serious about planning a visit to
Mumbai?

Just then our flight was announced, |
jumped up and wanted to leave rightaway. ‘Quit
while you are ahead’, | had heard somewhere.
This was the perfect time to quit. Aajoba finally
and unexpectedly made a great last and lasting
impression. Just in time to depart. | can keep
my job after all.

I wished Aajoba well on his onward journey,

and promisedto getintouch.
Then Aajoba turned to Boss and Alex: It was
very nice meeting you. | will definitely show you
my sword and also the airplane. | will also show
you our lifestyle. In fact, people from our caste
are fish eaters. You will love it. | will also take
you to our fish market, the Chira Bazar —a must
go for every member of our caste. Its like a
temple forus. Right Nikhil?

ChiraBazar? When |wentto Chira Bazar,
indeed | worshiped the ghole or the kolambi we
got there or for that matter, any other fish market
in Mumbai. But, | pictured Aajoba and the
parade of my boss, his wife and Alex wading
through Chira Bazar.

No chance to quit while you are ahead, |
suppose. Justquit.

Kay sangu tula Rajaram

-A tribute to our very dear Man-Friday

Our association started since my 4" grade
at St. Xavier's Fort. |Initially, Baba (my
grandfather) used to get my lunch in the long
breaks. However, it used to get very hectic for
him. So, my parents decided to hire a
dabbawala for me. His name was Rajaram. It
still seems as recent as yesterday. How | used
to wait for his familiar face in the school
Quadrangle, so | could have my lunch. In the
next couple of years, Rajaram had made an
impression on our hearts and minds with his
loyalty, honesty, earnestness, punctuality and

—Akshay Kothare

soon he assumed responsibilities of our full-
time Man-Friday.

Its been 26 years till date and | must admit
we are fortunate enough that Rajaram
continues to still reign as the King in our house.
His duties, responsibilites, skills and
capabilities have increased over the years but
the qualities which stood out then continue to
remain intact to this day. Infact, if ever he is to
go for a vacation to his village, we really
anxiously look forward to the day when he’ll get
back. Though, he’s good enough to provide us
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with an interim ‘badli’ (replacement) for
him....No one has really come close to being
an ideal replacement. Rajaram is unparalleled.

| came to the US to pursue my M.S in 1999
and have since been residing / working here. |
got married in 2002 and ever since, Anu’s been
here with me. Today Armaan, our 5 yr old is
about to go to Kindergarten. Life here in the US
has its benefits and struggles for folks like us,
who've been pampered with the presence of a
‘Rajaram’ in our household. | say so for many
reasons.

We moved residences from South Bombay
to Kandivali and gave him the option of
honoring his other commitments in South
Bombay with his ‘gao-wallah’s’ or come and
stay with us. He happily preferred to give up his
work in the other households and be with us
full-time, irrespective of where we moved.

We’d most recently visited Mumbai in 2010
and were there for close to a month. Right from
getting out of the terminal at Chhatrapati Shivaji
International Airport , through our whole trip and
right till we crossed the gates to the airport
beyond which only ticket holders and officials
go, we could feel Rajaram’s presence in
everything that was happening.

We are pretty much used to lugging our
own luggage in the US. In Mumbai, as | was
about to do the same... | heard a familiar voice
‘Akshay dada rahu dya... me baghto.... * . As
Anu tried to pick up something, she heard
something similar ‘Anu Vahini rahu dya aho...
me hai na...". This was just the start. We got
home and were treated to a Rajaram special
cup of tea, right as we sat plonked on the sofa,
recounting our journey from Boston to Mumbai.
We don't experience such treatment in Boston.
Its either Anu or me making the tea or coffee at
home...

The next morning, right from tea, through a
lovely omelette, through cutting vegetables,
through freshly made chapattis... Rajaram was
all over the place... | sat there thinking, we miss
all this while in the US. Then as we sat down
for lunch, Armaan got around to playing with
Rajaram Kaka... and for the next month or
so... it was almost a mutual thing between the

two of them, that he'd feed Armaan and play
with him... while we sat for dinners / lunches.
Also, this was a gesture which Rajaram came
forward with himself... as though he loved
Armaan’s company as well.

Over the period of the next few weeks,
whether it be doing groceries before the
parties, or other household chores.... Rajaram
was at his sprightliest best.... | mentioned
before that he’s the King of our household.
Well, when we’d have stuff delivered to our
home from the grocer, chemist or anyone
else... Rajaram would in Mummy or Daddy’s
absence know exactly what was to be said and
done and he’d do it with as much authority as
well.... Be it dropping off stuff at my in-laws
place, my sister-in-laws place or picking up
stuff from Lekha aunty or Vasu aunty’s, you
guessed it right... Rajaram was always there.
Its through these things and countless others,
that | have come to respect Rajaram for what
he does for us, what he means to us.

We got back to the US in a month’s time...
The very next morning, both Anu and | got up
and sat at the dining table expectantly. |
happened to mumble: ‘Rajaram jara masta peki
chaha detos ka ?’ To this Anu replied: ‘Are to
gaadi dhooala gela asel...” Suddenly the harsh
reality struck both of us hard. We were back in
the US and needed to do it ourselves. The
following day, an interesting incident happened
in office. A colleague of mine (Jurgen) noticed
that | was drinking water and/or coffee in
paper-cups and filling up my trash can
afterwards with them. He came to me and said,
why don’t you get your own mug (as quite a few
American’s in US do....). To this my reply was:
who’s gonna clean it up afterwards. If | can use
and dispose paper cups, its very much
convenient for me... Over the course of our
chat, | happened to discuss Rajaram with
him.... He shot back: If you live like Kings back
home, then why the heck do you come to the
US and struggle with the ‘do it yourself’
paradigm.

That repartee from Jurgen really got me
thinking ‘Kay Sangu Tula Rajaram — tujhi Kkitti
athvanyete.....’
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A LETTER TO MY MOTHER-IN-LAW

—Monica Ravikant lyer (nee Monica Sujan Rane)

When | was just a little girl

| asked my mother, what will | be

Will I be pretty, will | be rich

Here's what she said to me.

Que Sera, Sera,

Whatever will be, will be

The future's not ours, to see

Que Sera, Sera

What will be, will be.

What is life going to be like after marriage?
Does any girl ever know for sure until she has
left her own home to go live with her husband
and family? | am no different and | too had very
little idea of what to expect. Luckily, along with a
new home, | found heaven on earth! That's why
this letter is to the angel who made it all
happen.

My Dearest Amma,

These wonderful folks at Prabhu Tarun
requested an article from me. One of the topics
was a letter to someone in India. There was no
guestion in my mind. | knew | would be writing
to my most favorite person in India. My Amma.
It's unbelievable that after all these years | have
been given this excellent platform to tell you
exactly what I think of you and what you mean
to me.

Back in 1994, like every girl on the
threshold of marriage, | was very nervous
about how my mother-inlaw would be. We did
know each other for a few years before, but that
was when you were just ‘auntie’.

| was scared. Once you became my
mother-in-law and turned into Amma, would all
that change? You were now my husband’s
mother, we would have to live together and see
each other every day. Would you even think of
offering me coffee and a milion yummy
goodies on a tray like when | used to visit as
Ravi’s friend or fiancée?

Well, things did change.

| came from a typical Pathare Prabhu
family. We have such a large extended family.

My life was centered on classical music
evenings, regular visits to see Marathi plays,
weekends watching old Hollywood movies,
regular family gatherings, and in general lots of
laughter and bonhomie with all our near and
dear ones. You know we are called Sokajis.
Live life King Size! That's our motto and that is
what | was used to. Now here | was
marrying into a Tamil Brahmin lyer family. Was
there any common ground? That's why my
folks were so skeptical. My entire life was going
to be completely different or so they thought.
How would | survive? | was blissfully in love,
inexperienced and ready to marry my Ravi.

Today | want to tell you Amma that you
played the greatest part during this very
challenging transition period. Sure your Ravi
has been the most loving and caring husband a
girl would ever want, but it was through you and
your love that | was formally accepted and
showered with love by the entire lyer family.
Although | missed my parents and sister
terribly during those first months, | never
missed anything else!

Now | want to take the opportunity to tell
you all the things you have ever done
throughout the past 17 years that have so
touched my heart.

You took my mother’s place and started
loving and looking after me from day one. You
always say ‘My Monica’. | made this for ‘My
Monica’, | have got this for ‘My Monica’, and |
need to tell this to ‘My Monica’. You have never
treated me any different from your own
daughter.

Do you remember that first time you and |
went to Chennai before the wedding? For me it
was a new place full of unknown strange faces.
Their customs were new. Their food was
different from what | was used. Everything was
so new to me. With you by my side however it
was a breeze! You made it known to everyone
how much you loved and cared for me. The
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people there, my new family must have surely
wondered how this non Tamil girl was going to
fit in. You did not care or if you did you did not
show. You were busy making sure Monica was
comfortable right? You wanted to take me to
everyone’s house, wanted to feed me at all the
favorite places to eat. You wanted to show me
off to everyone. You never ever sat on that high
mother -in-law pedestal. You could have easily
told me to dress this way, talk this way, serve
food this way and follow all those customs that
the society over there demands of its youth.

Nope. Instead, you made coffee for me,
you made fresh breakfast for me, you
explained the customs of the households over
there and you were so patient while we
shopped and chose my saris. Everything fell
into place like magic. | was openly embraced by
all whom | met. From that trip on, | have come
to love Chennai and our family over there.

My dearest Amma, you cried so much
when we left for the United States. | just hate
remembering those tears and your woebegone
face. Yet | am so proud of you. You had never
touched a computer before we left, but just so
we can keep in touch, you learned all about the
internet, about emails and online chat almost
as soon as the internet became popular so
many years ago. Whether | login everyday or
not, I know that my Amma will be online and
waiting to chat with me every single day. In fact
it has become such a habit, that if you are not, |
know you are either out of town, or the
computer is not working! Otherwise nothing
can keep you away.

When you and Appa visit us here in the US,
it is beyond amazing. My friends have such
horrid stories to tell me. They dread their in-
laws’ visits and actually look forward to when
they will leave. Our story is different is it not?
When was the last time you left on the decided
date? We have always made you postpone
your departure. Do you know why? It's because
your visit is like a breath of fresh air for us.

Never ever have you come and taken over
my home or kitchen. You appreciate my home
décor; you always notice new things around
and applaud it immediately. Every morning you

ask me in that sweet voice of yours- "Aaj kya
khana banayenge? Should | cut the
vegetables? Should | make the chapatti
dough? If 1 make this will Ravi like it? Will
children eat this? "Oh my God Amma, you even
tolerate all the non vegetarian cutting and
cooking!

| was not brought up to be very ritualistic.
You are so religious. That was one of my major
concerns.

What will my in-laws expect from me? Of
course if you had insisted, | would have tried to
do all those poojas that you do in a year, just to
make you happy. Needless to say, you never
ever expected anything of that sort from me
from the get go. It has always been. "Monica
you do it if you feel like it, and only if you want
to."

Amma have you heard how some mothers
—in- law and daughters- in- law compete in their
cooking? It must be so hard on the men folk in
the house. I find it so ridiculous and a little funny
too. Look at our situation. | just love your
cooking and especially the traditional Tamil
dishes you make. You know | am your number
one fan and you know those exact dishes that |
just lap up whenever you make them. In fact so
many times you make that extra dish only for
me! What people from my family may not know
is that if I cook something that everyone likes,
you are ever so gracious. In fact, you spread
the word and tell the whole world how great |
make this dish. You are just too sweet.

Why are you like this? Why don’t you ever
just sit and watch TV and ask me to get you
water or tea or coffee? Why don’t you tell me to
do a pooja, or learn Tamil or make dosas just
exactly how you like them? Why don’t you
criticize my dress sense or the way | am
bringing up my children? Why don’t you buy
things that you would like for me of your choice,
instead of asking me how | would like them?
Why don't you take me to temples and
pilgrimages and even kitty parties? How do you
know what makes me happy?

How?

| can go on and on and write a book on you
and our beautiful relationship, but then why
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write so much?

We are living it right now! Touchwood!

Thank you is just not enough for all that you
have done for me. | wish | could shout from
rooftops, "Look at my Amma. Look at our
relationship. All you mothers —in- law and
daughters- in- law out there, let God bless you
with our kind of love! | wish every girl gets an
Amma like mine." | only hope | have learnt
something from you that | may use when | get a
daughter-in-law someday.

Now is also my chance to say sorry to you if
| have ever hurt you or if | have ever said
something that has upset you. | am sure there
have been occasions where we have
disagreed on issues. | have never meant to be

rude or disrespectful. Please forgive me if |
ever have.

Amma, come here soon. | am eagerly
waiting to catch up on so much news, eagerly
waiting for our long talks, our crazy shopping
trips, our cookathons and those lazy Hindi
movie afternoons at the theatre.

There is so much to do when you are here
and life becomes so much more exciting.

We miss you and Appa very much and the
children are eagerly awaiting the arrival of their
Patti and

Taatha!!

Yours ...Sincerely? Yours Truly?....NO

Only yours with love,
Monica

Letter to Wonderful Parents,

To Mayur and Sarita, my wonderful parents,

| remember every little thing about Opera
house. You probably think that because | was
just 12 years old when we moved out, my
memories are fuzzy. But you have given me
such a wonderful childhood that | connect with
that house more than any other house that |
have lived in.

| am sure as adults you made a lot of
adjustments but you have no idea what a party
it was for us little kids. You sometimes
apologized for the lack of space, but | have
never lived in a bigger house than the hearts of
all the wonderful family that you thrust upon us.

| remember the correct address is 482,
S.V.P Road, 1% floor, Nair (& Powell) Building,
Bombay — 400004. It's the first postal address
that | learned and | was so proud of living at
Opera House as we called it. We had 6 large
rooms, 5 of which had a partition and were
made into 2. But Papa had decided to keep
ours intact.

| loved our large airy room. There was a
gigantic fan which gave us the coolest air
imaginable. This fan still resides in your Amboli
home and it still beats any air conditioner hands

—Anuprita Bhomick

down. We had a giant fridge in our room and a
double bed. Papa had made a study desk for
me that | used to sit at to read and do my
homework. There was a large window which
housed a fish tank with the most amazing
variety of fish in it. One of the walls was
completely covered with floor to ceiling
wardrobes. To the right was Papa’s cupboard
and | loved opening it and smelling the various
perfumes and colognes and aftershaves that
he kept in there. He also had the most
awesome coats in there. Mummy’s cupboard
was full of lovely sarees. She had a full length
mirror too and oh how | loved prancing around
in front of it.

To the left was a fake cupboard which was
really a doorway which lead to a little sitting
area where there was a large table with
important files and a stamp collection which
belonged to aajoba (Madhav B. Nayak). We
loved poring over those stamps and helping
stick the loose ones back in the albums. Papa
played Monopoly and Scrabble with us at that
table. It was also the place that
Ganpatibappa’smurti was installed every year.
For 10 days, we'd all do aarti and puja and then
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there was a grand celebration on
AnantChaturdashi, when everyone we
collectively knew would land up at our house to
get the best views of the Ganpativisarjan.

Fortunately there was a huge balcony
which we used to call "gallery” which ran across
the length of the 3 rooms. Ours was the middle
room. Papa’s oldest brother’s family lived in the
room next to ours. Their son Unmesh was my
best friend most of the time but | also quarreled
with him on a daily basis. Kaka used to take us
both to participate in elocution and debating
competitions held at the PatharePrabhu Social
samaj. He would always tease me about the
"Kiristao" English that | had picked up at St.
Teresa’s because it was a convent. Kaki would
fondly call me "Jhipri" because of my tangled
mess of curls which | could never keep neatly
combed or plaited. She used to teach me how
to draw rangoli patterns during festive
occasions. | would love these times because
she would ask Unmesh to stay away and tell
me that she had always wanted a daughter.

In the other adjoining room, lived my
favourite aunts Dulu and Leena. They had a
brother too Babukaka. Although | always called
him Babukaka, | never got around to saying
Duluatya and Leenaatya. Their mother
Kanchankaki (she was Papa’s kaki, but | never
got around to calling her aaji) used to bestow

upon us the latest board games every birthday.
Kanchankaki and later Babukaka worked at
Kwalityicecream. To me, that was the coolest
place to work at. Afew times Leena took us kids
to the Kwality restaurant and we ate icecreams
there. Dulu used to teach me cross stitch. |
loved sitting and watching her make cross
stitch patterns for hours together. Leena used
to always have a ready smile for everyone but
she calledAtul "chaar cha bhonga" because he
would promptly start wailing when we got home
from school upon discovering that Mummy
isnot at home. She was at work and got back by
6 pm every day. | always wondered why my silly
little brother could never figure that out.

There were 3 other rooms. One belonged
to Sudhakaki and Vishnukaka 3 other kakas
lived with us. Vidhyut kaka was a talented tabla
player. He was a devotee of Saibaba and
regularly brought us Prasad from the temple.

Vihangkaka lived in a small room adjoining
the kitchen with Madhurikaki and their son
Gunjarav. Gunjarav was my brother’s age. We
kids were so inspired by Vihangkaka’s acting in
plays and by all his actor friends, that we put up
a production of our own, in which | starred as
"BavlatSheela"

Shripadkaka was Papa’s bachelor uncle.
He had never married and looked after the
accounts for our family’s property. | was a little
scared of him because he always frowned at us
noisy kids. He used to subscribe to the Times of
India, so | had to sneak into his room when he
wasn't around and read the newspaper from
cover to cover and then neatly fold it up so that
he wouldn’t notice that anyone had touched it.

There was a giant dining table and next to it
was a prayer area. | ate my breakfast at the
table everyday. Atul and me drank the
chocolate drink Boost and I'd sing at the top of

my voice "Boost meinhai Shakti, boost
meinmazaa" perhaps to get a reaction out of
Shripadkaka.

The kitchen was a wonderful place

especially in the festive season. Tantalizing
smells emanated from in there.Tilacheyladoo
at Sankrant, pooran polis for Holi, an
assortment of chaklis, fried peanuts, shingdya,
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besanladoo for Diwali. Even on regular days,
there was always something cooking,
batatyacheypohe, sabudanyachikhichdi,
bhusna, khadkhadla, chutneycheysarangey,
the list goes on.

Atul and | welcomed our sister Aditi when |
was 6 and he was 3. Her naming ceremony is
very firmly entrenched in my mind. Vrindaatya
asked me what we should name her. Freshly
armed with the knowledge that "Aditi" meant
the Mother of Gods, courtesy the latest Amar
Chitra Katha that | had read, | whispered into
her ear "Aditi" | hadn’t really thought that she’d
humor me and name my sister Aditi, and when
she did, my joy knew no bounds.

Of all the celebrations at Opera House, |
miss the birthday celebrations the most. We
had many July birthdays, including mine. The
guests would be served wafers, samosas,
sometimes batatawadas and of course the
glorious birthday cake. Both of you always
made a great big deal of my birthday and |
always got a new dress and new shoes on this
day. | could call all my friends and the house

would be decorated with colorful paper
streamers and balloons. The house would
reverberate with joy and laughter and the sweet
melodies of "Happy Birthday to you" would fill
the air.
| feel fortunate to have been born into so
much love and the gift of this huge gigantic
family that you have bestowed upon me. | live
so many miles away in a foreign land but |
never feel alone. | think of Opera House and
instantly conjure up images of happy
memories, smiling faces, many of whom are
not with us anymore. But as for the rest, they
are right here, all invading my personal space
(what personal space?) via facebook and
asking me who, what, where, when, how until |
threaten to log out. It feels great to be
connected and to read about and see pictures
of us as grownups, and the next generation, our
kids, your grandkids growing up albeit with a
twinge of sadness that they will never know the
joy that was Opera House.
Love you,
Prita

Letters from an Uncle to a Niece

My Dear Tanmayee,

You are growing up to be a young woman
who is soon going to go out into the world as an
independent person. No longer will you be
dependent on your mother or father or
grandparents to guide you through life. And
there will be times when you will actually resent
either of them trying to tell you what to do. You
are the new generation of a confident India.
Most of you know already what you want to do
in life and are willing to try out different things
which we would not even have considered
when we were getting out of college.

Your generation is blessed with a lot more
facilities and outlets to express yourselves than
we ever were. The exposure is tremendous
and helps to make you a more rounded
personality than we could try to be. Make sure
you make optimum use of this to contribute to

Jaideep Vijayakar
the improvement of our society. You are part of
a generation which can do a lot more right now.

| have been away for far too long to have
any great influence on you anymore but for me
you will still be that little baby girl who I held in
my arms the day you were born in the hospital.
The little girl whom | would come rushing home
from college to just to sit beside while you were
sleeping.

Since you and | were the closest to each
other in age as compared to others in the family
we had great times together behaving as small
children rather than the adults with great
responsibility that your parents and mine had
to. That bond only grew stronger as you grew
older and we could talk about and discuss more
and more things. | remember when you had
come to visit me in the US you had already
grown to be a teen ager (a far cry from the 7
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year old | left behind when | moved out of
Bombay). In those days you were probably
going through a phase in life and | remember
you not smiling or enjoying yourself as much as
you should have. However those brief
moments when you really got excited or
enjoyed something that we did together and
actually showed it on your face or in your words
were the real highlights. | still treasure those
moments.

You know, staying away though | have
come to appreciate so many things that |
wouldn’t have if | would have continued to stay
in India. As you come up to your 18" birthday |
thought | would share those with you.

With our culture getting more and more
Westernized you will recognize these two
extremely dichotomous views that people have
about the West.

On the one side it is looked at as this BIG
BAD WORLD which is very materialistic and is
run purely on how much money can be made
as fast as possible to the detriment of human
values and relations. The other side looks at it
as this utopia where everything is so
comfortable and super luxurious. You can have
big cars, big houses, buy all the Ilatest
electronics, huge amusement parks and public
attractions and nothing can ever go wrong
anywhere!!

The truth lies, as in all such cases,
somewhere in the middle. There is a little bit of
both here and its true for any country in the
world. However one thing | can say with
certainty. There is definitely a greater
availability of facilities to people at lower levels
of society than is possible in India. You can
afford a car and a home by doing jobs which in
India would doom you to depend on public
transport and a small flat in the far flung
suburbs. You also have access to free public
libraries, which have good quality of books,
CDs and DVDs, public parks with well
maintained outdoor facilities and excellent
public schools (barring the ghettos).

However this has not happened purely
because the country has been blessed with
really benevolent political leaders throughout

their history. It's because the citizens of the
country have actively demanded this of their
country. It also is because the citizens have
taken a deep interest in how their country is run
and contributed in a large part to getting it to
where we are right now.

There is no reason why the same cannot
happen in India. However it has to come from
the citizens and the youth. You are the future
that your country is going to have 20 years from
now. You are the state your country is going to
be in 20 years from now. The power is in your
hands to make the difference. We did not really
do a lot to improve the lot of society with the
opportunities provided to us. But | am hoping as
most of our generation reaches the middle
ages we will be able to utilize our experience
and exploit existing opportunities to give back.

From my experience here | feel that a
country is not called developed just because it
has the latest technology, industry and its
citizens make oodles of money. | feel a country
becomes a developed nation when it learns to
respect its own citizens. When it attaches a
significant value (monetary or otherwise) to its
most destitute constituents.

A country becomes developed when each
of us treats the other on merit and not based on
criteria like caste, religion, education or money.
In most developed nations you can see that
people who are not very high in the social strata
like sweepers, bus drivers, security guards are
treated politely by others. It's a very common
feature here to say good morning or good
evening to your office security guard or the
cleaning lady. It's very common to say Thank
You to bus driver or cab driver while getting off.
These are common courtesies and don't take
too much effort. We don’t do a lot of that back in
India. These small things if you incorporate into
your day-to-day life and also encourage others
around you to do the same would make a big
difference to our civil lives.

Another important aspect of public life is
community participation. Community
participation is one of the key aspects of
improving any society. The government can
only do so much for its citizens. Beyond that it's
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for the citizens to start contributing to the
upliftment of society.

As John F Kennedy famously stated "Ask
not what your country can do for you. Ask what
you can do for your country"

Of late there has been a lot of hue and cry
about the corruption in India and the increasing
discomfort that regular citizens are facing due
to rising prices, overcrowding and general
degradation of infrastructure. However none of
this ever comes to fruition because most
people give up the call for change after the
initial ‘tamasha’ is over. Common people like
you and me will be more interested in getting
back to our day to day life rather than make a
concerted effort to actually make a change.
This allows for the powers to be to pander to
the lowest common denominator among us

and get away with making superficial
concessions
Community participation and citizen

activism are two important initiatives which we
can take up which can help tackle many of
these problems..

Community participation can take on
multiple forms.

Keeping the locality or public parks and
lakes clean by organizing awareness drives or
actual cleanups, raising funds for local services
like the police, fire department, schools,
libraries etc, collecting books, food, toys and
other essentials for the less fortunate denizens
in our society, organizing medical camps for
those who cannot afford these services raising
funds for essential research on medical
conditions which afflict everybody, | would even
go so far as to say obeying civic rules and
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paying your taxes honestly falls in this bucket.
One amazing thing | have seen here is that if
the traffic lights are out at any major junction,
then all the cars will come to a complete stop at
the intersection (without the need of having a
traffic constable) and then follow the right of
way rules to ensure that there are no traffic
jams. Contrast that with what we see at
functioning traffic lights at home and you can
immediately understand the impact this would
have on our daily commutes.

All this provides a mechanism for society to
function without waiting for the government to
intervene. It also ensures that we as members
of the society have a larger stake in its running
and can point fewer fingers when things go
wrong. In the last few years there has been a
general economic depression in the US,
leading to great cuts in funding for many of the
services that the government normally
provides. However this has led to increased
community participation on behalf of the people
who have not been affected as badly as others.

On a regular basis there are
advertisements for food drives for people who
cannot afford two square meals a day or "Back
to School supplies" for children from poor
homes who cannot afford to buy the latest
school materials or in winter for winter clothes
and supplies. Young and Old, Rich and Poor
alike everybody participates in these initiatives.
People don't just get together and complain.
They actually get together and act on it to
ensure that something is done. Even the
government-funded schools for which we pay
no fees ask the students to bring their own
school supplies for the year to bridge the
funding gap. This is better than not providing
facilities to the students due to insufficient
funding from the government.

Some of the different fund raising
techniques that | have seen in the past are

Holding a 5K or 10K run for everybody.
People pay to run in this event and all the
money from this and sponsorship goes to the
denoted charity.

Holding a hot dog/ lemonade/cookie sale-
All proceeds from the sale go to the charity. .

[ L 9arur fearet 8fes 2099 / 903 L




Summer Car wash- young children with
their friends will get together in any open space
like a parking lot of a church or a shopping
plaza and provide Hand Car Wash services for
a fee.

Clothes or food collection drives to provide
to poorer people.

An important aspect about the above fund
raisers is that the people who participate in
these fund raisers do not actually get any real
value out of these. People don’t really want to
eat the hot dogs or drink lemonade or even get
their cars washed by a bunch of small children.
However once they know that it's for a good
cause they will want to participate by buying
those services and thus contribute to a good
cause.

Involving young children in these activities
also builds up good moral fiber and ensures the
health of future society.

| hope i did not bore you to death with all

this "preachy" stuff. | just wanted to share my
experiences with you and hoped they would
start you thinking along paths you may not have
considered letting your mind wander. | would
love to continue this conversation with you
when | am down there to pick your brains and
get your view on these matters.
Bye Love you
Your loving mamu
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—Anirudh Malhari Kirtikar

Our (Khelatla) Ganapati has completed 70
years, since my Father Late Mr.Malhari
Khanderao Kirtikar who was born in the year
1941 from that year my Aaji Late
Smt.Bhanumati Khanderao Kirtikar & Ajoba
Late Mr.Khanderao Narayan Kirtikar has
started this Ganesh utsav for 10 days at (Old
Address) 10" Road Khar (W) opp.Laxminagar
Pavilion and now we have still continued the
tradition.

ot A
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Pushpal Vijayakar

Our family has been celebrating 'Gauri
Ganpati' since the childhood of Mr. Vishnupant
Kothare the founder and first editor of Prabhu
Tarun and the father of our ex-editor Mr. Suhas
Kothare. We have been following the tradition
for the third generation now which has long ago
crossed over 100 years. The Gauri poojan has
been followed traditionally in our household
however the Ganpati is our Pathare Prabhu
special 'Khelaatla Ganpati'. The significant
features of our Ganpati is that its a 'Baal murti'
(having no crown on his head) and who is
seated on a Lion. This 'baal ganesh' is fondly
termed as ‘'baagetla ganpati' hence the
decoration is always kept simple only with fresh
flowers giving it a garden look and miniature
silver toys, small porcelain and glass statues of
dolls and animals who are used as decoration
to play with 'Baal Ganesh'. Years ago our
Ganpati used to have the typical old glass dolls
and statues which most of the Pathare Prabhu
household still possesses. With wear and tear
the old toys have reduced however a few can
still be seen in the picture.

This Ganapati was established in 1964. It is
made of Shadu Mati and is hand made. Ever
year the mufti has a new "Roop". this year it
was Khandoba Roop. They send Ganpati
invitations through cards because the tradition
of "Lagna Patrikas" was started by the
Vijayakars. Hence they are known as Chitthi
wale Vijaykars. The murti is brought home in a
silver tamaan. No hair or kanthi is offered to the
Ganpati. Only Weni is offered. Every year they
buy a silver toy for the Ganapati as can be seen
in the picture. They have collected several such
tiny toys till date such as musical instruments,
scissors, saw, welding pump, games like
carrom, chess, patang and firki, palakhi and
various wahaans.

This year they bought a doli. These toys
are arranged on steps in front of the Ganesh
Murti.The entire decoration is ecofriendly.
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Vijay Dhurandhar
We have been celebrating Ganapati
festival for almost 67 years. The decoration is
made up of waste materials and most of the
items used for the same too are that old. Thus,
our ganesh is eco-friendly. We reside at Thane.
Myself (Chinmay Dhurandhar) and my dad
(Mr. Vijit Madhavrao Dhurandhar) have been
preserving the age old tradition of bringing
home the Vignaharta , religiously every year.
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LIFE WITHOUT FACEBOOK,
TWITTER, INTERNET ETC.....

INTRODUCTION

OMG! LOL! TWEET! BB! . . . These sound
familiar right? Yes they are our very own created
lingo for the immensely popular social networking
sites. Now-a-days, you can see people of every age,
caste, creed either "FACEBOOKING" or
"TWEETING" or chatting over the upcoming
addiction "BLACKBERRY MESSENGER ".

Our lives are being surrounded with these social
sites. Each and everyone is logged on to it day in
and day out. Anyone can trace you; see what you
are up to, check what has been happening in your
life... Socializing is become a click or miss thing. It
complicates life with 300 odd friends from work,
school, family, past life etc giving out too much
information about themselves. We have been so
addicted to these social networking sites that it
makes me wonder, ‘Will there be any change in lives
of those who are Facebook, Twitter and Cell phone
addicts? Will hanging out ever be more of a real
concept than virtual. Will there be a day where we
will have to go by ourselves physically in order to
meet real tangible friends and have so much to tell
to our friends?

Or will we manage to keep in touch with the
world? Be in contact with our long lost friends...
Increase our knowledge by the virtue of technology?
Will there be emptiness in our lives??!'Well who
knows, what is in store for us in the future. They say
Change is constant and we need to accept it. But is
it right to be overpowered by it? | am sure all those
out there must be boggling their minds with these
thoughts as well.

We put forth this thought and these questions to
our PP youngsters. It is their minds and lives that
have been whitewashed by social networking sites.
We set an outline for them, asking them to pen
down their feelings and thoughts if they were in a
situation wherein their life was without FACEBOOK,
TWITTER, and INTERNET...... Let us all get a
sheak peek into their new life.

-SUSHMITA KOTHARE
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Life without mobile, facebook...

..... "aka chikee lakee chikee chikee lakee
chu, hawa hawayee" —nasal, husky, rustic, all-
in-one, a perfect bollywood remix-POP at 6.30
a.m!

Yes, that's my first wake-up call. Eyes still
closed, | swing my arm and hit snooze and tuck it
back under my pillow. Not for long, though. Soon
our desi pop starts all over again ... "aka chikee
lakee...". This time snooze is no more an option,
its 7am and | can't afford another wink.

| rub my eyes and read my prayers-sorry
my BB. Blue Star "Going to make chilly chicken
now, its dinner time", ‘BBMS’ me a friend living
in the US. Scroll to the Green Arrow: "Yawnnn,
2am me hitting bed- u have a gud day".
‘Whatsapp’s’ that's my sister living in Harrow. |
see three new pics of my dear Alkhil coming
back from school-all sent by my sis-in-law
within two mins. (This goes on throughout the
day. It's free you know. Up to 20 pics everyday.
Feel like I'm almost living with them.) A new pic
from my niece in San Jose-that's her new
boyfriend. Two red Stars on my sms: "your
Vodafone bill is due"... Damn these network
companies, sending messages at any time...
Scroll down, "lets all wear sarees to office
today-shud b fun xxx"... | sigh, "It's raining - u
kidding me!"-Enter! "Dark Red star in my mail
box: "Please send open file artworks ready for
print", Mail sent at 1:45am! OMG does my boss
ever sleep- jeez workaholic! Fortunately my
alert sounds are muted! Who said it is a flat
world. It's a one-stop world. Me. Full-stop. And
it's in my hand. Palm power!

So that's the first five minutes of my
morning dedicated to my love - my cell phone.

Morning chores begin, | plug-in and sing
along with my music traveling to work. Blocks
all the ridiculous honking outside and am all
charged-up and in the right mood for the day
ahead! But | know for sure that time actually
accelerates. No matter how early | wake up, my
boss is always there before me. Can’'t complain

—APARNAH VYAVAHARKAR

of traffic every day.

Turn my PC on, a nice hot cup of tea
comes, while my outlook downloads all my
mails of to do’s, | type FB Ctrl+ Enter... new tab,
TOI Ctrl+ Enter. While scanning through the
headlines, | simultaneously scan through
friend’s status messages and updates.

My work day starts, |lllustrator and
Photoshop files are all up and running on my
screen while FB is quietly minimized. As my
heavy files take umpteen amount of time to
save, | switch to my very interesting e-book on
my phone filling up doodle time.

What better time than Ganpati festival to do
the usual visits to family and friends. Google
maps on my cell and Presto! There we have the
new flat the Trilokekars have moved into at
Malad. Stay away from work, yet keep in touch
with all that's going on. Keep in-touch with
friends all over the world for FREE, or even
you-tubing videos / watching movies whilst
stuck in heavy traffic... So powerful, na?
Without my cell phone, | am lost- feel as though
I've left the house without wearing shoes! That
little friend carries my whole world around with
me.

Yet, sometimes you just want to be away.
No minute-by-minute account of your
whereabouts. They surely steal your privacy.
Days when | haven't slept enough and have
reached work all groggy and have ring-tones
spreading like viruses from table to another-oh
how | hate phones on such days. Or when |
thought | had just grabbed my client’s interest
and attention and thought that he was finally on
the same page as me and about to buy my
idea.... there goes his cell phone, and he needs
to urgently take the call and leaves the room.
When he comes back, we start from square
one. Oh! How | hate cell phones on such days.

| get off the phone with a really annoying
friend, and | start complaining about how | can’t
stand her, and after 5 minutes | realize the line
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is still connected. And can you imagine they are
now selling phones where they can SEE what
you are doing. Come on man, where are we
headed to? Like the day | had to beat the road
traffic and decided to travel by train to Malad
and my long-lost friend happened to add me on
to ‘BBM’ while | was waiting to board the next
train. | was so carried away catching up on chat
that before | realized | had gotten into the wrong

train and had moved four stations in the
opposite direction. Well done my friend, | say to
my BB.

And this brings me to my See-Saw Theory;
where everything goes up and down. Friends,
marriage, job, or phone. it is up to each one of
us to draw that fine balance. Enjoy it when it's
up, and wait for it when it's down.

Sorry my phones ringing now - got to go...

Life without cell phone, facebook &
other social networks

Over 70% of the world's population
currently owns a cell phone. I've had one for
most of my adult life, since | was 18 and cell
phones were almost the size of a brick back
then (Hyperbole intended).

Cell phones have permeated every
possible fabric of our society. From mobile
banking and workout tracking to updating
facebook, today’s smart phones in particular
come with everything but the kitchen sink (but
you can look up where to buy a sink, of course).
The most advanced smart phones are more
computer than anything else, with a phone chip
and antenna just along for the ride, it seems.
With mobile Internet, email, navigation
systems, high definition video, today’s smart
phones can do almost anything.

| understand that cell phones and by
extension, social media, has made
communication ALOT easier, especially across
longer distances. | accept this...grudgingly.

It's not that I'm against social media or cell
phone use in general. Sure, it irritates me
sometimes when I'm out with someone and
they fire out their cell during a conversation, like
some sick twitch they can't control. And | don't
particularly like those awesomely informative
Facebook statuses: "Sheila is getting ready for
the weekend."

Okay, Sheila, got it, thanks for the heads
up!

But our reliance on cell phones and social

—Prerit Nayak

media has become ridiculous. Like zombies,
we waste time on our Facebooks, surfing
aimlessly for hours until our alarm clocks
remind us that work starts in an hour. 10 years
ago when | didn't have cell phone or a facebook
account, | never really stopped functioning if |
didn't know "Sheila was preparing for the
weekend". But now it seems that it's probably
very important. And with cell phones
sometimes | feel that we’ve also lost our sense
of social responsibility. Too often, we change
our plans on the fly because we can text the
person...on the fly.

However, the concept about facebook and
other social networks that | love is that it has
extended the boundaries of the cell phones
ability of keeping in touch with your friends and
family. It has created an unconscious feeling of
continuous connection with them. No matter
whether you are online or not you feel they are
just a ‘Like’ or ‘Offline message’ away.

Although coming back to the title of this
article, | feel that life would be just as normal
but SLOW as it was before we had cell phones,
facebook & other social networks. | mentioned
‘slow’, as the cell phones & social media have
certainly increased the pace of communication.
If it's taken off our lives ‘now’ then it would
create a massive void in our lives as we have
managed to make these tools an extension of
our physical bodies. The existence of these
tools sound to me a like a double-edged sword.
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My life without Facebook

Pretty much everyone | know has a
Facebook account. | use it for emailing,
messaging, sharing pictures, and more. That
sounds pretty reasonable, right? Well,
Facebook has a way of creeping from
something useful into a major contributor to
carpal tunnel, burning eyes, procrastination,
and mindless clicking.

Haven't seen people you went to high
school within ten years or more? With
Facebook it's no problem. Since you can view
everyone’s friend list as soon as you connect
with one person, the floodgates open, and
you're back in your hometown, for better or
worse.

Want to see what people are up to but have
no interest in really talking to them? No problem
with Facebook. If someone has an open profile
you can click around on their page like you are
their BFF, seeing all their pictures, friends’
comments, and status updates. You can locate
exactly where someone is and how they're
feeling today in 3 minutes or less.

There was a time when | had few friends,
not because | was geeky (I seriously wasn't....),
but because there were few kids of my age who
shared interest similar to mine. Now | have over
500 friends. Agreed that | have not actually met
all of them but.....

| just love the sound of my voice. A
compulsive chatterbox | have a Need For
Speech (pun intended). Facebook is god sent
for me. | can rant about everything on the face
of this earth and still people listen to me and
revert with their responses. Mom says I'm
addicted to Facebook....Puleeze.....As
if...... It's not addiction if it's good for you right?
There is no such thing as too much of a good
thing right? Come on tell me, Right? Right?
Just because Facebook is my homepage
doesn’'t mean I'm addicted, right? So what if |
update my status more than twice a day, I'm not
addicted. That reminds me .........

—Siddharth Kothare

Sorry just wanted to update my status.

Seriously guys, | tell you...... Bill gates
would be a gatekeeper and Steve Jobs would
be out of job if these moms had their way.

Life without Facebook? Can’'t imagine how
the oldies used to live. They did have it tough
you know. Imagine actually having to visit
people and engaging in verbal conversations
just to get an update of their status. That
reminds me .........

Sorry just wanted to update my status.

Man | tell you, my pal Sachin has the best
selection of songs and funny videos, which he
has shared on FB. Yet | couldn’t stand a minute
of talking to him. His problem is that he talks too
much, not interesting talk like me, but useless
stuff like you know his life. All the time, he is
like, I did blah blah and | am doing blah blah.
There have been so many occasions when |
wanted to yell "shut the @*** up dude" but
since he is six feet two and over eighty kilos of
solid muscle, better sense prevails. Without FB
I would have to endure countless hours of
verbal torture just to get access to his latest
collection. That reminds me .........

Sorry just wanted to update my status.

Then there is Priya, the sweetest angel this
side of the planet. | never had the guts to
approach her and impress her with my funny
side. Thanks to FB now | can. She just can’'t get
enough of my jokes and is always the first
person to "like" my updates. That reminds me

Sorry just wanted to update my status.

My life without Facebook? There would be
no life without Facebook. People would have to
leave the comfort of their homes just to meet
other people and get updates. That reminds me

Sorry just wanted to update my status.

We would have to actually spend time with
each other. Travel on Mumbai roads just to see
each other and see what's new. That reminds
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Sorry just wanted to update my status.

We would actually have to show interest in
boring people’s talk just to get that small bit of
interesting tit bit they had. | still shudder when |
think of the times | had to sit with Sharda kaki
and listen to her bhajans because my idiot
cousin Shantanu would take a long time to get
ready for play. Or the times | had to spend time
listening to Pritesh mama complain about his

bowel motions just so | could get the latest
comics he had got for me. That reminds me
Sorry just wanted to update my status.
Whew!!l | seem to be ranting a lot right
now, but this has struck a raw nerve with me.
Man | tell you, Facebook has saved me from
loads of mental and physical agony.

So until the next update on my

Life (?) without cell phone, Facebook,
Twitter...

‘Boarding completed’ announced the crisp
voice of the airhostess. As the last few
passengers settled into their seats, | took out
my cellphone and switched it off. My wife gave
me a ‘Colgate’ smile and remarked, "2 weeks —
No phone calls, no messages, no FB, no
Cricinfo. Just you and me". Our vacation had
started.

| still remember that happy feeling when |
powered down my cellphone - that of
disconnecting myself from the world, of being
free! As the aircraft took off, | felt | was leaving
all the tensions and social obligations behind
and part of it was in the knowledge that | cannot
be contacted. Well, that was the idea since we
were on a vacation. But would | be happy if that
were to happen in normal life? Would | be OK
being disconnected? Err...Let me think.

Today we are in an age where being
connected is a given. My typical day starts with
my cellphone ringing, and it hardly ever stops
the rest of the day. As | take the bus to office, |
quickly check my FB to see what my friends are
up to or what's happening in the PP community.
| tweet the first random thought that pops up in
my mind and keep checking through the day if
someone has liked it or commented on it (Yeah,
don't act like you don't do it!!). | take breaks
during work to log on and chat with my friends
who happen to be as jobless and conveniently

—Swapnil Vyavaharkar

online at the time. Then there are the good old
phone calls during the day. | like the fact that |
can stay in touch with so many people so easily.
| simply can't imagine life without these
technologies. Or can |?

| just have to look back a few years to
realize | was doing perfectly well without any of
these luxuries. | would meet most of my friends
during the day — at school/college, at play, at
tuitions. No computers or cellphones meant
quality time with the family in the evenings.
Meeting a friend after a long time over a cutting
chai and batata vada was more special as we
filled each other with what was happening in
our lives. These moments were treasured,
since we didn't know when we would meet
again. | would look forward to those STD calls
with relatives who were staying far off. Come
to think of it, | was very much connected with all
those who mattered to me.

And that, | feel, is the difference. Earlier, |
had to take an effort to know people. Today,
technology has made it so easy to connect with
every tom, dick, harry, munna and pappu. But
does that mean | have to? In an effort to be
connected with the world, am | giving enough
time to my family? | may have 583 ‘friends’ on
FB, but have | talked to those six friends whom
I will turn to for help in need?

These questions keep reminding me that |
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am attached to people and not to technology.
For me, life is about people | care for. Social
media is one way of connecting with them. It is
not the ONLY way. So, even if Mr. Zuckerberg
decided to shut shop tomorrow, | would make

an effort to stay connected with them. But until
he decides to, let me update that status and
comment on that story and send a couple of
friend requests.

*

Life without facebook, mobiles, etc.

I was out walking in a park the other day and
witnessed an amazing set of sequences being
played out before me. On one side, some mini
maestros were orchestrating a ‘lagori’ game; A
little distance away, agroup of girlshad cordoned
off a section playing jump rope and saakhli; a
bunch of boisterous boys had taken a chunk of
the park centre for themselves, playing a rowdy
game of football. All along the boundaries of this
park, was a walking path, milling with old timers
and youngsters alike, their only commonality —
chatting away to glory in groups. There were
other sundry clusters of people, some pottering
over some wild plants, some exercising and
trying their hand at yoga while one group was
enjoyingagame of charades.

| walked past this anachronistic tableau in
awe. When was the last time | had seen a park,
filed to the brim with people chatting and
interacting with each other, in person no less!
The answer — at least ten to fifteen years back,
cametomy mind, almostareflex.

Indeed! Tillabout 10years ago, we still spent
weekends outdoors, visited relatives, called on
old schoolteachers, keptintouch with old pals. A
time when cards were played well into the night
overendless cups of cutting chai; atime whenwe
had time for listening to our grandparents’
worries; a time when a power failure meant a
round of antakshari or ghost stories or hide ‘n
seek;atimewhenwe did notconfide to strangers
orevenfriendstillwe knewwe couldtrustthem; a
time when phone wires could be curled around
ourfingerswhiletalkingtoourlatestcrush;atime
when computers and the internet were still
considered a mystery; a time when we still had
timeforourselves.

—Chaitanya G. Kirtikar

What has changed so dramatically over the
past decade? What is the reason for the
outbreak of zombified humans who find greater
solace in opening their hearts out to faceless
strangerers in cyberspace rather than flesh and
blood family and friends? Why do we play card
games online rather than with our doting
siblings? Why do power failures now only invoke
ashudder at the inability to power up our laptops
or cell phones. Why do we while away our time
surfing listlessly and still find no time for our
family? Why do we feel the urge to update our
facebook or twitter status for the world but have
nothing to share when we stumble across an old
acquaintance in the market? Why do we wish
people online or text them on their birthdays or
anniversaries or on festivals instead of picking
up the phone and calling them or hailing a cab
and meeting upwiththeminperson? Why arewe
suddenly such shameless slaves of technology
that we cannot imagine a day without our trusty
gadgets that we did very well without as
youngsters?

There is of course no answer to these
rhetoric why’s. There is only the deadened
blankness with which we stare at our mobiles /
computers / TV screens, waiting endlessly for
someone to switch the button off and shake us
outofourreverie?

| literally tore some pages out of my
notebook, instead of typing out this article in
Microsoft word with spell check, just to see if
there was any trace of non-expandable, non-
upgradable human memory and sensation still
aliveinside me.Apparently thereis!

| chose to mull about a day in the life of a
fictitious youngster from our generation - Ram,
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who in this alternate reality, has not been
exposed to the ‘tagged’ world of facebook and
whothinksaringtoneisanalternate soundfor his
doorbell.

Ram wakes up at the crack of dawn after a
full night’s sleep by the shrill clanging of an old
fashioned alarm clock. He checks his ‘wall’
calendar and smiles while noting that it's a
Sunday! He wakes up his sleepy eyed neighbor
and they head out towards the beach for a jog.
They take a bus to their destination and while
their time singing old melodies during the
journey. At the beach, the friends take in the sea
shore and the cool morning breeze, jogging up a
sweat. They taper off their outing with a round of
cricket with some local boys. Ram heads back
home and has breakfast with his family, while
reading the Times’ cartoonswith atilted head, off
his father’s open newspaper. He heads off to the
bath and pops into his grandmother’s morning
prayer routine before stepping on the building
terrace to help hismomdry outher fresh papads.
He tastes the sticky dough and runs away as his
mother chases him away with alaugh. He heads
back home to catch up with some reading and
has a nap in the afternoon. He rides out on his
bikeinthe evening, tochatupafewfriendsovera
cup of tea and roadside sandwiches. He brings
some fried bhajiyas onthe way home and enjoys
them with his family, while listening to the radio.
The family retires after a healthy round of chit
chat over the dinner table. Ram smiles without
expecting a smile back, waves at strangers and
whistles withouta hint of self consciousness.

How is Ram able to fit in so much into a
Sunday, whenthe average city Joe or Jillcannot
find enough time to make excuses for missing
dinnerengagement, birthday parties and family
gettogethers. Whatis he doing or experiencing
thatis sodifferentfromour daily livestoday. The
answer stares atus more glaringly thanitshould
have...Ramis nota creature of addiction. He is
not chained to his cell phone and laptop. He
spends time with his family and friends by his
own choice. He makes this choice over the
monotony of sitting before a square screen,
staring atlines of code.

Can we spend a day without watering our

Farmville plants, checking our ‘wall’, clicking
‘like’ on random web pages, updating our FB
status to ‘bored’, updating our nth side profile
picture, texting without shortening words, talking
to the person in front of us without checking who
justpinged usonour BB messenger. The answer
‘NO’to all these questions is neither startling nor
appealing to most of us. We choose this life of
customizedblandness.

Let'stry and shake away these cobwebs out
of our minds, shall we? Let's take back control of
our lives. We agree that technology has its
benefits and conveniences, but should also
readily admit and be wary of its limitless,
bottomless pitfalls. Social media is for online
interaction; it should not become our only for of
action for the day. Don't let cell phones bind you
into cells. Leave your phone home fora day. See
theliltinyourwalk, feel yourworry lines ease out.
Stretch your legs, crack those knuckles, letouta
yell, laugh at silly jokes, say ‘I love you’ to your
mom and dad without reason, see with your own
eyes that there is life beyond those illuminated
square screens that have boxed in our lives.
Surelywe owe ourselvesthatmuch, don'twe?
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Life without cell phones

Today science & technology has made
great progress in practically all the fields with
tremendous progress in satellite technology,
communication has got a boost ,which
eventually has given a birth to a new form of
communication systems "The Mobile Phone".

Life without a mobile phone is like a person
without a soul. Today, cell phone is a necessary
gadget to almost everyone .It would be
impossible to imagine a life without a cell
phone.lt is very easy to carry due to which if at
all we fall in any problem, we can immediately
call a person & solve our problems if there
would be no mobile phone then such problems
would never be solved & it is very difficult to find
a P.C.O nearby every time. Cell phones are not
only used for communication purpose, many
other facilities such as clicking picture, listening
to music, playing games etc are also available.
If there would be no cell phones then such
entertainment facilities would not be enjoyed by
us. If we are traveling in a bus or train in our
spare time we can listen to music or play
games. This would be possible only because of
cell phones. Cell phones also provide us with
calculator facility & GPS facility. If at all we are
shopping in a mall & we need to calculate the

—Jatin Dilip Navalkar

expense, it is impossible to carry a calculator
every time with you, at that time a cell phone
comes in need. If we are lost somewhere & we
need to find the correct way to reach the
destination & if the cell phone has a GPS facility
we can easily come to know where we are &
also will give the direction to reach our
destination. If we attend any birthday party or
any wedding of our friends or relatives & if at all
we have to click any happy moments &
unfortunately we have forgotten to carry our cyber
shot our cell phone comes in need. Just with a
click of a button the picture is captured & saved.

If there would be no cell phone all these
things would be next to impossible Cell phone
is thus a man’s way of life. In the earlier days
when there were no cell phones it was very
difficult to connect with people but today
because of cell phones we can be connected
with our loved ones in any corner of the world. If
we are out of station & a very important
message has to be sent & we do not have a cell
phone then it would be very difficult to connect
to that person.

Cell phone is thus a man’s basic necessity
in today’s world . Today life without cell phone is
boring & miserable.

Life without Facebook, Cell Phone, etc

Being a part of the younger generation Y,
it's hard to imagine life without the things that
define the way we live our lives today. Having
spoken to different people from an older age
group about these put things in perspective.

How did people communicate using
telegrams and letters when their loved ones
went abroad for studies or work?

How did people entertain themselves when
there was no internet?

What was the most exciting thing those
days which was the modern equivalent of Steve

—Utkarsh Ajinkya

Jobs Apple launching its amazing collection of
IPods, IPhones & IPads and sending the entire
world into frenzy?

Did people still come on time for
appointments  without the timely event
reminders in their Blackberry?

How was it to watch CK Nayadu lead from
the front to bat at the Brabournestadium? Was
it as exciting as watching Dhoni hitting the
winning six on a 46" LCD TV?

The more | think about, the more examples
come to mind. Some advances in technology
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have made life easier for us while the others it
depends on how we use it.

There is no doubt,that video games like
Playstation and X-Box have given children a
great source of entertainment options. When |
was at school, | would rather play a game of
soccer outdoors rather than play the football
game on X-Box. This was not only more
refreshing but also healthier option. | would
occasionally hurt my knees and elbows, get my
shirt dirty in the mud. But it was part of the fun.

The internet has turned our world into a
global village. Facebook has allowed me to get
in touch with my long lost friends of school. |
even managed to organise a school reunion
after a gap of five years. Some of my friends,
who stay in Mumbai and live in Bandra, are
friends on Facebook. But still they are not able
to catch up as they are "in touch" on Facebook.
The funny thing is that my grandparents say
that they would have just called their friends

and met up for a movie or a coffee had they
been in the same situation. The social media
has changed the way we interact with people
around us.

On the other hand, Skype and video
conferencing allows us to see and talk with
loved ones when they are overseas. That
makes me wonder how people survived with
sending letters to their near and dear ones
when there was no airmail.

With our ever increasing fascination with
hi-tech electronic gadgets,| see the people on
trains and buses more involved in playing with
their  gadgets than having friendly
conversations with fellow passengers.

| feel in the modern times, we have
become more and more obsessed with
technology. This has increased our ‘faceless’
communication while decreased our face to
face communication.

*

Life Without Cell-Phone

Life’'s not the same without a cell-phone.
Life without a cell phone is like a "Cake without
a Party". Cell-phones make the earth go round
and round in this new technological age.

One of the many reasons cell-phones are
needed is because cell phones are a great
resource in an emergency. Emergencies big or
small a cell-phone could help in all those
dangerous situations. In many situations cell-
phones have saved lives in emergencies
because of their easy and fast use. Besides,
this we can take example of our day-to-day life
from morning till night the cell-phone ring
buzzes. It also reminds us of daily schedule. It
connects people all around the world by just
sitting at one place. Cell-phones play an
important role in connecting to friends. And as
we all know "Friends" are the most important
part in everyone’s life. For today’s generation

—Janhavi Agaskar

cell-phone is an instrument without which no
one can live.

But if we will have a look in the past there
were no cell-phones, but still people lived their
life as happily as others. Even without a cell-
phone they would track each others lives and
would stay in touch with each other. But in this
generation, life without a cell-phone is
"Horrible". It all shows that new technology has
made man to be fully dependant on it. As in this
new technology world we would hardly see a
person without a cell-phone.

As cell-phone acts as a "Data-base" for a
person and if there would be no cell-phone it
would be very difficult for a person to maintain
all the information conveniently in one single
place. This shows how a cell-phone has
changed man’s life and as he cannot survive
without it!

*
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Life without Mobile, Facebook...

Life today is about being connected. PDAS,
tablets/pads, datacards and dongles, Internet;
all these bring people 'together'. Staying in
touch with a friend or an ex-colleague | as
simple as ordering a meal or a book.
Facebook, LinkedIn, Email and myriad marvels
of technology make it possible for me to 'talk’ to
my friends. Making the trip from Santacruz to
Dadar is something of a task, these days. But
the truth is, | loved making that journey, and |
still do; the travelling isn't as important as the
reason. Spending time with my friends and
relatives was, and still is worth the journey with
all the inconveniences that go with it. My friends
and my relatives, all have their email accounts

—Anand Vijaykar

and their Facebook profiles and | have a long
list of all these addresses, but when | think
about what I'd do if | didn't have these means of
communication at my disposal, | don't really
find myself awed by the prospect of an
‘unconnected' existence. I'd travel, sometimes
short distances, sometimes long; but I'd be
rewarded with the chance to connect with them
on a plane wholly impossible over the 'net'.

Would | be handicapped, were there no
Facebook, Internet or Mobile phones at my
disposal? Hardly. What | would be is anxious
and eager to once again see and be with the
people important to me. Somehow, | think I'd
have a slightly fuller life.
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QESTIONS TO FATHER

R. UfecaiaT ST Tl TH=AT ATesTell Tfeet, dear=l df 3G JH=AT YT oHerd ohl.
| was very happy to be blessed with a baby boy.

R. THAT HATAT / AT ARHIUTATA =T &A= TS Bl h1?
Yes he used to always collect toys like army soldiers and pistols during his childhood. His
childhood games used to revolve around army and similar games.

3. STUSAT AT IV & IS =T dAredia STl el AT STUAT F=ST Tl hl?
Yes | wanted him to step into my shoes. | always wanted to see him in uniform with a golden
wreath on his cap.

¥. 3TST Wl QrEel TehTd &9 STUIHS as a senior WU SMAAT Hars / Hef
performance evaluation & &{TeT? (e.g. decision making thinking etc).

Yes as an army officer he is level headed person. He is very judicious in his approach and
weighs the consequences before arriving at conclusions. He is brave and has flair to take
challenges. He is an astute performer with a sound understanding of Operations and Logistics, in
the Indian Army. He is keen on updating and using relevant knowledge keeping up-to-date
technically and applying new knowledge to job.

. IITET SIS SHI0TAT TEfheet! STIIT JATAT / HeATeT o
"Veer Bhogya Vasundhara", "The Brave Shall enjoy the Earth". So be brave and take life as it
comes head on
| advise my son to to live his life in line with the famous Chetwood Credo.
"The safety, honour and welfare of your country, come first, always and every time.
The honour, welfare and comfort of the men you command comes next.
Your own ease, comfort and safety comes last, always and every time."
-H. G. Pradhan.
Indian Navy

QESTIONS TO SON

R. Tl & feciall JH=T Jdiehe / 3TEehgd @ieterell AR / fHasrerar ier? gl
et @ret forar ek ?

Yes | still remember, | was in class Il and it was my History paper, | had told my parents that
due to lack of time | was not able to finish the paper in time. And the day came "the Open House
day" while going through my history paper my dad saw a beautiful Ganpati portrait drawn by me in
the middle of the answer paper and understood the reason for not getting enough time to
complete the paper. | was so scared and was aware of the consequences. My dad was silent he
did not scoled me in school. At home he only said that "Ganpati portrait was good but the paper
was wrong" and made me understand not to repeat such things henceforth. And thereafter before
every exams | was reminded about this history paper.
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. ST &A= TS THeTeAT AR IUTITEA= Bt 17 F o ShYM SIITEet ?

Yes was always interested in this field. | used to visit Naval Dock Yard with dad to get a closer
look at the warships and interact with defence personnel. | used to collect newspaper columns &
photographs on defence services and maintained them in a scrap book all through my childhood.
Even my childhood games used to revolve around military themes. | enrolled myself in NCC
during college and was an active participant in various activities.

3. ¥ &F oA TR qHe S e / SRS e (HesTeidl ANas / Had.

My father was always supportive vis-a-vis my choice of career. He let me choose my career
as per my wish and guided me all through even though | was the only son. He shared my dream
with me in my childhood which | am proud to have completed to his satisfaction. When my family
and friends discouraged me he stood behind me & encouraged me to prod on regardless of all the
difficulties. He shared his professional experiences with me which served as a guiding light in my
career. He has been a patient listener and a wise counsel which helps me take up new challenges.

. ITST I 3TH S AT ohT ohi &Il &I X et FasmeT urfest g§a? T ShivTd 2
3ATfOT =hT?

No | always wanted to serve in arm forces as this was my only dream as a child and couldn't
have thought for any other profession.

Y. STISHT 3TTE / FETEe ATaUTR U THAT ITeaia HeRT .
| am really thankful to GOD for giving me such a wonderful parents for which | am always
grateful to Him. It was my fortune to get this lovely family. They have always been supportive
pillars in my life. The trust & Faith which they have in me has been my strength all my life.
-Capt. Ashwin H. Pradhan

QESTIONS TO FATHER
2. UfeeaTal STeel ! U= STSTell Ifee, deal=ll df 3{-e TH=AT TTeaid ek ehl.

First time when | saw my son the joy and happiness | experienced was fantastic! It was
beyond description. Firstly it was my first child so | was ecstatic and my wife had gifted me such a
lovely baby boy so my happiness had no bounds. We were ready for both son or a daughter. God
had been very kind to me so | thanked him for giving me such a wonderful child.

R. T ATAT / AT AGTTIAUTITES =T AT TS BIciT b2

As we say, 'balache pay palnyat distat', Tanmay when he was first taken to the pediatrician for
check up the first thing he did was grabbing the doctors stethoscope and started playing with it, the
pediatrician was surprised and said, 'like father, like son'.

As we are a family of doctors this our 4th generation of doctors my grandfather, my father,
myself and now my son! When Tanmay was a child his favourite game was playing doctor - doctor,
I remember he used to take his grandfather's stethoscope and play with it. He was brought up in a
joint family and there was always an environment where medicine treatment was discussed. My
brother Dr. Prafull Vijayakar, my father Dr. Gajanan Vijayakar and myself would always talk about
different systems of medicines like homeopathy and allopathy and hence he and his two sisters
were given the dose of 'BAL KADU', when they wery very young.
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3. 3TIST AT HIVTT &F ST =T aredia STl il AT 3TET 33T Bl hl?

Myself and my wife, Shruti never forced our decisions of choosing the profession on any of
our children. But as we discussed earlier that the environment in our family was such that seeing
the success of his grand father uncle and myself played an important factor in his decision
making.

¥ . ITTST T QrEel UehTo &91q TS as a senior TEUT SAIHT JATST / HAT=

Tanmay was always an independent person since he was a child, he is sincere, quick brained
and always takes a balanced decision. The one thing | like about him is that he always gives the
patient a PATIENT hearing, which in my opinion is the most important quality a successful
physician should have.

4. IITET SIS SHI0TAT TEfheet! STIIT JATAT / HeATelT o
If you want to be successful in your profession or life you should be HONEST, SINCERE
HARD WORKING and TRUE TO YOUR PROFESSION, there is no substitute for HARD WORK.
This profession is NOBLE DON'T COMMERCIALISE YOUR PROFESSION.
-Dr. Pradeep Gajanan Vijayakar
M.D. (Hom)

QESTIONS TO SON

2. TRl A& Ufgciall TH=AT SerehgT / dﬂls'qogﬂ Qreretelt "X / fHesterer Teer? gt
hetelr @ret fopar ek ?

Early morning studies was the last thing | would do because sleep is very important for me and
it's a task to actually wake me up from sleep but this one incident definitely made me a early riser...
| distinctly remember about this thing when | was in the 6th standard had just shifted to a new
school and new area as well and was coping up with changed situation so in my 1st unit test had
not done very well in my exams. Later on settled in the new place had new friends and was just
getting used to everything. Till then it was time to give my 1st semester. My dad used to teach me
science and that too during my deep sleep time that is early in the morning, one day he woke me
up at 6 am in the morning and asked me to study digestive system which he had taught me before
also, he made me sit on the table and went out for a walk. | tried keeping my eyes open but
couldn't so eventually | fell asleep on the table. My dad came back from his walk and woke me up.
he asked me how much did you study. | said | slept just 10 minutes back fearing he would scold
me | told him | have finished reading the entire thing. He asked me to draw and explain the
digestive system and as it was done in half sleep | made terrible mistakes in the digestive tract
until | felt a tight slap on my right cheek. | still can remember that slap, was into tears but one thing
| understood that | have to take the human body seriously. | scored 92 in that science exam but
that was a turning point in my life that | cannot make mistakes at least in science, had liking for the
subject before but developed serious interest thereafter.

. T AT TS TRl ARTIUIITES BT hT2 & <F SRl AT ?

As far as | remember | always wanted to be like my granddad, dad and uncle, more so ever
like my grandfather because he had a Midas touch, all pain would just vanish, even if he would
examine me half of the pain would be better so was greatly influenced by my grandfater. So as
there was a very strong background of doctors | always wanted to be one. As | matured there was
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more specification into what type of doctor | want to be allopath or homeopath, the choice was very
simple since had seen uncle and dad cure cases miraculously and that too incurable ones, was
highly impressed and keen to learn this science called homeopathy.

3. ¥ &F oA TRl qUea aeTeh e / SRS e el ANas / Had.

My dad and mom have always supported me right from the time | made the decision of being
doctor and much before that too, they have always guided me and nurtured me. If it was not for my
mom | would have been a struggling cricketer somewhere in Shivaji Park and waiting to get some
chance here and there cause cricket was one of the things that fascinated me most as a kid but
because of my mom always being behind me to study | could take up science and develop interest
into it. My dad or mom never compared me with anyone, neither wanted me to be a topper but
always wanted me to have pretty much decent score cause | was always an average student, so
my mom was my emotional support and my dad my intellectual support cause its from there that
| developed interest for science and he would always answer my queries no matter when | ask him
and that includes 12 o' clock at night too, when he would return home from his busy clinic but
would always have time to answer my stupid questions.

. ITST TR 3TH S AT ohT ohi &Il &AL T et FasmaeT urfest ga? T shivrd 2
3T =hT?

The thought of changing my profession or field has never crossed my mind and neither do |
regret anytime choosing this profession. Being a doctor is a noble profession, a profession that
serves the mankind so | am proud to be a doctor and have not and will never regret this decision
of mine.

Y. STAHT 375 / FETeee AIa0T U TH=AT STeara e ahl.
| am fortunate to have such mom and dad because | remember my mom and dad never ever
pressurized me to do something only because they wanted me to do. | always had my freedom to
take decisions. | never hesitated in asking them difficulties or sharing my happiness as well as
difficulties or problems with them. They reprimanded me wherever necessary and inculcated
strong family values which now as a grownup | can understand how important nurturing is at that
tender age. Even if | compare myself with other friends of mine | would say my mom and dad have
given me too much and | can't ask for more. Would like to say a big thank you to my parents for

giving me such a wonderful life.

-Dr. Tanmay Pradeep Vijayakar.
B.H.M.S

QESTIONS TO MOTHER

2. Ufeciar STeel Tl U=l STe3Tell UIfee, Teal= dl 3fe TH=AT Yreard oer ehil.

| think it is very difficult to put in words the happiness of seeing your first-born for the first time.
To just say 'l was happy', would be an understatement; and to say that 'l was ecstatic', would be
overreacting. | will say, the extreme joy of becoming a mother for the first time is to be experienced
and can't described.

R. THAT ATAT / AT AGTTIAUTITE =T AT TS BIciT b2
Yashodhara did not show any inclination towards legal profession when she was in school.

)
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But while studying for the B.Com. degree, she was sure that she wanted to pursue 'law' after
graduation.

3. STISAT AT VT & IS BT ATl STAAT Hiel AT TIAT T=BT It T2

Neither my husband nor I, at any time, influenced or even asked either of our children to
choose any particular field. Both of them were very clear about the field of education in which each
wanted to make his / her career.

X . 3TST Wl Qrue! UehTa &1 ST es | Teva ¥l I HeTaT / el Slased f<gias
Y HUA? (e.g. decision making, thinking etc).

Yashodhara secured the 1st rank in the LL. B. Examination of the Bombay University and
thereafter passed her Solicitor's exam as well. After marriage she passed the Barrister and a
Solicitor's exam from the province of Ontario, Canada, where she practiced for a few years,
before coming back to India.

4. IYRET ST ShI0TAT Tefeheet! STIIT JATAT / HATAT oTe.
Be true to your profession and spare no efforts to give your best.
-NETRA VIJAYKAR

QESTIONS TO DAUGHTER

2. TRTAT AT Ufeetall JH=AT JEhgd / Meshg @aerel AR / fHaskar iRer? =l
hetelr @ret fopar o6 ?

| really do not remember any major or severe scolding or firing that | received from either my
mom or dad, when | was young. Basically | had a great childhood with all my cousins and | guess
we were not very bad as kids.

. T & TS THRTAT STe-IUTITA= Bl ShT? & T SHeM SITEe ?

| think | developed my interest in the field of law at the age of 14 because as young children
you are never very sure as to what you want to become once you grow up. My mom was of course
an inspiration. After coming back from the office, my mother would tell my dad everything that had
happened during her day and legal terms were always part of the conversation. That's when |
realized that this field would be an ideal one for me.

3. ® &F HaSarT grian gaeaT S1arehed / Reher (Haie AN / Had.

As | have said earlier, my mother was the inspiration for me to choose this field but neither my
mother nor my father ever pushed me into making this my career of choice. It was my own
decision and | was never held back to follow what | wanted to do. It would have been the same
even if | wanted to be a doctor or an engineer.

. ST THETAT 3TH T d1ad ohT ol &1 SIATIET TE el Hasm™ar fest g ? o ShivTd 2
3TfoT =hT?

| do not think that | could have done anything else besides being a lawyer. | love what | do. If
| had pursued any other career, | would have been successful but unhappy.
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Y. STAHT 3% / WM& Teel AT IH THAT STeaid e hl.

My parents have always let both my brother and myself follow our hearts in everything we did.
They never imposed their views on what we should do or what career we should follow. They let us
make our mistakes but were always there to pick us up when we fell and stumbled. For that | have
tremendous love and respect for them and will always do.

-YASHODHARA

QESTIONS TO FATHER

2. Ufesiar SeeT TRl TH=AT AT UTfee, Teal=l df 3THa JH=AT YTaid eerd ohl.
Paraj was our second child. First being a son | always wanted my second child to be a boy too.
Naturally, | was very happy because now we will have a male dominance in the house.

R. THAT ATAT / AT AGTHIAUTITE =T AT TS BIciT b2

Paraj was never interested in studies. So the field he chose was his comfort zone. As | look
back | think his decision was right because he is extremly happy with what he is doing for the
present.

3. STUSAT AT 10T & IS & aradia ST el AT STUAT F=ST Tl T2
It was left to him to choose his field. The business what | started is growing. Our elder son
Nishad has joined and is an asset. Paraj too is free to join us however no complusion.

¥. 3TST Rl SrH@l UehTa &1 3TEAHed  as a senior U STASAT A=l / HeAren

Performance evaluation ¥ h{leT? (e.g. decision making, thinking etc).
At present we are not in the same field.

4. IYRET ST ShI0TAT Tefehecd! ATIIT HATAT / HATeAT oTe.
Unstinted efforts, complete dedication to work, be true to your values, do what you feel is right,
you should be convinced what you are doing is right.
-Bansi Dhurandar

QESTIONS TO SON

. TERTAT A&l feciall JH=AT STeehg / dﬂéohg\ﬂ GrereraT A / fHestarar sier? gt
Shetett @ral fopar <ok ?

Yes. | clearly remember when | was in my 4th std | had got 5 out of 20 in geography in one of
the test papers. My mom had almost broken down by my silly mistakes and she thought | might fail
in that paper but i survived due to combined passing with History paper. | think the mistake | made
in this case was purely that | was not prepared for this paper for whatever reasons.

. T AT TS TR AUV BIci hT2 & <t Sheil SIATe ?

Truly speaking we are living in the world of tecnology which is constantly updating itself since
our birth. | happened to work for an IT/BPO firm in which there is a vast scope of learning.
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Answering the first question no it was not that | planned for during the initial days of my career.

3. ¥ &F MaSamT greTa qH=aT Sdiehe / e fHaTeiel AN / Had.

My parents have perfectly guided my through my education days. | was getting the most
appropriate direction from them till my education. Once | had my first permanent job that was the
time for me to become a man from a boy whom they have been raising. But they were never
against whatever decisions | made so far.

¥ . IS TRI 76 &S aId ohT oh! &l &AIET TUX el Hasme urfest gia? O hivrd 2
3ot =hT?
Yes | will have that at the back of my mind. | always wanted to be in the core marketing division

of FMCG, retail or media industry. This is because of the sheer interest of branding subject which
| studied in my MMS.

Y. STIST ¥ / ATaTaEe JIavT Iy JH=AT TSI e ehl.
Well in short and sweets words they are the reason why and how | exist in this world. They are
my eternal guides and gurus. Cheers.
-Paraj Dhurandar

Best Compliments
from

HUNGRY EYES

FREEZ DRIED FISH FEED
Manufactured by Kiyomini Fish Food

CHANDRAKIRAN NAVALKAR
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On the auspicious occasion of Diwali, as a goodwill gesture Prabhu Tarun and
Mangal Athavle Jewellers bring a unique gift for two lucky winners this festive
season.

All you need to do is answer the 5 simple questions listed below, which are based
on some of the articles written in this Diwali issue. 2 Lucky winners will get a gift
voucher worth Rs.250/- each from Mangal Athavle Jewellers!

Treat yourself to some beautiful jewellery this celebratory season from the Mangal
Athavle Collections.

Send us your answers along with your full name and contact details to the following
addresses or simply email your answers to us on pp.prabhutarun@gmail.com

Vaijayanti Kirtikar
Co-Editor, Prabhu Tarun,
21, Navi Wadi,

Dady Seth Agiary Lane.
Mumbai 400 002

Sanjana Kothare
Co-Editor, Prabhu Tarun
B-3, Parijat,

Patel Estate,
Jogeshwari (West),
Mumbai 400 102

QuUIZ

1. Name the author who has mentioned about Scarlet Ohara’s “Tomorrow is
another day....”?

2. This author has mentioned about having a ‘special cup of tea” in his article.
Name the article and the author.

3.  Name the author who has mentioned the scientist Dr. lan Stevenson?

4. This author was told by his father to write 100 times that he was sorry for what
he has done. Name this author.

5. Name the author who remembered C.V. Joshi's ‘Chimanrao’s’ famous
sentence?
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