


ÒeYeg le©Ce YeeTyeerpe
1) Þeerce. jpeveer leUHeoskeÀ[tve

Þeerce. veefueveer Jemeble mcejCeeLe& 5000/-

2) keÀerefle&keÀj He@ÀefceueerkeÀ[tve
ÒeYeeosJeer ì^mì 2000/-

3) Þeer. efJepe³e ie. ÒeOeevekeÀ[tve
meew. megves$ee efJe. ÒeOeeve mcejCeeLe& 1000/-

4) meew. ueervee efceeEueo JeePekeÀj 1000/-

5) meew. ®ebefoveer jepeme DeeEpekeÌ³e 501/-

6) meew. veerlee efoHekeÀ efJepe³ekeÀj 500/-

7) meew. ce³egje iegbpeejJe vee³ekeÀ 500/-

8) Þeerce. ceeOegjer efJenbie vee³ekeÀ 500/-

9) Þeerce. ceervee ceesjséej ÒeOeeve 500/-

10) [e@. meew. megceve megJeCe&kegÀceej veJeuekeÀj 251/-

11) meew. Òeeflecee efJeveeso ÒeOeeve 251/-

12) Þeerce. megneefmeveer megneme keÀesþejs 251/-

13) meew. YekeÌleer ÒeOeeve Mesìîes 201/-

14) Þeerce. megyeesOe ieCeHelejeJe ÒeOeeve 201/-

15) meew. meercee megOeerj Oew³e&Jeeve 200/-

16) meew. keÀuHevee megYee<e keÀesþejs 200/-

17) meew. n<ee& meleerMe keÀerefle&keÀj 200/-

18) meew. DeeMee pe³eHeeue efJepe³ekeÀj 151/-

19) meew. MeesYee jbpeve efJepe³ekeÀj 151/-

20) Þeer. Yeeue®ebê  keÀeefveìkeÀj 151/-

21) Þeerce. mejesefpeveer veJeuekeÀj 151/-

22) Þeerce. mejespe pe³eJeble ÒeOeeve 150/-

23) meew. Deefmcelee jengue ÒeOeeve 150/-

24) Þeerce. Gefce&uee efJepe³e Oew³e&Jeeve 125/-

25) Þeer. ®ee©oÊe veJeerve®ebê Oew³e&Jeeve 111/-

26) meew. $eÝlee Deevebo leUHeos 101/-

27) meew. Deeeféeveer ³eMe leUHeos 101/-

28) meew. cesvekeÀe pe³eHeeue leUHeos 101/-

29) meew. p³eeslmvee jeceke=À<Ce leUHeos 101/-

30) meew. OeveÞeer efJevesMe leUHeos 101/-

31) meew. DeefmcekeÀe jepesMe veJeuekeÀj 101/-

32) meew. efveuece pe³eHeeue veJeuekeÀj 101/-

33) meew. Gefce&uee Go³e pe³ekeÀj 101/-

34) meew. p³eesleer ÒeJeerCe JesuekeÀj 101/-

35) meew. efveueve efoHekeÀ Oew³e&Jeeve 101/-

36) meew. Hetpee ceboej keÀesþejs 101/-

37) Þeerce. ³eMeesefoveer ³eogJeerj jeCes 101/-

38) meew. Yeejleer jefmekeÀ efJepe³ekeÀj 101/-



ÒeYeg le©Ce YeeTyeerpe
39) meew. uegJeervee meefcele efJepe³ekeÀj 101/-

40) Þeer. Deefpele cegkegbÀojeJe ceevekeÀj 101/-

41) meew. megjsKee ÒeoerHe keÀesþejs 100/-

42) meew. efveMee Mejo keÀesþejs 100/-

43) meew. mebpevee efoHekeÀ keÀesþejs 100/-

44)meew. efJeoguee Þeerveue keÀesþejs 100/-

45) meew. GÊeje ueefuele keÀesþejs 100/-

46) meew. megpeelee efoJeekeÀj keÀesþejs 100/-

47) Þeerce. nscee kesÀMeJe keÀesþejs 100/-

48) meew. jesefvekeÀe meef®eve efJepe³ekeÀj 100/-

49) meew. megneme vebokegÀceej efJepe³ekeÀj 100/-

50) meew. Deeeféeveer  oerHe  efJepe³ekeÀj 100/-

51) meew. cesIevee efJeJeskeÀ efJepe³ekeÀj 100/-

52) meew. Òeefceuee ceOegkeÀj leUHeos 100/-

53) Þeerce. efMeuHee jefmekeÀ leUHeos 100/-

54) Þeer. jbpeve veeje³eCe leUHeos 100/-

55) meew. jMceer Òeceeso pe³ekeÀj 100/-

56) meew. efceveue nsceble pe³ekeÀj 100/-

57) Þeer. keÀewefMekeÀ megYee<e pe³ekeÀj 100/-

58) meew. kegbÀoe  ÒeleeHe  JesuekeÀj 100/-

59) meew. Ssée³ee& lespe JesuekeÀj 100/-

60) meew. veboe efoHekeÀ veJeuekeÀj 100/-

61) Þeer. efceLeerue ®ebêefkeÀjCe veJeuekeÀj 100/-

62) Þeer. peefleve efo. veJeuekeÀj 100/-

63) [e@. meew. megjsKee yevmeer OegjbOej 100/-

64) meew. Òeebpeueer jepesMe OegjbOej 100/-

65) Òee. megneefmeveer DeMeeskeÀ efkeÀleeakeÀj 100/-

66) kegÀ. Jewpe³ebleer DeMeeskeÀ efkeÀleeakeÀj 100/-

67) meew. ceefveuee Deefveue jeJe 100/-

68) meew. cesIevee  ÒeoerHe  jeCes 100/-

69) meew. SsMeevee DeueeskeÀ ÒeOeeve 100/-

70) meew. DevegjeOee  meerefcele  osmeeF& 100/-

71) meew. eqmcelee megjWê kesÀmeJeeveer 100/-

72) meew. Je=boe Meece pe³ekeÀj 100/-

73) meew. DevegHecee megjsMe keÀesþejs 100/-

74) meew. DeHeCee& DevegjsMe keÀesþejs 100/-

75) meew. G<ee p³eeseEleê DeeEpekeÌ³e 100/
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ÒeYegle©Ce efoJeeUer DebkeÀ 2011
Deblejbie
mebHeeokeÀer³e

keÀLee Je uesKe
megneefmeveer keÀerefle&keÀj, Go³e yee. pe³ekeÀj, ÒeleeHe JesuekeÀj, [e@. megceve veJeuekeÀj, meew. efvekesÀlee ÒeMeeble jeCes,
nsceuelee kesÀMeJe keÀesþejs, efJeéeeme DeeEpekeÌ³e, keÀuHevee megYee<e keÀesþejs, ®ee©oÊe Oew³e&Jeeve, Heb. megpeve jeCes,

DeuekeÀe efceveuekegÀceej leUHeos, kesÀlekeÀer jepeve pe³ekeÀj, DevegjeOee meerefcele osmeeF&, MegYeoe megjsMe DeeieemekeÀj,
vebokegÀceej efJepe³ekeÀj, DeHeCee& meceerj efJepe³ekeÀj, GppJeuee DeeieemekeÀj, GppJeuee ye´cneb[keÀj

keÀefJelee
efceeEueo megneme ÒeOeeve, GppJeuee ye´cnebb[keÀj, keÀuHevee megYee<e keÀesþejs, Deefpele Òeceeso leUHeos,

Fvee leUHeos, jpeveer efJeveeso keÀesþejs

Growing Up Again
ce³egje vee³ekeÀ, jepee DeeEpekeÌ³e, lJeefjlee mebpe³e oUJeer, efve©Hee DejeEJeo J³eJenejkeÀj, ÒeefJeCe ceevekeÀj,
DeHeCee& meceerj efJepe³ekeÀj, oerHeÞeer megoerHe keÀesþejs, ieewjebie keÀerefle&keÀj, Deefveue jeJe, Ssée³ee& JesuekeÀj,

Deefpele ceevekeÀj, efveuesMe vee³ekeÀ, mebpe³e oUJeer

REINCARNATION
Jewpe³ebleer keÀerefle&keÀj, mebpevee oerHekeÀ keÀesþejs, efveleerve veJeuekeÀj, %eeveoe ÒeOeeve,

jewvekeÀ meceerj efJepe³ekeÀj, ÒeefJeCe ceevekeÀj

KIDS SECTION
efMeuHee pe³ekeÀj, DeveerMe veerue keÀerefle&keÀj, veer<keÀe keÀesþejs, Deeefoleer meerefcele osmeeF&, efÞe³ee keÀewefMekeÀ pe³ekeÀj,

F&Meeve keÀesþejs, ueervee veerue keÀerefle&keÀj, Deeefoleer meef®eve efJepe³ekeÀj, DeefvekeÀe pe³eoerHe efJepe³ekeÀj,
ke=ÀleeLe& Mesìs, MeewvekeÀ pe³ekeÀj, efceefLeue JesuekeÀj

NRI
keÀeqMceje mJeHveerue efJepe³ekeÀj, efveefKeue OegjbOej, De#e³e keÀesþejs, efceefvekeÀe jJeerkeÀeble De³³ej,

DevegefÒelee YeewefcekeÀ, pe³eoerHe efJepe³ekeÀj.

ieCeHeleer yeeHHee ceesj³ee
efcevee#eer pe³ekeÀj, Deefve©× ceunejer keÀerefle&keÀj, oerHekeÀ keÀesþejs, Heg<Heue efJepe³ekeÀj, MeesYee vee³ekeÀ,

efJekeÀeme keÀesþejs, Hejeie leUHeos, efÒe³ee leW[guekeÀj, De®e&vee JewÐe, DeeMee jeJe, jbpeve Keb[sjeJe Oew³e&Jeeve,
efJepe³e OegjbOej, Guneme Keb[sjeJe DeeEpekeÌ³e

Life Without Twitter
megeq<celee keÀesþejs, DeHeCee& J³eJenejkeÀej, Òesefjle veeF&keÀ, efme×eLe& keÀesþejs, mJeHveerue J³eJenejkeÀj, ®ewlev³e keÀerefle&keÀj,

peefleve efoefueHe veJeuekeÀj, GlkeÀ<e& DeeEpekeÌ³e, peevnJeer DeeieemekeÀj, Deevebo efJepe³ekeÀj, ieewjebie keÀerefle&keÀj
yeeUe®es Hee³e HeeUC³eele

YekeÌleer ÒeOeeve Mesìs, S®e. peer. ÒeOeeve, ke@À. Deeeféeve S®e. ÒeOeeve, [e@. ÒeoerHe iepeeveve efJepe³ekeÀj,
[e@. levce³e ÒeoerHe efJepe³ekeÀj, ves$ee efJepe³ekeÀj, ³eMeesOeje  yevmeer OegjbOej, Hejpe yevmeer OegjbOej

Jee$eefìkeÀeë- [e@. megceve veJeuekeÀj
YeeTyeerpe, yeelec³ee, ÒeYegle©Cee®eer [e³ejer, osCei³ee

cegKeHe=ÿ, Debleie&le mepeeJeì,J³ebieef®e$es- ÒeoerHe keÀesþejs



mebHeeokeÀer³emebHeeokeÀer³emebHeeokeÀer³emebHeeokeÀer³emebHeeokeÀer³e

MegYes®íe
-megneefmeveer keÀerefle&keÀj
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`efoJeeUer meCe ceesþe, veener Deeveboe leesìe ~' Demeb®e
Meyo yeouetve cnCelee ³esF&ue. efoJeeUer cnCepes Heneìs®eb
DeY³ebie mveeve. efoJ³eeb®ee ceneslmeJe. DebOeeje®ee veeMe.
jebieesÈ³ee, megkeÀ[er, veJeerve keÀHe[s, veJeerve keÀesN³ee Jemlet,
oeieoeefieves, Deele<eyeepeer, kebÀoerue... DeMee meJee¥veer
efoJeeUerle Deeveboe®es keÀejbpes LegF&LegF& G[le Demeles. l³ee
Deeveboele Yej He[les leer efoJeeUer DebkeÀeb®eer. ner Keeme
cejeþer Keeefme³ele.

yeekeÀer DeveskeÀ yeeyeleerle mebmke=Àleer efveoMe&keÀ SkesÀkeÀ
ef®eje Deepe {emeUle ®eeueuee lejer efoJeeUer DebkeÀ
Depetvener YekeÌkeÀce Hee³e jesJetve Deensle. `ÒeYegle©Ce'ner
DeeHeuee efoceeKeoej efoJeeUer DebkeÀ IesJetve ³ee Deeveboele
meeceerue Deens. SkesÀkeÀ ef®eje {emeUle ®eeueueb³ed?
Kejb®e keÀer. keÀesuesmìsje@ue®³ee mepeielescegUs
MesJe®ekeÀueeR®es IeeCes keÀceer nesle ®eeueuesle. leUCe vekeÀes!
iees[ KeeTve Jepeve Jee{les. ceie keÀMeeuee keÀje uee[t,
eEMeie[îee? leJemeb efve IesJej?... Demeb cnCele Deelee
megkeÀ[er®eb ÒeceeCe jes[eJeueb³ed. SkesÀ keÀeUer DeeHeues keÀCes
ner Flejebvee ueesYeeJeCeejer yeeye Demee³e®eer. efvejefvejeÈ³ee

keÀejCeebveer l³eeuee ce³ee&oe Deeu³ee. Denes, DebieCe®e
kegÀþb³e DeeHeu³ee Deepe®³ee Iejebvee? ceie oejHeg{s,
ne@ueceO³es ns keÀCes HejYeeb®³ee newmes®ee keÀCee leeþ
þsJeleensle. lejerner HejYeeb®ee Deevebo keÀOeer®e keÀceer veener
Peeuee. nesCeejner veener. `ÒeYegle©Ce' efoJeeUer DebkeÀ
³ee®eer mee#e Deens.

³ee DebkeÀele `Sved Deej Dee³e' efJeYeeieeves YeJ³e peie
íesìb (peJeU) kesÀueb Deved `ÒeYegle©Ce' uee ceesþb kesÀueb³e.
ojJe<eeaÒeceeCes DeeHeu³ee `³egJeeceb®e' ves YejHetj cesnvele
IesTve ne DebkeÀ efme× kesÀuee³e. l³eele efkeÀleer efJeefJeOelee
Deens Hene! HesÀmeyegkeÀ, ceesyeeF&ue efMeJee³e®³ee Dee³eg<³ee®eer
ceespeCeer Deens, `ûeesF¥ie DeHe Deiesve' ®es KeleHeeCeer Deens,
³ee KeleHeeC³eeves Yejeªve peeTve lejejCeeje ueneve
cegueeb®ee efJeYeeie Deens. HejYeeb®eer mebmke=Àleer peesHeemeCeejer
ieCeHeleer-ieewjeR®eer Deejeme ceeb[Ceeje efJeYeeie Deens.
Þe×e - DebOeÞe×suee mHeMe& keÀjCeeje Hegvepe&vcee®ee
DeodYetle Yeeie Deens. keÀefJelee Deensle. keÀLee Deensle.
efJeveeso Deens. ceeefnleerHetCe& uesKe Deensle. `Oev³e les
iee³eveer keÀuee' meebieCeeje Yeercemesve peesMeeRJej uesKe

leÊJee®ee yeboe peerJe ~ cetleea}e keÀesCe efJe®eejer?

efoJeeUer DebkeÀ
cetu³e ©He³es one

( mLeeHevee : leejerKe 25 Dee@iemì 1923 )

Je<e& 88 Jes)  Dee@keÌìesyej-veesJnWyej 2011 (DebkeÀ 987

mebHeeefokeÀe : megneefmeveer keÀerefle&keÀj keÀe³e&keÀejer mebHeeokeÀ ceb[U :
efcevee#eer pe³ekeÀj, ce³egje vee³ekeÀ,
mebpevee keÀesþejs, Jewpe³ebleer keÀerefle&keÀj

www.prabhutarun.com
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Deens. Jee$eefìkeÀe, J³ebieef®e$es ojJe<eeaÒeceeCes Deeveboele
Yej Ieeuee³euee Deensle®e. nes! Deved osKeCeb Demeb
cegKeHe=ÿ Deens!

Deece®es J³ebieef®e$ekeÀej Þeer. ÒeoerHe keÀesþejs ³eeb®³ee
mebkeÀuHevesletve meekeÀejuesueb. HejYeeb®³ee meebmke=ÀeflekeÀ KegCee
peHeCeejb. DeefuekeÀ[s Þeer. efJeéeeme DeeEpekeÌ³e ³eebveer
HejU®³ee MebYejer ieeþuesu³ee pe³ekeÀjJee[îeeJej
`ueeskeÀmeÊes' letve uesKe efueneruee. keÀe? `Jee[e' mebmke=Àleer
ueesHe nesle Demeleevee ne Jee[e efìketÀve Deens cnCetve®e
vee? `ÒeYegle©Cee'®³ee cegKeHe=ÿeJej®ee Jee[e Hene.
kesÀJeU yee¿eoMe&ve®e efkeÀleer efoceeKeoej Deens! DeeOeer
DebieCe eEkeÀJee Deesìe. veblej mebiecejJejer Hee³eN³ee JewYeJeele
Heng[uesu³ee. ceie Deesmejer eEkeÀJee Deesìer. SkeÀe yeepetuee
osJeIej, PeesHee³e®³ee Keesu³ee. ceO³es JeþeCe
(`[^e@Fbieªce'), l³eeuee ueeietve mJe³ebHeekeÀIej,
(`®egueerHeme'), keÀesþerIej, yeeUbleerCeer®eer Keesueer, ceeies
Yeeb[er Ieemee³e®eer ceesjer, efJeìeUMeer®eer ceesjer, peje otj
meb[eme, l³ee DeeOeer Heeþ®³ee DebieCeele yebye, IebieeU,
newo DeeefCe legUMeer Je=boeJeve Demee Yeueb ceesþe Hewme
Demeuesuee Keìuee neslee SkesÀkeÀeUer. HeCe
kegÀìbgyekeÀl³ee&®ee Debceue keÀeUevegmeejs keÀceer Peeuee.
efJeYekeÌle kegÀìgbyeHe×leer Deeueer. Ieje®eer ueeskeÀmebK³ee
cnCetve jes[eJeueer. `Deeceoveer DeþVeer, Ke®ee& ©Hee³ee'
ner DeeHeueer Je=Êeer meeskeÀeJeueer. ceie `meeskeÀepeer' yebieu³ee-

Jee[îeeletve íesìîee peeiesle Deeuee. SkesÀkeÀeUer `Heeìea®es
ieeCes' ieele `JeerkeÀSv[' ceeuee[-yeesefjJeueeruee DeeHeu³ee
`HeÀece&neTme' ceO³es meepeje keÀjCeeje HejYet Heej
GHeveiejeb®³ee ìeskeÀeuee `yue@keÀ' veeJee®³ee peeiesle
`yuee@keÌ[' Peeuee.

Demeb Demeueb lejer l³ee®³ee `pegv³ee KegCee'
DeeþJeeJ³eele cnCetve, cegKeHe=ÿele ³ee keÀesju³ee iesu³ee
Deensle. `HejYeeb®eer oevele' ³ee ef®e$eele Henelee ³esles.
Deesìer®es Keebye keÀmes leeMeerJe, keÀueekegÀmejer Deensle!
JewYeJe meebieCeejs ns ³ee ef®e$ee®es jbie IesTve  `ÒeYegle©Cee'ves
DeeHeuee jbie DebkeÀele Yejuee Deens. eflelekeÀe®e leeMeerJe,
keÀueekegÀmejer Deved YekeÌkeÀce!

`HejYeeb®eer oevele' ³ee DebkeÀeleerue `YeeTyeerpe'
³eeoerle Deved peeefnjeleeRle efomeles³e. DeveskeÀ uesKekeÀeb®³ee
ef®e$ekeÀeje®³ee menkeÀe³ee&lener ³ee®eer ceesnj Gceìueer
Deens®e. l³eeyeÎue ceve:HetJe&keÀ DeeYeej.

®euee lej; ³ee ceesnjerJej legce®³ee Jee®evee®ee efMekeÌkeÀe
ceeje DeeefCe efoJeeUer®ee Deevebo efÜiegCeerle keÀje. HejmHej
cnCet³ee keÀer `osCeeN³eeves osle peeJes. IesCeeN³eeves Iesle
peeJes.'

Deevebo I³ee, Deevebo Ðee. Deevebo uegìe. Deevebo
Jeeìe. `ÒeYegle©Cee' ®³ee Deeveboele JeeìskeÀjer nesCeeN³ee
mecemle ÒeYeg HeefjJeejeuee efoJeeUer®³ee DeeefCe veJeJe<ee&®³ee
ceve Yeªve MegYes®íe.

meJe& ÒeYeg peveebme
oerHeeJeueer

DeeefCe
vetleve Je<e& megKee®es peeJees!



p³ee®es GÊej veener!p³ee®es GÊej veener!p³ee®es GÊej veener!p³ee®es GÊej veener!p³ee®es GÊej veener!
cetU uesKekeÀ : OetcekesÀlet

lllll DevegJeeo : megneefmeveer keÀerefle&keÀj lllll

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss
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DeepeHe³e¥le kegÀCeer GÊej efoueb³e keÀe? ceie
veeeEjieermeejK³ee Deieoer®e meeceev³e DemeCeeN³ee yeeF&uee
³ee®eb GÊej keÀmeb oslee ³esCeej?

³ee®eb GÊej kegÀCeeHeeMeer®e veener. ceeCemeeuee YetkeÀ Deved
HejmHejeEueieefJejesOeer DeekeÀ<e&Ce ö ³ee oesvner®eb kegÀþtve osCeb
efceUeueb Demesue? kegÀCeer®e ³ee®eb GÊej osT MekeÀCeej
veener. veejbieer keÀe³e ceie JesieUer? efoJeme keÀmesyemes
{keÀuee³euee ³ee osJeUele, l³ee osJeUele, ³ee
Yepeveceb[Uerle lej GÐee l³ee Yepeveceb[Uerle, ³ee
keÀerle&veele, l³ee keÀerle&veele DeMeer FkeÀ[s eflekeÀ[s
efHeÀjC³ee®eer efleves mJele:uee meJe³e ueeJeueer nesleer.
YeìkeÀC³eeletve efleuee GceieC³eeHetJeea®e leer YejkeÀìueer.
efle®eb HeeTue JeekeÀ[b He[ueb. keÀmeb? He[ueb SJe{b®e Kejb.
efvemeiee&ves DeeHeueb keÀece ®eesKe kesÀueb. leer efye®eejer DeieeflekeÀ
Peeueer. Ieeyejueer. Deelee mJele:®³ee Deyet́®es eEOe[Je[s
efveIeCeej, ueeskeÀ veeJeb þsJeCeej, yeesìb oeKeJeCeej DeMee
Ye³eeves efle®ee peerJe J³eeketÀU Peeuee. npeejes keÀeUpeebveer
efle®eb ceeLeb YeCeeCetve iesueb. DeepeHe³e¥le leer kesÀJn{er efvece&ce,
megKeer nesleer! mJele:®³ee YeekeÀN³ee mJele: ye[Jee³e®³ee.
HeeCeer Yeje³e®eb. kesÀj keÀe{e³e®ee. mJe³ebHeekeÀ keÀje³e®ee keÀer
meejb DeeJeªve ®eeueueer YeìkeÀe³euee. efleuee Deefpeyeele®e
lesJne HeÊee veJnlee keÀer leer ceeCemeeb®³ee ogyeUsHeCeeyejesyej
eEn[les³e! DeeefCe keÀesþu³eener #eCeer ne ogyeUsHeCee
De®eevekeÀ Òeieì nesCeejb³e!

efvemeiee&ves®e yeneue kesÀuesu³ee ³ee DeeJesieer, leekeÀoJeeve
Je=Êeeruee ogyeUsHeCee lejer keÀmeb cnCee³e®eb?

Deved DeMeer ieesä ceeCemee®eer nleyeuelee cnCetve
efle®³eeJej HeebIeªCener Ieeuelee ³esle veener!

³ee meieÈ³ee `efHeÀuee@meHeÀer' ®ee veejbieeruee keÀe³e ueeYe?
keÀenerner veener!

�

leer efJeOeJee nesleer. Deelee ³ee vewmeefie&keÀ ke=ÀleercegUs
He[uesu³ee ÒeMveeb®eer GkeÀue efleuee®e keÀje³e®eer nesleer. leer

meceepee®es SkeÀ Debie nesleer. meceepeele jne³e®es lej
®eesjerceejer, íU, DeHeÀJee, HeUJeeì DeMee keÀesCel³eener
ceeiee&ves efleuee ³eeletve ceeie& MeesOee³euee®e nJee. kesÀJeU
efvemeie&, efvemeie& cnCetve leer ieHHe keÀMeer jneCeej? ceeie&
MeesOee³euee®e nJee.

SkeÀe efoJeMeer leer mekeÀeUer ueJekeÀj Gþueer. efle®³ee
ceensjer kegÀCeer®e veJnleb. HeCe Yeueb ceesþb ìeUb ueeJeuesueb
SkeÀ Iej cee$e ieeJeer nesleb. SKeeÐee efkeÀuu³eemeejKeb
YekeÌkeÀce Jeeìueb efleuee les Iej. DeMee HeefjefmLeleerle
efJeMes<e®e megjef#ele Demeb. efleuee DeesUKeCeejs Deved Yeues
Demes l³ee IejepeJeU®es Mespeejer Heepeejer HeCe Demeleerue®e
keÀer. keÀoeef®ele l³ee®³eeHewkeÀer kegÀCeer efleuee ceeie&
oeKeJesuener!

l³ee ieeJeeuee pee³euee veejbieer efveIeeueer. ceveele Ye³e
IesTve®e.

kegÀCeer HeneCeej veener, oKeue IesCeej veener DeMeer JesU
meeOetve leer l³ee Iejer Heesnes®eueer. Ieje®eer meeHeÀmeHeÀeF& meg©
kesÀueer efleves.

FlekesÀ efoJeme yebo Demeuesueb Iej Demeb GIe[b Heentve
kegÀCeer oeje®³ee HeÀìerletve nUt®e vepej ìekeÀueer. kegÀCeer Jej
®e{tve íHeje®³ee PejeskeÌ³eeletve [eskeÀeJeueb. kegÀCeer yebo
efKe[keÀer®³ee DeOe&Jeì keÀe®esletve ®eesjemeejKes Heeefnueb.
DeeefCe ogHeej nesC³eeHetJeea®e ieeJeele meJe&Yej yeYe´e Peeuee!
ieeWOeU megª Peeuee.

mebO³eekeÀeU mejlee mejlee Mespeej®eer SkeÀ cneleejer
efle®³ee Iejer Deeueer. veejbieer Deieoer j[kegbÀ[eruee Deeueer
nesleer. Deelee `ns' meieUb meieÈ³eebvee  keÀUsue ³ee Ye³eeveb
efleuee Iesjueb nesleb. HeCe ³ee ueneveMee ieeJeele les kesÀJne®e
meieÈ³eebvee keÀUueb nesleb!

``Deepe legPeer DeeF& Demee³euee nJeer nesleer!''ö
cneleejer yeesueueer. HeCe l³ee yeesueC³eele og:Ke keÀeR
GHeneme®e neslee; Kejb keÀener keÀUle veJnleb. keÀUCeb
cegMkeÀerue®e!



veejbieer keÀener®e yeesueueer veener!
``Deieb jeb[s! ceer leguee ceeie& oeKeJeles. Heefnu³eeboe `les'

Hee[. ìeketÀve os GkeÀerj[îeeJej. veeU HekeÀ[tve kegÀCeer
yemeleb keÀe DeMeer? kegÀlej[îeeb®³ee YegbkeÀC³eemeejKeb ns
Deelee ieeJeYej Peeueb®e Deens. ns ieeJe HeeHeer Deens. ³ee
ieeJeeuee mJele:®eer HeeHeb keÀe³e keÀceer Deensle? ogmeN³ee®eb
HeeHe cee$e Deieoer eEHeHeUeJej ®e{tve KejJe[tve KejJe[tve
Henele  jenerue ns ieeJe. let FLeb ³ee ieeJeele Lees[s efoJeme jne
keÀMeeryeMeer. ceie meieUb veerì nesF&ue.''

�

cneleejer cnCeeueer lemeb meieUb veerì lej Peeueb.
veejbieeruee efveef½ele éeeme Ieslee Deeuee. HeCe efle®ee éeeme
megjUerle Peeuee ved Peeuee eflelekeÌ³eele ieeJeele ogmejer®e ®e®ee&
meg© Peeueer. ``Dejs! efnuee ®eeb[eUCeeruee ieeJeeyeensj
keÀe{e. veenerlej efMeHegj[s DeeHeu³eeuee $eeme osle
jneleerue!''

ceie keÀe³e? ojjespe veJeerve veJeerve oesve®eej peCe
efomee³euee ueeieues.

meebiet ueeieues keÀer, ``let Hee®eHebOeje efoJeme kegÀþslejer
iee³eye nes. veblej ³es. ns ieeJe legPeb®e Deens. let ³esTve jne
ceie. HeCe Deelee pee. ³ee$esuee pee nJeb lej! ³ee$esmeejKeb
ogmejb HegC³e veener! Deecner `ner' ieesä keÀMeeryeMeer meeJeªve
IesT. HeCe Deelee let pee.''

jespejespe®³ee ³ee keÀìkeÀìeruee kebÀìeUtve SkeÀ efoJeme
veejbieer MenjekeÀ[s HeUeueer!

keÀesCe nesleb efle®eb Menjele? kegÀCCeer kegÀCCeer veener!
Iejner veJnleb efle®eb. HeCe efleLeb SkeÀ yejb nesleb. efleLeb ieoea
SJe{er nesleer, keÀecee®es J³eeHe FlekesÀ nesles keÀer keÀesCeer
kegÀCeeuee keÀener efJe®eejle veJnleb, ®eewkeÀMeer keÀjle veJnleb.
FLes ieeJeele efle®³ee Ieje®³ee DebieCeeletve yeensj He[Ceeje
Òel³eskeÀpeCe peCet Oecee&®ee DeJeleej neslee Deved HegC³ee®ee
meeiej. Òel³eskeÀpeCe Oece&HegC³eelcee nesTve efJe®eejer keÀer
ieeJeeletve keÀOeer peeCeej?

cnCetve®e lej veejbieer Hegvne Menjele HeUtve Deeueer.
efleuee Jeeìueb nesleb keÀer ieeJeele MespeejerHeepeejer Yeues
Demeleerue. HeCe efle®³ee Ye´cee®ee YeesHeUe HegÀìuee neslee.

�

³eeJesUer leer Deieoer iegHe®etHe ³esTve Menjele yemeueer.
efMekeÀeN³eebveer Heeþueie meg© kesÀu³eeJej peveeJej Deieoer
$eemetve ueHele íHele peeleb lemeb Deieoer ueHele íHele leer
jeefnueer.

meJee¥le peemle Yeerleer efle®³ee ceveele nesleer keÀer ieeJeeletve
kegÀCeer DeeHeuee Heeþueeie keÀjle FLeHe³e¥le ³esF&ue DeeefCe
DeeHeu³eeuee MeesOetve keÀe{sue! leer l³ee efYeleerHeesìer
efoJemeYej keÀeW[tve IesF&. Iejeueener yeensªve ìeUs ueeJeer.
je$eer nUt®e yeensj He[s. Hegvne keÀener leemeele DebOeejele®e
Hejle DeeHeu³ee iegnsle efMejs!

HeCe ³ee®eerner Keyej efle®³ee veelesJeeF&keÀebHe³e&le
Heesnes®eueer. veelesJeeF&keÀ nesles; HeCe ueebye®es. DeepeJej
keÀOeer efle®³ee DebieCeele efHeÀjkeÀues veJnles. HeCe veejbieer®eer
peCet KeUyeUpevekeÀ yeeleceer l³eebvee efceUlee®e
meieÈ³eebvee®e efle®³eeefJe<e³eer Yejles Deeues. SkeÀeceeietve SkeÀ
efle®³eekeÀ[s ³esT ueeieues. HetmeleHeeme keÀª ueeieues. leer
kegÀþs nesleer ³eeefJe<e³eer GlmegkeÀlee oeKeJet ueeieues.  vescekebÀ
keÀe³e Peeue³eb ns peeCetve IesC³eekeÀjlee Dee[tveDee[tve
efJe®eeª ueeieues. keÀOeer ®esäe cemkeÀjer®³ee DeefJeYee&Jeele;
keÀOeer ìesceC³eeb®³ee ªHeele; keÀOeer Deieoer keÀCeJe oeìtve
Deeuesu³ee Ye³ebkeÀj veeìkeÀer mJejele les ®eewkeÀMeer keÀª
ueeieues!

`SkeÀìer yeeF&ceeCetme! efn®ee ceeP³eeHeg{s keÀe³e efìkeÀeJe
ueeieCeej?'ö Demee YeeJe. Demee DeeefJeYee&Je!

meieUs iesues keÀer veejbieer j[le yemes! efleuee njIe[er,
nj#eCe Jeeìt ueeieues keÀer leer peerJeble Heentve meieUs efleuee
Deelee n[le ng[tle®e keÀjCeej. Deelee cejCeeefMeJee³e
He³ee&³e veener. cejCe efleuee DeeJe[le veJnleb!

HeCe  SkeÀ efoJeme Demee Deeuee keÀer ³ee íUeves
Heefjmeercee ieeþueer. kegÀCeer ³esTve meebefieleueb keÀer, `ceer FLes
Heesueerme Dee@efHeÀmeuee Deens. legce®³ee veeJeeves leHeeme meg©
Peeuee³e. DeeleeHe³e¥le ceer keÀener®e megieeJee ueeiet efouesuee
veener! HeCe Demeb efkeÀleer efoJeme ®eeueCeej?'

l³ee je$eer, ceO³eje$eer veejbieer Gþueer. mJele:®es oej
lemes®e yebo þsTve efKe[keÀerletve yeensj He[ueer. yeensj

neveerkeÀejkeÀ

pesJeleevee ìer.Jner. HeenCeb

Deejesi³eeuee neveerkeÀejkeÀ cnCeleele,

leeW[eMeer megûeeme DeVe DeeefCe

ìer.Jner.Jej ìe@³euesìkeÌueervej®eer peeefnjele.
-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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³esleevee KejesKej®e He[ueer. DeeJeepe Peeuee. mJele: He[ueer
nesleer. ueeieuebner nesleb. leMeer®e Ieme[le Iemejle Heg{s
mejueer. Keeueer jneCeejer ceeCemeb peeieer Peeueer. l³eeleerue
SkeÀeveb DeeJeepener efouee: ``keÀekeÀe! veejbieeryesve
He[u³eele. lejerner kegÀþblejer ®eeueu³eele Jeeìleb! kegÀþb peele
Demeleerue?''

keÀekeÀebveer ueies®e GÊej efoueb:  ``Deieoer®e Jes[e
Deensme let! peeCeeN³eeuee kegÀCeer LeebyeJeleb keÀe? efpekeÀ[s
pee³e®eb Demesue efleLeb peeT os!''

keÀeU DeesUKetve DemeCeeje Deved peie Heeefnuesuee neslee
keÀekeÀe! HeCe l³ee®ee HegleC³ee pejemee peie DeesUKeC³eele
keÀ®®ee neslee. lees mJele:®³ee HeebIe©Ceele He[tve veejbieeruee
Iemele Iemele peeleebvee Henele jeefnuee. peKeceer ÒeeCeer peeJee
leMeer leer ®eeueueer nesleer!

``keÀekeÀe, ³ee lej efJeefnjerkeÀ[s mejHeìle ®eeueu³eele
Jeeìleb! efleLeb keÀe³e keÀjleerue?''

``Dejs! leguee veener keÀUle. HeeCeer H³ee³e®eb Demesue.''
DebLe©Ceeleuee®e DeeCeKeer kegÀCeer peeiee Peeuee. l³eeves
GÊej efoueb. Deved keÀekeÀebyejesyej leesner efJeef®e$e nmet
ueeieuee!

``keÀekeÀe! ³ee He[u³eele. ueeieueb³e l³eebvee. Iemele

Ieme[le ®eeueu³eele l³ee. efleLeb HeeCeer kegÀþb³e? DeeHeu³ee
ce[keÌ³eeleueb HeeCeer osT l³eebvee? yeesueJet keÀe l³eebvee?''

``Dejs, Jes[îee! HeebIeªCe [eskeÌ³eeJej IesTve PeesHetve pee
veb! keÀe Giee®e $eeme keÀªve Iesleesme? DeekeÀeMeeleues meieUs
leejs efomeleele cnCetve keÀe les ceespeCeej Deensme? HegÀkeÀì®eb
keÀce& keÀMeeuee Dees{Jetve Iesleesme?''

lesJe{îeele SkeÀ ceesÇe DeeJeepe Peeuee. Oe[eced! meieUs
mecepetve iesues. Iemele Ieme[le peeCeeN³ee veejbieerves mJele:uee
efJeefnjer®³ee keÀeþeJeªve Deele PeesketÀve efoueb nesleb!

ceesþe Oeg[tce DeeJeepe Peeuee lemes Flejner DeveskeÀpeCe
peeies Peeues!

meieUs efJe®eeª ueeieues, ``keÀe³e Peeueb? keÀe³e
Peeueb?''

HegleC³ee meebieCeej®e neslee lesJn{îeele keÀekeÀebveer
mJele:®e meebiee³euee meg©Jeele kesÀueer. ``keÀmeuee lejer
DeeJeepe Peeuee Keje! kegÀCeer lejer efJeefnjerle HeeC³eemeeþer
Yeeb[s ìekeÀues Jeeìles!''

``keÀe kegÀCeerlejer ceeleer®ee ieesCelee ìekeÀuee?''ö
keÀekeÀeb®ee Mespeejer GYee jnele yeesueuee.

``Dejs! leHeeme lej keÀje. keÀe³e Peeueb?'' SJe{îeele
efJeefnjerpeJeUtve kegÀCeerlejer ³esleevee efomeueb. Mespeej®es®e
efJejcepeerYeeF& nesles. ``efJejcepeerYeeF&! efJeefnjerle keÀmeuee
DeeJeepe Peeuee? kegÀCeer He[ueb keÀe?''

``kegÀCeer He[ueb veener nes ceeP³ee efce$eebvees!'' ³ee
JeekeÌ³ee®ee Keeme DeLe& DeOeesjsefKele keÀjerle efJejcepeerYeeF&
GÊejues. ``keÀesCeer He[ueb veener nes ceeP³ee efce$eebvees!
kegÀCee®eb lejer HeeHe He[ueb Deens. Giee®e HegÀkeÀì®eb peeiejCe
keÀMeeuee keÀjlee? mekeÀeUer ®eewkeÀMeer nesF&ue leer keÀe
Giee®e DebieeJej Ieslee? PeesHee iegHe®etHe. efkeÀleer íeve je$e
Deens! keÀe³e Peeueb³e efve keÀe³e veener; FLeb kegÀCeeuee
ceenerle! ®euee, PeesHee Deelee!''

keÀekeÀebveer efJe®eejueb, ``leer®e vee?''
``Dejs, leer®e DemeCeej veb keÀekeÀe! Giee®e keÀMeeuee

GieeUle yemelee? PeesHee vee mJemLe! l³ee jeb[s®³ee ceveele
osJe peeiee Peeuee Demeb mecepee vee! mekeÀeU®eb mekeÀeUer
Heentve IesT.''

SkeÀeceeietve SkeÀ meJe&peCe DeeHeDeeHeu³ee Keeìu³eeJej
iesues efve leesb[eJej HeebIeªCe IesTve He[tve jeefnues.  ns meJe&
þerkeÀ®e. veblej l³ee meieÈ³eebvee KejesKej®e iee{ PeesHe
ueeieueer. ns meJee&le Ye³ebkeÀj nesleb!

�

efve½e³ee®ee cenecesª yengle
peveemeer DeeOeeª DeKeb[

efmLeleer®ee efveOee&j!

Þeerceble ³eesieer
efnles®ít

�

megveerue pe³ekeÀjmegveerue pe³ekeÀjmegveerue pe³ekeÀjmegveerue pe³ekeÀjmegveerue pe³ekeÀj



``JesU HeÌ³egpeve®ee.''
l l l l l Go³e yee.pe³ekeÀj lllll
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®eekeÀjceeveer ceeCetme ``Jeefjÿ veeiejerkeÀ'' Peeuee keÀer
l³eeuee efveJe=Êe kesÀues peeles veeskeÀjerletve. keÀejCe l³ee®eer
keÀe³e&#ecelee Gleejeuee ueeieles. Je³e ns Jee{le®e Demeles.
l³ee®eer yeepeejneìeleerue ueg[yeg[ HeCe nUgnUt keÀceer
kesÀueer peeles, l³ee®³eeJej®ee Jepeveoej efHeMeJ³ee
JeenC³ee®ee uees[ keÀceer keÀjC³ee®³ee nsletves. HeCe lees
mJele:uee  Jeefjÿ cnCeJetve I³ee³euee yengleebMeer le³eej
vemelees®e. pevejsMeve 1 eEkeÀJee 1 peer Demes®e keÀener
cnCeg³ee; ¿eebvee Iej®eer yeepeejneìe®eer peyeeyeoejer
mJeKegMeerves I³ee³euee le³eej Peeuesu³ee 2 peer Jej meesHeJetve
Heej Peeuees Je DeejeceKeg®eeale efJemeeJeuees.

neleer Deeuesuee DeefOekeÀ JesU Jele&ceeveHe$ee®³ee Heefnu³ee
HeeveeJej®³ee  veeJeeHeemetve les MesJeì®³ee HeeveeJej®eer
HeyueerMe[dyee³e... ner MesJeì®eer DeesU Jee®etve keÀe{le
Demes. HeCe Heg{s l³ee®eener kebÀìeUe Deeuee. keÀejCe
yeelec³ee, IeesìeUs, iegvns nîee HeueerkeÀ[s mejkeÀle®e
veJnl³ee. DeMee HeefjefmLeleerle efye®eeje mebHeeokeÀner keÀe³e
mebHeeokeÀer³e uesKe efueefnCeej? cnCetve kebÀìeUtve neleele
efHeMeJeer Iesleueer Je Lesì yeepeeje®ee jmlee Oejuee. keÀener
veener lej DeOee& [Peve kesÀUer IesTve ³ee³e®es, ieeþer yeebOetve
efveIeeuees Deelee mekeÀeU®³ee Òenjer. Heg{®³ee oeje®eer cegYee
Demeueer lejer yemeceO³es [eskeÀeJe³eeueemeg×e efceUCeej
veener, yeN³ee yeesueeves ®eeuele®e efveIeeuees. ®e®e&peJeU
Deeuees lees keÀe³e meceesj ``keÀe$ekeÀ jes['' yebo®eer Heeìer.
Yej jml³ee®³ee ceO³eYeeieer He$³eeb®es kegbÀHeCe, l³eeletve Debleje
Deblejeves GYes Demeuesues ceesþceesþeues Keebye
ceesveesjsuemeeþer, cebgyeF&®es MeebIee³e keÀjC³eemeeþer DeeHeueener
FueeKee keÀele ìekeÀlees³e. yeepeej®³ee meceesj®³ee
HeejMeervesner DeeHeu³ee  efkeÀjeCee ceeuee®³ee ogkeÀevee®eer
cejccele keÀªve keÀe³eeHeeueì kesÀuesuee Heentve ®eefkeÀle
Peeuees. ``meensyepeer kesÀce íes?'' keÀjle Deele efMejuees.
pegv³ee ueekeÀ[er ve#eeroej Gb®e ieuu³ee®eer peeiee efyeuee®eer
efÒebì DeeTìmed osCeeje FueskeÀì^e@efvekeÀ ke@ÀMe jefpemìjves
Iesleueer nesleer. l³eeceeies yemeuesuee yeeJee peje veejepe®e

efomele neslee. meeuee.....íeskeÀje Dees meleeves ueiee,
ogkeÀeve þerkeÀþekeÀ keÀj vener lees DeekeÌ³ee&uee@efpekeÀue meJex
Dee@HeÀ Fbef[³ee keÀypee keÀj uesiee. DeMee ¿ee
keÀeueHejJeeHe³e¥le®³ee efye´ìerMekeÀeueerve ogkeÀeveeJej
cegueeb®³ee veeoer ueeietve Ke®e& kesÀuee. Keeveoeveer Oeboe ®eeuet
þsJeu³eeyeÎue yeeJeepeer Ket<e; lemes®e vegleveerkeÀjCeeyeÎue
ceguesner Ket<e.

vepejsle ³esC³eemeejKeer ieesä cnCepes ``js[er ìt kegÀkeÀ/
³egpe meJn&pe 4 DeMeer cemeeu³eeb®eer HeekeÀerìb j®euesueer
nesleer. yengleebMeer GÊej  Yeejleer³e ÒekeÀej®e nesles, veener
cnCee³euee ``®esÆervee['' Jeiewjs oeef#eCeer J³ebpevesner nesleer.
DeLee&le Heemlee efHemlee®eer HeekeÀerìsner nesleer. lemes
DeepekeÀeue mJe³ebHeekeÀ keÀjleevee ie=efnCeerves ÒemeVe DemeeJes
¿ee DeepeeR®³ee efJe®eejebvee ogpeesje efceUe³euee ueeieu³eeves
``efkeÀ®eve''ner mepeefJeueer peeles. l³eele HeekeÀMeeðe
ef¬eÀ³eeb®eer megHemed, mìeì&jme, [sPejì&med Jeiewjsmeeþer
ueeieCeeN³ee HegmlekeÀebmeeþer JesieUer HeÀUer Demeles. HeCe
l³eeJej meeHe[le veener les ueeveer yeeF&®es, ``ie=efnCeerefce$e''
keÀejCe yeepeejele l³eeb®eer Òele®e GHeueyOe veener. veenerlej
Òel³eskeÀ Deepeerves ueivee®ee Densj cnCetve ns HegmlekeÀ
DeeHeu³ee veeleeruee osC³ee®eer  HejbHeje®e nesleer.

HejbHeje cnCepes DebieJeUCeer He[uesueer efove®e³ee&. keÀener
Je<ee&HetJeer& ceeP³ee ®eguele YeeJee®eer veele  SkeÀ efoJeme OeeJele
OeeJele Deeueer ``Deepeesyee Deepeesyee, Deepe efkeÀvee³e
ueeceveJeceer Deens.'' `` leguee keÀmeb ieb keÀUues ueyee[s?''
``l³eeble keÀe³e meieÈ³eeb®³ee efkeÀ®eveceO³es yees®ekeÀer
ueìkeÀlee³e, cnCepes®e Iej®es efMeKeb[ cnCepes®e
ueeceveJeceer. HeeTme He[e³euee ueeieuee keÀer efJeþesyeeb®eer
`yeLe&[s' ³esCeej Je efceUCeej ³esuuees JesHeÀme& (kesÀÈ³ee®ee
keÀe®eje) lemes®e MeeUsletve Deeu³eeJej keÀjboer®es Hebieespeer
efceUCeej.'' iesu³ee 7/8 Je<ee¥le l³ee®eer veeleJeeuee meJe³e
Peeueer Deens. Je l³eemeeþer DeepeerkeÀ[s efJe®eejHetme ®eeuet
nesles HeeJemee®³ee mejer He[e³euee ueeieu³ee keÀer. ns®e Heg{s
®eeuet jeefnues efHe{er oj efHe{er keÀer l³eeuee `HejbHeje'
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cnìueer peeles.
Iejele Heeìe JejJebìe®e vemeu³eeves yeepeejeleerue

`keÀeskeÀesveì efceukeÀ' JeeHeªve keÀesuebyeer®es efnjJes keÀeueJeCe
Kee³euee Ieeleu³eeves ®eJe GlHeVe nesF&ue, Dev³eLee
ne@ìsueebleerue ``Lee³eûeerve keÀjer''®es keÀewlegkeÀ SskeÀeJes
ueeiesue. DeLee&le 2, 3 keÀ[tve ceOetve®e yeie&j, efHePPee®³ee
keÀe³e&¬eÀceeble 1ves Deeveboeves menYeeieer JneJes cnCepes
kegÀìgbyeeleerue meJee¥vee®e l³eeb®eer ``mHesme''ner efceUles.
PesHeleerue les Je lemes meCeJeej meepejs keÀjeJes. Iejer Jebovee
veJeuekeÀjeb®es efoJeeUerleerue DeeþeEJeÐeeHeemetve les
YeeTyeerpesHe³e¥le®³ee ``HejYeer'' jebieesÈ³ee®es HegmlekeÀ
Demeu³eeme l³ee keÀe{eJ³eele. veenerlej Flej jebieesUer
keÀe{eJeer.

peeieeflekeÀerkeÀjCeecegUs cetU mebmke=Àleer®ee efJemej He[tve
Heeef½eceel³eeb®es DevegkeÀjCe keÀjC³eele Deûesmej jneC³ee®eer
®e{eDees{®e peCet ueeieueer Deens. l³eele DeveweflekeÀ,
Devewmeefie&keÀles®ee efJe®eej keÀje³euee keÀesCeer le³eej veener.
SkeÀerkeÀ[s efJeJeenmebmLee®e cees[erle keÀe{C³eemeeþer

``efJeJeenyee¿e'' menpeerJevee®eer Hegäer kesÀueer peeles lej
``meceeEueieer efJeJeen''uee ceev³elee efceUeJeer cnCetve
Oe[He[leensle. meceepeeleu³ee DeMee efoMeenerve IeìkeÀebvee
DeeJej IeeueCes DeefleMe³e iejpes®es Peeues Deens.

keÀeuee³e lemcew vece:~ cnìues keÀer ueeskeÀebvee ³ecejepe
DeeþJelees. HeCe lemes veener. keÀeU cnCepes legce®³ee
Deece®³ee peerJeve³ee$esleerue melele Ie[Ceejs yeoue Deensle.
pes ce=l³etSJe{s®e DeìU Deensle. l³ee®ee mJeerkeÀej
keÀjC³eeme le³eej jne. HeCe Jeeìsle ³esCeeN³ee JeeF&ì
yeoueeHeemetve DeeHeu³ee men®eeN³eebvee keÀmes Jee®eJeeJes?
Demes cnCeleele ceeCemee®³ee Ûo³ee®eer Jeeì l³ee®³ee
Gojeletve peeles. cnCepes KeeÐe mebmke=Àleer peHee. HeCe
peeieeflekeÀerkeÀjCeecegUs Flej KeeÐe mebmke=Àleer®ee efMejkeÀeJe
neslees³e lees LeebyeJeC³ee®ee Òe³elve ve keÀjlee l³eeb®es
``HeÌ³egpeve'' meeOee³e®eer JesU Deeueer Deens. lesJne ®euee
efoJeeUer®³ee megkeÀ[er®³ee le³eejeruee ueeiet ³ee. pees[eruee
efHePPee®eerner meeceûeer ieesUe keÀje³euee njkeÀle veener
keÀejCe meebìekeÌuee@pener ueJekeÀj ³esCeej Deens.



megceejs 80 Je<ee&HetJeea eEnot-cegmeueceeve efceÞe
ueeskeÀJemleerle, Goe. veU yePeej, Yee³eKeUe,
keÀeceeþerHegje, ieesueosTU F. cebgyeF& ³esLes osJeeue³eebleerue
Deejl³eebvee, HeeueK³eebvee, DeeJeepee®es efveefceÊe keÀe{tve
lesLeerue cegmeueceeveebvee obiee OeesHee keÀje³euee ns ieesjs Heesueerme
DeefOekeÀejer peeCetve yegpetve GÊespeve osle. efMeJee³e,
ceesnjce®³ee meCeeuee l³eebvee meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer leeyetle
GYes jenC³eemeeþer keÀj ve Ieslee ceesHeÀleHeCes HejJeeveieerner
efceUs. eEnotvee cee$e meCeebmeeþer ceb[He IeeueC³ee®eer leMeer
HejJeeveieer vemes. ®eeUeR®³ee ceeskeÀÈ³ee peeiesle meYeeceb[He
Ieeuee³e®ee®e Peeu³eeme, l³eeb®eskeÀ[tve peyejomle Keb[Ceer
mejkeÀejleHexÀ Jemetue kesÀueer peeF&. efìUkeÀ jeä^er³e GlmeJe
ceb[Ue®es mes¬esÀìjer [e@. cees. yee. JesuekeÀj pesJne efìUkeÀ
mJejep³e Heeìea®es meYeemeo cnCetve cebgyeF& ceneHeeefuekesÀle Je
cebgyeF&keÀe³eosceb[Uele efveJe[tve iesues lesJne ÒeLece®e, ̀ HeÀes[e
DeeefCe Pees[e' ¿ee efye´ìerMe keÀejJeeF&uee DeeUe yemeuee
DeeefCe lesJneHeemetve eEnotvee meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer ceb[He
GYeejC³ee®eer   HejJeeveieer   efceUt   ueeieueer.

¿ee meboYee&le, ow. `veJeer ceewpe', cebgyeF&, efoveebkeÀ 25
peevesJeejer 1929 jespeer, Je=ÊeHe$ee®es me. mebHeeokeÀ je.
Deveble njer ieês ³eebveer, efveJe[CetkeÀeruee GYes jeefnuesues
[e@. JesuekeÀj ³eeb®eer cegueeKele Iesleueer nesleer. leer
keÀeieoHe$es GHeueyOe Peeu³eecegUs, eEnotJej®ee Dev³ee³e
keÀmee otj Peeuee ns   ceenerle   Peeues.

De. n. ieês ³eebveer Iesleuesueer cegueeKele
De. n. ieês : ̀ `ueeskeÀeb®³ee þUkeÀHeCes ue#eele ³esF&ue, DeMeer
DeeHeueer SkeÀeoer keÀeceefiejer meebiee Heent''. (Demee Deece®ee
ÒeMve SskeÀlee®e keÀener efJeMes<e ieesä meebieC³eemeejKeer cegêe
keÀªve    [e@keÌìjmeensye   Godieejues) :
[e@. JesuekeÀj : ``nb, ner SkeÀ ieesä ceer ueeskeÀebHeg{s ceeb[t
MekeÀlees. cebgyeF& ceneHeeefuekesÀkeÀ[tve 1926 meeueeHe³e¥le
eEnotvee meeJe&peefvekeÀ GlmeJee®³ee yeeyeleerle ceesþe Dev³ee³e
meesmeeJee ueeiele Demes. cegmeueceeveeb®³ee leeyetleebvee

meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer ceb[He GYeejC³eemeeþer HejJeeveieer Je
c³egefveefmeHeeefueìeruee cegUer®e Yee[s ÐeeJes ueeiele vemes. HeCe
eEnotvee ieCesMeeslmeJee®es ceb[He GYeejC³eemeeþer HejJeeveieer,
efMeJee³e Yeb³ekeÀj Yee[s YejeJes ueeiele Demes. ®eeUeR®³ee ceO³e
HeìebieCeele pejer SkeÀeos íle GYeejues, lejerner
c³egefveefmeHeeefueìer Yee[s DeekeÀejer! ne Dev³ee³e ceeP³ee keÀeveer
³eslee®e ceer lees c³egefveefmeHeue keÀe@jHeesjsMeve®³ee Yej meYesle
vepejsle DeeCeuee. l³eemeeþer KeìHeì keÀjeJeer ueeieueer.
³egeqkeÌleJeeoeves lees HeìefJeuee. (l³eekeÀeUer c³egefveefmeHeue
keÀefceMevej, Heesueerme keÀefceMevej ieesjs DeefOekeÀejer Demele)
iesueer leerve Je<ex c³egefveefmeHeue keÀe@jHeesjsMeveves meoj He#eHeeleer
Dev³ee³e  otj kesÀuee Demetve eEnotvee cegkeÌle HejJeeveieer lemes®e
eEnot GlmeJeebvee Deelee Yeto¥[ YejeJee ueeiele veener.''
De. n. ieês : DeeHeu³ee keÀeceefiejer®es mJeªHe [esÈ³eele
YejC³eemeejKes Deens. celeoejebvee legce®³ee efJe<e³eer
DeeojYeeJe   Je   DeeHeuesHeCee   GlHeVe   nesF&ue.

meebieC³ee®es leelHe³e& ns keÀer, [e@. JesuekeÀjeb®³ee
KeìHeìercegUs c³egefveefmeHeue keÀe@jHeesjsMevekeÀ[tve eEnotbvee
lesJneHeemetve meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer, keÀesþsner
ieCesMeeslmeJee®ee ceb[He IeeueC³ee®eer HejJeeveieer keÀj ve Yejlee
efceUt ueeieueer. DeeefCe lesJneHeemetve, cebgyeF&le®e keÀe³e! cebgyeF&
yeensj, cebgyeF& Òeebleeyeensj, DeefKeue cenejeä^ele, meJe&
c³egefveefmeHeefueìeRveer, ûeeceHeb®ee³eleeRveer cebgyeF&®es DevegkeÀjCe
keÀªve, eEnotvee keÀj ve Yejlee meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer
ieCesMeeslmeJee®es ceb[He IeeueC³ee®eer HejJeeveieer efoueer Deens.

³ee ³eMee®es meJe&mJeer Þes³e efìUkeÀ jeä^er³e GlmeJee®es
Glmeener mes¬esÀìjer cebgyeF&®es efìUkeÀefMe<³e [e@. cees. yee.
JesuekeÀj ³eebvee efoues Heeefnpes, DeeefCe les JeeJeies þjCeej veener.

meboYe& : `veJeer ceewpe', efoveebkeÀ. 25-01-1929
mebHeeokeÀ : De. n. ieês
GlmeJe ceb[U, cebgyeF&leerue ieCeHeleer
GlmeJee®eer keÀe³e&¬eÀce Heef$ekeÀe,
(DeJ³ekeÌle ueeskeÀceev³e yeeU iebieeOej efìUkeÀë ÒeleeHe JesuekeÀj,
efìUkeÀ mceejkeÀ ì^mì, HegCes)

efìUkeÀ jeä^er³e GlmeJe
eEnotbvee meeJe&peefvekeÀ efþkeÀeCeer keÀj ve Yejlee, ieCesMeeslmeJee®es ceb[He

GYeejC³ee®eer ÒeLece®e HejJeeveieer, 1926
- ÒeleeHe JesuekeÀj
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Gvee[ ìHHet
l l l l l [e@. megceve veJeuekeÀj lllll
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`GÐeeHeemetve cegUer®e cemleer keÀje³e®eer veener.
keÀesCeeueener Deesj[e³e®eer mebOeer®e Ðee³e®eer veener.' ìHHetves
je$eer PeesHeleevee þjJeueb. HeCe cemleer ve keÀjC³ee®³ee
keÀeUpeerves lees PeesHesletve o®eketÀve leerve JesUe peeiee Peeuee.
eflevner JesUe efceÆ keÀeUesKeeuee efYeTve l³eeves Hegvne [esUs
efceìtve Iesleues DeeefCe PeesHeuee keÀmee-yemee. meenefpekeÀ®e
oeroeruee l³ee®³ee DeeOeer peeie Deeueer. oeroer oele Ieemele
nesleer lesJne  ìtLeHesmì®³ee Jeemeeves ìHHetuee peeie Deeueer.

`Deelee oeroer®³ee Heg{s Iegmetve oele keÀmes Ieemee³e®es?
cemleer keÀje³e®eer veener Demeb lej þjJeueb³e. HeCe oele
Ieemee³euee IegmeCeb cnCepes cemleer Lees[er®e Demeles?' ìHHetves
ceveeuee mecepeeJeueb DeeefCe IegmeCeej®e neslee lees. HeCe
Iegmeuees lej oeroer Deesj[Ceej DeeefCe oeroer Deesj[Ceej
cnCepes ̀ IegmeCeb' ner cemleer®e DemeCeej, Demeb Jeeìueb Hegvne.
ceie l³eeves oeroeruee oele Ieemet efoues DeeefCe ceie®e Ieemeues
oele. otOe efHeleevee lees nUt®e oeroeruee JeWiee[tve oeKeJeCeej
neslee, HeCe lesJe{îeele Hegvne DeeþJeueb keÀer cemleer keÀje³e®eer
veener³es. ceie keÀmeb keÀe³e JeWiee[e³e®eb yegJee? keÀmeb-yemeb otOe
efieUtve ieHHe yemeuee lees. ogOeele efyeefmkeÀì yeg[Jetve
Kee³e®eerner DeeþJeCe Peeueer veener. ceOeu³eeceOes MesJeìer
efyeefmkeÀìb leMeer®e megkeÀer Keeuueer DeeefCe Yejues ®etU.

MeeUs®³ee yemeceOes efMejleeveener lees ®egHe®eeHe jebiesletve
®e{uee. efKe[keÀerle yemee³emeeþer ceejeceejer ve keÀjlee
MegYeceuee efKe[keÀer®eer peeiee efoueer. yeeF& efMekeÀJele
Demeleevee meejKeer PeesHe ³esle nesleer l³eeuee. HeCe peebYeF&meg×e
efoueer veener l³eeves. `peebYeF& osCeb' cnCepes HeCe cemleer Demet
MekeÀles vee! ceOeu³ee megÆerle `DeebOeUer keÀeseEMeyeerj'
KesUleevee Hejeieves l³ee®³ee [esÈ³eebvee veerì ©ceeue yeebOeuee
veJnlee. meieUspeCe efomele nesles l³eeuee ©ceeuee®³ee
Keeuetve; lej ìHHetves ®ekeÌkeÀ [esUs yebo keÀªve Iesleues mejU
©ceeuee®³ee Deele. Peeueb keÀe³e,  keÀer DeKKeer ceOeueer megÆer
mebHeueer lejer keÀesCeerner HekeÀ[ueb iesueb veener. yebo [esÈ³eeb®³ee
Deelee HeeCeerner pecee³euee ueeieueb ceie. HeCe veener cnCepes
veener GIe[ues ìHHetves [esUs. Deelee GÐee Hegvne jep³e I³eeJeb

ueeieCeej. `keÀener njkeÀle veener.' ìHHetves mecepeeJeueb
mJele:uee . ogHeejer lej Deepeeruee pejener $eeme ve oslee ìHHetves
l³eeuee cegUer®e ve DeeJe[Ceejer ieJeejer®eer Yeepeer
®eHeeleeryejesyej Keeuueer.

``cegjebyee nJee keÀe js yeeUe?'' Deepeerves  ve jenJetve
efJe®eejueb®e.

``vekeÌkeÀes.''  ìHHetves peesjele meebefieleueb. pesJee³euee peje
peemle JesU ueeieuee. HeCe ìHHetves HeeveeceOeueer Yeepeer
mebHeJeueer®e. `ogmeN³eeboe HeCe I³eeJeer keÀe Lees[er?' Demeener
efJe®eej Deeuee l³ee®³ee ceveele. HeCe vekeÀes, lees peje Deleer
MeneCeHeCee®e nesF&ue' Demeb mecepeeJeueb l³eeves mJele:uee.

efìJeu³ee-yeeJeu³ee ve keÀjlee  SkeÀe peeieer yemetve l³eeves
DeY³eeme kesÀuee. Deepe l³eeves Deepeesyeeb®ee ®e<cee ueHeJeuee
veener. efpevee Glejleevee ®eej-®eej Hee³eN³eebJeªve G[îee
ceeju³ee veenerle. SJe{b®e veJns, lej mebO³eekeÀeUer HeÊes
KesUleevee nUt®e JeeketÀve Debieo®eer Heeveb HeCe Heeefnueer
veenerle.

SkeÀ®e leeme keÀeìt&ve Heentve l³eeves ìer. Jner. yebo kesÀuee
lesJne cee$e DeeF&-yeeyeebveener ®ene efHelee-efHelee þmekeÀe
ueeieuee. ogmeN³ee efoJemee®eer MeeUs®eer HegmlekebÀ DeeHeueer
DeeHeCe keÀe{tve, ve nekeÀ ceejlee ìHHet pesJee³euee ³esTve
yemeuee lesJne lej oeroer cnCeeueer®e, ̀ `keÀe³e ìHHet, MeeUsle
yeeF¥veer oce efouee Jeeìleb Deepe?''

ìHHetves vegmeleer®e ceeve nueJeueer. HeCe mekeÀeU®eer®e
ieJeejer®eer Yeepeer Hegvne Heeveele Heentve cee$e l³eeuee
keÀmeblejer®e Jne³euee ueeieueb. ³ee JesUer ve efJe®eejlee®e
Deepeerves cegjebyee Jee{uee DeeefCe DeeìHeueb SkeÀoe®eb keÀmeb-
yemeb.

je$eer lej ve meebielee®e ìHHetves oele Ieemee³euee meg©Jeele
kesÀuesueer Heentve Deepeesyeebveer efJe®eejueb®e, ̀ `keÀe³e ìHHetjeJe,
ìtLeHesmì®eer ®eJe DeeJe[ueer Jeeìleb?''

``veener Deeyee,'' ìHHetves MeebleHeCes GÊej efou³eeJej
Deepeesyeeb®eer Kee$eer®e Peeueer, `oele ogKele DemeCeej
kegÀþuee lejer.'



Kejb lej efoJemeYej Deefpeyeele cemleer kesÀuesueer veJnleer.
keÀeue je$eerner leerve JesUe PeesHesletve peeie ³esTve ìHHet Gþuee
neslee. Deepe PeesHe ueies®e ueeiee³euee nJeer nesleer. HeCe keÀener
kesÀu³ee ìHHetuee PeesHe cnCetve ³esF&vee. meejKee ³ee kegÀMeerJeªve
l³ee kegÀMeerJej.

õ ``Deepe DeeHeuee ìHHet Deieoer þHHet Peeuee neslee.
cemleer veener, obiee veener.'' DeeF& yeeyeebvee meebiele nesleer.

``ceie yejb Deens keÀer. veenerlej cemleer keÀªve vegmelee $eeme
osle  Demelees.'' yeeyee cnCeeues, HeCe DeeF&uee Heìueb veener.

``FlekebÀ Meeblemeg×e yejb Jeeìle veener. Lees[er lejer cemleer
kesÀueer®e Heeefnpes cegueebveer.'' DeeF&®eb cnCeCeb ìHHetuee
Heìueb®e. ceie keÀener ketÀme yeoueeJeer ueeieueer veener l³eeuee.
ueies®e iee{ PeesHe ueeieueer Deieoer.
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jeCeer cnCeeueer, ``³eeJej SkeÀ®e GHee³e
yeekeÀer®³ee jeC³eebvee keÀje yee³e-yee³e.''
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ceeP³ee cegueer®es, DeHes#ee®es ueive 7 peguew 2011 jespeer
DecesefjkesÀleerue `v³et³ee@ke&À' Menjer keÀjC³ee®es þjues.
l³eevegmeej ceePes Heleer, ceer Je ceePeer DeeF& ¿eebveer lesLes
peeC³eemeeþer SefÒeue ceefnv³eeHeemetve®e le³eejer meg© kesÀueer
nesleer. Deecne efleIeebkeÀ[s one Je<ee¥®ee efJePee le³eej®e
neslee. HeCe ³e#eÒeMve ceeP³ee yeeyeeb®ee neslee. veeleer®³ee
ueiveeuee peeC³ee®eer l³eebvee leerJe´ F®íe nesleer. HeCe
Hee³eeb®³ee ogKeC³eecegUs Je Je=×lJeecegUs ceveeveb DeeefCe
Mejerjeveb ogye&ue Peeuesu³ee ceeP³ee yeeyeebvee 20 leemeeb®ee
efJeceevee®ee ÒeJeeme PesHeC³eemeejKee veJnlee. l³eele®e ces
ceefnv³eele oesve JesUe l³eebvee ne@efmHeìueele oeKeue keÀjeJes
ueeieues nesles. Deecneuee lej leerve DeeþJe[s DecesefjkesÀle
jneJe³ee®es nesles. FlekesÀ efoJeme yeeyeebvee þsJee³e®es kegÀþs?

meJe& ieesäer J³eJeefmLele Ie[Ceej Demeleerue DeeefCe
DeeHeueer peyejomle F®íeMekeÌleer Demesue lej leMeer
HeefjefmLeleer efvecee&Ce nesles. Keej®³ee newMeer keÀuee cebefoje®es
SkeÀ keÀe³e&keÀlex Þeer. ue#ceerkeÀeble GHe&À ÒekeÀeMe yeeUepeer
vee³ekeÀ Deece®³ee ceoleeruee Heg{s Deeues. l³eebveer meebefieleues
keÀer Keej oeb[Hee[e ³esLes cee©leer cebefojepeJeU `mejuee
DeePeeo veefme¥ie nesce' Deens. les HeÀkeÌle pesÿ
veeieefjkeÀebmeeþer ®eeueefJeues peeles. ³eesi³e cetu³e IesTve les
legce®eer KeeC³ee®eer jenC³ee®eer GÊece J³eJemLee keÀjleele.
ceer ceeP³ee DeeF&uee pesJne ceer Je ceePeer Helveer DecesefjkesÀuee
Je ceuesefMe³eeuee iesuees neslees lesJne oesve, leerve ceefnves
þsJeues nesles. mejuee DeePeeo ¿ee mJele: [e@keÌìj
Demeu³eecegUs lesLes jneCeeN³ee Je=×eb®es jespe yue[dÒesMej
HeneCes, FvedM³egeEueie osCes, JesUsJej Deew<eOe ieesÈ³ee osCes
ner keÀeces l³ee mJele: l³eeb®³ee veefme¥ie Je mìeHeÀ keÀjleele.
cegK³e cnCepes ³esLeerue mJe®ílee, JesUsJej mekeÀme pesJeCe!

me=äer®es keÀeue®e¬eÀ Deveeefo keÀeUeHeemetve meg© Deens.
ceeveJeer peerJeveele ns®e keÀeue®e¬eÀ DevegYeJeC³ee®eer JesU
³esles l³eeJesUer peerJevee®ee DeKesj®ee ìHHee Deesueeb[Ceb
efkeÀleer DeJeIe[ Deens ³ee®eer peeCeerJe  nesles. Je=×lJeecegUs
ceveeveb DeeefCe Mejerjeveb ogye&ue Peeuesueer ceeCemebner

Iejeleerue DeveskeÀebvee vekeÀesMeer Jeeìleele. Deepeejer,
DeHebie, efJemcejCe Peeuesues Je=×, DeefleJe=× ³eebveener Demes
peieCes vekeÀesmes Jeeìles. kegÀìgbyeeves efPe[keÀejuesu³ee,
Dee³eg<³eeuee kebÀìeUuesu³ee Je ceveeves Ke®euesu³ee Je=×ebvee
iejpe Demeles leer cee³es®eer. DeMee®e Je=×ebvee DeeF&meejKeer
cee³ee efceUeJeer ³eemeeþer Òe³elveMeerue Deensle. [e@keÌìj
mejuee DeePeeo HetJee&Þeceer®³ee Keeslee®³ee Jee[erleerue
[e@keÌìj mejuee nìeUkeÀj. mJele:®³ee ceeuekeÀer®³ee
Òemetefleie=ne®es ©Heeblej Je=×eÞeceele keÀªve DeeHeu³ee
JewÐekeÀer³e %eevee®ee GHe³eesie Lees[eHeÀej ogmeN³ee®ee DeeOeej
IesTve mJele:®³ee ieesäer mJele: keÀª MekeÀCeeN³ee
Je=×eb®³ee mesJesmeeþer keÀjerle Deensle. l³eeb®³ee meesyeleeruee
efoJemeHeeUer Je je$eHeeUer®³ee vemeeame Je Dee³ee keÀece
keÀjleele. mJe³ebHeekeÀ Iejeleerue eqðe³ee GÊece mJe³ebHeekeÀ
keÀjleele. MeekeÀenejer DeeefCe ceebmeenejer oesvner ÒekeÀej®es
pesJeCe Je veeMlee lesLes osC³eele ³eslees.

efleLes ÒeJesMe IesC³eemeeþer Heg{erue Deìer HeeUeJ³ee
ueeieleeleö
1) keÀeþer IesTve keÀe nesF&vee l³ee J³ekeÌleeruee ®eeuelee
efHeÀjlee Deeues Heeefnpes. DeebIeesU, yeeLe©ce Je Meew®eeuee
peeCes p³ee®es l³eeuee keÀjlee Deeues Heeefnpes.
2) l³ee J³ekeÌleeruee keÀesCeleener jesie vemeeJee. jkeÌleoeye,
ceOegcesn kebÀì^esueceO³es DemeeJee.
3) Oegce´Heeve eEkeÀJee ceÐemesJeve Fl³eeoer J³emeve vemeeJes.
4)veefme¥ie nesce®³ee þjuesu³ee JesUsvegmeej l³ee J³ekeÌleeRveer
DeebIeesU, veeMlee, pesJeCe pesJeeJes. Giee®e peeiejCe
keÀªve Flejebvee $eeme osT ve³es.

Deecner l³eeb®³ee meJe& Deìer ceev³e keÀªve ceeP³ee
yeeyeebvee 28 petve les 23 peguewHe³e&le lesLes jneC³eeme
þsJeues. yeeyee cnCeeues, ``80 Je<ee&®³ee Dee³eg<³eele
DeveskeÀ yejsJeeF&ì DevegYeJe Iesleues lesJne nemeg×e veJee
DevegYeJe IesTve Heent! Je=×eÞeceeleerue Je=×eb®³ee mecem³ee
keÀe³e Demeleele l³ee lejer mecepeleerue!''

³esLes SkeÀ veceto kesÀues Heeefnpes keÀer ne Je=×eÞece

Demeener SkeÀ DeeieUe DevegYeJe!
l l l l l meew.efvekesÀlee ÒeMeeble jeCes l l l l l
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ce³ee&efole ueeskeÀebmeeþer Deens. ³esLes HeÀkeÌle 12 J³ekeÌleeRvee®e
ÒeJesMe efouee peelees. l³eele one Je=× lesLes keÀe³ecemJe©Heer
jenleele. oesve Je=×eb®³ee peeiee Deece®³ee meejKes
leelHegjl³ee mees³eer®eer iejpe Demeuesu³eebmeeþer þsJeuesu³ee
Deensle. ner lej SkeÀ cenÊJee®eer mees³e Deens. DeeHeu³ee
efÒe³e J³ekeÌleeruee keÀe³ece®es otj ve þsJelee Iejer SkeÀekeÀer
peerJeve peiele Demeleevee keÀener efoJeme Flej ueeskeÀebceO³es
jentve efJe®eejeb®eer osJeeCeIesJeeCe keÀjlee ³esles. oj
MeefveJeejer nesCeeN³ee ceveesjbpevee®³ee keÀe³e&¬eÀceele
menYeeieer neslee ³esles.

Òel³eskeÀ J³ekeÌleeruee mJeleb$e Heuebie, keÀHeeì, ìsyeue
osC³eele ³esles. ojjespe ®eeojer, HeebIe©Ce Je GMeeb®es DeYeś
yeoueC³eele ³esleele. Òel³eskeÀeuee HeeCeer efHeC³eemeeþer
JesieUe leeby³ee, keÀHe, HeeC³ee®eer yeeìueer osC³eele ³esles.
DeebIeesUeruee iejce HeeCeer osC³eele ³esles. yeeLe©ceceO³es
peeC³eemeeþer lesLes GHeueyOe Demeuesueer Dee³ee meJee¥vee
ceole keÀjles. Òel³eskeÀe®ee meeyeCe, ìe@Jesue yeeLe©ceceO³es
þsJeCes, DeebIeesU Peeu³eeJej Òel³eskeÀe®³ee Keesueerle vesTve
þsJeCes, Òel³eskeÀe®es Oegleuesues keÀHe[s, ve@HekeÀerve, ©ceeue
l³ee l³ee J³ekeÌleer®³ee HeuebieeJej þsJetve osCes, ner meJe& keÀeces
`Dee³ee' keÀjleele. Òel³eskeÀ J³ekeÌleer®eer Deew<eOes Je leer
IesC³ee®es ìeF&ce ìsyeue vemeeAienesce®³ee Dee@efHeÀmeceO³es pecee
kesÀuesues Demeleele. l³eevegmeej vemeeame ³esTve Òel³eskeÀeuee
Deew<eOes osleele. yeeyeeb®³ee efJeveesoer mJeYeeJeecegUs oesve
leerve efoJemeele®e meJee&ceO³es les veJeerve Deepeesyee cnCetve
Hee@H³eguej Peeues. ojjespe Òel³eskeÀpeCe ³esTve Deepeesyee,
keÀenerlejer veJeerve peeskeÌmed meebiee vee Demes Heeþerme ueeiele
Demele.

yeeyeebvee SkeÀ®e kebÀìeUe ³esle Demes keÀer mekeÀeUer 6
®³ee DeeOeer Gþtve ye´Me keÀªve DeebIeesUeruee peeCes.
cnCetve l³eebvee meJee&®³ee MesJeìer GþJele. mekeÀeUer 6
Jeepelee ®ene Je efyemkeÀersìs, veblej 8 Jeepelee otOe,

iegHe®etHe
HeÀesve cnCeeuee ceesyeeF&ueuee ®eeWye[e

ceesyeeF&ue cnCeeuee HeÀesveuee IejkeÀeWye[e

HeÀesve DeeHeuee ef®e[tve yemeuee ieHHeö

ceesyeeF&ueves HeeþJeues Smescesme OeHeeOeHe.
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keÀebosHeesns, GHecee, [esmes Fl³eeoer YejHetj veeMlee. ogHeejer
12 Jeepelee iejce iejce ®eHeel³ee Je meeûemebieerle pesJeCe.
Hejle ogHeejer 4 Jeepelee ®ene, efyeefmkeÀìs eEkeÀJee YesU,
HeeCeerHegjer Fl³eeoer KeeCes. je$eer 7.30 Jeepelee pesJeCe.
Heeefnpes Demeu³eeme 9 Jeepelee otOe osC³eele ³esles DeeefCe
Òel³eskeÀe®³ee Keesueerleuee ìer.Jner. yebo keÀªve, keÀeUesKe
keÀªve mekeÌleer®eer efJeÞeebleer IesC³eele Yeeie Hee[leele.

ojjespe mebO³eekeÀeUer 5 les 7 JeepesHe³e&le ÖesÀMe nesTve
cegK³e ne@ueceO³es meJee¥veer SkeÀ$e pecetve efvejefvejeÈ³ee
mebmLeeb®es ÒeefleefveOeer ³esleele l³eeb®³eeMeer ieHHeeìHHee keÀjCes,
efouesu³ee efJe<e³eeJej ®e®ee& keÀjCes, efveyebOe mHeOexle Yeeie
IesCes, l³eemeeþer  Je=×ebvee ceole keÀjleele. efveyebOe DeeHeCe
yeesuele peelees l³ee DeeHeu³eeuee uesKeefvekeÀ cnCetve ceole
keÀjleele. efHeÀpeerDeesLesjHeermì Je ³eesiee efMe#ekeÀ ³esTve
meJee¥vee J³ee³eece keÀjeJe³eeme ueeJeleele. lesLes vesne
veeJee®eer SkeÀ mee³ekeÀe@uee@peer®eer efJeÐeeefLe¥veer ³esles.  leer
Je=×eb®³ee efpeJneÈ³ee®³ee efJe<e³eeJej ÒeMve efJe®ee©ve
meJee&vee yeesueles keÀjles. meJee¥vee iele peerJevee®ee Dee{eJee
IesTve legcner legce®³ee Dee³eg<³eeleerue DevegYeJee®es
Deeveboe®es #eCe meebiee Demes meebietve l³eeJej ®e®ee& keÀjles.
keÀesCeeuee ieeCes ³esle Demesue lej l³eeves ieeCes cnCeeJes.
keÀesCeeuee veeìkeÀeleerue mebJeeo ³esle Demeleerue lej les
cnCeeJesle. keÀLeekeÀLeve, efJeveesoer efkeÀmmes meebieeJesle
DeMeeÒekeÀejs leer meJee¥vee yeesueles keÀjles. keÀesCeer ieefnJe©ve
Deeu³eeme l³eeb®³ee HeeþerJe©ve cee³es®ee nele efHeÀjJeles.
DeMeeÒekeÀejs legcner ³esLes SkeÀìs Deenele ner YeeJevee otj
keÀjC³ee®ee Òe³elve keÀjleele. cegK³e cnCepes meJe&peCe
nmele KesUle DeeHeu³eeMeer Jeeieleele.

7 peguewuee veeleer®es ueive Demeu³eecegUs yeeyee
mekeÀeUer veJeerve keÀHe[s HeefjOeeve keÀªve yemeues nesles.
meJee¥vee l³eebveer uee[t Je JesHeÀme& Jeeìues. veefme¥ie nesceves l³ee
efoJeMeer meJee¥vee DeeF&eqm¬eÀce efouee.

yeeyeeb®³ee Iejer Hejle peeC³ee®³ee Deeou³ee efoJeMeer
meJee¥veer l³eevee efvejesHe osC³ee®ee keÀe³e&¬eÀce keÀªve
iegueeyee®es HetÀue efoues. SkeÀe yeeF&ves `#eCe Deeuee
Yeei³ee®ee' ns ieeCes cnìues. yeeyeebveer HeCe `ìebie eEìie
eEìiee' ns ieeCes mJele: cnìues Je meJee¥vee cnCeeJe³eeme
ueeJeues. mvesne ¿ee keÌueeke&Àves efJe®eejues, ³esLeerue 22
efoJemeeb®es JeemleJ³e legcneuee keÀmes Jeeìues? lesJne
yeeyeeveer meebefieleues keÀer, `JeemleJ³e Deieoer megKeeJen
Peeues. HeCe GÐee ceer ceeP³ee Iejer peeCeej lesJne ceeP³ee
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ceveele efJe®eej Deeuee keÀer ueive nesTve cegueieer keÀe³ece®eer
meemejer peeles. Hejbleg mebOeer efceUeueer lej ceensjer peeC³eeme
SkeÀoce GleeJeUer keÀe Demeles les ceuee Deepe keÀUues!''

yeeyeebvee Iejer Hejle DeeCeC³eeme ceer Je DeeF& pesJne
iesuees  lesJne SkeÀ®e efJe®eej Deece®³ee ceveele Deeuee keÀer,
efveoeve leelHegjleer mees³e keÀjC³ee®eer Heeþejs ÒeYeg
®e@efjìerpedkeÀ[s mees³e Peeueer lej l³eebveer leer MekeÌ³elees
keÀjeJeer! yeesueCes meesHes Deens HeCe keÀjCes keÀþerCe Deens ns
ner eflelekesÀ®e Kejs Deens! HeCe ns mJeHve pej JeemleJeele
Glejues lej oeveMetj Demeuesuee Heeþejs ÒeYeg ueeKeeb®³ee
osCei³ee osC³eeme vekeÌkeÀer®e Heg{s mejmeeJesue. keÀejCe Deepe
leer SkeÀ keÀeUe®eer iejpe Deens! yeeyeeb®³ee lesLeerue
JeemleJ³eele DeeHeu³ee %eeleerleerue peJeU peJeU 51
J³ekeÌleeRveer yeeyeebJejerue Òesceeves l³eeb®eer efJe®eejHetme
keÀjC³eemeeþer ¿ee vemeeAienesceuee Yesì efoueer. l³ee
Òel³eskeÀe®³ee ceveele Deece®³eemeejKee®e efJe®eej Deeuee
Demesue!

mejmJeleer Jejoeve
meHle$eÝMeeR®³ee mebieeletve
FbêOeveg<³ee®³ee jbieeletve õ (1)

JekeÌle=lJee®³ee jeveeceO³es
keÀefJeleeb®³ee HeeveeJejleer õ (2)

meele megjeb®³ee leeueeJejleer
SkeÀe megbojer®³ee mJeHeveeceO³es õ (3)

jesHeìs Deeues ueneve
l³eeuee mejmJeleer®es Jejoeve
l³eeuee Meejos®es Jejoeve õ (4)

õefceeEueo megneme ÒeOeeve
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ceePes efJeosMe ieceve
l l l l l nsceuelee kesÀMeJe keÀesþejs l l l l l
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Hejceséeje®³ee ke=ÀHesves Je ceePee cegueiee ke@Àve[e
(ìesjeWìes) Je cegueieer Dee@mìŝefue³ee (efme[veer) ³esLes
JeemleJ³eeme Demeu³eeves ceuee leerveoe Dee@mìŝefue³ee (SkeÀ
Je<e&) leerveoe ke@Àve[e (veT ceefnves) Je oesveoe DecesefjkeÀe
(HebOeje efoJeme) Demes JeemleJ³e Ie[ues. Dee@mìŝefue³ee®³ee
ÒeLece Jeejerme efveIeC³eeHetJeea oer[ oesve ceefnves DeeOeer
cegueiee Je cegueieer HeÀesveJe©ve ÒeJeemeemeboYee&le DeveskeÀ
met®evee keÀjerle nesles keÀejCe lees ceePee SkeÀìersves®e ÒeLece
efJeceeve ÒeJeeme Je leesner HejosMe ieceve. veblej®es Flej meJe&
ÒeJeeme ceer SkeÀìerves®e kesÀues. ceePee Heefnuee ÒeJeeme cebgyeF&-
efme[veer Je leesner Lesì ÒeJeeme, ne mee[s lesje leemee®ee
ÒeJeeme keÀjleebvee ceveeJej SkeÀ ÒekeÀej®es HeÀej o[HeCe
nesles. Hejbleg megowJeeves ÒeJeeme megKekeÀj Peeuee. iebiesle Iees[b
vneueb. Jejerue eflevner osMeele cegueiee (megosMe) Je cegueieer
(ÒeepekeÌlee) ¿eeb®esyejesyej yejs®e Ye´ceCe kesÀues. lesLeerue
keÀener ieesäer yeg×erme Je ceveeme YeeJeu³ee. Hejbleg keÀener
ieesäer ceveeuee ©®eJelee Je He®eJelee Deeu³ee veenerle. Kejs
cnCepes Jejerue leerve osMeebleie&le JeCe&ve 6-7 Heeveele
keÀjCes DeMekeÌ³e Deens. lejerner ¬eÀceJeej JeCe&ve ceeP³ee
meeO³ee-meesH³ee Mewueerle Je Lees[keÌ³eele keÀjC³ee®ee Òe³eeme
keÀjerle Deens. keÀejCe ceer keÀener ne[e®eer uesefKekeÀe
veJns.
1) Dee@mìŝefue³ee osMe ne #es$eHeÀUe®³ee ¢äerves efJeMeeue
Deens. l³eeleerue yeje®e ÒeosMe JeeUJebìer Deens. ³ee
osMeeJej yeje®e keÀeU efye´ìerMe meece´ep³ee®es DeeefOeHel³e
Demeu³eeves meenefpekeÀ®e osMeeJej efye´efìMeeb®eer íeHe
peeieespeeieer efometve ³esles. l³eecegUs®e keÀoeef®ele Yeejle Je
Dee@mìŝefue³eeleerue keÀe³eÐeele yejs®e meeOec³e& Deens. Yeejle
Je Dee@mìŝefue³eeleerue nJeeceeveelener yejs®e meec³e Deens.
Hejbleg Dee@mìŝefue³eele yeeje ceefnv³eele kesÀJnener HeeTme
He[lees. Deelee ceer Heeefnuesu³ee Dee@mìŝefue³eekeÀ[s JeUles.

efme[veer ns Menj meve 1788 uee Jemeues. ke@Àveyesje ner
Dee@mìŝefue³ee®eer jepeOeeveer Demeueer lejer DeeefLe&keÀ
jepeOeeveer efme[veer Deens. DeewÐeesefiekeÀ nsletves meve 1788

uee [eefue¥ie nejyej yeebOeC³eele Deeues. meve 1857
meeueer nejyejceO³es `HeerjceeBì' ye´erpe yeebOeC³eele Deeuee.
peieeleerue Del³eble pegvee Je efJepesJej ®eeueCeeje Je
mejkeÀl³ee He×leerves (mJeeRie mHeeve ye´erpe) Je þjeefJekeÀ
keÀesveeceO³es Je þjeefJekeÀ JesUeves GIe[Ceeje ne ye´erpe
Deens. ye´erpe GIe[uee keÀer Jejerue jnoejer yebo nesles. Je
Keeuetve ceesþer ceeueJeent penepes yeensj He[leele.
efme[veeruee mecegêefkeÀveejer®es peieÒeefme× `Dee@Hesje neTme'
yeebOeues Deens. [svceeke&À®³ee pee@ve& ³egìPeesve veeJee®³ee
le©Ce Fbefpeefve³ejves ¿ee Jeemlet®es ef[PeeF&ve Je yeebOeCeer®es
keÀece kesÀues. peieeleerue DeeOegefvekeÀ mLeeHel³ee®ee Glke=Àä
vecegvee cnCetve ¿ee®ee GuuesKe neslees. meve 2007uee
efme[veer ``Dee@Hesje neTme'' ®es veeceefveoxMeve peiee®³ee
Glke=Àä SsefleneefmekeÀ Jeemlet®³ee ³eeoerle peenerj Peeues.
nejyej®³ee Heefjmejele®e SkeÀ ceesþs celm³eeue³e Deens. pes
mecegêeKeeueer yeveefJeC³eele Deeues Deens. nîeele veeveeefJeOe
ceemes Je mecegêeleerue keÀesjume þsJeC³eele Deeues Deensle.
efme[veerle ceesþs ceesþs Heeke&Àmed yeefIeleues. l³eeHewkeÀer
``keÀesDeeuee Heeke&À''yeefIeleuee. keÀesDeeuee ne ÒeeCeer cetU
Dee@mìŝefue³eeleerue. ¿ee®es JewefMeäîe cnCepes ne kesÀJeU
efveueefiejer®eer Heeves®e KeeTve  peielees Je Pee[eJej 18-
20 leeme PeesHetve jnelees. efveueefiejer Pee[ ns cetU®es
Dee@mìŝefue³ee®es®e. ¿ee®³ee MeskeÀ[es peeleer Deensle.
Heeke&ÀceO³es DeveskeÀ ÒeeCeer Je He#eer yeIeeJe³eeme efceUeues.
l³eeHewkeÀer SkeÀ keÀebiee©. keÀebiee© ÒeeCeer cetU®ee
Dee@mìŝefue³ee®ee. Dee@mìŝefue³eve ``keÀeBvìeme''
SDejJespe®³ee efJeceevee®³ee MesHeìeJej ueeue jbiee®es
keÀebiee©®eb ef®e$e Demeles. `uuet ceeBvìvmed' ns efme[veer
MenjeHeemetve yejs®e ueebye Deens. ke@ÀHìve kegÀkeÀ veeJee®ee
peieÒeJeemeer meJe&ÒeLece uuet ceeBvìvmed ³esLes Glejuee. Je
l³eeves lesLes®e JeemleJ³e kesÀues.  ³esLes Ieveoeì efveueefiejer®es
DejC³e nesles. ¿ee Heefjmejeleerue efvemeie& HeÀej®e
efJeueesceveer³e Deens. ¿ee Hene[eJej leerve Gb®e megUkesÀ
Mespeejer Mespeejer Deensle. l³eebvee `Le´er efmemìme&' Demes
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cnCeleele. efme[veer Je cesueyeve& ¿ee oesve Menjeb®³ee
Jeeoeletve MesJeìer meve 1908uee `ke@Àveyesje' ner
Dee@mìŝefue³ee®eer jepeOeeveer keÀjC³eele Deeueer. efme[veerletve
keÀejves leerve leemee®³ee DeblejeJej ns Menj Jemeues Deens.
ke@Àveyesje ns HetCe&le: veJeerve Je efve³eespeveyeboj Menj
JemeefJeC³eele Deeues. efMekeÀeiees ³esLeerue Jee@uìj yeuex
ûeerHeÀerve Je cesjerDee@ve ceesleer ûeerHeÀerve ³ee oesve
mLeeHel³ekeÀejebveer ke@Àveyesje ³ee Menje®eer j®evee HeÀej
megboj kesÀueer Deens. ke@Àveyesjeuee mecegêefkeÀveeje veener.
Hejbleg Jejerue oesve mLeeHel³ekeÀejebveer lesLes ceveg<³eefveefce&le
efJeMeeue mejesJej efvecee&Ce kesÀues. ner Dee@mìŝefue³ee®eer
jepeOeeveer Demeu³eeves ³esLes Dee@mìŝefue³ee®³ee HebleÒeOeevee®es
JeemleJe efþkeÀeCe Deens. Heeue&ceWì neTme, ne³ekeÀesì&,
jeä^er³e ìekeÀmeeU (ceeRì), jeä^er³e mebûeneue³e, jeä^er³e
ûebLeeue³e, efvejefvejeUer cenÊJee®eer MeemekeÀer³e keÀe³ee&ue³es
Deensle. Jejerue meJe& yeeyeer ueeskeÀebvee yeIeC³eeme Kegu³ee
Deensle. Jejerue Fceejleer ¿ee Glke=Àä mLeeHel³ee®ee vecegvee
nesle. ke@Àveyesjeuee peeleebvee Dee@mìŝefue³eve ef¬eÀkesÀìJeerj
ye@́[ceve®es pevceieeJe ueeieles.  l³ee®es pegves Iej Je l³ee®³ee
JeeHejeleerue Jemletb®es mejkeÀejves mebûeneue³e keÀªve l³ee®es
peleve kesÀues Deens.  DeewÐeesefiekeÀ Je DeeefLe&keÀ¢äîee
cesueyeve& ns Menj ceesþs Deens cesueyeve&uee efJeMeeue
mecegêefkeÀveeje ueeYeuee Deens. cesueyeve&ntve Heg{s 243
efkeÀueesceerìj®ee ûesì DeesMeve [^eF&Jn Deens. keÀejves
peeleebvee SkeÀerkeÀ[s Gb®e Hene[ lej ogmeN³ee yeepetuee
meueie 243 efkeÀueesceerìj®ee efHeÀkeÀì efnjJeì jbiee®ee
DeLeebie mecegê. ne keÀej®ee ÒeJeeme HeÀej®e ceveesnejer
neslee. ne ÒeJeeme keÀjleevee mecegêeleerue 12 DeHeesmìumed
yeefIeleues. cesueyeve&ntve Heg{s ye@ueejì ³esLeerue meesv³ee®eer
KeeCe yeefIeleueer. meve 1850uee ³esLeerue meesv³ee®³ee
KeeCeer®ee MeesOe ueeieuee. KeeCeerle Deele peeC³eeme ÒeJesMe
efceUlees. ³esLes meesv³ee®eer Jeerì yeveJeC³ee®es Òeel³eef#ekeÀ
oeKeefJeleele. Dee@mìŝefue³ee osMe ne Keefvepe
mebHeÊeerkeÀefjlee Òeefme× Deens. peieeleerue SketÀCe
³egjsefve³eceHewkeÀer ®eeUerme ìkeÌkesÀ ³egjsefve³ece SkeÀìîee
Dee@mìŝefue³eele Deens. ³eeefMeJee³e efnjs, meesves, ueesn Je
keÀesUmee ner Keefvepesner HeÀej ceesþîee ÒeceeCeeJej Deensle.
cesueyeve&®³ee keÀener DeblejeJej efHeÀefueHme yesìs Deensle.
³esLeerue mecegêefkeÀveejs HeÀej megboj Deensle. ³esLeerue
JewefMeäîe cnCepes mecegêele mekeÀeUer KeeÐeekeÀefjlee iesuesues
HesveeqiJevme met³e& ceeJeUu³eeJej DebOeejele LeJ³ee-LeJ³eeves

mecegêeletve yeensj ³esleele. veblej SkeÀ jebie keÀªve
efkeÀveeN³eeJej ³esTve DeeHeeHeu³ee Iejìîeele peeleele. ner
HesveeqiJeve Hejs[ yeIee³euee KetHe  ueeskeÀeb®eer ieoea Demeles.
HeÀej cepesMeerj ¢<³e Demeles. SketÀCe Dee@mìŝefue³eeuee
efJeMeeue mecegêefkeÀveeje, efveefye[ DejC³es, efJeMeeue
Hene[, YejHetj JeeUJebì,DeceeHe Keefvepe mebHeÊeer
ueeYeu³eeves mece=×er Je meOevelee Deens. Demes cnCeleele
keÀer ueeskeÀmebK³es®³ee leguevesle Yeejle ÒeefleJe<e& SkeÀ
Dee@mìŝefue³ee efvecee&Ce keÀjlees.

ceer Dee@mìŝefue³eentve ke@Àve[eme (ìesjeWìes) cegueekeÀ[s
Òe³eeCe kesÀues. Yeejle Dee@mìŝefue³ee ³ee ÒeJeemeeHes#ee
Dee@mìŝefue³ee-ke@Àve[e ne ÒeJeeme ueebye®ee Deens.
Dee@mìŝefue³ee Je ke@Àve[e®es nJeeceeve SkeÀceskeÀeb®³ee Deieoer
efJe©× Deens. Dee@mìŝefue³eentve efveIelesJesUer efnJeeUe
(keÀ[keÀ Leb[er) nesleer lej l³ee®eJesUer ke@Àve[ele GvneUe
®eeuet neslee. Hejbleg GvneUe Demetve efvemeie& efnjJeeieej Je
HeÀej®e megboj neslee. ³esLes meneceefnves GvneUe Je mene
ceefnves efnJeeUe Demelees. yeeje ceefnves HeeTme He[lees.
yejs®e efoJeme yeHe&À®e Demelees. lesLeerue Pee[ebHewkeÀer
JewefMeäîe cnCepes ef¬eÀmeceme ì^er Je cesHeue®eer Pee[s.
ef¬eÀmeceme®eer Pee[s DeepeHe³e&le ef®e$eele Je efmevesceele
yeefIeleueer nesleer. Hejbleg Deelee ceer Òel³e#e yeIeeJe³eeme
efceUeueer. ef¬eÀmeceme®eer Pee[s cnCepes DeCekegÀ®eeroej
met³ee&®eer Heeves. cesHeue ì^erner megboj Demeles. SDej ke@Àve[e
¿ee SDejJespe®³ee efJeceeveeJej cesHeue®es ueeue Heeve
Demeles. lemes®e jeä^OJepeeJejner cesHeue®es Heeve Demeles.
ke@Àve[e®eer jepeOeeveer DeesìeJee Deens. Hejbleg DeeefLe&keÀ
jepeOeeveer ìesjeWìes Deens. ³esLes mJeeleb$³eeHetJeea efye´ìerMe Je
ÖeWÀ®eeb®³ee Jemeenleer Je DeefOeHel³e nesles. l³eecegUs ke@Àve[ele
Fbûepeer Je ÖeWÀ®e ¿ee oesvner Yee<eeb®es ÒeYeglJe Deens.
efye´efìMeeb®³ee DeefOeHel³eeKeeueerue ÒeosMeeuee Dee@ìesefjDees

meoea
KeesketÀve efye®eeje Peeuee yespeej,

KeeskeÀu³eeJej kesÀues GHee³e npeej

SkeÀoe ®egketÀve eEMekeÀuee Oe[eced

KeeskeÀu³ee®eb keÀece Peeueb leceece.
-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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ÒeesJnervme Je ÖeWÀ®eeb®³ee DeefOeHel³eeKeeueerue  ÒeosMeeuee
keÌ³egyeskeÀ ÒeeseqJnvme veeJe efou³ee iesues. ìesjeWìesuee
DeefleefJeMeeue mejesJej Deens. ¿eeuee®e Dee@ìesefjDees ueskeÀ
cnCeleele. ns mejesJej vemetve ne peCet DeLeebie meeiej®e
Deens. ¿eele ceesþer ceesþer penepes ®eeueleele.
efJeOeel³ee®³ee efoJ³e efveefce&leer®es pesJe{s keÀewlegkeÀ keÀjeJes
lesJe{s Lees[s®e. ke@Àve[e ne osMe peieeceO³es cegK³elJes
``vee³eieeje'' ¿ee OeyeOey³eekeÀefjlee Òeefme× Deens.
vee³eieeje ne OeyeOeyee, `vee³eieeje' ¿ee veoercegUs
yeveuesuee Deens. ner veoer DecesefjkeÀe Je ke@Àve[e ¿ee oesve
osMeebletve peeles. l³eecegUs OeyeOey³ee®ee keÀener Yeeie
DecesefjkeÀe Je keÀener ke@Àve[ele Deens. l³eeJej ye´erpe
yeebOeu³eecegUs keÀejves ye´erpeJeªve DecesefjkesÀme peelee ³esles.
DecesefjkesÀleerue OeyeOeyee mejU js<esle Deens lej
ke@Àve[eleerue OeyeOeyee ieesueekeÀej (Iees[îee®³ee veeues®³ee
DeekeÀeje®ee) Demeu³eeves ke@Àve[eleerue OeyeOey³ee®es ©He
Òe®eb[ Je DeÒeeflece efomeles. DecesefjkesÀleerue ueeskeÀmeg×e
ke@Àve[eleerue vee³eieeje OeyeOeyee yeIeC³eeme DeeJepet&ve
³esleele. vee³eieeje yeIeleebvee YeieJeblee®³ee YeJ³e-efoJ³e
efveefce&leer®eer Òeef®eleer ³esles. je$eer efoJ³eeb®³ee jes<eCeeF&le
vee³eieeje®es ©He HeÀej®e megboj efomeles. ogmejs mLeU
cnCepes `meerSve ìe@Jej'. ìe@JejJeªve mebHetCe& ìesjeWìes
Menje®ee osKeeJee HeÀej megboj efomelees. ke@Àve[eceO³esner
ceesþs ceesþs Heeke&Àmed Deensle. ¬egÀ[eJej peeTve ``LeeTpeb[
Dee³eueb['' ®eer meHeÀj kesÀueer. ìesjeWìesle yejer®e osJeUs
Deensle. l³eeHewkeÀer SkeÀ cnCepes ``mJeeceer veeje³eCe
cebefoj'' nes³e. ns cebefoj HetCe&le: mebiecejJejer Deens.
Yeejleeleerue keÀejefiejebkeÀ[tve®e le³eej Peeues Deens.
Yeejleeleerue efoueJee[e cebefojeMeer yejs®e efceUles pegUles
Deens. ns cebefoj cnCepes Yeejleer³e mLeeHel³ee®ee Glke=Àä
vecegvee nes³e. ns cebefoj yeIeC³eeme Yeejleer³e Je ke@Àvesef[³eve
Je Flej ueeskeÀner DeeJepet&ve ³esleele. ìesjeWìes J³eefleefjkeÌle
eEkeÀimìve, DeesìeJee, ceeBìŝDeue Je keÌ³egyeskeÀ, cemekeÀeskeÀe
ner Menjs yeefIeleueer. eEkeÀimìve ns Menj HeÀej pegves Deens.
³esLes pegveer Òeefme× ³egefveJnjmeerìer Deens. ¿ee MenjeJej
HetCe&le: efye´efìMeeb®eer íeHe efomeles. DeesìeJee ner ke@Àve[e®eer
jepeOeeveer Deens. ³esLes yeN³ee®e mejkeÀejer Fceejleer Je YeJ³e
®e®e& Deensle. ¿ee Fceejleer cnCepes efye´ìerMe mLeeHel³ee®ee
Glke=Àä vecegvee nes³e. ceeBìŝDeue ns Menj keÌ³egyeskeÀ
ÒeesJnervmeceO³es cees[les l³eecegUs ³esLes ÖeWÀ®eeb®ee þmee
efomelees. ³esLes ÖesÀb®e (yengleebMe) Yee<es®ee®ee JeeHej neslees.

yeN³ee®e efþkeÀeCeer Fbûepeer®ee DeYeeJe Deens. ³esLeerue
Fceejleer 200-250  Je<ee&HetJeea®³ee Demetve Je ®e®e& HeÀej
DeÒeeflece Deensle. cegK³e cnCepes FceejleeR®es peleve HeÀej
mebgoj kesÀues Deens. keÌ³egyeskeÀ ns Menj 400 Je<ee&HetJeea®es
Deens. ceuee ns Menj HeÀej DeeJe[ues. ³esLeerue YeJ³e
Fceejleer Je ®e®e& cnCepes ÖeWÀ®e mLeeHel³ee®ee Glke=Àä vecegvee
nes³e. keÌ³egyeskeÀ Menj yeIetve Hegvne ìesjeWìeskeÀ[s Hejleer®ee
ÒeJeeme keÀjleebvee `HeÀe@ue efmePeve' yeIee³euee efceUeuee.
³esLes HeÀe@ueefmePeve ìesjesìes®³ee leguevesle ueJekeÀj megª
neslees. ne keÀeU pescelesce SkeÀ ceefnvee Demelees Je lees
Gvneuee mebHeCes Je efnJeeUe megª nesCes ¿eeb®es ceO³es
Demelees. ef¬eÀmeceme®³ee Pee[eb®eer Heeves JeieUlee (l³ee
met³ee®e Demeleele) Flej meJe& Pee[eb®eer efnjJeer Heeves ueeue,
kesÀMejer, efHeJeUer, [eeEUyeer, leHeefkeÀjer jbiee®eer nesleele.
lemes®e yeN³ee®e HegÀueeb®es jbiener yeoueleele. efvemeiee&le
meieUerkeÀ[s efvejefvejeÈ³ee jbiee®eer GOeUCe®e nesles.
efvemeiee&®es DeveesKes ªHe yeIeeJe³eeme efceUles l³eeveblej®es
mene ceefnves (efnJeeUe) meJe& Pee[eb®eer Heeves Pe[uesueer
Demeleele. meieUer me=äer DeeskeÀeryeeskeÀer nesles. ceveele
Deeues, efJeOeel³ee®eer efkeÀce³ee yeIee keÀMeer Deens.
me=äerleerue meewo³ee¥®ee Nneme nesC³eeHetJeea (HeevePe[leer) lees
meeQo³ee&®eer ue³euetì keÀjlees Je HetCe& ®ewlev³e HegÀueJetve
peelees. cemekeÀeskeÀe ns Menj yeefIeleues. lesLes DeveskeÀ
efJeMeeue mejesJejs Deensle. lemes Henelee DecesefjkeÀe Je
ke@Àve[euee yeIee, mejesJejs ¿eeb®es Jejoeve®e Deens. l³eeJej
ceesþsceesþs efye®esme Deensle. l³eeJej yeeseEìie keÀjlee ³esles. ns
íesìsmes HeCe ogceoej Menj ceuee HeÀej DeeJe[ues.
SkebÀojerle Dee@mìŝefue³ee®³ee leguevesle ke@Àve[ele efvemeie&
HeÀej megboj Deens.

ceer Heeefnuesuee eflemeje osMe cnCepes DecesefjkeÀe. ner
peieeleerue cenemeÊee nes³e. peieeleerue DeveskeÀ osMeebleerue
JesieJesieÈ³ee Oecee&®es, peeleer®es Je yengYeeef<ekeÀ ueeskeÀ
SkeÀ$e ³esTve DecesefjkeÀe osMe le³eej Peeuee. meve
1776uee mJeeleb$³e efceUtve ``³egvee³eìs[ mìsìmed Dee@HeÀ
DecesefjkeÀe'' mLeeefHele Peeueer. DecesefjkesÀle SketÀCe 52
jep³eeb®ee meceeJesMe Deens. ceer Heeefnuesu³ee efþkeÀeCeeb®es
¬eÀceJeej JeCe&ve osle Deens. v³et³ee@ke&À Menj ns ce@ven@ìve
yesìeJej Jemeues Deens. v³et³ee@ke&À ns jep³e Deens. peieeleerue
DeLe&keÀejCee®eer GueLeeHeeueLe pesLes Ie[les l³ee cenemeÊes®es
ÒecegKe keWÀê cnCepes ``v³et³ee@ke&À mìe@keÀ ceekexÀì.'' ner
Fceejle yeensªve yeefIeleueer. ¿ee®e FceejleerpeJeU mìe@keÀ



ceekexÀì®ee Òeefme× YeJ³e yegue Deens. lees leeby³ee®ee Demetve
l³ee®es Jepeve 7 ìve Deens. lesLes cepee cnCetve HeÀesìes
keÀe{uee. v³eg³ee@ke&À cnCepes GÊegbie YeJ³e-efoJ³e Fceejleer.
meieUerkeÀ[s PeiePeieeì. ceesþs ceesþs Heeke&Àmed v³et³ee@ke&À
cnCepes cee³eeveiejer®e. ³egvee³eìs[ vesPevme efyeequ[bie, v³et
ScHee³ej mìsì efyeequ[bie, ìeF&ce mkeÌJesDej, keÀener
c³egefPe³ecmed, p³egefue³ee c³egefPekeÀ mketÀue®eer efyeu[eRie
yeefIeleueer. peieeleerue efvejefvejeÈ³ee osMeeleerue ueeskeÀ ³esLes
c³egefPekeÀ®es ÒeefMe#eCe IesC³eeme ³esleele. keÀejCe ner SkeÀ
peieceev³e Òeefme× mebmLee Deens. v³et³ee@ke&À®ee meWì^ue Heeke&À,
lemes®e ì^cHeÀ HueePee®eer YeJ³e Fceejle yeefIeleueer.
mecegêeleerue Òeefme× yeǵ¬eÀefueve ye´erpeJeªve ÒeJeeme kesÀuee.
Òeefme× mJeeleb$³e osJeles®es (mì@®³eg Dee@HeÀ efueyeìea) mceejkeÀ
yeIee³euee peeleevee ÒeLece HesÀjer yeesì Sefueme yesìeJej
vesleele. Sefueme yesìe®es cenÊJe cnCepes peieeleerue
JesieJesieÈ³ee osMeebletve DecesefjkesÀle Deeuesues ueeskeÀ ÒeLece
Sefueme yesìeJej Glejle. lesLes l³eeb®eer meJe& ÒekeÀej®eer
FefceûesMeve He[leeUCeer nesF&. Deelee lesLes ``FefceûesMeve
c³egefPe³ece'' yeebOeC³eele Deeuee Deens. l³eele 1600
meeueeHeemetve 2010He³e¥le DecesefjkesÀle keÀesCel³ee osMeeletve
efkeÀleer ueeskeÀ Deeues, ¿eeefJe<e³eer®eer DeekeÀ[sJeejer
oMe&efJeC³eele Deeueer Deens. HeÀej HetJeea Deeuesu³ee
ueeskeÀeb®es pegves meeceeve, l³eeb®es HeÀesìes ¿eeb®es HeÀej megboj
ÒeoMe&ve kesÀues Deens. lesLetve Heg{s efueyeìea yesìeJejerue
mJeeleb$³e-osJeles®ee YeJ³e HegleUe yeefIeleuee. HetJeea efueyeìea
yesìe®es veeJe ``Jes[ueesJe' Demes nesles. Hejbleg 1956 uee les
yeouetve ``efueyeìea Dee³eueb['' Demes keÀjC³eele Deeues.
ne HegleUe yeveefJeC³eeme yeN³ee®e osMeeb®es menkeÀe³e& Deens.
ns DecesefjkesÀleerue meJee&le Gb®e mceejkeÀ Deens Je les
DecesefjkesÀ®es jeä^er³e mceejkeÀ cnCetve mLeeHeve Peeues. ¿ee
osJeles®³ee GpeJ³ee neleele mJeeleb$³e-p³eesle Je [eJ³ee
neleele DecesefjkesÀ®eer Ieìvee Deens. v³et³ee@ke&À®³ee HeeLe
jsuJesletve (v³etpemeea les v³et³ee@ke&À) ÒeJeeme kesÀuee. ner jsuJes
mecegêe®³ee Keeueer HeeC³eele yeebOeC³eele Deeueer Deens. ¿ee
jsuJes mìsMeveceOetve v³et³ee@ke&Àuee yeensj He[lee#eCeer
Lees[îee®e DeblejeJej Jeu[& ìŝ[ meWìj®³ee pegv³ee
Fceejleer®eer peeiee yeefIeleueer. p³ee Fceejleer 2001 uee
onMeleJeeÐeebveer vesmleveeyetle kesÀu³ee nesl³ee. l³eeleerue
SkeÀ Fceejle yeebOetve HetCe& Peeueer Deens. Je ogmejer®es
yeebOekeÀece ®eeuet Deens. v³et³ee@ke&Àuee mecegêeKeeueer
yeebOeuesu³ee ì@veueceOetve keÀejves ÒeJeeme kesÀuee. ¿ee

meieÈ³ee DeeOegefvekeÀ ieesäeR®ee DevegYeJe Iesleu³eeJej
ue#eele ³esles keÀer Kejb®e! DecesefjkeÀe ner peieeleerue SkeÀ
yeuee{îe cenemeÊee Deens. Hejbleg meO³ee efle®eer
DeLe&J³eJemLee [ecee[esue Peeueer Deens. v³et³ee@ke&Àveblej
Jee@eEMeiìve [ermeerceO³es Ye´ceCe kesÀues. ³esLeerue Heefnues
JewefMeäîe cnCepes DecesefjkesÀ®³ee DeO³e#eeb®es pesLes JeemleJ³e
Demeles les ``JneF&ì neTme'' ogªve yeefIeleues. lesLes
meeceev³e ceeCemeebvee Deele ÒeJesMe vemelees. ner Heeb{N³ee
MegYe´ jbiee®eer YeJ³e Fceejle Deens. ke@ÀefHeìue nerue ner
mebHetCe& Heeb{jer MegYe´ Fceejle Deens. FceejleerJej ceesþe Gb®e
Iegceì Deens. ³esLes ³egvee³eìs[ mìsì Dee@HeÀ DecesefjkesÀ®³ee
efmevesì®ee keÀejYeej ®eeuelees. l³ee®es®e meceesj DecesefjkesÀ®es
Gb®e mceejkeÀ (cee@v³egceWì) Deens. Deecner 4 peguewuee
Jee@eEMeiìve [ermeerceO³es neslees. 4 peguew ne DecesefjkesÀ®ee
mJeeble$³eefove. ¿ee efoJeMeer jml³eeJeªve oesve leemee®eer
Hejs[ Demeles. ner Hejs[ jml³ee®³ee yeepetuee Keeueer
peefceveerJej yemetve (meJe&®e yemeuesues eEkeÀJee GYes nesles)
yeefIeleueer. yeB[®³ee leeueeJejerue Hejs[ yeIeC³eemeejKeer
Demeles. Jee@eEMeiìve [ermeer cnCepes YeJ³e c³egefPe³ece®es
Deeiej®e. yejs®e DeÒeeflece c³egefPe³ece yeefIeleues. l³eeleerue
`mHesme c³egefPe³ece' HeÀej DeeJe[uee. jeF&ì yebOegveer
G[Jeuesu³ee Heefnu³ee efJeceeveeHeemetve les Heg{erue meJe&
megOeeefjle efJeceeveeb®eer cee@[sume þsJeC³eele Deeueer Deensle.
lemes®e l³eeb®ee Feflenemener osC³eele Deeuee Deens. lesLes
SkeÀ mHesmeJejerue `Le´er[er' [e@keÌ³egceWìjer efHeÀucener
yeefIeleueer. ``uee³eye´jer Dee@HeÀ keÀe@ûesme'' ner Jeemlet
cnCepes Glke=Àä mLeeHel³ee®ee Glke=Àä vecegvee nes³e. ¿ee
mLeeHel³eeefJe<e³eer®e efuene³e®es Peeues lej ®eej Heeves DeHegjer
He[leerue. ner uee³eye´jer cnCepes peieeleerue meJee&le ceesþs
%eevee®³ee Yeeb[eje®es ÒeJesMeÜej®e Deens.  cenÊJee®eer yeeye
cnCepes meve 1776 meeueer DecesefjkesÀme mJeeleb$³e
efceUeues. l³ee mJeeleb$³e keÀjeje®³ee (ef[keÌuejsMeve Dee@HeÀ

GHee³e
uesKekeÀeuee SkeÀoe efuene³euee®e meg®esvee

uesKe-efyeKe, keÀLee-efyeLee keÀenermeg×e pecesvee

meceer#es®³ee Òeebleele lees efMejuee ceie mejU

ogmeN³eebJej DeesketÀ ueeieuee ìerkesÀ®eb iejU.

-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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Fb[erHesv[vme) nmleefueefKelee®³ee Òeleer (cetUÒele veJns)
ueeskeÀevee Jee®eveemeeþer þsJeC³eele Deeu³ee Deensle.
HeWìeiee@ve®eer Fceejle HeÀej ogªve yeefIeleueer. yeesìefvekeÀue
iee[&ve yeefIeleues. ns jeä^er³e SsefleneefmekeÀ iee[&ve cnCetve
Òeefme× Deens. ³egefve³eve mìsMeve yeefIeleues. ns peieeleerue
SkeÀ YeJ³e mìsMeve Deens lemes®e mLeeHel³ee®ee Glke=Àä
vecegvee nes³e. efHeìmedyeie& Je ûeesefmeìer ner oesve Menjs
yeefIeleueer. efHeìmedyeie&uee Yeejleer³eeb®es megboj yeeueepeer
cebefoj yeefIeleues. ûeesefmeìer ner keÀHe[s Je pees[s ¿eeb®es
KejsoerkeÀefjlee Òeefme× Deens. keÀejCe lesLes keÀHe[s Je
pees[îeeJejerue ì@keÌme (10-11 ìkeÌkesÀ) yemele veener.
l³eecegUs ³esLes ceesþîee ÒeceeCeeJej Kejsoer kesÀueer peeles.

SkebÀojerle Dee@mìŝefue³ee, ke@Àve[e Je DecesefjkeÀe ³esLeerue
pegv³ee Jeemlet keÀmeesMeerves peleve keÀjC³ee®eer ÒeJe=leer  Je leer
Debceueele DeeCeC³ee®eer keÀuee JeeKeeCeC³eemeejKeer Deens.
¿ee meJe& Fceejleer yeIeleebvee ceve Lees[s efJe<eCCe Peeues keÀer
ner ÒeJe=Êeer YeejleekeÀ[s keÀe veener? DeeHeu³ee Yeejleelener
DeveskeÀ DeÒeeflece meeQo³e&mLeUs Deensle. Hejbleg l³eeb®es peleve
kesÀues peele veener.

yejs Demees. SkebÀojerle Demes ceePes leervener osMeeb®es
Ye´ceCe Peeues. Hejbleg Òel³eskeÀ HesÀjer®es JesUer Hegvne keÀOeer
DeeHeu³ee Yeejleele peeles; Demes nesle Demes. ogmeN³ee
osMeeble efkeÀleerner megKeemeerve Je Peieceieerle peerJeve efceUeues
lejer DeeHeCe p³ee ceeleerle pevceuees, Jee{uees, yenjuees
l³ee ceeleerleerue HeeUcetU ogmejerkeÀ[s ©peJeCes ¿ee Je³eele
MekeÌ³e nesle veener ns®e Kejb! ie[îee DeeHeguee ieeJe yeje!

✳✳✳✳✳

BEST    WISHESH

FROM

PARAJ BANSIDHAR DHURANDHAR

menue
osJeUeleu³ee osJeeves kesÀueer leerLe&#es$eeb®eer menue

ìJeìJeerle JeeìC³eeSsJepeer l³eeuee Deeueer cejieU

kegÀþs DeefOekeÀ ceesþer jebie, kegÀþuee Òemeeo ìsmìer

menue DeOeea®e mees[tve Deeuee nesTve og:Keer keÀäer.

-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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ceesieue DeeefCe ceesieueeF& HeoeLe&
l l l l l efJeéeeme DeeEpekeÌ³e l l l l l

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss

F. me. 1526 ceO³es HeeefveHele ³esLes yeeyej DeeefCe
Fye´eefnce ueesoer ³eeb®³eele ue{eF& nesTve l³eele yeeyeje®ee
efJepe³e Peeuee DeeefCe eEnogmleeveele ceesieue IejeC³ee®eer
cegntle&ces{ jesJeueer iesueer. yeeyejeveblej ngcee³etve, DekeÀyej,
penebieerj, Menepeneve, Deewjbiepesye Demes SkeÀe HeeþesHeeþ
SkeÀ yeeoMene ³ee jepeJeìerle Peeues. Yeejleer³e HeekeÀ
keÀues®es JewYeJe  megª Peeues les®e cegUer ³ee ceesieue
meece´ep³eele. ceesieueeb®³ee DeemekeÌle Je jbiesue mJeYeeJeecegUs
efpeYes®es ®ees®eues HegjJeues iesues. yeeyej 1526 ceO³es ceesieue
mece´eì cnCetve efouueer®³ee eEmenemeveeJej yemeuee Keje.
HeCe yeeyej Je l³ee®ee cegueiee ngcee³etve ³eebvee KeeC³eeHes#ee
efHeC³eele®e peemle jme neslee. DekeÀyej yeeoMeneuee cee$e
KeeC³eeyejesyej®e veJeerve veJeerve KeeÐeHeoeLe& keÀªve
HeneC³ee®eer newme nesleer. l³ee®³ee keÀejefkeÀoeale ceesieueeF&
HeekeÀkeÀuee keÀUmeeuee Hees®eueer nesleer. mJele: HeekeÀkegÀMeue
DemeCeeN³ee DekeÀyej yeeoMene®³ee YeìejKeev³ee®es
DeefOekeÀejer Je<ee&®³ee megªJeeleeruee®e efJeefJeOe ÒekeÀej®eer
Oeev³es, megkeÀecesJee, meepetkeÀ letHe, kesÀMej DeeefCe
ceebmeenejemeeþer GÊece peeleer®es ÒeeCeer-He#eer peceJetve
þsJeerle. ieeJeeHeemetve otj veoer®³ee keÀeþer ns ÒeeCeer ceejues
peele Je l³eeb®es ceebme Heesl³eele Yeªve DeeCeues peeF&.
yeeoMeneJej efJe<eÒe³eesie nesT ve³es cnCetve keÀesCeleener
HeoeLe& le³eej Peeuee keÀer DeefOekeÀejer ÒeLece lees ®eeKetve
yeIele DeeefCe ceie®e lees ìsyeueeJej vesuee peele Demes.

penebieerj ne ceefojs®³ee mebHetCe& Deenejer iesuee neslee.
SJe{s®e veJns; lej l³eeuee DeHetÀ®es J³emeve nesles. HeCe
Menepeneve cee$e DekeÀyejeÒeceeCes GÊece HeekeÀkegÀMeue
neslee. l³ee®³ee YeìejKeev³eele osMeesosMeer®³ee GÊece Jemlet
DeeCetve þsJeuesu³ee Demele. Menepeneve®³ee jep³eele SkeÀ
GÊece keÀyeeye yeveefJeCeeje keÀyeeyeJeeuee neslee. lees DeeHeueer
ke=Àleer keÀesCeeueener meebiee³e®ee veener. Menepeneveuee
ceebmeenej DeefleMe³e efÒe³e. Menepeneveuee leer ke=Àleer nJeer
nesleer. l³eemeeþer l³eeves keÀyeeyeJeeu³eeuee jepeJee[îeele
³esTve iejceeiejce keÀyeeye yeveJetve efKeueefJeC³ee®ee DeeosMe

efouee. DeeHeCe keÀyeeye yeveJet l³ee efþkeÀeCeer SkeÀner J³ekeÌleer
npej Demelee keÀecee ve³es DeMeer Deì Ieeuetve keÀyeeyeJeeuee
le³eej Peeuee. l³eemeeþer l³eeuee pes meeefnl³e HegjJeC³eele
Deeues nesles. l³eeb®eer lebleesleble Jepeve ceeHes yeeoMeneves
DeeOeer®e veeWoJetve þsJeueer nesleer. peªj lesJe{s meeceeve
JeeHeªve yeekeÀer®es þsJe Demes keÀyeeyeJeeu³eeuee meebieC³eele
Deeues. l³eeves le³eej kesÀuesues mJeeefoä keÀyeeye Menepeneveves
cevemeeskeÌle Keeu³eeJej keÀyeeyeJeeuee efveIetve iesuee. l³eeveblej
Menepeveves jeefnuesues meeceeve Hegvne ceespee³euee ueeJeues.
l³eecegUs l³eeuee keÀesCeleer Jemlet efkeÀleer JeeHejueer les
DeeHeesDeeHe®e mecepeues. l³eeÒeceeCes mJele: keÀyeeye yeveJeues
lesJne kegÀþs l³eeuee Kejs meceeOeeve efceUeues. SKeeoe ÒekeÀej
ceenerle vemesue lej efkeÀleerner keÀä keÀªve lees Deelcemeele
keÀje³e®eer l³ee®eer le³eejer Demes.

Deewjbiepesyee®es Yeespeve cee$e meeOes nesles. lees jcePeeve®es
GHeJeemeosKeerue keÀjerle Demes. l³eeuee oeª®e veJns; lej
keÀmeuesner J³emeve veJnles. cegmeceeve ceÐeHeeve keÀjleevee
Dee{Uues lej l³eeb®es neleHee³e lees[C³ee®ee ngketÀce l³eeves
efouee neslee.

ceesieueeF& KeeÐeHeoeLee&lener efJeefJeOe ÒeeosefMekeÀ MewueeR®ee
þmee Gceìuesuee Deens. Òel³eskeÀ efþkeÀeCe®³ee HeoeLee&®es
JewefMeäîe JesieUs. l³eeb®ee Hemeeje nwêeyeeo, keÀeMceerj,
ueKeveew, Heefle³eeuee, HeeueveHetj Jeiewjs efþkeÀeCeer Hemejuee
Deens.

nwêeyeeo®³ee efye³ee&Ceer DeeefCe keÀyeeyeeb®ee {bie®e JesieUe
Deens. efvePeece-Gue-ceueerkeÀ ne nwêeyeeo mebmLeeve®ee
mebmLeeHekeÀ ceesieueeb®ee oKKeve®ee megYesoej. ceesieue
meece´ep³ee®eer iee[er Gleejeuee ueeieu³eeJej mJele:®es jep³e
mLeeHeve keÀjeJes Demes l³eeuee Jeeìues. efouueer mees[tve
³esleevee Jeeìsle SkeÀe Je=× ceeCemee®³ee PeesHe[erle cegkeÌkeÀece
kesÀuee Demelee l³ee iejerye Je=×eves l³eeuee kegÀue®es Kee³euee
efoues. efvePeeceeves meele kegÀue®es Keeuues Je HeeCeer efHeTve
efveIeeuee lesJne l³ee Je=× Heg©<eeves l³eeuee DeeMeerJee&o efouee
keÀer legP³ee meele efHe{îee jep³e keÀjleerue. les Kejsner Peeues.



mebmLeeves efJeueerve Peeueer lesJne pees MesJeì®ee efvePeece neslee
lees meeleJee efvePeece neslee. efvePeece iesues; HeCe kegÀue®es cee$e
Depetvener Deensle.

meJe& efvePeeceebveer Ssée³e& Yeesieues. efvePeeceeb®³ee ojyeejele
leerveMes Dee®eejer nesles. Òel³eskeÀ Dee®eejer SkesÀkeÀ HeoeLe&
keÀjC³eele JeekeÀyeoej. SkeÀ keÀyeeye keÀjC³eele, ogmeje
efceþeF& keÀjC³eele, lej eflemeje efyej³eeveer keÀjC³eele.
nwêeyeeoÒeceeCes jeceHetj nsner SkeÀ mebmLeeve nwêeyeeo®³ee
KeeueesKeeue KeeÐeHeoeLee&le veeJe efceUefJeuesues nesles.
jeceHetj®ee cenejepee nener KeeC³ee®ee MeewkeÀerve. SkeÀoe
efvePeeceeves l³eeuee pesJeCee®es Deeceb$eCe efoues. meesv³ee®³ee
Huesìmed, meesv³ee®es keÀeìs, ®ece®es, megN³ee Je efJeefJeOe
KeeÐeHeoeLee¥veer efvePeecee®es ìsyeue Yejues nesles. Jeerme
ÒekeÀej®es HegueeJe, DeveskeÀ Yeep³ee, meeþ ÒekeÀej®³ee
efceþe³ee Jeiewjs Jeiewjs. jeceHetj®³ee mebmLeeefvekeÀebveer les Heentve
cnìues keÀer, ``SJe{s HeoeLe& KeeCes ceuee MekeÌ³e veener. HeCe
les meJe& ceer ®eeKetve cee$e yeIeerve.'' les meJe& HeoeLe& ®eeKetve
yeIee³euee l³eebvee De[er®e leeme ueeieues. GÊeceesÊece cesJee,
Gb®eer kesÀMej, megiebefOele iegueeye HeekeÀÈ³ee, Demmeue
®eeboer®ee JeKe& JeeHeªve nwêeyeeoer KeeÐeHeoeLe& le³eej kesÀues
peele.

ueKeveew ³esLeerue HeoeLe& ocedHekeÀ Demele. keÀCeerkeÀ ueeJetve
meerueyebo kesÀuesu³ee Yeeb[îeele yeje®e JesU cebo peeUeJej
Debie®³ee jmeele efMepeefJeuesues HeoeLe& cnCepes ocedHekeÀ. ³ee
HeoeLee¥vee SkeÀe DeeieUer®e ueppele Demeles. megceejs oesveMes
Je<ee¥HetJeea ueKeveew®ee veyeeye DeemeHeÀGoewuee DeeHeu³ee
Òepesuee jespeieej efceUeJee cnCetve `yeje Fceece yeeje' ner
Fceejle je$eer yeebOetve mekeÀeUer Hee[tve ìekeÀerle Demes. l³ee
keÀeceieejebmeeþer je$eer ceeleer®³ee `yegKeejer' veeJee®³ee
YeÆerceO³es Yeele Je ceebme cebo Dee®esJej je$eYej efMepele Demes
Je mekeÀeUer l³ee keÀeceeieejebvee Jee{C³eele ³esle Demes.
SkeÀoe veyeeyeves menpe cnCetve ne HeoeLe& ®eeKeuee DeeefCe
leer ®eJe l³eeuee DeÒeeflece Jeeìueer. lesJneHeemetve
veyeeyeemeeþermeg×e cebo Dee®esJej efMepeefJeuesues ocedHekeÀ
HeoeLe& keÀjC³ee®eer He×le megª Peeueer.

efyej³eeveer ns HetJeea cegmeueceeve ueeskeÀeb®es®e KeeÐe mecepeues
peele Demes. yekeÀjer F&o, jcePeeve F&o ns  cegmeueceeveeb®es meCe
efyej³eeveerefMeJee³e meepejs nesCes MekeÌ³e veener. Hejbleg
DeefuekeÀ[s meieÈ³ee®e Oecee&®³ee Je peeleer®³ee ueeskeÀebceO³es
efyej³eeveer DeefOekeÀeefOekeÀ ueeskeÀefÒe³e Jne³euee ueeieueer
Deens. efyej³eeveer ³ee HeefMe&³eve Meyoeb®ee DeLe& leUCes Demee

Deens. efyej³eeveermeeþer ceìCe peJeU peJeU leUtve®e
Iesleues peeles. keÀeboener leUtve kegÀjkegÀjerle keÀªve
JeeHejleele. cnCetve®e Yeele Je leUuesues ceìCe SkeÀ$e
keÀªve pees HeoeLe& le³eej keÀjleele l³eeuee efyej³eeveer ns veeJe
He[ues.

ceesieueeF& ceebmeenejer HeoeLee&ÒeceeCes ceesieueeF&
MeekeÀenejer HeoeLe&ner Òeefme× Deensle. efceþe³ee lej DeveskeÀ
ÒekeÀej®³ee Deensle. yekeÀjer F&o®³ee Deeou³ee je$eer
leeboUe®³ee Heerþe®es jnce, ieJne®³ee Heerþe®es iegueiegues,
ceueeroe Demes iees[ HeoeLe& yeveJee³e®eer He×le Demeles. lej
Meerj Kegcee& ne yeejerkeÀ MesJe³eebHeemetve yeveJeuesuee iees[
ÒekeÀej keÀesCel³eener meCeeuee Demelees®e Demelees.

ceesieueeF& HeoeLee¥®eer ueppele Jee{efJeC³eemeeþer ns HeoeLe&
yengOee keÀunF& kesÀuesu³ee efHeleUs®³ee Yeeb[îeele,
keÀesUMee®³ee YeÆerJej, cebo Dee®esJej efMepeJeleele Je
Heeìîee JejJebìîeeJej Jeeìuesues lemes®e kegÀìuesues leepes
cemeeues JeeHejues peeleele. YeW[eryeepeeje®es ne@ìsue
Meeueerceej DeeefCe ûeBì jes[®es efouueer ojyeej ner ne@ìsues
Keeme ceesieueeF& KeeC³eemeeþer Òeefme× Deensle.
Meeueerceej®es ceeuekeÀ MeneyegÎerve MesKe ns cetU®es
peewveHetj®es. l³eeb®³eekeÀ[®es jmeesF&³es Keeme ceesieueeb®³ee
jmeesF& ³eeb®es JebMepe Deensle. Meeueerceej®ee jeve cemeeuee,
ceìCe oes H³eepee ns HeoeLe& DeefleMe³e Òeefme× Deensle. l³eeb®eb
cegie& cemeuuece Deieoer Deesefjefpeveue. Òel³eskeÀ HeoeLee&meeþer
JesieJesieUs cemeeues Je lesues JeeHejueer peeleele.

Jeebê³ee®³ee Heef½ecesuee yeepeej jes[ Je ®e@Hesue jes[®³ee
pebkeÌMeveJejerue mewHegÀÎerveYeeF&®es uekeÀer mìej ns lebotj
yekeÀN³eemeeþer Òeefme× Deens. (Smed. Jner. jes[Jejerue uekeÀer
jsmìe@jbì veJns) DeKKee yekeÀje lebotjceO³es Yeepetve l³eele
ef®ekeÀve efyej³eeveer Yejuesueer Demeles. HeCe lees Dee@[&j osTve
KeeC³eemeeþer 20-25  ceeCemes lejer nJeerle. lej meeblee¬etÀPe
mìsMeve®³ee yeensj Heef½ecesuee vee@Jnsuìer HetÀì ceeì&®³ee®e
cevmetj mee³ekeÀueJeeuee ³eeb®es Meyyeej ke@Àìjìme& efyej³eeveer
DeeefCe keÀìuesìmeeþer Òeefme× Deens. Òel³eskeÀe®es JewefMeäîe
JesieUs.

HetJeea®³ee keÀeUer ueeskeÀ keÀäeUt nesles. Jeenveeb®eer
HeÀejMeer mees³e veJnleer. YejHetj Hee³eHeerì keÀjeJeer ueeies.
l³eecegUs ceesieueeF& HeoeLee&®eer ueppele Jee{efJeCeejs cesJee,
meepetkeÀ letHeemeejKes pe[ HeoeLe& menpe He®ele Demele.
Deelee megKemees³eer Jee{u³ee. keÀä keÀceer Peeues HeCe efpeYes®es
®ees®eues Depetvener Meeyetle Deensle!
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SkesÀ efoJeMeer Deieoer ÒeLece, osJeeves iee³e efvecee&Ce kesÀueer Je efleuee meebefieleues, `let Mesleele pee Je
MeslekeÀN³eeyejesyej keÀä keÀj, Jeemejebvee pevce os DeeefCe MeslekeÀN³eeuee otOeogYelesner os. ³eemeeþer ceer
leguee meeþ Je<ee¥®es Dee³eg<³e oslees.' iee³e cnCeeueer, `FlekesÀ meeþ Je<ee&®es keÀäÒeo peerJeve
peieC³eeHes#ee, ceuee Jeerme Je<ex®e HeÀkeÌle peiet os, legPeer ®eeUerme Je<ex ceer leguee Hejle keÀjerle Deens.'
osJe cnCeeuee, `leLeemleg!'

ogmeN³ee efoJeMeer osJeeves kegÀ$ee efvecee&Ce kesÀuee. osJe l³eeuee cnCeeuee, `let efoJemeYej,
MeslekeÀN³ee®³ee Iejeyeensj yemetve l³ee®es j#eCe keÀj. keÀesCeerner ®eesj Deeu³eeme, YebgketÀve l³eeuee
nekeÀuetve os. ³eekeÀefjlee ceer leguee Jeerme Je<ee&®es Dee³eg<³e yeneue keÀjlees³e.'  kegÀ$ee osJeeme cnCeeuee,
`Jeerme Je<ex melele YebgkeÀCes ns HeÀej®e ueebyeer®es Jeeìles. l³eeHes#ee ceuee HeÀkeÌle one®e Je<ex peieCes
DeeJe[sue. legPeer one Je<ex ceer leguee Hejle keÀjerle Deens.' osJe cnCeeuee , `leLeemleg!'

eflemeN³ee efoJeMeer osJeeves ceekeÀ[ efvecee&Ce kesÀues Je l³eeme osJe cnCeeuee, `let ceeCemee®eer
keÀjceCetkeÀ keÀj, ceekeÀ[®esäe keÀªve, l³eeuee nmeJe! ³eekeÀefjlee leguee ceer Jeerme Je<ee&®es Dee³eg<³e
oslees! ceekeÀ[ cnCeeues, `melele Jeerme Je<ex SkeÀ®e keÀece keÀjCes efkeÀleer kebÀìeUJeeCes nesF&ue!
kegÀ$³eeÒeceeCes ceerner leguee legPeer one Je<ex Hejle keÀjerle Deens,' osJe cnCeeuee, `leLeemleg!'

®eewL³ee efoJeMeer, osJeeves ceeveJe efvecee&Ce kesÀuee Je l³eeme osJe cnCeeuee, `pee! Kee! heer! PeesHe
DeeefCe KesU! keÀenerner ve keÀjlee, KetHe, KetHe cepee keÀj! ³eekeÀefjlee ceer leguee Jeerme Je<ex oslees³e!
ceeCetme cnCeeuee, `keÀe³e? HeÀkeÌle Jeerme Je<ex? ceer keÀe³e cnCelees, ³ee ceeP³ee Jeerme Je<ee&le, let
iee³eerves Hejle kesÀuesueer ®eeUerme Je<ex, kegÀ$³eeves Je ceekeÀ[eves Hejle kesÀuesueer one, one Je<ex keÀe
efceUJeerle veenerme? cnCepes ceuee HetCe& SbWMeer Je<ex lejer peielee ³esF&ue. `osJe cnCeeuee, `leLeemleg!'

cnCetve®e Deelee, ceeCetme Heefnueer Jeerme Je<ex KeeCesefHeCes, KesUCes, PeesHeCes DeMeer cepee keÀjlees.
keÀenerner keÀece ve keÀjlee l³ee®es Jeerme Je<ee&®es Dee³eg<³e mejles. veblej®eer ®eeUerme Je<ex cee$e lees keÀä
keÀªve kegÀìbgefye³eemeeþer jeyele Demelees. (iee³eerÒeceeCes!) Heg{erue one Je<ex ceeCetme, veeleJeb[eyejesyej
ceekeÀ[®esäe keÀjC³eele oJe[lees DeeefCe MesJeì®eer one Je<ex lees (kegÀ$³eeÒeceeCes) HeÀkeÌle Iejemeceesj
yeepetves, ³esCeeN³ee peeCeeN³eeJej YegbketÀve, keÀìkeÀì keÀjC³eele IeeueefJelees.

efnleJeeo' ³ee  Fbûepeer  Je=ÊeHe$eeletve  meeYeej!
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`efnleJee[e' ³ee veeieHetj ³esLeerue owefvekeÀeleerue cetU Fbûepeer ueIegÊece keÀLes®ee DevegJeeo

DeeHeCe FlekeÀer Je<ex keÀe peielees..
õ keÀuHevee   megYee<e  keÀesþejs



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.

I had climbed a wooden stair-case of
an old bungalow in Khar. I 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 I joined the
Sanskriti Stree Mandal in Khar. There I met
her again! Soon a close friendship budded.
I 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 I 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 I wish, I
should have shown my N.R.I. grand-
daughter this Parbhi display!) Laxmi never

sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss
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A GRAND LADY
l Kalpana Subhash Kothare l

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 I realized the
information was not enough, she arranged
an appointment with her busy
granddaughter, Priyanka. At last I 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. I
thought she was joking so just to humour
her I agreed. Whoever heard of buying
Indian home-made bread-buns for a
N.R.I.? Ultimately I 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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Recently there was a discussion on
Facebook related to language and coincidently I
had come to Manila in Philippines where I met
people from different countries. This brings me a
reason to share something related to my
experience in communicating with people here.

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

One more important thing that I 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 even in front of us.

I and other colleague from China continued
speaking to each other in English. I 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 I asked her about what
language they speak in office, she said that they
speak Chinese / Mandarin. The fact is that
Chinese people are facing challenges in spoken
English.

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

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 it as second language and still have Tamil
as compulsory Language.

I 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
give their speech in their own language whereas
President of India gives speech in English.

I think we Indians have some fear to speak
either in our mother tongue or in our language.  I
feel first of all we should try to kick that fear out. If
we are successful to be fearless with language
then there won't be any necessity for each one of
us to make compulsion on young ones to be
conversant with English. If they aren't compelled
then they will also be able to focus on other
languages and will be stronger to meet people
from other parts of the world.

I 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. I really thank my parents for taking
good decision in sending me to English Medium
School (Not a Convent School).

Secondly I 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

LANGUAGE NO BAR!!
–Charudutta Dhairyawan



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 I wrote were in Marathi which has
reached many people. This time I have written in
English so as to reach those 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
Marathi friends).

I 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 Maharashtra where the regional
language is MARATHI, we should have pride in
Reading, Writing & Speaking MARATHI!!!

Òeefleef¬eÀ³ee
Your annual function was very good. But the time allotted for the debate was too short.

At least 5 minutes should have been given. I 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

k   ÒeYegle©Ce efoJeeUer DebkeÀ 2011 / 27   k



GROWING UP AGAN
Introduction
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It was a usual 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
all of us, and then it was our turn to finally 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 a closely knit group, there is never a need to
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
repent the most!" Well an ideal answer that we all
like to give is "I repent nothing in my life, as I 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? I am sure we all have some
actions or events to repent in our lives which we
never like to admit and keep covering them up by
saying  - "yes I admit it was a mistake but I don’t
repent it as I learnt a lot from it!" Well that sure is a
brave front to take and I am sure we learn a lot
from our mistakes, but I 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. I look at it as a chance to live my life
again! Well that is technically impossible, but
imagination can be as wild as that! And if I have to
imagine this then some of these mistakes I would

–Mayura Nayak
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like to undo.  Yes of course many of my mistakes
did teach me a lot, and were definitely required to
mould me into the person that I am today.
Imagine what a wonderful feeling it is to have the
maturity of a 30 year old and still have the ability to
change or undo certain actions that I 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, or which cause a fight between two 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
and borrow for the remaining weeks, 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 I introspect, I remember certain situations
which probably haven’t affected me much, but
have troubled someone else in many ways!
These are mistakes I may have committed
unknowingly which may have hurt someone and
in the heat of adolescence I 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 I
know I 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 I
would like to undo if I get a chance to live my life
again!

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

those formative years of our lives where the
experiences and learnings actually mould us into
unique individuals. Although we were 10 people
living in one house, our family extended over a
larger group with other cousins living in the same
building as us. We were a family of almost 30
living under the same roof! In school I remember
telling my teachers on various occasions that I
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 - A financially
and emotionally secure childhood! But what I
appreciate today, I took it for granted as a child. At
that time, at any given time, I could walk into any
of my uncle’s home and find someone to talk to or
play with right from a 75 year old to a 5 year old!
Today I 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 a kid I 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, I am eagerly
waiting for all of them to just come back in the re
constructed building to live together not even
bothering about those doors open or shut! When
my parents decided to leave that flat and settle in
Vikhroli, I visited my empty home many times
before relocating myself…. But many years later
recently when I saw pictures of our building
terrace posted by a cousin on Facebook, I
realized that I 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
fun n fares, had our birthday parties, in fact some
of us must have celebrated all our milestone
events on that terrace right from our own naming
ceremony to birthdays to wedding sangeets, to
baby showers and probably completed the circle



with our kids’ naming ceremony too! This ‘adda’
cannot be replaced by any other hang out area in
the world; still as a kid I never really appreciated it
as much as I do today! Such a wonderful
childhood probably could have just bettered had
I appreciated all these things while I experienced
them! If I have to grow up again, I 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 I could relive my complete life and imagine
what I would want to retain and undo in my life in a
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
fate and are not governed by anyone’s actions or
reactions. Are we destined to see happiness and
pain in the degree that we actually do or do we
decide that degree ourselves? Can we rule our
destiny? If I have to grow up again, Can I make

that small change in my life, where I can plan my
destiny? Can I undo an event when I have lost a
dear one? Can I 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! I don’t really know the
answer to this, but it would be great if in my
second chance of growing up I could edit my life
in such a fashion that I could contribute in a larger
way towards my fate not merely through my
actions and reactions, but by changing certain
patterns in life which seem rather unpleasant. I
know this isn’t possible in reality, but imagination
need not be bound! It is only in our mind’s eye that
we can see fiction and wishfully think of living it
someday! Alas! Growing up again does seem to
be a great option, but is not a reality… we are here
to live just ONE life, and we must do all we can to
live it to the fullest!! Here’s wishing all the readers
a very Happy Diwali and as we step into the New
Year, I wish another healthy, happy and
prosperous year for all of us to live to the fullest!

✽
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mebpeveeves HeÀesve kesÀuee Je ieCeHeleeroMe&veeuee
HeÀkeÌle SkeÀe®e ieesäer®ee HeeþHegjeJee kesÀuee. uesKe
nJee- TOPIC : GROWING UP AGAIN
lJeefjleener uesKe efuenerCeej nesleer cnCetve ceer ne®e
uesKe cejeþerle efuene³e®es þjJeues DeeefCe le©Cee®³ee
Jee{efoJemee®eer ENGLISH OR MARATHI OR
Bi.LANGUAL nîee efJe<e³ee®eer DEBATE leepeer
Demeu³eeves HeìkeÀve neskeÀejner efceUeuee.

GROWING UP AGAIN - cnCepes ``Hegvne
Jee{leevee'' keÀe `ueneveHeCe osiee osJee...' nîeeJej
Hegvne Jeeo-mebJeeo DeeefCe MesJeìer mebpeveeves
megneefmeveerleeF&Meer yeesuee³euee meebietve megìkeÀe keÀªve
Iesleueer.

megneefmeveerleeF&Meer yeesueCes ne SkeÀ Depetve®e
JesieUe DevegYeJe neslee. cee$e l³eeb®³eeyejesyej

kesÀuesu³ee efJe®eejcebLeveeletve SkeÀ íeve Oeeiee neleer
Deeuee. MeebleeyeeF¥®³ee `Hegvne veJeer pevcesve ceer' Jej
iee[er efmLejeJeueer DeeefCe ``Hegvne pevcesve ceer'' nîee
efJe<e³eeJej efMekeÌkeÀe ceesle&ye nesTve... The ball was
back in iny court.

Hegvne pevcesve ceer!! keÀe³e megboj keÀuHevee Deens.
Kejs®e, iesu³ee GC³eeHegN³ee yeeJeVe Je<ee&le pes keÀener
keÀje³e®es jentve iesues, les meJe& keÀje³e®eer Gceso ceveele
oeìtve Deeueer. Deel³eeyeeF&uee efceMee Demel³ee meejKes
keÀenermes nîee efJe<e³ee®es ªHe Demeues lejerner meowJe
mJeHvejbpeve keÀjCeeN³ee ceeP³ee ceveeuee ne efJe<e³e KetHe
YeeJeuee. peeJeso DeKlej nîee®³ee oesve DeesUer ceuee
Deelee melele DeeþJet ueeieu³ee.

``meye kesÀ KegMeer keÀe HeÀemeuee, SkeÀ keÀoce nw
nj IejceW yeme SkeÀ keÀceje keÀce nw!!''

veJee pevcesve ceer
mebpe³e oUJeer
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keÀe³e keÀe³e keÀje³e®es jentve iesues Deens...
KeebÐeeuee HebKe ueeJetve Gb®e G[e³e®es nesles... jentve
iesues.
Debleefj#ee®³ee HeeskeÀUerle DeCet nesTve efJenje³e®es
nesles... jentve iesues.
keÀefJeles®³ee veepetkeÀ DeesUeRle efJejIeUe³e®es nesles...
efJe%eevee®³ee HeefjYee<eWle [gbyee³e®es nesles...
HegÀueeb®³ee jeMeeRle Heng[Jee³e®es nesles...
meejs-meejs jentve iesues...

Je³ee®³ee DeþjeJ³ee Je<eea Je[erueeb®³ee
DeekeÀmceerkeÀ efveOeveeves keÀlexHeCee®eer Petue KeebÐeeJej
De[keÀJetve Iesleueer, DeeefCe ceie-meejs meejs jentve
iesues...

ÒeYegle©Cee®es GHekeÀej keÀer Deepe l³ee
meJee&Heemetve Deueie nesTve ``Hegvne pevcesve ceer...''
Demes cebLeve keÀje³euee efceUeues... HeCe Kejb®e pej
keÀe Hegvne pevce efceUeuee lej l³ee iele-mce=leeRmen
keÀmes Heg{s mejkeÀe³e®es... ueneveHeCeer Deecneuee
DeefleefÒe³e DeM³ee ieesìîee-YeesJejs nîeeb®es ceeP³ee veJ³ee
meJebie[îeebvee keÀe³e DeekeÀ<e&Ce JeeìCeej?... ueieesjer,
[yee-SwmeHewme, metj-Heejby³ee, keÀe®eHeeCeer,
peceJeuesueer efmeieejsì®eer HeeefkeÀìs Je l³eeb®ee KesU,
meeiejieesìs (nes³e- cegueiee Demetvener ceer meeiejieesìs
GÊece KesUle Demes Deieoer Hee®e DeeefCe mene
HeeKe[eRHe³e&le), ke@Àjce Je ®esme ®es De·s, ces cenerveeYej
melele kegÀìuesues HeÊes-DeeefCe efkeÀleer efJeefJeOe ÒekeÀej®es
les HeÊ³eeb®es [eJe- LADDIES, NOT-AT HOME, 5-
3-2 (eEkeÀJee 7/8), iegueece®eesj, Peyyet, yeoece
meÊeer DeeefCe cegK³e cnCepes efyePeerkeÀ... nîee
meeN³eebvee DeeþJeleebvee VIDEO-GAMES ROAD-
STAR ceO³es ceve jcesue ceePes? ceuee veener Jeeìle
lemes...PIZZA BURGERS, NACHOS
POPCORNS ®³ee nîee peceev³eele leeW[ele IeesUJetve
efJejIeUuesueer jsJe[er efJemejlee cnCelee efJemeª
MekeÀCeej veener. NATURALS®³ee meJe¥keÀ<e
Flavoured Icecreams Hes#ee Iej®³ee Pot-

Icecream®eer iees[er ceOeu³ee Iron yues[dme
®eeìleebvee efpeYesuee Peeuesu³ee ®egj®egjerFlekeÀer®e cegªve
yemeueer³e. Postman ç ç ç ner nekeÀ SskeÀueer keÀer
ceesnªve peeCeejs ceve, l³ee ``DeeblejosMeer³e''
efveÈ³eeMeej keÀeieoe®eer meJee¥vee Jeerì ³esF&He³e&le
kesÀuesueer Heeje³eCeW, DeeefCe ceie keÀHeeìele Keesue
kegÀþslejer ueHeJetve þsJeuesuee lees yengcetu³e He$eeb®ee þsJee,
nîee meJee¥®eer Deepe®³ee email/sms®eer leguevee
efveoeve ceePes ceve lejer veener keÀª MekeÀCeej.

``nîee efncee®ee He[oe keÀOeer-yeepet mejsue
keÀe³e...efnceefiejer®³ee efMeKeje®es cepe oMe&ve nesF&ue
keÀe³e...'' nîee mebYe´ceeJemLesletve yeensj He[e³euee®e
Heeefnpes... keÀejCe- Hegvne pevcesve ceer pejer..Hegvne
pevcesve ceer keÀOeer... ¿ee®es GÊej pej neskeÀejeLeea
Demesue lej  ¿ee®e pevceer kesÀuesu³ee ®egkeÀe, l³eeJej
Peeuesu³ee GHejl³ee (!!) DeveHesef#eleHeCes DevegYeJeuesues
Kee®e KeUies, DeveskeÀ meg¿eoe meesyele l³eeletve
keÀe{uesues ceeie&, lesJe{îee®e DeveHesef#eleHeCes
DevegYeJeuesues DemebK³e íesìs-íesìs yeeCe meeO³eeM³ee
Heseqvmeue®³ee yeef#emeeves Gb®eyeUuesues  ceve... DemebK³e
keÌues<e, Deveble Jesovee, ie[o DeHeejoMeea Demes
YeeJeveeJesie, nîee meeN³eeb®es ieesþes[s GjeMeer (keÀe
GjeJej) IesTve peielee ³esF&ue ceuee?? cegUer®e veener
DeeefCe pej keÀe keÀesjer Heeìer IesTve veJee pees[Ceej
Demesve ceer lej jbieerle. mebieerle DeM³ee nîee ogefve³esle
JesieUe®e kegÀCeer Demesve ceer, DeLee&le Hegvne pevcesue
SkeÀ veJee peerJe-HeCe lees vemesve ceer. pejer lees ceer
Demeuees lejerner lees vemesve ceer...

Þeerieg©®eefj$eeleu³ee efJemeeJ³ee DeO³ee³eele
mJeeceeRveer {U{Uerle mel³e ceeb[ues Deens...

osJe oeveJe $eÝ<eséejeMeer ~ nesCeejs ve ®egkesÀue Heefj³esmeer ~

yéïeeb efuener ueueeìWveer ~~ lesIeer De{U peeCe mel³e ~~

DeJeleej nesleeleer nefjnj ~ lesner ve jenleer efmLej ~

legcner lej ceveg<³e vej ~ keÀe³e De{U legcnemeer~~
✳✳✳✳✳



"Grow up, Aai!"………. my daughter taunted
me.

I was stunned. What was so childish and
immature in asking her to dress up ‘properly’?

When I was her age I never back answered
my mother. In fact my clothes were bought by my
parents and I just wore them. I never chose them.

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
hand in hand with being a grown up!

I was already thinking like Atmaram
Tukaram Bhide of ‘Taarak Mehta ka Ultaa
Chashma’ fame, and getting nostalgic about
‘hamare jamane me….’

Those were fun filled days when the only

GROWING UP…….AGAIN
-Twarita Sanjay Dalvi

thing that mattered was just following your heart.
When dad was your hero and mom was the

epitome of all things good.
When your brother was your idol and your

cousins were your friends. While other friends
were not "jaroori like chai ke liye toast…"

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

When innocence was, slurping slyly on
‘barfachaa golaa’ and wondering how to 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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It has been hardly few years that I have been
addressed as "Uncle" (tough to hear)  by my
nephews and nieces. As the age is racing ahead
physically, the child in each of us(so called uncle)
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 to rewind a certain part of our life.

Ufff..!! What if …..I'm given a chance to grow
up again! A chance to relive my young college
days and complete my incomplete
dreams…how exciting it would be!!

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

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

improving my talent, signing autographs and
living a celebrity lifestyle!!!

As the time passed I 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 music industry.

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
dream makes me feel reborn. If given a chance to
relive my young days then the passion for music
….yes its music for which I would love to grow up
again and play rhythmic instruments all day long!

So what if I was not able to complete my
dream??? I still enjoy and am enthusiastic about
music. Of late to feed my musical buds I 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
 –Mr. Raja Ajinkya



but as long as you let the past go, you'll have such
a gorgeous and bright future ahead of you.

To grow up again, I 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
seemed so far away.

As a child one believes nothing can be wrong
for a long time and whatever the problem, your
parents will make it right. As a parent wouldn’t it
be beautiful if your own child had the same faith in
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 helps their growing up.

I understand why my parents behaved in a
particular fashion when I was small. Today being
in their shoes I am tempted to toe the line but I
avoid it. I try to be less rigid. 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
old ones?

Trying to be as close to their youthful
thoughts, I too learn a lot that wouldn’t be
possible being a ‘normal’ mom. I let them be their
natural selves instead of trying to mould them
according to the so called norms of society. Not
because I am careless but because I know that
kids today don’t blindly follow what parents ask
them to do. They question … why…??    

I’m not a little girl anymore I’ve learned who to
trust & who to ignore. I don’t forgive people
because I'm weak, I forgive them because I'm
strong enough to know that people make
mistakes. We all do. Earlier I would have hated
the person erring me but today I can understand
that majority of the people don’t hurt you
intentionally, and that they are just going through
a rough phase themselves.

We must try and put ourselves in others’
shoes, to understand them and see how soon we
master anger management. As I grow up each
day I want to understand why people behave the

‘saankhlee’……whew….. and what not.
When ‘saali/saala’ were major ‘bad words’

unlike the ‘F word’ used today as if swearing was
going out of fashion.

Jeez sweetheart……… I too wanna grow
up… again! And this time round I will improvise.

Baba will wake me up at 6.00 am and I will put
my arms around him and ask him to join me in my
slumber party. My ‘Oh so strict’ Baba too will
smile before yanking me out of bed. But NOW I
will just go early to bed and get up before being
yanked out of bed.

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

Baba will still not sign my test mark sheet. But
NOW I will burn the night oils and be a star pupil.  

My Dada and I will fight like two rams in the
afternoon and both will be punished in the
evening. But NOW I will just be smart and not get
caught.

I will cry when my college friends go for a
movie and I am not allowed since boys are part of
the group. But NOW I will……

Whoa… what am I writing????
I have lived that part! I am grown up

‘officially’.  Those are my ‘beetein hue din,..’ …
Can I change them? Do I really want to change
them?

Those are the days that have groomed me
into what I am today. Our past reflects on our
present and our present ushers our future.

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 things to the way you wanted them to
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. That is Our past that has moulded us and our
future.

But yes, while growing up again I would
prefer try and change the course of my future and
that's a beautiful thing about life. Yes, one will
make mistakes. And yes, one will have bad days -
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way they do. If they are willing to confide in me,
then go ahead and help them sort things out.

Does this mean I have mellowed down with
age?? I don’t think so. No woman worth her salt
‘ages’. It is just a maturity that comes with
experience. You are as young as you think.

I have friends like the ‘jaroori’ type. I could
CHOOSE my friends. Growing up taught me
whom to choose.

When I was little I 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't work that way. Life is big and messy, and
you just have to face it boldly and hope for the
best.

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

change with the times, because change is the
only constant in our life. Changing with the times
is a positive sign of growing up.

I dream and look forward to fulfilling those
dreams. Those that are not within my reach, I
keep for tomorrow. As Scarlet Ohara says,
"Tomorrow is another day…".

I am on Facebook and Twitter that has given
friendship and networking a new meaning and
has brought the world in our lap (top). I donate for
charity. I became ‘Anna’ and stood for a cause.

Yes, I am growing up again ….its different
…its fun…

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 a vision of hope."

It is 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, I 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 I 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 I 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 I became a Mother In –
Law.  My Mimicking Talent was always
appreciated by my family members and now

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, I decided to go ahead
with her idea.

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

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

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

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

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

It is really a feeling of GROWING UP
AGAIN.

GROWING UP AGAIN
–Nirupa Arvind Vyavaharkar
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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 I looking down at my wife and my
daughter? Where am I standing? This is all so
confusing!  I 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 I
wrapped in white? A benign smile from Suhas
Kothare! An understanding smile from mom!

And suddenly it struck me … I am dead!
I am on the other side of the divide. No

wonder I 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? I 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
I allow you the passport to roam-free in the
celestial kingdom". I am perplexed. "You mean
I won’t be sent to heaven or hell?" Yum smiled

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 I shall
be on roam-free and completely free! I planned
to see all those things not possible from Earth.
Like Jupiter, Mars, maybe Mercury and even
the Sun. I will take a call on inter-galactic
missions or travels once I 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.   I was
about to say Earth and suddenly realized that I
am an NRE (Non-Resident Earthling). "What is
this review?" I 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, I quite liked the
idea. And thus began my review.

I 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 I 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 I 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 I would have most
certainly changed if I could. My formative years

Recycled! If I were to grow up again…?
–Pravin Mankar
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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. I 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 I 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, I think I gained spiritually. I was always
in contact with nature and was fascinated by
the vegetable and animal kingdoms. I 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. I have enjoyed the
flavours of small-town life; like smoking a beedi
at the age of four. The other direct benefit was
that I 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 I look at it now, despite the
proximity to nature and mom, I would still
change my surroundings to a progressive
place like Mumbai.

We relocated to Mumbai when I 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 I
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, I 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 I change my school? No way! Mom was
an institution for me. Even when my
mathematics marks improved, she noticed that
I 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! I
got hooked! Life was never the same again.
English became easy to understand. ex-
pressions fluidized and life became a
cakewalk. Would I change anything? Sure! I
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 I initiated into adulthood.
Would I change anything in my college life? I
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 I were to grow up again in
professional life, he would be the boss I would
seek out.

In adult life there are four milestones that I
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 I was
thirty three years old. Seven days of attending
his discourses on Upanishads and Geeta and I
came out with a completely transformed
outlook in life. A Pathare Prabhu is not merely a
non-vegetarian, he is a carnivore. I was that!
With job stability and a few coins to spare, I 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, I came out squeaky
clean. A vegetarian Pathare Prabhu who
doesn’t smoke and drink, emerged and
remained so till date. Would I change
anything? Sure! I 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 I was, and still am, a firm
believer in science and management
techniques, I 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, I 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 I announced rather pompously, "I
did!" He smiled and congratulated me. My
chest became puffier. Then he said, "Never
demolish this factory". Now I was smiling from
ear to ear and wanted to hear more praise.
"Why?" I 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
I 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 I associated
with Mr. Venketasan on a few more occasions
and became a student and practitioner of
Vaastu Shastra. I wish Vaastu was known to
me much earlier in life. I could have made
several corrections. Will I learn Vaastu Shastra
if I were to relive again? Redundant question!
Let’s move on.

I met Sumita as a twenty seven year old,
budding Ayurveda doctor sometime in the year
2001/02. If ever I 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 I 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 I change anything if I 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 I have qualified to
teach the basic course of Brahmavidya. Would
I wish anything different were I to relive my life?
MOST CERTAINLY YES! I 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. I was a
regular pill-popper. A tinge of running nose, a
hint of fever, a whiff of cough or any disease
condition and I would be popping one pill after
another. That I am a pharmacist and own my
retail pharmacy made it that much simpler for
me to be popping pills. I am happy to say that
from the year 2007, I 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 I was
about to wake up, dad arrived and I 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 I could change anything about my
growing up, I 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. I think I tried to live a lot in
the black and the white.

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

Growing Up Again! 
–Mrs. Aparna Sameer Vijayakar

Really an interesting topic ,in fact an
amusing thought ;

A process which begins  the moment our
mums know of our micropresence within them …

A process that will not end till death do us
apart .

It is a lifetime achievement process…trying 
our level best to grow up …………..again and
again  and yet again .

Today scans  determine with proof that we
have attained certain "specific "weight, : in times
gone by ,it was like, the to –be – mum has filled
out very nicely …..

Every single person who comes to know
about the Thumbelina in mum’s tum is interested
in our growing up …………

U know ,the moment the tiny creature
comes out  ,yowling and confused , the aaji is
already planning baarse ani munj and  then you
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 a baby of 4 has grown up .!

and how !!!
Is  there no end to 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 )
slips away just as it slided in.

Do we ever get tired of growing up ? No ,as it
is that beautiful process  which we are aware of
but not in 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 our toddling first steps …..

Does this growing up ever going to stop ?
The sunbai has just come in from the doctor

. what does she have to say …?
Yes guys , we have got this lovely chance to

grow up again with our new tiny family  member
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on the way …
To see  again simple, 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’t tell aaie I 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 looks forward to ……

Growing Up Again!!!! 
– 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  right now!.  The magic mantra is
"NOW"!! (Not  Over  the  Week-end  for sure
…dear procrastinating  minds,  please!…) .Our 
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  for joy….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…I  am  a  total  optimist 

"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 ourselves into a situation,
attitude or pain. Remember always, our  attitude
determines our altitude.

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  "voila!"  How   can  I  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" for being  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 
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n  happily   cherish  this  priceless   possession.
I   choose  to  expect  the  GOLDEN  BEST 

AT  ALL  TIMES… how does it work for you, dear 
readers ?.  Having  the  power  to  reframe  my 
reality,  I  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  I  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  bone n  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’, ‘ choose to’,
‘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.

In fact, every moment of my cheerful life ‘I’M
GROWING UP AGAIN N AGAIN"--- slicing  out
 for me a newer realm of brighter life ….penning
on a fresher  slate of experience. I sincerely hope
n pray that my verbal bouquet of  philosophical
scribble ushers in  a happier 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….!!!!!

✟✟✟✟✟
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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" I believe in "Vrudhatve
nij Shaishavas japane" .

I was on a pilgrimage (read as Trek) to
Hemkund Sahib recently. I was all excited as I
was resuming the trekking activity after 17 long
years. I started from Chandigarh (where I 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 I 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

Growing Up Again
–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.

I had done this trek earlier with little
difficulty way back in 1993 and I 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 I had
trudged so easily was being difficult. The 15

kilometers to Gobind Dham seemed like 150
kms. I 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 I was fortunate to get a Horse up to
Ghangaria. Euphoria prevailed among the
group members who had reached earlier that I
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"  , I realized that I have GROWN UP.

Needless to say the rest of the trek to
Hemkund was continued the next day on
Horse back only. Yes, I could visit the holy
shrine, but not on my own feet totally. I 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  I walked back to Gobind
Ghat and to Badrinath by bus.

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

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

GROWING ALL AGAIN
– Anil   P.   Rao

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 I am embroiled
now.

In Mumbai and Pune where I dwell,I am
aghast to see two wheelers and cars
meticulously parked, no bumper to bumper as I
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

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 I

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' I AM
INDIAN'. BHARATMATA NARA heard
everywhere.Every citizen looks at other as a
human being. Love and peace pervading.

Oh! how I 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 I wish it would be.

One lazy Saturday afternoon, I was in a
retrospective mood. I asked myself "When was
the last time I did something just for the sake of
doing it and not because I gained something
from it??" After several soul searching seconds I
came up with an answer that was really pitiable.
It was when I was a little girl, still caught up in a
fanciful world of fairies and princes and when I
used to dance blithely in the rain without a care in
the world!! Nowadays, I don’t step out in the rain
for the fear of falling sick and missing college!
Make no mistake, I am not that kind of a person
who whines about how unfair life is, because I
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 get into a top
notch engineering or medical college at 18, if you
don’t land up in a "prestigious" job at 22, don’t get
married by 26, have kids, don’t have a BIG
house, at least one 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 I was writing this article I
realised that I was missing out on the simple
pleasures of life and was being sucked into the
quagmire of routine life.

Every morning there was this little fella, a
toddler of about two who waves cheerfully to me
as I race past him to go to school. I have but
spared him a cursory smile. I have never
stopped to even know his name as I race to get
into the school lest I get a late remark ! I can’t
carry a tune to save my life but I remember how
much fun I had when I use to croon (off-key of
course!!) my favourite songs. I resolved then, I
don’t want to simply exist, I want to LIVE!! I would
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
to stand and stare..’That was then I decided. I 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 I felt."Give me some
sunshine, Give me some rain, Give me another
chance, For I want to grow up once again…"

Growing Up Again
–Aishwarya Velkar

efJemcejCe
Deepeesyeebvee Peeueb Demeb efJemcejCe

MespeejCeeruee mecepet ueeieues Deepeer efJeveekeÀejCe

Deepeer cnCeeueer, ``ceueener DeeCelee ³eslees DeeJe,

GKeeC³eele ceer Iesles Deelee MespeeN³ee®eb®e veeJe.''
-[e@. megceve veJeuekeÀj
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Generally speaking , as I glance through my
by-gone years , I tend to classify the same into 3
stages.

Firstly,between the ages of childhood and
the end of my teens , like any other boy , I used to
feel my father  was the greatest hero !.The
reason for this feeling was that I 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, Mustaq Ali ,Vijay
Merchant, Vijay Hazare, Poly Umrigar, Chandu
Borde, Sunil Gavaskar, Dr.Homi Bhabha,

Dr.Sethna, Dr. Abdul Kalam, Field Marshal
Gen.Manekshaw,JRD Tata and the likes, just to
name a few although , ofcourse , the list does 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 thought and wisdom.The time
has come when the advise of Bhagwan Krishna
to Arjuna in 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 present human life ! "  

 This being my philosophy of life , I for one ,
do not look forward to " Growing Up Again ! "

"Growing Up Again !"
–Ajit Mankar

On the 17th of August 2011, I received a mail
from Sanjana to send a write up on "Growing up
again". I felt a bit confused as I was not very clear
on the relevance of the topic. I immediately
picked up my phone and spoke to Sanjana. I
asked her what she expected from me on this
topic and prompt came the reply…. "Let your
imagination go wild Nileshmama. You can
interpret the topic as you feel appropriate."

Wow now that was a great opportunity for
me to start thinking and pen down my thoughts
as I went down the memory lane…..

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

Growing up again….
–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
moment since I see myself smiling all the way.
My childhood days:

Some of the memorable events from my
childhood that I remember are….
1. The Moon Beam Nursery at Dadar - I started
going to school here. I remember how I used to
cry at the top of my voice from the balcony to call
on my parents to take me back home. I was then
staying at my 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. I was
admitted to one of the best schools of Mumbai –
The Hill Grange High School at Peddar road. By
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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 hungry for dinner.
5. I 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 I wish these days would come again.
Today due to egos, misconceptions, prejudices
and many more, we have forgotten these golden
moments.
6. I 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 I have forgotten some
names. We used to play marbles…. "Raja Rani",
"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. I
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. Oh what a great experience was this.
I wish I could cherish these memories again.
7. In 1969 when I was in the 4th standard, I
remember my dad buying our first asset "The
Telephone". This was the first telephone in our
building and also our adjoining building. I
remember we used to call out people from one
end to the other to come and answer their calls. I
was also fortunate to get the first TV in our
building in the year 1974, a black and white
"Televista". I 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 I find this lacking
today….. I mean the bondage.
My young days:           

These were the golden days of my life. I was
studying in Bhavan’s College just opposite my
Chowpatty residence. Having received

this time I had grown into a naughty child playing
all the mischief in school. I remember right on the
first day my dad showed me the School bus and
told me that I would soon be joining this bus to
come home. I mistook him that I 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 I 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. I saw the bus crossing
Huges road and I could see my house. I
immediately called the cleaner of the bus and
told him to drop me there. The driver refused
since he was confused if I was telling him the
truth and took me back to school. I 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 I got for this great
adventure.
3. I remember we used to make pellets out of
paper and hit them with a rubber band. One fine
day I used this trick 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 I got my first
remark in my diary and was asked by the school
teacher to get my dads signature on it. I did not
know how to approach this. I gathered courage
and showed the diary to my dad. My dad gave a
stern look at me and that was enough for me to
get the signal that I am now going to face a tough
time. He made me write 100 times in my
notebook that I was sorry for what I had done and
that I 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 I was loved by my
teachers as academically I used to always get
good marks in my studies.
4. I remember in my vacations and weekends I
used to stay at my maternal Aji – Ajoba’s place. I
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
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education from a Cambridge school, I 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. I
had a huge circle of friends (mostly girl friends
…. Ha ha ha )

I remember the college get- together in
which I participated in plays, dances, "kavita"
competitions etc. Today when I see the famous
advertisement of Airtel "har ek friend jaroori hota
hai" I get goose bumps as it reminds me of the
great enjoyment that I had in this period. But we
did not have mobile phones, laptops or
computers in our days. I 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 I 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. I remember the
night outs after the rehearsals and the
celebrations after the success of our events.

It was during this period that I met Anuja
(now Nutan) my wife. The social function of Bal
Bhavan brought us together. I remember my
cousins teasing me "AT" meaning Anuja Talpade
and "Limca" since I had offered limca to 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 I wish I
could live these moments once more.
My professional days:

I passed out my MSc in 1984 and
immediately the very next day I was fortunate to
get my first job in a company called Serdia – a
French pharmaceutical company. I started my
career as a medical representative.
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In 1986, I joined Burroughs Wellcome as a
scientific officer. My dedication and interest in
the selling profession earned me many laurels in
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 I was
extremely happy that I had become a Manager
at a fairly young age. On the other side I was
equally nervous as I was going to leave Mumbai
and my parents for the first time and stay in a new
city. I was ably supported by my wife Nutan who
encouraged me to take the leap. I had a six
month old daughter Nishita and a four year old
Nivedita accompanying me. But my anxiety was
short lived. Soon I realized that there is a life
outside Mumbai. I 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, I 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 I did not have a professional
marketing degree with me. I took up this
challenge and joined NMIMS for post graduate
degree in Marketing. I successfully completed
this in 1995. This helped me to get promoted in
my company to the post of Marketing Manager. It
gave me a great sense of achievement.

In 1995 Burroughs Welcome merged with
Glaxo to form GlaxoWellcome. My success as
marketing manager was rewarded and I 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. I 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 I had to go through the
agony of facing an interview once again for
saving my job. Fortunately for me, I 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. I passed this course in 2006
and was then promoted to Senior Manager in
2007.

In the same year I completed one more post
graduation degree in Training and Development
known as ISTD. This helped me to get a new job
opening in Bayer as Head – Training and
Organizational Development.

I could achieve all these professional
achievements due to:
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
progress in my professional career.

I shall remain indebted to these people for
ever in my life. Today I am quite satisfied with
what I 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. I am sure they
have their own success stories to tell us in
"Growing up again…."
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Yeejlejlve Heb. Yeercemesve peesMeer
-Heb. megpeve jeCes, (Huesvmeyejes, NJ)

Yeejlejlve Hebef[le Yeercemesve peesMeer 24 peevesJeejer 2011
³ee efoJeMeer keÀeueJeMe Peeues, ner  yeeleceer YeejleYej meJe&
Je=ÊeHe$eeble Je otjoMe&ve Jeeefnv³eebJej PeUkeÀueer. les
keÀeueJeMe Peeues Demes cnCeC³eeHes#ee l³eebveer®e keÀeUeuee
JeMe keÀªve Iesleueb Demeb yeesueC³eele DeefleMe³eeskeÌleer nesCeej
veener Demeb ceuee Jeeìleb. keÀejCe iesueer 60 Je<e& l³eebveer
cewefHeÀueerle DeefOejep³e kesÀueb nesleb. l³eeb®³ee efveOeveeves ceuee

efJeMes<e og:Ke Peeueb ³ee®eb Heefnueb keÀejCe cnCepes les ceeP³ee
ieg©b®es, Heb. efHeÀjespe omletj ³eeb®es ieg©yebOet nesles. cnCepes
mebieerlee®³ee ogefve³esle peJeU®eb veeleb nesleb Je ogmejb cnCepes
l³eebvee HegC³ee®³ee keÀueeÞeer yebieu³eele oesve ceefnv³eebHetJeea®e
Yesìe³e®eb Yeei³e ceuee ueeYeueb nesleb. yebieu³eeHe³e¥le
Heesnes®ee³euee ceuee GMeerj Peeuee, Hejbleg SJe{s Leesj ieJe³eer
Jnerue®esDejJej yemetve ceeP³eemeeþer Leebyeues nesles. ceuee
yeesueues, ``ceeHeÀ keÀje. ceuee peemle yeesueJele veener.'' ner
vece´lee l³eeb®³ee LeesjHeCee®eer mee#e osle nesleer. ceer l³eeb®³ee
Hee³eeuee mHeMe& keÀªve vecemkeÀej kesÀuee. l³eeJesUer pe³eble ³ee
l³eeb®³ee ceesþîee ef®ejbpeerJeebveer l³eeb®³eeyejesyej ceePee HeÀesìes
keÀe{uee ns ceer ceePeb Hejce Yeei³e mecepelees. DemJemLe
Òeke=Àleer®eer ef®evnb mHeä efomele nesleer. HeCe FlekeÌ³ee ueJekeÀj
mebieerlee®³ee ogefve³esuee mees[tve peeleerue Je peieeleu³ee
l³eeb®³ee DemebK³e ®eenl³eebvee nUnUle þsJeleerue DeMeer
HegmeìMeermeg×e keÀuHevee Deeueer veener. Demees. ieg©®³ee
MeesOeeLe& Je³ee®³ee 12/13J³ee Je<eea l³eebveer Iej mees[ueb.
leemevedleeme efj³eePe kesÀuee. nîee meJe& ieesäer meJe&Þegle
Deensle. Hejbleg l³eeb®eer iee³ekeÀer keÀe Leesj nesleer ³ee®ee
Dee{eJee DeMee JesUer IesC³ee®ee ceesn ìeUlee ³esle veener.

ceer SkeÀ efkeÀjeCee IejeC³ee®ee iee³ekeÀ Deens DeeefCe l³ee
¢äerves le©Ce ieeCeeN³eebveer Je Meeðeer³e mebieerlee®³ee
efJeÐeeL³ee¥veer DeMeeJesUer Heb. Yeercemesve peesMeeR®³ee
iee³ekeÀerkeÀ[s ef®eefkeÀlmekeÀ Je efMekeÀC³ee®³ee ¢äerves HeneJeb
ne®e ³ee uesKee®ee GÎsMe Deens. eEkeÀyengvee Heb. peesMeeR®eb ieeCeb
l³eebvee ceeie&oMe&keÀ þjeJeb ns ceuee ÒeKejlesveb Jeeìleb.
meJe&ÒeLece l³eeb®³ee ieeC³eele DeMeer Deele&lee nesleer, keÀer ieeCeb
megª neslee®e leer Þeesl³eeb®³ee no³ee®ee þeJe IesF&. Þeesl³eeb®eb
ceve De#ejMe: keÀeyeerpe keÀªve l³eebvee ogmeje kegÀþueener
efJe®eej keÀje³euee mebOeer®e osle vemes. Deieoer Þeesl³eeb®eer
SkeÀeûelee l³eeb®³ee ieeC³eeJej efKeUJetve ìekeÀe³e®eer l³eeb®eer
leekeÀo nesleer. ne l³eeb®³ee ieeC³ee®ee Heefnuee iegCeOece& Je lees
l³eebvee keÀmee ueeYeuee ns Keef®ele®e efJe®eej keÀjC³eemeejKeb
Deens.

eEnogmLeeveer Meeðeer³e mebieerleele Keebmeensye Deyogue
keÀjerceKeeve ³eeb®³eemeejK³ee Decej ieJe³eebveer efkeÀjeCee
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iee³ekeÀer eEnogmLeeveele IejesIejer Heesn®eJeueer. l³eeb®³ee
no³emHeMeea OJeefvecegefêkeÀe `ieesHeeuee cesjer keÀ©Cee keÌ³etb vener
DeeJes' (jeie-mejHeoe&), `efHe³ee efyeve veener DeeJele ®ewve'
(jeie-eEPePeesìer), `pecegveekesÀ leerj' (jeie-YewjJeer) iesueer
80 SkeÀ Je<e& DeKeb[ Yeejleele ueeskeÀ Depetve SskeÀleele.
DeMee keÀ©Cesveb Yejuesu³ee iee³ekeÀerveb Heb. Yeercemesve peesMeeRvee
ueneveHeCeeHeemetve YeejeJeueb. ner®e keÀ©Cee YeercemesvepeeR®³ee
ieeC³ee®³ee yeg[eMeer nesleer, leer l³eebvee mJemLe yemet osle
veJnleer. `efHe³ee efyeve veener DeeJele ®ewve' ner OJeefvecegefêkeÀe
ueneveHeCeer SkeÀe ogkeÀeveele SskeÀu³eeHeemetve leer leUceU
l³eeb®³ee ieeC³eele MesJeìHe³e¥le peCet keÀe³e ÒeefleeEyeyeerle nesle
nesleer DeeefCe leer®e leUceU Þeesl³eebvee l³eeb®³ee ieeC³eekeÀ[s
DeKesjHe³e&le Kes®ele nesleer. Heb. YeercemesvepeeR®³ee Deele&les®ee
Giece Keebmeensyeeb®³ee keÀe©C³eeceO³es®e DeeHeu³eeuee
meeHe[lees. leer Deele&lee Keebmeensyeeb®³ee cegK³e efMe<³eekeÀ[tve
cnCepes meJeeF& iebOeJee&®³eekeÀ[tve DeJeiele kesÀueer.

meg©Jeeleer®ee <e[dpe (mee) ueeJeleeveemeg×e l³ee l³ee
jeieeleerue cebê meHlekeÀeleerue ceO³ece, Heb®ece, OewJele DeeefCe
efve<eeo eEkeÀJee ceO³e meHlekeÀeleerue efj<eYe DeeefCe iebOeej ³ee
megjeb®eer Deeme IesTve les l³eeb®ee `mee' HekeÌkeÀe keÀjle, Demee
DevegYeJe ³eslees. les SkeÀoce `mee'Jej DeeoUle veenerle.
FLes®e les ÞegleeRvee efkeÀleer cenÊJe osle nesles les DeeHeu³eeuee
keÀUles. vegmel³ee 12 megjebveer (7 Meg×, 4 keÀesceue DeeefCe 1
leerJe´) jeie yevele veener. Òel³eskeÀ jeieele ³ee ÞegleeRvee keÀener
JesieUb mLeeve Deens DeeefCe l³eeÒeceeCes SKeeoe jeie iee³euee
veener lej lees jeie nJee lemee keÀeveeuee ueeiele veener.
Lees[keÌ³eele pej SKeeoe jeie l³ee Þegleervee ef®ekeÀìtve iee³euee
veener lej lees DeeHeu³ee cevee®ee keÀypee IesT MekeÀle veener.
FLes®e DeeHeu³eeuee YeercemesvepeeR®³ee ieeC³ee®ee ogmeje Hewuet
meeHe[lees DeeefCe cnCetve®e l³eeb®eb ieeCeb ³esJe{b ÒeYeeJeer nesle
nesleb. kesÀJeU HegmlekeÀele efueefnuesues metj ieeTve jeie nesle
veener. l³ee l³ee jeieeb®ee Deelcee l³eeb®³ee  ieeC³eele efYeveuee
neslee Demeb cnCeeJeb ueeiesue. DeMee Þegleer efmeleej eEkeÀJee
meejbieermeejK³ee leblegJeeÐeele meeHe[leele. lesJne
DeeueeHeerceO³es ÞegleeRvee efkeÀleer cenÊJe Deens ns ue#eele
þsJeC³eemeejKeb Deens. Lees[keÌ³eele SKeeÐee jeiee®eb mJeªHe
GYeb keÀje³e®eb meeceL³e& l³eeb®³ee ieeC³eele nesleb. efkeÀl³eskeÀoe
les efJeuebefyele ef®epes®es Meyo HetCe& ve ieelee leeves®³ee DeeOeejs
Þeesl³eeb®³ee meceesj jeiee®eb ef®e$e ceeb[e³e®es. FLes l³eeb®eb
keÀewMeu³e l³eeb®³ee mecekeÀeueerve ieJe³eeble efomele veener.
DeveskeÀoe les ef®epes®es Meyo mHeä G®®eejle vemele. SkeÀoe

lej l³eebveer ®ekeÌkeÀ DeeHeuee HeÊee ieeTve DemLeeF& HetCe&
kesÀueer! Demeb Demetvemeg×e l³eeb®eb ieeCeb ue#eele jne³e®eb
keÀejCe les l³ee l³ee jeieeleu³ee megjebvee mJele:uee HetCe& Jeentve
DeeHeueb ieeCeb meeoj keÀjle Demele.

YeercemesvepeeR®³ee ieeC³ee®ee eflemeje Hewuet cnCepes l³eeb®ee
iebYeerj Je megjsue DeeJeepe. efvemeiee&ves yeeueiebOeJe& Je uelee
cebiesMekeÀjebvee iees[ DeeJeepe efouee Je lees veeìîemebieerleeuee
DeeefCe efmevesmebieerleeuee Hees<ekeÀ neslee. Hejbleg eEnogmLeeveer
Meeðeer³e mebieerleemeeþer DeeJeepeele SkeÀ ÒekeÀej®eb Jepeve Je
peJeej DemeeJeer ueieeles, vegmelee ieÈ³eeletve eEkeÀJee veekeÀeletve
DeeJeepe keÀe{tve ®eeuele veener. cegeqmuece ieJeF& cnCeleele
l³eeÒeceeCes ̀ `DeeJeepe ieues ceW jnvee ®eeefnS~'' yewþkeÀer®³ee
ieeC³eele Þeesl³eeb®³ee ceveeJej ieeCeb ®e{JeC³eemeeþer
OeerjiebYeerj DeeJeepeeves meg©Jeele keÀªve nUgnUt leej
meHlekeÀe®³ee megjebJej DeeIeele keÀjeJee ueeielees. ner efkeÀce³ee
l³eebvee ®eebieueer meeOeueer nesleer. DeLee&le l³eeb®ee cegUele®e
DeeJeepe ye@efjìesve neslee, ner JesieUer yeepet Deens. HeCe
l³eebveer DeHeÀeì cesnvele IesTve lees lebyeesN³eele keÀmee
efceUJee³e®ee ³eeJej ÒeYeglJe efceUJeueb nesleb. efkeÀjeCee
IejeC³eele DeeJeepe ieesueekeÀejeves ueeJeleele;  HeCe
kesÀmejyeeF& kesÀjkeÀjeb®³ee ieeC³eeves ÒeYeeefJele nesTve
DeeHeuee DeeJeepe les ceesþîeeves Je DeekeÀejele ueeJele.

l³eeb®³ee ieeC³ee®eer DeeCeKeerve SkeÀ yeepet cnCepes l³eebveer
MeeðeeskeÌle mebieerleeHeemetve les veeìîemebieerle, YekeÌleermebieerle Je
keÀener JesUe YeeJeieerleeHe³e¥le DeeHeueb ieeCeb mece=× kesÀueb
nesleb. YekeÌleermeieerlemeg×e les FlekeÌ³ee levce³elesves ieele
Demele, keÀer les nuueer®³ee le©Ce iee³ekeÀebvee Je Meeðeer³e
mebieerlee®³ee efJeÐeeL³ee¥vee ceeie&oMe&keÀ JneJeb. `Fbêe³eCeer
keÀeþer osJee®eer DeeUboer', ̀ ceePee YeeJe legPes ®ejCeer' eEkeÀJee
`ceePes ceensj Heb{jer' ner YekeÌleerieerleb ieeleevee les De#ejMe:
DeeHeu³ee [esÈ³eemeceesj Heb{jHetj®ee efJeþesyee DeeCetve

Fueepe
keÀeJeÈ³ee®³ee Iejele keÀesefkeÀUs®eb yeeU
j[e³e®eb DeeHeueb eflevner ef$ekeÀeU
keÀeJeUer cnCeeueer, ̀ `³ee®ee yemeuee³e Iemee,
iegUC³ee kesÀu³eeefMeJee³e megOeejCeej keÀmee?''

-[e@. megceve veJeuekeÀj
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þsJeleele Demeb Jeeìe³e®eb. `keÀevnesyee legPeer IeeWie[er
®eebieueer' ³eele les Deieoer keÀUme ieeþleele. `pees Yepes
nefjkeÀes meoe Jeesner Hejce Heo Hee³esiee' ner YewjJeer ieeTve
l³eebveer efkeÀl³eskeÀ yewþkeÀer Þeesl³eeb®³ee ceveele keÀe³ece kesÀu³ee
Deensle. lesJne YeefkeÌlemebieerle ieeleevee SkeÀeûelesves Je
F&éeje®eer cetleea [esÈ³eemeceesj DeeCetve®e ieeCeeN³eebveer iee³eueb
Heeefnpes Je leeue-ce=obgiee®eer meeLe l³eeuee lesJe{er®e cepeyetle
Demee³euee nJeer; lej®e les Þeesl³eebHe³e¥le Heesn®eles. Yepeveeleues
Meyo kesÀJeU leeueele ieeTve Yepeve ³eMemJeer nesle veener,
l³eele ieeCeeN³eeves l³ee®ee Deelcee DeesleeJee ueeielees.

l³eeb®ee DeKesj®ee Hewuet cnCepes les Del³eble efpeÎerves Je
DeelceefJeéeemeeves ieele Demele. ceuee Jeeìles keÀer efpeÎ
DeeefCe DeelceefJeéeeme ieeCeeN³eele DeefleMe³e cenÊJee®ee
Deens, keÀejCe l³eeefMeJee³e l³ee®eb ieeCeb ueeskeÀebHe³e&le
Heesn®ele veener. ceer SkeÀ efJeMes<e ieJe³eer Deens Je ceePeb ieeCeb
ueeskeÀebvee DeeJe[Ceej®e ne DeelceefJeéeeme DeeefCe efpeÎ
l³eeb®³eele keÀe³ece®eer peeieªkeÀ Demee³e®eer. nîee yeeyeleerle

l³eeb®es efkeÀl³eskeÀ  efkeÀmmes ueeskeÀeb®³ee Heefj®e³ee®es Deensle.
l³eeb®³ee HesìerJeeokeÀeves, JeeueeJeuekeÀjebveer meebefieleuesuee
efkeÀmmee ceesþe iebceleeroej Deens. Yeejlee®³ee YetleHetJe&
HebleÒeOeeve Fbefoje ieebOeer ³eebveer l³eebvee pesJee³e®eb Deeceb$eCe
HeeþJeueb nesleb. les cnCeeues, ̀ `ceer peªj ³esF¥ve, HeCe DeeHeCe
pej mJe³ebHeekeÀ keÀjeue lej!'' Fbefoje ieebOeeRvee
l³eeb®³eemeeþer mJe³ebHeekeÀ keÀjCeb Yeeie He[ueb. ³eele
ieeCeeN³ee®ee DeelceefJeéeeme Je mJeeefYeceeve ÒeKejlesveb
peeCeJelees. lemeb®e keÀener Je<ee&HetJeea l³eeb®eb þeC³eeuee ieeCeb
nesleb. lebyeesje pegUJee³euee l³eebvee GMeerj nesle neslee,
l³eeJej SkeÀ Þeeslee ceesþîeeves yeesueuee, ``Deecner keÀOeer
ieeCeb SskeÀueb Deens keÀer veener?'' YeercemesvepeeRveer ns
SskeÀu³eeJej l³eebvee lees DeHeceeve menve Peeuee veener. l³eebveer
Dee³eespekeÀebvee ``l³ee ceeCemeeuee ne@ue®³ee yeensj
leeye[leesye IeeueJeueble lej®e ceer ieeCeb megª keÀjerve'' DeMeer
Deì Ieeleueer. lesJne l³ee ceeCemeeuee ne@ue®³ee yeensj
IeeueJeC³eeefMeJee³e ogmeje ceeie& veJnlee. vekeÌkeÀer DeeþJele
veener, HeCe Gmleeo DeceerjKeeB®eb DeeefCe YeercemesvepeeR®eb
ieeCeb SkeÀe®e ceb®eeJej keÀuekeÀÊ³eele eEkeÀJee ogmeN³ee
kegÀþu³eelejer Menjer nesleb. DeceerjKeeB®³ee Meeieeroe&veer
keÀenerlejer ³egeqkeÌleJeeo keÀªve l³ee®eb ieeCeb YeercemesvepeeR®³ee
Deieesoj þsJeueb. JeemleefJekeÀ DeceerjKeeB Yeercemesvevee p³esÿ
Demeu³eecegUs efMeäe®eeje®³ee ¢äerves l³ee®eb ieeCeb veblej
þsJee³euee nJeb nesleb. YeercemesvepeeR®eer HeÀefpeleer keÀjC³ee®ee
l³ee®ee nslet neslee. DeceerjKeeBveer jeie ojyeejer keÀeve[e
Deieoer pecetve iee³euee Je l³ee®eb ieeCeb Peeu³eeveblej
Yeercemesvevee eEJeiesle efJe®eejC³eele Deeues keÀer les keÀe³e
ieeCeej? l³eeJej les cnCeeues keÀer les ojyeejer keÀeve[e HesMe
keÀjCeej. lesJne Dee³eespekeÀ SkeÀceskeÀebkeÀ[s efJemce³eeves
yeIee³euee ueeieues. Yeercemesveveer l³eebvee keÀejCe
efJe®eeju³eeJej les cnCeeues keÀer DeceerjKeeBveer lees jeie
vegkeÀlee®e iee³euee. l³eeJej YeercemesvepeeR®eb Òel³egÊej nesleb keÀer
cnCetve keÀe³e Peeueb? Deelee ceePee ojyeejer  SskeÀe Je les
ojyeejer Demes keÀener iee³eues keÀer Lees[îee®e JesUele Þeesles
DeceerjKeeB®ee ojyeejer Heej efJemejues. Demee DeelceefJeéeeme
ieeCeeN³ee®³ee ³eMee®ee SkeÀ cegK³e IeìkeÀ Deens.
Yeercemesvepeer pejer efkeÀjeCee IejeC³ee®es ieJeF& nesles lejer
l³eebveer DeeHeueer Yeercemesveer iee³ekeÀer le³eej kesÀueer nesleer
DeeefCe leer leekeÀo, leerJe´lee DeeefCe lJes<e nîee leerve iegCeebJej
DeeOeejuesueer nesleer Demeb MesJeìer cnCeeJeb ueeiesue.

✳✳✳✳✳
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 Supernatural means beyond natural. Now who doesn’t like to talk about
mysterious supernatural occurrences?  Talking of mysteries, I 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 questions, but do we have the answers? Experiences
such as déjà-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?

Reincarnation A Reality? / Your
Supernatural Experiences

INTRODUCTION
–Vaijayanti Kirtikar



Skeletons at 17000 ft.Skeletons at 17000 ft.Skeletons at 17000 ft.Skeletons at 17000 ft.Skeletons at 17000 ft.
- Dr. Kshiteesh Kirtikar

I sat down on the dried, flattened, yellow
blades of grass, panting from a mixture of
exhilaration and sheer exhaustion. The day had
been long and hard. After a gentle ascent starting
at 12,800 ft., we had stopped for lunch after 8 km.
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. It was no mean feat with a 20 kg rucksack
strapped on our backs, fighting against the
rapidly increasing hypoxia and thin mountain air.
A couple of miles down the mountain trail then led
to the sinister campsite, which would serve as
the base for our final climb in the wee hours of the
next day.

It was September 2009 and here I was,
sitting at 15,500 ft at Camp Huniathar,
somewhere deep in the undulating vales of the
lofty Garhwal Himalayas. And I gazed in
reverence at the towering ridge to the north of the
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
small fire over steaming cups of chai. It is a small
lake situated at 16,500 ft in 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 skeletal remains were situated at such a
dizzying, inhospitable height, at a place which
was neither along any ancient trade route, nor
the site of any primeval settlement, gave it’s

hypothesized origins a phantom, supernatural
aura. Was it an ancient burial ground? Was it the
site of a bloody, prehistoric battle? Were these
the condemned victims of a terrible epidemic, left
to die a frigid, bleak, lonely death?

Scientists have labored and pondered over
these bones. Numerous experiments have been
conducted, which have dated the bones to about
800 AD. But 70 years 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 proven fact about the 1300 year
old skeletons is that they belong to people who
died of a sudden hailstorm.

But who were these unfortunate victims of
nature’s wrath? And what were they doing in such
large numbers at that frosty, hostile height many
centuries ago? These are questions that science
failed to answer. And where science ceases to
exist, spectral conjecture breathes to life. Thus
was born the 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 divine rage. It speaks of a powerful king who
perished at the hands of an infuriated Goddess. 

So as I sat and started with hypnotized allure
at the ridge concealing the lake, I tried to imagine
what might have transpired at this very place
1300 years ago….

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
shock and sorrow. He wept bitter, repentant tears
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over his gargantuan loss. Yet, he did not have 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
were forbidden on this sacred path. He had seen his
dancers being swallowed by the earth at dusk, and
he knew that Nandadevi had a far more apocalyptic
plan for him. Something ominous beyond his
imagination laid waiting for him over the snowy
ridge.

But mortal imagination cannot fathom the
boundless fury of divine 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
only for those condemned to burn till 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 across the 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 unearthly lights. Only the bravest of
the brave or the stupidest of fools ever ventured
towards the mythical lake.

The final climb to the lake is in silence and

reverence. The air is lifeless, whispering it’s
phantom tales to all those who care to listen. The
surrounding peaks of Trishul and Chaukhamba
stand tall and reticent. They are the only
witnesses to the ancient, celestial massacre,
their paranormal secrets wrapped in their slopes,
waiting to be unraveled.

I guess some doors are best left
unopened… 
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CONGRATULATION
Avid photographer for a number of years

now, Anand Vijayakar was presented with a
choice in 2010 by a long time friend and fellow-
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
festival jury.  

�
2010 saw the 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
Bachao Andolan". One of the objectives of the
campaign is also to be able to establish a mark
or seal which can function 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
at the CLIO Awards, Chicago in 2011.



1983 ®es les Je<e& nesles. Deecner l³eeJesUer efiejieeJeele
jene³e®ees. ceer l³eeJesUer 8 Jeerle neslees. ceer DeeefCe ceeP³ee®e
efyeequ[bieceO³es jenCeeje ceePee efpeJeueie efce$e (Òemeeo -
ceeP³eeHes#ee  3 Je<ee¥veer ceesþe)  l³ee®es Fðeeruee efouesues keÀHe[s
DeeCee³euee iesuees neslees. lemes Deecner oesIeb MeeUe
megìu³eeJej vesnceer®e SkeÀ$e Demee³e®ees. DeY³eeme SkeÀ$e
keÀje³e®ees DeeefCe KesUe³e®eesmeg×e SkeÀ$e. mebO³eekeÀeU®es
8-8:30 Jeepeues nesles. YejHetj HeeTme keÀesmeUle neslee.
Deece®³ee efyeequ[bieceO³es leU cepeu³eeuee SkeÀ KetHe ueebye
efvecegUlee He@mespe neslee.  efvecegUlee FlekeÀe neslee keÀer SkeÀe
JesUsuee oesIeebvee SkeÀ$e yeepetyeepetuee ®eeuelee ³esCes MekeÌ³e
veJnles. peJeU-peJeU 30 HetÀì ueebyeer®ee lees He@mespe neslee.
lees He@mespe Deesueeb[u³eeJej Jejleer peeC³eemeeþer efpevee
neslee. yeebOekeÀece efye´ìerMeeb®³ee keÀeUeleues Demeu³eecegUs
ne efpevee ̀ mHee³ejue' neslee.

ceer DeeefCe ceePee efce$e Òemeeo Fðeeruee efouesues keÀHe[s
IesTve Deece®³ee efyeequ[bieceO³es keÀmesyemes l³ee peesjoej
HeeJemeeletve Heesnes®euees. yengOee HeeJemeecegUs jml³eeJej®es
efoJes iesues Demeu³eekeÀejCeeves mebHetCe& jml³eeJej keÀeUesKe
neslee. í$eer yebo keÀªve efyeequ[bieceO³es efMejlee®e Deecneuee
peeCeJeues keÀer leUcepeu³eeJej®ee efoJee iesuee Demeu³ee
keÀejCeeves leUcepeu³eeJej HetCe& DebOeej neslee. He@mespeceO³es
Heefnueb HeeGue ìekeÀlee®e Deecneuee peeCeJeues keÀer HetCe&
He@mespeceO³es HeeCeer meeþues nesles DeeefCe l³eecegUs Deecneuee
SkeÀoce meeJekeÀeMe meebYeeUtve ®eeueeJes ueeieCeej nesles.
í$eer ceeP³ee neleele Demeu³eekeÀejCeeves ceer Heg{s neslees
DeeefCe ceePee efce$e Òemeeo Fðeer®es keÀHe[s neleele Oeªve
ceeP³ee ceeies.

oesve HeeJeueb Deecner Heg{s peelees³e ve peelees³e lees®e ceeP³ee
efce$ee®³ee neleeleueer l³ee®³ee Ieje®eer ®eeJeer Keeueer He[ueer.
keÀeUesKe  KetHe Demeu³eekeÀejCeeves DeeefCe He@mespeceO³es HeeCeer
meeþues Demeu³ee keÀejCeeves ®eeJeer kegÀþs He[ueer ns keÀUsvee.
l³eeJesUer DeeleemeejKes ceesyeeF&ue veJnles p³eeves ueies®e
ceesyeeF&ue `Dee@ve' keÀªve Deecner ÒekeÀeMe Hee[tve ®eeJeer
MeesOet MekeÀuees Demelees. ®eeJeer He[u³ee®ee HeÀkeÌle Lees[e
DeeJeepe Deecneuee Deeuee neslee DeeefCe l³ee®e DeboepeeJej
Deecner Keeueer JeeketÀve ®eeJeer®ee MeesOe IesT ueeieuees.

®ee®eHe[le peefceveerJej nele efHeÀjJetve Deecner keÀMeeryeMeer
®eeJeer MeesOeueer DeeefCe veMeeryeeves ®eeJeer ueies®e®e Deece®³ee
neleeuee ueeieueer. lesJne kegÀþs Deece®³ee peerJeele peerJe
Deeuee.

Deece®es [esUs l³ee DebOeejeuee mejeJesHe³e¥le Deecneuee
peeCeJeues keÀer He@mespe®³ee MesJeìer efpeLes efyeequ[bieceO³es Jejleer
peeC³eemeeþer efpevee megª nesle neslee efleLes keÀesCeer lejer GYes
nesles. l³ee DebOeejele Deecneuee peeCeJeues keÀer l³ee
J³ekeÌleerves Heeb{je HeesMeeKe Ieeleuee neslee. Heeb{je meHeÀejer
Ieeleuesueer leer J³ekeÌleer efleLes®e GYeer jentve peCet Deecner
keÀe³e keÀjlees³e les vegmeles®e Heenle nesleer. l³ee keÀeUer
Deece®³ee Iejer SkeÀ veeceosJe veeJee®ee Heg©<e IejkeÀeceeuee
neslee. lees l³ee®³ee ueneveHeeveeHeemetve®e Deece®³ee Iejer
keÀeceeuee neslee. veeceosJe l³eeJesUer vegmelee®e SkeÀe
Dee@efHeÀmeceO³es Dee@efHeÀmeyee@³e®³ee keÀeceeuee ueeieuee neslee.
meHesÀo meHeÀejer ne l³ee®ee Dee@efHeÀme®ee ieCeJesMe neslee.

lees efleLes®e GYee jentve Deece®³eekeÀ[s vegmelee®e yeIele
neslee, ns Heentve ceuee Dee½e³e& Jeeìues, keÀejCe vesnceer
veeceosJe lemee meieÈ³eebvee ceole keÀje³euee Heg{s Demee³e®ee.
nUt nUt Heg{s peeTve ceer efJe®eejues ̀ `keÀe³e js vegmelee®e FLes
GYee jentve Deece®eer iebcele yeIele nesleeme? peje ³esTve
ceole lejer keÀje³e®eer, efkeÀleer keÀeUesKe Deens DeeefCe
keÀener®e efomele veener³es.'' ceer ns cnCele®e neslees lesJne
l³eeves mJele: Jej ve peelee Deecneuee efpev³eeJej Heg{s
peeC³eemeeþer peeiee efoueer Je lees mJele: Lees[emee yeepetuee
Peeuee. ceer oesve Hee³eN³ee Jejleer iesuees DeeefCe ceeP³ee
ceeieesceeie Òemeeo Deeuee. veeceosJeves Deecneuee Jejleer
pee³euee efoues ns yeIelee®e Òemeeoves Hee³eN³ee ®e{leevee
l³eeuee efJe®eejues, ``keÀe³e js leguee ³ee³e®es veener keÀe?
keÀeUesKeele keÀMeeuee Leebyeuee Deensme?'' FlekesÀ  meJe&
ÒeMve efJe®eejues lejer veeceosJe keÀener®e GÊej osle veener
cnìu³eeJej Deecneuee oesIeebveener leer ieesä peje efJeef®e$e
Jeeìueer. SjJeer ye[ye[ keÀjCeeje veeceosJe ieHHe keÀe Deens
ne ÒeMve Deecne oesIeeb®³eener ceveele Deeuee. l³ee®e JesUer
Deecner oesIesner SkeÀ$e JeUuees. ceer eflemeN³ee Hee³ejerJej DeeefCe
Òemeeo ogmeN³ee. ceer l³eeuee efJe®eejues ``veeceosJe ieHHe keÀe GYee
Deensme? ®eue Jej ³eslees³esme ve?'' lejerner veeceosJe ieHHe

leer je$e ceer ceeP³ee Dee³eg<³eele keÀOeerner efJemeCeej veener...
-efveleerve veJeuekeÀj
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cnìu³eeJej Òemeeoves efJe®eejueb, ``keÀesCe Deensme let?
keÀesCeekeÀ[s Deeuee Deensme?'' lejer leer J³ekeÌleer ieHHe®e nesleer.
MesJeìer Jewleeietve Òemeeoves l³eeuee Ke[meeJetve efJe®eejues,
``efkeÀmekesÀ Heeme Dee³ee nw let?'' DeeefCe l³ee®ee nele Oejuee...
l³ee #eCeer pees DeeJeepe Deeuee lees Depetvener ceer ns efueefnleevee
ceeP³ee DebieeJej keÀeìe DeeCelees³e. l³eeveblej ceer lees: DeeJeepe
SskeÀuee Demesve lees ̀ jele' efHekeÌ®ejceO³es. jsJeleer l³ee efHekeÌ®ejceO³es
ueer[ jesueceO³es nesleer.

DeeDee:íín...Demee keÀenerlejer lees DeeJeepe neslee.
lees DeeJeepe efuentve mecepeeJeCes DeM³ekeÌ³e Deens. SkeÀ
#eCeYej Òemeeo DeeefCe ceer oesIesner mleyOe Peeuees. keÀener®e
keÀUsvee DeeefCe ueeieueer®e Òemeeo ceeies JeUtve HeUe³euee
ueeieuee DeeefCe ceerner HeUeuees. SkeÀ #eCeYej Deecneuee
Jeeìues keÀer leer J³ekeÌleer Deece®³ee Heeþer ³esles³e DeeefCe ceveele
Deecneuee HeÀkeÌle SkeÀ®e efJe®eej ³esle neslee....lees cnCepes
Jejleer HeUtve 2 N³ee cepeu³eeJej Òemeeo®³ee Iejele peeCes.
Deece®³ee efpev³eeJej Òel³eskeÀ cepeu³eeJej 17 Hee³eN³ee
nesl³ee. Deecner leUcepeu³eeJeªve Heefnu³ee cepeu³eeJej
Deeuees Depetve Jej HeUCeej, FlekeÌ³eele Deecneuee
peeCeJeues keÀer leer J³ekeÌleer Deece®ee Heeþueeie keÀjle
veJnleer. 1 efceefveì iesuee Demesue Deecner oesIesner
SkeÀceskeÀebkeÀ[s Lees[îeeMee Ieeyejuesu³ee, Lees[îeeMee
Dee½e³e&®eefkeÀle vepejsves yeIele jeefnuees. ceveele l³ee 1
efceefveìele npeej efJe®eej ³esTve iesues. DeeHeCe keÀe³e
SskeÀueb? DeeHeCe Kejb®e keÀenerlejer efJeef®e$e SskeÀueb keÀe? leer
J³ekeÌleer keÀesCe nesleer? efleLes keÀe GYeer nesleer? efleves
Deecneuee IeeyejJeC³ee®ee keÀe Òe³elve kesÀuee? leer Deece®³ee
ceeies ³esle Deens Demes efleves keÀe oMe&efJeues? ceie leer Deece®³ee
ceeies keÀe veener Deeueer? FlekesÀ meieUs efJe®eej ceP³ee ceveele
³esle Demeleevee®e, Òemeeo ceeP³eekeÀ[s yeIele neslee.
l³ee®³eekeÀ[s yeIetve ceuee Jeeìues keÀer ne keÀenerlejer efJeef®e$e
keÀjCeej Deens. ne efJe®eej ceveele ³eslee®e, Òemeeo ceeies
JeUtve Hegvne Keeueer leUcepeu³eeJej iesuee. ceerner l³ee®³ee
ceeieesceeie Keeueer iesuees. Keeueer peeTve yeIelees lej efleLes
kegÀCeer®e veJnles.efpev³ee®³ee [eJ³ee yeepetuee FuesefkeÌì^keÀ
ceerìj®ee yees[& neslee Je efleLetve yeepet®³ee ieìejele pee³euee
SkeÀ oej nesles. Depetvener eflelekeÀe®e keÀeUesKe Keeueer
neslee. Deecner nUgnUt Lees[meb Ieeyejle®e FuesefkeÌì^keÀ
ceerìj yees[&®³ee yeepetuee  MeesOeues. efleLes Deecneuee SkeÀ
ìe@®e& meeHe[uee. lees ìe@®e& Deecner ueies®e ueeJeuee. ìe@®e&
ueeJeu³eeJej peje peerJeele peerJe Deeuee. Deecner ueies®e

ieìejele  peeC³eemeeþer pes oej nesles les leHeemetve Heeefnues.
HeCe l³eeuee kegÀuetHe nesles. l³eecegUs efleLetve lees yeensj iesuesuee
veJnlee ns peeCeJeues. ueies®e Deecner He@mespeceO³es ìe@®e&
ceejuee. efleLes HeeCeer FlekesÀ meeþues nesles keÀer efleLetve
keÀesCel³eener ceeCemeeuee Hee³ee®ee DeeJeepe ve keÀjlee yeensj
peeCes DeMekeÌ³e nesles. Deecner efyeequ[bie®³ee yeensj peeTve
meg×e Heeefnues. meceesj®³ee DeeefCe yeepet®³ee efyeequ[bie®³ee
oejebJej DeeefCe efyeequ[bie®³ee yeepet®³ee oesvner ieìejebceO³es
ìe@®e& ceeªve yeefIeleuee, HeCe efleLes kegÀCeerner veJnles.
nUtnUt Deecner efyeequ[bieceO³es Hejleuees. ns meJe&
nesF&mleesJej Deecner oesIesner SkeÀceskeÀebMeer keÀener®e yeesueuees
veJnlees. efyeeEu[ie®³ee He@mespeceO³es Deeu³eeJej pesJne
ìes®e&®ee ÒekeÀeMe l³ee peeiesJej Hejle He[uee lesJne Deece®³ee
DebieeJej Meneje Deeuee. ceveele Hejle ÒeMvee®es peeUs
efJeCeues iesues. keÀenermes Ieeyejle Deecner l³ee peeiesJeªve
nUt-nUt Òemeeo®³ee Iejer iesuees. Fðeer®es  keÀHe[s l³ee®³ee
Iejer  þsJeues.  lesJne  Heefnuee  Meyo  Òemeeo  cnCeeuee,
`pesueer, yeHeÀe&®eer pesueer Demeu³eemeejKee l³ee®ee nele neslee
js. ceuee Jeeìues ceer Leb[ieej pesueer uee nele ueeJeuee.' ns
SsketÀve keÀe³e yeesueeJes ns®e ceuee keÀUsvee. Òemeeo®³ee Ieªve
Deecner oesIesner ceeP³ee Iejer iesuees. efleLes peeTve yesue
ceejueer. ojJeepee GIe[uee lees oejele veeceosJe!!!

l³eeuee ceer efJe®eejues, ``keÀe³e js Keeueer DebOeejele keÀe³e
keÀjle nesleeme?'' ceer ÒeMve efJe®eejlee®e efkeÀ®eve ceOetve
DeeF&®ee DeeJeepe Deeuee, ``Dejs veeceosJe, ®eue efkeÀleerJesU,
iesues oesve leeme leebotU efveJe[lees³esme, ueewkeÀj yeensj®ee Hemeeje
DeeJej DeeefCe pesJeC³eemeeþer ìsyeue Ies.''ns SsketÀve Òemeeo
DeeefCe ceer SkeÀceskebÀekeÀ[s yeIee³euee ueeieuees.

oesIesner ne@ueceO³es peeTve meesHeÀeJej yemeuees DeeefCe
ìerJner yeIetve ceve JeUJeC³ee®ee Òe³elve keÀª ueeieuees.
FlekeÌ³eele yeeyee DeeF&uee cnCeeues, ``Deie Deepe yeepet®³ee
efyeequ[bieceOeues efoef#ele Yesìues nesles mekeÀeUer. les cnCeeues
l³eeb®ee lees YeeT neslee ve Jes[e  Peeuesuee, lees iesu³ee
DeeþJe[îeele Jes[îeeb®³ee FefmHeleUele Jeejuee.'' DeeF&
cnCeeueer, ``keÀesCe?'' yeeyeebveer GÊej efoues Deie lees veener
keÀe, l³ee ceb$³ee®³ee Dee@efHeÀmeceO³es neslee, ceb$eeue³eele
keÀeceeuee.'' DeeF& cnCeeueer ``Deesn!!! lees pees DeeHeu³ee
efyeequ[bieceOeu³ee Heefnu³ee cepeu³eeJej®³ee
DeejesuekeÀejeb®³ee yeefnCeer®³ee Òesceele Jes[e Peeuee? vesnceer
meHesÀo meHeÀejer Ieeuee³e®ee lees? ceer DeeefCe Òemeeo
SkeÀceskeÀebkeÀ[s yeIele®e jeefnuees...
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I was finally helped back to my feet, things
started to gain clarity. I couldn’t evaluate the
situation as much as I would have liked to, with
all the salwar clad men surrounding me trying to
ask me questions which seemed so irrelevant
then.

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

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

It meant, I was still alive…
Barely being able to see with my right eye, I

kept scanning the area thinking about ‘Is she
OK’? Blood kept pouring from all openings in my
face. I later discovered, it was worst than I had
thought.

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

Next thought, how do I take her home? Can
it be the same again? How long?

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

For all of you wonderers, fortunately it was
only my motorcycle. But let me tell you, it hurt the
same.

So here I was on National Highway 4 (NH4),
on the outskirts of Khalapur, all bloody, scraped
& disoriented trying to find my bearing. I stood at
the side of the highway next to my motorcycle,
thanking my stars that I 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. I didn’t
exactly know my extent of injury but knew it was
bad. I wanted to pull out of this alive, but didn’t
know for sure that I would.

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

My Supernatural Experience
–Raunaq Sameer Vijayakar

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

So what all did I break? Let’s see, I 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, I was
pretty bruised up and definitely not presentable. I
couldn’t eat solid food for the next month 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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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. I
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

Whenever it’s navratri season, my
thoughts take me back in time when I 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 I was not aware, that
anything like the concept of lucid dream
existed…

It so happened that I was lying on my bed
and I had this vivid picture in front of my eyes,
or I would say that it more like I was actually in
Kolhapur  Mahalaxmi temple with my mom and
other family members, and I 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 I 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 I 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 … I
am totally flabbergasted, as I had not expected
a beggar woman to hand me any money and
then command me not to come back, in my
total astonishment I  get  engrossed in
checking in my hand, and notice that she has
handed me 5 rupees. Till I realize that she has
handed me the five rupees and I look up I see
that she has vanished from the scene. I try to
tell this to my family members but they are not
at all bothered or find it be anything novel…

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

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

Lucid DreamLucid DreamLucid DreamLucid DreamLucid Dream
–Dnyanada Pradhan
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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

Reincarnation – A Science, aReincarnation – A Science, aReincarnation – A Science, aReincarnation – A Science, aReincarnation – A Science, a
reality or a myth ?reality or a myth ?reality or a myth ?reality or a myth ?reality or a myth ?

–Sanjana Deepak Kothare

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 I 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 I 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 I was married I
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. I don’t know
how and from where these five rupees landed
in our pooja plate!!! 

✳✳✳✳✳

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 I? Who is God? What is our
relationship with the power we call God? What
is Life? Once we know the answers to these
questions 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’, I 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 I 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



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. Ian 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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� Savitribai’s granddaughter delivered a
baby boy on 19th 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.
� 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.
� I wondered, then, if there was any justice
in these two births. I wondered if there really is
a God who is fair and just. I wondered if all
creation happens by chance or is there some
pattern. I 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.
� It is 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 itself! And
lest I digress from the subject, I shall stick to
the human birth.
� A human baby is born, normally nine
months after conception. On the day of birth a

Is Reincarnation a Myth,Is Reincarnation a Myth,Is Reincarnation a Myth,Is Reincarnation a Myth,Is Reincarnation a Myth,
Chance or Science?Chance or Science?Chance or Science?Chance or Science?Chance or Science?

–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.
 � 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.
� 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.
� I perform various actions and express
myself as I spend my time on earth. The sum
total of all these actions is called living. And the
way we live, determines what I get in return
because Newton’s third law operates perfectly.
"Every Action Has An Equal And Opposite
Reaction"! If I plant a mango seed, I will only
get mangoes and not coconuts. "Reap As You
Sow" is another perfect law of nature.
Sometimes I sow but do not reap and wonder
what happened. Why did the perfect law of
nature not operate. The only reason is that I
sowed in probably the wrong soil or the wrong
season or did not take adequate precautions.
In effect I sowed with inadequate knowledge
and hence did not get the returns. Sometimes I
get returns that are totally unexpected and
grossly "unfair". We often say to ourselves,
"God, what have I 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
13th 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 I 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

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

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

–Kalpana Subhash Kothare
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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.
� 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.
� 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.
� 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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keÀvekeÀeF& osJ³ew veceesvece:~
keÀerefle&keÀjeb®eer kegÀueosJeer keÀvekeÀeF&. ieerjJeeefmeveer. ieerj®³ee pebieueele Heesnes®eCes meieÈ³eebvee keÀmes MekeÌ³e?

ceie osJeer®³ee®e ceveele Deeues DeeefCe iesueer keÀener Je<ex leer efJeuesHeeu³ee&leerue jepeHegefj³ee yeeiesle DeeHeues veJeje$e
meepejs keÀjles. `keÀvekeÀeF& osJeer ì^mì' Üejs ne ceneslmeJe meepeje neslees. yeekeÀer®es efJeéemle iegpejeleer.  Þeer.
leg<eej keÀerefle&keÀj DeeefCe GcesMe keÀerefle&keÀj ns oesve meom³e cejeþer. ÒeYeg %eeleer®es. osJeer®³ee YekeÌleebvee peele, Heele
keÀener vemeles ³ee®ee GÊece DeeoMe&.

³eener Je<eea veJeje$eeslmeJe oCekeÌ³eele meepeje Peeuee. meepe, mepeeJeì osKeCeer nesleer. J³eJemLeeHeve GÊece
nesleb. ne@ueceO³es SkeÀeJesUer peJeUpeJeU MebYej YekeÌleebvee Jew³eeqkeÌlekeÀ Hetpevee®ee ueeYe neslees... Deieoer
MeeðeMeg× He×leerves. oesve Dee@keÌìesyej®³ee jefJeJeejer lej Keeme veJeogiee& Òeieì Peeu³ee nesl³ee. ceneue#ceer,
cenemejmJeleer, cenekeÀeueer, ceneogiee&, keÀecee#eer, ceervee#eer Deeoer veT osJeerªHes lesLes yeeue©Heele meeoj
Peeueer. ieerj®³ee pebieueeleerue JeeIe, njCe, ceesj Demes osJeer®es Jeenve-meJebie[erner lesLes Deeues. íesìîee yeeuekeÀ-
yeeefuekeÀebveer meekeÀejuesueer ner DeJeleej¢M³es FlekeÀer peerJeble, ceveesjce nesleer keÀer meeN³ee YekeÌleebvee Deeveboe®es
Yejles Deeues. `keÀvekeÀeF& ceelekeÀer pe³e!' Demee GlmHetÀle& pe³epe³ekeÀej Peeuee. osJeer©He efkeÀleer mee#eelkeÀejer
nesles l³ee®eer meesyele®ee HeÀesìes mee#e osF&ue. DeeHeCener cnCet ³ee, `Go³eesmleg! Go³eesmleg!!'
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26 veesJnWyej®eer leer je$e cebgyeF&keÀjeb®³ee peerJeveele
ce=l³et®es Ye³ebkeÀj leeb[Je IesTve Deeueer, cebgyeeHegjer neoªve
efveIeeueer. SkeÀe #eCeele nesl³ee®es veJnles Peeues. efkeÀl³eskeÀ
efve<HeeHe ueeskeÀebvee ÒeeCeeme cegkeÀeJes ueeieues. cebgyeF&keÀjebvee
DeeefCe HejosMeer HeengC³eebvee Jee®eJelee Jee®eJelee keÀener
megj#ee-efMeHeeF& Je Heesueerme DeefOekeÀeN³eebvee Jeerjieleer ÒeeHle
Peeueer. meejer ogefve³ee nUnUueer. otjoMe&ve®³ee
yeelec³eeb®³ee Jeefnv³eebJeªve onMeleJeeÐeeb®ee ne Deceeveg<e
DeelebkeÀ DeeHeCe meJe& nleyeue nesTve Henele neslees.
ce=l³et®es ns leeb[Je leerve efoJeme ®eeueues nesles.
S.ìer.Smed.Sved.Smed.peer DeeefCe cejerve keÀceeb[esveer
Heje¬eÀcee®eer HejekeÀeäe kesÀueer DeeefCe mejles MesJeìer
SkeÀeuee peerJeble HekeÀ[tve Je yeekeÀeRvee kebÀþmveeve Ieeuetve
ne mebûeece Leebyeuee.

l³eeveblej jespe®³ee veJeveJeerve yeelec³ee keÀeveeJej ³esle
nesl³ee. Meefnoebvee mevceeveeves Þe×ebpeueer yeeefnueer peele
nesleer. Menero Je ue#³e yeveuesu³eebvee, lemes®e peKeceeRvee
YejHeeF& peenerj nesle nesleer. pevepeerJeve Hegvne ®eeuet Peeues
lejer mebnej [esÈ³eemeceesªve nuele veJnlee. Òel³eskeÀ
cebgyeF&keÀj Deeletve Hesìuee neslee. l³ee®es ÒeeflekeÀ cnCetve
MeeUeMeeUebletve cesCeyeÊ³ee HesìJeu³ee peele nesl³ee.
DeeHemeeleues Jewj efJemeªve meJee&veer DeelebkeÀeuee meeceesjs
peeC³eemeeþer neleele nele Ieeuetve meeKeUer le³eej kesÀueer.
Òel³eskeÀe®³ee ceveele Dev³ee³eeefJe©× Hesìtve GþJeCeejer
ceMeeue Hesìueer iesueer. l³ee cesCeyel³ee Lees[îee®e JesUele
efJePetve iesu³ee. keÀeueeblejeves cebgyeF&keÀj lees ceneYe³ebkeÀj
mebnejner efJemejues. HeCe kesÀJeU one DeeblekeÀJeeÐeebveer
keÀesìîeeJeOeer cegbyeF&keÀjebvee Jesþeruee Oeªve pees Oe[e
efiejJeuee Deens l³eeletve pej Deepe DeeHeCe MeneCes Peeuees
veener lej DeeHeu³eemeejKes ogozJeer DeeHeCe®e.

Deepe [esÈ³eeJej PeeHe[b Dees{tve Je keÀeveeble
ceesyeeF&ue®es FDej HeÀesve Ieeuetve efHeÀjCeeje meeceev³e
ceeCetme pej [esUs Je keÀeve GIe[tve Deepegyeepetuee
Heenerue,Je Lees[b leeW[ GIe[e³euee efMekesÀue lejer DeOeea
ue{eF& DeeHeCe eEpeketÀ. iejpe Deens leer Lees[îeeMee
peeie=keÀles®eer. Lees[s Debleceg&Ke  nesTve DeeHeCe meJee&veer

je$e JewN³ee®eer, peeies Jne!
ö meew. DeuekeÀe efceveuekegÀceej  leUHeos

efJe®eej kesÀuee lej Òel³eskeÀeuee keÀyetue keÀjeJes ueeiesue keÀer
Deepe®³ee Ye´äe®eejeuee, Dev³ee³eeuee lemes®e jml³eeJej®es
Ke·s, IeeCe Je Deefle¬eÀceCe ¿ee  meJee&uee peyeeyeoej
kegÀþslejer DeeHeCe®e Deenesle. jespe®³ee J³eJenejeletve
DeeHeCe®e ¿eeuee KeleHeeCeer Ieeuele iesuees DeeefCe
DeeHeu³eeuee keÀUues®e veener.

Deelee meeOeer ieesä®e I³ee. yemeceOetve Gleju³eeJej
DeeHeCe Deieoer menpeHeCes neleeleerue yemeeflekeÀerì
jml³eeJej ìekeÀlees®e keÀer veener? jml³eele LegbkeÀleevee
eEkeÀJee KeeÐeHeoeLee¥®eer j@Heme& ®eeuel³ee iee[erletve
HesÀkeÀleevee DeeHeu³eeuee Lees[erner ueepe Jeeìle veener.
DeeHeu³ee IejepeJeU mee®euesuee keÀ®eje, HegÀìuesuee
HeeC³ee®ee HeeFHe, JeneCeejs ieìej eEkeÀJee efoJemee
peUCeejs efoJes ¿ee meJe& iewj ÒekeÀejeyeÎue DeeHeu³eeHewkeÀer
efkeÀleerpeCe mebyeefOele DeefOekeÀeN³eeuee le¬eÀej keÀjleele?
(leMeer leer kesÀu³eeme l³ee®eer oKeue leeye[leesye Iesleueer
peeles ne ceePee DevegYeJe.) oerveo³eeUt nesTve jml³eeJej
Oe[OeekeÀì efYekeÀeN³eeuee eEkeÀJee SKeeÐee DeHebie cegueeuee
YeerkeÀ Ieeueleevee DeeHeCe HeÀej ceesþîee iegvnsieejer
ÒeJe=Êeeruee Òeeslmeenve osle Deenesle ne efJe®eej DeeHeu³ee
ceveeuee keÀOeer efMeJelener veener.

efyeveOeemleHeCes efmeiveue lees[leevee DeeefCe HekeÀ[ues
iesu³eeJej ef®ejerefcejer osTve mJele:®eer megìkeÀe keÀªve
Iesleevee DeeHeCe JesieUs keÀe³e keÀjlees? cegueeb®³ee
De@[efceMevemeeþer [esvesMeve®eer le³eejer lej DeeHeCe
cegueeb®³ee pevceeHeemetve®e keÀjle Demelees.

`He³ee&JejCeeme IeelekeÀ þjuesueer `Hue@mìerkeÀ efHeMeJeer'
ceer ceeP³ee Iejele DeeCeCeej veener', SJe{e meeOee
efveOee&jner DeeHeCe SkeÀpegìerves keÀª MekeÀle veener. ceie
DeMee ueeskeÀebvee `ueeskeÀMeener' keÀMeer keÀe³e HesueCeej?

efj#eeJeeuee eEkeÀJee ì@keÌmeerJeeuee leeW[eJej mejU
³esCeej veener meebielees DeeefCe DeeHeCe cegkeÀeìîeeves ogmeN³ee
efj#eeuee nele oeKeJelees. leesner veener yeesueuee lej
eflemeje veenerlej ®eewLee...Hee®eJee. HeCe Demes keÀjleevee
DeeHeCe DeeHeu³eeuee Dev³ee³e meesmee³e®eer JeeF&ì,
®egkeÀer®eer meJe³e ueeJetve Ieslees³e ns DeeHeu³ee ue#eelener ³esle
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veener. meeceev³e ceeCemee®eer vescekeÀer ner®e vee[er Ye´ä
jep³ekeÀejC³eebveer yejesyej DeesUKeueer Deens.

`one Kesìs IeeueC³eeHes#ee Lees[s Hewmes iesuesues HejJe[ues'
ner `efoJ³e' meeceev³e efJe®eejmejCeer®e uee®e IesC³eeN³eeb®³ee
HeL³eeJej He[ueer DeeefCe l³eeb®eer YetkeÀ Jee{le peeTve
npeejeletve ueeKee®³ee Iejele Je ueeKeeletve keÀesìeR®³ee
Iejele Heesnes®eueer.

IeesìîeeÈ³eeb®es `DeeoMe&' ®e DeeHeu³ee Heg{u³ee
efHe{erHeg{s þsJeeJes ueeieCeej. DeMee nleeMe Je nleyeue
DeJemLesle meeceev³e ceeCetme  Demeleevee®e DeCCee npeejs
Heg{s Peeues DeeefCe l³eebveer Ye´äe®eejeefJe©× DeeJeepe
GþJeuee. Oegcemele Demeuesuee meeceev³e ceeCetme  l³eeb®³ee
HeeþerMeer meJe&MekeÌleerefveMeer GYee jeefnuee. meeceev³e
peveMekeÌleer DeeefCe efle®eer leekeÀo keÀe³e Demeles ns Hejle
SkeÀoe peieeuee oeKeJetve efoues. HeCe npeej keÀesìeR®³ee
¿ee osMeeuee SkeÀ DeCCee kegÀþJej HegjCeej? iejpe Deens
keÀesìîeeJeOeer DeCCeeb®eer.

cnCetve®e cnCeles Deelee ner Deeie efJePet osT vekeÀe.
Keeme keÀªve ³egJeeefHe{eruee keÀUkeÀUer®eer efJevebleer Deens
keÀer ìer.Jner ®e@veue®³ee vee®e-ieeC³eeb®³ee `efjDe@efueìer
Mees' ceOetve yeensj He[e. SkeÀe KesUemeeþer
keÀesìîeeJeOeer®eer GOeUCe keÀjCeeN³eebveener ns®e meebieCes
Deens. efmeueeryeśìer Jne³e®es®e Demesue lej DeCCeeb®ee
Jeejmee ®eeueJee.

Dev³ee³eeefJe©× Je iewjke=Àl³eeyeÎue  efveM¬eÀer³e
jep³ekeÀl³ee¥vee þCekeÀeJetve peeye efJe®eejeue lesJne®e Kejer
ueeskeÀMeener ³esF&ue. ceveeceveele OeieOeieCeejer ner Deeie
pesJne osMeeleerue KeN³ee osMeêes¿eebvee veä keÀjsue  lesJne®e
yeensj®ee DeelebkeÀ DeeHeu³eekeÀ[s [esUs Jej keÀjC³ee®es
Oee[me keÀjCeej veener.

ner®e DeeflejskeÀer nuu³eele Menero Peeuesu³ee Jeerjebvee
Kejer Þe×ebpeueer Demesue.

Deveece Jeerje peeiee nes!
✳
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WE HAVE NO TIME TO STAND AND STARE
–Ketaki Rajan Jayakar 

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, I really,
genuinely wish all of you a very Healthy, Happy,
Joyful  and of course a very prosperous Diwali
2011 and every successive Diwali.

Since I have grown up in a joint family, was
married into a joint family, lived with  elders and
extended family I have garnered so much
valuable experience which I feel  I 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, I was
shocked to read in an American  book about
the concept of Self Love. As I read more about
this I 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 I 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 I
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

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. I
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!" I 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.  A very 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 I 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 I see this
modern  trend of climbing the corporate ladder I
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. I  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 a young age, but my question is, 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 I promise you that  it is this 
deep sense of fulfillment that will  never leave
you but will actually increase with the passage
of time

✳✳✳✳✳
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efJeéeeefce$eer...
jespe®e HeneìCeeN³ee Òee®eeruee, JesieUer ceer cnCelees

Deens.. PeeHe[uesu³ee DeeþJeCeeRveer legP³ee, DeeieÈ³ee

cnCetve peielees Deens. HeCe Kejb meebiet.

efvecee&u³e legPes keÀje³euee nele ceePes SkeÀoe efMeJeefMeJeues

nesles. Jeemeves®ee HeÀ[e legP³eeefJe<e³eer, ceveele ceeP³ee

[esueuee neslee lesJne®es njJeuesues meceeOeeve ceePes.

Jemebleelener HegÀueues veJnles,

efMeefMejelener nmeues veJnles

DeeefCe Je<ee&$eÝletlener vneues veJnles.

Deepe meewYeei³ee®eer jesKeueer vepej legPeer

Deeleu³ee Deele ceuee peeUles Deens

meceLe&ve ceeP³ee ®egkeÀu³ee  cevee®es

HeebieÈ³ee Meyoebveer, De[KeUleevee,

cnCelees Deens ceer FlejemeejKee®e...

Dejs! efJeéeeefce$e meg×e {Uuee neslee!!!

-Fvee leUHeos



Look Who’s Watching!
–Mrs. Shubhada S. Agaskar

(neè Ms. Vaishali M. Jayakar)

 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

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.

An ode to HerAn ode to HerAn ode to HerAn ode to HerAn ode to Her
–Anuradha Simit Desai
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Dilip Raghunath Talpade sighed and
switched off the Times Now News channel. He
had just been viewing a segment on yesteryear
Bombay. Dilip gave another sigh and his thoughts
drifted back to his childhood days. His father
Raghunath Vinayak Talpade was a strict parent
and had ensured that his son got a good
education and had instilled in him a strong sense
of right and wrong.  But life had been far simpler in
those days. And much cheaper too! He recalled
visiting the fish market along with his mother and
hearing "Aanyala dhigra, khaanara phuglaa". He
remembered the happiness on his father’s face
when he had come home with the precious
envelope containing his first salary-Rs.250/- and

laid it in his father’s hands.
          Dilip hurriedly came back to the

present as Madhur tapped him on the shoulder.
Madhur was his son and had just got his first job.
He also had a daughter-Mrunal, who was
studying in college. His wife Vrinda was currently
out, shopping with her. What is it with women and
shopping? They seem to have inbuilt radar when
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
these so-called sales.

          It was Saturday afternoon and Madhur
informed him that he was going out with friends



and would not be back for dinner and would he
please inform Mom as she couldn’t be 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? He had been facing his father’s portrait-
his father had been painted sitting in a chair-a
common pose in those days- and it seemed to
him that he had just seen his father’s hand beckon
to him from the portrait. Dilip shook his head-no
doubt, it was the indigestion caused by Vrinda’s
heavy lunch that was making him see things. But
then it happened again. He distinctly saw his
father raise his hand and make a sign for him to
come closer towards the portrait.

          Dilip moved in a daze towards it and as
if by magic, his father’s hand reached out through
the glass, caught hold of him and yanked him
inside. As he was being pulled inside, 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 him by his foot and saw Madhur pulling him
with all his might. But it seemed that his father was
winning-after all, in his day, he had been a
bodybuilder. With one sharp tug, first Dilip and
then Madhur tumbled into the portrait.

          Both fell with a thud on the mosaic floor.
Madhur was the first one to recover. "Dad, what’s
going on? Where are we? I came back to get my
cell phone, saw you being pulled inside and ran to
help". Dilip picked himself up with a wince-he had
landed on his rump- and looked around. It
seemed to be the home of his childhood.
"Madhur, I don’t know what’s happening either. I
saw Pappa beckon me towards his portrait and
the next thing I knew, I was being pulled inside. I
think however, that we have just been dragged
back to your grandfather’s time". All this time, the
man sitting in the chair had been listening to their
conversation, but now, he stood up.

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

"Arre Dilipya, I couldn’t bear to see what was
happening in your world so I called you inside to
see if you still remembered how life was, back in
the good, old days. It seems that I am also
meeting Madhur now after a really long time. The
last time I saw him was when he was a toddler and
was just learning to walk. I passed away soon
after that. Hya porache kulle saaf kele aahet ho"

          Madhur, still pondering over his
strange journey, nevertheless protested "Kay ho
Aajoba. I am not a kukula baal now". His
grandfather peered at him from under his shaggy
eyebrows and said "For me, you are still a small
child. Come see how we lived in your past." He led
the duo out from the anteroom into the living room
and waved at it. "This is our sadar. Since it is
afternoon, I 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". He whispered to his son "Let us give your
mother a surprise". Within a few minutes, a tall,
regal lady wearing a nine-yard sari emerged from
the kitchen. Madhur, who had never seen his
grandmother, drank in the sight. She was decked
out from top to toe in traditional jewellery. He had
heard from his father that women, in those days,
wore this kind of apparel and worked in the
kitchen like this too.

          "Aaho, see who has come to meet us?"
Madhur whispered in his father’s ear "Dad, why is
he calling Aaji aaho all the time? Isn’t her name
Champu? ". Dilip whispered back "In those 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? I am meeting you after so
many years. And this is Madhur, right? I watched
him grow up from my portrait. Now that you have
surprised me, I have a surprise for you too."
Turning towards the kitchen, she called out "You
can bring out the tea and snacks now".

          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
traditional nine-yard saris and wearing traditional
jewellery-right down to the 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?"
Madhur just stood there with his mouth open like a
goldfish.

Mrunal giggled and explained "Dada, close
your mouth before flies enter it. I was passing
Aaji’s portrait in the hall & checking out her sari
border- I wanted to get something like that for our
College Traditional Day. As I passed by, she
waved at me. At first I thought that I was seeing
things….you know, I was chatting on the Net
really late last night & initially, I thought that the
lack of sleep was beginning to tell. But then, she
did it again and even called out to me. So, I went
closer and she pulled me in. Aie was just coming
from the bedroom passage, saw me being pulled
in and she ran to help. But Aaji was pretty strong-
maybe, it’s because she is used to lifting such
heavy utensils in the kitchen-and Aie got pulled in
too".  

Vrinda added "Aaho, when I saw sasubai
pulling her in, my heart almost stopped. She told
us that she had wanted to chat with us for quite
some time now, and couldn’t resist the temptation
to do so today. We had always wanted to try out
nine-yard saris but didn’t know anyone who knew
how to wear them nowadays. So, sasubai was
gracious enough to lend us her nine-yard saris.
But how is it that the two of you are here too?"

Dilip started laughing "It seems that your
saasrebua had the same thought and pulled us in
too. It’s just that Aie thought of it first. Baykanchya
dokyat hya supeek kalpana pahilyanda kashya
yetat? Aaho Pappa, how do these modern ladies
look in this avatar?" Raghunathrao cleared his
throat and said "They look really nice. I used to
wince every time when I used to see Mrunal walk
past my portrait, wearing those tiny shorts. At
least soonbai wore saris, but a woman wearing a
nine-yard sari definitely looks grand. So, I am
loving it".

Everyone burst out laughing. Madhur

exclaimed "So Aajoba, it seems that you have
been watching TV too. See, everything modern is
not bad!" His grandfather grinned sheepishly and
said "Guilty! Now finish your tea and we’ll get you
two changed into more suitable attire. Then, we
can explore the streets at leisure."

Mrunal excitedly said "Aajoba, can we ride on
the tram? I have heard about it from Dad and had
always wanted to ride one. But they were all gone
by the time I was born".

Her father affectionately pulled her plait and
said "Mrunal, do you know how cheap it was back
then? Or rather, in the year we are in, a tram ticket
from the Prince of Wales museum to Dadar costs
about 1 anna. For your information, an anna is 1/
16th of a rupee".

Mrunal was astonished. "Dad, surely, you are
pulling my leg? In our age, a single rupee will get
you hardly anything."

Her grandfather laughed 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
annas for fish-4 annas for prawns and 4 annas for
ghol fish."

Madhur couldn’t believe his ears. "Aajoba,
you know, if we want to have prawns, Mom has to
shell out at least 50 rupees to the fisherwoman for
a wata. And, the other day, I had gone with Dad to
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-
vegetarian food".

Vrinda exclaimed "But Madhur, it’s not just
food prices that have gone up. For example, 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 a month, 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 school fee is 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?



Even though you were a top ranker, they had the
audacity to ask for a bribe in the form of donation
to the college. Here, it works solely on the marks
and the hard work that a student has put into his or
her studies. No bribery at all!"

Champu Aaji remarked "But everyone, you
have to remember that here, salaries are also
less. A graduate gets roughly 100 rupees a month
while someone with an engineering degree gets
around 250 rupees with an expected increment of
10 rupees a year. However, since things cost less,
we can afford to buy more if we are well educated
and holding a good job."

Mrunal was fidgeting a bit. She was thinking
about trams and exploring olden time Bombay in
general. Finally, everyone finished their tea and
got up. Dilip and Madhur changed into dhotis and
coats while Champu aaji got out 3 shelas from the
trunk. Mrunal wondered aloud "Aaji, it’s not winter
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
herself in a shela. Soonbai, take these and drape
them around your and Mrunal’s shoulders. Then,
we can go out".

The Talpade family set off for the nearest
tram stop. Mrunal & Madhur looked around with
interest. There were a lot 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 seemed to
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 "Bara ka, do you know that
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 person inside the
gutter, holding the water pipe screams out ‘Ehhhh
Choooodddd’ as a signal to start the water. If one
didn’t know what it meant, one could easily arrive
at the wrong conclusion." Madhur and Mrunal
found this too funny for words and were soon
giggling away.

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 it came 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’s generation is always in a hurry’.

The tram came to a stop and everyone got in.
As they all sat down, Mrunal thought to herself
‘What quaint wooden seats.’ Her aajoba asked
her "Mrunal, did you see the seats? The backrest
of these seats can be changed in such a way that
at any given time, the passenger is always facing
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." Mrunal was most impressed. "Hey! What a
wonderful idea! So, no one has to face backwards
while traveling."

The tram started moving and Madhur and
Mrunal peered out the windows to check out
olden time Bombay and its many inhabitants.
Mrunal whispered to her mother "Mom, look, that
woman seems to be wearing the entire contents
of her jewellery box. And come to think of it, most
women that I see walking here are wearing more
ornaments on a routine basis, than we would ever
wear, back in our modern age, except for family
weddings. How can they afford it?  And aren’t they
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
robberies are rare. Your Mama used to go out with
his friends to watch the late night movie at the
Majestic cinema. He used to leave the back door
unlatched, so that he could sneak in at 12:45 a.m.
after the show got over."

Madhur was listening intently to their
conversation and immediately voiced an opinion
"Mom, 12:45 a.m. is not late. Nowadays, shows
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get over at 2:30 a.m. His father added "Yes, and
nowadays sons add to their parents blood
pressure by coming home at 4:00 in the morning."
Madhur protested "But Dad, that happened just
once! My friends wanted a party to celebrate me
getting my first job."

His father retorted "Yes, I know. Your
grandparents were extremely strict during my
growing up years! Once, I came home really late
from school because my friends took me kite-
flying in the maidan, after school was let out for the
day. When I reached home, I told my parents that
my teacher had kept me back for some extra
coaching. I would never have been caught, but for
our next-door neighbour. She was 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. I still remember the
walloping that I got when the truth came out."

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
time extended too. I have told her that while she is
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, the tram had slowly trundled past the
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 with interest. Hawkers plied their wares
by screaming at the top of their voices. A sitafal
wala passed them, shouting "Sita pal Sita pal" and
Mrunal suddenly envisioned Sita running round a
track, wearing sports shoes, while Ram timed her
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 at the top of
his voice ‘Eh Kale Khalee Ye’ and when we were

young, we always thought that he was calling out
to Kala Kaku, who lived next door to us, to come
down." Mrunal giggled and exclaimed "Poor
thing, she must be experiencing what girls named
Munni and Shiela go through in our time".

                   By now, they had passed through
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
there were hardly any cars to be seen. By the time
the tram conductor shouted "Dhobi Talao", the
family was ready to get off and explore some
more on foot.

          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
Museum and further on towards Sassoon Docks.
We are now near Metro Cinema. This area has a
lot of offices and also Irani Restaurants like
Kyanis and Bastanis. Bombay is like a melting pot
of cultures-Apart from Hindus, you will find other
flavours like Irani, Parsee, Muslim and Christian.
Let’s go to Chowpatty now". Saying this, he now
led them towards the road leading to Marine Lines
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". Raghunathrao and Dilip quickly realized what
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 out of this situation.

Raghunathrao looked around. There was
hardly any traffic on the road. But wait! Was that a
Dodge coming towards them? The driver of the
car drew up alongside them and shouted "Quickly
get in, I am going towards Zaoba Wadi and can
drop you at Chira Bazaar." As Raghunathrao
hesitated, the man added "Aaho, don’t worry! I am
Dr. Joshi and have a lot of friends among your
community. I recognized you from a medical
charity function where someone had pointed you



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 man is 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 values in
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

for that person. But you also know that your
friend would make you live rather than die for
him/her. A platonic concept indeed.

A friendship for usefulness is formed for the
utilitarian value of it. How useful is that person for
me? What can I benefit from him? can I 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
relationship is capable of giving. He is a joker. The
moment he enters, you forget all your warries. you
cannot but wonder what new joke he has got up his
sleeve. you are on cloud nine. The point is how
much pleasure you derive from this friendship.

Practically speaking, all types of friendships
overlap each other. A relationship started on the
basis of usefulness may get elevated to the
status of virtue in due course. Similarly a virtuous
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 difficult it   is   to   form   relationships?

FFFFFriendshipriendshipriendshipriendshipriendship
–Swapneel Bramhandkar

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

Everyone scrambled to get seated inside the
Dodge. Dilip couldn’t help thinking "If riots were to
break out in our time, I am sure that even known
people would not stop to help and would just flee in
blind panic. And here is a complete stranger,
helping us all out." He closed his eyes and prayed
for his family’s safety as the car rushed towards
Zaoba Wadi and safety.

  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
dozing in front of the TV again!" accused Mrunal.
She couldn’t understand it when Dilip stood up
abruptly, walked across to his father’s portrait and
knocked on the glass. But, we certainly do!

✳✳✳✳✳
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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 I 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 I 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..



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, I 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.  If you 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.  If you 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…?

I am well behaved, I write many exams, I get 12/12 in some exams and in some
exams I get 10/10, I wake up early in the morning only on holidays, I complete my
homework on time

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
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

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: 8 years

25. What is the one thing that makes your family special?
Ans: I love my family because they help me everywhere and even
when I have problems.
26. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated, what
would you change?
Ans: I wish I would not have to eat vegetables.
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27. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
Ans: I 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: I 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 I don’t like too much noise.
30. Tell us the five best things about you…?
Ans: 1. I love to make friends.

2. I sing.
 3. I like to help my family and my friends.

4. I speak nicely with everybody.
5. I don’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
����� l. 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 I want to study.

����� o. 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 I like
them

14. If you could change one rule that your family has regulated,
what would you change?

I 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



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…?

I like to play with my friends, I am so sweet, I give my Aai one kiss everyday, I am
a good girl, My handwriting is very nice
7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?

����� 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?

����� 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 : I would play a lot and I would sleeeeeep.

4. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?
ans : I would give them toys.
5. If you 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 I 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. I am good.

2. I am clever, intelligent and smart.
3. I am very nice.
4. I help others.
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5. I 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

����� 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

����� 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 I could decorate my place, it would look like a palace..

Ishaan Kothare 
Age: 11 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: I do not wish to change any rule.
21. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do?
Ans 3: I will go and drive a limozine or I 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: I 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: I would not make any rule. I would like people to live their life the way they want.
24. Tell us the five best things about you…?
Ans 6: 1. I don’t like to fight with anyone.
           2. I am kind.
           3. I don’t interfere in other’s life.
           4. I can play cricket.
           5. People call me a sincere and cute child.



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 because I like to watch TV and I 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

����� k. being a genius so that I would get the best job available.
l. 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?
I 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?
����� 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

����� 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…?

I am good at drawing, Iam good at singing, I am good at dancing, Iam helpful, n
I 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

����� 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

����� 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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KRUTARTH  M.  SHETE
1. What is something that makes your family special?
ans :Because we have celebration on all occasion whether it is
birthday, Ganapati , Navaratri , Diwali or New year. 
2. If could change one rule that your family has, what would you
change?
ans : I want to change that we must get freedom  for playing. 

3. If you could be invisible for a day, what would you do? 
ans : I will play PSP,PC,X-BOX etc. After playing I would do my studies& All other
things. 
4. If you could give one gift to every single child in the world, what gift would you give?.
ans : I would give them happiness, joy & love. 
5.If 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. I  obey all instructions
2. I have a liking for cricket.
3. I have a sharing nature
4. I am very caring boy
5. & I am also helpful  boy

7. Which of the following choices do you think would be best, and why?
����� 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

����� c. being famous for doing something great
9      What  kinds of lies do your  friends tell their parents?
Ans. I really don’t know I am sorry.
10    If you could decorate our place, what would it look like?
Ans. House like BIG BOSS .

10    If you could decorate your place, what would it look like?
        I would decorate it like people decorate their houses in christmas.
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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. I 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 I 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.
I 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. I really enjoyed myself.  It was the best day of summer….



DeeHeu³ee meJee¥vee ceenerle®e Deens keÀer DeeHeu³ee
osMeele DeveskeÀ Yee<ee yeesueu³ee peeleele. l³eeleerue

DeeHeCe yeesuelees keÀer `eEnoer' ner DeeHeueer jeä^Yee<ee

Deens. DeeHeCe cenejeä^ele jenlees. DeeHeueer FkeÀ[®eer
Yee<ee cejeþer Deens.Deelee legcner cnCeeue keÀer ³eele

keÀe³e? ns lej meJee¥vee ceenerle Deens. HeCe ceer cnCeerve

keÀer ³eeleerue SkeÀ iecebleerMeerj ieesä Deens leer
cnCepes...DeeHeCe meJe& SkeÀe keÀeUer MeeUsle lej

iesuee®e Demeeue. l³eeleerue meJee&®ee DevegYeJe Demesue®e

keÀer Òel³eskeÀ efJe<e³ee®eer efMeef#ekeÀe DeeHe-DeeHeu³ee
efJe<e³eele l³ee-l³ee efJe<e³ee®³ee Yee<esle yeesuee³euee

meebiele Demeles. ³ee®es Goe. cnCepes keÀer cejeþer®eer

efMeef#ekeÀe DeeHeu³eeuee cejeþerle yeesueC³eeme meebieles.
eEnoer®eer efMeef#ekeÀe eEnoer Yee<esle yeesuee³euee meebieles.

HeCe legcner®e meebiee keÀer ieefCelee®ee efJe<e³e eEkeÀJee

Yetieesue, FeflenememeejKee efJe<e³e Demesue lej legcner
keÀesCel³ee Yee<es®ee Òe³eesie keÀjeue? DeeHeu³ee HetJe&peebveer

0 les 10 DeekeÀ[îee®ee MeesOe ueeJeuee. Jesie-JesieÈ³ee

Yee<ee MeesOetve keÀe{u³ee; HeCe DeMee efJe<e³eeb®³ee Yee<ee
MeesOelee Deeu³ee veenerle. HeCe l³eebvee oes<e osC³eeves

keÀener HeÀjkeÀ He[Ceej veener Deens. Kejslej DeeHeCener

lesJe{s®e oes<eer Deenesle. Yee<ee DeeHeu³ee peerJeveeleu³ee
SkeÀe DeeOeejemeejKes Deens. l³ee DeeHeu³ee YeeJeveebvee

J³ekeÌle keÀjC³eele mene³³elee keÀjleele. p³ee YeeJevee

DeeHeu³eeuee oeKeJetve eEkeÀJee keÀªve oeKeJelee ³esle
veenerle, l³ee YeeJevee DeeHeu³eeuee Yee<es®³ee

ceeO³eceeletve J³ekeÌle keÀjlee ³esleele. Yee<ee J³ekeÌle

keÀjC³eeJeªve DeeþJeues keÀer MeeUsle pej `Yee<ee'

Yee<ee
ö MeewvekeÀ pe³ekeÀj

(F. 9Jeer, Fbûepeer ceeO³ece)

vemeleer, lej ceeP³eemeejKeer efkeÀleerlejer cegues Del³eble
ÒemeVe Peeueer Demeleer. cegues veJns lej efMe#ekeÀ HeCe

DeeHeu³ee SJe{s®e KetMe Demeles. ³ee ceeie®es keÀejCe

Demes...MeeUsle Deece®³ee ÞeJeCe, uesKeve Je Yee<eCe
mebJeeo DeMee DeveskeÀ Hejer#ee vemel³ee. ³eeves cegues ner

KetMe keÀejCe DeY³eeme keÀceer Peeuee Demelee Je

efMe#ekeÀebvee ner ìWMeve vemeleb keÀer cegueebvee iegCe Ðee³e®es
Deensle. HeCe pej Yee<ee vemeleer, lej DeeHeuee `JesU ner

keÀmee IeeueJeeJee' ne ÒeMve He[uee Demelee.

DeeHeu³eeHewkeÀer meJee¥vee DeeJe[ Demeles keÀer keÀece
keÀjlee-keÀjlee ieeCeer cnCee³e®eer. leer megjele Demees-vemees

leer ogmejer ieesä. ieeCeb cnCee³euee HeÀej DeeJe[les. HeCe

pej Yee<ee vemeleer lej keÀesCeeuee ner ieeCeer ieelee Deeueer
vemeleer Je keÀesCee®ee JesUner IeeueJelee Deeuee vemelee.

lemes yeIeeJes lej KetHe keÀener efJeef®e$e Jeeìueb Demeleb.

ef¬eÀkesÀì®eer keÀe@ceWì̂er vemeleer Je ef¬eÀkesÀì yeIee³euee keÀener
ceppee vemeleer Deeueer. HeCe p³ee ceeCemeeuee DeeHeu³ee

yee³ekeÀes®eer yeesueCeer jespe-jespe SskeÀeJeer ueeieleele,

yee@me®eer yeesueCeer Je DeeF&®³ee cnCeer SskeÀeJ³ee ueeieleele,
l³ee ceeCemeevee cee$e KetHe yejs Jeeìues Demeles. lej ³ee

meieÈ³eebvees, DeeHeu³eeuee keÀUueb®e Demesue keÀer Yee<ee

ceeCemeekeÀjlee efkeÀleer DeeJeM³ekeÀ Deens Je DeveskeÀ
ceeCemeebkeÀjlee JeeF&ì Deens. DeMee He×leerves DeeHeu³ee

osMeele efJeefJeOe Yee<ee Demetvener DeeHeCe SkeÀ-ogmeN³eeMeer

SkeÀoce ®eebieu³ee leNnsves Jeeielees Je Yee<ee ner ®eebieueer
JeeHejlees.

Deelee ceer legce®³eeMeer mebJeeo meeOelees Deens. lees

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

My cover was blown. I ran for it, barely making it into an alley. I 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. "I
thought B. K. had stress", talked K. K. "He’s been like that ever since he visited
the Wimbledon opener match." I 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 I went undercover as a bellboy. There are advantages of being a 14
year old detective. I had 12 shifts a day, 15 minutes each. 3 shifts for 4 matches
each. As I finished my shift, I went to explore. At the main building I saw
something awkward. I was staring at the cooler and saw a packet inside. Quickly
taking a sample I ran back in time for my last shift. At home I discovered the
packet contained Librium, an untraceable drug (liquid form). The next day I found
a man loitering around near the cooler with a phone to his ear. The strange thing
was he wasn’t talking. I figured this was my man. I 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 I blacked out
the master mind said, "You lose." Before I could catch a glimpse of his face,
everything went black… I woke up in a box with no light. I took out my height
reader and realized I was half a foot below ground. After that I began panicking.
Then I thought, "Fool you have limited oxygen, don’t panic!" I slowed down and
took a deep breath and held it. Then using the hardest object, my head, I broke
the box and burst through the sand. I gasped for air and struggled out. I thought,
"Too close, but I now know the criminal."

I caught K. K. Modi at the airport and lugged him home. I called B. K.’s wife
and K. K.’s wife at the bureau. "Alright I 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." I said. "Yes, but I gave
him a dose too and then killed him." "I knew you had a voice changer. That is why
I caught you." There folks, I solved the mystery that way.

MURDER MAMURDER MAMURDER MAMURDER MAMURDER MAYHEMYHEMYHEMYHEMYHEM
Mithil Velkar

(Age 14) 



eE®eìt `mekeÀeU' mees[tve ueeskeÀmeÊesle iesuee. eE®eìtuee
yeIee³e®eer peer SkeÀ meJe³e ueeieueer nesleer leer Deelee
Keb[erle Peeueer. ceer mekeÀeUer HesHej Jee®ee³euee Iesleuee js
Iesleuee keÀer Deece®ee efHeìgkeÀuee OeeJele ³esF&. MesJeì®³ee
HeeveeJejerue eE®eìt yeIee³e®eer l³ee®eer Oe[He[ ®eeuet Demes.
Deelee l³ee peeieer `ieHHeeìHHee' ns meoj ³esleb. ceer les
HeÀejmeb efve³eefcele Jee®ele veener. HeCe DeefuekeÀ[s®e l³eele
Deeuesuee SkeÀ efkeÀmmee ceuee HeÀej®e YeeJeuee. SkeÀ
ceeCetme SkeÀe jefMe³eve Iejele peeTve efleLeueb oej
þesþeJelees. `keÀesCeer Heg©<e ceeCetme Deens keÀe Iejele?''
SkeÀ ef®ecegj[er Heesjieer oej GIe[les. ``yeeyee Iejer
veenerle, yeensj iesuee³ele'' ``keÀOeer Hejle ³esCeej legPes
yeeyee?'' ``yejesyej 24 leeme 30 efceveìb DeeefCe 15
meskeÀboebveer'' l³ee ceeCemeeuee ceesþb veJeue Jeeìleb. lees
efJe®eejlees, ``yeeU, let ns keÀmeb keÀe³e meebiet MekeÀlesme?''
``keÀejCe ceePes yeeyee DeblejeUJeerj Deensle.''  ``yejb!
ceie legPeer DeeF& Deens keÀe Iejele DeeF&?'' ``DeeF& vee?
leer ceekexÀìeRieuee iesueer³e'' ``Hejle keÀOeer ³esCeej?'' ``les
ceenerle veener.'

Heeefnueble? DeblejeUele iesuesuee ceeCetme JesUsJej Hejle
³eslees; HeCe Kejsoeruee iesuesueer yeeF& Hejle keÀOeer ³esCeej ns
ye´ïeosJee®³ee yeeHeeueeHeCe meebielee ³esCeej veener. peiee®³ee
HeeþerJej kegÀþsner pee, ceefnueeJeiee&®ee ne iegCeOece& meJe&
efþkeÀeCeer meejKee®e. Kejsoer cnìueb keÀer, ³ee ceefnueeb®³ee
Debieele yeeje nÊeer®eb (keÀe nÊeerCeeR®e?) yeU Debieele
efMejleb. ³ee keÀe³e DeeefCe efkeÀleer Kejsoer keÀjleerue ³ee®ee
Deboepe yeebOeCeb keÀþerCe. HejJee®e kegÀþslejer Jee®eueb,
peHeeveceO³es SkeÀ ie=efnCeer yeeiekeÀeceeuee ueeieCeeje
íesìemee HeeC³ee®ee HeeF&He DeeCeC³eemeeþer yeepeejele iesueer
DeeefCe ³esleevee SkeÀ ceesþe nÊeer®e efJekeÀle IesTve Deeueer.
Heg{s Demebner keÀUC³eele Deeueb keÀer, leer yeeF& nÊeer®³ee
meeHeÀmeHeÀeF&meeþer, nesped HeeF&He DeeCeC³ee®³ee efJe®eejele
Deens DeeefCe l³ee yeeF&®ee Heleer cee$e eE®elee¬eÀeble Deens.

Deece®³ee Iej®eer HeefjefmLeleer keÀener JesieUer veener. HeCe
l³eele Lees[emee HeÀjkeÀ Deens. Deece®eer meew. `efkeÀ®eve
mHesMeeefuemì' Deens. cnCepes Demeb keÀer, mJe³ebHeekeÀIejele

meelee pevcee®eer Kejsoer
õ vebokegÀceej ke=À efJepe³ekeÀj

GHe³eesieer ³esCeejer ³eb$eb, GHekeÀjCeb, DeJepeejb DeeefCe l³ee
Deveg<ebieeves ³esCeeN³ee DeveskeÀ ie=nesHe³eesieer Jemlet ³eeb®³ee
Kejsoer®ee peyejomle MeeskeÀ Deecner yeeUietve Deenesle.
yeepeejele pes pes keÀener veJeerve Demesue les ÒeLece DeeHeu³ee
Iejele Demee³euee Heeefnpes ne DeÆeneme. Jele&ceeveHe$eeble
SKeeÐee veJeerve GHekeÀjCee®eer peeefnjele Deeueer js Deeueer
keÀer yee³ekeÀes Kejsoeruee iesueer. ner Kejsoer cnCepes ceesþer
[eskesÀogKeer Demeles. Je<ee¥®es yeejener ceefnves kegÀþs vee kegÀþs
mesue, J³eeHeejerHesþ ³eeb®ee jleerye ®eeuet®e Demelees.
Heeu³ee&uee efìUkeÀ cebefoj, oeojuee [er. efmeuJee
ne³emketÀue®eb HeìebieCe, efMeJeepeer Heeke&Àuee ye´eïeCemesJee
mebIe, HegC³eeuee efìUkeÀmceejkeÀ cebefoj ³ee efþkeÀeCeer
`YeJ³e efJe¬eÀer Je ÒeoMe&ve' keÀe³ece Jemleeruee Demeleb.
HegC³eeuee lej efpekeÀ[s ceeskeÀUer peeiee meeHe[sue l³eeJej
³ee `HesÀmìerJeue Mee@Heer' kegÀ$³ee®³ee í$eermeejK³ee GieJele
Demeleele. nîee ûeenkeÀHesþeb®eb keÀener keÀUle veener.
ojJe<eer& les®e les mìe@umed, lees®e lees  ceeue DeeefCe leer®e leer
ceeCemeb Hegvne Hegvne peeTve keÀe³e Kejsoer keÀjleele, les
l³ee®eb l³eeveeb®e þeTkeÀ. keÀe³e lej cnCes cejeþer
J³eeHeejerHesþ DeeefCe efMeju³ee efMeju³ee ®eHeueeb®eb ogkeÀeve.
³ee ogkeÀeveeb®³ee peeieeosKeerue þjuesu³ee. megJeeefmekeÀ
DeÊejb, megiebOeer GìCeb, HeeJe[jer, lesueb Demeu³ee
mìe@ueduee ueeietve PegjUb ceejC³ee®³ee Deew<eOee®ee mìe@ue.
Deelee ne HejHeÌ³egce mÒes DeeefCe lees yesieevemÒes ³ee®eb keÀe³e
veeleb Deens ns Hejceséej®e peeCees. DeMee ÒeoMe&veele
Deece®eer meew. cee$e FkeÀ[s eflekeÀ[s ve yeIelee Lesì
ie=nesHe³eesieer Jemleg®³ee efJeYeeieekeÀ[s, SKeeÐee
ueesn®egbyekeÀeves Kes®eeJeb vee leMeer ®eeueuesueer Demeles.
Deelee Jeeìsue ce@ivesìerkedÀ LesjHeer cnCepes ®egbyekeÀer³e
ef®eefkeÀmmee Demee SkeÀ ieeUe Demelees. HeCe efleLeues
ueeue, efveÈ³ee jbiee®es, íesìs ceesþs ueesn®egbyekeÀ efleuee
DeekeÀ<et& MekeÀle veener. leer DeeHeu³ee DeeJe[l³ee
ogkeÀeveemeceesj ³esTve GYeer jneles DeeefCe ceeietve Deecner,
KeebÐeeJej efHeMeJ³ee JeeieJele. Denes l³ee ogkeÀeveele
keÀmeueerlejer jÎ[ GHekeÀjCeb Demeleele. ueneve ueneve
®eeketÀ keÀe³e, megN³ee keÀe³e, ef®eceìs keÀe³e.yee@ìue
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DeesHevej! l³ee ogkeÀeveeleuee ceeCetme yeeìu³eeb®eer yeg®eb
HeÀìeHeÀìd G[Jele Demelees; HeCe Iejer Deeu³eeJej l³ee
DeesHevejves SkeÀ yeeìueer Keesuesue lej MeHeLe. ueesCeer
keÀeH³ee megN³ee keÀe³e, uesceve ¬eÀMej keÀe³e, keÀe³e efJe®eeª
vekeÀe. Deece®³ee  Iejele oesve Deu³egefceveer³ece®es, leerve
Hue@efmìkeÀ®es DeeefCe SkeÀ mìsveuesmemìerue®ee uesceve¬eÀMej
Demes jebiesle ueìkeÀJeuesues efomeleerue. meeOeejCe
DeekeÀeje®eer eEueyee®eer HeÀes[ l³eele J³eJeefmLele yemele
veener. oeyee³euee iesueb keÀer, `®eue js eEuey³ee ìgCetkeÀ
ìgCetkeÀ'. keÀesþs G[er ceejsue meebielee ³esle veener. SkeÀoe
nJeeyebo [yee GIe[C³eemeeþer SkeÀ ìervekeÀìj DeeCeuee.
[yee GIe[C³eemeeþer SkeÀeuee l³ee®eb n@v[ue HekeÀ[eJeb
ueeieueb. ogmeN³eeves l³ee®eer keÀU efHeÀjJeeJeer ueeieueer
DeeefCe eflemeN³eeves KegÎ lees [yee IeÆ Oeªve þsJeeJee
ueeieuee. SJe{b keÀªve lees keÀìj ef{cced peeiesJeªve
nueuee veener. ceie nelees[e, mketÀ [^eF&Jnj, megjer pes
neleeuee meeHe[sue l³ee®ee Òe³eesie keÀjeJee ueeieuee DeeefCe
MesJeìer l³ee [y³eeleu³ee HeoeLee&®ee mel³eeveeMe Peeuee lees
JesieUe®e. ³ee ÒeoMe&veele `DeeEpekeÌ³e ye´ome&'®ee mìe@ue
nìketÀve meeHe[lees. ns ueeskeÀ JesieJesieÈ³ee efHeMeJ³ee,
nB[ye@iee yeveJeleele. ³eeb®³ee ³ee ye@iee cee$e KetHe®e
efìkeÀeT Demeleele. HeÀeìlee HeÀeìle veener, DeeefCe oj
JesUsuee SkeÀ veJeerve He@ÀMeve®eer ye@ie Deece®³ee Iejele ³esles.
DeeleeHe³e¥le SJe{îee ye@iee peceuee³ele keÀer l³ee®eb®e SkeÀ
ÒeoMe&ve YejJeeJeb ³ee efJe®eejele ceer Deens.

ceuee mJele:uee lees Yeep³ee keÀeHeC³ee®ee mueeF&medj
yeIee³euee HeÀej DeeJe[lees. efleLeuee Heesjiee l³ee
mueeF&medjves meìemeìd keÀekeÀ[er, ìesce@ìes, ieepej, yeerì
³eeb®eer keÀeHeb keÀe{le Demelees. keÀeboe keÀe³e efkeÀmelees,
keÀesyeer keÀe³e ef®ejlees, DeeefCe ceie l³ee efnjJ³ee,
efHeJeÈ³ee, ueeue ®ekeÀl³eeb®eer j®euesueer leer mebgoj Deejeme
Deieoer yeIeC³eemeejKeer Demeles. l³ee HeesN³ee®ee nele
pesJe{e YejYej ®eeuelees vee, l³ee®³ee omeHeì l³ee®eer
peerYe. ceie keÀe³e yee³ekeÀes®³ee Kejsoerle DeeCeKeer SkeÀ
Yej He[les. Iejer iesu³eeJej l³ee mueeF&medjves neleeefMeJee³e
ogmejb keÀenerner keÀeHeueb peele veener. efJe®eej kesÀuee, ns
npeej yeejeMes®eb GHekeÀjCe efJekeÀle IesC³eeHes#ee, iejpe
Yeemesue lesJne l³ee ogkeÀeveeleu³ee HeesN³eeuee mueeF&medj
IesTve Iejer yeesueJeeJeb,  keÀe³e keÀeHee³e®eb les keÀeHetve I³eeJeb
DeeefCe keÀece Peeu³eeJej HeeþJetve ÐeeJeb. Heeefnpes keÀMeeuee
vemeleer Pebpeì?. FueskeÌì^erkeÀ Hee@HedDeHe ìesmìj Iejele oesve

He[uee³ele. ne eflemeje. ³eele ìesmì Peeuee keÀer, lees
DeeHeesDeeHe DeHed neslees. HeCe Deece®ee ìesmìj, ìesmì
Demee keÀener efYejkeÀeJetve oslees keÀer, eqmueHeceO³es GYeb
jneJeb leMeer efHeÀu[eRie ueeJeeJeer ueeieles. ³ee GHekeÀjCeeble
yejb keÀe; oesve ÒekeÀej Demeleele. JeerpesJej ®eeueCeejer
l³ee®eÒeceeCes leMeer®e neleeves ®eeueJeC³ee®eer. keÀeseELeyeerj
keÀeHeC³ee®eb SkeÀ ueneve ³eb$e, efcej®³eebmeeþer ogmejb.
Deeu³eemeeþer JesieUb DeeefCe uemeCeemeeþer eflemejb.
oeC³ee®³ee kegÀìemeeþer DeeCeKeer SkeÀ JesieU ³eb$e. Deelee
Iejer HetÀ[ Òeesmesmej veeJee®eb Yeueb ceesþb ³eb$e Demeleb. HeCe
meesyeleeruee ner ef®euueerefHeuueer. `keÀe³e ieb? DeeHeu³eekeÀ[s
SJe{eceesþe HetÀ[ Òeesmesmej Deens. ceie nîee íesìîee
íesìîee ³eb$eeb®eer iejpe keÀe³e?' `legcner ieHHe yemee nes.
keÀener keÀUle veener legcneuee. Denes íesìîee keÀeceemeeþer
íesìer ³eb$eb DeeefCe ceesþîee keÀeceemeeþer ceesþer.' ns íesìîee
ceesþîee®eb ieefCele ceesþb Depeye®e. ®eHeeleer®eb Heerþ
ceUC³ee®eb n@v[ Dee@Hejsìs[ ceMeerve. 5 efceefveìeble
keÀCeerkeÀ eEleyetve le³eej. Heefnu³ee®e  Òe³elveele l³ee®eb
n@v[ue legìleb. ceie lees cees[keÀe nele IesTve ogkeÀeveeHe³e¥le
Hee³eHeerì keÀjC³ee®eer HeeUer DemceeefokeÀeJej®e ³esles. Dejs
nes! l³ee IejIebìer®ee DeeCeKeer SkeÀ ÒekeÀej. ogkeÀeveele
Meeble JeeìCeejer ner efHeþe®eer ®ekeÌkeÀer Iejer Deeu³eeJej
DebceU peemle®e DeeJeepe keÀjles³e Demeb Jeeìleb. keÀejCe
meesmee³eìerleuee Òel³eskeÀpeCe efJe®eeªve peelees. `keÀe³e nes
keÀmeuee DeeJeepe  ³eslees?' `keÀenes keÀe³e ®eeueuee³e
keÀe³e?' `legce®³eekeÀ[s ìeF&uemed Hee@efueMeerbie®eb keÀece
®eeueuee³e Jeeìleb?' keÀceeue Deens ³ee ueeskeÀeb®eer. Denes
meesmee³eìer®ee HeeC³ee®ee HebHe iesues efkeÀl³eskeÀ ceefnves
Ye³eevekeÀ DeeJeepe keÀjlees. lees ®eeuet kesÀuee js kesÀuee,
meeN³ee efyeu[eRieuee neojs yemeleele. HeCe l³ee®eb kegÀCeeuee
keÀener Jeeìle veener. HeCe Deece®³ee Iejele IejIebìer megª
Peeueer js Peeueer keÀer ojJeep³eeJejleer Iebìer Jeepeles.

³ee yee³ekeÀeb®eb keÀe³e ceevemeMeeðe Deens keÀesCeeme
þeTkeÀ? mejU ®eebieu³ee ogkeÀeveeble peeTve jerlemej
ceeue Kejsoer keÀjeJee lej les veener. Demeu³ee ûeenkeÀHesþe
DeeefCe ÒeoMe&veeletve Kejsoer keÀjC³ee®eer SkeÀ JesieUer
veMee®e l³eebvee ®e{les. yejb ne ceeue kegÀþs yeveJeleele keÀesCe
peeCes HeCe Demeuee mJeml³eeleuee kegÀ®ekeÀeceer ceeue yeensj
keÀesþs Hene³euee meeHe[le veener. lees Kejsoer keÀje³euee
Demeu³ee `mesue keÀceSefkeÌPeyeerMeve' `YeJ³e efJe¬eÀer DeeefCe
ÒeoMe&ve' ceO³es®e efHeÀjeJeb ueeieleb. ceePee SkeÀ efce$e SkeÀoe



ceuee cnCeeuee, `Dejs ³ee yee³ekeÀebvee Kejsoeruee peeleevee
veJeje yejesyej keÀe ueeielees ceenerle Deens?' `keÀe?'
`Dejs nkeÌkeÀe®ee nceeue cnCetve' ceer cnCelees ner
HegÀkeÀì®eer nceeueer HejJe[ueer. HeCe Yej ÒeoMe&veeble `legcner
ieHHe yemee nes' `legcneuee keÀener keÀUle veener' `Denes
eflekeÀ[s kegÀþs ®eeueueele JeWOeÈ³eemeejKes, Depetve ner
yeepet Hene³e®eer Deens' Demeb pesJne ®eej®eewIeeble SskeÀeJeb
ueeieleb vee lesJne ner Mee@HeeRieye@ie DeeHeu³eeuee Heesìele keÀe
Iesle veener Demeb Jeeìleb. keÀener yeesuee³e®eer mees³e veener.
DeeHeCe keÀener meg®eJeueb lej l³eeuee JeeìeC³ee®³ee De#elee
ueeJeu³ee peeleele. SkeÀoe Demeb®e `mÒeeTì ceskeÀj'
Kejsoer keÀª ³ee Demeb cnìueb lej  `FM³e Denes Deesu³ee
HeÀ[keÌ³eele SkeÀ je$e keÀ[Oeev³e þsJeueb lej ogmeN³ee
efoJeMeer cees[ le³eej.' yeIee cnCepes ceePee ne cees[e®ee
ÒemleeJe ueies®e cees[erle efveIeeuee.

leer ©meerceelee veJeN³eeuee DeblejeUele mees[tve
SkeÀìer®e Kejsoeruee iesueer nesleer. keÀe³e Yeei³e Demeleb
SkesÀkeÀe®eb. veenerlej Deecner. yee³ekeÀes Kejsoeruee efveIeeueer

keÀer, efHeMeJ³ee IesTve efle®³ee ceeieesceeie efveIee³e®eb.
ueiveele SkeÀoe®e ³ee yee³ekeÀe veJeN³ee®³ee ceeies meele
HeeJeueb ®eeueleele. HeCe veblej cee$e GYeb Dee³eg<³e l³eeuee
efle®³ee ceeies JeCeJeCe efHeÀjeJeb ueeieleb. ³ee yee³ekeÀe
ceesþîee ®elegj. meele HeeJeueeb®³ee ceesyeou³eele meelee
pevcee®eer Kejsoer keÀªve þsJeleele. `Denes ns Heeefnueble
keÀe?' ner mekeÀeU®ee HesHej, mebO³eekeÀeU®³ee megceejeme
ceeP³eemeceesj HeÀ[keÀeJeerle nesleer. ceer DeesUKeueb,
kegÀþu³eelejer ÒeoMe&vee®eer peeefnjele Deeueer nesleer. l³eele
HegjCeHeesÈ³ee yeveJeC³ee®³ee mesceer De@ìesce@ìerkeÀ ceMeerve®eer
ceeefnleer nesleer. mesceer De@ìesce@ìerkeÀ cnCepes l³eeleueb HegjCe
Deens vee les neleeveb ceUe³e®eb. DeLee&le ns keÀece veJeN³ee®eb
DeeefCe HeesÈ³ee ueeìC³ee®eb keÀece ³eb$ee®eb. l³ee ³eb$ee®eb
Jepeve meeOeejCe 5/6 efkeÀuees Je DeekeÀejceeve
24`ö18``-10``Demeb l³ee peeefnjeleerle veceto kesÀueb
nesleb. ceer cegkeÀeìîeeves ceesþemee ieesCeHeeì MeesOeC³ee®³ee
keÀeceefiejeruee ueeieuees.

✳✳✳✳✳
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ÒeJeeme!!! ÒeJeeme cnìues keÀer meJe& Ket<e! nes, cnCepes pes
peeCeej Deensle les, eEkeÀJee pes peeTve Deeues Deensle les.

p³eebvee (ogmeN³eeb®³ee) ÒeJeemee®es vegmeles HeÀesìes yeIee³e®es
Demeleerue, (lees, lees, yeIe, lees Keeboe ceePee...) l³eebvee
cee$e ÒeJeeme (ogmeN³eeb®ee) cnCepes IeelekeÀ!!

yejs, ÒeJeeme cnìues, cnCepes leNnsleNns®es ÒeJeeme!
megKeoe³ekeÀ ÒeJeeme, keÀeceeefveefceÊe ÒeJeeme,

Deejeceoe³ekeÀ ÒeJeeme, DeefJemceCeea³e ÒeJeeme, JeUCeoej
ÒeJeeme...

JeUCeoej ÒeJeeme cnCepes ceuee DeeþJelees lees
GÊejeb®eue ceOeuee!! jeveerKesle les keÀe@jyesì Heeke&À®ee
JeUCeoej, veeiecees[er, De©bo ÒeJeeme...!

efJe®eej keÀje nb, kegÀceeTB®es GB®e GB®e Hene[, SkeÀ
yeepet Keesue®e Keesue ojer Je leer ceOetve veeiecees[er
®e{Ceejer leer Jeeì... veeiecees[er cnCepes KejesKej®e
veeiee SJe{er®e ©bo (keÀer De©bo?) HeCe `ìt-Jes' JeeHejuee
peeCeeje Ieeì!!

``yesleeue Ieeì'' megª nesC³eeHetJeea®e eEkeÀef®ele [esUe
ueeieuee neslee. MeebleHeCes Deece®eer íesìer-15 seater
yeme SkeÀeceeies SkeÀ Demes Ieeì ®e{le veer Glejle
nesleer....veer SJe{îeele ``DeeBKe Kegue ieF&'' Je peerJe
G[euee!!!

[eJ³ee yeepetuee, cnCepes ceeP³ee®e yeepetuee Keesue
Keesue ojer!! Keeue®eer veoer vegmeleer peeCeefJeCeejer
®ece®ece...Je Deepegyeepetuee GB®e GB®e keÀ[skeÀHeej, DeeskesÀ
yeeskesÀ, ieieve®egbyeer kegÀceeGB®es ¬etÀj meeQo³e& PeUkeÀJeCeejs
oie[er Hene[!! [eWiej veener®e les...[eWiej cnCeeue lej
Keb[eUeueesCeeJeÈ³ee®es JeeIeveKeer [eWiej, HeÀej®e ueebye®es
I³eeue lej ceeLesjeve®es...

DeeefCe ns ¬etÀj meeQo³e& Lees[smes Ye³eYeerle nesTve®e
yeIele nesles, lesJe{îeele... lesJe{îeele Deece®³ee
[^e³eJnjves yeśkeÀ oeyeuee nes KetHe peesjele veener nb,
veenerlej yeme®eer ®eekesÀ mejketÀve Deece®ee®e keÀ[sueesì!!

ogmejer ceesþer Tempo Traveller meceesj oÊe cnCetve
GYeer!! Deelee Deeueer keÀer Heb®eeF&le! Corbett Park
ceO³es meieÈ³eeb®eer F®íe Demeles lees SKeeoe cemle ef®eÊee

(les mene Heeefnues veblej) eEkeÀJee JeeIeesyee, efveoeve SkeÀ
keÀesune lejer De®eevekeÀ meeceesje ³eeJee, lej ns keÀe³e?
nîee Ye³ebkeÀj DeMee De©bo IeeìceeL³eeJej ner Tempo
Traveller kegÀþs?

³esLes efJe<e³eeuee eEkeÀef®ele keÀueeìCeer osles³e yeIee...
Dee³eg<³eele pes nesles les ®eebieu³ee®e keÀefjlee nesles Demes
ceeP³ee Jeef[ueeb®es OeesjCe Je les ceer meowJe ceeveerle Deeues
Deens.

Deecneuee ceesþer 27 ceeCeMeer yeme ve efceUeu³eecegUs
ner 15- Seater Bus Deecner kesÀueer nesleer. Je Deelee
nîee De©bo jml³eeJej nîee oesve yekeÀN³ee meeceesN³ee
Deeu³ee nesl³ee.

DeeOeer let keÀe ceer?!!
HeCe veener nb, ³esLes, ³ee efveleeble megboj HeCe 6000 Ft.

height Jej FkeÀ[®³ee drivers vee ego lees keÀe³e
ceeefnle®e veener!

HeÀkeÌle Basic Instinct for Survival DeeefCe Jej
³esCeejer iee[er Fb®e Fb®e Keeueer mejkeÀles,
[eWiejkeÀHeejerceO³es efJejIeUC³ee®es veeìkeÀ keÀjles Je
Deece®eer yeme eEkeÀef®ele DeOeeblejer [eJeer ®eekesÀ IesTve l³ee
Ieeìele Heg{®eer Jeeì®eeue keÀjles.

Denes, pesJne Deece®³ee ìtjieeF&[, Þeer. efveleerve
nîeebveer Driveruee Meeble mJejele yepeeJeues, ``veer®es cele
ueskesÀ peje Yeer Gleejes...!'', lesJne Kejb cnCepes yeme
ceOetve Deece®es Hee³e Hee³ejerJeªve mejU nJesle®e He[ues
Demeles, keÀejCe KejesKejer®e Ieeìe®eer peceerve yeme®³ee
®eekeÀeyejesyej®e mebHeueer nesleer! Gjueer nesleer leer HeÀkeÌle
Keesue ojer efpeLes ®ekeÀ®ekeÀerle ``keÀesmeer'' veecekeÀ oesjer
efomele nesleer!!!

lej ceb[Uer, Demesner Demeleele efYeleeroe³ekeÀ,
ef®eÊeLejejkeÀ ÒeJeeme! nes, HeCe ³esLes legcner efJe®eejeue keÀer
ner `iesì veb 7' keÀe³e yegJee Yeeveie[ Deens?

keÀenerner veener, Denes, keÀe@jyesì Heeke&Àuee efMejC³ee®es
meele jmles Deens.

l³eeHewkeÀer ceer JeCe&ve kesÀuesuee `yesleeueIeeì' ne iesì veb
7 nes³e!!

``iesì. veb. 7''
õ meew. DeHeCee& meceerj efJepe³ekeÀj
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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‘If 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!

Introduction
–Kashmira Swapnil Vyavaharkar
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HELLO !  Happy Diwali ! A voice 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. I 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, I 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.  I 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. I introduced Aajoba to them
and that’s when  it started…  The following is a
verbatim reproduction to the extent I can recall
of this event that happened several years ago
on the eve of Diwali.
Aajoba to my boss and Alex:  Hello, Happy
Diwali to you both!
Boss; Thank you… I guess, what does that
mean?
Aajoba:  Oh, that is our festival of lights
Alex: Oh yes, I 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 –
I was pulled in) celebrate differently compared
to the rest of India.
Boss: Really ?  How and why ?
Aajoba:  Because Nikhil and I belong to a very
different caste.
Alex:  Caste ?  Oh ya !  Are you Brahmin?
Aajoba:   No that’s the highest caste.

Lost in TranslationLost in TranslationLost in TranslationLost in TranslationLost in Translation
–Nikhil V. Dhurandhar

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

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

When I returned, Aajoba had started telling
them how Diwali celebration of the Pathare
Prabhus is gloriously different.
Aajoba … continuing:  So, on the first day, which
we call the first bath, womenfolks rub uttana on
men. Uttana means a type of mud.. but scented.
Alex: yew…. You use mud ?  why?
Boss:  Instead of soap ?
Aajoba:  No, this is before the bath.  It cleanses
the body. We use it only once a year.  Then we
go in the 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 I 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. 
I 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.  I will
come to office when they go".
``In the evening we celebrate Sons in Law.'' 
Aajoba pressed on. We cut cactus and turn



them into sons in law by putting a wick into them
and lighting them.  They really look very
pleasant when all lit up.  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 sons in law?
Alex: How much ?  Cold or hot ?
Aajoba (his train had left that station
already…..):  then we light crackers on fire
Boss: Wait, you mean crackers as in what we
eat or a ‘crazy person’  ?

I could see the confusion.  In the US, a
cracker is a ‘biscuit’ or a ‘crazy guy’,   and a  ‘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 on fire.
Boss:  So, you light someone on fire ?  Is that
allowed ?
Alex:  How can one arrow light someone on fire
?
Aajoba:  Because, Ravan is already stuffed with
crackers.
At this point, I 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 in to gain back some ground with my boss.
Aajoba:  Yes, yes.  And, we light Atom Bombs..
When the bombs go off…..

At this point, I had to step in.  I 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.  I
suppose that I was guilty by association.  But, I
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, I
could not help but think how I 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",  I
said, avoiding the mention of the word.

Aajoba’s talk and hand gestures stopped
midway.  With a puzzled look, he asked, "lets
not talk about what ?  Bombs ?  Oh, they are not
real bombs.  In fact, I know how to make those
bombs.  I have been making bombs from the
time….."   I don’t remember what all I did at this
point to stop him from going on about bomb-
making at the airport.  I may have put my hand
on his mouth.  I just did 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.  I 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.   
Aajoba to Boss and Alex:  Try some.  These are
not fried.  They are baked. 
Boss:  Not fried?  Great.  Makes sense.  Lower
calories.  Right?

I was seeing possibilities here.  Perhaps, I
could score a point in 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, I was too late….
Aajoba ( proudly): Our caste people don’t
believe in frying shingdis unlike those other
castes.  They don’t know how to live life.  We fry
a lot, but the right stuff.  Fish, bhajee -cabbage
balls, brinjal, sliced lady fingers...   

I should mention that in the US, bhendi is
called Okra, not lady fingers.  I 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.  I
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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Raja is removed.
Alex:  What ?
Boss:  Baali…. What ?
Me (not openly):  Removed ?

Aajoba sensed the "intrigue" factor going ! 
He cleared his throat and I braced myself..
Aajoba:  Well, you see, since the ancient times,
Bali is a king, we worship him.
Alex: Is he still around ?
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
devil underground?
Aajoba: No, No… Bali Raja is a great king,   he
is not the devil…

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

I was now thinking of my future, perhaps,

my boss was going to get rid of me ?  I needed a
plan for getting a new job…Where should I
apply ?  Perhaps, ‘Devil worshipper’ is what my
boss would write in the reference letter they may
ask from my new job….

I should speak up for myself, I 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
that fried 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?

I bought coffee.  Even though I did not want
to return, I had to.  I tried walking slow, but
reached them anyway.  I could see Aajoba’s
animated description.  That’s it. I had an
epiphany.  I 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 believe it….  That’s it.



When I approached, Aajoba was
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, I
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 ?", I asked.  Was he carrying
a sword with him?  A weapon at an airport just
will not go well with the security guys.
Boss to me:  I 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.  I would love to
know more about your caste…  In fact, I 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 I hear it right ?  All I 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 ? 

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

Just then our flight was announced, I
jumped up and wanted to leave right away.  ‘Quit
while you are ahead’,  I 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.  I can keep
my job after all. 

I wished Aajoba well on his onward journey,
and  promised to get in touch. 
Then Aajoba turned to Boss and Alex: It was
very nice meeting you.  I will definitely show you
my sword and also the airplane.  I will also show
you our lifestyle.  In fact, people from our caste
are fish eaters.   You will love it.  I will also take
you to our fish market, the Chira Bazar – a must
go for every member of our caste.   Its like a
temple for us.  Right Nikhil?

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

No chance to quit while you are ahead, I
suppose.  Just quit.

Our association started since my 4th 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 I used
to wait for his familiar face in the school
Quadrangle, so I 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

Kay sangu tula Rajaram
-A tribute to our very dear Man-Friday !!!

–Akshay Kothare

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

Its been 26 years till date and I 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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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…. I 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 I 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 I got up
and sat at the dining table expectantly. I
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 I 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 I can use
and dispose paper cups, its very much
convenient for me… Over the course of our
chat, I 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 kitti
athvan yete…..’

with an interim ‘badli’ (replacement) for
him….No one has really come close to being
an ideal replacement. Rajaram is unparalleled.

I came to the US to pursue my M.S in 1999
and have since been residing / working here. I
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. I 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 I was
about to do the same… I 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… I 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



When I was just a little girl
I asked my mother, what will I be
Will I be pretty, will I 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? I am no different and I too had very
little idea of what to expect. Luckily, along with a
new home, I 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
question in my mind. I knew I would be writing
to my most favorite person in India. My Amma.
It’s unbelievable that after all these years I 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, I 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’.

I 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 million yummy
goodies on a tray like when I used to visit as
Ravi’s friend or fiancée?

Well, things did change.
I came from a typical Pathare Prabhu

family. We have such a large extended family.

A LETTER TO MY MOTHER-IN-LAW
–Monica Ravikant Iyer (nee Monica Sujan Rane)

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 I was used to. Now here I was
marrying into a Tamil Brahmin Iyer 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 I survive? I was blissfully in love,
inexperienced and ready to marry my Ravi.

Today I 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 I was formally accepted and
showered with love by the entire Iyer family.
Although I missed my parents and sister
terribly during those first months, I never
missed anything else!

Now I 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’. I made this for ‘My
Monica’, I have got this for ‘My Monica’, and I
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 I
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 I 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. I was openly embraced by
all whom I met. From that trip on, I have come
to love Chennai and our family over there.

My dearest Amma, you cried so much
when we left for the United States. I just hate
remembering those tears and your woebegone
face. Yet I 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 I 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, I
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 I cut the
vegetables? Should I make the chapatti
dough? If I make this will Ravi like it? Will
children eat this? "Oh my God Amma, you even
tolerate all the non vegetarian cutting and
cooking!

I 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, I 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. I just love your
cooking and especially the traditional Tamil
dishes you make. You know I am your number
one fan and you know those exact dishes that I
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 I
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 I 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 I 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?
I can go on and on and write a book on you

and our beautiful relationship, but then why



write so much?
We are living it right now! Touchwood!
Thank you is just not enough for all that you

have done for me. I wish I 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! I wish every girl gets an
Amma like mine." I only hope I have learnt
something from you that I may use when I get a
daughter-in-law someday.

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

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

Amma, come here soon. I 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

 To Mayur and Sarita, my wonderful parents,
I remember every little thing about Opera

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

I 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 I have
never lived in a bigger house than the hearts of
all the wonderful family that you thrust upon us.

I remember the correct address is 482,
S.V.P Road, 1st floor, Nair (& Powell) Building,
Bombay – 400004. It’s the first postal address
that I learned and I 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.

I 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

Letter to WLetter to WLetter to WLetter to WLetter to Wonderful Ponderful Ponderful Ponderful Ponderful Parents,arents,arents,arents,arents,
–Anuprita Bhomick

down. We had a giant fridge in our room and a
double bed. Papa had made a study desk for
me that I 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 I 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 I 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 I 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 I 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 I could never keep neatly
combed or plaited. She used to teach me how
to draw rangoli patterns during festive
occasions. I 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 I always called
him Babukaka, I never got around to saying
Duluatya and Leenaatya. Their mother
Kanchankaki (she was Papa’s kaki, but I 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. A few times Leena took us kids
to the Kwality restaurant and we ate icecreams
there. Dulu used to teach me cross stitch. I
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. I 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 I starred as
"BavlatSheela"

Shripadkaka was Papa’s bachelor uncle.
He had never married and looked after the
accounts for our family’s property. I was a little
scared of him because he always frowned at us
noisy kids. He used to subscribe to the Times of
India, so I 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. I 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,

legUme
legUme ceer ³ee Iej®eer ~
ke=ÀHee ceeP³ee ceensj®eer ~~
®eewmeesHeer Jee[e ceeP³ee meemej®ee ~
peeF& pegF& ®ecesueer Jesue ceesieN³ee®ee ~~
jeOee-ke=À<Ce Demeleer Jeb=oeJeveer ~
Hetpee keÀªveer HegÀues Jeentveer ~~
Meece meeJeUe JeepeJe HeeJee ~
keÀª os legPeer ®ejCe mesJee ~~
DebieCeele HegÀueuee Heeefjpeele ~
efkeÀleer Jeeì Heent nej iegbefHeÀle ~~
kebÀþ oeìs, ve³eveer HeeCeer ~
legUme ceer GYeer DebieCeer ~~

õ meew. Fvee leUHeos



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

Letters from an Uncle to a Niece
Jaideep Vijayakar

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

I 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 I would come rushing home
from college to just to sit beside while you were
sleeping.

Since you and I 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. I 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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besanladoo for Diwali. Even on regular days,
there was always something cooking,
batatyacheypohe, sabudanyachikhichdi,
bhusna, khadkhadla, chutneycheysarangey,
the list goes on.

Atul and I welcomed our sister Aditi when I
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 I had read, I whispered into
her ear "Aditi" I 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, I
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 I
always got a new dress and new shoes on this
day. I 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.

I feel fortunate to have been born into so
much love and the gift of this huge gigantic
family that you have bestowed upon me. I live
so many miles away in a foreign land but I
never feel alone. I 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 I
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
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year old I left behind when I moved out of
Bombay). In those days you were probably
going through a phase in life and I 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. I still treasure those
moments.

You know, staying away though I have
come to appreciate so many things that I
wouldn’t have if I would have continued to stay
in India. As you come up to your 18th birthday I
thought I 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 latest
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 I 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 I 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 I feel that a
country is not called developed just because it
has the latest technology, industry and its
citizens make oodles of money. I 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



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, I would even
go so far as to say obeying civic rules and

paying your taxes honestly falls in this bucket.
One amazing thing I 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 I 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.  .

megiejCe
megiejCe yeveJee³e®eer jespe Yeele-JejCe

efle®³ee íeve efHeÀiej®eb les®e nesleb keÀejCe

ceie leer yeveJee³euee efMekeÀueer efMekeÀjCe

lesJneHeemetve `efpece'®eb oUles³e oUCe.

-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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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.  

I hope i did not bore you to death with all

this "preachy" stuff. I 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. I would
love to continue this conversation with you
when I am down there to pick your brains and
get your view on these matters.

Bye Love you
Your loving mamu

Helebie
Helebieeves ceebpee®eer Iesleueer efHeÀjkeÀer
Helebieeves nJesle ceejueer efiejkeÀer
efHeÀjkeÀerves ceebpee®ee kesÀuee iegblee
Helebie ceie Jee®euee iegue neslee-neslee.

-[e@.megceve veJeuekeÀj
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``Dece³ee&o'' ³ee SkeÀe®e Meyoele p³ee®³ee efJemleeje®es
JeCe&ve keÀjlee ³esF&ue, DeMee efJeéeeceOeu³ee SkeÀe
met³e&ceeuesceOeu³ee DeveskeÀ ûenebHewkeÀer He=LJeer veeJee®³ee
ûeneJej DeeHeCe meejs jenelees. ne ûen Flej meeN³ee
ûenebmeejKee®e ®eW[tÒeceeCes JeeìesUe Deens. l³ee®³ee SketÀCe
He=ÿYeeieeHewkeÀer peJeUpeJeU HeeTCe Yeeie HeeC³eeves
J³eeHeuee Deens, DeeefCe pescelesce HeeJe Yeeie peceerve Deens.
³ee HeeJe Yeeie peefceveerJej efkeÀ[e-cegbi³eebHeemetve nÊeer-Gbì-
efpejeHeÀ-Menece=ieeHe³e¥le DemebK³e peerJe jeneleele.
DeLee&le®e DeeHeCe oesve Hee³eeb®eer ceeCemesHeCe jenelees.
MeejerefjkeÀ þsJeCeercegUs Flej peerJeebvee keÀjlee ³esle veenerle
DeMeer yejer®e keÀeces ceeCetmeÒeeC³eeuee keÀjlee ³esleele,
DeeefCe efMeJee³e Òe®eb[ yegef×ceÊes®eer pees[. l³eecegUs
He=LJeerJej jep³e SkebÀojerle ceeCetme ÒeeC³ee®es®e.

³ee ÞesÿHeCee®eer peeCeerJe ceeCemeeuee yeN³ee®e JesUe
``ie''®eer yeeOee IesTve ³esles. DeeHeCe lesJe{s megHeerefj³ej,
DeeefCe yeekeÀer meieUs leg®í, DeMee Leeìele lees
FlejebyeÎue yeesuele jenelees. l³eeletve®e ceie HeìkeÀve
FlejebyeÎue Mesjs ceejues peeleele.DeeefCe Flej cnCepes
keÀesCe? ÒeeCeer-He#eer veenerle. ceeveJe meceepeeceOeues®e
yeekeÀer®es! kegÀCeeuee meebefieleuesues HeìkeÀve mecepele vemesue,
lej leer ``iee{Jee®eer peele'', Deieoer ceboyeg×er Demesue
lej ``yewuee®eer peele'', keÀecee®ee GjkeÀ vemesue lej
``cnMeer®eer peele'', kegÀCeer efkeÀleer ìerkeÀe kesÀueer lejer
l³eeJej GÊej ve oslee ceKKeHeCeeves DeeHeues keÀece ®eeuet
þsJeues lej ``ieW[îee®eer peele'', mJe®ílee
HeeUC³eeyeÎue Deieoer®e Goemeerve Demesue lej
``[gkeÀje®eer peele'' Jeiewjs. cegUer®e DeeJeepe ve
keÀjCeeN³ee  DeeefCe cegkeÀeìîeeves ®eesJeerme leeme keÀece
keÀjCeeN³ee peerJeeJeªve kegÀCeeuee ``cegbieer®eer peele''
cnìu³ee®es cee$e keÀOeer SskeÀues veener!

Deepe ³ee meeN³ee peeleeR®eer DeeþJeCe ³esC³ee®es keÀejCe
cnCepes ``ceekeÀ[e®eer peele''. SkeÀerkeÀ[s peerJeMeeðeer³e
mebMeesOevee®³ee efve<keÀ<ee&letve ceekeÀ[euee DeeHeues HetJe&pe
ceevee³e®es. cee$e lejerosKeerue Gieer®e G[îee ceeju³ee keÀer
``ceekeÀ[ G[îee'', Dee®ejìHeCee kesÀuee lej

``ceekeÀ[®eeUs'' eEkeÀJee ``ceke&Àì®esäe'', DeeefCe p³ee®ee
keÀe³e&keÀejCeYeeJe ueeJelee ³esle veener Demes GÐeesie kegÀCeer
kesÀues lej ``ceekeÀ[e®eer peele'' Demes Mesjs HeìkeÀve ceejues
peeleele. yeeoMene DekeÀyej DeeefCe efyejyeue ³eeb®³ee SkeÀe
ieepeuesu³ee ieesäerceOeu³ee ueskegÀjJeeÈ³ee ceekeÀef[Ceer®es
GoenjCe HeìkeÀve efoues peeles keÀer, efjkeÀec³ee newoeceO³es
efleuee mees[ues DeeefCe newo Yeje³euee HeeC³ee®ee veU megª
kesÀuee. lesJne DeeOeer efleves efHeueeuee G®euetve [eskeÌ³eeJej
Oejues, DeeefCe ieÈ³eeHe³e¥le HeeCeer Deeu³eeJej efHeueeuee
Hee³eebKeeueer þsJetve l³eeJej GYeer jeefnueerö efyejyeuee®³ee
veeJeeKeeueer p³ee ieesäer meebefieleu³ee peeleele l³eeHewkeÀer ³ee
ieesäerJej efJeéeeme þsJeCes ceuee peje keÀþerCe peeles. l³eeuee
keÀejCe Demes keÀer, HeÀej Je<ee¥HetJeer& ceeP³ee Jeef[ueeb®eer
yeoueer keÀejJeej ³esLes Peeueer Demeleebvee l³eeb®es efpeuneYej
melele oewjs megª Demele. meejs jmles pebieueeceOetve, DeeefCe
pebieueeceOeues Flej meJe& ÒeeCeer lemes®e keÀeUleeW[îee
Jeevejeb®es keÀUHe jml³eeceO³es Oeg[ietme Ieeueerle Demele.
SkeÀoe Je[erue oewN³eeJej Demeleevee, l³eeb®³ee Heg{®³ee
iee[er®eer Oe[keÀ yemetve ngHH³ee Jeevej jml³eele®e ieleÒeeCe
Peeuee. l³ee®³ee YeesJeleer keÀUHeeceOeu³ee ceeÐeebveer FlekeÀer
ieoea, FlekeÀe Dee¬eÀesMe megª kesÀuee keÀer meieUe ì@̂efHeÀkeÀ
peece Peeuee. MesJeìer ueeskeÀebveer Gleªve l³eebvee
nekeÀueC³ee®ee Òe³elve kesÀuee. lesJne Flej meJe& ceeÐee
HeUeu³ee. HeCe l³ee®³eeMespeejer og:Keer ceeCemeemeejKeer
[eskeÌ³eeuee nele ueeJetve l³ee®³eekeÀ[s SkeÀìkeÀ Henele
yemeuesueer SkeÀ ceeoer nesleer leer nuesvee. SkeÀeves Oeerj
keÀªve peJeU peeTve efleuee nele ueeJeuee lesJne leer
efleLeu³ee efleLes keÀesuece[ueer. yemeu³ee peeieer efle®ee peerJe
iesuee neslee. DeeHeu³ee Yee<esle neì&HesÀue. efkeÀleer leerJe´
Demeleerue efle®³ee YeeJevee! ceeP³ee Jeef[ueebvee Depetve ne
Òemebie DeeþJele Demes.

lej, ³ee ``ceekeÀ[e®³ee peeleer''®eer DeeþJeCe keÀªve
osCeeN³ee oesve Ieìvee vegkeÀl³ee®e Jele&ceeveHe$eeceO³es
Jee®eveele Deeu³ee. SkeÀe IeìvesceO³es keÀeskeÀCeeleu³ee SkeÀe
MenjeceO³es Heevee®³ee þsu³eepeJeU Deeuesu³ee SkeÀe
ceekeÀ[euee HeeveJeeu³eeves Heevee®ee efJe[e keÀªve efouee.

ceekeÀ[e®eer peele
öGppJeuee ieeseEJeojeJe YeieJeblejeJe DeeieemekeÀj



mewefvekeÀe  ÒeCeece Deeceg®ee leguee
efmecesJej®³ee mewefvekeÀe ÒeCeece Deeceg®ee leguee ~
efMeJeje³ee®ee osMe ne ojer keÀHeejer®ee ~~
je$ebefoveer mJeHveer ³esles keÀejefieue®eer Yetceer ~
keÀe Ðee³e®eer Deecner Deeceg®eer Yetceer ~~
Jeerj peJeevee G[Je eE®eOe[îee HeekeÀ meesefpeje®³ee ~
keÀj Je<ee&Je ieesÈ³eeb®ee íeleerJej l³ee®³ee ~~
ue{lee ue{lee efceUeueer Jeerjieleer ~
eflejbi³eeJej He[ues DeÞet®es ceeefCekeÀ ceesleer ~~
DebOeejeves efieUues Iej IejeIejeletve DeÞet®es Hetj ~
kegÀCeeme nekeÀ ceeª DeO³ee&Jej mees[tve iesueeme otj ~~
HeekeÀ meesefpeje keÀeRJe ³esles legPeer ceuee ~
ce=l³eg veblej ner efceUsvee cetþceeleer leguee ~~
ner®e keÀejs legcnebJejer HeekeÀ®eer Òeerleer ~
keÀeb GHejs cnCetveer mewv³eele®e kesÀueer Yejleer ~~
ce=l³egveblej oHeÀveefn kesÀues Deecner®e ~
meueece keÀªveer Jeerj ieleer ner efoueer Deecner®e ~~
cew$eer®es veeles Deeceg®es Demes HeekeÀ ceeCemee ~
IegmeKeesjebvees Hejletveer pee DeeHeu³ee osMee ~~
MesJeìer Mespeej Deens Mespeej Deens Deece®ee ~
pe³eeEno Yeejlee pe³eeEno Yeejle ceelee ~~

õ meew. Fvee leUHeos

ceekeÀ[eves lees ueies®e ceìkeÀeJeuee. veblej les ceekeÀ[
®eerlkeÀejle, G[îee ceejle lesLetve HeUtve iesues DeeefCe ceie
l³eeves MenjYej eEOeieeCee Ieeleuee. ueeskeÀeb®³ee ìesH³ee
Kes®eu³ee, Ieje®eer keÀewues GHeìtve HesÀkeÀueer, Yeepeer
yeepeejele peeTve HeÀUeb®eer DeeefCe Yeep³eeb®eer veemeOetme
kesÀueer, ceesþîeeves ®eerlkeÀejCes megª®e nesles. veblej
GIe[keÀeruee Demes Deeues keÀer, HeeveeJeeu³eeves efJe[îeeceO³es
®ekeÌkeÀ lebyeeKet Ieeleuee neslee! Deelee l³ee cegkeÌ³ee
ÒeeC³eeuee lebyeeKet KeeT IeeueCeeN³ee l³ee
HeeveJeeu³eeuee®e ``ceekeÀ[íeHe'' cnìues lej keÀe³e
efyeIe[sue?

ogmejer IeìveeosKeerue keÀeskeÀCeeceOeueer®e Deens.
pebieueeceOetve ieeJee®³ee eEkeÀJee Menje®³ee JemleerceO³es
³ee³e®es, pecesue lesJe{s Kee³e®es DeeefCe Hejle pebieueele
HeUtve pee³e®es Demee efleLeu³ee ceekeÀ[eb®ee vesnsceer®ee
GÐeesie Demelees. Demee GÐeesie keÀUHee®ee megª Demeleevee
vescekesÀ SkeÀe ceekeÀ[eves SkeÀe nb[îeeceO³es leeW[ Ieeleues
DeeefCe ceie les leeW[ yeensj efveIesvee. l³eecegUs [eskeÌ³eeJej

lees nb[e IesTve®e les ceekeÀ[ meieUerkeÀ[s efHeÀª ueeieues.
ueeskeÀeb®eer Lees[er keÀjceCetkeÀ Peeueer HeCe l³ee nb[îeeHeemetve
ceekeÀ[e®eer megìkeÀe keÀjC³ee®es l³eebveer DeeHeu³ee Hejerves
Òe³elveosKeerue keÀªve Heeefnues. nb[e keÀener efveIesvee. veblej
ueeskeÀebveer JeveKeel³eeuee keÀUJeues. JeveKeeles cnCepes
keÀe³e, MeemekeÀer³e keÀejYeej! l³eebveer Deeuesu³ee
le¬eÀejer®eer veeWo keÀªve IesTve efjHeesì& le³eej kesÀuee. ³ee
ÒekeÀjCeeJej keÀe³e keÀe³e&Jeener keÀjlee ³esF&ue ³ee®ee
jerlemej DenJeeue le³eej kesÀuee. efve<HeVe Demes Peeues keÀer
l³ee ceekeÀ[euee HekeÀ[ues Heeefnpes DeeefCe l³ee®³ee
[eskeÌ³eeJej (keÀer [eskeÌ³eeYeesJeleer) De[keÀuesuee nb[e
keÀe{tve IesTve l³eeuee Hegvne pebieueele mees[ues Heeefnpes.
l³eevegmeej ceekeÀ[euee HekeÀ[C³ee®ee JeveKeel³eeves Òe³elve
keÀªve Heeefnuee. HeCe ceekeÀ[ keÀener neleer ueeiesvee.
lesJne Jeefjÿeb®³ee DeeosMeevegmeej ³ee keÀeceemeeþer HeejOeer
eEkeÀJee lelmece ueeskeÀeb®eer vesceCetkeÀ keÀjC³ee®es Òe³elve
Peeues. (l³eemeeþer ìW[me& keÀe{ueer nesleer eEkeÀJee keÀe³e,
keÀUues veener!) iebcele cnCepes keÀeskeÀCeeleu³ee eEkeÀJee
cenejeä^eceOeu³ee cnCet ³ee, HeejOeer ueeskeÀebveer ns keÀece
keÀjC³eeme mJe®í vekeÀej efouee. lesJne Mespeej®³ee
keÀvee&ìkeÀ jep³eeceO³es ®eewkeÀMeer kesÀueer iesueer. efleLeu³ee
SkeÀe HeejO³eeves le³eejer oeKeJeueer, DeeefCe cenejeä^ele
³esTve les ceekeÀ[ HekeÀ[tve efoues. nb[e keÀe{tve
ceekeÀ[euee pebieueele mees[tve efoues. ³ee keÀecee®es
JeveKeel³ee®es (DeLee&le®e efve³eceevegmeej) l³eeuee ®ekeÌkeÀ
SkeÀJeerme npeej ©He³es keÀyetue kesÀues nesles. keÀece HetCe&
Peeu³eeJej l³eeves leer jkeÌkeÀce ceeefieleueer.

Kejer iebcele Heg{s®e Deens. kesÀuesu³ee keÀecee®es
JeveKeel³ee®³ee DeefOekeÀeN³eebveer l³ee keÀvee&ìkeÀer
HeejO³eeuee oesve npeej ©He³es neleeJej ìskeÀJeues (keÀer
leeW[eJej HesÀkeÀues?) yeekeÀer®eer jkeÌkeÀce ``osle veener pee''
Demes ceieªj DeeefCe keÀes[ies GÊej efoues. veeFueepeeves
efye®eeje HeejOeer keÀesìe&le iesuee Deens. Heg{s keÀe³e nesles les
³eLeeJekeÀeMe keÀUsue®e. ceuee cee$e keÀener cepesoej MebkeÀe
³esle Deensle. efpelekesÀ efoJeme les ceekeÀ[ [eskeÌ³eeJej nb[e
IesTve efHeÀjle nesles eflelekesÀ efoJeme les GHeeMeer®e jeefnues
DemeCeej, veener keÀe? FLeu³ee DeefOekeÀeN³eebveer mJele:®eer
De[®eCe otj keÀjC³eemeeþer Jeeìsue eflelekesÀ Hewmes keÀyetue
keÀªve keÀvee&ìkeÀeleu³ee HeejO³eeuee efveceb$eCe efoues DeeefCe
keÀece HetCe& Peeu³eeJej ®ekeÌkeÀ Heueìer ceejueer. cnCepes l³ee
HeejO³ee®³ee vepejsceOetve ``ceekeÀ[e®eer peele'' keÀesCee®eer?
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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) 10th Road Khar (W) opp.Laxminagar
Pavilion and now we have still continued the
tradition.

ieCeHeleer yeeHHee ceesj³ee
ÒeemleeefJekeÀ

õ efcevee#eer pe³ekeÀj
ÞeeJeCe ceefnvee mebHelee mebHelee JesOe ueeieleele les YeeêHeoeleu³ee Meg× ®elegLeea®es. Þeer iepeevevee®³ee Deeiecevee®es. kesÀJeU

cenejeä^ele veJns; lej Yeejleeyeensjner ieCesMeeslmeJe Glmeeneves meepeje kesÀuee peelees. cejeþer ceeCetme peiee®³ee
keÀeveekeÀesHeN³eele Heesnes®euee Deens DeeefCe l³eeves DeeHeu³eeyejesyej DeeHeuee ieCesMeeslmeJener lesLes vesuee Deens. nuueer®³ee
globalisation ®³ee keÀeUele Decejeþer ueeskeÀner lesJe{îee®e Glmeeneves ³ee GlmeJeele meeceerue nesleevee efomeleele. lej
GlmeJeefÒe³e meeskeÀepeerner ³eeuee keÀmes DeHeJeeo Demeleerue? meJe& meeceev³ele: Hetpes®ee ieCeHeleer meJe&$e Demelees. HeCe
``KesUeleuee ieCeHeleer'' ner mebkeÀuHevee HeÀkeÌle Heeþejs ÒeYegb®eer®e. ieCeHeleer KesUeleuee Demees Jee Hetpes®ee; ceeb[Ceer cee$e
Keeme HejYeer He×leer®eer.®eewjbieeb®eer Glejb[ ceeb[tve l³eeJej Deejeme kesÀuesueer. keÀOeer Pee[eb®³ee kegbÀ[îee ogleHeÀe& þsTve
pebieuee®ee DeeYeeme efvecee&Ce kesÀuesuee; lej keÀOeer HegÀueeb®eer Deejeme keÀªve HetÀueyeeies®ee osKeeJee oeKeJeuesuee. kegÀþs LED
®³ee efoJ³eeb®eer Deejeme; lej Heej mHesvemeejK³ee osMeele mJele:®³ee neleebveer yeveJeuesuee eco-friendly ieCeHeleer! keÀener
keÀener ieCeHeleer lej 70,80 Je<ee¥®³ee, lej keÀener MebYej Je<ee¥®³ee HejbHejs®es mee#eeroej! ®eeboer®³ee yeepeJeìeJej (nener
Keeme HejYeer Meyo) efJejepeceeve Peeuesueer ieCesMecetleea; Deepegyeepetuee ®eeboer®eer®e Hetpes®eer Yeeb[er efJeKegjuesueer ns HejYeer
Iejeleerue ÒeefleefveOeerkeÀ ¢<³e Deens. DeMee Keeme HejYeer ieCeHeleer®eer oKeue ³eboe ``ueeskeÀmeÊee''ves Delegue jeJe DeeefCe
meew. eqmcelee jeJe-HeeveJeuekeÀj ³eeb®³ee Iejeleerue 3 Fb®eer  ieCeHeleerJej uesKe efuentve Iesleueer. SJe{b®e veener; lej ``Times
Now'' ³ee JeeefnveerJej kegÀCeeue efJepe³ekeÀjeb®³ee SkeÀe keÀe³e&¬eÀceele jepeve pe³ekeÀjebkeÀ[erue ceesl³ee®ee ieCeHeleer
(leeboUeves keÀe{uesuee ieCeHeleer-ner meg×e SkeÀ Keeme HejYeer mebkeÀuHevee) oeKeJeuee. lemes®e meew. kesÀlekeÀer pe³ekeÀjebveer
Keeme HejYeer He×leer®es DeHHes, HeeleJe[ F. ieCeHeleerle kesÀues peeCeejs HeoeLe& keÀªve oeKeJeues.

DeMee ³ee HejYeer ieCeHeleer®eer SkeÀ PeuekeÀ Deecner ³ee efoJeeUer DebkeÀeÜejs DeeHeu³eemeceesj meeoj keÀjerle Deenesle.
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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. Deepak Kothare

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.

Pushpal Vijayakar



Parag Talpade Priya  Tendulkar

Shobha Nayak Vikas Kothare

Asha RaoArchana Vaidhya
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`Deece®³eekeÀ[s ojJe<eea ieCesMeeslmeJe HeejbHeeefjkeÀ
He×leerves, Glmeenele meepeje neslees. Deece®³ee
ieCesMeeslmeJee®eer HeejbHeeefjkeÀlee ceeP³ee ceeefnleerÒeceeCes
200 Je<ee&ntve DeefOekeÀ Deens. ceeP³ee DeeOeer®³ee Hee®e
efHe{îeeHeemetve Deeuesuee Deens. ceer, Þeer jbpeve Keb[sjeJe
Oew³e&Jeeve (74 Je<e&)  Je ceePeer Helveer meew. p³eeslmvee ns
iesueer HeVeeme Je<ee&Heemetve peleve keÀjle Deenesle.

Deece®³ee ieCesMecetleer&®es JewefMeäîe cnCepes, ¿ee cetleea®ee
keÀcejsHeemetve Jej®ee mebHetCe& Yeeie, 24 ke@Àjsì meesv³ee®ee
JeKe& (meesv³ee®eer Heeves) ®e{efJeuesuee Demelees. ner meesv³ee®eer
Heeves ueeJeC³ee®eer Je uekeÀekeÀer DeeCeC³ee®eer SkeÀ

Deelee l³ee®es oesve cegueies ¿ee keÀuesle Heejbiele nesle
Deensle. [esÈ³ee®eer jsKeCeer keÀjCes ner HeCe cenÊJee®eer
keÀuee Deens. ns kesÀu³eeJej cetleealeerue YeeJe efomeC³eele
³eslees. ner jsKeCeer ceePes OeekeÀìs yebOet, Þeer Deefveue
Keb[sjeJe Oew³e&Jeeve  ns iesueer 50 Je<ex keÀjerle nesles.
Deelee®³ee l³eeb®³ee Je³eesceevecegUs, ner Oegje ceePes HegleCes
Þeer. jesefnle ®ebêMesKej Oew³e&Jeeve  ¿eebveer meebYeeUueer
Deens.

ieCesMeeslmeJeele  ieCesMecetleea®eer mLeeHevee, ceKejele
keÀjC³eele ³esles. HetJeea®³ee ceKejeuee DeveskeÀ Je<ex
Peeu³eecegUs [UceUerle Peeues nesles les Deecner
Deece®³ee®e %eeleerleerle HegjeCeJemleg mebûenkeÀ, mee@efuemeerìj
Þeer jebpeve ceesleerjece pe³ekeÀj ³eebvee megHego& kesÀues. Deelee
l³ee®e ÒekeÀejs veJeerve ceKej yeveefJeC³eele Deeues Deens.
¿eeJejerue Hee®e Iegceì pegves®e Deensle. meJe& mepeeJeì
keÀ[tve efoJ³ee®eber Je efvejpeveeb®eer jes<eCeeF& kesÀueer peeles.

F. me. 2000 meeueer ieCesMee®eer mLeeHevee HegC³eele
Deece®³ee Iejele kesÀueer. l³eeDeeOeer Deecner cebgyeF&le jenle
neslees. HegC³eele Deeu³eeJej DeeHeu³eekeÀ[s ieCeHeleer
oMe&veeuee keÀesCe ³esCeej ne®e ÒeMve He[uee. Hejbleg Deece®es
Ieefveä mvesner Þeer. efJepe³e eEYe[s Je l³eeb®eer Helveer meew. G<ee
eEYe[s ¿eebvee Deece®eer efJeJeb®evee otj keÀjC³eemeeþer
ieCeHeleerves®e HeeþefJeues.

Deelee HegC³eeleerue YejHetj ieCesMeYekeÌle,
Deece®³eekeÀ[erue one efoJemee®³ee ieCeHeleer®³ee oMe&veeuee
³esleele. cebgyeF&leerue ³esCeejs ieCesMeYekeÌle ³esleele®e. YekeÌle
veJeme ceeieleele Je Heg{erue Je<eea lees HesÀ[C³eeme pe©j
³esleele. l³eecegUs Deece®³eekeÀ[s one efoJeme YejHetj
YekeÌleieCe ³eslees Je DeMeeÒekeÀejs Deecne GYe³eleevee
ieCesMee®eer Je meJe& YekeÌleeb®eer mesJee keÀjC³ee®eer mebOeer
efceUles. oneJ³ee efoJeMeer ieCesMee®es efJemepe&ve keÀjC³eele
³esles.

Deecne Oew³e&Jeeve kegÀìgbyee®es HejU, cebgyeF& ³esLes ß Þeer
ceeCekesÀéejeb®³ee mJe³ebYet eEueiee®es cebefoj Deens. l³eeb®eer
mLeeHevee F. me. 1830 meeueer kewÀ. Þeer. efJeþesyee
ceeCekeÀespeer  Oew³e&Jeeve ceeP³ee DeeOeer®³ee Hee®eJ³ee
efHe{erleerue meledHeg©<e ¿eebveer kesÀueer.

`Oew³e&Jeeve'' ¿eeb®ee HegC³eeleerue ieCesMeeslmeJe
-jbpeve Keb[sjeJe Oew³e&Jeeve

kegÀMeuelee Deens. ner cetleea YejerJe Mee[t®³ee ceeleer®eer
yeveJeuesueer Demeles. ¿eeuee mee®ee JeeHejC³eele ³esle veener,
lej ner mebHetCe& neleeves DeekeÀej osTve keÀjC³eele ³esles.
meceesj ef®e$e eEkeÀJee keÀmeuesner ceeHe þsJeuesues vemeles. ner
keÀuee ceePee ®egueleYeeT Þeer. ®ebêMesKej efJe<Ceg Oew³e&Jeeve
¿eebvee DeJeiele Deens. ojJe<eea cetleea SkeÀmeejKeer®e
Demeles. cetleea®³ee [eskeÌ³eeJej Heie[er Ieeleuesueer Demeles Je
keÀo efveÈ³ee jbiee®ee Demetve, l³eeJej ueeue jbiee®eer
pejerkeÀeþe®eer efkeÀveej Demeles. l³eeb®³ee eEmenemeveeuee
©Hesjer JeKe& ueeJeuesuee Demelees. ceeP³ee ®eguele yebOet®ee
cetleea yeveefJeC³ee®ee J³eJemee³e vemetve, Deecne Oew³e&Jeeve
IejeC³eemeeþer cetleea yeveJeueer peeles. ner keÀueeosKeerue,
ceeP³ee ®egueleyebOeg®es efHelee kewÀ. Þeer. efJe<Ceg jecejeJe
Oew³e&Jeeve Je l³eeb®es Deepeesyee kewÀ. Þeer.jecejeJe ieCeHelejeJe
Oew³e&Jeeve ¿eeb®³eekeÀ[tve HeejbHeeefjkeÀlesves Deeueer Deens.



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.

~~ DeeEpekeÌ³ee®ee jepee ~~
meeOeejCele : meJJeeMes Je<ee&HetJeea ceePes Deepeesyee kewÀ.

ieCeHelejeJe ÜejkeÀeveeLe DeeEpekeÌ³e ³eebveer veJeer Jee[erle
megª kesÀuesuee oer[ efoJemee®³ee ieCeHeleer®ee ÒeJeeme
efiejieeJe ®eewHeeìer ³esLes 1948 He³e¥le ®eeuet jeefnuee
DeeefCe 1949 Heemetve DeeleeHe³e¥le (2011 DeeefCe Heg{s)
cnCepes leyyeue 62 Je<ex, efìHeerkeÀue Heeþejs ÒeYeg
DeejemeceO³es lees ÒeJeeme ojJe<eea Deveble ®ele&goMeeaHe³e¥le
®eeuet Deens. meO³ee DeeEpekeÌ³e kegÀìgbyee®ee ieCeHeleer
keÀebefoJeueer (HetJe&) ³esLes efJejepeceeve neslees.

one efoJemeebceO³es meJe& kegÀìgbyeer³e, veelesJeeF&keÀ, efce$e-
ceb[Uer Þeer ieCesMee®³ee oMe&veemeeþer ³esleele, DeeefCe
yeeHHee®³ee DeeieceveecegUs ÒemeVe Peeuesu³ee JeeleeJejCeele
Deeveboe®eer Yej He[les. mekeÀeU mebO³eekeÀeU Deejleer,
Hetpee DeeefCe jespe veJeerve iees[ HeoeLe& (vesJewÐeemeeþer)
DeMeer ie[ye[ Demeles. nîee ie[ye[erle one efoJeme
keÀOeer mebHeleele ns keÀUle®e veener DeeefCe yeeHHeeuee pe[
DebleëkeÀjCeeves efvejesHe ÐeeJee ueeielees. ``ieCeHeleer yeeHHee
ceesj³ee, Heg{®³ee Je<eea ueJekeÀj ³ee''

Guneme Keb[sjeJe DeeEpekeÌ³e
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`iejpe ner MeesOee®eer peveveer Deens' nîee efJe<e³eeJej
MeeUsle DeveskeÀoe Heefj®íso, efveyebOe efueefnues iesues.
JekeÌle=lJe mHeOee¥ceO³es nîee efJe<e³eeJej DeveskeÀoe yeesueueb
iesueb. ueneveHeCeeHeemetve ns®e JeekeÌ³e ceveeJej þmeueb...
DeeefCe les Kejbmeg×e Deens.

HeCe keÀeU yeouele iesuee lemeb nîee JeekeÌ³ee®eb Gueì
ÒeefleeEyeye peieele efomee³euee ueeieueb. Deelee MeesOe ne
iejpes®ee pevekeÀ yeveuee³e. iejpes®eer J³eeK³ee Deelee
yeoueueer Deens. MeesOeecegUs iejpes®eb ªHe yeoueueb.
ceeveJee®³ee mees³eeRmeeþer veJeveJeerve Jemlet, mebkeÀuHevee
efvecee&Ce Peeu³ee. efJe%eeveeveb Deemecebleele Yejejer Iesleueer.
Òel³eskeÀ #es$eele veJeerve leb$e%eeve efJekeÀefmele Peeueb. S.meer,
efÖeÀpe, ceesìej nîee iejpes®³ee Jemlet yeveu³ee. l³eebveener
veblej Gl¬eÀebleerJeeoeveb ûeemeueb.

vegmelee ìer.Jner. keÀjceCegkeÀermeeþer Hegjsveemee Peeuee.
l³eeuee Jner.meer.Deej, Jner.meer.[er Hues³ej efve Deelee
ef[.Jner.[er. Hues³ej nîee ®e{l³ee ¬eÀceebkeÀebveb HegjJeC³ee
pees[u³ee iesu³ee...l³eener efjceesìmeefnle. efjceesì lej
nJee®e nJee. yeepeejele nîee HegjJeC³eemeeþer Dee@ef[Dees
meer.[er, Jnermeer[er veer ef[eqJn[er nîeeb®ee Ke®e& He[uee.
l³ee®eb Del³eeOegefvekeÀ ªHe cnCepes Hesve[^eF&Jn. keÀejCe
keBÀeH³egìjveb DeeOegefvekeÀ ªHe OeejCe kesÀueb. ns meJe& Iejele
nJeb®e. ÖeÀerpe [yeue[esDej neslee neslee meeF&[yee³e
meeF&[ Peeuee. ceesìejeruee S.meer. nJee®e. veer l³eelener
megKeemeerve ceesìejer®eer lej iejpe®e

vegmelee keÀeBH³egìj Iejele Demetve ®eeuele veener. l³eeJej
Dee@ket&Àì HesÀmeyegkeÀ, eqìdJeìj ns DekeÀeTbìme nJesle®e.
le©CeeF&®e veJns lej ceO³eceJe³eerve efve Òemebieer Je=×
ceeCemebner l³eeJej efvel³evesceeveb `®e@ì' keÀjleevee
Dee{Uleele. jespe®³ee mekeÀeU®³ee DeeeqvnkeÀebmeejKeb®e
ns je$eer®eb DeeeqvnkeÀ nJeb®e. pes ueeskeÀ  ®e@ì keÀjle veenerle
l³eeb®³eekeÀ[s ``keÀe³e? legcner Dee@ke&tÀì, HesÀmeyegkeÀ,
eqìdJeìj keÀM³eekeÀM³eeJej vemelee? Meer!'' DeMee vepejsveb
yeefIeleueb peeleb. keÌJeef®ele nîee meeF&ìmeJej ³esC³ee®ee
Deeûen kesÀuee peelees. HeCe nîeecegUs ceeCemeebceOeuee Keje
mebJeeo njJeuee ns keÀesCee®³ee®e ue#eele ³esle veener³e.

jespe jespe keÀe³e yeesueCeej (keÀer efueefnCeej?) nîee
meeF&ìdmeJej! ceie Lees[b keÀeuHeefvekeÀ, Lees[b Kejb nîee®eer
YesU eflekeÀ[s Jeeìueer peeles. l³eemeeþer ue@Heìe@Hener
nJee®e. Òemebieer Òel³eskeÀe®ee ue@Heìe@He JesieUe nJee®e.
cnCepes Iejeleerue meieUs®e SkeÀe®e JesUer JesieJesieÈ³ee
ueeskeÀebMeer ue@Heìe@HeJej ®e@ì keÀª MekeÀleele.

Deepe®³ee keÀeUele meJee&le cenÊJee®eer ieesä cnCepes
ceesyeeF&ue KetHe mees³eer®ee veer FlekeÀe meJe³eer®ee yeveuee³e
keÀer yeensj peeleebvee ceesyeeF&ue v³ee³euee efJemeje³euee Peeueb
lej ®ekeÌkeÀ ``veesceesHeÀesefye³ee''veb ceeCemeb ûemle nesleele.
cnCepes ``vees ceesyeeF&ue HeÀesefye³ee'' l³eebvee SJe{e
peeCeJelees keÀer  ceeCemeb KetHe DemJemLe nesleele. p³ee
keÀeceemeeþer yeensj He[leele, leer keÀecebner l³eebvee meg®ele
veenerle. le©CeeF&®eb lej yeIee³euee®e vekeÀes. leerve leerve
ceesyeeF&ume lej nJesle®e. SkeÀ Dee@efHeÀmemeeþer, SkeÀ efce$e
HeefjJeejemeeþer veer SkeÀ Iej®³ee ceeCemeemeeþer. l³eeb®eer
efyeuebner Yejcemeeþ.

SJe{b meieUb Demeu³eeveblej mebieerlee®³ee
MeewefkeÀveebmeeþer efve le©CeeF&meeþer nesce efLeSìj nJeb®e
nJeb. Sue.meer.[er.ìer.Jner. lej Del³eeJeM³ekeÀ.
HejosMeeleu³ee veelesJeeF&keÀebvee yeIeC³eemeeþer Jesye ke@Àcesje
nJee®e. les SkeÀ þerkeÀ Deens.

HeCe SJe{îee meieÈ³ee meeOeveeb®³ee Ke®ee&meeþer,
efJepes®³ee DeHeÀeì efyeueemeeþer, KetHe Hewmee efceUJeCeb ns
SkeÀ®e O³es³e DeesIeebve®e Deeueb. ceie ceeie& keÀesCeleener
Demees. p³eebvee JewOe ceeiee&veb efceUle veener les DeJewOe
ceeiee&keÀ[s JeUleele. l³ee Òemebieer mJeleë®eb Je yejesyej
kegÀìgbefye³ee®eb, Heg{®³ee efHe{îeeb®eb, Deieoer veeleJeb[eb®ebner
vegkeÀmeeve nesleb³e nîee®eerner efHeÀkeÀerj l³eebvee Gjle veener.

mees³e cnCetve DeeOegefvekeÀ leb$e%eeve JeeHeje³euee®e nJeb.
l³eele JesUner Jee®elees veer keÀecener KetHe peueo veer Lees[îee
JesUele Heg<keÀU nesleele. HeCe meJe&®e DeeOegefvekeÀ GHekeÀjCeb
peJeU yeeUieCeb ner iejpe yeveueer³e ns Kejb®e DeeJeM³ekeÀ
Deens keÀe; nîee®ee efJe®eej Òel³eskeÀeveb keÀjCeb ner Deepe®eer
cenÊJee®eer iejpe Deens.

✳✳✳✳✳

iejpe
--meew. GppJeuee j ye´cneb[keÀj
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 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?  I 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
sneak peek into their new life.

     LIFE WITHOUT FLIFE WITHOUT FLIFE WITHOUT FLIFE WITHOUT FLIFE WITHOUT FACEBOOKACEBOOKACEBOOKACEBOOKACEBOOK,,,,,
TWITTWITTWITTWITTWITTERTERTERTERTER, INTERNET ETC….., INTERNET ETC….., INTERNET ETC….., INTERNET ETC….., INTERNET ETC…..
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….."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, I 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 I can’t afford another wink.

I 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.  I
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"… I 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, I 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 I know for sure that time actually
accelerates. No matter how early I wake up, my
boss is always there before me. Can’t complain

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, I type FB Ctrl+ Enter… new tab,
TOI Ctrl+ Enter. While scanning through the
headlines, I simultaneously scan through
friend’s status messages and updates.

My work day starts, Illustrator 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, I 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, I 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 I haven’t slept enough and have
reached work all groggy and have ring-tones
spreading like viruses from table to another-oh
how I hate phones on such days. Or when I
thought I 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 I hate cell phones on such days.

I get off the phone with a really annoying
friend, and I start complaining about how I can’t
stand her, and after 5 minutes I realize the line

Life without mobile, facebook…
– APARNAH VYAVAHARKAR



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 I 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 I was waiting to board the next
train. I was so carried away catching up on chat
that before I realized I had gotten into the wrong

train and had moved four stations in the
opposite direction. Well done my friend, I 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…

Over 70% of the world’s population
currently owns a cell phone. I’ve had one for
most of my adult life, since I 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.

I understand that cell phones and by
extension, social media, has made
communication A LOT easier, especially across
longer distances. I 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 I 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

Life without cell phone, facebook &
other social networks

–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 I didn’t have cell phone or a facebook
account, I never really stopped functioning if I
didn’t know "Sheila was preparing for the
weekend". But now it seems that it’s probably
very important. And with cell phones
sometimes I 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 I 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, I feel that life would be just as normal
but SLOW as it was before we had cell phones,
facebook & other social networks. I 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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Pretty much everyone I know has a
Facebook account. I 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 I had few friends,
not because I was geeky (I seriously wasn’t….),
but because there were few kids of my age who
shared interest similar to mine. Now I have over
500 friends. Agreed that I have not actually met
all of them but…..

I just love the sound of my voice. A
compulsive chatterbox I have a Need For
Speech (pun intended). Facebook is god sent
for me. I 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 I
update my status more than twice a day, I’m not
addicted. That reminds me ………

Sorry just wanted to update my status.
Seriously guys, I 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 I tell you, my pal Sachin has the best

selection of songs and funny videos, which he
has shared on FB. Yet I 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 I am doing blah blah.
There have been so many occasions when I
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. I never had the guts to
approach her and impress her with my funny
side. Thanks to FB now I 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

My life without FMy life without FMy life without FMy life without FMy life without Facebookacebookacebookacebookacebook
–Siddharth Kothare



me ………
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. I still shudder when I
think of the times I 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 I had to spend time
listening to Pritesh mama complain about his

bowel motions just so I could get the latest
comics he had got for me. That reminds me
………

Sorry just wanted to update my status.
Whew!!! I seem to be ranting a lot right

now, but this has struck a raw nerve with me.
Man I tell you, Facebook has saved me from
loads of mental and physical agony.

So until the next update on my
page……..…GTG… TC.

‘Boarding completed’ announced the crisp
voice of the airhostess. As the last few
passengers settled into their seats, I 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.

I still remember that happy feeling when I
powered down my cellphone – that of
disconnecting myself from the world, of being
free! As the aircraft took off, I felt I was leaving
all the tensions and social obligations behind
and part of it was in the knowledge that I cannot
be contacted. Well, that was the idea since we
were on a vacation. But would I be happy if that
were to happen in normal life? Would I 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 I take the bus to office, I
quickly check my FB to see what my friends are
up to or what’s happening in the PP community.
I 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!!). I take breaks
during work to log on and chat with my friends
who happen to be as jobless and conveniently

Life (?) without cell phone, FLife (?) without cell phone, FLife (?) without cell phone, FLife (?) without cell phone, FLife (?) without cell phone, Facebook,acebook,acebook,acebook,acebook,
Twitter…Twitter…Twitter…Twitter…Twitter…

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

I just have to look back a few years to
realize I was doing perfectly well without any of
these luxuries. I 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. I would look forward to those STD calls
with relatives who were staying far off.  Come
to think of it, I was very much connected with all
those who mattered to me.

And that, I feel, is the difference. Earlier, I
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 I have to? In an effort to be
connected with the world, am I giving enough
time to my family? I may have 583 ‘friends’ on
FB, but have I talked to those six friends whom
I will turn to for help in need?

These questions keep reminding me that I
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am attached to people and not to technology.
For me, life is about people I 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, I 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.

✳✳✳✳✳

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, a group of girls had 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
enjoying a game of charades.

I walked past this anachronistic tableau in
awe. When was the last time I had seen a park,
filled to the brim with people chatting and
interacting with each other, in person no less!
The answer – at least ten to fifteen years back,
came to my mind, almost a reflex.

Indeed! Till about 10 years ago, we still spent
weekends outdoors, visited relatives, called on
old school teachers, kept in touch with old pals. A
time when cards were played well into the night
over endless cups of cutting chai; a time when we
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; a time when we did not confide to strangers
or even friends till we knew we could trust them; a
time when phone wires could be curled around
our fingers while talking to our latest crush; a time
when computers and the internet were still
considered a mystery; a time when we still had
time for ourselves.

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
a shudder 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 up with them in person? Why are we
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
out of our reverie?

I 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
alive inside me. Apparently there is!

I chose to mull about a day in the life of a
fictitious youngster from our generation - Ram,

Life without facebook, mobiles, etc.
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who in this alternate reality, has not been
exposed to the ‘tagged’ world of facebook and
who thinks a ringtone is an alternate sound for 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’ cartoons with a tilted 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 his mom dry out her fresh papads.
He tastes the sticky dough and runs away as his
mother chases him away with a laugh. He heads
back home to catch up with some reading and
has a nap in the afternoon. He rides out on his
bike in the evening, to chat up a few friends over a
cup of tea and roadside sandwiches. He brings
some fried bhajiyas on the 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 without a hint of self consciousness.

How is Ram able to fit in so much into a
Sunday, when the average city Joe or Jill cannot
find enough time to make excuses for missing
dinner engagement, birthday parties and family
get togethers. What is he doing or experiencing
that is so different from our daily lives today. The
answer stares at us more glaringly than it should
have…Ram is not a 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 at lines 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
just pinged us on our BB messenger. The answer
‘NO’ to all these questions is neither startling nor
appealing to most of us. We choose this life of
customized blandness.

Let’s try 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 for a day. See
the lilt in your walk, feel your worry lines ease out.
Stretch your legs, crack those knuckles, let out a
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.
Surely we owe ourselves that much, don’t we?
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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.It 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

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 cell phonesLife without cell phonesLife without cell phonesLife without cell phonesLife without cell phones
–Jatin Dilip Navalkar

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

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 I think about, the more examples
come to mind. Some advances in technology

Life without Facebook, Cell Phone, etc
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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

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!

✳✳✳✳✳

Life Without Cell-Phone
–Janhavi Agaskar

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 I
was at school, I 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. I 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. I
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,I see the people on
trains and buses more involved in playing with
their gadgets than having friendly
conversations with fellow passengers.

I 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.

✳✳✳✳✳

k ÒeYegle©Ce efoJeeUer DebkeÀ 2011 / 121 k



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 I 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, I loved making that journey, and I
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

Life without Mobile, FLife without Mobile, FLife without Mobile, FLife without Mobile, FLife without Mobile, Facebook...acebook...acebook...acebook...acebook...
–Anand Vijaykar

and their Facebook profiles and I have a long
list of all these addresses, but when I think
about what I'd do if I didn't have these means of
communication at my disposal, I 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 I be handicapped, were there no
Facebook, Internet or Mobile phones at my
disposal? Hardly. What I would be is anxious
and eager to once again see and be with the
people important to me. Somehow, I think I'd
have a slightly fuller life.
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yeeUe®es Hee³e HeeUC³eele
ÒemleeJevee :

-meew. YekeÌleer ÒeOeeve Mesìs

pevceeuee Deeuesueb yeeU cnCepes Hejceséejeves efouesuee Decetu³e DeeMeerJee&o. les yeeU

cnCepes DeeF& Jeef[ueeb®³ee no³ee®ee þeskeÀe. DeeHeu³ee mebmeeje®³ee JesueerJejleer Gceueuesueer

SkeÀ veepetkeÀ keÀUer. Òel³eskeÀ DeeF&Je[erue l³ee yeeUele DeeHeueb ÒeefleeEyeye Heenle Demeleele. les

FJeuesmes lespemJeer [esUs, les Oeejoej veekeÀ, les ueeueyebgo Deesþ peCet ve#e$eeb®eb uesCeb. Demeb ns

ieeW[me yeeU pemeb pemeb ceesþb nesle Demeles lemeW leMeer l³ee®³ee megHle iegCeeb®eer DeeHeu³eeuee

peeCeerJe  nesT ueeieles.

l³ee®eer leuueKe mcejCeMekeÌleer, Demeeceev³e yegef×ceÊee, ngMeejer, Je Deeveboer Je=Êeer ns meejs

iegCe DeeHeu³eeuee ÒekeÀ<ee&ves peeCeJet ueeieleele. Kejb lej leer SkeÀ veepetkeÀ Jesue Demeles. DeeHeCe

peMeer JeUJeeJeer leMeer leer JeUles. yeeUeves mee³ekeÀuemeejKes Hee³e ceeje³euee megªJeele kesÀueer

keÀer DeeHeCe cnCelees keÀer lees HegÀìyee@ueHeìt nesCeej eEkeÀJee [evmej lejer nesCeej. Demes DeveskeÀ

leke&À efJeleke&À DeeHeCe melele ue{Jeerle jnelees. HeCe cetue pemeb pemeb ceesþb nesT ueeieleb lemeb

lemee l³ee®ee íbo ner l³ee®eer DeeJe[ keÀOeer nesles ns keÀUsHe³e¥le l³ee®eb ©Heeblej SkeÀe megboj

ve#eeroej GpJeue YeefJeleJ³eele nesTve les ÒeieleerHeLeeJej ª{ Peeuesueb Demeleb.

``yeeUe®es Hee³e HeeUC³eele'' ¿ee meojele Deecner ns®e peeCetve IesC³ee®ee Òe³elve kesÀuee

Deens keÀer Kejb®eb ns Demeb Demeleb keÀe? keÀer ¿eele keÀener DeHeJeeoner Demet MekeÀleele?
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QESTIONS TO FATHER
1. Heefnu³eeboe pesJne legcner legce®³ee yeeUeuee Heeefnueb, lesJne®ee lees Deevebo legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.

I was very happy to be blessed with a baby boy.

2. legce®³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ nesleer keÀe?
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. DeeHeu³ee cegueebveer keÀesCeles #es$e efveJe[eJes ¿ee yeeyeleerle DeeHeuee keÀener Deeûen DeLeJee F®íe nesleer keÀe?
Yes I wanted him to step into my shoes. I always wanted to see him in uniform with a golden

wreath on his cap.

4. Deepe legcner oesIesner SkeÀe®e #es$eele Demeu³eecegUs as a senior cnCetve DeeHeu³ee ceguee®es / cegueer®es
performance evaluation  keÀmeb keÀjeue? (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.

5. ³eMemJeer Dee³eg<³ee®eer keÀesCeleer ieg©efkeÀuueer DeeHeu³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee Ðeeue.
''Veer Bhogya Vasundhara'', ''The Brave Shall enjoy the Earth''. So be brave and take life as it

comes head on
I 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
1. legcnebuee ue#eele jeefnuesuee legce®³ee yeeyeebkeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve Keeueuesuee ceej / efceUeuesuee Deesj[e? legcner
kesÀuesueer Kees[er eEkeÀJee ®etkeÀ?

Yes I still remember, I was in class III and it was my History paper, I had told my parents that
due to lack of time I 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.  I 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 I was reminded about this history paper.
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2. ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ legcnebuee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e nesleer keÀe? Je leer keÀMeer peesHeemeueer?
Yes was always interested in this field. I used to visit Naval Dock Yard with dad to get a closer

look at the warships and interact with defence personnel. I 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. I enrolled myself in NCC
during college and was an active participant in various activities.

3. ns #es$e efveJe[leevee legcneuee legce®³ee yeeyeebkeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve efceUeuesues ceeie&oMe&ve / ceole.
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 I was the only son. He shared my dream
with me in my childhood which I 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.

4. Deepe legcnebuee Demeb kegÀþs Jeeìleb keÀe keÀer ¿ee #es$eeHes#ee ogmejb keÀener efveJe[e³euee Heeefnpes nesleb? les keÀesCeleb?
DeeefCe keÀe?

No I 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.

5. DeeHeu³ee DeeF& / yeeyeeyeÎue JeeìCeejb Òesce legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.
 I am really thankful to GOD for giving me such a wonderful parents for which I 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
1. Heefnu³eeoeb pesJne legcner legce®³ee yeeUeuee Heeefnueb, lesJne®ee lees Deevebo legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.

First time when I saw my son the joy and happiness I experienced was fantastic! It was
beyond description. Firstly it was my first child so I 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 I thanked him for giving me such a wonderful child.

2. legce®³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ nesleer keÀe?
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.



k 126  / ÒeYegle©Ce efoJeeUer DebkeÀ 2011  k

3. DeeHeu³ee cegueebveer keÀesCeles #es$e efveJe[eJes ¿ee yeeyeleerle DeeHeuee keÀener Deeûen DeLeJee F®íe nesleer keÀe?
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.

4. Deepe legcner oesIesner SkeÀe®e #es$eele Demeu³eecegUs as a senior cnCetve DeeHeu³ee ceguee®ee / cegueer®ee
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 I 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.

5. ³eMemJeer Dee³eg<³ee®eer keÀesCeleer ieg©efkeÀuueer DeeHeu³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee Ðeeue.
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
1. legcneuee ue#eele jeefnuesuee legce®³ee yeeyeekeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve Keeueuesuee ceej / efceUeuesuee Deesj[e? legcner
kesÀuesueer Kees[er eEkeÀJee ®etkeÀ?

Early morning studies was the last thing I 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...
I distinctly remember about this thing when I 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. I tried keeping my eyes open but
couldn't so eventually I fell asleep on the table.  My dad came back from his walk and woke me up.
he asked me how much did you study. I said I slept just 10 minutes back fearing he would scold
me I told him I have finished reading the entire thing. He asked me to draw and explain the
digestive system and as it was done in half sleep I made terrible mistakes in the digestive tract
until I felt a tight slap on my right cheek. I still can remember that slap, was into tears but one thing
I understood that I have to take the human body seriously. I scored 92 in that science exam but
that was a turning point in my life that I cannot make mistakes at least in science, had liking for the
subject before but developed serious interest thereafter.

2. ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ legcnebuee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve nesleer keÀe? Je leer keÀMeer peesHeemeueer?
As far as I remember I 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 I always wanted to be one. As I matured there was
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more specification into what type of doctor I 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. ns #es$e efveJe[leevee legcnebuee legce®³ee yeeyeekeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve efceUeuesues ceeie&oMe&ve / ceole.
My dad and mom have always supported me right from the time I 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 I 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 I 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 I was always an average student, so
my mom was my emotional support and my dad my intellectual support cause its from there that
I developed interest for science and he would always answer my queries no matter when I 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.

4. Deepe legcnebuee Demeb kegÀþs Jeeìleb keÀe keÀer ¿ee #es$eeHes#ee ogmejb keÀener efveJe[e³euee Heeefnpes nesleb? les keÀesCeleb?
DeeefCe keÀe?

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

5. DeeHeu³ee DeeF& / yeeyeeyeÎue JeeìCeejb Òesce legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.
I am fortunate to have such mom and dad because I remember my mom and dad never ever

pressurized me to do something only because they wanted me to do. I always had my freedom to
take decisions. I 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 I can understand how important nurturing is at that
tender age. Even if I compare myself with other friends of mine I would say my mom and dad have
given me too much and I 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
1. Heefnu³eeboe pesJne legcner legce®³ee yeeUeuee Heeefnue, lesJne®ee lees Deevebo legce®³ee Meyoele J³ekeÌle keÀje.

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

2. legce®³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ nesleer keÀe?
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. DeeHeu³ee cegueebveer keÀesCeles #es$e efveJe[eJes ¿ee yeeyeleeRle DeeHeuee keÀener Deeûen DeLeJee F®íe nesleer keÀe?
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.

4. Deepe legcner oesIesner SkeÀe®e #es$eele Demeu³eeceggUs  as a senior cnCetve DeeHeu³ee ceguee®ee / cegueer®ee performance evaluation
keÀmeb keÀjeue? (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.

5. ³eMemJeer Dee³eg<³ee®eer keÀesCeleer ieg©efkeÀuueer DeeHeu³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee Ðeeue.
Be true to your profession and spare no efforts to give your best.

-NETRA  VIJAYKAR

QESTIONS TO DAUGHTER
1. legcneuee ue#eele jeefnuesuee legce®³ee yeeyeekeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve Keeueuesuee ceej / efceUeuesuee Deesj[e? legcner
kesÀuesueer Kees[er eEkeÀJee ®etkeÀ?

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

2. ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ legcneuee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e nesleer keÀe? Je leer keÀMeer peesHeemeueer?
I think I 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 I
realized that this field would be an ideal one for me.

3. ns #es$e efveJe[leevee legcnebuee legce®³ee yeeyeekeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve efceUeuesues ceeie&oMe&ve / ceole.
As I 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 I was never held back to follow what I wanted to do. It would have been the same
even if I wanted to be a doctor or an engineer.

4. Deepe legcnebuee Demeb kegÀþs Jeeìleb keÀe keÀer ¿ee #es$eeHes#ee ogmejb keÀener efveJe[e³euee Heeefnpes nesleb? les keÀesCeleb?
DeeefCe keÀe?

I do not think that I could have done anything else besides being a lawyer. I love what I do. If
I had pursued any other career, I would have been successful but unhappy.
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5. DeeHeu³ee DeeF& / yeeyee yeÎue JeeìCeejb Òesce legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.
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 I have
tremendous love and respect for them and will always do.

-YASHODHARA

QESTIONS TO FATHER
1. Heefnu³eeboe pesJne legcner legce®³ee yeeUeuee Heeefnue, lesJne®ee lees Deevebo legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.

Paraj was our second child. First being a son I always wanted my second child to be a boy too.
Naturally, I was very happy because now we will have a male dominance in the house.

2. legce®³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ nesleer keÀe?
Paraj was never interested in studies. So the field he chose was his comfort zone. As I look

back I think his decision was right because he is extremly happy with what he is doing for the
present.

3. DeeHeu³ee cegueebveer keÀesCeles #es$e efveJe[eJes ¿ee yeeyeleeRle DeeHeuee  keÀener Deeûen DeLeJee F®íe nesleer keÀe?
It was left to him to choose his field. The business what I started is growing. Our elder son

Nishad has joined and is an asset. Paraj too is free to join us however no complusion.

4. Deepe legcner oesIesner SkeÀe®e #es$eele Demeu³eecegUs  as a senior  cnCetve DeeHeu³ee ceguee®ee / cegueer®ee
Performance evaluation  keÀmeb keÀjeue? (e.g. decision making, thinking etc).

At present we are not in the same field.

5. ³eMemJeer Dee³eg<³ee®eer keÀesCeleer ieg©efkeÀuueer DeeHeu³ee cegueeuee / cegueeruee Ðeeue.
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
1. legcneuee ue#eele jeefnuesuee legce®³ee yeeyeekeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve Keeueuesuee ceej / efceUeuesuee Deesj[e? legcner
kesÀuesueer Kees[er eEkeÀJee ®etkeÀ?

Yes. I clearly remember when I was in my 4th std I 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 I might fail
in that paper but i survived due to combined passing with History paper. I think the mistake I made
in this case was purely that I was not prepared for this paper for whatever reasons.

2. ¿ee #es$ee®eer DeeJe[ legcnebuee ueneveHeCeeHeemetve®e nesleer keÀe? Je  leer keÀMeer peesHeemeueer?
Truly speaking we are living in the world of tecnology which is constantly updating itself since

our birth. I happened to work for an IT/BPO firm in which there is a vast scope of learning.



Answering the first question no it was not that I planned for during the initial days of my career.

3. ns #es$e efveJe[leevee legcneuee legce®³ee yeeyeebkeÀ[tve / DeeF&keÀ[tve efceUeuesues ceeie&oMe&ve / ceole.
My parents have perfectly guided my through my education days. I was getting the most

appropriate direction from them till my education. Once I 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 I made so far.

4. Deepe legcnebuee Demeb kegÀþs Jeeìleb keÀe keÀer ¿ee #es$eeHes#ee ogmejb keÀener efveJe[e³euee Heeefnpes nesleb? les keÀesCeleb?
DeeefCe keÀe?

Yes I will have that at the back of my mind. I 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
I studied in my MMS.

5. DeeHeu³ee DeeF& / yeeyeeyeÎue JeeìCeej Òesce legce®³ee Meyoeble J³ekeÌle keÀje.
Well in short and sweets words they are the reason why and how I 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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ÒeYegle©Cee®eer [e³ejer
peveve

21-09-11 meew. peevnJeer DeeefCe Þeer. Deevebo vejsMe DeeieemekeÀj, Heg$e, HegCes
Deel³eeyeeF& veeJe yeesuee

Deeª<e Deevebo DeeieemekeÀj
cejCe

6-09-11 Þeer. ÞeerHeeo JemeblejeJe OegjbOej, Je³e 91, ceerje jes[
20-09-11 Þeerce. veboe (efJeceue) veeje³eCe veJeuekeÀj, Je³e 89, þeCes
20-09-11 Þeer. meceerj ef®e$emesve J³eJenejkeÀj, Je³e 43, þeCes
25-09-11 Þeerce. veeruee (Heg<Hee) kesÀMeJe keÀerefle&keÀj, Je³e 86, Keej
24-09-11 meew. megiebOee efkeÀjCe keÀesþejs efJeuesHeeuex
30-09-11 meew. MeesYee DeMeeskeÀ efJepe³ekeÀj Je³e 66 Keej

HeeJemee®es ieeNneCes
³es js ³es js HeeJemee, kegÀþtve osT leguee Hewmee

Hewmee Peeuee ceneie, ceneieeF&®eer ueeieueer Deeie ~

Heengveer veYeer®eer efJeÐeguuelee

ceeveJeeves MeesefOeueer efJepes®eer ³eespevee

JeeHejues HeeCeer let efouesues OejCeeceOetveer

DeceeHe JeeHejueer Jeerpe, Peeueer peeieeflekeÀ iejceer ~

kesÀueer veeefnMeer Deecner, let efouesueer efnjJeU

yeebOeu³ee Gb®e Fceejleer, Peeueer YejHetj ®ebieU

efceUefJeuee Keesìe Hewmee l³eeletve

Peeues ceb$eer DeeefCe efyeu[j ³ee HewMeeOeerve ~

veener jneJe³ee Iej Menjeleu³ee ogye&Uebvee

megìsvee ÒeMve H³eeJe³ee®³ee HeeC³ee®ee

Peeuee MeslekeÀjer nJeeueefoue legP³eeefJevee

efoueerme ntue let l³ee ke=Àef$ece HeeJemee®³ee Òe³elvee ~

leguee efouesuee Keesìe Hewmee Peeuee cee$e Gob[

Yeesieleer HeÀe³eos l³ee®es Deceerj DeeefCe iegb[

veener osCeej Deelee leguee Demee Hewmee Keesìe

³esF& OeeJetve melJej ns Hep³e¥vejepee meJe&Þesÿe ~

DeJeke=ÀHesves legP³ee Jee{sue ne Hewmee Keesìe

Deeieceveeves cee$e legP³ee nesF&ue meejer megyeÊee

efkeÀleer efoJeme meesmeeJes Lewceeve ns Keesìîee HewMee®es

³esTveer Pe[keÀjer keÀjer cegkeÌle Deecne ³eeletveer meoe®es ~
ömeeQ. jpeveer efJeveeso keÀesþejs
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JeCeJee

ceeuekeÀe®ee vesnceer leceeMee
SkeÀìe yeUer ceer l³ee®³ee jes<ee
ieeUtveer Ieece keÀªveer keÀece
lejer cegbi³ee ceWotuee ³esleer
osner, JeCeJee efHemeeìuee ~~1~~

efJe®eejeb®eer ceeueJetve meceF&
meebpes®³ee Meeble mece³eer
met³e& Hemeej, megª ®ebêefJenej
peJeU keÀjlees iegl³eeuee
osner JeCeJee efHemeeìuee ~~2~~

Dee@[&j Iesles, leer Hee©
®ebêcegKeer, Deesleles oe©
vekeÀes mees[e, vekeÀes ®ekeÀCee
oceele iueeme efj®eJeuee
osner, JeCeJee efHemeeìuee ~~3~~

keÀe cnCeleer JeeF&ì ceefoje
keÀOeer ve oeJeer leer veKeje
LeebyeJeer ceWot®³ee ®ekeÀje
efveIelees Deelee, keÀesìe mebHeuee
osner, JeCeJee Leb[eJeuee ~~4~~

õDeefpele Òeceeso leUHeos
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ef®e$e
DeeJeÈ³ee®³ee Òel³eskeÀ HeÀeboerveb,
Deesþebvee efueHeefmìkeÀ ueeJeuesueb
efyeÆer®³ee Òel³eskeÀ Debyee[îeele
efHeJeUb peo& HetÀue KeesJeuesueb,
`iegueceesnesj mejuee³e, cnCetve keÀe³e Peeueb?
ceer Deens veb' cnCele, cnCele,
ueeuepeo& SkeÌPeesje HegÀueuesuee cepesle.
HegÀueb mebHeuesueer, cnCetve ©meuesuee efMejer<e,
kegbÀHeCeeJej®eer yeesieveJesue, ieejþuesueer HeeJemeele,
[gueleuesueer ®egkeÀej HegÀueb, DeOesceOes®e,
HeeþefMeJeCeer ®eeuet KeejeR®eer cevecegjeo,
DeeJeepeemen, `®³egkedÀ ®³egkedÀ, ®eìj, Heìj!'
mej[e [eskeÀeJelees³e SKeeoe nUt®e
peebYeUb meejer ìHeìHeJetve, megmleeJeuesueer peebYetU
ueeue efþHekeÀe efcejJeerle oesve®e yegueyegue,
HeÀebÐeebletve vee®eCeejs oesve®e yegueyegue!

õ keÀuHevee megYee<e keÀesþejs



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
 

QUIZ
 

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. Ian 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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yees[& Dee@HeÀ kebÀì^es} ÒeYegle©Cee®³ee cee}keÀer®es ns He$e
mvesnsμe eEÒeìme&, 320-De μeen DeB[ veenj Fb[. Fmìsì, De-1, Oevejepe efce} kebÀHeeTb[, meerleejece peeOeJe ceeie&, }esDej Hejs},

cegbyeF&-400 013 ³esLes íeHetve Heeefjpeele yeer-3, ³egefve³eve yeBkeÀ ScH}e@F&pe keÀes-Dee@He. new. meesmee³eìer, Heìs} Fmìsì, peesieséejer (He.),
cegbyeF&-400 102 ³esLetve Òeefme× kesÀ}s. keÀe³ee&}³e otjOJeveer : 678 00 44

Hejer#esleerue meg³eMe
CFA (DecesefjkeÀe)

meew. #ecee megosMe keÀesþejs

ÒeYegle©Ceeme osCeieer
� meew. Je=boe Meece pe³ekeÀjkeÀ[tve l³eeb®eer veele kegÀ.
DeHes#ee ÒeMeeble jeCes efn®³ee efJeJeeneefveefceÊe ©. 501/-
� meew. eqmcelee DeeefCe [e@. Deefcele ®ebêMesKej Oew³e&Jeeve
³eebpekeÀ[tve Þeer. ueeskesÀMe efJe<Ceg Oew³e&Jeeve ³ee®³ee
Hejer#esleerue GppJeue ³eMeeÒeerl³eLe& ©. 251/-
� meew. efveMee ÒeoerHe keÀesþejskeÀ[tve keÀv³ee meew. YekeÌleer
Oevebpe³e DeeEpekeÌ³e efn®³ee CFA (Part-II) Hejer#esleerue
³eMeeÒeerl³eLe& ©. 201/-
� Þeerce. íe³ee efoueerHe keÀesþejs ³eeb®³ee 75J³ee
Jee{efoJemeeÒeerl³eLe& DeeefCe veelet kegÀ. ÒeeflekeÀ ÒekeÀeMe
efJepe³ekeÀj ³ee®³ee oneJeerceOeerue GppJeue ³eMeeÒeerl³eLe&
©. 101/-

DeefYevebove
� `efceHeÌìe' meesnÈ³ee®eer mebHetCe& ÒekeÀeMe³eespevee,
mepeeJeì Þeer. Meerleue leUHeos ³eeb®eer nesleer. DeefYevebove.
� Þeer. ueeskesÀMe (jesefnle) eqmcelee ®ebêMesKej efJe<Ceg
Oew³e&Jeeve ns yeer. ìskeÀ. (Dee³eìer) Fbefpeefve³ejeRie®eer Hejer#ee
Jner. pes. ìer. Dee³e. ceOetve 97/10®³ee G®®e ÞesCeerle
GÊeerCe& Peeues. `efJejuesme efmeveer³ej vesìJekeÌme& efjme®e&
ÒeespeskeÌì Jeke&À' meeþer l³eebvee `DeeTìmìBeE[ie
HejHeÀe@ce&vme'®ee ceeve efceUeuee. ke@ÀcHemeceOetve efveJe[
nesTve l³eeb®eer mee@HeÌìJesDej Fbefpeefve³ej cnCetve efJemekeÀe@ve
mìsì, ce@ef[meve, DecesefjkeÀe ³esLeerue SceSme SefHekeÀ
efmemìerce keÀe@HeexjsMeveceO³es vesceCetkeÀ Peeueer. DeefYevebove.

~~~~~~ Þeer Fbêe³eCeerÒemevve ~~        ~~ Þeer ieg©osJe oÊe~ Þeer Fbêe³eCeerÒemevve ~~        ~~ Þeer ieg©osJe oÊe~ Þeer Fbêe³eCeerÒemevve ~~        ~~ Þeer ieg©osJe oÊe~ Þeer Fbêe³eCeerÒemevve ~~        ~~ Þeer ieg©osJe oÊe~ Þeer Fbêe³eCeerÒemevve ~~        ~~ Þeer ieg©osJe oÊe

ÒekeÀemJe  ke@ÀìjmeÒekeÀemJe  ke@ÀìjmeÒekeÀemJe  ke@ÀìjmeÒekeÀemJe  ke@ÀìjmeÒekeÀemJe  ke@Àìjme&
MegYe cebieue, mJeeiele meceejbYe....

menueer, meccesueve!
Deecner, DeMee cebieue Òemebieer ©®ekeÀj
pesJeCee®eer J³eJemLee keÀjC³eeme meppe
Deenesle. hee"ejs ÒeYetb®³ee JewefMeäîehetCe&

heoeLee¥®eer J³eJemLee, MeekeÀenejer/ceebmeenejer
pesJeCee®es ®eJeoej iejceeiejce KeeÐe heoeLe&
efve³eesefpele JesUer heesn®eefJeC³ee®eer, efJelejCe

Deeoer mesJee!
efJeMes<ele: meeieghegjer, iees[er yeìeìer,

Deveveme meebyeejs F. DeeefCe lemes®e hebpeeyeer
ef[Mesme, iegpejeLeer ef[Mesme efMeJee³e

 mepeeJeì - jes<eCeeF& HeÀe|ve®ej Deeoer
J³eJemLee osKeerue keÀjlees.

KeejceOeerue iee³e$eer cebefojeMespeejerue
Heeþejs ÒeYet %eeleer meYeeie=nele SkeÀcesJe

Deecneuee®e ceeieCeer Demeles.
: mebheke&À :

ÒeJeerCe OegjbOej
ef[. 13, yeBkeÀ Dee@HeÀ Fbef[³ee, Je=boeJeve meesmee³eìer,
ogmejer keÀesue [eWiejer uesve, mJeeceer efvel³eevebo ceeie&,

DebOesjer (het.) cegbyeF&-400 069.
HeÀesve : 2684 09 26 Ye´ceCeOJeveer :

9969104388

veeWo I³eeJeer
`ÒeYegle©Ce'®ee Heg{erue DebkeÀ ef[meWyej

2011 ceO³es Òeefme× nesF&ue.
-mebHeeokeÀ
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