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Talking about a holiday

Dinesh’s first post from Delhi:

Dinesh: My first day in Delhi. It’s an amazing city. I arrived here by the Kolkata night train. In Paharganj I ate alu parathas with yoghurt. Wow that was enjoyable! After breakfast I went to visit the old city. What beautiful buildings the Red Fort and Jama Mosque are. On the one hand you encounter history at every street corner. On the other hand what a modern city it is. I am sitting in a roadside café and there is also a wi-fi facility here, and that free too! Now I am going to do some shopping in Connaught Place. In the evening I am meeting Sarita aunty for dinner.

Salim: How lucky you are! I like Delhi a lot. Enjoy yourself a lot mate. 

Shalini: Hope you have a good journey. I’m already missing you. It’s a pity that I couldn’t meet you before you left. 

Priti: Go to Punjabi By Nature restaurant in Vasant Vihar for sure. You’re not going  to get golgappe and paneer tikka like theirs anywhere else ;-)

Dinesh: I just got back to the hotel after eating. Priti, I went to that very restaurant, Punjabi By Nature, with Sarita aunty. Good choice! Excellent and tasty food, my stomach is completely full up. It looks I won’t manage to eat anything else for two days. Now I am about to sleep soon because tomorrow I’m touring the city for the whole day. I’ll post photos. 

Priti: I’m happy that you went to Punjabi By Nature. I’m really jealous…! Bring a takeway for me (
Two days later, another post from Dinesh:        
Dinesh: I’ve really enjoyed it in Delhi. It’s the final day. It rained today, and I got somewhat wet, but even so it felt good. At night the Benares train is departing at half past eight. I’m restless. I haven’t seen Benares in ages. 

Raj: Hey mate, you were in Delhi? I didn’t know this at all, otherwise we could have met. I’ve just read your post right now. Never mind, we’ll meet next time. 

Dinesh: Sorry mate, I didn’t tell you earlier…Next time for sure…

The next evening:

Dinesh: Benares, wow! What an amazing place it is. Today I wandered on the ghats, and I washed [away] my sins in the river ( In the evening I watched the aarti. It was so beautiful, and now there’s just peace in my mind. I met two American tourists. They were on a trip to India for a few months. They were speaking such good Hindi. Perhaps they would come to stay at ours in Kolkata.

Steve: Mate, it was really good to meet. I hope we’ll meet soon. We’re going to Bengal in a week. 

Shalini: When are you coming home? On Friday there is a party at ours. Come for sure. 

Two days later:

Dinesh: Home sweet home – your home is just your home [there’s no place like home]! I enjoyed a lot in this one week’s holiday, but you don’t get the comfort of your own home anywhere else. Next week college is starting again. This time the holidays past went by somewhat quickly! (
Seema: You’re back? I’ll phone tomorrow. We haven’t chatted for ages. 

Shalini: Friday’s party has been cancelled because everyone has made a plan to go to the cinema. Shah Rukh’s new film has been released. I’ve heard it’s good. You come too….
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In pictures – Bargi Devi’s life

Bargi Devi’s family has to struggle heavily for water. A glimpse into their lives…

My name is Bargi Devi. My age is 64 years old. I live in a village of the Kishangarh district of Rajasthan. Our family is quite big. In my family lives my husband, his brother and his wife. There are three sons and their wives, two unmarried daughters and five grandsons and granddaughters. By profession we are farmers but it only rains sometimes and for this reason our life is full of many difficulties. 

The start of the day

Our day starts quite early. In the hot season we get up close to half past four and in the winter an hour after that, in other words close of half past five because very early [in the morning] it is quite dark. The work is divided approximately equally between the men and women. But my two sons work in a marble factory therefore we women have to do almost all the jobs. 

Milking

One of the daughters of the family starts the day by milking the buffalo in the morning. We have several buffalos and a buffalo is a very good animal. We canno rear cows because they tend to be very delicate and in the dry [weather] they cannot stay alive. We use the buffalos to pull our carts as well as for milk. By selling milk we get some income and this is a main source of the family’s income.

Destruction of crops

Here I am collecting the dried leaves of the millet. This year has been very bad for farming and most of our crops have been ruined. 

Every year there’s just one reason, lack of water, year on year. There’s been very meagre rain and water doesn’t even manage to come out of the ground. There’s not even water in the wells. 

The condition of the dry land

This is the condition of our dry land, completely hard and full of dust. Well what can grow on this land. Although our profession has been farming even so my sons are thinking of doing another business apart from farming. 

They want to work in factories or in the city because they don’t see a future in the countryside. 

Lack of water

When we work in the fields my sister-in-law has to cover a distance of five miles in order to get water from the tap of the nearby village. There’s always a long line at that tap and sometimes there’s even a fight for water. 

As you can see, many families send their children to fill water. Some families believe that rather than sending them to school it is better that they are a support to the family in some form or other.

The value of water

Sometimes we have to buy water. These types of tanks come to our fields. We buy water in order to irrigate some small portion of our land. And to the extent that we also have to buy water for bathing and cleaning. 

This is a very expensive deal. To get almost 500 litres of water we have to give as much as a hundred Rupees. 

A few moments of relief

After a busy and tiring day in the evening I like to spend some time with my grandson Sonu. I worry about his future. He cannot become a farmer because there is no future in this. In my opinion our coming generation won’t even be able to get as much water as we get. Sonu goes to school and I hope that he will get a good job in the city for sure. I will send him far from here but this is for his good. 
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Hard Kaur’s desi dance [coming soon]

Correspondent: Rachna Shrivastava for BBC Hindi.com from Dallas, America. 

When a small girl born on 29 July 1979 in Kanpur came to London from India she didn’t even know about western music. She only knew one name, that of Michael Jackson. At that time this girl didn’t even know what she was going to do. 

But her mother’s love and encouragement in her life gave her the courage and opportunity to choose the direction of her life. Today we all know her by the name of Hard Kaur.

When Hard Kaur came to America in connection with her programme, I wanted to know about some aspects of her life. 

Why did you want to adopt music and within that why did you choose rap?

I wanted to do rap. For one no one had done this before and secondly I liked pop music a lot. When I was in India I didn’t know anything about English music. I only knew about Michael Jackson. 

When I came to England in 1991 I started to watch MTV. Then I got to know that there’s reggae, there’s rock, there’s pop, but I liked hip hop most of all because this seemed like a different type of music to me. 

This is also a reason why I chose it. To sing rap the vocal technique is completely different and I feel that this is very difficult. To do something new and original is in our blood so I chose rap [and] just like this this musical journey of mine began. 

Your name is Taran Kaur Dhillon so how did this Taran Kaur become Hard Kaur?

I was hard on the inside from the very beginning. Everyone used to tease me that she’s not afraid of anyone, she’s Punjabi. Her name shouldn’t be Taran Kaur it should be Hard Kaur so I kept this name because it matched my personality. 

You are the first Indian female singer to sing rap so how much support from people have you got in this new work?

At first people didn’t like me much. But now they are giving me their support, [and] liking me. I didn’t accept defeat. I haven’t moved ahead by doing anything wrong. I’ve worked very hard. Then I’ve gotten everyone’s love. 

How did you get your first film song?

I was having many shows in India. At that time I met Shankar-Ehsaan-Loy. They said that they liked my singing a lot and next time when I come to India I should definitely meet them. Then when I went to India I phoned them.

I was just in the studio when Johnny Gaddar’s director Shriramji came there and he said that he saw my interview on the TV and he likes me a lot. He said to me that I should record a song for him. I thought what a great thing! I’m getting my first opportunity and that too with Shankar-Ehsaan-Loy. It was as if I had won the lottery. 

Who made Hard Kaur hard-core?

I was very quietly soft-core. I was a small girl who had come from Uttar Pradesh. I would say that Britain has made me hard-core. The struggles that I have seen, the fights that there have been and the way that people have harrassed me, if that hadn’t happened then I wouldn’t have this much wisdom today. 

India where my roots are my culture is has taught me to respect elders and to love everyone and Britain has taught me how you should fight your battle. So you can say that Hard Kaur is a fusion of India and Britain. 

What are you thinking of doing in the future?

Now my new album ‘Desi Dance’ is coming out. I am trying for this album to come out by the end of this year. Now I have to see what happens next. I can also make a film, I can also do acting. What will happen we’ll see.    
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One bride, four grooms
There was a king. He had daughter. When his daughter was eligible for marriage, then four kings sent a marriage proposal for their sons. The father of the princess had good relation with those four kings. He couldn’t say no to any of them.

It happened (thus) that on the day of the marriage (all) four kings came along bringing a marriage procession. When the time came to bring the bride and groom to the marriage stage,  the bride got to know that four princes have come to marry her. Seeing all four grooms together she became anxious. She became dizzy, she fell into the holy fire and her body started to burn in the fire. An outcry broke out on all four sides (all around).

On seeing the princess burning one prince also fainted and fell into that (very) holy fire. He also burned and died. The second prince brought water (again and again) and started to put out the fire. The third prince, in his sorrow, sat and started lamenting near the place where the princess had burned. The fourth prince started doing the Five Fire Fast in order to appease the Creator.

Being pleased with the fourth prince’s penance the Creator told him to ask for a boon. That prince said ‘Everyone has gathered for the purpose of an auspicious act. For anyone to die will be (would be) a bad omen. If you are pleased with us (me) then along with the princess the dead prince should also be made alive (brought back to life).’

The Creator did just that. The princess became alive (came back to life) and in addition the prince who prince who burned and died in that very holy fire also came back to life. Everyone became happy at the coming back to life again of the princess and prince. Now the father of the princess requested the priest to start the marriage ceremony. On this the priest said ‘Due to your ignorance and impracticality the princess had to die. Therefore according to established practice and tradition (could you) decide to marry the bride to one prince.’

The king had realised his mistake. Requesting the priest, he said ‘You are the expert of the ceremony, you are also a foreteller of the future. The four grooms are before you. You have also seen the affection of the all (of them) towards the princess, therefore (could) you decide (give a decision) with whom I should marry my princess?’

“Your majesty, you have spoken correctly, everyone has affection towards the princess, but the nature of everyone’s affection is different. The prince who burned in the holy fire with the princess giving up his life demonstrated his brotherly love. Only a brother can do this in affection for his sister. The one who put (poured) the water demonstrated his paternal love, therefore he that prince is fatherly for (towards) the princess. The prince who kept on lamenting at the corpse of the princess, he demonstrated maternal love. The fourth prince who in reality did a difficult penance and saved the bride’s life, he is the one deserving of being the real husband.’ The learned priest gave his opinion.

Everyone was satisfied at the priest’s opinion. Even the princess was happy at the suggestion (proposal) of marriage with the fourth prince. The princess got married to that fourth prince. The remaining three princes gave the bride and groom good wishes.
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Book reviews

Book: 

Best Indian stories, part 1 and part 2 (selected stories of different 


languages)

Editor: 
Sanhaiya Lal Ojha 

Publisher: 
Lokbharti Prakashan, Mahatma Gandhi Road, Allahabad

Price: 

225 Rupees (each part)

Pages:

1227 (both parts)

The tradition of telling and writing stories in India is very old and its success is spreading to each and every corner of the country. Stories are available in almost every language. These stories trend to be for children and also for adults. You will get entertaining stories and also those raising social problems. The book is in two parts in which there are more than 1200 pages. Enthusiasts of stories and in particular those people who are fond of reading in long sessions will like these books quite a lot. In the first part sixty selected stories in Punjabi, Orissi, Kannada, Telugu, Marathi and Hindi have been given. In the second part seventy four stories in Tamil, Malayalam, Sindhi, Gujarati, Urdu, Kashmiri and Bangla are included. The books are in paperback therefore they are cheap.  

Book: 

How to speak and read pure Hindi

Writer: 
Prithvinath Pandey  

Publisher: 
Bhartiya Pustak Parishad, New Delhi

Price: 

300 Rupees

Pages:

192

As it is most Indians speak, write and understand Hindi, but when it comes to a matter of its pure and correct form then a lot of people amongst us fail badly. Language is a means of delivering one’s thoughts and feelings to others. By using pure and correct language not only do we manage to avoid becoming an object of laughter in front of others, but we also manage to deliver in a correct and proper form our words to those in front of us. Sometimes we also have to face embarrassment from the wrong use of language. In this book starting from Hindi grammar the correct usage of the Hindi language of today’s age has been given with examples, so that next time when we start speaking Hindi amongst people it isn’t impure. 

Book: 

How to get entrance into IIT

Writer:

Subhash Jain
  

Publisher: 
Satsahitya Prakashan, New Delhi

Price: 

200 Rupees

Pages:

185

Gaining success in the entrance test of IIT is not an easy matter. This exam tends to be quite difficult in which candidates have to give it their all. People are successful in it on the basis of hard work and dedication. If preparation is done properly then the chances of success increase. This book can help you in this matter. Preparing for an exam in itself is a complex problem. How to move ahead having made a plan, which points to remember, how to do time management and how to avoid the worry of exams, an attempt has been made to explain all these matters in this book. 
Book: 

Memorable stories of Mannu Bhandari

Writer:

Mannu Bhandari
  

Publisher: 
Hind Pocket Books, New Delhi

Price: 

135 Rupees

Pages:

208

Mannu Bhandari is a famous Hindi story-teller. She has also written several film scripts. These stories seem to create an affinity with readers. In fact she etches the characters’ every action and their internal condition on paper in such a way that it seems as if we ourselves are present at the scene of action. Mannu is a story-teller of whom the language of the stories is completely simple and natural. Not only does she keep the readers of the stories gripped, but she endears herself to readers. The characters seem to be close to us. Included in the book, not only ‘Akeli’, ‘Majburi’, ‘Kil’ and ‘Kasak’, but the remaining stories are also such that you feel like reading them again and again. 
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A flourish of proposals at the click of a computer
They say that matches are made in heaven. But who has been made for you and who have you been made for, you yourself have to search for them on earth. And now in India in searching for a relationship the trend of matrimonial websites is quickly increasing. 

Websites linked to marriage have made the job of choosing a life partner easy. Just press the button and the profile of hundreds of people comes up before you out of which you can choose the person of your choice. Today in India approximately a hundred search websites are running. Of these shaadi.com and bharatmatrimony.com are the most popular. A measure of the success of shaadi.com can be made from the very fact that ten million people are registered on it. Apart from these big sites recently the demand has also increased for some smaller sites like these which have been made taking into account the different needs of various social classes. Delhi-based Strike One Advertising started several sites like this in 2006 for example a site by the name of 30+shaadi.com has especially been made for people who have passed the age of thirty. By the means of this site such people can find someone of the same age and be tied in the bonds of marriage. 

Apart from this a site by the name of bposhaadi.com has also been started for those working in call centres. In India for the last few years the demand for call centres has increased. Since people who work there stay in contact with foreign customers they often have to work at night. Therefore they want such a life partner whose lifestyle matches theirs. 
Strike One Advertising’s CEO Sanjeev Pahva explains in detail, ‘When we did a market analysis then we got to know that big sites are earning a big name in the market. We felt that without taking them head on if we started up some different types of such sites which could fulfil the various needs of people, then we can also make our name in the marketplace.’ The purpose of these marriage websites is not only to earn a profit there are also some such websites which are engaged in attempting to [bring about] social reform. One such unique site by the name of positivesaathi.com has been made for HIV+ people. Such people often have to endure the contempt of society. This site gives these people a medium of contact, so that they can also enjoy marital bliss. This site was started in 2008 by Anil Kumar Valeev of Maharashtra who is in government service. Valeev got the inspiration for starting this site from the life experiences of one of his HIV+ friends. In Indian culture marriage has always been a social arrangement. In this even today whether a marriage has been fixed by the Internet or by traditional methods, the important role of parents in choosing a life partner has remained as it is. Something just like this also happened with Delhi-based call centre workers Rahul and Meghna. They both got tied in the bonds of marriage by the means of bposhaadi. They both chose each other for sure but their parents did all the marriage discussion. Rahul describes his and Meghna’s meeting somewhat like this: ‘I heard about bposhaadi.com on the radio. Then I logged in on this site and made my profile. After looking at a lot of profiles I liked Meghna’s profile. I just expressed an interest and then the parents did all the marriage talk.’

These Internet sites haven’t changed the traditional form of marriage in India but have surely given a platform to today’s young men and young women to understand and know each other before tying the bonds of marriage. 
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A lot of happiness – and some sorrow

Born in Quebec state of Canada Marie Elangovan of French-Candian origin has been living in India since 1993. Marie has learnt Bharatnatyam from the late KJ Govindarajan. After marrying Guru Govindarajan’s son, famous classical singer G Elangovan, now along with doing programmes she is giving training in Bharatnatyam. 

After coming to this country I had many such experiences which are pleasant parts of my memory.  I am remembering one such incident. After marriage we went to visit Mahabalipuram. Seeing the amazing natural beauty there it seemed that I should dance here. Dancing in the shadow of nature, how pleasant and amazing those moments would be. Imagining this I went on getting excited. At that time this was not possible, but God wanted to fulfil my desire. In the year 2000 in connection with a programme  I happened to go there again and my desire was fulfilled. In this programme foreign tourists had also come in large numbers. Amongst them four to five people had also come from France. They started talking to me in English. But, when I spoke to them in French there was no end to their surprise. They told me that they were thinking me to be Indian. Perhaps this was a compliment for me that I have become so engrossed in my dance practice and in this country that people understand me to be Indian. 
I have been influenced a lot by India’s culture and especially by Bharatnatyam from the very beginning. This very desire of mine pulled me from Canada to India. In the year 1993 I came to India. This country is in fact extremely beautiful. But, we won’t manage to enjoy this beauty until we interact with the people of here and understand their food and drink, language and customs and practices. In order for this we will have to come out of the world of films and books and come into the world of reality and I did this too. After coming here I took Bharatnatyam training from guru KJ Govindarajan. By the blessing of guru-ji I have got to here today. As far as the matter of my dancing goes I am the first dancer to give a dance performance on climate change. The WHO chairperson saw my programme and praised it a lot. They also made a film of this programme of mine for the WHO. I like this fact most of all that -the people here are culture- and family-oriented. The people here help you without being asked. I have received a lot of cooperation and love from the people here.

After completing dance training I got married to guru-ji’s son, the famous classical singer G Elangovan. In order to get acceptance for the marriage my husband went to Canada to meet my parents. They only said this much that if you both are happy with this marriage then we have no objection. Not only this on my decision to settle in India they said that if you think that you can stay better and happy with your husband in this country then what problem can we have. Just whatever decision you take make it after having considered it with a full mind. Seeing my happy married life I can say that my decision was not wrong. Today also my parents come to visit us once a year for sure. 

But, one matter which hurts is that the whole world remembers India for the reason of Mahatma Gandhi and his non-violence, but the people here are going on forgetting Gandhi-ji’s ideals. [A range of people] from powerful men to the police hit poor men and rickshaw drivers with a stick and there is no one to say anything. Seeing this in Gandhi’s country causes pain. You also feel pain that people don’t think it to be their responsibility to keep their city or their country beautiful and clean. They think that this is the Government’s job. The situation of the traffic is so bad that if you had to take a sick person to hospital you’ll get stressed. Even if the Government made traffic lines properly it’s doubtful that people would obey them. These are little matters which annoy. We should at least think that we shouldn’t do anything which will bring damage to the country’s image.           
08
Hinglish in official matters
Radio Russia

Permission to use Hinglish in official matters in India

India’s government workers have been given permission to write Hindi mixed with English in official matters because people are having problems with some hard and less current words of Hindi.

The Times of India newspaper reported on Thursday that the Department of Official Language of the Home Ministry of India has published a list of those words for which no word is easily found in the Hindi language. According to the newspaper until now government officials have had difficulty in finding Hindi words for the English ‘higher education’, ‘ticket’, ‘station’, ‘police’ and other such words, and the suggestion has been given to use commonly used English words such as ‘keyboard’ and ‘computer’ in place of ‘kunjipatal’ and ‘sanganak’. 

According to this decision prepared in the Home Ministry of India now the use of pure Hindi will only be made for literary purposes. Now to use ‘Hinglish’ in the language of official matters will be more practical and straightforward. 

Navbharat Times

First opinion – by this the range of Hindi will increase

The work of a language is to communicate. It is a medium. If it starts to appear so difficult that it can’t be understood then it should change. Perhaps for this reason the Home Ministry has taken this decision that now whilst preparing notes of official matters if common English words must be used then you can write them in Devanagri script, like ‘keyboard’ for ‘kunjipatal’. This is a welcome step and the language of daily official matters will become easy and understandable. Now the use of difficult and incomprehensible Sanskritic words will keep on getting less and workers will feel relief. Government officials and translators will not have to take refuge in dictionaries. 

During work from the perspective of language they will appear less bookish and more practical. By this the development of a new easier to understand vocabulary will occur, [and] governmental langauge will be able to become more lively and easy. It could be that by this supporters of making the language pure will frown, but the new generation will only welcome this. Everyone knows that words of several of our country’s languages have even been included in the Oxford Dictionary. For any language to keep on changing along with the times is very important. By this the vocabulary of Hindi will increase and it will be brought more into practice. 

Navbharat Times

Second opinion – lest its existence falls into danger

Such a ruling once came into force in the year 1976. But I don’t like the word ‘Hinglish’. Let Hindi remain Hindi. Besides the word ‘Hindi’ itself has come from abroad. You can take words from every language but this should be called a broad form of Hindi. It has been said in the Constitution that Hindi should be made inclusive but this doesn’t mean that those words that are present in Hindi from before should not be used. Now you tell me, a station of the Delhi Metro has been made, ‘Yamuna Bank’, which didn’t seem right to me. If this was called ‘Yamuna tat’ or ‘Yamuna kinara’ it would have been more correct. By ‘bank’ the common man takes the direct meaning that a bank is that place from where money is taken out or deposited. Look, there is also ‘Akshardham’ station, that’s so good. If anyone were to say that our Hindi language is not inclusive this would be completely wrong. Hindi has till now equally taken words from other languages. Words which become current in society, Hindi adopts them. We have taken ‘zarur’, ‘istemal’, ‘qila’ and so many other such words from other languages and languages from abroad. These have also been included in our daily language. 

Kabir has said that language is flowing water, and this is completely correct, but I will surely want to say that we shouldn’t become so inclusive that our language falls into danger.      
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Zindagi na milegi dobara

First scene -  Romantic music in the background. It is evening time. Opposite the garden on a porch a boy (Kabir)is bent on his knees in front of a girl (Natasha). 
Kabir:

Will you marry me?

Natasha:
Kabir, please. 

Kabir:

OK, will you marry me….please?

Natasha:
Why are you saying [this]?

Kabir: 

Because if not today then it has to happen tomorrow. We love each 

other. Our families also tolerate each other. I make buildings, you are 

an interior designer. We’re perfect.  

Kabir is  holding a ring in his hand. He extends his hand towards Natasha.

Kabir: 

What do you say?

Natasha:
Are you sure?

Kabir:

Natasha, please say yes or no quickly. My knee is hurting.

Natasha (laughing, and loudly): Yes.

Kabir puts the ring on Natasha and they both kiss each other whilst embracing. 

Next scene – Kabir and Natasha are slow dancing with each other in a party. The other party guests are clapping happily whilst looking at them. After this the guests are seen seated. Natasha’s father stands up and is talking. 
Natasha’s father: 
It seems like yesterday that my daughter Natasha was born and 


today is her engagement. Son Kabir, I haven’t lost a daughter. I 


have gained a son.

Everyone cheers clapping once again. 

Kabir’s father:

Two years ago from today you gave me the contract to build 


your hotel. Who knew that one day we’ll be a big family. A big 


big welcome to all of you to our family.

Once again clapping.

Kabir’s mother recites an English song to her son. Everyone claps again and cheers. Kabir’s dear friend Imran stands up. 

Imran:

Hello everyone. My names is Imran. Kabir and I were in school 


together.

Kabir’s father (loudly): The Three Musketeers!

Laughter and clapping from people.

Imran:

That’s right. Uncle gave the three of us this name. The Three 


Musketeers. Unfortunately our third Musketeer Arjun is not amongst 

us today. 

Man 1 (regretfully):
Oh. 

Imran: 

Don’t worry about it. He’s alive, he’s just not here today. (He laughs 

and everyone laughs too). Anyway Natasha, Kabir is one of the best 

humans in this world. So if you somehow crash his BMW don’t worry 

about it (laughter and clapping from everyone). He’s also intelligent. 

So also get the children’s homework done by him (laughter and 


clapping). He’s got a very very very big heart. So without any worry 

buy as many diamonds as you want to buy (loud laughter and clapping 

from the guests). Basically, Natasha, Kabir is a solid guy. Just grasp his 

hand, walk with him….because whatever happens he won’t break your 

heart.   
Everyone altogether says ‘aah’.      
Kabir:

Thank you.

Imran:

Get the cheque sent.

Next scene – Natasha is with her friends in a room. She is arranging her clothes. 

Girlfriend 1:
 By the way let me warn you. Nikhil is planning a bachelor party.

Girlfriend 2:
Too late. His school friends have already gone and planned a bachelor 

trip. A road trip….In Spain. 

Girlfriend 1:
A road trip?

Natasha:
Don’t ask babe. They made a pact in college that each one of them 


would choose an adventure sport of their choice.

Girlfriend 1:
Are you serious? Like Fear Factor type?

Natasha:
Exactly but the other two will have to participate in it. 

The scene takes us back to the party where the boys are chatting.

Friend 1:
What have you chosen?

Kabir:

That I cannot say. 

Imran:

Well basically he can’t say it in front of me. You see, whatever sport 

we may choose it should be a surprise for the other two. 

Friend 1:
Shut up, are you kidding me?

Kabir: 

No. Once you get there what excuse will you make? Anyway whose 

idea was it? 

Imran:

Mine.

Once again the girls’ scene.

Girlfriend 1:
Three weeks! You know how boys are?

Natasha:
Not Kabir. 

Girlfriend 1:
Oh please. Everyone behaves like mad in a bachelor party. In fact 


Nikhil till today doesn’t give a proper answer when I ask him what 

happened there…I don’t know. 

Next scene – a view of London’s tall buildings can be seen, and Arjun’s voice can be heard.

Arjun:

You know time equals money, Simon. You want money? Stop wasting 

my time.

Arjun can be seen on the trading floor in the office of a London bank. He is talking with some trader on the phone about some deals. In the meantime Kabir calls, but Arjun can’t answer the phone by reason of being busy. 

Next scene – Arjun calls Kabir.

Arjun:

Kabir sorry man, you have no idea what’s happening here. 

Kabir:

Man you have no idea what a good party you missed. 

Arjun:

I’m sure man, ok listen, I have a problem. I can’t come to Spain.

Kabir:

What? Arjun mate. You promised. 

Arjun:

I know, I know but the deal that I’m working on, I thought it would be 

finalised by now, but….I’m stuck. 

Kabir: 

I can’t believe this. You’re giving me the boot on my bachelor trip.

Arjun:

It’s not like this mate.

Kabir:

Then what’s it like? This was one thing that we had decided that we 

would do together. But if you can’t come then I’ll cancel this trip.

Arjun:

Why are you getting sentimental mate? It’s my work.    
Kabir:

I’m not getting sentimental. This has been cancelled once before too, 

so let it be once more. It’s fine. If we go then all three will go, 


otherwise….just let it be, ok?
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The mouse and me

This story is different to Steinbeck’s short novel ‘Of Men and Mouse’ [sic]. 

If I wanted I could have kept the title of the essay ‘Me and the mouse’ but that mouse has brought down my ego. What I am unable to do, this mouse of my house manages to do. What the ordinary man of this country doesn’t manage to do, this mouse has done and shown [me]. 

There is a fat mouse in this house. When my younger brother’s wife was around, food was made in the house. In the meantime due to family incidents – the brother-in-law’s death etc – we were all away.

This mouse believed it to be his right that he would get food in this very house. Till now not even man has believed this to be his right, [but] the mouse has believed it. 

The house remained shut for approximately forty five days. When I returned alone, and opened the house, then I saw that the mouse had dropped quite a bit of crockery on the floor and broken it. He must have been raging about in search of food. He must have been searching for food in the crockery and in boxes. He must not have found food, so he must have eaten something somewhere in the neighbourhood and remained alive. But he didn’t leave the house. He had accepted this very house to be his home. 

When I entered the house, turned on the light, then I saw that he was happily squeaking running from here to there. Perhaps he understood that now food would be made in this house, boxes would be opened and he would get his rations. 

The whole day he wandered around the whole house blissfully. I was watching. I felt good from his joy. 

But food didn’t start getting made in the house. I was alone. I would have food in the afternoon at my sister’s, who just lives nearby. At night I eat food late so sister kept on sending a box. After eating I would shut the box and put it [away]. Chuharam was despairing. He must have been thinking – what kind of a house is this. The man has come. There is also light. But food isn’t being made. If food was made then he would get some scattered grains or morsels of roti.

I had a new experience. The mouse would come at night again and again and he would climb up the mosquito net towards my head and wriggle. At night my sleep would be disturbed several times. I would chase him away. But after a while he would come again and would start to make a commotion near my head.

He was hungry. But how did he understand the difference between head and foot? He wouldn’t cause disorder towards my feet. He would come directly towards my head and would start to make a commotion. One day he got into the mosquito net.

I was very anxious. What should I do? If I were to kill him and he died under some cupboard, then he would rot and the whole house would fill with odour. Then I would have to move the heavy cupboard and take him out. 

The mouse would rage around the whole day and at night annoy me. I would fall asleep, but Chuharam would start to rage around near my head. 

Finally one day I understood that the mouse wants food. He has accepted this house to be his home. He is aware of a mouse’s rights. At night he comes to my pillow and perhaps says this – ‘Why you wretch, you have come. You’re eating to your fill. But I am dying hungry. I am a member of this house. It’s my right too. I will disturb your sleep.’ Then I hatched a plan to fulfil his demand.

At night I opened the food box, then put some pieces of poppadom here and there. The mouse came out from somewhere and picked up a piece, sat under the cupboard and started to eat. After finishing dinner I scattered some pieces of roti on the floor. In the morning I saw that he has eaten them all up. 

One day sister sent rice poppadoms. I placed three or four pieces on the floor. The mouse came, sniffed and returned. He doesn’t like rice poppadoms. I was astonished by the mouse’s choice. I put down a few pieces of roti. He took one piece after the other and started to go.
Now this became a daily task. I would open the box, then the mouse would come out and start looking. I would put down one or two pieces. He would pick them up and take them. But his hunger wouldn’t be pacified by this much. I would have dinner and put some pieces of roti on the floor. He would eat them at night and go to sleep. 
As for me, I would also sleep peacefully. The mouse wouldn’t make a disturbance near my head.

Then he brought along one of his brothers from somewhere. He must have said – ‘Hey come along with me to that house. I have annoyed that ‘food man’, scared him and extracted food. Come, we’ll both eat. His father will feed us. Otherwise we’ll ruin his sleep. It’s our right.’

Now both Chuharams are eating with joy. 

But I think – ‘Has man become even worse than a mouse? The mouse imposes himself on me for his right to food. He ruins my sleep!

When will this country’s man behave like a mouse?’
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Spicey snacks for foodies
- So my treat is on?

- Yes, it’s on.

- You remember what my treat is don’t you?

- Yes, tikkis.

- Yes.

- You’ll get fat.

- So what? Should I give up living? What is life without chaat and I want to live every moment to the fullest.
- So many calories and oil… so many illnesses…

Today we step out of the house and mouth-watering foods call us towards them. To what extent can we exercise restraint? Yes, I am one of those tens of millions of people for whom Sarojini Nagar market is not less than heaven. And whatever the whole world’s scientists and experts may say - no one can stop me from eating golgappe, tikkis and  chaat etcetera. Those who haven’t tasted all of this are living their lives in vain.
And a plate of tikkis is in itself a complete meal. Potatoes, moong lentils, white chick-peas, yogurt, seasonal vegetables (such as cabbage, raddish, carrot etcetera) in the form of salad, and onions. It has everything in it. And dry-ginger and mint chutney raises the standard of the taste of all of these.
Bhalla-paapri … paapri chaat … and …

As soon as they come into your mouth they burst with a pop. They rule everyone’s hearts in many parts of India under different names. Call them paani-puri or phuchka, but that same spicey taste. A little bit of flour or semolina, potato, chick-peas, spices and kaanji with sweet and sour chutney.

You’re mouth is watering, isn’t it?

No dish of any five-star hotel can stand up to all this and just from their fragrance you get to know that your destination is just nearby.
Nowadays children search for burgers and pizzas, but if ever should they get a taste of tikki, golgappe and chaat they’ll forget everything and form a crowd at the [food-seller’s] cart.

A few weeks ago I was as usual casually eating my favorite ‘cheap’ food, [when] a middle-aged couple passed by. Their mouths must have watered but then seeing the quite poor vendor they started moving away. But their tongues flickering back and forth won. And they came and stood … and they went on eating, and at the same time [gave] a shower of comments … look, how much filth there is (the vendor had placed a separate basket for throwing away the leaf-plates), it’s nothing special, I prefer the food in such and such restaurant … etcetera, etcetera …
No one had brought them there by force.

But the taste … aah, he who is imprisoned by the taste of chaat-pakori what shame has he, what is a wealth of millions for him? There may be tens of millions in his pocket but a chaat of 15-20 [Rupees] wins. There must be some reason why people at weddings attack chaat more than the dinner. 
Instead of waiting in a restaurant go to the chaat wallah standing at the roadside and your stomach will be filled immediately. What is the need of staying hungry whilst in a hurry to work. I have on several busy days along with saving time satisfied my ‘foodie’ tongue just like this at a chaat shop. In between two interviews and a meeting in just ten minutes. 

Those of you who make speeches against foreign things in [this] country if you actually want to connect people to their roots then set up a chaat-pakori party. See how the king and pauper, lion and lamb [all sorts of people of different backgrounds] will be pulled [towards this]. Besides this is such a precious tradition that great big nations will be seen forming queues to get its secret. If you want to see how much people are connected to their roots then look at any street corner everyone will be seen at the street cart eating together. 

If you want to bring about true unity, equality and socialism then just feed everyone chaat for once. 

Even today chaat stories of UPSC [New Delhi] are recited about how the workers of the income tax department had counted leaf plates and the chaat vendor of my college, I’ve heard that he had two or three mansions in Delhi.

So this is the identity of Delhi. They are the life of Delhi or you could say that they are the beating of the heart of Delhi. 

Don’t be ashamed and don’t waste your life in a lot of thinking and pondering. As soon as you hear the chaat vendor’s voice in your ears, run and catch him lest he goes away….why are you going on reading in vain…..what if the chaat runs out…?
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Naseerudin Shah and Shabana Azmi

I didn’t manage to have my finger on the pulse of the viewers: Naseerudin

Senior actor Naseerudin Shah has proved himself well in all types of film, but in making films he hasn’t managed to understand the viewers’ choice. Now very soon he will be seen in ‘Chalis Chaurasi’. Let’s have an interview with him.

On the big screen you always appear in a different style. What is the reason for this?

From the start of my career till now I have always tried to do something different. Although at first I used to be seen in the style of an art cinema actor, but some commercial films like ‘Trimurti’ made the path of doing all sorts of films easy for me.  
Without doubt this is like some kind of achievement. Otherwise, I sign films after looking at the role and script instead of the director or banner. In spite of spending a long time in the industry I still like working with new directors today and I have also learnt a lot from them. 

In the industry you have your own identity. Even so what is the reason for signing ‘The Dirty Picture’ a film revolving around a heroine.

As soon I heard my role I signed the film. At that time I didn’t think at all that I should know about the other actors and the full story. Even so, from the beginning I am one to mind my own business. However a big reason for signing this film by Milan Luthria was that my role was extremely different and you get little opportunity to see so many aspects in one character.  
As a producer and director you have only done one film. The reason for this?

To tell the truth as a producer perhaps I never managed to have my finger on the pulse of the viewers. As a producer when I made ‘Raghu Romeo’ I hoped that one class of viewers would definitely like the film. At that time my friends also praised the film a lot, but the film didn’t run at all. Once again mustering courage and with the cooperation of old friends I made ‘Yeh hote ko kya hota’. But this also got a response like that. However many times I think why did I make these films, but when someone praises them, I am pleased. 

Your forthcoming film is ‘Chali Chaurasi’. Tell us something about it.

When the director Hriday Sheety told me about the film’s script and the role, it seemed that he has brought a different role for me. He really has the spirit to experiment. After all who will take the risk of a film without a hero or herione? Anyway, this film revolves around a van during one night and it’s seasoned with comedy, romance and suspense. Along with me in it are KK Menon, Ravi Kishen and Atul Kulkarni. We shot the film in close to 40 night on the streets of Mumbai. The rest you will get to know after watching the film.

Shabana Azmi is a social activist

Shabana Azmi is known as a social activist as well as an actress in Bollywood. This is the reason why she is an important member of society as well as of Bollywood. 

She is regarded as an actress who performs the role of sensitive characters on the big screen. By virtue of being a famous person and an aware citizen she has raised her voice on several social issues. Apart from this, she is known for expressing her heart’s voice without hesitation. 

When Shabana was growing up, she would watch her mother getting ready for various roles. Her initial training started right from there. But the idea of becoming a professional actress came to Shabana’s mind the first time when she saw the acting of Jaya Bhaduri in a student film of the Film and Television Institute of India (FTII). As a result she also took admission on an acting course of the FTII and became a gold medallist there. Shabana’s first film to be released was Shyam Benegal’s ‘Ankur’ in 1973. In ‘Ankur’ after seeing Shabana’s excellent acting Satyajit Ray signed her for his film ‘Shatranj ke Khiladi’. It is said that during the shooting Satyajit became a fan of Shabana’s. 

In the Hindi cinema of the seventies and eighties film producers were making films connected to the realities of society and Shabana was searching for new challenges for herself in them. Working in these films Shabana kept on strenghtening her acting, and made her own special place in both commercial and art cinema. 

The relationship between two women who felt pleasure in each other’s company was shown in Deepa Mehta’s film ‘Fire’ released in 1996. The subject of this film based on famous writer Ismat Chugtai’s Urdu short story ‘Lihaaf’ proved to be controversial. In this controversial film Shabana played the character of one of the two women. Shabana always works hard to put herself completely into character. It is for this reason that for Deepa Mehta’s ‘Water’ she shaved her head and for Shyam Benegal’s ‘Mandi’ she reduced her weight by 20 kilos. 

Shabana has always spoken in favour of society and women through the means of her characters, and today she is connected to several social organisations. She believes that film artists should join these organisations because through the popularity of artists these organisations get quite a lot of help in attaining their goals.     
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Life’s steering wheel in your own hands
Correspondent: Vandana

Uma Yadav a young girl from Delhi could not complete her grade 10 education because of socio-economic reasons. But she didn’t have a lack of dreams in her eyes nor courage in her mind. From childhood she had the dream of driving a car. But she didn’t have her own car. One day she got to know that a non-governmental organisation is selecting girls from deprived areas of Delhi and giving them training in driving.

Uma just called up the organisation without telling anyone at home and she started to learn to drive. Today she is a trained driver, and drives a car for a woman. When we went to meet her Uma’s face was glowing with happiness because she had received her pay cheque. Uma says that it’s as if her life has got a new direction. 

Uma even took us on a test drive in our own car, and she even taught me a few new driving techniques. 

In fact New Delhi non-governmental organisation Azad Foundation is choosing girls from several deprived areas of Delhi and inspriring them and teaching them to drive a car. For close to a whole year they are given solid training. After learning this new skill many girls are now working as a driver and standing on their own two feet. 

We met several girls such as Lakshmi, Sangeeta and Uma in the Kalkaji area of Delhi who are either learning to drive or have already learnt. The social, economic and family conditions of several of the girls amongst them are not good. But these girls haven’t lost courage. 

Not just the oven and stove but also the clutch and gear

In spite of many difficulties they have grasped the steering wheel of life in their own hands. Everyone has their own story of struggle in which a ray of hope is hidden. Rita got married at the age of 14, and her studies got left behind. But then she got to now about the opportunity to learn to drive. Now she drives and runs the family’s finances too. 

On the other hand, Namita’s husband is a taxi driver Namita who at one time only managed the household now works as a driver. Now she too runs a car at speed on the streets like some professional. Her handle of the clutch, gear and steering wheel is just like [her handle] of the stove and oven in the kitchen. 

Many girls have to endure opposition from society, the village and family but girls like Chandni challenge them vigorously. Chandni says, ‘When I came to Delhi from a UP village I was sent to learn to sew. I didn’t like it at all that girls should just do these types of jobs. I took the decision to learn to drive. I have also had to listen to taunts about what kind of work is this. People also say indecent things. Where necessary I answer back.’

Live with your head held high

So that these girls can go out and face the world apart from driving they are taught to speak English and self-defence. They are made aware of their legal rights in which help from various other organisations is taken. 

Uma Yadav tells us that she has some problems at her in-laws but today she has the courage to face them. Uma told us, ‘From this whole training I haven’t got to know only about driving but other matters too. In the Jago-ri organisation we are told about our rights and right and wrong. There are some problems in my family. I cannot say yet what steps I am about to take but now I have the courage to raise my voice. I’ll take advice from Jago-ri.’      
In order to learn driving for the whole year in the organisation girls have to deposit two thousand Rupees. Many girls don’t have this much money all at once. But after getting a job these girls pay off the amount gradually. 

Way of life

The programme director of Azad Foundation Shrinivas Rao says, ‘Our purpose is to give girls respect along with employment. We want to take them into such fields which have traditionally been male-dominated. We want to change the situation and want to make them women entrepreneurs.’

Afterwards the non-governmental organisation hands over the trained girls to a professional organisation so that they can get suitable work opportunities.

From the perspective of public transport, Delhi is not considered safe for women. As a result many women like to keep these girls as personal drivers. 

When we met so many girls who have taken driving training they told us how there has been an increase in their self-confidence. Amongst these many girls’ lives were like some bumpy road, completely directionless. But by driving their lives have also got a new direction.

Today these girl-drivers are speedily running cars on the roads with great self-confidence. They believe in their minds that life’s car will also run at a gallop like this.

Text box: ‘My husband drives a radio taxi. He asked me once whether I would drive a car. I just used to stay at home, looking after the kids. But I was really interested in driving a car. Then what happened was that I joined a training class with the held of Azad Foundation. After learning to drive I got a job. Now I have even passed the commercial licence test.’

14 This Diwali is special

Diwali is a festival in which stars really come down to the earth. We are talking about Bollywood stars, who are reminded about their roots by this festival. They also celebrate this festival with their families like common people. Cinema is also a part of our culture and that’s why even film stars become common people on a festival like Diwali and we get to see a mixture of culture, festival and religion. They also worship Lakshmi and burn candles and pray for happiness for themselves and their families. During the festival, these stars celebrate with all the religious rituals just like it is celebrated in common homes. 

Bacchan family home

Abhishek Bacchan tells with excitement about the preparation for this Diwali, “In the past few years, we did not celebrate any festival due to the death of my grandfather and grandmother and a few other reasons. But this year, we will celebrate Diwali with much joy and happiness. Father will also return from Australia two-three days before Diwali and I will also take a one-day break from shooting to return home from Rajasthan. In our family, there is a tradition that we celebrate each and every festival together because the happiness which we get while celebrating a festival with the entire family simply cannot be matched. During the festival of Diwali, which spreads light everywhere and removes darkness from every nook and corner, the entire family gets together to spread more light. Yes, I have not forgotten the Diwalis which I have celebrated in the lawn of Pratiskha.  I have not forgotten the happiness which I used to get when diyas made of earth were lighted on the boundary walls. I still remember the bursting of crackers and rockets by my father. 

Teach what you learn

In his Diwali message, Amitabh Bacchan says, “Any festival reminds us that we should feel proud about the cultural traditions of the land in which we are brought up. The society in which we are living is a society of festivals. On the day of the festival, young people take blessings from elders. These things are not told to anyone nor are these taught. These things are also not written in books. These things are felt from within. These things come automatically. The things which I have learnt from my father and mother, I have taught the same to my children and I wish that they also teach the same things to their children.”

I become a kid along with the kids

Akshay Kumar insists on celebrating each festival with his family. Akshay says, “I burst a lot crackers with my children and their friends and I also give gifts to my children’s friends. Though I have become a star today but on Diwali, I become a kid with the kids. It is however my personal opinion that whether it is Diwali or Holi, these festivals are not meant to be celebrated alone. During a festival, the entire family, friends and relatives come together and this creates a lot of happiness. Young people should take blessings of the elders and elders should participate in their happiness and the entire family should pray together. Then the complete fun of the festival is experienced. 

Waiting for fireworks
The star of the younger generation, Shahid Kapoor says, “I burst a lot of crackers with my friends when I was a child and I waited for Diwali the entire year. This is my favourite festival. I believe that each kid waits for Diwali because he waits for the time he grows up and the restriction on bursting fireworks is lifted. 

Eat lesser sweets
Each person has their own way of celebrating Diwali. Take the case of Raju Srivastava. The stand up comedian Raju misses no opportunity to entertain people. He is planning to do something new and unique this Diwali. He says, “This time I am thinking of praying to Lakshmi on the computer and enjoy animated fireworks on the computer. Pollution will be less and I will become an environmentalist. But one thing I would like to tell my audience is to eat lesser sweets on Diwali because people eat lots of sweets and then they go for a morning walk in the park throughout the year to digest those sweets.

I am a common man on that day
Heartthrob Ranbir Kapoor says, ‘My entire family is attached to the film world. Grandfather used to play Holi with great enthusiasm. But even in artists’ lives there are some moments which I live like a common man and forget that now I am also a star. Yes, now there is a small difference that I do not light fireworks on the streets and roads. I regret this because Diwali is not something to be celebrated by sitting at home. But the way in which there is colour and hope in the Kapoor family during Holi or Ganpati, the same does not happen during Diwali. We pray to goddess Lakshmi peacefully in our own homes, decorate the house and enjoy the fireworks, according to Indian traditions and customs.

15 An autobiography of a Dalit

This took place around 1980. I and my wife Chanda were returning to Chandrapur (Maharashtra) via Delhi after a tour of Rajasthan. We had got seats in Pink City Express from Jaipur. Nearby an elite family of husband, wife and two children were sitting. They were going to Delhi from Jaipur. We came to know after chatting that the husband was an officer in some ministry.

We were chatting normally. The atmosphere was easy and happy. Discussing was going on about Rajasthan’s beauty. My wife and the officer’s wife were chatting enthusiastically. The barriers of unfamiliarity break very fast among women.

Suddenly, the topic of conversation changed! The officer’s wife asked, “Sister, are you Bengali?”

My wife answered, “No, we are from Uttar Pradesh. My husband is posted in Ordinance Factory, Chandrapur (Maharashtra).”

“What caste are you?” The officer’s wife asked another question.

As soon as my wife heard the question, her face went pale and she started looking at me. The entire atmosphere had got spoilt, as if suddenly a fly had fallen into a delicious meal. Before my wife could give an answer, I had replied, “Bhangi.” There was complete silence on hearing the word “Bhangi”. 

There was no further communication between the families during the rest of the journey. A barrier had been erected as if we had entered like thieves and spoilt their happiness. The atmosphere had become heavy. The journey had become terrible.

Not just one, there are many such incidents. Since childhood, I have lost count of how many barbs have been aimed at me, not just physically, but also mentally. What are the historic reasons behind this hate and aversion? Whenever I ask those who believe in the caste system and are proud of Hindutva, they often give evasive answers or get angry instead of giving a straight answer. They will talk big about knowledge, but they will never admit to the fact that to not give a man basic human respect merely on the basis of his birth is in no way justified. There is a lot of bias in the minds of the upper castes, which do not allow relationships to blossom.

I was born in Barla village in Janpad Muzaffarnagar (Uttar Pradesh). Barla village is filled with Tyagis. They have right to power and wealth. 35 percent of the land of the village was under the control of the Tyagis. There was a district of about 30 families where we used to stay. There is a great barrier to the west of the village. Beyond that, there were some Muslim families.

Our family used to live in the same district. A family of five brothers, one sister, three uncles. The uncles used to live separately. Everyone used to do some work or the other at home. Even then, we had difficulty filling our stomachs properly. From cleaning the Tyagis’ houses to farming, manual labour, we used to do everything. On top of this, we were forced to work nights. We did not receive any payment or food in return for the forced labour. No one had the courage to refuse forced labour. Leave alone insults and harassment, no one had the habit of calling by name. If the person was elderly, then they were called ‘Oh Chuhde’, people of equal age or younger were summoned with ‘Abey, Chuhde ke’.  

There was a Christian who used to come to our area. His name was Sevak Ram Masihi. He used to collect the kids of the Chuhads around him. He taught them to read and write. No one allowed them to enter government schools. Only I was sent to Sevak Ram Masihi. My brother was working. There was no question of sending my sister to school.

I started learning in Sevak Ram Masihi’s school without rooms, without chairs and mats. One day my father and Sevak Ram Masihi had a spat. My father had taken me to the basic primary school, which had until standard five. The teacher Harful Singh was there. My father begged in front of him, “Sir, I will be indebted to you if you teach my son a little.” 

The teacher Harful Singh asked him to come the next day. My father went the next day. He was going to the school for many days. Finally, I got admitted to the school. In those days, the country had got Independence for only eight years. Gandhi’s anti-untouchability campaign was resonating. Government schools had started opening up for untouchables, but the common public’s mindset had not changed much. We had to sit apart from the others in school and that too on the floor. By the time I reached the place where I had to sit, the carpet would begin to run out. Sometimes, I had to sit right next to the door at the back from where the letters on the blackboard were blurred.

16 Father’s Letter

People’s races and languages
We cannot say which part of the earth humans were born in at the beginning. Nor do we know where they prospered at the beginning. Maybe humans developed simultaneously in different parts of the earth. Yes, there is no doubt that when the snowy mountains melted during the ice age and moved to the north, humans moved to the warmer parts of the world. After the snow melted, huge valleys must have been created, somewhat similar to those valleys currently located in Siberia. Grass sprouted up in this land and humans wandered around and brought their animals to graze there. People who cannot stay put in one place and keep wandering are called “nomads”. Even today, these nomads or gypsies exist in India and other countries.
Humas must have prospered near big rivers, because the land near rivers is very fertile and excellent for farming. There was no dearth of water and food could be grown easily on the land. This is why I think that people must have settled near big rivers like Sindh and Ganga in India, near Dazla and Farat in Mesapotamia, near the Nile in Egypt and the same thing must have happened in China as well.

The oldest race in India, which we only came to know about recently, is Dravidians. After that, as we will see further, the Aryans came and in the west, the Mongols arrived. Even today, many people in South India are descended from the Dravidians. Dravidians had made a lot of progress, they had a separate language and they also traded a lot with other races. But we are progressing very fast.
In those days, a new race was being developed in Western Asia and Eastern Europe. They were called Aryans. The word Arya means a decent person or upper class person. Sanskrit Aryans had one language so we know that they thought of themselves as very decent and clannish. It appears that even those people were boastful just like people today. You know that the British think of themselves as the greatest in the world, it’s the same for the French. In the same way, Germans, Americans and other nationalities also sing songs of their own greatness.
These Aryans wandered around in North Asia’s and Europe’s pastures. But when their population increased and the supply of water and grass decreased, it became difficult for them all to find food, so they were forced to go to other parts of the world in search of food. On one hand, they spread all over Europe, on the other, they settled all over India, Iran and Mesapotamia. It is known from this that the population of Europe, North India and Mesapotamia are actually descendants of the same people, that is, of the Aryans; even though there is a big difference among them today. It is understood that a long time has passed and a lot of changes have taken place since then and the races have mixed somewhat. In this way, a lot of the population today have Aryan ancestors.

Another big race is the Mongol. This spread all over eastern Asia including China, Japan, Tibet, Siam (now Thailand) and Burma. People from Africa and some other places are neither Aryans, nor Mongols. The people of Arabia and Palestine – Arabs and Jews – are from a completely different race.
All these races were split into many smaller races over thousands of years and some got mixed. But we will not pay attention to them. A good and interesting way to understand different races is to learn their languages. In the beginning, all races had a different language, but as time passed that one language developed into many. But all these languages are the daughter of a single mother. There are a lot of similar words in these languages and we come to know from this that there is a deep relationship between them.
When Aryans spread all over Asia and Europe, then they did not have interactions among themselves. In that era, there were neither trains nor telegrams or letters. There were not even written books. This is why every part of the Aryan population spoke their language in their own way, and in a while it became completely different from the original language. This is the reason why there are so many languages in the world today.
But if we check these languages carefully then we come to know that while there are many of them, parent languages are very few. For example, the Aryans spoke a language of the Aryan family wherever they went. Sanskrit, Latin, Greek, English, French, German, Italian and other languages are all sisters and of the same Aryan family. Our Indian languages such as Hindi, Urdu, Bengali, Marathi and Gujarati are all offspring of Sanskrit and are included in the Aryan family.
Another big language family is Chinese. Chinese, Burmese, Tibetan and Thai languages are developed from it. Third family is the Hebrew language from which Arabic and Persian languages were developed.
Some languages such as Turkish and Japanese are not in any of these families. Some languages of South India, such as Tamil, Telugu, Malayalam and Kannada also do not belong to these families. These four belong to the Dravidian family and are very old.
17 What I wanted to become in Life
Just like other people, I was also a child in my childhood. In those days, I used to go watch the trains in the evening with my father. I saw that first the signal was dropped, then the engine drive would always turn his head and check whether the guard had shown the green flag or the green light. As soon as the guard showed the green flag or the green light, the driver would give a whistle and start driving the train. There were no diesel of electrical engines in those days, only steam engines which used to go chuk-chuk and left a lot of smoke. I used to watch carefully how respected the guard was, the train could not move without his flag. And as soon as he showed his green light, the driver had to start the train whether or not the passengers were seated or descended. I have no hesitation to confess that in those days, I only wanted to become a railway guard. It is by God’s grace that I was not able to fulfil this desire.
After I grew up a little, I began to be scared of my father. He used to insult everyone, beat us all, did not earn anything and would threaten to leave us all and run away from home. In those days, I used to think that it would have been good if I had been my own father instead of him. This dream of mine was never realized because of technical difficulties and I was not able to become my own father.
Once I grew up a little more, my thoughts changed. An elite person from our locality returned back to his home after retirement and started looking after his inheritance. His name was Raibahadur Doctor Kalyan Singh Tyagi. He was a jail superintendent in Burma. The letter making him a Raibahadur contained the signature of Lord Irwin. He had not changed even after living in towns and used to wear a three piece suit, a flat cap and smoke cigars like other local Indians. He went to the city every evening to meet another elite person who was a retired deputy collector. Both of them got along very well. Doctor Kalyan Singh did a lot for the town. He opened a high school, started a madrasa for girls and put up a tin sheet in the cemetery so that there was no discomfort in lighting the pyre of the corpses even during the rainy season. After putting up the tin sheet, the cemetery had become so beautiful that the feeling to be burnt there became very strong. I used to think that when I grew up, I would also live in splendour like him and open a widow ashram. But fate did not allow me to fulfil this desire. 
The headmaster of our school was called Ramcharan Singh Tyagi. He was very strict, disciplined, childless and a very soft man from inside. He used to teach us English grammar. Whatever I have become in life, it is only because of his help. I used to think on seeing his authority that if I had to become something in life, it was to be a headmaster. But I was not able to do that either.
My dreams’ horizons expanded on going to the university. Now I wanted to become Dilip Kumar. The two films ‘Nadiya ke Paar’ and ‘Jogan’ had driven me crazy. I met Dilip Kumar when I went to participate in a conference in Mumbai. I also met Raj Kapoor, Nargis, Nigar Sultana and Mukri during the same trip. As far as Ashok Kumar was concerned, the situation was such that in spite of a lot of effort, he remained ‘Sad’ Kumar instead of ‘Happy’ Kumar. I saw Pran and Om Prakash from a close distance and also met Gita Rai. She was a very beautiful woman. I had already seen Prithviraj Kapoor in Allahabad and I had no interest in seeing him again. Even after so many years now that I have become old, I have no hesitation in saying that I could never forget Dilip Kumar of ‘Devdas’, Raj Kapoor of ‘Teesri Kasam’, Ashok Kumar of ‘Parineeta’ and Dev Anand of ‘Guide’. And the best was Motilal who performed the role of Chunnilal in ‘Devdas’ so fabulously that it appeared that Bimal Roy had bypassed Sharat Babu. I will always regret my entire life that I had never been able to see Motilal, Wodehouse and Stalin.
I completely lost the desire forever to join films after watching the studio and the shooting. I did not become a film actor much to the country’s bad luck. Yes, however against all that, I wanted to be a poet like Sumitranandan Pant. I also grew my hair and started to create Komalkant Padavali just like him. But no one becomes Pant or Nirala just by growing hair. Pant and Nirala – both were very beautiful persons. And here I was looking like a demon because of my long hair. After a while, this craze left me. I cut off my hair before returning to the village. I got my head clean shaved just like the hero of ‘Benahar’. I had seen the film ‘Benahar’ recently and it was natural to be influenced by it.

18 Some spicy memories of Kutch

Kutch is a unique mixture of the beauty of Gujarat and Sindh where the earth changes colour many times till the horizons and where there is a white scenery like sea salt. Read our travel experiences. 
I have often heard the phrase ‘If you have not seen Kutch, then what have you seen?’ from a friend who works as a guide and ambassador in Gujarat. She has only two aims in life, to show the beauty of Kutch to people from outside and increase their experience and when she gets the opportunity, to go out of Kutch and talk about its culture, traditions and history. She had taken the responsibility to expose Kutch to me. 
I generally have no interest in deserts, dust, mud and sand, but there is no desert in Kutch but white desert. White desert is also a desert and this kind of white desert is only seen in two places in the world, one in Kutch and the other in Utah in America. I have been able to see the beauty of the white sand filled with salt and marsh due to Bollywood. This same Kutch and this same white desert can be seen in the films ‘Border’ and ‘Lagaan’.
Truly, real beauty is what you can stare at for hours. To experience the beauty of Kutch, I travelled from Delhi to Bhuj via Ahmedabad. 
On the way to Bhuj, I began to understand that while Kutch was an integral part of Gujarat, its culture is a little different from that of Gujarat. Geographically, Kutch is to the north-west of Gujarat and shares a border with Sindh in Pakistan on one side. Thus, this district presents a beautiful mixture of Gujarat and Sindh by its lifestyle, clothes and language and there are many interesting stories here at every step, some of fakirs, some of saints, some of dacoits, some of kings and queens and others of the common people.

A large part of Kutch is a sheet of white desert, so the population here is spread out. Villages and cities are very far from each other but the colour in the whiteness of the desert is seen in the dress of the people. It is the same reason why such beautiful colour is also heard in the song and music of Kutch.

District headquarters Bhuj is located right in the middle of Kutch, Lakhpat to the west, white desert to the north, Mandvi to the south and Dholavira to the east. Bhuj is our base camp. I cannot believe this is the same city which was completely destroyed in the earthquake of 2001. This 600 year old city is home to many forts and lakes. I went to see some palaces before all that. One of them is the Praag Palace which is a beautiful palace built in the nineteenth century, designed in tje Italian gothic style. Bhuj’s museum is also a place worth visiting. Plenty of signs of history from Harappa – Mohenjo Daro to Bhuj is found here. I also went to see the clock tower. The entire city can be seen from here and I wanted to stop time right there. But just because the clock tower stops working, time does not stop. The sun began to rise and I went to see Hamirsar Lake. Seeing the children jumping in the lake makes you feel like doing the same.

Our next stop after Bhuj was the white desert. I had seen some pictures on the internet, I had also read the experiences of some people, but the experience of seeing white ocean is completely unique. You feel that salt beds are spread as far as your eyes can see. Far off in the horizon where the land and sky meet, the land changes colour.

I want to see Mandvi while returning. Mandvi used to be Kutch’s main port and is situated around 60 km from Bhuj. Vijay Vilas built by Rai Vijay Rajji presents another facet of Mandvi. There is a beautiful palace built here in the Rajasthani style between the greenery of gardens. Visitors are allowed into only one part of the palace and the royal family still lives here today. Sanjay Leela Bhansali had shot his film ‘Hum Dil De Chuke Sanam’ here. I stand here in the balcony and hum a few songs from the film. But the most beautiful of the moments spent here was the sight of the sun going down from beyond the water. Colourful sky, colourful water and birds flying over the ocean and talking to the wind makes for a delightful sight.

It was time to leave Kutch and I returned to Bhuj. They say that just by seeing the desert of salt one does not see Kutch. To be exposed to Kutch, one has to wander around in the villages and streets, listen to stories of Kutch from women embroidering colourful designs on dupattas, listen to the story of Jesal Toral on Iktara. The journey to Kutch was beyond my thoughts and imagination and I returned to Delhi keeping all these memories in my heart. Kutch will definitely call me again.

19 Mother India

An old woman, Radha, can be seen taking some mud from the open ground in her fists and touch it to her forehead.

Next scene – Ramu comes near his old mother, Radha. There are elderly people from the village wearing white Gandhi caps (which is an insignia of the Congress party, along with him.

Ramu: Mother, we have got a water canal in our village. The villagers want to inaugurate it by your hands (Radha shakes her head to say no).

Village chief: You say no? And you are my mother, the mother of the entire village. The canal will be inaugurated by your hands, or it will not be inaugurated at all. Please say yes, mother.

Next scene – Radha comes for the inauguration of the canal in spite of not wanting to. The villagers put a garland on Radha. The garland of flowers refreshes the memory of Radha’s wedding in her mind. And her entire past life begins to flash in front of her eyes.

Music is heard in the background. Radha is sent off from her parents’ house with the words of the song. Radha was married to Shyamu and Shyamu first sees his bride Radha on the wedding night. By the time the song was over, Radha was living in her in-laws’ house along with her husband and mother in law, whom the villagers called Sundar aunty.

Next scene – The village women gather together to gossip in Sundar aunty’s garden the next day.

First woman: I will tell the truth. Sundar aunty has prepared such a marriage that it is famous for ten miles.
Sundar aunty: And why wouldn’t I do? Do I have ten or twenty sons? God has given only one son.

Second woman: And aunty, daughter in law is so beautiful that there is no comparison in the entire village.

Radha sat in her room and heard the women talking.

First woman: Eh, do you want to lick her face? She should have some character.

Second woman: Why not? If God wills, character will also be good.

First woman: Sister, I have heard one thing. What do I say what the villagers said ...

Sundar Aunty: Why have you stopped? Speak!

Second woman: Why don’t you say?

First woman: See aunty, please don’t take it wrong. The villagers say that Sundar aunty has mortgaged her land to Sukhilal to have the wedding performed.

Sundar Aunty: Oh! Mortgaged land? Let them come and say it in front of me! I will break their teeth. What has God not given Sundar Aunty? Is there no land, no house, no cattle? How wonderful! Mortgaged land! I ask why these villagers get pain in their stomach? Their heads.

(Talking to herself as she enters the house)

The land is mortgaged. How would I have got the wedding performed if I didn’t mortgage? And who wouldn’t have mortgaged?

It will be redeemed if daughter in law’s feet are auspicious. Daughter in law looks auspicious.

Next day: Radha starts to do all the chores in the house. She tries to take the broom from Sundar aunty’s hand.

Sundar Aunty: Let me also do something. Okay take, you only do.

Radha starts to sweep after taking the broom from Sundar aunty.

Next scene – Shyamu comes bringing Radha’s dowry jewellery. Radha was sweeping and collecting hay in the cattle house and putting it in a basket. She is wearing casual clothes.

Shyamu: And what have you done? New bride and you have removed all your jewellery? If not of yourself, at least you should have thought of me. I had not even seen you properly. Here, wear them.

Radha: (lifting up the basket) Sell them.

Shyamu: Why should I sell them?

Radha: The burden will become a little less.

Shyamu: What burden?

Radha: Mother had mortgaged the land, right?

Shyamu: Absolutely untrue. The villagers are just joking. And even if it is mortgaged, so what? I will throw the money on the creditor’s face within four crops. Give me your hand. 

Radha (releasing her hand): Leave my hand. See, mother will see, please leave me.

Shyamu: So what if she sees?
Radha: Will you not be embarrassed?

Shyamu: Embarrassment can remain in this basket. (So saying, he threw down Radha’s basket).

Radha: I hope mother comes.

Shyamu: Let her come.

(Radha covers her face in her hands shyly)

Shyamu (Shyamu puts on jewellery in Radha’s hands): I swear, how good they look in your hands. 

Radha: May God will that these are always on my hands for you to see.

Shyamu: Why won’t they remain if Shyamu is here?

Radha: Then I will remove my jewellery every day.

Shyamu: Why?

Radha: Then you put it on me.

Shyamu: Of course.

Sundar aunty (says to Shyamu after seeing them so close together): You shameless! Are you the only one in the village who has got married? What if someone sees, they will spit on your mouth.

Radha quickly enters the kitchen behind Sundar aunty.

Sundar aunty: and daughter in law, you too. What do I say now? What is his fault? Shyamu’s father was also like that.

Sundar aunty enters the kitchen. Seeing Radha keeping a vessel and cooking on a cold hearth, she says...

Sundar aunty (laughing): And look at this! First, light the hearth. What are you cooking, your head? (She laughed again)

(Radha hurriedly gets up and she knocks over the grounded red chillies)

Now you have knocked over the chilli, daughter in law.

(Both Sundar aunty and Radha start to sneeze because of the chilli)

Listen daughter in law, do not allow him to come too close to you. Stop it! He will be of no value.

Next scene – Shyamu takes the cattle and goes to the farm and the village women take their mud pots and go to the well to fill water. Radha and her friend Kamla are also going to the well with their pots on their heads. They encounter the village moneylender Sukhilal on the way, sitting under a tree. He was staring at the women going past.

Sukhilal: Dear Kamla, walk carefully. Your feet might slip.

Kamla: Sukhilal, these are women’s feet, not men’s.

Radha: Come, sister.

Sukhilal: Now daughter in law has felt bad. I was talking about the pot. It is made of mud, it might break.

Kamla:  As long as you are alive, who can afford a copper pot on their heads?

Sukhilal: I want that golden pots shine on your heads. But no one listens to me. It’s not a well-doer’s world.

Radha: Let’s go, sister. Let’s go.

Kamla (to Sukhilal): Go to the lake and rinse your mouth. You have bad breath.

Radha (Going far away from Sukhilal): Why do you talk to him? Who is it?

Kamla: He is the village moneylender but has a bad sight.

20 Chief’s feast

It was five thirty. Mr. Shyamnath had to shower and get ready himself. The wife had gone into her room long time ago. Shyamnath gave his mother advice once more before leaving – “Mother, do not sit sadly like every day. If the boss comes here and ask something, then reply to him properly.”

“I can neither read nor write, son, so what will I talk? You tell that mother is illiterate, does not know or understand anything. He will not ask.”

Mother’s heart began to beat fast once it was close to seven o‘clock. If the chief comes in front and asked something, what answer would she give? She got scared of British just by seeing them at a distance, this was an American. Who knows what he would ask? What will I say? Mother wanted to quietly slip out from the back entrance and go to her widowed friend’s house. But how could she go against her son’s orders? She is quietly sitting silently on the chair, her feet hanging.
A successful party is one in which drinks are successful. Shyamnath’s party began to reach the heights of success. Conversation began to flow in the same direction in which the glasses were being filled. There were no interruptions, no hitches. Sir had liked the whiskey. Madam had liked the curtains, the sofa – cover designs, the decoration of the room. What more is required? Sir had already begun to tell jokes and stories with his second drink. He was as friendly here as he was authoritative at work, and his wife, dressed in a black gown, with a pearl necklace around her neck and covered with the scent of perfume and powder, was sitting in the room and had become the centre of attraction of all the local women. She would laugh at times, shake her head and was talking to Shyamnath’s wife as if they were old friends.

And it was soon ten o’clock while drinking. Time just flew by.

Finally, every one took a final sip from their glasses and went out of the living room to eat. Shyamnath went first showing the way, the chief and other guests following him.

As soon as Shyamnath reached the porch, he stopped suddenly. His legs stumbled and the effect of the drinks wore out immediately at the sight that greeted his eyes. Mother was sitting in her chair outside the porch. But both her feet were on the seat of the chair and her head was moving from left to right and right to left and she was snoring regularly and loudly. When the head lolled to one side and stopped moving, then the snoring became even louder. And when the deep sleep was broken in a moment, once again her head began to move from right to left. Her veil had slipped off her head and mother’s grey hair was scattered untidily on her half bald head.

Shyamnath got angry at the sight. He wanted to push his mother and wake her up and push her into the room but it was not possible to do that since the chief and other guests were standing nearby.

The wives of some of the Indian officers laughed on seeing mother and at this the chief said slowly – Poor dear!

Mother woke up in a fright. She was so frightened on seeing so many people standing in front of her that she couldn’t say a thing. She quickly pulled on the veil to cover her head and stood up and looked at the ground. Her legs began to shake and her hands began to tremble.

“Mother, yo go and sleep. Why are you awake for so long?” And with sidelong glances, Shyamlal began to watch the chief’s face.

There was amusement on the chief’s face. He stood there and said, “Namaste!”

Mother hesitated and folded hands, but one hand clutched her rosary under the dupatta, the other outside. She could not even greet properly. Shyamnath got upset over this too.

By this time, the chief had extended his right hand to shake hands. Mother got even more frightened.

“Mother, shake hands.”

But how could she shake hands? She had the rosary in her right hand. In her fright, mother put her left hand in the chief’s right hand. Shyamnath got furious. The wives of the Indian officers laughed merrily.

“Not like this, mother. You know, you use the right hand to shake hands. Shake hands with the right hand.”

But by then the chief was shaking mother’s left hand and asking – “How do you do?”

“Say mother, I am fine. I am good.”

Mother muttered something.

“Mother says she is well. Mother say, how do you do.”

Mother hesitated and said – How do you do”

Once more there was laughter. 

The atmosphere had lightened. Sir had managed the situation. People had begun to laugh and talk. Shyamnath’s agitation also lessened a little.

Sir still held mother’s hand in his hand, and mother shrank. The smell of alcohol was coming from sir’s mouth. 

Shyamnath spoke in English – “My mother comes from a village. She has always lived in a village all her life. That is why she is shy of you.”

Sir became happy at this. He said – “Really? I like villagers a lot. Then your mother would also know the songs and dances of the village?” The chief happily shook his head and began to stare at mother.

“Mother, sir is saying, sing a song. Some old song, you must remember so many.”

Mother said slowly – “What will I sing, son? When have I ever sang?” 

“Excellent, mother! Does anyone refuse a guest?”

“Sir has spoken with such joy, he will be upset if you don’t sing.”

““What will I sing, son? What do I know?”

“Excellent! Sing two beats. Just two.”

The Indian officers and their wives began to clap at this suggestion. Mother would sometimes look with her poor vision at her son’s face, and sometimes at her daughter in law’s face.

Then the son said in a serious authoritative voice – “Mother!”

After this, there was no question of yes or no. Mother sat down and in a low, trembling voice, began to sing an old wedding song – 

Hariya’s mothers, Hariya’s sisters

Hariya is a lucky man.

The Indian wives began to laugh merrily. Mother became silent after singing three lines. The porch resounded with the sound of claps. Sir did not stop clapping at all. Shyamnath’s irritation had turned into happiness and pride. Mother had filled new colour to the party. 
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