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S.C.M. ALUMNAE ACHIEVEMENTS 
IN THIS PAST YEAR (2011-2012) 

O
ur alumnae in journalism have had a great year. 
S.C.M. alumnae won three Ramnath Goenka 
Awards for Excellence in Journalism in 2012. 
Shubhra Gupta (1982-'83) won this award for 
Film and Television Journalism (print), Maya 

Mirchandani (1993-'94) and Anubha Bhonsle (1998-'99) won the 
award for Reporting on Politics and Government (broadcast). Maya 
Mirchandani also won the Exchange for Media Award (broadcast) 
in the category of international reporting, for a news-feature 
on post-war reconstruction in Sri Lanka called Road to Jajfna. 
Sukhada Tatke (2006-'07), Senior Correspondent, The Times of 
India, Mumbai, received the Prabha Dutt Fellowship for Excellence 
in Journalism for the year 2010. As part of the fellowship, Sukhada 
has been selected to study the lives of children of farmers who 
have committed suicide in Vidarbha. Himanshi Dhawan (1998-
'99), Assistant Editor (Social Sector), Times of India, Delhi, won 
the Population First-UNFPA's Laadli 
National Media Award for 2010-2011 for 
gender sensitive reporting for an article 
she wrote on the exclusion of single 
women in the government's employment 
guarantee scheme (NREGA). Shalini 
Singh (2003-'04) won the Cushrow Irani 
Prize for Environmental Reporting 2010 
given by The Statesman in September 
2011 for her stories on the environment 
on the presence of tigers in the state 
and a comprehensive report on mining 
in Goa under the Centre for Science 
Environment (Coastal Concerns) 
Fellowship. She is currently a senior 
correspondent (Weekend-Features) with the 
Hindustan Times in Delhi. 

S.C.M. alumnae continue to win at the 
Sanskriti Awards. Rana Ayyub (2005-'06), 
currently an Assistant Editor at Tehelka 
won the Sanskriti Award for Journalism this 
year. She is the fourth S.C.M. alumna to win 
this award, joining the ranks of past winners 
Smruti Koppikar (1987-'88), Dionne Bunsha 
(1994-'95) and Anahita MukheIjee (2004-'05). 
Rana also won the Newsmakers Achievers' Award last year and was 
named one of 50 prominent Muslims by the Inquilab newspaper. 

Our alumnae continue to contribute to the field of publishing. 
Minnie Vaid's (1980-'81) book on Binayak Sen, A Doctor to Difend, 
originally in English, has now been translated into Malayalam, 
Tamil, and Sinhala. Sonora Jha's (1988-'89) novel, Foreign, a story 
of home, identity and human rights set in the struggle of farmers' 
suicides in India, will be published by Random House at the end 
of 2012. Kaumudi Marathe's (1989-'90) The Essential Marathi 
Cookbook published by Penguin was the winner from India in the 
regional cookbook category for the Gourmand Cookbook Awards 
2011. Chatura Rao (1994-'95) co-authored a children's book called 
Growing Up in Pandupur published by Young Zubaan (an imprint 
of Zubaan Books, formerly Kali for Women). Naomi Dutta's (1997-
'98), The 6 pm Slot, was published by Random House India. Lubaina 
Bandukwala (1989-'90) authored two children's books, Ting Tong 
the Ghanti Rings and Cheep Cheep D1ip Drip published by Pratham 
Books, an NGO committed to promoting reading for children. 
Garima Goyal (2009-'10) co-translated the bookAYU1"Vedic Ga1·bha 
Sanskar - The A1·t and Science of Pregnancy originally by Dr Shri 
Balaji Tambe from Marathi to English. 

Our alumnae in video and film continue to forge ahead. Paromita 

Vohra (1989-'90) made a documentary called Partners in Clime, 
about copyright capitalism and culture which has been very well 
received. She has also authored a short story called 'The Romantic 
Customer' in Mumbai Noir (ed. Altaf Tyrewala and published by 
Akashic Books, New York). Her research publications include 
'Dotting the I: The politics of the first person in Indian documentary 
practice' published in the South Asian Journal of Popular Culture 
and 'On the Aesthetics and Ideology of the Indian Documentary 
Film' co-authored with Dr. Arvind Rajagopal, for Bioscope. 

Anushka Shivdasani (2001-'02) won the Silver Award for 
Excellence in Public Awareness and the Silver Award for Excellence 
in Corporate Film at the IDPA Awards for her film Nanduben ki 
Kahani made for Citibank. She directed, along with Payal Kapadia, 
(2007-'08), the widely appreciated flash mob at CST railway station. 
Anagha Rajadhyaksha's (2006-'07), venture Ping Tech, which 
specializes in creative services for broadcast won at Eureka 2011, an 

Asian business plan competition and has 
been invited by Stanford University to 
pitch to investors from Silicon Valley and 
interact with the top management from 
organizations such as Facebook, Google 
and Microsoft. Deepa Bhatia (1993-
'94) co-produced and edited Stanley 
ka Dabba. Nameeta Nair (1993-'94) 
produced 404: Error Not Found. Nupur 
Asthana (1992-'93) directed Mujhse 
Fraaandship Karoge for Yashraj Films. 
Minnie Vaid's (1980-'81) documentary 
film A Doctor to Difend: The Binayak 
Sen St07Y was selected and screened 
at the South Asian International Film 

Festival at Seattle. It was also screened at 
the Festival of Dissent in Mumbai. Megha 
Subramanian (2002-'03) has been invited to 
the second Script Development Workshop of 
the Indo-German Initiative at Berlin. Rasika 
Duggal (2002-'03) played the main role in 
Kshay, an independent film. 

S.C.M. alumnae continued to contribute to 
media research. Premila Manvi (2005-'06) 
co-edited a book titled Media and Democratic 

Societies: An Exploration of the Role of Public Service BTOadcasters 
in Raising Civic-Consciousness in Asia. She also authored a 
chapter, 'Public Service Broadcasting in Bhutan: The Case Study 
of BBS' in the same book. Sunitha Chitrapu (1992-'93) presented 
a paper titled, 'The Political Economy of Indian Language Film 
Production: The Case of Mar at hi Cinema', at the 20th Asian Media 
Information and Communication Centre Annual Conference held 
at Hyderabad. S.C.M. students (2010-'11) presented research papers 
on newspaper coverage of issues such as skin colour, water, an oil 
slick, and women in the sports pages, at a panel titled 'Gender and 
the Environment: Framed in Mumbai's Print Media' at the same 
conference. 

Yakuta Poonawala (2008-'09) was selected for the six-month 
Environmental Program which encourages and motivates young 
environmentalists, and cultivates future leaders in environmental 
advocacy at the Sierra Club, in the US. Tejal Pandey (2006-'07), 
won the Time Out International Award for Photography for 2010-
'11, for a photo feature she did when she was a photographer at Time 
Out, Mumbai. Our alumnae also played a major role at the National 
Seminar on Women's Spaces Women's Voices in Mumbai, held on 6 
and 7 January 2012 at the Sophia Bhabha Hall, the details of which 
are in a later section of this magazine. 



s there one word to describe Mumbai? Is there anyone concept that 

can define this complex maze of petrified greenery? Is there any 

characteristic that is peculiar to the animal living in this concrete 

jungle? Maybe that is what is unique to Mumbaikars, the fact that there 

is nothing that can define us or our city. Maybe the jigsaw puzzle that is 

Mumbai is meant to be jagged; with mismatched pieces that somehow 

fit. An aerial view of the city reveals a small strip of land surrounded 

by the Arabian Sea, brimming with construction and teeming with 

people; a narrow slice of India with barely enough room on it for an 

ant to crawl. 

But then again, the sky is not the best place f rom which to see Mumbai. The real 

Mumbai is down here, at eye level. The real Mumbai has enough room for everybody 

and everything. The real Mumbai is full of gullies that take you from a brothel to a 

bunch of dog-walkers in the SoBo district. The real Mumbai lives in the cramped and 

confusing bylanes of Bhuleshwar, and while you're at it, don't forget to stare down 

into the near-ancient wells of the city (beware, the well looks into you too) . 

Every woman of the Social Communications Media Department has set out on 

a journey to discover the city of opportunities, the city of dreams; Suketu Mehta's 

Maximum City. There have been many other great writers and numerous colourful 

accounts of Mumbai. We, however, have just started our journey of discovery w ith 

this magazine, Gully, an ode to the street life of Mumbai. 

Some of us went out and came back enriched. There are many streets that we love, 

many streets that we hate and still many other streets that we know nothing about. 

Our compilation is an attempt to represent this queer love-hate relationship. 

We go from coast to coast with the khalasis or boat-makers in the East to the 

suburbs of Bandra on the West coast. We go from the heart-wrenching account 

of the '93 riots to a feeling of liberation with the story of a Lesbian-Gay-Bisexual

Transgender pride store, run by an alumna of our department. 

When most people think of Mumbai, what comes to mind is Bollywood. In Gully, 

we explore the Indian film industry and its growth, parallel to that of the city. But 

we go from films to books too. The gullies we explore have a rich mix of circulating 

libraries and book vendors who sit on the footpath . And then there are the Gods 

that dot the city. 

And while we're at it, we've given you a taste of other cities with our articles on 

litti, cuisine of choice for the techies in Bengaluru; the Street of Egg-Devil Chops in 

Delhi and the Indira Gandhi Street in Chennai. 

Join us, as we run our fingers over the rough tapestry of a blanket of uneven 

streets; join us as we d iscover the gullies of our beloved Mumbai. 

MRUDULA ANDHARE 

AUDITI DEY 
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We would like to thank Jeroo F. Mulla for her unwavering support and guidance. P. Sainath and Smruti Koppikar 
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Two others without whom the magazine would not have shaped up the way it has are Gracy Vaz and Nilesh Correia. 
Most importantly, we would like to thank Jerry Pinto for his conviction in us and for encouraging us throughout to 
strive for the best. Without him the magazine would not have been possible. 
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LINE OF CONTROL: 400008 
Arpika Bhosale remembers a street that ran straight through the hearts of two communities 

I
t 's a clear memory: he's adjusting his taqiyah, readjusting it 
to make it just right. "That's the way they wear it, isn't it?" 
he asks as he looks in the mirror. His kurta moves like a hot 
air balloon every time he turns. He twirls his beard as a final 
touch and turns around to leave. 

That's my father, Bhasker Bhosale, a pastor of the Seventh 
Day Adventist Church. That's my father, dressed as a Muslim. 
In hundreds of Bollywood films, we've seen the hero dress up as 
a Muslim, for a comedy sequence. This was no comedy sequence. 
This was a matter oflife and terror. 

For outside, the city was burning slowly and relentlessly. It was 
January 1993, a month in a year that many citizens of Bombay will 
never forget. Yes, the fuse had been lit earlier, with L K Advani's 
'Rath Yatra'; with the fall of the Babri Masjid. But the riots brought 
the message home. We were living along a 'Line of Control'. It ran 
straight through the city. It divided Hindu from Muslim, and left 
a Christian family in Bombay Central 
living in a strange No Man's Land. 

I am always filled with pride when 
I think about this risk my father took 
even after what we witnessed that 
morning; that morning was surreal. 

It was late morning when we heard 
loud noises, almost like an army was 
coming closer and closer, from the 
heart of the Muslim area. The thought 
that we were going to be the first 
non-Muslims they would encounter 
made us very vulnerable, and then we 
heard it "Allahu Akbar! Allahu Akbar! 
Allahu Akbar!" 

The slogans became louder, and we 
looked out the window not knowing 
what to expect. All we saw was a 
sea of white. That is when a shiny 
object caught my eye; it was the tip 
of a sword, ironically like the ones you see Shivaji carrying-a long 
sword that sharply curved around itself. That moment, we did not 
know if it was good or bad to be on the other side of the LOC. We 
had forgotten about the tragedy of its existence; all we cared about 
was survival. 

I do not have words to express my love and respect for my father, 
who after witnessing this horrific scene decided to step out. That 
January morning, we had run out of supplies. There was no milk 
in the fridge, no eggs, no atta for chappatis and no vegetables. 
"Bring some coriander;' I remember my mother saying. I did not 
understand how grave the situation was; the air itself seeme<;l to 
have a pulse beating ... Thump! Thump! 

Was I scared? I think so. My father and his friend tried to 
reassure us. Pastor J.N. Sathe, now the president of Maharashtra 
Regions of the Seventh Day Adventist Church, accompanied my 
father to the market that day. He says, "Those were scary times; 
somewhere we knew that it was between the Hindus and Muslims:' 
He adds, "I knew they wouldn't touch us because children of both 
communities studied in our school:' 

I remember the respect that my mother received from her 
teenage students. It wasn't just the gifts they gave her. It was the 
way they spoke, their body language told me what she meant to 
them. Ten minutes from my area was the Bombay Improvement 
Trust (B.I.T) Chawl, close to Byculla station. They were Hindus 
and towards Grant Road, more Hindus. Most of them attended 
our school, so we tried to believe that they would never kill their 
children's teachers and families. They didn't. 

Is my father alive today because of the cumulative good will 
of many years of service? Or is it because he wore his 'costume' 
with ease? My father was a fan of qawwalis and was fascinated 
by Islamicate culture, but he never thought that his penchant for 
collecting Korans or wearing the taqiyah would feed his family 
during those unforgiving times. 

"How can you call it a coincidence?" he asks today, insisting that 
there was a divine hand in all this. When he needed it, the disguise 
was at hand. I do not ask the question that comes next: "Why couldn't 
the divine hand have prevented this communal violence?" I know 
the answer already. Isaiah 55: 8-9 says, "For my thoughts are not 
your thoughts, neither are your ways my ways, sayeth the LORD." 
In the way my father's beautiful and simple belief would have it, 
we were drawn to live at 16 Club Road, Mumbai Central-400008. 

This is the gully where I grew up. Till the 1960s it was filled 
with Protestants and Catholics. Then, I have been told, many of 

the 'original residents' began to sell 
their houses when real estate prices 
rose. They were not doing well and 
the money was welcome. They sold to 
Muslim families and trickled into the 
many suburbs of Mumbai. Suddenly, 
there were Muslims in a Christian 
neighbourhood with a sprinkling of 
churches, schools and libraries left 
behind. The neighbourhood changed, 
my building didn't. My father was 
a pastor and so we stayed where we 
were. The entire building was filled 
with pastors to take care of the church 
in the compound and the ministry in 
the city; the wives were all teachers 
in the school across the road. But 
attendance at church grew thin. 

It was behind my building that a 
line of Christian establishments such 

as the YMCA and Light and Life continued to remind us of what had 
been. Very soon our building began to be seen as the line of control 
a.k.a. LOC, where 'They' (Muslims) ended and 'We' (Christians) 
began. Many lines were drawn too. Their children came to our 
schools but would keep socialising to a minimum. It was hard for 
us kids to understand this. Opposite my building was the Patrawala 
building, named because the Patrawalas lived there. This is where 
we learned about our differences and learned to respect them too. 

When we talk about it now, I can see it was never that simple; it 
was never 'Us' and 'Them'. Mizbah, my childhood friend, says, "We 
were just as scared as you were. We wondered what would happen 
if they were to catch us, and we are too scared and we forget the 
verse they ask us to recite?" She adds, "I think the Koran was never 
read with as much urgency as during those times." Others prefer 
not to remember. Anita Chitale, now a 24-year-old, says, "I didn't 
know what was going on and I don't want to know even till today." 
She adds, "Many of my classmates never came back, I heard some 
fled and some left school because a family member had been killed." 
The common thread that linked us was that neither side wanted to 
see bloodshed again. So the Iftiyaar parties and the Christmas cakes 
began to mix again. It was here that I understood more about the 
religion of humanity, and that neighbours need not be categorised. 
A game of kho-kho between the kids is just that, a game between 
kids, not a complicated web of relationships that needed analysis. 
It was a peaceful, simple understanding among us. Each touch on 
the back in the game was an affirmation:"This won't happen again; 
this time I got your back!" 
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"DEMOCRACY IS MILLIONS 
OF SMALL ACTIONS" 
It may be, but Aruna Roy's actions in starting the Right to Information campaign have made 
her a role model to millions of young women across the country. Vinelle Vaz interviewed the 
lAS officer-turned-activist. 

A
rona Roy walked in calm and 
confident. She must know 
that the story of her journey 
from an Indian Administrative 
Service (IAS) officer to a Right 

to Information (R.T.!) activist, defines one 
of the most important pre-requisites for any 
kind of public service: 'Joy' and 'satisfaction'. 
Regardless of what she does and whom she 
works with, she makes it clear that all of us are 
equal. 

At her address to the students of the Social 
Communications Media Department at the 
Sophia Polytechnic College, Mumbai, she 
redefined feminism for the woman of today. 
Feminism is not, as is widely perceived, 
she emphasized the power of collectives for 
women and spoke of how feminism continues 
to influence her life and work. 

Could you tell us about the JansUDwai 
(Public Hearing) that heralded the 
beginning of the R.T.I movement in 
India? How did the Mazdoor Kisan Shakti 
Sangathan (MKSS) think of organizing 
them? 

Actually, we began with some fast unto 
death strikes, amm·an aru;hani we called 
those. They were agitations against minimum 
wages. Twice in 1991, we sat on hunger fast, 
but the problem with hunger fasts is that you 
go to the same institution that is torturing 
you and you ask for redressal and justice. We 
felt that there was something wrong with this 
process; we wanted to protest with strength. 
We wanted a strengthening and empowering 
tool, one that did not make us beggars in front 
of the very system that was exploiting us. The 
other parallel fight that we had was that every 
time we went to the government and said 
that we have worked eight hours, they would 
say our records do not show that. It became 
important for us to get hold of those records. 
While we were thinking about all this in a 
collective, it came to us that we should have an 
assembly of people and somehow access these 
facts. Then we could put these facts in front 
of people and people should testify. Then that 
whole argument-that the government has 
another set of facts-will be finished because 
all the facts will have come from government 
papers. 

The second point is that we will speak from 
a position of strength and have collective 
support because it will be far more effective. 
There have been public hearings in other 
parts of the world and in our country before 
we had these Jansunwais but they were always 
held in closed roOIllS. 
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What we did was to sit in an open place. 
We put up a shamiana (tent). It did not have 
any of those kanats (cloth walls that mark 
the boundaries of the tent), so anyone and 
everyone could join. Of course, we had a mike 
at the public hearing, we had a panel, and 
the panel consisted of experts from outside 
who could express their opinion on what was 
happening. We invited everybody; we invited 
the government, we invited the people who 
were exploiting and the people who were 
exploited; so no one was debarred. The only 
things we insisted on were that nobody who 
is drunk could speak at the public hearing, 
nobody could talk party politics, no one 
could settle personal vendettas and no one 
could abuse anybody. Besides that you had 
to focus on the issues under consideration. 
If you follow these basic principles, you can 
say whatever you want. Anyone is welcome 
to testifY. It was in this process that the public 
hearings began. 

When we saw the Public Service 
Broadcast Trust film on your work on the 
Right to Information, many people looked 
very frightened to come up and speak and 
yet they did. So what factors motivated 
people to speak up? 

It is amazing how informat:\on motivates 
people. That is why it is such a powerful tool. 
You go up to a person. You say you are Chitra, 
or whatever her name is. She says yes. You 
say your name is on this record which says 

you have been given Rs. 2,500 and you have 
worked for so many days. You ask Chitra, did 
you receive the money? You would see outrage 
in her response, because the money had been 
taken in her name. You go to another woman 
or man and say is your name 'X'? You have 
been shown as having received Rs. 3500. And 
he / she would say but I have got only Rs. 1500, 
who swallowed the other Rs. 2000? Then you 
go to the third person and say that you have 
supplied bricks and stones to the extent of so 
much and you did three trips with your tractor 
and trolley and he would say I did not do three 
trips. Who has taken my money? Then you 
go to the next person and say, it says here that 
your father went to the work site. He says but 
my father has been dead 5 years! How can his 
name be on the muster roll? 

You get this kind of tremendous anger; 
anger against being personally made a fool 
of, exploited. At the same time it becomes a 
public cause. So the coming together of the 
people then strengthens all of them. If I am 
alone I can be victimized but if there are 15 
others then there is no victimization. 

The first public hearing was held at Kot 
Kirana on December 2, 1994. There was huge 
mobilization against us. People representing 
the vested interests went allover the place 
and said do not go for the public hearing. Why 
should you go? We will beat you up if you go. 
We did not know this, so the villagers took 
our side. They put up a parachute which one 



of the ex-service men had brought back, as a 
tent. They gave us tables, chairs and made us 
sit. They offered their homes for us to sleep in. 
They said don't sleep in the school, you may be 
beaten up. The next day 1500 people turned 
up despite being given liquor, bribes and they 
testified because they were angry; angry with 
the system, which not only exploited them, 
but tried to bribe them not to depose. 

The other interesting thing was that it was 
in the same caste; so the same caste deposed 
against its own caste members. They had 
the Jaati Panchayats where they called the 
whole jaati (caste) and said ostracize this 
person and throw him out; he has had the 
guts to depose against a brother. So a man 
named Kesar Singhji went to one of these 
Jaati Panchayats and said in Hindi, 'Jab Ch01i 
kiya tab mein bhai nahi thha, kya? Ab mein 
shikayat kaT raha hoon to mein bhai ho gaya 
hoon. Yeh kaise ho sakta hai?' (When you 
robbed me was not I your brother? Now that 
I have complained, I have become a brother. 
How is that possible?) That whole assembly 
disbanded. These are people with tremendous 
guts because the enemy does not sit miles away. 
The enemy sits next door, your sarpanch is in 
the village, and your moneylender lives four 
doors down; so you are talking against people 
in your environment. I do not know whether 
I have the guts to depose publicly repeatedly 
against my neighbour and that neighbour 
might torture me every day in different ways. 
So, they are very, very courageous people; it's 
just that we do not recognize this courage. 

Would this be different in a city? 
In rural areas, it is that much tougher 

because you are talking against your kith and 
kin. You also have the security of having your 
kith and kin around you. In urban areas there 
is freedom because you are not that bonded; 
but you don't have your community protecting 
you. It is always difficult to depose, but there 
is no other way and we must speak out. You 
cannot keep quiet about things that go wrong 
because there is a sense of deep disquiet of 
guilt of participation in the crime that you do 
not report. When injustice happens and we 
are silent, we consent. You have to protest, so 
there I think all of us have it in us. What we 
really require is a platform and that platform 
is provided. 

What prompted you to leave the stability 
of your lAS job and take up the cause of 
Right to Information? 

How can you have a society that divides 
itself on caste? How can you have a society, 
which says women are less than men are? 
How can you have a society, which says the 
rich need so much more money and that the 
poor can live on Rs. 32 a day? Where is the 
justice? So then there that disquiet in us. 

I think I also had progressive parents 
and grandparents. I grew up with a lot of 
progressive talk around me, and I always 
felt that you were not defined by the power 
you wielded or the money you had. I grew up 
believing that power lies only in your ethics. 
I was very close to the era of Gandhi. Gandhi 

died when I was one-and-a-half years old so 
in a sense I lived for one-and-a-half years with 
Mahatma Gandhi in India. 

Ethics in public life was not dead when I 
was young. It was not only Gandhiji, it was 
all the others: Tagore or Netaji or people who 
disagreed with him, like M N Roy. Everyone 
spoke their mind. For me politics meant 
that one should have the courage to speak 
and there was glory in doing that; it was not 
something reprehensible. The courage to 
speak was a socially acceptable thing. The only 
thing one needs some sustenance. 

The second thing is that I have not given 
as much as I have received. When I went to 
the village, I was told off in one second by the 
women there. They said, "Just get out. Who 
are you to come and tell us what to do?" I 
thought to myself, "God I have burnt all my 
boats. I have come and they do not even want 
to talk to me:' Then I thought to myself, ''Who 
is more logical? They or I? Did they invite me 
to their homes? Did they ask me to come? Did 
they ask me to change their lives? Who am I to 

presume that their lives should be changedT 
I saw their reasoning, and then I realized it 
was arrogance on my side to think that I could 
just barge in and say that you have to change. 
Then began a slow process of un-learning 
for me. The arrogance and assumption thatI 
have logic and they do not, that I am literate 
and they are not. They are my real teachers. 
Whatever happened happened because of 
collectives. Women instinctively believe in 
collectives. We believe that it is a family, a unit 
with friends, that keeps things going. Men tend 
to work in isolation. The feminist movement 
also contributed to my understanding the 
theory of collectivism, the theory of working 
for a different kind of power, a different kind 
ofleadership for different goals. Every inch of 
the way, I have to fight for greater equality; I 
have to fight for more justice, far more justice, 
because there is patriarchy. I ~as dissatisfied 
with hierarchies, I am a nonhierarchical 
person. I hate to be called something better 
than others; I don't want to call someone better 

than 1. I was going and living in a marvelous 
world where they accepted you as one of them. 
They argued and fought with you but they also 
listened. They laughed at you and with you so 
it was fun and it was a beautiful society, you 
know where you really merged. They had their 
own hierarchy which you followed, which 
was acute, which was gender and there you 
brought in all your other schooling, education 
understanding politics but at 1 level there was 
also this great collective understanding and 
collective leadership. So I think we all seek our 
own levels. And I'm sure every one of you has 
great social activism in you. Only thing is that 
you have to give it space to flourish. I believe 
we are all different but in different ways, we 
can all contribute. 

Has being a woman ever held you back? 
I do not think so. Personally, I have been 

quite lucky in the man I married but he is very 
lucky in the woman he married. We have both 
worked at this institution of marriage to make 
it as little a possible of an institution. We had a 
contract before we got married that he would 
not interfere with my mind space. In his turn, 
he was worried that I would start asking for 
economic support. I was fine with that as long 
as I had my freedom. I would not have been 
able to take a marriage which curtailed my 
right to move and think. However, I have been 
very happy that I am a woman. I have never 
felt envious of men. And of course a student of 
literature, some of my favourite lines are from 
Yeats. He says, "God guard me from those 
thoughts men think/In the mind alone;/He 
that sings a lasting songjThinks in a marrow 
bone." All these categories of thought-action, 
mind-body do not exist. We are holistic;that is 
what my village women taught me. The reality 
of Yeats' words came with Naurati, Mangi, 
Chunnibai; they were living it. You know for 
them it was not divided. They did not think, 
this is political action, this is thought; this is 
my buffalo ... no, it was a continuum so living 
in that continuum I realized that we have a 
fantastic strength. Compassion comes to us 
naturally. In the villages in Rajasthan even 
when we went to the toilet, we went in groups. 
I found that shocking. They would say this is 
the best time to talk as there are no mothers
in-law around. So I have not sacrificed 
anything. I have done it all with joy and power 
has been redefined for me. 

I think, R.T.l activists getting killed shows 
the power of information. I think some of 
us have been naive in thinking that exposing 
large-scale scams through R. T.l alone would 
not meet with reprisals. Even those who 
represent the vested interests have begun to 
understand that information is potent. So 
while on the one hand it proves the power 
of information on the other hand the need 
for protection and the need for collective 
action is also paramount. We have been 
telling government, that where activists 
are killed for asking for information that 
particular bit of information mu~t be made 
public immediately. Then those who kill will 
understand that killing one person won't solve 
anything. 
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INTERVIEW WITH 

BINAYAKSEN 
Binayak Sen on a brief visit to the Social Communications 
Media Department (S.C.M.) at the Sophia Polytechnic 
College, Mumbai, introduces himself to the students in a 
truly unforgettable fashion. Neither stylized nor loud, it is the 
content of his story that shocked one and all into realizing 
that 'Incredible India!' may not be very incredible after all. 

B 
inayak Sen began thus. "The 
latest news from Chhattisgarh 
is about this lady who was 
sent by the Supreme Court 
(SC) to Calcutta for a physical 

examination and she was found to have been 
beaten. She alleged that there were stones 
forced into her vagina and her rectum and 
that allegation was found to be true ... The SC 
has in response to that report, sent her back 
to jail and given notice to the Chhattisgarh 
Government to explain what lay behind 
those findings." 

After allowing the silence that followed 
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to jar for a while, Dr. Sen continued: "I 
don't know how many of you have seen the 
open letter that Himanshu Kumar sent. He 
is a Gandhian social worker, running an 
ashram in Dantewada that was bull-dozed. 
Himanshu Kumar has written an open 
letter to the Chief Justice of India saying 
that I will never approach you again with 
a ' poor person's plea. If it had been your 
daughter who had been the subject of this 
kind of treatment would you have sent her 
back to jail and would you have given the 
Chhattisgarh government 45 more days in 
which to mistreat her. .. " 

And so he brought alive the situation in 
Chhattisgarh and shed light on the lives of 
the marginalized in a manner that drew all 
in. He made us want to know and somehow 
perhaps help with the change, push the 
revolution on. His mild manner and 
passionate outlook on life inspired all. 

In the interview that follows, he allows us 
glimpses of his life and ideology. 

Minnie Vaid's book A doctor to defend: 
The Binayak Sen Story, (Rajpal, 2011), 

chronicles your life. Throughout the 
narrative you talk of the various people 
who influenced your life, beginning with 
your father. 

Yes, my father was a doctor and he was 
a very good doctor. He gave me a copy of a 
textbook of medicine, on the fly leaf of which 
was written, 'bear ye one another's burdens', 
so I think that gives you an idea of the basic 
inspiration behind the practice of medicine 
the way he envisaged it. I really followed 
that when I grew up; I also had very good 
teachers in the Christian Medical College 
in Vellore, who were really caring and who 
looked after their patients well. Lastly my 
teacher in pediatrics was a person called 
Dr. Sheila Pereira who was an expert on 
nutrition and she did a lot of very basic-level 
work in the science of nutrition. Apart from 
that, there were so many other teachers that 
I had, but of course since my father was my 
first model so I really owe a great deal to his 
influence (smiles). 

Could you tell us about how you joined 
the People Union for Civil Liberties? 

I was working in a place called 
Hoshangabad, which is near Bhopal. The 
PUCL was formed after the 'Emergency' in 
response to the tyranny of the Emergency, in 
order to assert the rights of the people. They 
used to hold meetings in Bhopal. I attended 
some of their meetings and, attracted 
by their ideas, I joined PUCL. In 1981, 
Shankar Guha Niyogi was arrested under 
the National Security Act and the PUCL 
formed a team to investigate this arrest. I 
was one of the members of the team and so 
we all went down to DalE Rajhara where the 
mineworkers 'trade union' which Shankar 
Guha Niyogi led, was working. Apart from 
investigating Shankar Guha Niyogi's arrest, 
we also looked at the kind of organization 
built up in that town. That was also very 
inspiring. 

Minnie Vaid's book says that Shankar 
Niyogi was a great inspiration to you. 
Would you like to elaborate? 

Shankar Guha Niyogi was a very 
charismatic leader and he had led a very 



militant trade union movement, which 
obtained major 'gains' for the workers, in the 
manual mines of the Bhillai Steel Plant. 

There was a mechanical mine in which 
well-educated people, mainly from outside 
Chhattisgarh, found employment. They 
had many facilities. However, the manual 
mines employed Chhattisgarhi labour. 
They worked under very highly exploitative 
conditions. 

They formed an organization to represent 
their own cause and called in Shankar 
Niyogi thereafter to lead the movement. He 
created, not only a very highly militant and 
successful trade organization, but also led 
the movement into constructive work on 
various issues, health being one of them. A 
number of colleagues and me, along with 
a team of mineworkers who worked as 
volunteers, built up a health programme 
and later a hospital. The hospital is still 
running under the leadership of a very gifted 
colleague of mine called Dr. Saibal Jana who 
is one of the finest doctors I have ever seen. 

Do you think if we have more people 
like Shankar Niyogi the situation may 
improve? 

Shankar Guha Niyogi was a very great 
leader and there is no doubt about that. But 
the point is not to have a lot of Shankar 
Guha Niyogi's leading the movement; the 
point is that the processes that lead to such 
organizations have to be replicated and 
that is what I think we need to really do and 
that is happening. All across the country, we 
talk about oppression. We talk about what 
exploitative conditions people are working 
under and those stories are all true, but 
the obverse of that coin is that people are 
building organizations. They are trying to do 
the best they can by their families, they are 
living their lives and this is very important. 
In addition, they are forming organizations 
and trying to help each other lead better and 
more productive lives, so this is important 
as well. We need to be able to rejoice in the 
ordinary processes of people's organization. 

Any suggestions to help people replicate 
the organization and its functioning in 
Dalli Rajhara? 

This is a process that should be fostered, 
that intellectuals need to be able to see 
this process happening and to help it 
along. I think that intellectuals have a very 
important role in trying to make and help 
these processes to flourish. This is very 
important and while we need to recognize 
all the bad things that are happening. We 
also need to celebrate the good things that 
are happening. 

Having worked with mine workers in 
areas like Dalli Rajhara, what are your 
views on the penetration and efficiency of 
healthcare in rural areas? 

Mahatma Gandhi was asked once what 
he thought of western culture and he 
said it would be a good idea. Penetration 
of health care in rural areas is right now 
nonexistent but we really need to have a 
much better equipped health infrastructure. 
By well equipped, I do not mean only in 
the physical sense, but equipped in the 
intellectual and moral sense. 

MESSAGE FOR MEDIA STUDENTS 

I think the media is playing a very 
important role in today's world and 
media people have a very important 

responsibility. We have so many 
wonderful models of people who 
are addressing themselves to the 

world through the media. We have 
Noam Chomsky. John Pilger and 
so many young and wonderful 

journalists in India who are fulfilling 
their responsibilities to the future. 
So I think that once again we need 
to really feel happy at the success 

that we are having and try to 
multiply it. 

The planning commission is talking about 
tripling the expenditure; increasing it from 
1.1 per cent of the Gross Domestic Product 
(GDP). They had earlier talked about 3 per 
cent, now they are talking about 2.5 per 
cent. Whatever it is, I think there is going 
to be a major increase in the development 
and deployment of health infrastructure, 
and I think we need to try to see that the 
increase in the health infrastructure does 
not go waste; that it should not be frittered 
away in processes. I think corruption is an 
important phenomenon, but it is not the 
only phenomenon. 

The 'corporatization' of health care, which 
need to be opposed. Corporates are waiting 
to suck up the increased expenditure in 
healthcare, we need to try and ensure that 
this increase in the health infrastructure 
benefits the people who really need it. 

Manmohan Singh is talking about how 
. the 12th Five-Year Plan is going to be the 
plan for healthcare we hope that his words 
come true .... 

You always say that politics and 
healthcare are linked. Could you explain? 

We (India) had one of the earliest, 
comprehensive plans among the developing 
countries (for health care), but today we 
find ourselves in a very bad situation in 
both the fields of healthcare and nutrition. 
Almost half of our population is living in a 
state of permanent famine, stable famine. 
This stable famine, combined with the fact 
that there are no public healthcare facilities 
available to the common person, are a 'toxic' 
combination that is really creating a large 
amount of ill health for our country. This is 
something that can be changed only through 
the exercise of power, which is what politics 
is all about. That is why we feel that politics 
and improvement in healthcare need to go 
hand in hand. 

The Global Hunger Index Report was 
not widely reported by the media. There 
is a greater prevalence of malnutrition 
in Maharashtra than in many African 
countries. Maybe malnutrition is not seen 
to such a large extent in Mumbai... 

It's here in Mumbai, if you know where 
to look. But it's also there in large parts 
of Maharashtra which is shocking and 
shameful, but it's not just Maharashtra, it's 
allover the country. It's only those states 
in which there has been relatively greater 
public effort at improvement of nutrition 
where conditions are different, but in vast 
areas of our country people are not getting 
enough to eat and when they fall sick they do 
not get any treatment. 

Maybe the media should cover it more. 
Definitely. One of the major blank areas 

in which I think the media has a big role to 
fulfill is in reporting about health. Not just 
you know, about the miracle cures and about 
startling new advances, but they need to be 
able to repolt about the political economy 
or the lack of it, that ordinary people in this 
country are facing every day. 

Shouldn't we do something to sensitize 
children to the living conditions of lower 
classes of society? 

I think that it is very important for us to 
emphasize equity as an operational principle. 
If we have equity then all these processes 
will become reinforced. We will realize that 
minerals are part of our joint heritage but 
really benefit a very small section of our 
population. There is no justice in the way 
resources are distributed in our country. 
Of course we need to have children better 
educated in the but that has also to be a part 
of a much broader approach towards justice, 
equity and peace. As Gandhi said, peace will 
only come when there is equity. 
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INTERVIEW WITH 

ILINASEN 
//ina Sen is not just the woman behind Dr Binayak Sen; she's 
also a warrior and the still centre in the Sen household's 
turbulent world. V Varsha and Amber Dias talk to her 

Ilina Sen is not just Dr Binayak Sen's 
wife. She has worked with him in harsh 
conditions and has stood by his side through 
his imprisonment. Now she co-authors a 
column for The Week magazine with him. 
In this interview, she gives us a look into the 
world of the poor and the disenfranchised, 
from a woman's perspective. 

You have done a lot of research work 
in women's studies. Can you tell us about 
that? 

After my Masters in English, I did a 
second Masters in Sociology and that was 
because I felt at that time that with literature, 
particularly with foreign literature in India, 
it wasn't possible to do very much, and I will 
somehow get stuck in an ivory tower. So then 
I wanted to relate to the people of my country 
and I was always very fond of travelling. And 
so, I decided to do Sociology. Then I went 
to do my M.Phil at JNU (Jawaharlal Nehru 
University, New Delhi). Although I enrolled 
into a course in population studies, I chose 
to do my research study on the declining 
sex ratio and I was one of the few persons 
to have done that. That actually exposed 
me to the whole world of why women are 
neglected, why the girl child is neglected, 
mortality among women et cetera. 

I learnt to use statistics for studying the 
condition of the women. That was the year 
that the Indian Council for Social Sciences 
Research launched a special fellowship for 
women's studies and the first awardee was 
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me. That's how I got into women's studies. 
Later when I started to teach, we were 

among the first people to develop courses 
in women's studies. In the early 2000's we 
started developing the Master's programme 
in women's studies, formulating the syllabi 
for the course etc. Even before that, I was 
associated with Bilaspur University to 
design these courses but in Bilaspur and 
Raipur we never managed to launch a full 
time PG course whereas in Vardha we did. 
So in Wardha we have Master's, M.Phil and 
PhD in women's studies. My real launch into 
full-time academics was in women's studies 
and I never really practised pure sociology. 

You have been witness to a lot of 
stories of displacement, even during 
your childhood. How did you feel about 
the suffering of the people there, as a 
'child? And was it like dej a vu for you in 
Chhattisgarh? 

I was a child of a government servant 
and my father was transferred every three 
years. So every three years, we moved. We 
spent some time in Punjab, and then in the 
north east in Shillong. So my schooling was 
disrupted. Going to a new place and relating 
culturally to the people of that area, it's 
interesting but it's also very traumatic. You 
leave your friends behind, you leave a certain 
sense of comfort and belongingness behind. 

My grandmother used to tell us stories 
about life in Bengal, and somehow the 
stories that she would tell us-about travel by 

river in Bengal-never fit. Many years later, 
when I first went to Bangladesh, I saw the 
landscapes of those stories that I had heard 
from her. The language was different. I 
mean every language has its dialects, and the 
dialect of East Bengal was what was spoken 
in the house by my grandparents and my 
father too, but was not spoken in Calcutta. 
So there were many disconnects like that. 

Then I came to Chattisgarh, where I found 
two things. In Dilli Rajhara, where we lived 
and worked for a long time, all the people 
who had come to work there in the mines 
had come due to famines and droughts 
in their villages. All these people were the 
Chattisgarhi workers and they had moved 
there. The organisation for mines was like a 
semi-industrial workforce. They also lived in 
these two worlds, like the many worlds that 
I lived in. 

Then I got interested in the migrant 
workers from Chattisgarh. Because 
Chattisgarh is a drought-prone area and 
people from there have always travelled. 
Like there is a woman I met whose parents 
were in the tea gardens in Assam and she 
says her father would carry tea chests to 
China, exporting Indian tea to Canton 
and Shanghai and she would travel with 
him on the ship. Those days, you didn't 
need passports and visas, it was different. 
So people are experienced in travel and 
they have seen many landscapes. And how 
they cope with the question of identity, 
the question of location, have always been 
fascinating and also at one level very difficult 
to cope with. All this reinforced many of my 
questions, and of course the events of the last 
few years have been very traumatic and have 
contextualized it in a different way. 

Has your association with displacement 
influenced your work or was it your way of 
supporting your husband's ideologies? 

It has influenced me very deeply 
because belonging, not belonging, trying 
to understand that you are at the mercy of 
forces. Some capitalist comes along and 
decides to build a plant on your village, 
your land and your life changes forever. So 
many people face this in so many ways it's 
not just a way of supporting. I think it's the 
kind of forces in our society that come out 
through that experience and many people 
face it bravely. Some bravely come out of it, 
some sink under it. I think it's something 
that many people go through; I have been 
strengthened by the stories of many other 
survivors. 

What is a typical day for you in the Sen 
household like? 

Firstly, there is no longer any Sen 
household (laughs). When there was a Sen 
household, we were all living in Raipur 
and our children were small. We were all 
together. But now, I teach in Wardha, my 
husband spent something like three years in 
jail and he is out now. But he travels a lot. He 
never lived in Wardha. I have my work and 
my students in Wardha, so I connect with 
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the place. He only comes there to be with 
me. But he doesn't have that connection, so 
he comes and he goes and then comes again. 
My daughters are away too and so we are 
all mobile, the Sen household is a mobile 
household Oaughs). So there is no typical 
day. 

You and Dr. Binayak Sen have not 
been able to give your children a 'normal' 
childhood, what do you think gave them 
the strength and resilience to cope up? 

You know, I have seen my daughters in 
their moments of strength and moments 
of vulnerability. So I know that they have 
suffered; But only time will tell. In some 
ways, the experiences may have scarred them 
in certain ways. But then they have coped 
very well on the whole, they have managed 
to survive and they are strong survivors. 

I think we all carry some experiences 
which have hurt us, that have pained us. 
Like when I was talking about the migration 
the experiences of so many workers, women 
who have lost young children completely 
unnecessarily, because they have lived in 
a village and it wasn't possible to take the 
child for medical care or because they were 
travelling. I have myself seen at a small 
railway station in Chattisgarh. The train had 
stopped and this woman just ran out of the 
train with a child and the child had watery 
diarrhoea. And as long as the train stood, the 
child just continued to shit. There was no 
way of stopping it and that child was going 
to die before the journey ended. 

So many of us have gone through so many 
experiences and we have survived. Similarly, 
I'd like to think that my daughters will 
survive! 

Many people consider your relationship 
with your husband as Utopian, what do 
you have to say about that? 

I don't think it's Utopian at all, I mean 
we do have a strong relationship and I think 
that people find it difficult to understand 
how; many relationships last but most 
relationships, even my parents relationship ... 
you know these were all stable marriages you 
know my mother-in-law my father-in-law ... 
but definitely it wasn't an equal relationship 
the way I like to think ours is. I mean, 
intellectually also we both have our separate 
spaces and we have our together spaces, 
and that has been very interesting. It has to 
be negotiated at each level, of course there 
are differences, differences in personality, 
differences in ... not major differences in 
ideology but differences and nuances. I 
mean, certain things he may feel I may not 
feel in the same way, I have a different take 
on it and vice versa but I think we have 
managed well on the whole. 

During a crisis, sometimes you see 
a tiny ray of hope. What was it for you 
during Dr. Sen's detention? 

I don't know. You know there were times 
when it was completely hopeless. Initially 
when he was arrested in 2007, we all thought 

it was only for a few days, and that it was all a 
misunderstanding which would clarity, and 
that there was somebody, somewhere whom 
you could talk to and explain that it was a 
mistake. I went to see the Chief Minister 
along with some human rights leaders and I 
tried to tell him that this was an intelligence 
failure. The Chief Minister kept telling me, 
"We understand your pain but at the same 
time .... Of course I'll consider what you have 
said" .. . 

And then a whole year passed and he 
didn't consider anything at all. Slowly, 
we realised that the State was against us, 
and realizing that was the most painful 
thing -that the entire State machinery, 
starting from the Sub-Inspector to the Chief 
Minister of the State, were all in league. I 
remember when Binayak first applied for 
bail at the end of 2007, it was on Human 
Rights Day-10th of December that it came 
up for hearing and he was refused bail. At 
that time, I tried to speak to a few people in 
Delhi, politicians and bureaucrats. One of 

them told me, she understands that what is 
happening is very bad, but many people in 
the State feel that the police that are fighting 
such a tough battle against the Maoists in 
these states will be completely demoralized. 
At that moment, I was just so shocked! For 
a long time, I just kept sitting. And then I 
realized that this woman is actually giving 
me the inside news that the bail is not going 
through. I remember, at that time Aparajita, 
my daughter, was in Junior College, and I 
phoned her and said that whatever happens 
we must be together at this time. I was 
absolutely sure that the bail was not going 
through, after having spoken to this woman. 
And Aparajita came, expecting that the bail 
would go through. But Ijust wanted us to be 
together, to hold hands and be together. 

So there have been times without hope 
and by no means has the outcome been 
certain. But in the end, I mean, the second 

time around, when the conviction happened 
and he was sent to prison for life there was so 
much of public outrage! At that time I knew, 
that this was not going to last. Ultimately, 
we won! I mean, the cases still stand and the 
appeal has to go through and this could take 
as long as we live or whatever, I don't know. 
But there was so much of public outcry that 
it was actually like the Judiciary was on trial. 
At that time, I knew that it was only a matter 
of time and we would be able to get him out. 

Life has been a constant struggle for 
you and your family, whether it was with 
your work or health issues, was there ever 
a moment when you thought 'Why Me'? 

Sure there has been, of course. I wouldn't 
be human if such moments didn't exist. 

The media has been a constant support 
and a constant nag in your lives, especially 
for you. What do you think has its role 
been in the issue ofBinayak's detention? 

I see it on the whole as a good thing 
because the media has been supportive. 
But for whatever reason, the media in 
Chattisgarh, the vernacular media has not 
been so good. And at some point, this could 
be a good research question for you as media 
students and for me as an academician. Why 
this is so, could be a good research question. 
Because the vernacular media more or less, 
lock stock and barrel only follow the police 
handouts and their stories. This is not 
only in this case. When Chattisgarh Mines 
Shramik Sangh (CMSS), the trade union 
built by Shankar Guha Niyogi, was corning 
up, the first few years were difficult. Three 
or four times, there was police firing and 
the workers were killed. Times were very 
difficult for them and ultimately, the union 
got established and did very well with its 
memberships and questions on labour rights 
and so on. The vernacular media was even 
then, extremely hostile and I don't think 
that hostility ever wore out. So when CMSS 
completed 10 years, we did a social audit. 
We tried to get all the media reports out and 
there was a striking contrast. Smitu Kothari 
and Neerja Chowdhury from Delhi, N.K. 
Singh writing in the Indian Express, they all 
had balanced reports which were trying to 
see what the union had done, some of their 
problems. But a lot of the vernacular media 
were extremely hostile and unnecessarily 
negative. I never figured out why it should 
be so. Is it that the vernacular media is more 
dependent on government advertisements 
for its revenues? Is it something to do with 
our educational structure, or the people who 
are into the vernacular media have a certain 
kind of background or is it to do with certain 
rewards? Madhya Pradesh is specialized in 
this the late Arjun Singh, our Chief Minister 
who is no more, used to give out houses and 
flats as rewards to journalists. MP has really 
made this a 'fine art' and that has continued 
into Chattisgarh. So is it because of these 
rewards? I don't have the final answer, but 
certainly there is something there that needs 
to be looked at. 
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THE AFRICAN IN THE SHOEBOX 
Shonali Hazari finds that the streets around Flora Fountain have what it takes. 

I
t's an unlikely spot for a series of sex shops. 
Office workers hurry past. A brownstone 
building looms above. And inside the arcade 
of the Davar College Building, Flora Fountain 
vendors sell spectacle frames, sun glasses, cell 

phone chargers and electronic goods. But what sets 
this street apart is a range of kinky sex toys and gels. 
. That's right; out in the open even though 

such things are "illegal" in India. Article 292 of 
the Indian Constitution lays down the laws for 
obscenity. Section 292 of the Indian Penal Code 
states that the sale of a book, pamphlet, paper, 
writing, drawing, representation, figure or any 
object is considered obscene if it is ''lascivious" or 
tends to corrupt people likely to get exposed to it. 

The vendors are calm, gentle and very 
professional when selling dildos, vibrators, 
condoms, "virgin tightening gel", gels to prolong 
ejaculation, breast-enhancement gels and some 
flavours to sprinkle and lick off your partner. 

One can clearly see the plastic and neon
coloured dildos from the street. All the gels, sprays 
and condoms are packed in small packets with amusing names, 
and have pictures of porn stars in various poses and positions on 
the cover. Nobody interferes or passes comments; all the passers
by just breeze through and don't even bother to look at customers. 
The policeman on the beat doesn't even notice; he's buying himself 
a shirt from an illegal vendor down the street anyway. 

Mr. Tejari (he would only give the single name) runs a small shop 
near the lane to Horniman Circle. He is as professional as they come. 
His face changes not a whit when I stop and start looking at the sex 
toys. He is one ofthe vendors with the largest number of dildos of 
various sizes and makes. He talks about them in a matter-of-fact 
manner; without shame, without disgust. "I have been here for a 
long time now. I don't face problems with the police and people. I 
don't understand why people are ashamed of sex and these sex toys. 
What they do at home or in private is their business and nobody is 
out doing nonsense in public. People want to experiment or they 
need my products, well I have no shame in selling them," says Mr. 
Tejari. 

His customers include both foreigners and Indians. According to 
Mr. Tejari, an equal number of men and women come and buy these 
products. The most amusing part is that a vibrator called 'multi 
speed love' was marketed by Mr. Tejari as a body massager. On the 
pack of the vibrator it said that the 'body massager' helps in easing 
mental tension, menstruation cramps, headaches, congestion, joint 
pains and back pain. He tried to sell the vibrator for Rs. 300 as he 
also demonstrated that it was perfectly functional, but eventually 
he agreed to Rs. 250. It felt as if one were shopping for clothes and 
bargaining at Colaba Causeway. 

One can easily look around and examine the various products at 
leisure. Mr. Tejari is a good businessman and he showed me a range 
of products and explained each one to me. He could be describing 
the functions of cooking utensils. But he too was exercising his 
innate sense of what could or could not be shown. There was one 
particular item I found rather intriguing but Mr. Tejari would not 
oblige. Nor would he explain. There were transparent boxes with 
spotted dildos of various colours. They looked like something out 
of a renaissance torture chamber. When I asked Mr. Tejari to show 
them to me, his face grew stern. 

"Madam;' he said quietly. "I am sorry but these products are not 
for you. You can look at them from a distance but I won't show 
them to you properly." 
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I asked why. He simply looked away. 
The second shop vendor, Mr. Visshar, gave me his contact 

number. He could be contacted anytime for any item of a customer's 
choice. He had an even wider variety of dildos and vibrators than 
Mr. Tejari. He was proud of the range of his goods. "Why should I 
feel ashamed of anything? Many a times I have faced opposition 
from the police and people passing by. They have a problem, not 
me. Sex is normal. There is nothing dirty about it or about the 
products I am selling. The ones who object are more repressed than 
others, especially some sexually frustrated women and men who 
need these things more than anyone else;' says Mr. Visshar. He has 
imports of various sizes and a choice of dildos and vibrators. He 
even explained which vibrator and size would be good enough for a 
woman to be satisfied. The first question he asks when a customer 
asks for a dildo is, "How many inches and anything special?" He 
showed belts to keep a vibrator in place and how to wear it with 
pants, and various remote-controlled gizmos. He went one step 
further: he showed me dildos of various colours and makes, such 
as one that is made as an exact replica of the penis and even feels 
like human skin. Such a replica would cost Rs. 1200 or more. When 
selling these items, he too was calm. There was nothing in his 
demeanour that suggested a snicker. He would try his best to get 
me to make a purchase, but he would never cross some unspoken, 
invisible line. 

For these shop-keepers to be so professional when inquisitive 
young women are purchasing is impressive. Perhaps the sellers at 
Kandivali and Bandra, where I have been told there are outposts of 
this remarkable street, are equally professional. They would have 
to be. Shame is a subjective thing and as long as the seller does not 
express any awkward emotions, the buyer can find her way through 
a maze of ersatz satisfactions. 

I was pondering this when Mr. Visshar asked, ''African chaahiye?" 
(you want an African?) I was a bit startled. I looked at him with 
a blank expression. He reached under his table, started pawing 
through shoe-boxes and pulled out one. He said "Here, madam. 
This is the African in this box. Yeh item bahut mast hai. Yeh nau 
inch lamba hai and gives very very good vibrations." (This piece is 
really remarkable. It is nine inches long and gives very very good 
vibrations) 

His face was impassive. Mine was not. It was quite a moment: 
at the feet of Flora, goddess of flowers, I found a nine-inch African 
in a shoe box! 
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THE AMNESIC STREET 
Amid the by-lanes of South Mumbai streets lies a patch of land called Bhuleshwar. 
Kaveri Waghela explores the only street in Mumbai that is true to its name! 

T
h e taxiwallah alerted me, "Taxi 
CP Tank par rok doonga. Taxi 
aage nahin jaa paaega." (I'm 
stopping the taxi at CP Tank. It 
won't go further.) This sounded 

more like a proclamation than a request. 
At Cowasji Patel Tank, when we stopped, 
the only view was three narrow by-lanes 
and everywhere the press of people, parked 
vehicles, precipitously decrepit buildings 
and purposeful hawkers. 

'Where's Bhuleshwar?" I ask. 
My 'informant' replies, "Where do you 

want to go in Bhuleshwar?" 
I didn't know. 
But suddenly, the taxi driver made sense; 

there are small gullies that intersect at every 
point. Each leads you to an entirely different 
location. The streets seem to run into each 
other. It's as if they have been designed to 
confuse. 

And anyway, you can't see the street. 
It's lost under the press of people. They're 
all speaking Gujarati. Bhuleshwar is not a 
street, it's not even a place; it's like a packed 
punch of colours. Wear sunglasses. Even in 

the night, the colours are blinding. 
So where am I going? Why am I even 

here? It's the name. Bhuleshwar ... the mind 
answers immediately; it must be something 
related to forgetting. As a child, I always 
thought that Bhuleshwar was the place 
where children would get lost. My mother 
used to always threaten me not with Gabbar 
Singh but with Bhuleshwar. "Sleep or else 
I will take you to Bhuleshwar". My mental 
image of Bhuleshwar was a street that eats 
up kids. 

According to Alice in Bhuleshwar by 
Kaiwan Mehta (Yoda Press, 2009), the name 
Bhuleshwar derives from the 300-year-old 
Mahadev Bhuleshwar temple at the heart of 
an area called Madhav Baug. "Bhuleshwar 
was known for its temples. There were 
more than 100 temples here. The Shiva 
linga emerged on its own here. This is one 
of the first and the oldest temples here," said 
Madhu Jain, one of the helpers at the temple. 
The name, it is said, also derives itself from 
Bholenath, the God of an innocent heart, 
another name for Shiva. Mehta says that 
most of the names of the streets here were 

given religious names or the names of the 
owners. Walkeshwar, therefore, was named 
after the God of Sand or Walu-ke-Ishwar; 
Khotachiwadi was named after Mr. Khot, 
the owner. 

Bhuleshwar has a certain 'old Bombay 
charm'. It was previously a haven to 
migratory workers who lived in chawls such 
as Krishna Baug. But it wasn't as if you could 
simply live in a chawl if you were a worker. 
Non-vegetarians couldn't enter a chawl 
inhabited by baniyas or Kathiawadis. The 
rent in these areas has not been changed 
from the Rent Control Act of 1958. In some 
chawls, the residents pay measly rents. In 
Khotachiwadi, the tenants still play rent as 
little as Rs 500 rupees per month! 

The temples are landmarks here. Instead 
of'Go left' or 'Turn at the traffic light: people 
will direct you with respect to the temples. 
It starts with the Laxmi Narayan Temple 
at the corner of Madhav Baug, a lSO-year
old temple, currently under renovation. As 
you approach Bhoiwada, there is the Satya 
Narayan Temple, adorned by colourful 
idols of different Hindu Gods. As we go 
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further, there's a Gothic-looking temple; at 
first glance, it looks like something out of 
an ancient Rome. Sadly, no photography is 
allowed. The Mumbadevi Temple is situated 
at Kalbadevi; this is the Devi who gives her 
name to Mumbai. These temples are the 
centre of attraction in Bhuleshwar and often 
attract devotees from as far as Kashmir. 
What makes the temples unique is the 
Nagarkhana tradition. In these nagarkhanas 
(social spaces for religious interaction) folk 
songs for the gods would be played. These 
songs were often borrowed from traditional 
Gujarati and Rajasthani folk songs. But 
sadly, the tradition is long forgotten. "It is 
true, there used to be a nagarkhana tradition 
in mostly all the temples at Bhuleshwar 
wherein the temple folks used to perform 
for the gods. Currently, these nagarkhanas 
are taken over by loudspeakers singing 
Gulshan Kumar devotional songs," says 
Dilip Bhansali, a resident of Bhuleshwar. 

M 
umbai is a place that 
is multi lingual; multi
culturaL To say that only 
one language or culture 
is dominant in Mumbai 

would be blasphemous. So people in 
Mumbai built in small sub cultures in 
different areas. Bhuleshwar is like a mini 
market in Surat. The main claim to fame is 
the vast spread of shops selling bandhini and 
Gujarati zari sarees at throwaway prices. 
Chandan gully specialises in silver jewellery 
and wide varieties of bangles which shine 
brighter than disco balls. According to Alice 
in Bhuleshwm·, the Shri Mumbai Panjrapol 
market, which in literal terms means a cage 
or pinjra used to be the main place were 
sick cows and buffaloes were given medical 
treatment. But now has become a victim of 
commercialisation and trading. It is located 
in the heart of Bhuleshwar and specialises 
in different varieties of sarees, imitation 
jewellery and special decorations and clothes 
for the Gods or mata. This trade emerged in 
the early 19th century. Bulks of migrants 
tried to acquire land in Bhuleshwar, Girgaum 
and Kalbadevi. According to the late 
historian and researcher, Sharada Dwiwedi, 
"Bhuleshwar was the place where more 
than 100 temples were constructed. But in 
the early 19th century there was a plague 
in the area which led to total destruction 
of the place. Then in the mid-19th century, 
merchants from Rajasthan, and interiors of 
Gujarat migrated to places like Girgaum, 
Kalbadevi and Bhuleshwar for the matter of 
business. Thus, Bhuleshwar slowly, came to 
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known as the shopping haven." From paper 
baskets to household appliances, everything 
is available in Bhuleshwar! 

The traditional architecture is also in 
decline. Whether it is the buildings of 

built. The architecture is influenced by 
various havelis in Rajasthan and parts 
of Gujarat. There are even many Gothic 
sbuildings here that predate Independence. 
Sadly, nobody knows about its architecture 
except people like us. The other reason can 
be that because we don't really know much 
about these structures because there is no 
documentation. True, Bhuleshwar is well 
known for being the ultimate shopping 
destination for sarees, household appliances 
and imitation jewellery but it's just not that, 
there is something about the place that 
makes it the way it is. Maybe it's the place 
itself!" 

He is right; Bhuleshwar is full of surprises, 
discoveries and funny-sounding names. 
One such place is Bhangwadi. Bhang is an 
intoxicant made from hemp and is either 
smoked or consumed. A large elephant 
welcomes the people to Bhangwadi. 
The place is now surrounded by cycle 
repair shops, small makeshift spare part 
manufacturing shops and a temple. This is a 
metaphor of the current state of some places 
in Mumbai today. 

Banarasilal Shrivastav, an old paanwala 
at Bhangwadi reminisces, "Many people 
come here thinking that maybe some bhang 
will be available here. Sure, there used to 
be opium available here in the early 19th 
century. But this is not why this place was 
called Bhangwadi. It is because during holi 
and other major festivals, Bhang was offered 
to Lord Shiva as an offering. But this is the 
first place in Bombay where there used to 
be a Rangbhoomi. Like you know, Theatre 
perfomances and all. Now sadly, all is lost!" 

"BHULESHWAR HAS BEEN FORGOTTEN BY MOST 
MUMBAIKARS. VERY FEW KNOW ABOUT ITS 
ARCHITECTURAL ELEGANCE. THE MUMBA DEVI TEMPLE, 
THE MADHAVBAUG TEMPLE AND THE BHULESHWAR 
TEMPLE ARE VERY BEAUTIFULLY BUILT. THE 
ARCHITECTURE IS INFLUENCED BY VARIOUS HAVELIS IN 
RAJASTHAN AND PARTS OF GUJARAT." 

Hirabaug, the dilapidated structure at the 
comers of Bhoiwada or the 'one-hand' 
distance buildings. Siddesh Warerkar, 
student of architecture at L S Raheja 
College of Architecture, Bandra, says, 
"Bhuleshwar has been forgotten by most 
Mumbaikars. Very few know about its 
architectural elegance. The Mumba Devi 
temple, the Madhavbaug Temple and the 
Bhuleshwar temple are very beautifully 

Bhuleshwar is like a small hamlet 
tucked away from the other South Bombay 
stalwarts. It is the only place where bargain 
fights and loud noise is not a spectacle. 

A place that is a burst of colours. A place 
where people get lost! It is true, there is 
something about the place. 

It is said that there is nothing you cannot 
find in Bhuleshwar. Sometimes it's just 
yourself! 



'YEH HAl BOMBAY 
MERIJAAN' 
Auditi Dey takes a cinematic journey into the city that gave 
birth to Bollywood 

I 
have always been fascinated by the 
way stories were told in Hindi films in 
the 1970s. I was exposed to the world 
of films at an early age. I would wake 
up an hour early before school, every 

morning, to watch films on Set Max, Zee 
Cinema that were scheduled in the morning 
slot. Most ofthe films would revolve around 
a young boy, made poor by circumstances 
beyond his control. He would then run away 
to Bombay, to the city of dreams. Usually, he 
grew up to be Mithun Chakravorty, or if I 
were lucky, Amitabh Bachchan. Sometimes 
he would be Jeetendra or Vinod Khanna. 

What did not change was the city. Bombay 
was the universal backdrop for this story of 
transformation: from rags to riches, from 
underclass to ruler of the world. In the 1975 
box-office hit DeewaaT, when young Vijay 
(Master Alankar Joshi) comes home to his 
mother Sumitra Devi (Nirupa Roy), with 
blood dripping from his face, he shows her 
his arm on which the words 'Mem baap ChOT 

hai' (My father is a thief) are tattooed. The 
family has been rendered destitute by the 
discrediting of the father, a union leader, 
who vanishes into the vastness of the Indian 
railways. In a bid to overcome their situation, 
Sumitra Devi resolves to move to Bombay, 
and the camera zooms from a calendar on 
the wall to the mother and her sons walking 
along Marine Drive. This is 
Bombay, the pin-up, the dream 
destination where you can carve 
out a new life and a new world. 

It was Amitabh Bachchan 
who embodied that spirit. In 
film after film, the city's streets 
transform him. In Kaalia, he 
goes from being a free spirit to 
being a criminal; in Trishul, 
a construction labourer's son 
to a construction magnate; in 
MuqaddaT lea SikandaT, a snivelling orphan 
in a cemetery to a young man who laughs at 
fate. "Rote huey aate hain sab," he sang in 

the voice of Kishore Kumar, "Hansta hua 
jo jaayega, woh muqadda1' ka SikandaT 
jaan-e man kehlaayega." (Everyone arrives 
in the world crying. I will call her beloved 
who leaves the world with a smile on her 
lips). This is one of my favourite films and 
there is a scene in it where young Sikandar 
(Master Mayur Verma) enters Mumbai in a 
quest to meet his employer Ramnath. He is 
shown roaming in front of the magnificent 
building of the Chhatrapati ShivajJ Terminus 
(CST); which symbolises Bombay for many 
of those who arrive here. CST, as we all know, 
was built to symbolise the permanence of 
the British Empire. Queen Victoria ordered 
the functionaries of her new government 
to show the natives that the Raj was going 
to last. By an odd quirk of fate, this Indo
Saracenic building now represents the hopes 
and aspirations of a people. 

The other great locale is 
Marine Drive, with its vistas 
of the Arabian Sea. Without 
pressing the point too much, 
one can equate the sea with 
freedom, with mobility. From the 
gi1mitiyas (migrant labourers 
who went to work in other 
parts of the British Empire) 
to the escaping criminals in 
Black Friday, the sea presents 
a number of possibilities. And 

at the conjunction of land and sea, once 
again here's Amitabh Bachchan riding his 
motorbike over the flyover. Further on, 

17 



Johnny Walker sings 'Yeh hai Bombay Meri 
Jaan' in C.l.D.; Anil Kapoor in Mr. India 
takes the children for a Mumbai Darshan 
singing 'Zindagi ki yehi reet hai'; Moushumi 
Chatterjee and Amitabh Bachchan (again!) 
appear in Manzil singing 'Rimjhim Gire 
Sawan'; Mazhar Khan tells us 'NaamAbdul 
hai mem' as he slides on his trolley across 
the roads of Mumbai in Shaan ... the list is 
endless. 

I watched these, as did thousands, 
millions of other children across the sub
continent, and for me, at least, the city 
began to grow roots. Some of these songs 
hint at the struggles that one goes through to 
survive in the city. 'Eh dil hai mushqiljeena 
yahaan,' is only one of them. 'Yeh Bambai 
sheher haadson ka sheher hai; another 
warns from the film Haadsa. And then, 
never mind if you've never heard of Taa:i 
No. 9211, or this song sung by evergreen 
Bappi Lahiri, I have and that's what counts: 
'Lakh lakh TOZ aake bas jaate hail Is 
shahar se dil lagake phas jaate hai/Sone ki 
mahon mein sone ko jagah nahin/Saala! 
Yahan pe to footpath bhi house full hai. 
For me, Bombay became the city where 
life has a different meaning, every day. 
And since cinema in its formative days was 
also a way in which one could experience 
another city, often the film song would tell 
a tale as evocative as any holiday brochure. 
For instance, there is, 'Yeh haseen Bombai, 
apne ko to jam gayi. Jis tamf nazar mudi, 
us tamfhi tham gayi!' by acclaimed lyricist 
Anjaan from the film Holiday in Bombay 
(1963). I know the feeling. Wherever I go in 
the city, my gaze stops when I pass the sea 
or CST. I know what has happened. There 
are probably many other buildings that are 
more beautiful and many other sights more 
worthy of examination, but I have been 
trained by cinema. I know what I must look 
at. An obedient child of celluloid, I stop and 
dream. 

D
oes the city fulfil promises 
and dreams that one brings 
to it? Or is it just a myth 
that Bombay is the city of 
dreams? Cinema has always 

formed an integral part of the lives of the 
public, especially in a country like India. 
Our nation is star-struck! It is the images 
that we see on the screen that influence our 
behavior and how we associate with the city. 
Avijit Mukul Kishore, a film director and 
a cinematographer based in Mumbai, has 
directed Certified Universal, a short film 
that looks at the city's engagement with 
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the image and image making, which often 
mirror each other. It is the omnipresence 
of the cinematic image and people's desires 
to recreate their own personal cinemas that 
interest the film maker, who deconstructs 
the images of both the city and it's cinema 
that have lived off each other for a hundred 
years. He says "For this film, I interpreted 
the brief in the form of a reflection on how 
Bombay and its cinema mirror each other 
to the point of becoming indistinguishable, 
where you can tell if the city is created by its 

On, Tam·e Zameen Pm·, Stanley Ka Dabba, 
says, "I have been born and brought up 
here and there is a unique equation that 
I have with this city. The city flows in your 
bloodstream. You feel happy when the city 
is captured well in films like Sh01· in the City 
and Wake up Sid amongst many others." She 
adds, "Everything in the city has a character, 
be it the trains, the crowds, the sea. It's like 
the seven colours of a rainbow; every colour 
has its own story. And when you capture that 
on screen, you've struck the right chord." 

"I AM FASCINATED BY HOW THIS FICTIONAL ACCOUNT 
OF BOMBAY, THE ICONIC CITY IS CREATED IN CINEMA
ABOUT PLACES AND THE MYTHS SURROUNDING THEM, 
ABOUT A LANGUAGE THAT IS SPOKEN ONLY IN FILMS, SO 
MUCH SO THAT I DON'T KNOW WHICH CAME FIRST-THE 
CITY OR ITS IMAGE." 

image as represented in the cinema." 
Avijit was born in Lucknow and moved 

base to Mumbai to pursue his career. He 
says, "I am fascinated by how this fictional 
account of Bombay, the iconic city is created 
in cinema-about places and the myths 
surrounding them, about a language that is 
spoken only in films, so much so that I don't 
know which came first-the city or its image." 

He comments on the use of the typical 
locations of the city in films and goes on to 
say, "All these are aspirational images used 
to iocate one in the city." He adds, "They have 
stayed the same over the years and the nature 
of these images fascinate me, as they have 
been used across genres to locate, signifY 
and qualifY situations and characters." 

Deepa Bhatia, editor of films like Rock 

Whenever I visit Marine Drive, I sit there 
and I reflect on my life, with the waves 
lashing against the rocks. I do not know 
whether I do this because I want to do so 
or because I have been taught to do so. In 
the film Wake Up Sid, there's a scene where 
Aisha (Konkona Sen Sharma) asks Sid 
(Ranbir Kapoor) to take her to that one place 
in Mumbai that he is most fond of, he takes 
her to Marine Drive. While they're seated 
along the promenade, she says, "Samundar 
hamesha special mha hai na, Bombay ke 
liye. I guess I can see why. Is shehm· mein 
jahan har waqt sab kuch badalta hai, bas 
ek samundar hi to haijo nahi badalta."(The 
sea has always been special, hasn't it? For 
Bombay, I guess I can see why. In this city, 
where everything is so dynamic, it is only the 



sea which remains a constant.) The song 'Yeh 
Bombay shehar ka bada naam hai' from Kya 
YehiBombay Hai (1959) is picturised on the 
streets of Bombay; the crowds are much less 
yet the song still talks of bheed (crowds) as if 
in anticipation of how things will change in 
the years to come. 

It is in front of the same place Amitabh 
Bachchan sings 'Yeh Hai Bambai nagariya' 
in Don (1975), where he talks about 
the different facets of the city, trying to 
encapsulate the city in one song itself, 
mocking even the etymology of ' Church gate', 
'Bandra', 'Dhobi Talao' etc. In his portrayal 
of a street artist who earns his bread by 
performing on the street, he sings this 
song which talks about the struggle of 
life in Bombay. Oddly enough, the song 
is picturised with the Taj Mahal Hotel in 
the background, which has forever been a 
representative image of the city. 

With more and more people entering the 
city to carve their lives, shooting in the city 
has become a problem. Commenting on the 
recent decline in the city being used as a 
location to tell a story, Leena Yadav, director 
of films like Teen Patti and Shabd, says, 
"Filmmakers haven't really stopped using 
locations in Mumbai. Permissions, security, 
repercussions with actors, costs etc. are what 
form the crux of managing locations here. 
So, if you really want to shoot a scene in 
Mumbai, you weigh the feasibility. Shooting 
here is not easy at all, especially now that 
films have started using sync sound as well. 
It is tough, but it's not impossible. If films 
don't require Mumbai, they don't use it. In 
my case, location has not been a problem." 

She adds, "Also, if you know the structures 
you need for your film, you brief the location 
managers accordingly about the scene in 
your head. Based on their research, they give 
you choices and you narrow down depending 
on the logistics available." 

Bhatia says, "Filmmakers in the 1970s 
were influenced by neo-realist Italian 
cinema, and began shooting on real 
locations. Then from the '80s to the '90s, 
there was a movement away from realistic 
cinema to escapist cinema wherein the city 
as a character became non-existent. General 
cinema has veered away from real stories. 
However, filmmakers like Ram Gopal Verma 
did re-establish the city as a character in his 
films like Satya, Company. And now the· 
trend has become to return to the studios, 
because the role oflocations has declined." 

She elaborates, "Shooting in the city 
becomes quite difficult due to the crowds. 
Ours is a star struck nation. You set up a 

camera and crowds gather. On a film with 
a budget of 2-3 crores, every rupee counts. 
Hence, unless you have to shoot, you don't. 
The locations really depend on what kind of 
film we are making. Films like Delhi Belly 
reflect the culture and streets of Delhi, and 
the use oflocations in such cases will depend 
on the story that we are telling:' 

Elaborating on the problems of shooting 
in Mumbai, Gauri Sathe, Vice-President, 
Marketing, Balaji Motion Pictures, says, 
"Everybody (the crew) lives in Mumbai. 
So the best part is that if you take them 
outdoor, you get better productivity. But 
the advantage is that everything is available 
here." 

N 
ameeta Nair, Producer, 
Imagik Media Pvt Ltd., who 
has worked on films like 404: 

Error Not Found, comments 
from the point of view of a 

producer. She says, "Mumbai is different. 
It is terrible unlike other cities. Shooting in 
Mumbai would be most economical. The 
entire unit is here, but there are tremendous 
hassles here where you deal with the 
Regional Transport Offices, Brihanmumbai 
Municipal Corporation branches, and to top 
it all, you pay hafta (bribe). But in places like 
Dehradun, hafta doesn't happen and the 
unit is also not in a hurry. The cost of the 
film also comes down, because in Mumbai 
you pay for ancillary stuff. You feel it is better 
to pay for the flights and get your work done. 

"Now if the film is Mumbai-centric, then 
you shoot here. Otherwise, you make do 
with other locations. For example, you can 
light up a street to get that aesthetic which 
you were looking for, so that it looks like the 
particular street that you want, depending 
on the budget. But if you want your film to 
look good, you have to make do." 

Kiran Rao, director, Dhabi Ghat (2010), 

spoke about her experience of searching 
for locations, in a panel discussion on 
'Women in Feature Films' that took place as 
a part of the seminar for Women's Spaces, 
Women's Voices on 7th January 2012 at 
Sophia Bhabha Hall, Sophia College. She 
said, "Aamir's character, Arun, was meant 
to move from this sort of high rise building 
apartment to another building-which had 
another building right in front of it. But I 
was really keen to shoot In old Bombay, and 
my line producer, Kishore, I kind of told 
him that I want old houses, because I love 
them so much. He was just sort of walking 
along a street and saw this balcony and 
it was quite uncanny-because he went in 
and it was an empty flat. And when we saw 
it, it was exactly the way I shot it. Which 
is how when Arun walks in, he sees that, 
sort of ransacked, unused apartment, and 
disused place. So I never imagined it to be 
set in a one studio apartment sort of space, 
I never imagined that. I wanted it to be in 
old Bombay, but I thought it would be a new 
building that's coming up, you know in an 
old locality but it worked out much better 
then I'd ever written it. So it is something 
that you're constantly negotiating." 

When I got into the S.C.M. Course, my 
heart skipped a beat. I was moving closer to 
my dream of a career in films. And part of my 
excitement was heightened at the prospect of 
studying at the same college where films like 
Ishq Vishq and Shaitan have been shot. It's 
how I associate with places that I have seen 
in films. The railways are not far behind as a 
catalyst. Every time I travel on local trains in 
the city, a passing starts the Saathiya tune 
in my head. One day, I will shoot the city. I 
will discover it and I will know that part of 
the discovery was made by the hundreds of 
people who worked on the hundreds of films 
that were shot here. But I will discover my 
version of the city. That's a promise. 



"I TOOK HIM HOME TO DIE" 
Radhika Dave goes behind the far;ade of a vegetable vendor to discover a tale of courage. 

H 
ansa Dighe's voice can be heard from 
far down the street as she announces 
her arrival calling out, "Bhabhi, 
shaak!" (Sister-in-law, vegetables!). 
She has been coming to Vile Parle 

for the last 25 years, where she sells the vegetables 
she buys from Dadar. Hansa, now 46 years old, has 
taken over this business from her father-in-law. "I 
learnt from my father-in-law. I have been in this 
business for a long time now. My husband and in 
laws were in this business. I too joined at the age of 
15, when I got married, and I would accompany my 
father-in-law." 

Hansa lives in Mahim and travels by train with 
the vegetables. "I have made a train pass, so it's 
convenient every day." Her day begins at 5:30am, 
when she bathes, does pooja, has tea, prepares 
dabba Ounch box) for her grandchildren and leaves 
for Dadar at 7 a.m. "At Dadar, we have to bargain 
to get a proper price, depending on what vegetables 
are affordable. If the prices are low, I sell it to my 
customers according to that price, and if they are 
high, I have to charge a higher price. We too need to earn something 
on it right?" 

"It's as if the streets have become a part of me now. I go up to 
Khar at times, depending on the orders, especially during summers 
in the mango season. I come to Parle at around 10 or 10:15 a.m. At 
times, I get fruits too, along with vegetables." She travels on foot to 
most of the places-from building to building, and takes orders from 
customers for the next day. "If the people want something I don't 
have, I ask them to wait for day or two and get them from Dadar. 
Some days are better than others, some days are worse. It's all a 
matter of chance." In the peak festival season, she 
even supplies flowers, and garlands to people's 
homes. 

Ishwar today is thankful to God that his back is okay, and he 
prays for his family's well being. His eyes can't help wandering to 
his father's frame next to the little temple in the house. 

Eleven years ago, his father, Sadashiv Dighe died of cancer which 
was spreading from the mouth downwards. Ishwar recalls how his 
mother was offered monetary help while he was at Tata hospital. A 
lot of her customers had offered her financial help. Balaben Dave, 
a 77 year old resident on Lajpatrai Road in Parle and a very old 
customer of Hansa, recalls how strong Hansa was, even when she 
came asking for help. She adds, "Through all her troubles, I have 
never seen her cry or lose faith. She has tremendous self-respect 

and is always smiling, no matter how grave the 
problem may be." 

After learning from the doctors that Sadashiv 
After selling the vegetables, she goes home. "It 

all depends on a day's work. At times I go home by 
2 p.m., at times I even reach by 4 p.m." 

"THROUGH ALL 
HER TROUBLES, 

had only a few days to live, she returned the cheque 
and decided to take him back to their native place 
Alandi, which is a village, 25 kms. to the east of 
Pune. They have land at Agal where they grow 
crops like corn, jhav, chana, bajri, jawar, ganna, 
tomato, potato, cabbage, cauliflower and aster. 
Hansa felt that there, Sadashiv would be among 
the things he was familiar with, in the land of his 
birth. 

After reaching home, she prepares lunch, 
eats and then rests. "At around 7 p.m., I start 
preparations for dinner:' She is helped by her 
daughter, Asha, in preparing dinner. Asha looks 
after house work in the evenings after working as 
a cook during the day to support the family. Her 
children study in school. Hansa is proud of her 
grandchildren: Aarti in the sixth standard, Pooja 

I HAVE NEVER 
SEEN HER CRY OR 
LOSE FAITH. SHE 

HAS TREMENDOUS 
SELF-RESPECT AND 
IS ALWAYS SMILING "He wanted to die peacefully in the open, 

so we booked a van and took him there. I had 
informed everyone here that now I would come 
back only after performing his last rites. He could 

in the eighth, and Prasad in the fifth . Hansa can't 
say what her grand children will do in the future, 
but would like them to study so they get an "achcha naukm"i" (good 
job). 

Asha's brothers Malari and Ishwar too, help supplement their 
income. Malari, an 18 year old boy, does clerical work at a builder's 
site. 20 year old Ishwar works as a driver. "He works for a seth 
(boss) at Bandra, Carter Road as a driver and comes daily to drop 
the seth's daughter to Mithibai College." 

Life however has not always been so easy for this family. Asha 
lives with her mother because her husband Naunaat Taape turned 
out to be a drunkard and used to beat her. So, Hansa brought her 
home along with her three children and they live together. 

"I refuse to let my daughter be ill treated." If this was not enough, 
her son Ishwar suffered serious back injuries. He was attended to 
and now is absolutely fine. Hansa refused monetary help from her 
daily customers at Parle, saying, "Of what use will my gold be?" 
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not bear the crowds of Mumbai. It was as if he could not even 
vomit peacefully. By God's grace, we were able to spend some time 
together in Alandi. He died happily and peacefully. Why should I 
have wasted the money, when there was no hope for my husband? 
I thought it was better if it was used for someone who had better 
chances of getting cured." 

Sadashiv's loss is felt even today, but, she doesn't regret returning 
the cheque. "My husband too used to sell vegetables. After he died, 
it was very difficult for us to manage. However, my business saved 
me. All the orders by people in the areas were what kept us going. 
Actually, we all have survived in some way or another due to the 
streets." 

Hansa feels that this is life. ''Anything can happen anytime. What 
can we do? At the most, we can try and fix things the way we know 
best. One has to learn to smile, says the self made woman. 
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WORD ON THE STREET 
Amber Dias goes looking for the book on the street 

T
he streets of Mumbai are home to some of the oldest as 
well as the latest books around, irrespective of genre or 
language. Most of these are available for next to nothing, 
music to a book lover's ears. The books available on 
the streets range from being brand new, slightly shop

soiled to the second hand variety but they are still in good condition. 
Whatever be the case, they are definitely worth the prices you pay. 

"I love books," says 40-year-old Angela Monterio, a freelance 
graphic designer. ''When I was younger, you could even call them 
my life. There wasn't a moment when I wasn't living the part of one 
the characters in the latest book I was reading. Another quirky thing 
about me is that I always had to own the book, it had to be mine, 
but you see books were very expensive and when you're dependent on 
your parents for pocket money, well let's just say it's not a very good 
equation. That's why I loved buying books on the street, they were 
always so affordable and in as good a condition as a store would have 
kept them. There is this place near Flora Fountain where I found 
most of my favourites. 

"I remember this one time when I was around 15, one of my 
teachers had talked about a book called The Last YeaT by Louisa 
Marie Kale. The book was documentation, almost like a diary about 
the life of a woman battling cancer towards the end of her life. The 
summary hit me hard and I was determined to read the book but 
the problem was I couldn't find it anywhere. Then one day, I was 
browsing near Fountain, trying to cheer myself up after a terrible 
spat with one of my friends and there it was sandwiched between 
Shakespeare and Khushwant Singh, the very book I was looking for. 
That is one moment I will never forget and although I don't read as 
much as I used to, I still walk down to my favourite 'book store' just 
to take a look and see if there are any other jewels piled away at the 
street corner." 

The 'Book Market' at Flora Fountain is one of the city's hot spots 
for book lovers. Writers from Vikram Seth to William Shakespeare 
find themselves stacked up against each other with no lines drawn 
between them. Smoker's Corner, a shop in the stairwell of Botawala 
Building, also at Fort, is a good place to go if you are not particularly 
interested in the latest releases. Back issues of Rolling Stones' 
international editions can be found here for ten rupees. You can even 
get English and American classics like O'Henry, D.H Lawrence and 
Joseph Conrad, for almost nothing! They also stock contemporary 
authors like Michael Crichton, Maeve Binchy, James Michener and 
Isabel Allende along with a selection of children's books and fashion 
magazines. 

Other places in the suburbs that 
stock similar titles and more include 
Victoria Book Centre at Mahim, N 
Books at Bandra and City Book Centre 
at Andheri. Students looking for second 
hand textbooks, commuters looking 
for a little entertainment to distract 
themselves from their monotonous 
routines, tourists who have read about it 
in their guide books and chronic readers 
looking for a good bargain make up the 
clientele for these street side vendors. 

The pavement bookstore at Flora 
Fountain, which has been owned by the 
Amin family since 1970, is lucky to have 
had a hawker's licence, wherein most of 
Mumbai's pavement booksellers have 
become endangered species. 

In 2005, the city's municipal agency 
evicted more than 50 of the approximated 

75 pavement booksellers, stationed between Churchgate station and 
Marine Drive, carting away more than a dozen truckloads of books. 
Meanwhile, the nation's Supreme Court appointed a 'three person 
committee'to designate a new location for the booksellers. However, 
despite several scheduled decision dates, the booksellers are still in 
limbo without a permanent home. 

The conflict with the pavement booksellers is part of a larger 
debate about the rights of the city's street hawkers and has been going 
on for 20 years. "How can these booksellers occupy the pavement?" 
asks Johnny Joseph, Commissioner with the Brihanmumbai 
Municipal Corporation in an interview with Aili McConnon in 2006. 
"Churchgate is a main train station, and pedestrians have only one 
place to walk there. There are 15,000 licensed hawkers in Mumbai 
but about 1,00,000 operating over all." says he. 

Mohammad Bashir, an unauthorised bookseller from West 
Bengal, says he has to be ready to run at a moment's notice. If he gets 
caught, his books--get seized only to be returned after he pays up the 
'fine'. Ashok Phade, 50, a pavement book seller near Andheri station, 
says, "Business was good a few years ago as people preferred buying 
cheap books on the road, rather than going to expensive stores. Also, 
it was convenient as commuters passed by regularly." He has to keep 
moving and can rarely be found at the same place. 

Surprisingly, owners of traditional bookshops have mixed feelings 
towards the competition. "No one wants hawkers in their backyard," 
said one such owner who wished to remain anonymous, ''but let them 
earn their bread and butter. The more book-mindedness we can all 
encourage, the better it will be for the city's culture in the long-run." 

For many book lovers, the thought of losing their favourite 
pavement bookstalls is a painful. "Some people like to go shopping, 
others like to see movies. I like to come here to buy books." says 
Gunyan Pandya, a 21-year-old who used to buy school books from 
these pavement bookstalls and now gets the latest fiction. "I love 
reading," says Namita Pai, a 23-year-old Art student who takes a 
more visual approach to literature, "I can't always afford new books. 
So having books available at such cheap rates, though they are second 
hand ones, is wonderful. By getting rid of these stalls, the BMC is 
discouraging people who want to read." 

Author Rafique Baghdadi recalls a time about 20 to 30 years ago 
when books were freely available on the street. "Books used to come 
straight from the dock. Also people were selling entire collections in 
good condition, so you would get good deal and great books as well. 
Whether pavement bookstalls should remain or not is a difficult 

subject to comment on. Today there 
are many pirated books around. But 
books are expensive and people who 
cannot afford them look out for cheap 
alternatives, but in the case of pirated 
books, you miss out on a lot." 

Should pavement booksellers remain 
or should we clean up our streets? This 
debate is likely to carry on for years. 
For now they are out there just waiting 
to be read. Like Aadil, a tour guide 
writer says, "You can get the latest and 
the oldest books in good condition at 
down to earth prices. So just ask for 
what you want and though they may 
not be able to speak English well, they 
will understand exactly what you want, 
if you write it down for them. And they 
will tell you if it is available or not or 
if they can procure it for you at a later 
date. You just have to ask!" 
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OTHER END OF THE LEASH 
A photo-essay by Jessica Luis and Radhika Padmakumar Menon 

If, on a morning, you happen to walk 
down the stretch from Jaslok Hospital to 
Kemp's Corner, you might stumble upon the 
usual suspects-aspiring runners, cyclists, 
people rushing to work, the occasional Bus 
No 155. 

But another common Peddar Road 
sight is that of dozens of dogs out on their 
morning walk. It's a walking-dog show, the 
breeds are out for a breather. 

A beagle stops to take a leak on a car tyre, 
a Yorkie strains at its leash, ignoring its own 
tiny size as it spits a challenge at a bemused 
stray five times its size. 

Some of the dogs on Peddar Road have 
celebrity-status. One of them is Joey, a 
golden retriever whose luminous presence 
continues to haunt the street outside 'Under 
the Banyan Tree'. 

Sometimes, the person holding the leash 
is the owner of the dog, Most of the time 
however, it's a dog walker. 

Welcome to the world of the man on the 
other end of the leash 

Passers-by instinctively do a double take 
when they see N. Sandeep handling a dozen 
hyperactive dogs on a street full of traffic. 
Sandeep has been a professional dog walker 
and trainer for six years. He learnt the tricks 
of his trade from his brother Subhash who 
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trained the Labrador retrievers who work 
with the Maharashtra Police bomb disposal 
squad. He also used to compete at the 
national level in judo. 

"This helps me keep these fellows under 
control;' he says, with a matter-of-fact 
affection. 

The dogs have their individual foibles. 
One fears humans; another cats. One might 
think that the stray dogs of Peddar Road 
would be the problem. Not so, says Sandeep. 
"It's the other owned dogs who spark off 
fights." Surprisingly, the group never fights 
among itself. The pack mentality keeps 
things in order. 

San deep talks as he runs. He's comfortable 
with his twelve dogs. '~t one time, there 
were 22;' he says. 

He enjoys his work, he says. The dogs look 
forward to him, showing their excitement 
with yelps and yips. 

Owners have little place in his world but 
he accepts they are a part of the lives of his 
charges. "Hum unhe khelne Ie jaate ... au1· 
owner unhe khana khilata hai!" (We take 
them out to play and the owner fe~ds them.) 

People who work as house-helps also 
double up as dog walkers for the household 
pet when their owners leave for work. 

The pavement near Vivek Singh lane acts 

like a meeting ground for them ... and the 
dogs. People usually stop to click pictures 
of the four-legged creatures; students from 
Sophia College nearby come earlier than 
usual for lectures (!) so that they can play 
with the dogs, especially if they don't have 
their own pets at home. 

The dog walkers begin to get used to their 
animals. And the animals begin to get used 
to them. But it stretches beyond that as we 
found out, one misty morning. 

We asked a walker his name and he said 
that he was, "Poggy". 

That's the dog's name, we pointed out. 
"Hamami pehchaan hai," (that is our very 

identity) he says. 
So in the picture overleaf, we have 

Ralph the Husky, Tintin the Pug, Rusty the 
Labrador and Buzz the Beagle; also known 
as Sanjay Kumar Yadav, Anil MandaI, Ani! 
MandaI and Sujata Nalekar. 

One of the college kids points out to a guy 
walking two manicured golden retrievers, 
"Such nice dogs," she says with a tone that 
mixes approval and canine worship in equal 
measure. 

Yadav retorts without missing a beat, 
"Wah unka nahi hai ... woh bas unko 
ghumaata hai." (They are not his ... he only 
walks them.) 



1. Pug meets Husky 

2. Sujata Nalekar who works as house-help 
in Sterling Apartments, takes Buzz out four 
times a day. She takes leave only once a year 
because Buzz is used to having her around 
the house and pines when she's missing. 

3. N Sandeep with his identity. " Inki vajah se 
hi yahaan mujhe sab log pehchaante hai..." 
( It's because of the dogs that everyone knows 
me here.) 

4. Leo the Retriever, who still apparently 
remembers his old walker N Sandeep 

5. Joey the celebrity 

6. Sanjay Kumar Yadav " reprimands" Ralph 
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BROTHEL DIARIES 
would have to pay:' Kiran hesitates about 
giving me the exact amount, but you get an 
idea of what her budget is like when she says 
she has two children to feed and educate. 
"They are in a hostel in Lucknow. I have to 
make sure I save about one lakh rupees a 
year for their fees. The real cost is twice that 
but my husband puts in half the money:' 

"Room leneka, aur thokneka. " In other words, "Take a room 
and get to work". That was the advice Kiran. a Sex-worker 
from Mumbai's legendary Kamathipura district, received. 
Neeharika Kapre listens in. 

F
ive p.m.; the taxi driver drops you off at the turning of 
the lane. You see posters of a sleazy B-grade Bhojpuri 
film staring at you from the decrepit wall of something 
that resembles a building. A couple of women dot the 
streets; they stand in postures of invitation, as if by 

habit. This is not the best time for their work but they are still there, 
hoping. A few gullies further on, at the entrance of another decrepit 
building, some women are standing in a group. One of them emerges 
to greet you. "Kaisa hai, bachcha log? Aajjaldi free ho gaya kya?" 
(How are you, kids? You free early today?) 

She walks into the labyrinth of narrow by-lanes and climbs a 
rickety wooden ladder that serves as a staircase. "Mera toh aaj ke 
liye ho gaya. Do kaam ho gaye. Ab nahin bhi kiya toh chalega," 
(I'm done for the day; two jobs. Now even if I don't work, it doesn't 
matter.) She stretches her arms, even though this brings her hands in 
contact with the walls that surround her bed. A small mirror hangs 
on the wall and a zero-bulb casts a dim light around the 'room'. Her 
wardrobe is under the bed; the toilet is outside under the staircase. 

This is Kiran, who will only tell me her first name, and this is her 
kingdom, all 45 square feet of it. To get here, you must walk three 
floors of stairs that look like they are ready to crumble and then make 
your way across a delicate floor, a patchwork of hope and cement. 
This 25-year-old woman says she comes from Jabalpur, Madhya 
Pradesh. She came to Mumbai a couple of years ago to become a film 
star. "I was looking for work and running out of money. So I decided 
to do 'time-pass' and took up bar-dancing to make some money. I 
danced in Vasai for a while; she says. After a year or two, she says, 
she came in search of a better job to South Mumbai. "I had no one 
to guide me. I had no idea what I could do. I had no idea what job I 
was looking for. I also had no guide in the city to tell me and so I lost 
my way and ended up here;' she says. 

Over the many interactions I have had with Kiran, she added 
several details to her story. "I met a sex worker and asked her if I 
could get a job here. The lady answered, "Haan milega na, room 
leneka aUT thokneka." (Of course, you will. Take a room and get to 
work). Kiran says she did not understand. When she did, she ran 
back to her room in Virar. This was around a year ago. "I wept and 
wept and wept. The next morning, I woke up, went back to Bombay 
Central and took a room." 

This was easier than Kiran anticipated. "I met the owner of the 
building and he showed me this room and explained how much I 
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I look at Kiran. I feel a little lost. We have 
been meeting for weeks and this is the first 
time I have heard about a husband and 
children. Why did she leave him? Why did 
she put her children in a hostel? Why isn't she 
in Jabalpur? "How will I feed my children?" 
she asks rhetorically. "I am doing this for my 
children. Why else would I do this?" She does 
not know what her husband does; it's enough 
that he pays for the children's education. 

The other residents of the building, all sex 
workers, are not very happy about my visits 
to Kiran. "They are saying that I should not 
entertain you," Kiran says, one afternoon. 
"They say that your story might close us 
down. I told them that I had seen your college 
and that you are nice people." She isn't lying. 

Another day, another bizarre encounter 
with Kiran. "A1'1'e bachcha log," she says, 
referring to us as children although she 
is roughly the same age as I am. Perhaps 
this has something to do with her scorn 

for our 'innocence' as opposed to her 'experience'. "Aaj koi nahin 
dikhnewaala tumko." (Today, you're not going to see anyone.) We 
ask why. She smiles: "Aaj aayi thhi na, woh ladies police log ... baarah 
sau le gayi mujhse. HaT hafte thane lekaTjati hai ye ladies log aw' 
paisa leti hai humse." (Today, the lady police officers came. They 
took Rs 1,200 from me. Every week they round us up and take some 
money.) There is barely anyone around. Kiran peers down the road 
and says, "Aaj main unke saath baahw"}ane wali hoon, WTe husband 
nahin baba, mera boyfriend, Sutyan naam hai unka .. . bada khayal 
rakhte hai mera." (Today, I am going out with him, not my husband, 
my boyfriend. His name is Sutyan. He takes great care of me.) 

Sutyan, she says, has been with her since she started work in 
Kamathipura, and since then they have shared a unique relationship. 
"Pilia hua hai na .. . doctor ke paas jana hai mujhe." (I have jaundice, 
I have to go to the doctor) And Kiran walks off. Then she turns and 
comes back again, "Achcha bhoolna mat kal aapke college jaana 
hai. Bye!" (Okay, don't forget. I'm coming to your college tomorrow. 
Bye! ) I wonder whether I will ever know her. I think of a sentence I 
overheard Kiran say to Sutyan: "Main jab kuch banjaoongi na? Toh 
apna asli naam sab ke samne laoongi." (When I become something, 
I will present my real name to the world.) 

Kiran came to college, escorted by Sutyan. They had with 
them Takle, a baby boy male, with a bemused look. This was 
her camouflage for the outside world, I realized. Now she was 
part of a young family. Kiran, Sutyan and Takle sat in the Social 
Communications Media (SCM) Department and looked at old 
magazines. "I want to see what this is all about;' she says. A stream 
ofSCM-ites began to trickle in. Many of them had come with me to 
meet Kiran, fascinated by her world. They greeted each other, media 
students and sex worker, with a temporary and tenuous familiarity. 
Later, we went out for pani puri and chai. Kiran said she had to 
leave. "It's time for pooja," she said. All the sex workers, along with 
the owner, gather at a small temple, next to the building and every 
evening, there's a pooja. "Muslims, Hindus, whoever, whatever, we 
all go for pooja" says Kiran. And then work begins, around four pm, 
she says. and ends at midnight. 

On the train home, I see fake Prada and stilettoes. I see Kiran, sick 
with jaundice and dependent on the illusory love of a man who may 
or may not be her pimp. My head is full of unanswered questions 01 
almost miss my station. I alight and start the journey home. 

And I wonder: is there a road home for Kiran? 
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NEWNOAHS 

Kerala and so I decided to shift to Mahul;' 
he says. The trade does not run in the family. 
Mistree's father owned a ration shop. 

"But he was also a carpenter," says Ravi. 
"Perhaps that is where we developed our 
fascination with wood and what you could 
make out of it." 

Before arriving in the city, Mistree spent 
seven years in Goa and two to three months 
in Ratnagiri, learning his trade. "My first job 
was to paint the boats," he says. "This may 
sound easy but it is actually very tiring. And 
I was eager to get down to the real learning: 
to start building boats. But today I realise 
that it was important to start somewhere." 

Ravi came with his uncle Jitu to Mumbai. 
"I was happy learning my trade and I will 
be always grateful to the people of Goa and 
Ratnagiri who taught me so much. But a 
man has to live and earn. I was getting 60 
to 100 rupees per day and it went up to Rs. 

On the outskirts of a maritime city, boat-makers still ply their 
450 rupees. I was very happy. Then I got this 
job in Mahul on a contract basis. Now my 
monthly income is Rs. 20,000:' ancient trade. Tehmina Sabuwala and Aakanksha Bajpai 

He isn't sure that he wants to continue 
building boats. "I could make much more 
if I drove an auto;' he says wistfully. "I am 
thinking about changing my line." 

watch as a boat is built. 

I
n the Old Testament of the Bible, God is terribly specific. He 
instructs Noah to build an ark, to save his family from the 
flood with which He will destroy the earth. Although there are 
eight people in Noah's family, he must also accommodate a 
mating pair of every animal species. (Presumably, the aquatic 

species would look after themselves.) Thus, the ark was to be 300 
cubits in length, 50 cubits in breadth, and 30 cubits in height. 
Since, a cubit is a traditional measure oflength based on the human 
forearm. We estimate this to be around 18 inches. That means the 
Ark was 450 feet long, 175 feet broad and 45 feet high. 

The khalasis of Mahul and Uran may never have built a boat 
that long-forty feet is about as long as they go-but some of the 
techniques they use must stretch back to antiquity. 

"As far as family records go;' says Ramesh Panchal, a khalasi now 
based in Uran, "we have been building boats. Before, it was mostly 
repairing work of the boat and took only Rs 60, 000 to build a boat. 
Today, it takes 40 to 50 lakhs." 

Today, the whole family is a part of this profession; his father, 
Anant Panchal and his three brothers, Ravi, Deepak, and Madhu. 
You don't need a large team to build a boat; four men can do the 
job. The process begins when an order is 
received. This is where the nakwa comes in. 
The nakwa either wants a boat for his own 
work (fishing) or for trade, and will order it 
by giving his specifications to the khalasi. 
"The measurements are very complicated," 
says Panchal. "Besides, the length, breadth 
and height, the nakwa builds the phalli or 
the base of the boat; the rest of the work is 
done by us ." Two kinds of boats are built here: 
wood and fibre. Ravi Mistree, 29, who lives 
in Mahul, is a fibre boat-maker and works 
for Chetan Koli, who owns several trawlers. 
Mistree is originally from Mangalore. 

His three elder brothers, also khalasis, 
work in Kerala. Ravi has visited them. He 
says, "If you go to Kerala and see those 
huge trawlers, you will go crazy, they are 
worth crores. They are built for Arabs." So 
why didn't he stay and work on those 'crazy
making' boats? 

"I realised that there are many khalasis in 

If Ravi is a new entrant into the boat
building "line" as he calls it, 38-year-old Ramesh Panchal 's, entire 
family was in this profession. Besides building boats, Ramesh's 
grandfather was also involved in the spice trade while Anant Panchal, 
his father worked at Trombay and Mahul as a khalasi. And yet he 
says he never wanted to become a khalasi. When he failed in his 
tenth standard, he came to Bombay and worked as delivery boy for 
few months, he says, "I always wanted to do my own work, I worked 
as a delivery boy but it became slavery, there was no freedom." 
Once again, there's a Biblical resonance here; 'The Prodigal Son'. "I 
thought, 'We have our own business, why should I do this'?" Panchal 
says. He has been building boats for 22 years now. 

"The traditional way to begin building a boat is to apply turmeric 
to the sal wood, which is the base of the boat. Nakwas and their family 
members' palms are dipped into kumkum and they imprint them on 
the wood. The first nail is made of gold and hammered into the wood 
and all the khalasis are given some money. This is auspicious," says 
Panchal. The wood of the boat comes from warehouses in Ratnagiri 
and Delhi. Different types of wood like sagwan, sal, babul and the 
mysteriously-named junglee are required to make a boat, Ramesh 
says, "Sal is used to make the base and is the backbone of the boat; It 

is the most expensive type of wood. Junglee 
takes curves well; we singe it to make it 
strong and to give it a narrow shape. This 
wood is used for the dal, the body of the 
boat." Ramesh's daily wage is only Rs. 300. 
His wife, Jaywanti is a housewife, his two 
sons study in Uran. Panchal does not want 
his sons to continue the family business. He 
says, "I will give them freedom to become 
what they want. I hope they will get office 
jobs but not work as a khalasi because 
there is no security in this job." Although 
there are loans from the Government, work 
is tidal. It comes and it goes. 

We look at the boat in the work area. 
"It will take many more months," says 

Panchal. "Then it will be painted and two 
tugs and 25 men will be required to push 
the boat into the sea:' A final prayer and 
she will set sail, another boat to work the 
seas, to bear aloft the lives of men and their 
fortunes. 
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THE STREET OF EGG DEVIL CHOPS 
Auditi Dey coughs up some memories. 

I 
'm coughing as I speak to my father on the phone. Mumbai's 
polluted air has infected my throat again. 

"Buy a bottle of Dulal's Palm Candy;' says my father. "It 
will go away." This is not our Market One, Dad," I say with a 
sigh. Indeed, it isn't. 

Market One is far away in Delhi, my city, where I have spent 
most of my life. Situated in the heart of Chittaranjan Park, 
popularly known as CR Park, Market One is the most popular of 
the four local markets. The smell of raw fish, the hordes of Bengalis 

26 

lined up outside the roll shops, the sound of the steel khuntis 
hitting the kadhais .. .it's enough to make a displaced Bengali 

girl homesick. 
Market No.1 derives its name or rather, its number, 

by the chronological order in which 
the markets were built. It isn't 
just a place where you go to buy 
things. It's where you go for the 
latest community news. This is an 

adda and that's a word which can be 
a noun or a verb. It can either be the 

place where you have a chat or it can 
the chat itself; adda also implies an 

irresistible mix of conversation, tea and 
snacks. 

For many, that means Rabi Snacks 
Corner. Rabi Sen, 59, the owner says, 
"There's egg, chicken, double egg, 
double chicken, double egg chicken, 
mutton, paneer, kebab rolls.... you 
name it and it's there. Chicken rolls 
and egg devil chops sell like hot cakes, 
even though our speciality is the fish 
cutlet." 

Fish holds the community together. 
Fish defines its cuisine. Fish is a 
repository of secrets. "I have spent so 

much time at this market; that I have 
seen the vendors painting the fish with 

a brush dipped in alta," says Niloy Sen, 
63, an advertising professional, referring 

to the red liquid often used as a cosmetic by 
middle-class Bengali women. "This is to give 

an impression to the customer that the stock 
is really fresh. You see, essentially we Bengalis 

are nothing 
but fools, we fall 

easily into traps 
and consume the fish 

that is sold to us, happily 
basking in the pride that 

we have bought 'fresh fish'." So 
does he still buy here? Of course 
he does. For, one finds all the 
quintessential Bengali items 
here, be it hojmi goli (digestive 
pills) specially brought in from 
Kolkata or kashundi (refined 
Bengali mustard sauce). For 
Market One allows us to be 
Bengali in an another city, to 
seek home even while we enjoy 
the air of another city. 



• 

THE POLITICS OF CARTOONS 
Comic books reach audiences that other books can't. Amber Dias reviews two political 
biographies Gandhi, a manga biography by Kazuki Ebine. A Gardener in the Wasteland: 
Jotiba Phule's Fight for Liberty by Srividya Natarajan and Aparajita Ninan 

K
azuki Ebine's 'Gandhi, a 
manga biography' tells the 
story of "a true twentieth 
century hero". Ebine attempts 
to compile Gandhi's journey 

from a boy to the Mahatma he came to be 
known as within a few pages. As an overview 
of Gandhi's life, the book is a fairly decent 
read; however it is just that and no more. 
The story follows Gandhi from a shy young 
boy through his time in England and then 
working for equality in South Africa and 
finally the many years in India using non
violent resistance to battle the British Raj. 

It is stories told in snapshots, and were 
it not for the indications provided it would 
be difficult to judge the passage of time and 
the shift in space. The heightened pace of 
the story takes away some of the importance 
of several important events in Gandhi's 
life. The character of Gandhi himself is 
but a shallow representation of the man he 
portrayed. The story gives us the transition 
of the shy boy to a revered leader. However, 
the reader sees only one side of Gandhi. His 
early failings are ignored as are the internal 
struggles he faced which are quintessential 
to who he was and who he became. 

Ebine's version on Gandhi's tale is a 
creative way of presenting history to a young 
audience. Through limited phrases and 
Gandhi's facial expressions and reactions, 
he is able to convey much of what should be 
known about Gandhi to a novice, however 

it lacks the depth and character to appeal 
to a more well-read audience. Ebine's 
Gandhi does a good job of conveying basic 
information creatively; however it is also 
shallow, making it no more than a light read . 

In A Gm·dener in the Wasteland: Jotiba 
Phule's Fightfor Liberty, Srividya Natarajan 
and Aparajita Ninan take on Jotirao 
Govindrao Phule's Gulamgiri (1873), which 
traces the history of Brahmin domination in 
India. It is a witty attack on Brahminism and 
the slavery of the so called lower classes of 
India. Natarajan and Ninan take this a step 
further, while showcasing Phule's thoughts 
on discrimination in the past, they draw 

parallels to the present, saying that even 
though this revolutionary text dates back to 
another time, it is still relevant today as even 
though some things have changed most have 
not. 

The book is divided into four parts each 
commenting on a different aspect of slavery 
and the motives of the Brahmins. Like in 
Gulamgiri, the narrative flows through 
a dialogue between Phule and his friend 
Dhondiba. To this the co-creators added 
the voice of Savitribai Phule, Jotiba's wife 
and partner in his struggles although after 
the first section she is reduced to guest 
appearances at some level in line with 
comment made by the creators. Through 
the voice of the writer the book comments 
on how she is not as well-known as other 
historical heroines, like Rani Laxmibai and 
Sarojini Naidu, but does in fact belong on a 
similar pedestal, but was probably, " ... erased 
like other non-Brahman role models from 
history." 

The main narrative is framed by casual 
conversations between the co-creators 
who add a modern perspective to Phule's 
comments. The book travels seam1essly 
between the past and the present making 
observations and drawing parallels that 
force the reader to sit up and take a look 
at the world around herfhim. One of the 
most important parallels drawn is that 
between the slavery of the Sudras and the 
"Blacks" in America, stating that the issue 
of discrimination is a global one and not 
reserved to India. 

The book is a savage analysis of the 
behaviour of the Brahmans towards the 
Sudras and their possible motives. This 
ripping apart of Brahman ideologies, 
especially the hilarious explanation of the 
"truth" behind Hindu myths lends credit to 
Phule's imagination and thought. However 
Nataranjan and Ninan have presented these 
complex thoughts in a way that overcomes 
the limits of text and language as well as 
at some level space and time. Although, 
it is ironic that the representations of the 
Brahmans in this text are on par with the 
very Brahamnical descriptions of good and 
evil characters that are attacked. 

The book highlights that discrimination 
not just of caste but sex, race and class is 
still an issue perhaps at some level more 
so now that it was back then. It encourages 
the reader to try to be open to different 
perspectives even if it is about something 
they hold dear. It is full of complex ideas, 
however its creative graphics and simple 
language allow for an easy understanding a 
and in turn creates a greater impact. 
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READ, CHILD 0' MINE 
V.Varsha explores the new avatar of 'The Maharashtra Mitra 
MandaI Library', now known as 'Mcubed' 

T
urning into the Bandra Gym 
lane off frantic Turner Road, 
one is immediately in sylvan 
quiet Bandra-the Bandra that 
seems to be dying out. Walking 

past Bandra Gym, one finally reaches the 
destination-Maharashtra Mitra MandaI 
Library, better known as Mcubed Library. 

Dreading the idea of a cramped library 
in a relatively new apartment building, one 
is blown away. The entrance is wide, like a 
school entrance. Being in the quieter part 
of Bandra and also in keeping with library 
traditions, the place is quiet. 

The experience begins with the words of 
Rabindranath Tagore, ''Where the mind is 
without fear and the head is held high ... " up 
on a wall. The next thing that catches your 
attention is a sign requesting cell phones 
to be on silent mode and footwear to be set 
to the side-feels like one is entering a place 
of worship, a temple to knowledge! High 
ceilings, stone floors and the friendliest 
person behind the computer greet one. 
'Simply Medha', as she likes to be called, is 
the motor that keeps this novel yet old idea 
of a circulating library. 

A couple of decades back, circulating 
libraries were in every nook of every part of 
this city. Then with the advent of satellite 
television, easier access to computers and the 
general decline in reading interest sounded 
the death knell to these kiosk-prophets of 
the written word. 'Simply Medha' narrates 
the eight year history of this library, from its 
dusty and dowdy origins to its spanking re
birth a couple of months back, thanks to the 
'Three Wise Women' of the written word, at 
least in this context. Vibha Kamath, Vaishali 
Shinde and Sonal Bimal have brought to 
life their vision of a circulating library. And 
thus, Maharashtra Mitra Mandal became 
Mcubed. 
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As Vibha's letter to the children using 
this library vividly details, her nephew and 
our envy of the public library system in the 
United States had inspired her to try and 
create this access to the world of books. 
"Which is why we set up this library where 
children will come to be in the company 
of books, to get to know them and grow to 
love them", says Vibha. The old dusty library 
existed, like all such institutions have in our 
city, coated with dust on periodicals that 
were never glanced at, much less leafed 
through, as 'Simply Medha' describes so 
eloquently. Mcubed, on the other hand, is 
bright and roomy and welcoming. 

Vibha remarks, "We approached a local 
organization to allow us to run the library 
in the space that they have. They were 
eager too. However, in order to make this 
come about, we needed help. It came in the 
form of books, racks, a computer, a printer, 
mattresses, funds to purchase furniture, and 
an honorarium for the few volunteers who 
would be staffing the library, and we were 
overwhelmed by the whole hearted support 
that came from friends and relatives and 
more so from complete strangers:' 

The Dewey Decimal System being 
incorporated into the inventory management 
is critical to sustain a high volume of 
publications. The age-groups are clearly 
marked so that children and young adults 
will have no difficulty in finding material that 
interests them. The library, in two months, 
already has over 300 young members. They 
also have over a score of members they refer 
to as 'comets'; those young and eager minds 
that do not have the wherewithal to buy 
books and even library membership places 
hardship upon their parents. These comets 
have free membership, allowing them an 
opportunity they would not have otherwise. 

The concern, that such a spacious library 

will attract attention and the covetous gaze 
that usually follows, is allayed by Medha's 
declamation that they have a thirty year 
lease-such a comfort for book lovers. 

Simply Medha is kept very busy by the 
plans to increase membership through 
various drives and school-based activities. 
Aside from these out-reach efforts, the 
volunle of charitable contributions that need 
to be sifted, sorted, organized, re-donated 
and labeled keeps the cheerful staff at the 
library fully occupied. 

Usually, the sight of the ugly blue plastic 
carry bags are enough to make one bemoan 
the fate of our planet, yet this is one time 
when one appreciates their presence. Medha 
reveals that all book donations are carried in 
these bags. According to Mcubed, it's a daily 
procession. There is much to be thankful 
for in this. The spirit of sharing, the spirit 
of donation in Mumbai is to be acclaimed. 
If not for these worthies, the same books 
would end up either on the streets of King's 
Circle or in recycling. "I get so many calls on 
a daily basis from people enquiring about 
donations. It's highly motivating that so 
many people are willing to contribute. So 
much so that I have a huge stack of books to 
take into the inventory - around 1000 books 
waiting to hit the racks, but I hardly find 
time through the day to finish it. I am being 
forced to even refuse people for donations 
at the moment because I don't want these 
books piling dust in the library:' 

One stunning aspect was the sheer 
volume of Amar Chitra Katha comic books 
on the shelves of Mcubed. These books are 
excellent pictorial narrations about the 
culture, history and mythology ofIndia. The 
sheer number oflives they have touched and 
affected in the past need not be seen with 
diffused light anymore. The huge collection 
of reference books and encyclopedia-set is 
stunning to see. 

Enthusiastic children throng these racks 
for their homework and projects. Urvashi 
Patkar, a mother of two, lover of books was 
thrilled to bits when she first came here. She 
says, "The love of knowledge comes from 
good reading habits and it is inculcated 
in children in the home environment and 
places like this. I bring my children here velY 
often. Right now, my elder boy is making a 
science project and he has been asking me 
through the week to drive him to Mcubed. 
For me it's a source of great satisfaction to 
watch my children's comfort with books 
now, especially when I look around and see 
children glued to computer screens. I can 
already see their analytical approach when 
I sit down with them for their project-work 
and homework." 

Children and young adults of the present 
have access to this wonderful publication at 
Mcubed and it's a thought we can cherish. 

The other suburbs of Mumbai have one 
more reason to be jealous of Bandra. 
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FOR SALE - FREEDOM 
Mrudula Andhare wanders through India's first LGBTI store 

A 
zaad Bazaar is the first 
Les b ian - Gay- Bi sexual
Transgender Pride store in 
Mumbai, which gave the 
queer community a platform 

to celebrate its sexuality. With products 
ranging from key-chains, earrings, T-shirts 
and bags to books and posters, those with 
an alternate sexuality can "feel free" to 
announce themselves. And since Az Baz 
(as it is popularly known) stocks some 
real quirky merchandise which has found 
acceptance with the straight community as 
well, it wouldn't be an exaggeration to say Az 
Baz has played a significant role in bridging 
the gap. 

Simran, a founder-partner of Az Baz says, 
''Almost half our customers are not part of 
the queer community and everyone still 
finds something or the other that they like, 
every time they walk in." Az Baz was started 
way back in 2007, much before the big buzz 
surrounding Section 377 of the Indian Pena; 
Code began. When the Delhi High Court 
verdict came out, Az Baz was a part of the 
celebrations. 

''We do not have any product that is 
overtly suggestive" says Simran, "we do not 
sell sex. In fact there is a shop down the 
street that is 'straight', and had a t-shirt on 
display with 'I love Pussy' and a picture of a 
cat on it. We try to pass on messages subtly 
through our products." Simran also says that 
the products sold by them are symbolic of 
support for the queer community the world 
over. According to the duo, many people 
who enter the queer community are puzzled 
and lost. The rainbow flag is the identity of 
the queer community, so when a girl with a 
new-found lesbian identity sees another girl 
sitting at a cafe with a rainbow wristband 
or T-shirt, she knows she can approach the 
person without being rudely rebuffed, to say 
the least. 

Az Baz started off with trinkets and 
knickknacks designed by Sabina, (an SCM 

alumna), which she sold at queer events and 
parties. The line of T-shirts was initiated 
during the Calcutta Queer Pride march 
where the Jailbird line of T-shirts was first 
born. The Queer march gave an impetus to 
Jailbird and soon Az Baz was opened. The 
shop in Bandra was just another face of 
this pride store; Az Baz lives on-line www. 
(azaadbazaar.com). The fact that this place 
is now shutting shop in Bandra is just the 
end of a chapter, not the whole story. Az Baz 
will set up a stall in the Saturday night flea 
market in Goa where they will also feature 
Simran in a whole new hair-stylist avatar. 

But, more than mourning the loss of a 
queer shop in the heart of Mumbai, friends, 
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customers and well-wishers will mourn the 
loss of a hang out. For, more than being an 
all-encompassing treasure trove of goodies, 
Az Baz is a place where people talk, laugh, 
cry and discover the person hidden within. 
Az Baz has been a hot destination for people 
of all kinds. "You can walk in for instant 
counseling and therapy;' says Simran. If 
the problem is limited to lending an ear 
or a shoulder Az Baz always has its doors 
open. But when anyone needs a deeper 
level of counseling, they recommend 
certain institutions who are their "friends". 
These institutions include many NGOs 
or help-lines that Az Baz has un-official 
ties with and one can find the names of 
these on their website. Vikram Doctor, Gay 
Bombay activist, says, "It's a real loss for 
the community, because Azaad Bazaar had 
become a community centre, especially for 
young gays and lesbians". 

Az Baz had the vibes that one would find 
in their group of friends, at their best friends' 
place, in their own bedroom (locked from the 
prying concerned eyes of parents) or even 
in the embrace of a partner. The ambience 
of the place was so unchallenging that any 
person could walk in and be themselves. 
Many young queer people came here at 
a stage in life when they were confused or 
scared and many of them decided to come 
out of the closet after visiting Az Baz. Many 
of them brought their parents, siblings and 
friends to break the news or introduce the 
queer world to their loved ones. 

The party held on November 1, 2011 saw 
many of the shop's stakeholders coming 
together to celebrate and to remember. 
A middle-aged woman from the queer 
community said, ''Around 10-15 years ago, 
one never saw so many lesbians coming 
out into the open. We never had so many 
parties. In fact I just discovered that Banana 
Bar has lesbian nights periodically. That's 
just amazing." She had not heard of Azaad 
Bazaar. She was thrilled to find out, and a 
little dejected when she was told that this 
party was a farewell . 

Simran and Sabina had pointed out 
that previously one would see .more males 
coming out than women. Az Baz allowed 
women a space they could call their own 
and that helped.The large-scale gatherings 
initiated by Az Baz helped change things 
and bring gay men and women together. 
The crowd at Banana Bar was an illustration 
of this integration. Men and women 
chatted, partied and drank into the night 
to the success of their friend confidante and 
neighbourhood shop-Azaad Bazaar. 
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OTHER PEOPLE'S MEMORIES 
Mumbai's street photographers are a hardy bunch, says Nidhi Rai. They have faced several 
technological challenges but they continue to carve out small chunks of the city for their 
clients to take home with them. 

B
oth tourists and terrorists 
know that there are many 
streets in this city, but only a 
few can define their nature. 
When both come to town, 

they know they must choose with care. 
And both know that the obvious choice 
is Apollo Bunder, the street that runs by 
the sea and links the Gateway of India to 
the Taj Mahal Hotel; that is the definitive 
Mumbai moment. It must be captured. For 
the terrorists, who arrived on a boat and 
sprayed the city with blood, it was a nine
day wonder; for the tourists, it's about taking 
home a memory. 

Fortunately, the area is full of street 
photographers who know all the angles. 
Whether you want to be posed against the 
Taj, whether you want to cosy up to your 
spouse or hug your buddy, these are the 
right people to go to. There are about 150 
street-photographers working from S.OOam 
to 1l.00pm. I use the word 'about', for they 
are not registered and getting an exact count 
is a challenge. 

"We capture memories for people; we 
save their smiles on paper so that they can 
cherish them all their lives" says Vir Bahadur 
Prajapati, 37 years old. He came to Mumbai 
in 1997 from Deoria Zila, a small district in 
Uttar Pradesh. He shifted to the Kalbadevi 
area of Mumbai with his family to become a 
professional photographer. "I always wanted 
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to be a photographer, I came to Mumbai to 
pursue my dream," says Vir. He is treated as 
one of the seniors and new entrants look up 
to him for guidance. "Now everything has 
changed, it is no more an art to take pictures. 
Now anyone can become a photographer, 
you just need a camera and a printer" he 
says. Technology has adversely affected this 
profession. "When I started, I used to click 
pictures on a film camera, the Kodak KB 
10. Then, I used Polaroids because people 
were very excited about getting their photos 
immediately. I did not approve of that 
because we know that Polaroids do not last; 
the colours fade as quickly as seven days," 
says Vir. "But we bow to public taste; it is 
what they want." 

"Another drawback of new technology 
is that people can select which picture 
they want to develop. So they will click 10 
pictures and develop only two whereas in the 
old days, they had to pay for all the clicked 
pictures and the postage, as we used to send 
it to them by courier. So the margin was 
pretty decent and was enough to survive in 
this city," says Lalan Prasad, 4S, elder brother 
of Vir. He was in the kulfi business before 
becoming a photographer. "This profession 
is hassle free as you don't need anybody's 
permission, but for selling kulfi I needed 
the permission of the Brighanmumbai 
Municipal Corporation," says Prasad. 

This however can also cause some 
heart-ache to the older generation, who 
see themselves as professionals. "Someone 
who used to sell balloons before is now a 
photographer," says D. Pandey, 46, with the 
faintest hint of a sneer. He is from Faizabad, 
a small city in Uttar Pradesh, and has been 
part of this profession for the past 16 years. 
"When I joined the profession, we used to 
send pictures by courier to the clients at 
their local addresses. You were supposed 
to be educated because you have to write 
addresses, stick tickets and do some paper 
work at the post office:' says Pandey. "Now 
anyone can do anything they want." 

The entry of the new portable Epson 
printer has made life difficult. A 100-page 
stack of plain printing paper costs Rs. 
ISO, the machine costs Rs. 12,500 and the 
camera costs between Rs. 25,000 and Rs. 
35,000. So if you have Rs. 50,000 to spend, 
you can become a street photographer any 
given day. "We sell a picture for Rs. 30 to 
Rs. 50, depending on the bargaining power 
of the client. So you earn Rs. 250 to 300, 
after expenses. There are days when earn 
nothing." says Pandey. 

Each change in technology brings its own 
challenges. At first, it seemed that cheaper 
cameras might spell doom for the street 
cameramen. What need for them, when 
everyone was carrying their own version 
of the HotShot camera, which you could 
just point and shoot? But they survived 
that and even used Polaroid technology to 
their benefit. Now convergence has made 
it possible for almost everyone to shoot. 
"Everybody has a camera, at least a mobile 
phone which has a camera. It's difficult to 
survive," says Vir. 

Then another couple wanders into the 
area and he's off, armed with an album of 
other people's memories. 
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WHAT THE STREETS LOOK 
LIKE FROM A WHEELCHAIR 
Malini Chib has cerebral palsy; that makes her reluctant to 
brave the stares and slights of Mumbai's streets. Triparna 
Rout and Radhika Dave meet the author of One Little Finger. 

T
he light from the lamp reflects 
on her face as she sips tea and 
communicates via an electronic 
device. Every effort to talk is 
Herculean, as she tries to make 

herself as clear as possible. Malini Chib, 
who holds double masters degrees, focussed 
completely on the light writer, which eases 
the process of communication, as it reads 
aloud, "I love the electric wheelchair. It feels 
like I'm flying." 

Chib was born with cerebral palsy, a 
neurological condition which affects the 
normal functioning of the body, making 
speech and body movement very difficult. 
Her thin frame is misleading and stores 
bundles of energy and 
enthusiasm. She greets 
everyone with a warm hello 
and sits down on the sofa in 
her living room, at Colaba in 
South Mumbai. 

The original idea behind 
this article was to take her 
on to the streets, to get her 
perspective of the streets, 
to find out what the streets 
in Mumbai mean to her. 
However, she was very 
uncomfortable with the idea, 
as "people always stare" and 
thus it was dropped. 

"Once when I was on the 
street, people pushed my 
wheel chair," she remembers. 
That's how people with 
disabilities are treated and 
so Malini no longer sees the 
streets of Mumbai as friendly 
places. But her face lights up 
when she talks about her Navy 
Nagar; "I like going to Navy 
Nagar because of the greenery. 
I just love nature," she says. 

She reminisces about her days at Berkeley, 
California where she talks of the large 
campus. "I can use my electric wheelchair 
abroad, because the roads are suited for 
people like us. I love going to London and 
Paris. These are my favourite places. For the 
first time I could move with ease anywhere I 
liked. Who cared if I could not walk? With 
an electric wheelchair, I could run. I was not 
dependant on anyone. This is not possible 
here." 

Why isn't it possible here? Isn't this a 
question we should be asking ourselves? 
Why can't the able-bodied accept people who 
are different? Why can't they be accepted as 
they are? Why can't we care enough about 

our streets to make sure they're wheelchair
friendly? 

Malini may be housebound by choice but 
her spirit is still strong. These hurdles don't 
dampen her self-confidence but strengthen 
it further. But it has not been easy. Twelve 
years ago she went to Amarsons at Breach 
Candy, a well-known department store. 
They refused to let her in because, they 
said, her wheelchair would block the aisles. 
Anyone else might have just taken her 
business elsewhere. Malini didn't. The next 
day, Malini was outside with 50 women on 
wheelchairs in protest, making a point about 
the difference in treatment of differently
abled people. The media came too and the 

store capitulated. 
Malini is the founder and co-chairperson 

of a programme called ADAPT (Able 
Disabled All People Together) Rights group. 
ADAPT aims at raising awareness about 
differently-abled adults. The programme 
has been quite successful. 

She was also the Senior Events Manager 
at Oxford Bookstore, near Churchgate. "I 
had to quit Oxford because there were no 
bathrooms which cater our requirements;' 
she said. 

Whether inside a bookshop or outside 
it, the world looks different to the disabled. 
Malini Chib wants an equal playing field. Is 
that so difficult? 

SINFUL GOODIES: 
Chocolaty chocolates 
Nutty chocolates 
Exotic chocolates 
Cupcakes 
Cakes 
Cake pops 
Cookies 
Mousse cake 
We also take bulk orders 
for birthday parties, gift
ing, baby showers etc. For 
all the latest dessert and 
chocolate options 
Contact Aayushi on : 
9819231797 
Or email us at 
choxroxmumbai@gmail.com 



'HOSHIYAAR 
SAB HOSHIVMR' 
The street play: an art form that is endangered with the 
advent of commercialisation. Aakanksha Bajpai and 
Tehmina Sabuwala take a tour around the city to unravel the 
current scenario 

I
n India, 'nukkad natak' has almost 
always been used to bring out the 
spirit of revolution, even as far back 
as the pre-Independence era. It seeks 
to hold up a mirror to society, while 

acting as a catalyst for social change. 
Manjul Bharadwaj is the founder of 

Experimental Theatre, a drama troupe 
based in Mumbai. He says that the wave of 
street plays started during the 1982 strike 
by Mumbai mill workers. This strike, called 
by Dr. Datta Samant, has now outlived him. 
According to him, at that time, the Indian 
People's Theatre Association (IPTA) played 
a great role in spreading the wave of theatre 
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across the country. "Street plays are the voice 
of those who are unheard; when nobody 
listens to you, you come to the streets." says 
Bharadwaj. 

However, with changing times, even 
the meaning of street plays is changing, 
especially in Mumbai. The city's being the 
hub of Bollywood has given a new definition 
to the art of street plays and theatre. Rather 
than using street plays as a medium to bring 
about change and invoke people to take 
action against injustice, people now use it 
as a way of bringing their acting skills to the 
fore, letting go of the motive of bringing a 
change in society. 

Manjul's most popular street play was 
Mera Bachpan. It is 16 pages long and is 
about child labour. He has done this 12,000 
times across India and believes that it has 
succeeded in freeing many child laborers. 

According to Manjeet Singh Tiger, actor 
and scriptwriter, "Nowadays, the real street 
plays which talk about awareness in the 
society are generally performed by the 
college or school-going generation, mainly 
because of two reasons-the first being the 
fact that they are young and loud enough for 
street plays and the second being that the 
scope of street plays has now been restricted 
to competitions and festivals which are 
generally held in these colleges and schools:' 
Tackling subjects like dowry, AIDS, domestic 
violence, female foeticide etc. 

Shirin Anand Dubey, actor and founder 
member of AUM, a theatrical troupe based 
in Mumbai, says, "Street plays mainly 
happen on Bandra-Linking road, near 
Prithvi theatre, at Andheri Station and at 
Marine Lines. The basic reason behind 
choosing these locations is the fact that the 
public in these areas is 'posh' and intellectual. 
However in slum areas, street plays are 
performed mainly during the time when 
elections take place. The new trend of street 
plays is directed towards promoting some 
political parties and creating awareness 
about them amongst the people who are 
not considered intellectual and posh." 
"With the development of television and 
new media technologies, the reach of street 
plays has been restricted. However, people 
still like the live performances and we still 
get good responses whenever a street play 
takes place, but they happen very rarely and 
are generally not covered by media. With 
the new Flash Mob trend, the genre of street 
plays is on the verge of dying;' says Manjeet 
Singh Tiger. 

Mumbai is a big city and has been 
considered the hub of Bollywood and 
acting for a long time. Cinema halls are in 
abundance all around the city. But when it 
comes to street plays it looks like the need to 
have them and the art itself are on the verge 
of dying in cities. In rural India, however, 
street plays and theatre are still considered 
to be a part of entertainment as well as 
information. 

In fact, street plays are a powerful social 
tool in rural India and deal with social issues 
whereas in Urban India the street plays are 
generally concerned about issues that are 
current issues like corruption. Urban Street 
plays never step into the village and vice
versa. And that's a pity. 
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HOWTHENEWS 
GETSMADE 
Atrayee Roy Choudhury and Radhika Dave review Andrew 
Rossi's brilliant documentary, Page One 

FROM THE PEOPLE WHO 
AN INCONVENIENT 

WAITING FOR AlSUPERMAN' AND 
FOOD, INC. 

"POTENT AND PROVOCATIVE ... 
A VITAL, INDISPENSABLE 

HELL-RAISER." 
- ROLUNG STONE 

"ONE GOTTA-SEE DOC" 
- ENTERTAINMENT WEEKLY 

PAGE ONE 
INSIDE THE NEW YORK TIMES 

THIS YEAR, THE BIGGEST STORY 
IS THEIR OWN. 

2 
6 April 2003. Jayson Blair, 
reputed reporter of The New YOTk 
Times, is accused of plagiarism 
and fabrication of news. In Page 
One, a brilliant documentary 

which looks atthe way traditional print media 
has been forced to confront the challenges of 
new media, one of the reporters, David Carr 
offers a magnificent image of the damage 
Blair did to the credibility of his employers. 
He suggests that Blair tied a rope around his 

necK ana attacnecf the other end to the feet 
of The New YOTk Times. When he went over 
the cliff, he took the paper with it. 

Director Andrew Rossi's Page One 

therefore looks at two phases in the life 
cycle of The New Y01'k Times. The Blair case, 
coupled with further revelations aboutJudith 
Miller, another reporter who was accused 
of false reporting, brought its credibility 
into question. It couldn't have happened 
at a worse time. Already new media were 
responding faster and news was breaking 
over blogs, Youtube, and the Internet. 
Increased connectivity and satellite uplinks 
make it possible to shoot and scoot. The 
downtime between an event happening and 
it being reported was once nearly a day; now 
it has been reduced to minutes. Consuming 
it are millions of 'netizens', all eager for the 

latest talking point. 
According to Page One, the newspaper 

responded to the challenge by falling back 
on its core strength: hard-core reporting. In 
one of the many great scenes of the movie, 
they show us how tough it is to get your facts 
right. At one point in time, it seemed that 
George Bush had recalled the troops from 
Iraq. The news channels, always eager to 
break stories, had already started running 
with news. Call after call is made from the 
newsroom. At one point, they even call the 
White House. Finally, they get at the real 
story: troops are to be recalled but only at 
the end of the month. This saves the paper 
considerable embarrassment as the news 
channels backpedal to erase the damage. 

That's the challenge the world faces 
in the way it receives information today. 
If you're on Twitter, you might receive 
hundreds of tweets a day. Most ofthese are 
inconsequential. People tweet about their 
omelette sandwich and their babies' names. 
But some of them purport to be news. This 
represents a real problem because one does 
not know who the source is and whether the 
person speaks out of personal elrperience, 
or hearsay, or is simply re-tweeting what he 
has received. One of the reporters in the film 
says as much. News cannot be brought into 
the public domain simply by tweets. There 
has to be, he says, a reporter who goes and 
verifies what has happened and then reports. 

Though the movie is located in the 
newsroom of the Times, this is a story 
that could happen anywhere. Almost all 
newspapers are facing the same problems: 
newsprint is expensive, revenues are falling 
and customer loyalty in short supply. This 
means that there's less money. Reporters are 
quitting or being laid off. 

Another common problem is the 
clash of interests between the owners 
and the journalists. The profit motive is 
not something that matters much in the 
newsroom. There, the values are about 
speed, reliability and credibility. Up in the 
boardrooms, the owners have different ideas. 
And there is a chilling lack of embarrassment 
in the way one of the owners suggests that 
his newspaper should have a porn section. 

Then there's the problem of how the 
Internet has reshaped people's willingness 
to pay for news. When the NYT was setting 
up its website, it hoped to earn from the 
clicks. But readers said they would not pay. 
Wikileaks added to the damage. It was now 
clear that you didn't even need to go to the 
newspapers with a scoop. A website could 
hand it all out, free. Julian Assange, the 
architect ofWikileaks, is asked ifhe does not 
care about what he has done to journalism. 
Assange is clear: journalism is a tool, justice 
is the goal; and he is an activist first. 

This is obviously a film that every media 
student should view. However, it is also a 
film that every person interested in knowing 
how the news is shaped should see. If you 
have ever wondered how some event makes 
it to page 1 or another doesn't, this is the film 
for you. 
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THECITYOF 
FLYING MONEY 
'Bombay mein paisa udta hai, pakadnewala chahiye' said a 
tea-stall owner to Auditi Dey when she set out to explore 
how migration has altered the demographics of the city of 
Mumbai. 

'THIS CITY IS OVER-POPULATED.' I 
thought when I got off the train at Borivali 
station a few months ago. I was thrust 
straight into the midst of a crowd. It seemed 
like an hour though it was only five minutes 
but as I made my way out of the station, 
it seemed like I was fighting for the right 
to breathe. Each step forward needed 
negotiation, and often, crablike, I was 
moving sideways, avoiding a man's questing 
hand, sidestepping a woman's jabbing 
elbow, paying attention to the uneven floor, 
watching out for water smelling of fish 
dripping from a bucket held above. There 
was an aggression in the air that I had never 
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faced before. From the foot over-bridge, I 
looked down at the tracks and my attention 
went straight to the crowds on both sides. 
They were a swarm of bees, they were a hive 
of ants. One more and something would 
collapse. Two more and it would be a riot. 
I understood the meaning of the word 
claustrophobia. 

The papers were full of migrants-and of 
course, I knew I was one too. Despite this, 
looking at the increasing property prices, the 
high cost ofliving, the cost of traveling, I felt 
that the claims some political parties were 
making might be justified. 

I took my own time to adjust to this city. 

I took time to acclimatise myself to the pace 
of Mumbai. I learnt how to cross the roads, 
to drop off a bus at a signal. Because that is 
how the city works. You have to be on your 
toes. Says Mubarak Ali, 52, taxi driver, 
"Bombay shehaT hi aisa hai, agaT mehnat 
kamewala ho to yahaan pe bhooka nahi Teh 
sakta! (Bombay is like that, if one is willing 
to work hard, there is no chance of going 
hungry.) Mubarak Ali is from Allahabad, 
Uttar Pradesh. 

Ali Khan, 25, a tea-stall owner, born and 
brought up in Mumbai, states that his father 
had moved to the city in the year 1971. After 
having worked for four years at a hotel, his 
father set up a tea stall which now caters to 
many students of Sophia College. Why did 
his father move to the city? "Bombay mein 
paisa udta hai, pakadne wala chahiye," says 
Ali. (In Mumbai, money stares you in the 
face; you just need to open your eyes to it). 
Ali hails from Tirupati, Andhra Pradesh. 

Anok Rajabanshi, 27, Civil Labour 
Contractor, Veldon Coats, Tardeo says, 
"IdhaT aadmi kaam mein zyada dhyaan 
deta hai. Time pass kam kaTta hai. HaT 
koi aage badne ka soch Taha hai. Koi 
peeche Tehne ka nai soch Taha hai. Isiliye, 
bhaagdaud zyada hai." (Here, everyone is 
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"IT IS THE YOUNGER GENERATIONS THAT WILL SLOWLY 
LOSE THEIR LANGUAGE. THAT'S A PITY, BUT IT HAPPENS. 
YET, CONSIDER THIS-WHAT I THINK IS ONE OF THE MOST 

BEAUTIFUL THINGS ABOUT MUMBAI; EVERY MORNING 
DURING RUSH HOUR, YOU CAN HEAR OVER 16 INDIAN 

LANGUAGES SPOKEN ON THE LOCAL TRAINS." 

focussed on their work. They don't do time 
pass. Everyone's thinking of how to surge 
ahead in life. No one's thinking about being 
left behind. That's why everyone is always on 
the run.) Anok hails from Qutabpur, West 
Bengal. 

Kamaluddin, 42, who has been driving a 
taxi since 1988 said, "Jahaan khaTchajyasti, 
wahan aamdani jyasti, jahaan khaTcha 
kam, wahaan aamdani kam!" (Where the 
cost of living is more, income is more and 
where the cost of living is less, income is 
less). Kamaluddin was trying to explain 
why he shifted to Mumbai, a city where he 
earns approximately Rs. 20,000 a month as 
compared to Rs. 5,000 that he used to earn 
in his village. 

Mumbai brings together a variety 
of languages and cultures as a result of 
hundreds migrating to the city. Says P. 
Sainath, Rural Affairs Editor, The Hindu, 
"Migrants to Mumbai are from both, outside 
Maharashtra and from within Maharashtra. 
Many years, the inflow from within 
Maharashtra could well have been greater:' 

I had always assumed that all taxi drivers 
and people from the lower sections were 
not from Maharashtra. One of my friends 
from Uttar Pradesh always asks the taxi 

drivers where they hail from. 'UP: is the 
usual answer. She herself is from the city of 
Varanasi, and whenever they say UP., she 
ends up chatting with them in Bhojpuri and 
I see a smile on her face, on having found 
someone who can speak her language, in a 
city where if you don't know Marathi, you're 
lost. I was under the assumption that the 
'Marathi Manoos' (Maharashtrian person) 
was happy with the state of affairs, as his stay 
in the city would not be questioned. 

But I came across a taxi driver, Goraksh 
Garje, 32, who hails from Ahmednagar, 
Maharashtra. Says he, "Jo tum log Mamthi 
Mamthi kaT mhe ho, bhaiya logon ko bhaga 
mhe ho, theek hai, lekin tum log Mamthi 
logon ko liye kitna km· mhe ho?" (You keep 
shouting slogans for 'Marathi Marathi', 
ousting out the Biharis. That's fine. But 
what have you done for the Marathis?) He 
claims that the leading political parties have 
not done anything for people like him, from 
within Maharashtra. "Sabse zyada India 
mein jo tax baithta hain, Silj MahaTasthm 
mein baiththa hai. kaunsi bhi cheez pe ho." 
(The highesHax rate in India is levied in the 
state ofMaharashtra, on anything.) 

After collating the general viewpoint of the 
low-end migrants vis-a.-vis the taxi drivers, 
tea vendors, sweepers and more, I went to 
the Shiv Sena Party branch at Mahalaxmi, 
Mumbai. I was sceptical about asking them 
to answer my questions. When I went up to 
the candidate for an interview, he declined 
politely yet with a subtle aggression that he 
will not answer any questions. He clearly 
stated that it was a party policy, to not give 
any statements prior to the elections (due 
from 16th Feb 2012) as it may jeopardise 
the chances of the candidate winning the 
elections. However, he guided me to an Ex
Shakha Pramukh (Ex-Branch Manager) for 
Ward No. 212, Lahoo Ramakant Laad, who 
answered my questions. 

Laad said that a system should be started 
wherein migrants to the city are asked to 
give details of their intended duration of stay 
and details and leave at the stipulated time, 
a work visa really. These migrants should 
pay more taxes than resident Mumbaikars. 
"What is sad is that one works in this city 
and sends the money back to his home-town. 
Where is Mumbai benefitting?" he asks. 

The lower end of the strata has forever 
been used as a guinea pig to suit the needs 
of the political parties. They are promised 
better job oppolumities and what not. Once 
the votes are garnered, the promises are 

conveniently forgotten. Says Mubarak Ali, 
"HaT insaan ko yeh sochna chahiye, mujhko 
paach saal mein ek baaT mauka milta hai 
ki achhe candidate ko chunu .. humm·e logon 
ki galti hain ki neta khamb ho mhe hai... 
bahaTgaon mein kya hai ki matlab janta se 
neta daTti hain aUl· humm·e desh mein neta 
se janta dm"ti hain, ab neta ek baaT haath 
jodta hai hum paach saal haath jodte hain. 
(Every person should think this. That I am 
given a chance once in five years to vote for 
a suitable candidate. It's the fault of our 
people that we have such leaders. Outside 
India, the politicians fear the power of the 
citizens. Here, the citizens fear the ruling 
party. Politician beg from us once, and we 
beg for five years.) 

Says Sudhakar Solomon Raj, Head of 
the Department, Bachelors of Mass Media, 
Wilson College, "Who are the political 
parties? Who are the Maharashtra Nav 
Nirman Sena and Shiv Sen a targeting? They 
are targeting taxi drivers; they are targeting 
the economically vulnerable sections. They 
are not targeting intellectuals, they are not 
targeting white collar workers, they are not 
targeting you and me; none of us are being 
targeted. Politically what you're doing is, 
you're targeting the vulnerable:' 

Solomon Raj goes on to say, "For the upper 
segment, there will be variations, reasons for 
migration are different-job prospects etc. 
Mumbai is the financial capital, advertising 
capital, film capital. Because of that, you'll 
be getting a lot of skilled people coming in. 
These are also the people who keep moving, 
not the ones who settle down. Also, the 
problem is that the political parties don't 
see them as a burden. Skilled professionals, 
political parties don't target them. 

Well, that makes life easier for the 
privileged lot like us, who can afford a good 
education, fancy clothes and cars. But there's 
a clear demarcation that sets apart the 
lower end of the spectrum-the daily wage 
workers, the taxi driver, the cigarette vendor, 
the sweeper who have migrated to the city, 
struggle to earn their daily bread and yet 
send money back home to their families. 

One thing that fascinates me is the 
Marathi language. I am working towards 
learning it yet I haven't worked towards 
learning my own mother tongue-Bengali. 
Says Sainath, "The bulk of new migrants will 
be steeped in their original language. It is 
the younger generations that will slowly lose 
their language. That's a pity, but it happens. 
Yet, consider this-what I think is one of the 
most beautiful things about Mumbai; every 
morning during rush hour, you can hear 
over 16 Indian languages spoken on the local 
trains." 

Yeh sab sakaali ennasappittu baTtaaTO pa, 
itna spooTtiban se ivada vela chestunnmu; 
ee dekho, itthe hi settle hovechu, they run 
and the city dhouda to thake. (This sentence 
represents 11 of Sainath's 16 languages. 
There's a prize for anyone who can translate 
it!) 
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ART, BY THE WAY 
How do the streets of Mumbai affect the city's painters? 

Khubi Ali asks Sudhir Patwardhan (work represented on this page), 
Atul Dodiya (overleaf, top left) and Mehlli Gobhai for responses. 

"When I started on the road to becoming an artist, there was no 
doubt in my mind as to what art was about. It was about people ... 
this may sound self-righteous, but the remoteness of artists aims 
from the immediate and pressing needs of ordinary people bothers 
me," says Sudhir Patwardhan in Ranjit Hoskote's monograph, The 
Complicit Observer. 

SUDHIR PA1WARDHAN, now 63, may be the best observer of 
the colourful and sordid streets of Mumbai. He has painted them 
time and again, painted them with compassion and with sympathy 
for the man on the street, the man who will never be able to buy a 
Sudhir Patwardhan painting to hang on his wall. 

:56 

Patwardhan rejects the belief that art can be autonomous of 
social concerns. He accentuates the importance of social issues as a 
pl;mary value in his work, as against the seclusion that most artists 
often claim for their art. He practices realism in his work with a 
purpose to marry the specialist sphere of art with the wider realm 
of society. "The need is to relate to and understand the larger world, 
beyond one's own class:' he says. 

His pictures juxtapose pictorial references from different parts 
of the city often to ominous effect. Ask him what makes a thing or 
a person, potential subject of art for him and he says, "We all walk 
the same streets. I keep my eyes open." 

The artist is meticulous, the social observer just as careful. 
Patwardhan does not make claims for his art. After all, art may heal 



but this healing may not extend to the subject. About the working 
class, whose struggles and triumphs he has put into paintings, he 
says, "My art speaks about them, sometimes to them. Not for them.". 

ATUL DODIYA too draws from Mumbai in his work. "In India, 
particularly in Mumbai we have so many cultures, mythologies, 
heritages and issues too. So all of these become a part of my work. 
My life in Ghatkopar has given me a wide-angle view 
of the middle class life, their sufferings, emotions, 
even their body language. These observations are 
important for an artist. These are the issues I address 
metaphorically in my art." 

And what is it that he needs to see in something, 
for it to be potential influence on his art? "There isn't 
a single thing that an artist is inspired by, it is many 
things that an artist will weave together into what 
he portrays:' says Dodiya. Patwardhan is even more 
gnomic. '1\rt is what artists do;' he says. 

TO MEHLLI GOBHAI, one of India's leading 
abstractionists, we had a simple single question: How 
does the street penetrate his art? 

His answer reproduced here in full: All art feeds on 
reality and though my work is non-figurative, it feeds 
from everything experienced in life. I may not have 
recognizable images ofwhatl experience, butthestreet 
and 'street art' are an extremely important source for 
my work, together with everything else. The human 
figure has always been important, culminating in 
years of Anatomy Studies at the Art Students League 
(New York). But it began earlier when, in my younger 
days, I rented the use of a rickety balcony space in 
the Colaba market to be able to draw the 'street' 
life of the bazaar. 

To me, the reality of the street and all its 

excitement and drama is there when I open my window or 
step out of the studio. I haven't, as yet, been able to make it 
into significant and meaningful art. I hope that the stimulus 
and never-ending excitement I get from the street, somehow 
finds its way into my work in an unexplainable, distilled form. 
One of the amazing things that I learn from is the creative use 
of every available space in our streets and bazaars. A small pooja 
space inside a fruit stall in a crowded market; a space that is made 
significant and meaningful in the midst of the chaos of the bazaar. 
The unfortunate reality of people who live on our pavements 
has forced people to triumph over their deplorable conditions. 
A woman puts a chmpoy in the corner of a crowded pavement, 
places her few belongings around her and creates her private space 
with invisible walls between her and the traffic on the road. In 
this carefully created space, she combs out her long hair and puts 
a bright red flower in it, lighting up the pavement around her. 
Waiting hours for hours for a train at a crowded station, a woman 
sweeps up a few square feet around, places a chatai on the 
floor, her brass water-vessel at one end, her luggage at the other 
end and lovingly places a small baby in the middle, lies down 
next to it, protected from the crowd rushing by. She has created 
her own space for the next few hours, private and inviolate! 
I find this inspiring, together with other more obvious aspects 
of the street, like the many simple roadside shrines in the city. 
All this feeds my work but I do not want to merely replicate street 
life in paintings that would hang on the walls of air-conditioned 
corporate conference rooms! 
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DAILY 
BREAD 
How a bunch of women 
sweep the pavements of 
fallen grain and feed their 
families. Photographs and 
Idea: Ketaki Dhaigude 

Text by Khubi Ali 

T
he city's streets are full of , Don't' 
signs. The city's streets are 
meant for business. You don't 
read a magazine on a street stall 
unless you want to buy it. You 

don't sniff the flowers at a florist just for the 
pleasure of it. Nothing is gratis, not even the 
grain that falls off a cart. Everything comes 
with a price tag; everything. Subverting 
this capitalist norm are the ladies in Masjid 
Bandar. 

Suraj Estate, near Masjid Station, is a 
hub of warehouses. Women here make their 
living by collecting the grains that spill on 
the street while labourers are loading and 
unloading the sacks from transport 'lorries'. 
Through the day, many kinds of grain spill 
over and get heaped on these roads. The 
women, who reside in Suraj Estate "E" Gully, 
sweep away these heaps of multi-grains, 
sieve them and separate them from the 
garbage. "The warehouse owners employ 
us. We are paid a rupee for a kilo of sieved 
grain. For a sack of 50 kg of sieved grain, we 
are paid a total of a hundred rupees," says 
Chhoti Beby, one of the workers. 

The sieved grain is then taken to the 
Sunday market and sold at low prices. 
People who can't afford the grains at their 
usual prices come from all over the city and 
buy from this Sunday market. As she sieves 
the grain, Laxmi shares a little secret with 
us. "I sometimes steal a little grain from the 
sieved part and save it for my personal use," 
she says. With wages as low as a rupee a 
kilogram, she is left with no other choice, she 
says. How else will she, as a single mother 
and widow, feed herself and her three young 
children? 

"To fill a sack, we need to sieve the entire 
day. It is quite a time-consuming job;' 
complains Aasha. 

She moved to Mumbai 35 years ago, and 
the lack of employment and accommodation 
forced her to reside on the streets. She lost 
her husband to the city-she won't specify 
what happened to him-and hence, is forced 
to earn her living by sieving. 

Some other members of this gang are busy 
cooking the evening meal while the others 
are still sieving. "We can't live by sieving 
alone. We have to have a side business to 
support ourselves. So after sieving the entire 
day, some of us offer meals." 
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WELL,WELL 
In which Radhika Dave peers into Mumbai's wells 

O
ver the years, as 
Mumbai's landscape has 
undergone changes, its 
wells, an important part 
of people's lives, have also 

seen transformations. Some have run dry 
and been boarded up, others still serve 
as a locus that determines life around. 
While running water has reached much 
of the city and women no longer gather at 
the well, there is something about a water 
body that brings people together. 

Bajaj Road, near Parle station, has 
a well in the courtyard of a dilapidated 
building, Gokul Niwas. The residents 
draw much amusement from people's 
reactions at seeing a well in the middle 
of a city like Mumbai." People find it very 
exciting that a residential building houses 
a well in the middle of Mumbai city, as 
they associate wells with villages," said 
Madhusudan Ankleshwar, a chartered 
accountant. "The owners of the building 
use only well water as they are staunch 
Vaishnavs. They will not have tap water 
at all, so despite the repair work going 
on in the next building, due to which 
the well is temporarily covered, they still 
draw water only from the well." 

Suryakant Sheth, 74, a resident 
of Juhu, recalls his school days in 
Gokalibai Punamchand Pitambar 
High School. "We had a well on the 
school premises. You see, the well 
was very wide, so it was actually 
possible to learn swimming in the 
well in those days. Now the well is no 
longer there but it was great fun in 
those days." 

No wonder the Bombay Gazetteer 
notes that when in 1915, wells 
had to be closed because they 
were insanitary; it was against 
"considerable resistance from the 
local population". 

The well or bawdi as it is called in 
Marathi at Khar Danda in the premises of 
the Dandeshwar (Shiva) temple is said to be 
over 100 years old. Ramesh Gobre, 42, the 
son of the temple gardener, said, "We cannot 
actually estimate how long the well has been 
here. There have been many generations 
before us who have been using the well water. 
Actually, this belongs to the Koli Samaj. The 
£rrst village dwellers dug this well as a water 
source. It served the entire village at that 
time and right up to the 1990s it continued 
to do so. The water pipes came here only in 
the 1990s. The water is very sweet:' 

Today, the well serves as a source of 
income for the temple. "Water tankers come 
here to take water from the well every day;' 
said Gobre, "They pay a donation as fees to 

the mandir. We get the well cleaned every 
year, and the water is used even for the 
Shivlinga every day, not just for drinking. It 
is used to clean the mandir." 

The well is presently covered with net 
as the children keep playing and dropping 
twigs and leaves in the well. Gobre said that 
the well is over a hundred feet deep and that 
it houses turtles and a variety of fish. These 
also belong to this village temple trust. "The 
well has never let us down even if the taps 
do," said Gobre. "The beauty of this bawdi is 
that it has water all through the year." 

A well as a source of income? You could 
do worse. Sanjay (he did not give a second 
name), a contractor from western suburbs, 
explained that tanker water is of three types. 
One type cannot be used for drinking but 

has various other commercial purposes 
including industrial and gardening. Two 
others can: one is potable after it has been 
filtered; the other is filtered water from a 
well. How much would a tanker of water 
from a well cost? Sanjay does not answer 
directly. He said that costs vary depending 

on shortages. During a time of shortage 
each 10,000-litre tanker of first grade 
quality water from a well would cost 
anywhere between Rs1600 to Rs2500. 
Some societies have contracts for 
regular supplies. Usually their rates 
are reduced by 15-30% depending on 
the number of tankers they take per 
month. 

Naturally, 'well-owners' hesitate 
to disclose fiscal details. They are 
supposed to have the salaries of the 
driver and the cleaner and test reports 
of the water drawn from the well if 
they sell portable water. "At present 
a 10,000 litre tanker costs Rs 1,500 
rupees;' said Sanjay. "This is for bore
well water. BMC tanker water costs Rs 
2,500. This is because we first have to 
write to the BMC saying we want water, 
so it's more expensive than well water." 

Well water was once used even 
for construction. Some of the non
potable water would go to construction 
sites. However, now due to premixed 
cement which has water in it already, 
dependence on tanker water has 
reduced. 

The kuwa-the Gujarati term for a 
well in Vile Parle (West) is a famous 
landmark, and in fact, even when 
grocery shopping is to be done, people 
prefer to buy from the kuwawalla. This 
well too is said to be over a 100 years. 
No one has an accurate figure and 
often the age offered is actually when 
the area around was paved. The kuwa 
is used as a public well, with water 
being drawn from it all the time. The 
vegetable vendors consider the well 
a great boon and it's very convenient 
for them as they can wash their 
produce in the well. One the vendors, 
Radheshyam, 45 years old said, "I can 
use the water for drinking, freshening 
up, and we also use it to sprinkle on 

the vegetables, to keep them fresh and wash 
off the dust that accumulates in the day." 
The vendors use the water to boil potatoes 
for ragda and sandwiches which they sell on 
Khau Gully (food street) a.k.a. Bajaj Road. 

All the vendors collectively pool money 
and get the well cleaned by the municipal 
authorities. 

"This is the only source of fresh water 
here," said Mrs Shah (who did not want 
to reveal her first name) the owner of a 
garment shop next to the well. She added, 
"There are eight springs that feed the well. It 
also has great religious significance, as many 
people come to the well to offer prayers after 
their mannatein (wishes) have been fulfilled. 
During festivals, especially in Diwali, the 
well is lit with lamps placed all around it. 
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GODIS 
EVERYWHERE! 
Lisa Monteiro and Trisha Paralkar delve into Mumbai's love 
affair with God 

I
na multi-religious city like Mumbai it is natural to find little idols, symbols and 
pictures in the form of shrines adorning the street. Most of them are outside hospitals, 
near offices, market places and also around jail houses. We found Sai Baba near CST 
station, Lord Ganesh outside Amarson's Park at Breach Candy, Jesus on the cross in 
Pitamber lane at Mahim ... the list goes on. These mini shrines serve as reassurance to 

passersby of the presence of that higher power governing our lives. Whether it is stretching 
out a hand to touch the shrine or spending a few seconds in prayer or bending down in 
reverence, the shrines serve as more than mere embellishments on our streets. Who knows, 
if it weren't for them, we may fail to remember that God is everywhere. 





FASHION STREET 
Ved Kumar ShuklaJ owner of Stall Number 373, Fashion Street, does not think fashion 
amounts to much: "Fashion ka kya hai, aata jaata hai, neeche ke liye pant, upar ke liye shirt 
zaroori hai, yeh toh hamesha rahega, na? To kapde kharidne ka fashion se kya taaluk?JJ 
( What is fashion? It comes and goes. Trousers for the lower half and a shirt for the upper are 
needed, right? How is that related to fashion?) Vinelle Vaz walks down Fashion Street 

S
hukla does not worry about 
what is trending when he is 
buying his stock. He just buys 
what's available. He does not 
care if a particular design is not 

available. He does not care whether he has 
design X in ten colours or two. It is not just 
V. K. Shukla who follows this rule of thumb; 
most 'pheTiwallas' or hawkers have little say 
in the construction of what we call 'street 

4 2 

fashion'. Shyam Kumar, worker at another 
stall, says that most of the shops sell similar 
or the same designs. He does not want to 
reveal their sources. He says, with a grin: 
"Main nahi bataa sakta lei kahaan se maal 
aata hai ... AgaT maine bata diya aUT aap bhi 
is me lag gaye to kya hoga?" (All the stalls 
here have similar clothes. However, I cannot 
tell you where I source them. What if I tell 
you and join the business as well?). 

It's a cut-throat business with new 
competition springing up. He looks around. 
"HaT saal, aUT kabhi kabhi, hm' mahina 
naya thela lagta hai Fashion Street pm'" 
(Every year and sometimes every month a i;j 
new stall is set up here). it 

You can tell why. Fashion Street is located ~ 
at Mahatma Gandhi Road, extending from 8 
the Azad Maidan Traffic Police Chowky to 5 
Ba~~ K\)'3.~ . ~-t "i'= ~·"eC'rI.<3"i'\'1i:,'51.;{'3.m<5.n. l 
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and Azad Maidan and is easily accessible 
from both Chhatrapati Shivaji Terminus and 
Churchgate station. This means that if you're 
a tourist to Mumbai or a resident on its two 
lifelines, you can always spend an hour, 
browsing the blouses or scoping the skirts 
that the 450 vendors have on offer, before 
catcbing a train home. 

But it isn't just that. The Brihanmumbai 
Municipal Corporation (BMC) has relocated 
vendors from other parts of the city to this 
street. One such example is Santosh Kumar 
Dubey, owner of stall 246. He came to 
Bombay 20 odd years ago. He sold western 
wear for women, specializing in export 
surplus 'tops: at Colaba. He had managed 
to get a foothold on the street outside 
the Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj Vastu 
Sangrahalaya (otherwise known as the 
Prince of Wales Museum) and worked there 
for eight years until the BMC swept him 
away on one of its street-cleaning paroxysms. 
He has no regrets. 

A license from the BMC makes his stall 
official. That implies peace of mind and 
freedom to rise in the social hierarchy. Today 
he owns a one-room kitchen in Bhayander, 
where he lives with his wife and son, who 
he is able to send to a private school and to 
whom he can promise a college education. 
"All thanks to this stall," he says. 

But the struggle does not end with 
gaining a foothold in the city. While they 
may be able to provide for their families 
thanks to their stalls. Working at the stalls 
leaves them with no family or leisure time. 
"Ham roz saat baje ghar se nikal te hain aur 
sade dus tak dukaan mein hi rahte hain. Jab 
parivaar ko dekhne ka waqt nahi, to cinema 
kaise dekhhe? Hum to Sunday ko bhi idhar 
hi hote hai." (I leave home at seven every day 
and I am here till ten thirty. If I do not get a 
chance to see my family then how will I be 
able to watch cinema. I am here on Sundays 
also.) V. K. Shukla, who resides at Kalyan, 
shuts shop only on days like the Mumbai 
Marathon when crowd control is a serious 
issue. 

Hawkers here are dream merchants who 
make ordinary people feel like superstars. 
They dress up the divide between the haves 
and the have-nots. Yet, they themselves often 
have no clue about what a movie god's attire 
is in his latest blockbuster or what adorns a 
film goddess in her item number as she woos 
the masses. 

However, every once in a while some 
movie sets an unmistakably new trend. The 
fashion conscious often demand a particular 
dress or design and in these uncommon, 
but not unheard of times, the stall owners 
contact the garment manufacturers and 
request or book goods in advance. "Abhi 
kuch hi mahine, pehle Ra.One mein Kareena 
ka top famous ho gaya tha aur hamko woh 
specially order kama pada. Woh ek design 
itna famous ho gaya ki hum usko 'Ra.One 
top' bulate hain," says Shyam Kumar. (Just 
a few months back Kareena Kapoor's blouse 
~ ~ ~~ QN\!!. Ra..O'lle ,&ot llollular. In 

fact, it came to be known as the Ra.Gne top). 
Simran Singh, 17, a self confessed Kareena 

Kapoor fan comes here to make sure she is 
up to date with the trend. She says," fashion 
trends keep changing. My pocket money 
would not allow shopping anywhere else." 
Her companion, Mohit interrupts, "Ladki ko 
saste mein impress !came ke liye, (to impress 
a girl without spending much), this is best 
place." 

Patrons of this dream street include 
college students a few working professional 
and hundreds of tourists who visit the street 
each day. The bus stand for busses plying 
between Bombay and Goa, have been here 
far longer than most stalls and ensure a 
steady stream of passengers. 

M
Ost of the clothes on sale 
are export surplus, export 
rejects, or simply orders 
that did not meet export 
deadlines. Hence, they are 

of a certain caliber and their discounted 
cost draws people here. However, while 
this is true for some stalls it is not true for 
all. Many of the goods on sale are designed 
to resemble the export rejects. While they 
may appear similar, there is always the 
issue of compromised quality to reduce 
manufacturing costs. "New customers 
and tourists are often conned into buying 
clothes of a cheaper quality and then 
finding the right shop to exchange or return 
something is really hellish," says Alisha 
Sahai. To guard against misunderstandings, 

aata hai to hum us!ci sahayata kame lei 
koshish karte hain. BMC ne Fashion Street 
ko Hawking' zone bana toh diya lekin siif 
ek rasta leafi nahi. Hama1i is vishay mein 
court mein karavahi abhi bhi chal rahi hai. 
Agli sunwai January mein hogi:' (If someone 
approaches us with their problems, then we 
try to assist them in any way we can. Though 
the BMC has designated Fashion Street as a 
Hawking Zone, just one road is not enough. 
The matter is subjudice . The next hearing is 
in January). 

The Supreme Court has in the past, 
upheld the right to livelihood of the 
underprivileged, who form the community 
of hawkers all across the country. 
While the BMC has allocated a few streets, 
Fashion Street being the most prominent, 
these are extremely inadequate to house 
three-Iakh hawkers in Mumbai today. 
Unlike other parts of the city where 
citizen groups protest against the 
presence of hawkers Fashion Street 
has no such problem simply because 
it is located in a non-residential area. 

However, 'pheriwallas' are vital to the 
functioning of the city at large. Hari Ram 
Yadav explains, "For 20 years Bombay 
has had no new vegetable markets. The 
population of the city though has been rising 
steadily. What should the common man do? 
Hawkers were introduced and encouraged 
in Bombay since 1880 by the East India 
Company to provide the basic necessities 
at economical costs." Nothing much has 
changed since then. If one were to do away 

UNLIKE OTHER PARTS OF THE CITY WHERE CITIZEN 

GROUPS PROTEST AGAINST THE PRESENCE OF HAWKERS 

FASHION STREET HAS NO SUCH PROBLEM SIMPLY 

BECAUSE IT IS LOCATED IN A NON-RESIDENTIAL AREA. 

resolve complaints against faulty goods 
and safeguard reputation, the shops have 
decided to number themselves especially the 
older, licensed shops. Customers can thus 
locate them easily and their customer loyalty 
remains intact. 

This is but one of the few initiatives they 
have taken up jointly. Santosh Kumar Dubey 
says, "Hamara koi union ya association 
nahi hai. Har !coi khudd ki dekh bhal karta 
hai. Kuchh chota problem hua to khudd 
hal dhundo, badi mushlcil ho to Bombay 
Hawkers Union (BHU) ke paasjaate hain." 
(We do not have a union or an association. 
Each one has to safeguard his own interests. 
We resolve smaller problems ourselves and 
for bigger ones we approach the BHU)." 

Hari Ram Yadav, Secretary, BHU, says, 
"Agar koi apni samasya leke hamare paas 

with the hawkers in South Bombay's Fort 
area all working class people and labourers 
would find themselves without dining 
options. 

Mark Miranda, resident of Bandra says, 
"it is okay to have hawkers. What's not okay 
is that they disrupt your daily life by blocking 
roads and obstructing footpaths. Perhaps it 
is better if the BMC plans and demarcates 
spaces for them that would make both sides 
happy." 

Others disagree. "I love seeing hawkers 
as part of the cityscape! No matter if, it is 
a headache while driving. Whenever I lose 
my cool I remind myself how much better 
it is that they are trying to earn a living 
respectably, instead of begging," remarks 
Dexter Alphonso, another resident. The 
hawkers continue. So does fashion. 



THIS LAND IS YOUR LAND ... 
BUT IS IT MINE? 
Imnatemsu Aier, Khriemelie Chhetri Metha and Bini Nyickyor sit down with Stephanie Samuel 
to talk what it means to be a North East Indian on the streets of Mumbai. 

"Punjab, Sindh, Gujarat, Maratha, 
Dravida, Utkala, Banga. 
Vindhya Himachala Yamuna Ganga 
Uchhala Jaladhi Taranga" 
I've always asked myself "Where is 

North East India here? How could Tagore 
have missed it out entirely?" But meeting 
Imnatemsu, Meme and Bini brought me 
face to face with a hard-hitting fact: we, 
the people of mainland India, have never 
considered this part of the country as our 
own. 

"I came to Mumbai for education and 
for the experience;' says Imnatemsu, or 
simply Tern Su, a business management 
sophomore. Hailing from Nagaland, he 
studied at the Assam Valley School before 
joining St. Xavier's College in South 
Mumbai. "Higher education is not great in 
the North East, it's horrendous. The schools 
there are great, like Assam Valley School, but 
the universities aren't up to much. In today's 
world, you need a brand name to open the 
gates of opportunity. Also parents want their 
children to step out of their cocoon, and see 
and experience things that aren't confined to 
the North East; so most young people move 
to Delhi or Mumbai." 

Having been brought up in the beautiful 
landscape of Arunachal Pradesh, Bini 
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Nyickior, a final-year advertising student, 
was initially struck by the density and size 
of Mumbai's crowds. Like most migrant 
students, he too faced problems in finding 
suitable accommodation especially when 
student hostels fill up fast and waiting lists 
can run for a year. This, along with the fact 
that everyone is looking for a place to rent 
and landlords are chary of giving their 
spaces out, drives rents sky-high. 

But for students from the North East, 
there's another factor thrown into this 
potent mix: racism. North-eastern students 
are looked at with suspicion. They feel 
it comes from their being stereotyped as 
habitual drug users with filthy food habits 
and loose character traits. Harassment from 
landlords is common. "Neighbours aren't 
friendly and warm as they ought to be," 
Khriemelie, a freshman arts student, says, 
"My friends were smoking at their place near 
Crawford Market. Now you'd have thought 
the simple thing to do would be to knock 
on the door and say, 'Please don't'. Instead, 
their neighbour went and called the cops. 
It became a much bigger deal instead of a 
simple one-on-one communication." 

Racism runs both ways and it causes 
a divide that runs through the country. 
"In Nagaland we call mainlanders, 'Plain 

Maanus' because they're from the plains," 
says Khriemelie or Meme. "And whenever 
something like this happens, it always 
becomes a 'them-and-us' thing. That just 
makes everything worse. If it were someone 
from the mainland in our place, I have a 
feeling the issue would definitely have been 
handled differently. That goes for everything 
we do." 

Meme talks about an incident that 
occurred at Azad Maidan, where a simple 
football match turned violent. "We went to 
play because we had a common friend, a 
mainlander, there. It started off when teams 
were being chosen and someone said, 'All 
you Chinese people go in one team.' At the 
end of the day it turned into a huge fight 
because one of our friends created a ruckus 
and everyone else got involved. I'm telling 
you, the people ran in from the ground, 
people who were sitting on the field watching 
football, enjoying the weather. They came 
and started hitting my friend because they 
see us as outsiders." 

Everyone ended up in the police station. 
Meme says, "It became a huge issue, I got a 
call from one of the guys. He told me that 
they were in the police station. I asked, why 
the police station and he said that these 
guys wanted to beat them up so there was 
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l KJ <YaTer fl~{Cee they could go. The police 
station seemed safe to them. I told him I 
would come there and he said that I should 
call a common friend. This common friend 
is a lawyer, he's from the mainland and he 
speaks Marathi. Each of these things counts 
in a situation like this. And then he said, 
'You don't come with him: I'm like why not? 
And he said, 'if they see you with him, they'll 
know you're with us. And they might attack 
you.'" 

'Them and us', in sociological terms, is 
xenophobia or a fear of the outsider. In a 
country of vast diversity, such feelings aren't 
uncommon; but to be written off as an alien? 
To not be considered an Indian? Meme says, 
"I hate being called Chinese. When walking 
down the street there'll be this group of guys, 
who think they're cool and to show off to 
their friends they'll call out 'Eh China! ' and 
then talk in mock Chinese. I don't want to 
say anything to them, I just want to get on 
with it but I'm getting this every day, every 
morning when I'm coming to college and 
after a point it gets frustrating:' 

Bini feels that higher up the class ladder, 
people are more understanding. "I actually 
tend to avoid places like Bombay Central 
because I know that, if I walk down the 
street, there will be comments. However 
comments don't always bother us as most 
of the people who do it are from the streets 
and have hardly been to school. They won't 
even know all the districts in Maharashtra, 
so how can you expect them to know about 
places far way? But when educated people 
behave in the same manner, that's what gets 
to me." 

"I was walking down the road and there 
was this guy on the scooter with his kid 
saying 'eh China dekh, dekh' to the kid and 
I was like 'What the hell! You're telling your 
kid that?'" interjects Meme. He's chuckling 
but there's a bitter sound to it. 

Thei r words left me uneasy. Having studied 
politics for four years in an environment that 
fostered the application of the theoretical to 
the state of my nation, I was aware of the 
North-East and its problems. Wilson College, 
where I studied, had a large population of 
North-Eastern students; they were such an 
integral part of the student body that one 
stopped even looking at them as 'exotic'. 
But this was bringing the problems of Irom 
Sharmila and of the massacre of Nellie right 
to my doorstep. It was not happening 'over 
there'; it was here. I began to ask myself 
some questions: did I see my North-eastern 
classmates as different? Did they see me as 
a 'plain maanus"? Would I attribute some of 
their behaviour to their origin? Did they do 
this to me? On some level, I could see that 
I was also guilty in some ways of flattening 
them out. They were all from the North
East. The term 'seven sisters'; I had never 
asked whether it was sexist. I had never 
asked why anyone would want to lump seven 

different states with seven different stories 
and several different cultures, languages, 
cuisines and mythologies into one single 
unit Do we do that to the Northern states? 
Do we call them the "Nine Bhais"? 

I know that I have my own reactions to 
stereotyping. I find it offensive that everyone 
seems to assume that if you 're a Roman 
Catholic, you must be from Goa, as if there 
are no Roman Catholics in any other state. 
My Andhra-ite friends cringe at being called 
"Madraasi". Identity in India is a peculiar 
mix of language religion, caste, and the 
perception of all these several factors. Thus 
a Parsi is a Parsi even if he was born and 
brought up in Tamil Nadu. But if you're a 
Roman Catholic who grew up in Chennai 
and speak with a Tamilian accent, then 
you're not a 'Mack'; you're a "Mallu" however 
inappropriate that is. 

For the people of the North-East their 
identity is veined with their tribal identity. 
"Our national identity revolves around 
our tribes and not by the borders set by 
the Central government;' says Meme. He 

stereotyping." 
Tern Su and Meme tell me that Nagas 

do not share very warm relations with the 
migrant plain maanus back in Nagaland. 
"However," says Tern Su "If there is a single 
tenyimye (non-tribal) walking down the 
street people won't call out names or stare 
because it's normal for a man from India to 
be working there:' If only the courtesy were 
extended to them in turn in the mainland 
cities. 

But even if considered Indian, the 'tribal' 
tag conjures up images of a primitive way of 
life. "There is another group of people who 
recognize us for who we are but they are 
interested in us more as tribals than anything 
else. I don't like that attitude either. I hate 
being looked upon as an anthropological 
specimen;' says Bini. 

However the situation isn't all that bleak 
with many mainlanders becoming aware 
that the borders of Assam aren't the final 
frontiers of North-Eastern India and even 
cab drivers positively responding with 
anecdotes of brothers and other relatives 

"I HATE BEING CALLED CHINESE. WHEN WALKING DOWN 
THE STREET THERE'LL BE THIS GROUP OF GUYS, WHO 
THINK THEY'RE COOL AND TO SHOW OFF TO THEIR 
FRIENDS THEY'LL CALL OUT 'EH CHINA!' 

believes that the Naga identity is an artificial 
identity, created by an alien/alienating 
centre. When the state lines were drawn, 
many tribes were cut into pieces. 

"We are all different tribes;' says Bini. "So 
if you want to talk about 'alien-ness', Tern Su 
is as alien to me as he is to you." 

"And we are together because the state 
has grouped us together" concludes Meme, 
They don't say it but we all add, "without our 
consent". 

These identities undergo another attack 
when migrants enter metropolitan spaces 
and are pigeonholed into identities defined 
for them, heavy with prejudices. 

Professor Ivan John of the department 
of Sociology, Sophia College says that the 
tendency to look inwards stems from the 
need to cling on to identity markers such as 
language, dress, and food, thereby leading 
to clannish behaviour. The result is a two
way alienation process. Bini tells me that 
the word for non-tribal people in his native 
language is 'haring' literally translating to 
'alien' and has been in use for generations. 
"We have a certain way ofliving which might 
not be acceptable to the plain's people, for 
example dog meat. I don't tell anyone except 
close friends that I eat dog meat. It would 
be a cultural shock that leads to further 

having worked in Kohima and other cities. 
Tern Su recalls an instance at a Colabajoint. 
"I was having dinner with a couple of friends 
and we were talking about our friend who is 
studying abroad when a drunken guy walked 
up to us and asked where we're from. I'm said 
'I'm from Nagaland: He got pissed off and 
said 'Why are you saying Nagaland? You're 
from India! Just because some people don't 
recognize you doesn't mean you shouldn't 
start taking control of yourself, you should 
stand up and say you're from India: So that 
guy gave us a half-an-hour-long speech and 
our group was like, stumped." 

Meme reminisces about an incident 
wherein a mainlander friend made the 
college guard apologize to his Mizo friend 
for calling him a Nepali. He believes that, 
had the issue been tackled by him or any 
other North-eastern person, it would have 
been the North East vs. the mainland battle 
again. But a mainlander taking up the cause 
changes the entire dynamics. 

"I have spoken out a lot of times, 'I'm not 
Chinese, whatever I look like. I'm Naga, this 
guy here is Mizo, she's a Manipuri and please 
respect that we're all individual people, just 
don't group us together," he says. "Please 
don't call us Chinese, we're not Chinese. 
We're all Indian." 
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WHAT'S THAT MOB 
DOING? FLASHING? 
Flash mobs held in Mumbai convey a social message, report 
Sneha Padnani and Arpika Bhosa/e 

T
he idea of a flash mob was a 
natural outgrowth of several 
simultaneous artistic and social 
trends. It was performance but 
it was performance without 

sanction. It was disruptive but it did not 
seek to overthrow the status quo. It was 
premeditated but carefully devised to look 
spontaneous. 

Thus a flash mob required people to 
arrive at a certain place, a golf course, 
a department store, a public square, do 
something unexpected for a few minutes or 
even seconds, and then disperse peaceably. 
All you needed was email addresses and 
enough willing people. Bill Wasik, who 
invented the flash mob, discovered to his 
bemusement that the world took to the flash 
mob. So popular was the strange 'art event' 
that it even starred in an episode of CSI. 

Today flash mobs don't just amuse but 
are used to mark something important or 
to make a statement by the people for the 
people. The recent flash mob at Chhatrapati 
Shivaji Terminus (C.S.T.) too started as a 
simple idea to make people smile on the 
anniversary of a day of shame. 

Shonan Kothari, a graduate from SOAS, 
London, came up with the idea of getting a 
bunch of people together and getting them 
to dance to the tune of the title track of Rang 
De Basanti. 
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Shonan says, "It was really simple. I just 
wanted people to smile more. It was purely 
for the joy of it until when the location 
was decided. When considering various 
locations, C.S.T. was my dream location, 
especially because of it happening on 26/11 
which is very symbolic to this city." 

She adds, "I approached different venues 
and every venue would have a different 
pitch, but with C.S.T. every presentation, 
every letter to the department, everything 

began with something to mark 26/11." 
Speaking about the challenges in getting 

the permissions to organize the flash mob 
Shonan says, ''After trying a couple of times 
for C.S.T. we received permissions for other 
locations; I thought that I'll give it a shot 
one last time:' She adds, "I remember I said 
to the hawaldar, when he asked me why I 
was entering the office that I want to do 
something for my country:' 

Shonan says she never felt the need to 
explicitly say it, "It was something that 
was very obvious and everyone would have 
understood in any case:' 

The flash mob consisted of 200 people. 
Two choreographers, Bhaumik Shah and 
Vinod taught the crowd to dance to the tunes 
of Rang De Basanti. The group performed 
on a Sunday for security reasons. 

Shonan finally got the required 
permissions. Sub-inspector Jasbir Rana 
says, "Public ko pre1it kame ke liye mkha 
gaya tha." He adds, "Yahi ki 26/11 ke baad 
jo hua use bhool kaT· light ho kar mhein. Par 
accha tha." (We allowed the event to happen 
because we wanted to inspire the public to 
put the event behind them. It was good) He 
adds, "The entire platform was jam-packed 
when the performance was going on. Around 
50 security personnel were around to control 
and keep a check on the crowd." 

R.S. Bhadoria, Deputy Station Manager-
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Commercial, says, "I hadn't seen the flash 
mob live but we were told to help the team 
in fixing up the cameras:' When asked if he 
knew why the flash mob was held at C.S.T., 
he says, "Yes, I do remember about it. The 
purpose of the flash mob was in a good spirit. 
They just wanted the people to stand by and 
take life a little easy." 

Among the many performers were a 
mother-daughter duo, Shimoni and her 
five-year-old daughter Anika (the youngest 
performer in the flash mob). 

Shimoni said, "The only reason for my 
participation is my daughter. Shonan told 
her about it and she was very excited." She 
adds, "It was held for three days and I did not 
take Anika for the first two days of practice 
but then she saw the videos she began to cry, 
asking to be a part of it." 

Shimoni says, "On the last day I took her 
to C.S.T. and then the others there asked me 
to join in too." She adds, "I will always tell 

her when she grows up that it was because of 
her that I participated in an event like this." 

The five-year old Anika says, "I made 
many friends. One day I saw the video and 
then I practiced and practiced, and then 
during the practice I made friends." 

Anika adds, "In the first performance I 
was really scared because there were so many 
people but in the second performance I did 
it. My photo came in the newspaper and I 
showed it in school. I went in the morning 
and told about it to my teacher." 

Looking at her mother she says, "Mumma 
was saying there are only night practices, 
how will you manage? But I went for three 
practices." She says with a mischievous 
twinkle in her eye, "I convinced her by saying 
Please." 

Another participant, K. S. Uthayya a 
student of the Narsee Monjee Institute of 
Management Studies (NMIMS), missed his 
exams because the practice sessions were 

held during the same time. He says, "I never 
wanted to miss the opportunity." He adds, "I 
wanted to experience being there. How often 
would you randomly dance at C.S.T.?" 

And the ripple spreads to Sophia's Social 
Communications Media Department 

Women's spaces, Women's voices in 
Mumbai' was a seminar organized by the 
Women's Centre department, English 
department and the Social Communications 
Media depaltment. 

"It began when we were challenged by 
the department. 'How will your voices be 
represented in the programme?' we were 
asked." 

After several discussions, a flash mob 
was fixed upon. Amrita Mukhopadhyay, 
a student of S.C.M., was one of the two 
organizers also a participant of the flash 
mob. She says, "We chose the song 'Aali re', It 
denoted women empowerment; it said you 
can't put us down:' 

She adds, "We also included 'Sadda haq' 
to portray the fight against all odds and to 
send out a message that one should voice 
their opinion and speak out." 

There were twelve performers who 
danced outside the Sophia-Bhabha Hall in 
S.C.M. T-Shilts to the delight of the crowd 
that included the Kiran Rao (Director -
Delhi Belly), Deepa Bhatia (Director-Nero~ 
Guests) and Leena Yadav (Director-Shabd). 

Amrita says, "The C.S.T. flash-mob 
showed us that, wow! Something like this 
can be done and it can mean something." 

Neeharika Kapre, co-organiser, says, "We 
were nearing one of the biggest programmes 
that our college conducts and we wanted to 
put in our bit to prove to our department, 
and show that we are communication 
students!" 

Neeharika adds, "Not only did the dancers 
have fun but most importantly we sent out 
the message of empowerment of women, 
that's what matters." 
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CHAL TE CHAL TE 

My friend was going for a date with her 
boyfriend, a rather dashing young man. On 
their way to their favourite restaurant, they 
stopped at the traffic signal. An eunuch 
turned up and blessed their Jodi and 
promised them many children and much 
luck. She then asked for money, they weren't 
carrying change so they refused politely. 
The eunuch was not annoyed. She looked 
straight at the handsome young man and 
said, "Kam se kam number de de" (at least 
give me your phone number.) 

AuditiDey 

When I got out of the auto at the station, I 
did not have change so I gave the driver a 

4 8 

five-hundred rupee note. He did not have 
change either but he was wise to the ways 
of the city and asked a beggar for change. 
The beggar dug about in his torn bag and 
promptly produced the change. 

PoojaRelan 

My friend and I were travelling in a local 
train. We were both eating a bar of Dairy 
Milk chocolate. One small girl was staring 
at us longingly, but we did not give her our 
chocolate. After we finished eating she stood 
up and starting calling for her mom. She 
screamed and said "Momma, give me my 
chocolate which is in your purse and don't 
give it to these two girls". Then she sat and 
started eating her chocolate while we stared 
at her. 

PoojaRelan 

Alone for the first time in Mumbai, I was 
sitting in an auto rickshaw. A little boy, he 
could not have been more than eight or 
nine, came up to me and began begging for 
money. I didn't have much with me so I told 
him I was broke. Something broke inside 

o 
o 

him because he slapped my thigh. I gasped 
in outrage but the auto driver just laughed 
and said, "This is Bombay." 

Shonali Hazari 

One morning it was raining heavily in 
Mumbai, and I was compelled by my senior 
to report to work irrespective of the weather. 
The area surrounding my building was 
completely flooded with water and I was 
extremely scared of falling into one of the 
open manholes. However I got down to go to 
work but was stuck at a particular turning, 
as the water was flowing so ruthlessly and 
I didn't know how to reach the main road. 
Suddenly there came a young boy, and asked 
me whether I wanted to reach the main 
road. I had never seen him before but he 
happened to realize that I was extremely 
scared. So he walked in front of me making a 
way for me through the rushing flood water. 
He made me reach the bus stand safely and 
then just smiled and walked away. Since I 
was in a tense mind frame, I could not even 
ask him for his name or even thank him for 
his help then. But I will always remember 
him as my unknown saviour. 

Christine Jacob. 

We finished our coffee and amicably argued 
over who would pay the bill. Then he turned 
and said, "Bye, see you soon," and left. That 
was the last time I saw him. Ten minutes 
later, he was killed in an accident, while 
on his way to Powai. I can almost feel his 
presence on that road. 

Pratiksha Kamat 

Whenever you come back to the place where 
you stay, you want someone to greet you with 
a smile. I get my smile from Frisky, the stray 
dog who always greets me outside college. 
He grins at me, because he knows it's me. 
I don't care what you think. Frisky knows. 
And he smiles. 

NidhiRai 

It's nice to live on a street like the outside 
Sophia College. You meet loads oflovely girls 
and then there are some you even recognise. 

Frisky (As told to Nidhi Rai) 
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THE STREET OF LAUGHTER 
AND REMEMBERING 
Dhara Kanani writes about a street and a grandfather 

Dear J.P. Road, 

When I stand at the window of my first-floor home, I 
see you and the sounds of my childhood echo. Every 
window of my home has a different view of you. One 
overlooks the crossroad; the second, the gate that 
opens into you and from the third I can see the string 
of shops that have opened. Every view of you sparkles 
with memories of my beloved Dadaji. 

Of these, those drenched monsoon days when I 
was just four years old are so vivid in my head that I 
can enter those memories at will. Like every kid, I run 
down to the gate. There I stop for fear of being caught 
outside the gate alone. And then I see Dadaji returning 
from his evening walk. He sees my excitement. With 
a wave of his hand he calls me out, he beckons me to 
freedom. We stop at the bhuttawala; I can hear the 
sound of him fanning the coal. I can see the red sparks 
fly and disappear into rain drops. I can taste the bhutta 
and the spice of partially breaking the rule. 

I was always late for the school bus. My mother 
would call out to me and my elder brother when the 
bus was at the gate. My brother would swig his milk 
and run. The driver is now honking. This is the signal 
that the bus is about to leave. Now it's time for Dadaji's 
rescue act. He grabs my hand and we run down the 
stairs and jump into our Fiat. We follow the bus and 
wait for it to halt to pick up the next bunch of students. 
I get in and turn to wave. I love being late. I got MY 
time with Dadaji. 

Another evening, another memory. I had a swinging 
competition with my friend; the winner would be the 
person who can take the swing to the highest level in a 
minute. I win that day but I lose too. I fall off the swing 
and hurt my forehead. It begins to bleed a little. I begin 
to cry. Through the blur of tears, I see Dadaji running 
towards me. I get my first tetanus injection. We walk 
home slowly. This walk was the most secure walk of my 
life. It made me believe that Dadaji was a superhero. 

He wasn't. He was a man, and one day, he was borne away on the shoulders of my father 
and brother. They walked down you and I followed them from window to window. 

Today, I can choose to watch his lifeless body being carried away. Or I can choose to watch 
as he waves, triumphant, laughing, from a new Maruti 800, after our faithful green Fiat had 
given up the ghost. 

I choose the latter. I choose the street oflaughter and forgetting. 

Thanks, street. 
Dhara 
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THE 
STREET 
I HATE! 
By Tripura Rout 

"Bhaiya saamne se right lena." 
We're on Dattaji Salve road, and now I 

must confront bustling traffic, vegetable 
vendors, bus commuters rushing into the 
bus, the eternal struggle for empty autos. 
I have my own, I'm safe for now and I can 
watch happy youngsters meeting friends 
and having a gala time in the Cafe Coffee Day 
and excited kids who can't decide whether to 
jump joyfully or cling to their parents on the 
way to dinner at Rainforest and Aromas of 
China. Then the rickshaw comes to a halt at 
the Linking Road signal. 

Nothing touches me. I am restless. I am 
dejected. I am tired. I am impatient. I am 
frustrated; I am angry. I am shattered. 

The rickshaw driver again, "Madam right 
se lena hain ki left?" 

"Right se hi le lo;' is always my answer. I 
don't know why I always chose to go by right. 
It is the main link road for Oshiwara. Maybe 
because it's crowded and I can hide myself 
and go unnoticed in the crowd. No other 
reason. 

"Bhaiya, yeh left se Sab TV Lane se leke 
chalna;' I say. 

Around this point, my heart starts 
pumping loudly. The outside fades. I care 
nothing at this moment. I abuse God. I 
curse him in my heart. I ask: ''Why us? Why 
only my family?" I see Shabari Restaurant 
and our favourite ice-cream parlour from 
which we order food when my mom is not 
in the mood to cook. Once the delivery boy 
recognised us but no longer. Now I just see 
it passing by. 

After this lane ends, my rickshaw takes a 
right and I am nearer to my destination; my 
destination is just a two-minute ride from 
here but to cross this two minutes needs 
courage and strength. In this road I always 
pray that this will be the last ride and that I 
will never pass this road. 

My praying makes me realise how it's not 
only I who am going through all this but 
also my family. I tell myself to be strong and 
positive for my family. I try a smile. I push it. 

I make it bright and friendly. 
On my right, my destination: Kokilaben 

Dhirubai Arnbani Hospital. 
"Bhaiya kitna hua?" 
"Sattaees." 
"Yeh lijiye:' 
Logically my journey ends here but 

actually this is where my journey begins. 
I walk down the path. I climb the steps ~o 
the entrance of the hospital. Smile, I say to 

myself, she needs you to smile. 
My bag is being checked. 
I join the line for the lift. More like me. 

More smiles because someone needs them. 
I get out ofthe lift at the cancer ward where 
my mom has been hospitalised for her 
chemotherapy. 

Again. 
The second time in a year. 
"Smile," I tell myself. "I need it." 
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With best compliments from 
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BAV is a young and energetic enterprise engaged into 
sourcing solution executer and cater to industrial needs 
of various sectors. It caters to the requirement of industries 
like steel and steel product, engineering, healthcare, 
packaging, etc. 

BAV comprises of knowledgeable, experienced and 
committed engineers and associated workforce. 
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