
• SHREEMOYEE MADE A FRIEND WITH 
A DIFFERENCE . 

• VIDHI AND MALLIKA DISCOVERED THE 
BACKDOOR TO FASHION . 

• KINJAL GOT SCREAMING DRUNK. 

• NIKKITA AND SWETA HAUNTED SOME GRAVEYARDS . 

• TANYA CONFESSED. • ARINITA AND STASHIA 
JUMPED OFF A TRAIN . 

• PENAAZ CHILLED • FARZEEN FOUND A 
WITH SOME OLD COWS. MISSING MONK. 

• KARISHMA LOOKED BEHIND A MASK . 

• ANUBHUTI, SNEHA AND POONAM SNUCK 
UP ON SOME REAL ESTATE AGENTS . 

• JENNIFER BREWED UP A 
CUTTING STORY . 

• ANKITA AND SANA 'LIKED' HOW A 
FACEBOOK FRIEND REQUEST LED 

TO A GAY MARRIAGE. 

• SIDDHI 
AND 

LIANNE 
WENT TO 

JAIL. 

• JEHANIN GAVE MARKS TO 
A MARKSMAN . 
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KARISHMA IY E R 
FARZEEN KHAN 

MARGINALIA 
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umbai is the ultimate city of margins. We 
say this not with regard to geography, but 
with regard to culture and society in the city. 
With the current property rates, people move 
into the outskirts of the city, even beyond 
the sister city of Thane, to settle. The idea of 
margins gets blurred, but with the theme of 
"Marginalia", we have featured articles that 
look at the margins, and into the lives of people 
who live on the margins. 

Among these people, there are two 
divisions--those who have been pushed on 
to the margins, and those who willingly take 
up places on the margin. These are people 

you may have seen, but never acknowledged. The unmarried Hindu-Muslim couple who 
cannot find a house to rent, the middle-class yuppies who give up their Rs. 30 lakh per 
annum corporate jobs to work with NGOs instead, the homeless cows, the teachers and staff 
associated with imparting semi-formal education to cancer-affected children in a school and 
a tour of the city's jails, among several others. 

In "Marginalia", you will also find a story on Krishna Das, a familiar face to those who 
have been to Juhu Circle, and seen a man with a placard who has nothing but love to offer 
as a message all day, every day. Just like Krishna Das, the people on the margins have their 
own well wishers, but that is not why they do what they do. Again, some of them do not want 
to live on the margin. After all, assimilation and integration is generally not resisted, unless 
the effects are obviously adverse or the modalities require severe erasures of identity. The 
challenges for these people are as much a highlight in our magazine as are their triumphs. 

"Marginalia" was edited to fit in a few quirks as well. Our heroines and heroes are not 
ordinary people, or organizations. Some are happy with their progress, while others continue 
to stay keen and ambitious. These articles highlight their aspirations that need to stay fixed 
in a city that changes as often as the school bell, the traffic signal light, railway tracks and 
the ring tone of a cell phone. Here, within this city, there are several cities all visible, but only 
requiring a keen eye to point them out. "Marginalia" provides readers with a look into these 
smaller cities, whether they exist in narrow gullies, empty school compounds and verandas, 
pollution-choked intersections or dingy government offices. We hope to take you on a ride 
into the margins, ensuring that the larger picture of this city remains in focus throughout. 
This magazine is not about the protagonist but about the sidekick. 

The side-kicks will always outnumber the protagonists. Similarly, those on the margins 
will always outnumber those in the mainstream. Everyone, at some point, feels marginalized. 
To explore all the margins in Mumbai would be impossible. At the Social Communications 
Media course, 20l2-20l3, feel we have only managed to scratch the surface. We hope to 
continue these explorations when we step out into the larger world of the media. 

We've 
Unplugged. 

What 
About 

You? 
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SCM Alumnae Achievements 
in this Past Year (2012-2013) 

S C M alumnae have had yet 
another good year. 

We are proud of our alumna, Nina 
Martyris (1994-'95), who is currently in 
Barranquilla, Colombia as a recipient of 
the Gabriel Garcia Marquez fellowship 
in Cultural Journalism for the year 2013. 
Only 10 recipients are chosen each year 
from the hundreds of international 
applicants. 

Our alumnae in film have had a 
fantastic year with film releases and 
awards. Rucha Pathak (1992-'93), Senior 
Creative Director, Disney UTV 
is the joint winner of the Screen 
Award for Marketing, for her 
work on the film Barfi. The Screen 
Awards also saw another SCM 
alumna in the winners' section, 
with Priya Bapat (2007-'08), 
who won the award for best 
actress for her work in the Marathi 
film Kaksparsh. Rasika Dugal 
(2002-'03) acted in the film Kshay 
which won the Best Feature Film 
at the 15th Shanghai Film Festival. 

The much awaited and 
critically acclaimed film, Talaash, 
starring Aamir Khan, was directed 
by Reema Kagti (1994-'95). 
Richa Chadda (2005-'06) played 
a role in Gangs ojWasseypur 
and Manisha Kelkar (2005-'06) acted 
in Bandook. Kriti Ahuja (2010-'11) has 
been on the team from Prana Studios that 
has been working on the animation film 
Dorothy ojOz, an animated sequel to the 
English classic Wizard ojOz. 

Our alumnae in documentary are 

MARGINALIA 

keeping the SCM flag flying high. Shai 
Heredia (1994-'95) won the award for 
The Best Short Documentary at the 5th 
International Documentary and Short 
Films Festival of Kerala, 2012 held in 
Trivandrum, Kerala, from 8th to 12th 
June 2012 for [ am Micm which she co
directed. She also curated Experimenta, 
an independent international festival for 
experimental cinema in India, which was 
showcased at the London Indian Film 
Festival (LIFF) held from June 20 to July 
3, 2012. Experimenta includes Presence by 

Ekta Mittal (2004-'05) and Yashaswini 
R (2006-'07). Their films have travelled 
to many art shows and film festivals 
including the prestigious International 
Leipzig festival for Documentary and 
Animated Films and they also received the 
Docedge Development Grant Award at 

Docedge, the Asian Forum 
for Documentary. Natasha 

,Mendonca (2000-'01) 
produced Jan Villa 
which was also included 
in Experimenta. Naina 
Panemanglor's (2006-
'07) film Maya was also 
screened in the Satyajit Ray 
Foundation's Short Film 
Competition at the London 
Indian Film Festival. 

We are proud ofFaiza 
Khan (2002-'03), whose 
documentary, $upermen oj 
Malegaon had a successful 
theatre release, a rare feat 
for a documentary film. 

Faiza Khan was also awarded the Best 
Project Award at Docedge, The Asian 
Forum for Documentary. Surabhi Sharma 
(1991-'92) produced a new documentary 
on surrogacy called Can we see the baby 
bump please? 

Our alumnae are making their 
presence felt in the publishing industry. 
Shabnam Minwalla, (1989-'90) has 
written her first children's book, The Six 
Spellmakers oj Dorabji Street, published 
by Hachette, and you can catch her 
reading from it at various festivals this 

season. Minnie Vaid (1980-'81) 
has recently completed [mn 
[rom: Two Journeys on Irom 
Sharmila's struggle. The book 
is expected to be out in stores 
soon. 

Our alumnae continue to 
playa role in activism and non
profit work at all levels. Suparna 
Gupta (1993-'94) was selected 
as an Asia 21 Young Leader 
(2011) to join a group of the 
most dynamic under-40 young 
leaders in the Asia Pacific region 
and was most recently awarded 
the Ford Mason Fellowship at 
Harvard's Kennedy School of 
Government (2012). Maithili 
Padukone (2008-'09) 

volunteered her time to produce four short 
films to highlight the community work 
done by the Chitrapur Math featuring 
'Karaseva', a camp for young people to 
try their hands at farming and,giving 
local farmers a week-long vacation in the 
peak of summer in rural Karnataka, and 
the Parijnan Foundation which works 
for the cause of women's empowerment, 
sustainability, free primary health-care 
and recycling organic waste to hand-made 
paper in and around the village of Shirali 
in Karnataka. Dakshina T (2007-'08) 
did a story on a wheelchair-bound social 
innovator, Biju Verghese, from Kerala, 
which was chosen for the India Positive 
Award, 2012, by CNN-IBN. 

Our faculty members have had a 
productive year. Jerry Pinto's novel Em 
and the Big Hoom was well-received 
when it was released in April 2012. Jerry 
also published a children's book, When 
Crows are White, in 2012. Ajay Noronha's 
documentary A Picture ojYou was also 
released in 2012. ~ 



JUDGING THE MAMI 
FI LM FESTIVAL 
By Farzeen Khan 

* On 28 Sep 2012, 55 hopeful young students appeared for the 
'MAMI Mumbai Film Festival Young Critics Jury' test. Eleven days 
later, 21 received an e-mail confirming their presence on the jury. 
This jury was to watch and review 13 films from the 'International 
Competition' category every day. Two reviews would be selected to 
be published in the Hindustan Times. Apart from this, they also 
had to choose one film at the end of the festival, which would be 
rewarded a prize worth Rs. 10 Lakh. 

Three SCM students, Penaaz Damania, Farzeen Khan and 
Sneha Paul received the e-mail. 

They were first made to attend several workshops which were 
held on 17th and 18th of October at the Max Muller Bhavan, 
Kala Ghoda. It was conducted by Daniel Kruger, a renowned 
international critic of German origin. His opening lines at the 
workshop were, "Bombay is the capital of cinema. India churns 
out more movies per year than any other country in the world. Yet 
every year they call me here, and I can't understand why! " 

In the workshop, the young critics were shown four films 
and then each one was discussed. The criteria on which movies 
were supposed to be judged was also shared. One of the major 
concerns of the management is that every year, the movie chosen 
by the young critic's jury and the International jury is always very 
different, highlighting what they see as the inexperience of the 
young jury. "The young critics' jury tends to get swayed by the 
emotion of the film and doesn't take into account technicality, 
story, which they should," said Santosh Path are, the co-ordinator 
of the jury. (Ageism is not dead.) 

* Sankalp Meshram conducted a workshop on 28 July 2012 at 
SCM. He called it an Actuality Workshop. Meshram brought 
his years of cinematic experience toa bear on it. He told us 
briefly how the silent and unseen cannot be put in a film, but 
yet there are other important elements that can be used to 
evoke or find a way to elicit feelings and emotions through 
a film. The workshop concentrated on expression, self
expression and juxtaposing images with sound. 
He explained to us about time and space and how a movie 
is composed. We were sent outside the classroom and every 
person had to pick an incident or happening and compose 
three lines in a story format. 
It seemed like a simple exercise to do but when we were out 
looking for things on campus to form stories, we realised it was 
not easy. One really needs to concentrate and break down each 
thought in one's mind to get the best picture out. 

The film festival which began on 18 Oct 2012 concluded 
on 25 Oct 2012. Two hundred and fifty films were screened 
over the course of one week. Apart from those who entered the 
competition, there was a section for world cinema, for restored 
classics, for Italian cinema, for documentaries and for Indian 
cinema. Films varied in terms of their origin, their genre, their 
narrative structure, and so on. 

Sneha Paul adds, "Our days started and ended with watching 
films for the whole week during the film festival. This has been a 
completely different experience as far as my encounter with cinema 
is concerned. We watched around five films every day for seven days 
and wrote reviews for almost each of them. It was wonderful to see 
how each one of us came up with different interpretations of the 
same story. I will be eagerly waiting for the MAMI Film Festival this 
year. My personal favourites during the course of the screening were 
Beasts of the Southern Wild, Ship qfTheseus and Holy Motors." PS: 
Beasts of the Southern World won. 

VISHAL MULL VISITS 
ByJennuer~endonca 

* Vishal Mull, television producer, writer and director, 

came to SCM on 29 Nov 2012 for a guest lecture on 

TV Production. 

He introduced TV concepts and behind the scenes 

of TV production. There are various types of shows on 

TV like reality, fiction, documentaries, news, music etc. 

He told us how a show is developed and the various 

stages it goes through like concept development, 

pitching to the right channel, channel approval, 

direction, production, camera, sound etc. A pitch for 

a channel should be unique. It gave us a good insight 

into production that happens on various genres of TV 

shows. 

Take-out: "Your pitch must be unique." 

"You can't fall asleep on the set. You have to be 

aware of everything that is going on and make sure 

you're in controL" 

" It's fun to go live but it has its own risks. You have 

to cover all your bases." 

MARGINALIA 



* On 25 Aug 2012, the SCM students were introduced to the 
life and works of Chinese filmmaker and activist Ai Wei Wei by 
Zasha Colah and Sumesh Sharma. The duo is responsible for 
starting up Clark House, an organisation-gallery-activist-space 
in a building in Colaba by the same name. This space which 
started out by screening films from the North-East is used 
by young and contemporary artistes from all over India and 
outside to showcase their art. 
Colah and Sharma informed us about Ai Wei Wei and the kind 
of work he is involved in. A documentary named Never Sorry 
was screened in parts during the session. Ai Wei Wei explores 
various forms of art. He has also been a dynamic political 
activist and through his work has protested against the so 
called 'democracy' in the country. He criticized the Chinese 
Government's functioning and its take on human rights, while 
investigating corruption. 
The film tells us that he was arrested in 2011 and detained 
without any official charges. When the officials are questioned 
the only thing they come up with is that he has been detained 
on some tax-related complaints. It becomes quite obvious 
that these are trumped up charges meant to silence an 
uncomfortable presence. This was followed by a question-and
answer session. 

FARIDA PACHA 
SHOWS THE WOMEN 
IN BLUE BERETS 
By Jehanin Pajnigar 

* On 3 Jan 2013 SCM screened Farida Pacha's 2012 documentary 
The Women in Blue Be1'ets, after which the director graced us 
with her presence along with cinematographer of the film, Lutz 
Konermann. Pacha's earlier documentary The Seedkeepers, won 
the National Award in 2006. Her film The Women in Blue Berets 
is based in Liberia, a country traumatized by fourteen years of 
civil war, and conducted its second democratic election in October 
2011. This election was crucial to the future of the country. And 
so an all-female police contingent from India, supporting the UN 
peacekeeping operation in Liberia was deployed. 
Posted yearly since 2007, it is the first such unit to ever take part 
in a peacekeeping mission. But what is most touching is how 

. Pacha explores the journey of Ruby, Tejinder and Philomena and 
their first time in another country, away from their families. Just 
like them, the other women in the contingent too have left their 
children or loved ones for this twelve-month period. 
We see how tensions rise when the elections come nearer and the 
problems they face to ensure peace and that voting takes place in 
an orderly fashion and how language is a barrier and yet how the 
women connect as one community in a foreign land. The movie is 
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HARINI 
CALAMURON 
MEDIA BIAS 
By AditiRoy 

* On 11 Jan 2013 journalist Harini 

Calamur led a two-hour session 

discussed media bias. She pointed 

out that there can be different types 

of biases like owner bias, economic 

and financial biases, and viewer bias. She discussed 

the conspicuous liaison between politics, business 

organisations and media houses. She spoke at length 

about how government policies are affected by lobbying 

practised by big corporate houses. Among many other 

concepts she pointed "Corporate Democracy" a concept 

associated with the rise and vast expansion of the media 

empire by Rupert Murdoch. 

Caste and gender inequality issues were lectured at length 

with reference to the infamous Khairlanji massacre of 2006 

in Maharashtra where four members of a Dalit family were 

brutally murdered. Harini drew attention to the dangers 

of the Khap Panchayat system and its hegemony over the 

social life in the rural India. Harin stresses that we should 

update ourselves on websites like kafila.org, roundtable. 

org, centrerightindia .org and countercurrents.org. 

touching and leaves you with a strong sense of hope and strength 
keeping us all engaged till the end. 
After the screening we engaged with Pacha and Konermann in 
a discussion related to the movie. She said, "I read a newspaper 
article about Indian policewomen serving as UN Peacekeepers in 
Liberia and that got me interested in their story:' She told us about 
the problems she faced shooting in Liberia and since Liberia was 
in a very sensitive situation at that time, a lot of precaution had to 
be taken. The crew got last minute permission to go to Liberia and 
shoot. 
"It was an amazing experience and the time we got to spend with 
the contingent is what I will cherish the most," she said. ~ 



AHMET GURATA ON 
TURKISH CINEMA 
By Sharon Flynn 

* Ahmet Gurata, a lecturer at the Bilkent University in Turkey, 
walked into our studio on 31 Aug 2012 with much aplomb. He 
discussed the various aspects of Turkish cinema and its reach 
across the world. We got a look into the gradual development 

of Turkish 
Cinema with 
respect to the 
other parts of 
the world. 

Gurata 
showed us 
statistical 
data as 
to how 
many films 
are viewed 
in Turkey. He 

spoke about Indian cinema which has become popular in Turkey. 
He spoke about the quintessential Raj Kapoor movie,Awaam 
which over the years has been loved by the Thrkish audience. He 
also reviews and analyses many international films. 

He screened a Turkish short film, which was appreciated by 
all of us. 

At SCM, we believe in doing it on our own. Besides showing 
our strength only through words and visuals, we decided to 
show it physically instead. The faculty organized the self
defense workshop for us on 13 July 2012. Facilitated by 
Shamala Joshi, we witnessed and participated in a lot of self
defense techniques, and mind you, really easy ones. 

"While trying to defend yourself, easy is not what matters 
really, techniques should be 'handy' in a way; said Joshi. 
Then it was the girls' turn to show what it would be if anyone 
meddled with them. Quickly adapting every technique, the 
workshop was soon turning out to be a lot offun. 

Joshi is the chief instructor at Whitebeltz and is a student 
of various martial arts techniques for more than a decade. She 
believes that there are no shortcuts to success. 

Combining many ideas and effective techniques from 
various arts together 
she certainly 
empowered us in 
a way to fight any 
misbehavior. 

SAMEERA KHAN 
ENCOURAGES LOITERING 
Jennifer Mendonca 

* On 15 Jan 2013 at SCM, the students had a great 
opportunity to meet and interact with renowned 
journalist and co-author of JVhy Loiter (Penguin books, 
2011), Sameera Khan. She had come along with her 

colleague and co-author Shilpa Ranade, an 
architect. The book talks about how 

women are constantly on the move 
in Mumbai and asks whether 

women are allowed to 'loiter' 
as society immediately 
stereotypes them. An 
interesting thing we learnt 
at the interactive session 
was how women are 
constantly on their guard. 
Even unconsciously they are 

always on the lookout of any 
possible harm that may come 

their way. We were taught how 
urban planning and architecture 

can help create a safe environment 
for women to move around in the city. The lecture was 
extremely insightful and had a new way oflooking at 
gender and the use of space. 

SREE SRINIVASAN COMES TO SCM 
By Farzeen Khan 

* On 7 Jan 2013, we were visited by Sree Sreenivasan, 

Chief Digital Officer at the Columbia University. It was 

exciting having someone from the J-school considering 

how renowned it is. 

Srinivasan spoke about the 

changing nature of the 

classroom and the 

emergence of a virtual 

classroom. He also spoke 

about the drawbacks 

such as lack of personal 

attention, lack of 

credibility, etc. 

Sreenivasan spoke of 

social networking and the 

importance of maintaining 

an impressive online profile as 

one is often judged by potential 

employers on the basis of one's virtual footprint. He 

also gave us handy tips about tweeting. An interesting 

lecture, generously garnished with humour made for an 

enjoyable, informative experience. 

Take-out: "I will ruin social media for you." ~ 
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* Chirodeep Chaudhuri's session on photo essays truly was 
a great experience and very insightful. It gave everyone a 
chance to participate, even those of us that hate the idea of 
photography and what it entails. 

He shared his experiences at Time- Out magazine and the 
kind of work his team works on. He had a very hands-on way 
of explaining things and often gave us a chance to contribute, 
it was more like a group discussion than a "talk". 

He made us understand that photography was a way to 
tell great stories by showing us examples of his work. Often he 
gave us the chance to critique and give our inputs on his work 
which was great! As all SCM students always have a thing or 
two to say on everything! 

The' part that had everyone gripped was when he gave us 
a bunch of photographs and asked the class to form their own 
photo essays. Everyone came up with very interesting options 
to the same story which were discussed in depth. The key take 
away from this session was, clarity of view and one must have a 
clear flow of ideas to tell a story most effectively. 

SCM STUDENTS ON 
CNBC TECH TOYZ 
By Siddhi Patel 

* Shooting an entire movie on a DSLR is not a piece of cake! Four 
students, Jennifer, Sneha, Ankita and I were given an opportunity 
to learn how to make a movie using a Nikon 
DSLR under Arnol Gole, the cinematographer 
who shot Stanley ka Dabba. 

We were briefed on the story of a short 
movie Chitthi, which was screened on CNBC's 
weekly episode 'Tech Toyz'. It was a simple 
story where a letter becomes a medium of 
apology between husband and wife, A dabba 
also had an important role to play in the story. 
Hence, we started shooting the journey of the 
fabled dabbawallas of Mumbai. We followed 
them, climbed in to a luggage compartment 
and shot many scenes. We then got off at 
Churchgate station and tracked them till their 
offices and other work places. We were also 
being shot by two other cameras; a nice post
modern touch. 

We were a little self-conscious and 
nervous the first time. We had lapel mikes 
attached to us to record our questions, queries 
and conversations we had with Arnol. He was 
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JEHANGIR SABAVALA 
FOUNDATION, ART 
HISTORY: A COMPARISON 
By Penaaz Damania 

* Karishma Iyer, Kinjal Chheda, 

Siddhi Patel and I were invited by 

the Jehangir Sabavala foundation 

to shoot a talk titled "The Quest 

for Visionary Art: A Meditation 

on Jehangir Sabavala " which was 

given by the noted art historian 

and cultural theorist, Richard 

Lannoy. The seminar was held 

on Thursday, 4 Oct 2012, at the Visitor's Centre in the 

Chhatrapati Shivaji Maharaj Vaastu Sangrahalay CMumbai). 

I was shooting throughout the lecture while Mr. Lannoy 

spoke about art culture and history and compared it to 

Sabavalla's masterpieces. 

Personally, it was a learning experience as my mind 

was opened up to cubism, impressionism and the maestro 

that was Sabavala. It was an honour to have shot for the 

foundation as such opportunities don't come so easily. 

a kind and patient guide. 
I ran and chased the dabbawallas. It was a unique experience 

of travelling in the luggage compartment. Shooting with the 
DSLR was an amazing experience. I found it comfortable as 
the camera was light in weight compared to the Sony HDV 
camera, which we use for our college projects. After shooting 
the dabbawalla's journey sequence, we shot the indoor sequence 
where we were taught composition, lighting and different use 

oflenses in detail. Later, we shot the office 
sequence where the letter was read by the 
protagonist. Visiting the CNBC TV18 office, 
at Lower Parel excited me. I visited all 
the departments and spoke to the people 
working there. 

Finally, the day arrived when the episode 
was going to be screened. By then we had 
posted the episode details on facebook and 
google groups. We got calls, text messages 
and comments before and after the screening 
of the episode. It turned out to be one of the 
most important events of our lives. 

I experienced two full days of working 
indoors as well as outdoors and above all I 
learnt how to shoot a movie on a DSLR. 

The training, techniques, guidance as 
well as the support from the CNBC team 
and Arnol was highly valuable and useful. 
We thank them for letting us be part of this 
journey. 



SVATI CHAKRABORTY-BHATKAL ON SATYAMEVA JAYATE 
By Riti Bahel 

* Svati Chakraborty-Bhatkal was invited by our department 
to share her experiences in the field of research. She and her 
company conducted the entire research for the show 'Satyameva 

* Samar Harlankar spoke about gender inequalities from 
the male persepctive while bringing a startlingly feminist 
perspective to his talk. He spoke at length about the skewed 
gender ratio in the states like Haryana and Punjab where, 
despite comparative economic success, the girl child is 
still slaughtered in the womb and when she is born. He 
illustrated the possibility of this changing through education 
and told us about a stone quarry worker's daughter who 
was now studying at National Law School, Bangalore. Her 
success story had encouraged other women to want to put 
their children into school too. 

Halarnkar emphasised the need for journalists to 
challenge the status quo. He said that he had visited the 
University of Berkeley and talked to one of the Nobel 
Laureates there. The scientist had just come back from a 
visit to one of the IITs and had said that he was not very 
hopeful for the future of sceeince in India because all the 
students called their teachers 'Sir' and this led him to feel 
that they were not going to challenge their preceptors' 
theories. And so he told us not to call him 'Sir' as journalists 
also need to challenge the status quo. 

Jayate' which was hosted and co-produced by actor Aamir 
Khan. The immense amount of research conducted by her team 
convinced the channel to go ahead with it. (They had earlier 
had their doubts.) Bhatkal told us that amongst many they 
finalized 15 topics of which seven were aired. The research was 
conducted in rural India over two years. 

She informed us about the various ethical codes and 
methodologies to follow while conducting reasearch in the 
villages. She suggested, that one should have a key person in 
the village as a guide. The villagers are not very open to the idea 
of outsiders coming in, especially women taking charge. It is 
important to keep the anonymity of the characters if asked. 
The research team has to be very sensitive and make sure that 
the subjects are not uncomfortable in front ofthe camera. It 
would be preferable if they have been wired beforehand. 

The sensitivity wi~h which she spoke about her characters 
taught us that research is not only about getting information. 
One could see the emotional connect she had with the issue 
and the characters when she teared up while talking about the 
human scavengers. It is about knowing your character, 
knowing the crux of the issue and working with care and 
sensitivity. 

KALPANA SHARMA ON 'MISSING: 
HALF THE STORY' 
By A(liti Roy 

* Veteran journalist Kalpana Sharma and SCM alumna 

Sameera Khan came to the SCM department on 15 Jan 

2013 to discuss Sharma's book Missing: Half the Story-

Journalism as if Gender Matters (Zubaan Books, 2010). 

Sharma is one of the most respected journalists in India. 

The book is a collection of stories and case studies from 

every part of India by writers, journalists and researchers. 

Sharma talked at length about various issues like 

environmental degradation, toilets and the need to take 

into account a woman's perspective on these matters. On 

the recent Delhi gang rape case issue 

she explained why women are 

viewed in a particular light 

by tracing the historical 

and social aspects of 

Indian culture. She 

also reminisced about 

her early days as 

a journalist before 

she was exposed to 

feminism and how that 

changed her perspective 

as she got more involved in 

the movement. 
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From Street to Chic 
When you think of fashion you always think of Zara, Prada or 
Louis Vuitton. But there is a whole other world of street fashion. 
Mallika Anand and Vidhi Goradia tell us about the back road to 
street fashion. 

M 
umbai has several striking 
street markets, from 
South Mumbai's Colaba 
Causeway and Fashion 
Street to Hill Road and 

Lokhandwala in the suburbs. Where do 
these clothes come from? And how is it 
possible get a complete ensemble for less 
than Rs 500? Here is an exploration of the 
wholesale market--the facilitators of street 
fashion. 

Tucked away in a labyrinth oflanes 
in Wadala is one of the largest wholesale 
markets for garments, the Kidwai Nagar 
Market. Along each of these lanes are 
little shops and stalls stocked from top 
to bottom with garments in all kinds of 
shapes, sizes and colours, all of which 
are manufactured in house. It is from 
here that most of the street markets in 
Mumbai source their stock. "The clothes 
are usually the 'use and throw' quality," 
says Abdul Rahaman, a shirt stall owner 
at the market. "We usually just keep a 20 
percent margin and sell our clothes, which 
amounts to just about 20-30 rupees per 
garment," he says. This, he explains totals 
to only about Rs 2000 - 5000 a month, 
which is then further invested. "We make 
barely any profits but that's the way this 
market works, and we have to stick to it." 

Shahfikh Ali, owner ofRH Garments, a 
fairly large shop by the market's standards, 
offers a different perspective. "See, it is not 
that there are no profits in this market, one 
must know how to do good business and 
grow," he says. Ali, whose production unit 
is in Delhi, specializes in the manufacture 
of t-shirts, jeans and casuals. He supplies 
stores and stalls all over Mumbai. His 
inventory is comprehensive and varied 
in quality and price points. Ali employs a 
grading system wherein he grades all his 
products based on the quality and fabric 
after which he determines a price at which 
he resells his garments. A pair of jeans 
costs approximately Rs 350 to 700. 

"Our products are just as good as the 
ones you find in popular stores," claims Ali 
and adds, "We even have our own brands 
here." And they do. A look around the 
store reveals brand names such as UCF, 
Addiction, Second Step, T&D, Brook and 3 
Play, which are some of the more popular 
brands that do the rounds at these markets. 
Interestingly, almost every stall in the 
market seems to stock identical garments. 
So what's the real differentiator? 
. Ali clarifies. ''All our designs have labels 
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of the various manufacturers, their brands 
and we each have our network of buyers, so 
honestly it doesn't matter much, but yes, we 
do try to keep doing something or the other 
slightly different from the other shops here 
every now and then, but how different can 
you go with a pair of jeans?" 

During the 1990s, Jalaluddin Shaikh, 
42, spent over a decade as the "cutting 
master" to celebrity designer Rohit Bal. 
Looking back he talks about his days as 
a tailor in a small workshop that he was 
given at Kemps Corner. "I used to work 
long hours, it was never easy to reach the 
standards that the designer set, every stitch 
was closely observed." He would take weeks 
to work on one outfit. Fabrics and other 
materials are bought from all over the 
world, and are used judiciously to create 
beautiful masterpieces, sold for outrageous 
prices. Exclusivity is key here, designs are 
rarely duplicated and every designer has a 
signature style. Things are quite different 
in the wholesale market wherein cheap 
durable fabrics are bought and entire 
garments are made with just that one 
fabric, designs are duplicated and mass 
produced a very fast pace, the element 
of exclusiveness and intricacy is missing. 
According to Natasha Chinchkar, Store 
Manager at Ritu Kumar, Lower Parel, "We 
just do not mass produce!" She says that 
good quality fabrics are hard to procure 
and expensive but a designer garment is 
always worth the price. 

The production process in the 
wholesale market is similar to the retail 
market in some aspects, where in clothes 
are mass produced, but of course, given 
the pricing and quality thi'ngs are slightly 
different. The creation of a sample garment 
is the first step in the mass production 

process for both markets. The sample 
in the retail market is created by a 
handpicked design team, after which the 
merchandisers step in and pick the designs 
that work most for the audience. "These 
merchandisers are analysts of fashion at 
large, and especially international trends" 
says Shreeya Haridas, marketing manager 
at high street brand AND. 

The idea here is to give people the 
flavour of the latest trends that are 
accessible and wearable by the Indian 
audiences. Once the merchandisers select 
the designs, samples are made in-house. 
These are first made on cheap fabric and 
the design is replicated on the final fabric. 
Once a particular design is finalized, the 
sample is then tested for fit and the fabric is 
tested for colour bleeds and shrinking and 
only then sent for production. Most high 
street brands have quality control tests like 
random checks. Those garments that do 
not make the cut make their way into the 
street market as export rejects or surplus 
and are sold at throwaway prices. 

The sample garment for the wholesale 
market is usually made based on a garment 
from the retail market, a copy so to say. 
The production process is speeded up; 
the fabrics are cheap but durable. Mass 
production is key, margins are low, 
production costs are controlled. There 
are no quality control tests, no planning 
teams, but they produce a large amount of 
wearable clothes that do what they must. It 
is functionality at its best 

The retail market works on a "value 
for money" notion. It is to provide great 
fashion but at an affordable price. Even 
while providing affordable fashion, they 
charge us four to five times the production 
cost. This is definitely not the case here. In 
the wholesale market they work long hours 
and barely make any profits. But yet the 
facilitators of our street fashion are going 
strong and are here to stay. 

A lot of work goes into every piece of 
clothing we own, be it a fancy dress or a night 
dress. Remember this the next time you go 
shopping, and make a smart choice. 



So would you walk 
away from the money? 
For most young people, the right job is the one with the biggest 
pay packet. Riti Bahel meets three people who walked way to 
jobs that held meaning above money. 

A
fter working with Citibank 
for three years, Dylan 
D'costajoined MelJol, a non
governmental organization 
that works in the sphere of 

child rights, in June 2012. "I took almost 
a one-third cut in my salary when 1 joined 
MelJol," says D'costa. What made him 
walk away from the lucrative salary and 
attractive perks offered by Citibank was 

his passion 
for the cause 
of education. 
MelJol began as 
a values-based 
organization 
but soon 
metamorphosed 
into a school
based system 
that seeks to 
energise the 

classroom, sensitise teachers about the 
rights of children and help children acquire 
citizenship skills. Its star programme is 
financial education in which students 
learn the art of saving and planning for 
the future. Registered in 1999 as an NGO, 
today MelJol is helping nearly eight lakh 
children in 5500 schools across 10 states. 
Its programme has been replicated in 
a hundred countries across the world. 
D'costa works as the manager for donor 
relations; he manages existing clients and 
raises funds for the organisation. Although 
his designation is that of a Senior Co
coordinator, he believes that in a small 
organization everyone has multiple roles 

to fulfill. So he manages the volunteers, 
budgeting and data management along 
with fund raising. 

D'costa started working in 2006 with 
Citigroup after finishing his graduation 
from Narsee Monjee College, Mumbai. His 
role was that of an analyst in the investment 
banking department. As an analyst he 
dealt with clients from London and Hong 
Kong. This made him work according to 
their time zones and have long and erratic 
working hours. There was a time when 
he worked for 31 hours at a stretch. "I was 
lucky I was wearing a white shirt because 
of which people did not notice the next 
day that I had not gone home. I can say 
espresso shots were my reason for survival 
in the end," says D'costa. Although he feels 
that despite working for 31 hours straight, 
he still did not know what purpose he was 
working for and whether it was making a 
difference to anyone. "But now I know, I 
know I directly impact someone's 
life," says D'costa.with a smile. 

D'costa is one of the many 
young professionals who are 
willing to work for their passion, 
for that one cause because they 
feel deeply for it. These young 
professionals want to follow 
their dream and as D'costa puts 
it "work for Karma". Corporate 
life to these individuals seems 
mechanical, lifeless and dull. It 
is a place where creativity finds 
no place and makes them feel 
worthless. Amongst many such 
professionals is Ankit Kanani 

who works for Touching Lives in Dahisar, 
Mumbai. Touching Lives also works in the 
field of education. "It was considered to be 
an insane idea by friends and family when I 
decided to quit my well-paid secure job and 
join Touching Lives," says Kanani. 

Kanani is a Mumbai man. He was 
born and brought up in the city; he resides 
in Borivali and graduated in engineering 
from SVKM's D.J. Sanghvi College in Ville 
Parle. Then his plan was to get a good job 
in a well-known company with a decent 
pay package. And that he achieved. But 
something was missing. "I never felt the 
passion, the happiness I should have gotten 
from my work," says Kanani. 

One day he couldn't take it any longer 
He was working on a presentation and at 
the end of the day; he realized that he had 
made no difference. "The presentation was 
something 1 was doing because I had been 
told to do it. I didn't believe in it, no one 
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else would either. It meant nothing but I 
had spent my day working on it. I couldn't 
believe I was doing this. And that night I 
wrote out my resignation letter, gave the 
company a month's notice and began to 
look around for something to do, something 
meaningful." 

Kanani too was appointed at one-
third his last salary, but he believes that it 
is not about the money it is all about the 
inner satisfaction. When you don't know 
what you are working for, whether your 
contribution is even making a difference to 
the organization is when you think about 
your worth. "I was 26 not 46. I wanted 
something intellectually stimulating, there 
was a lot of learning but I just wanted 
something worth it, something more 
satisfYing," says D'costa. Peaceful, calm and 
satisfying sleep is the drive you get to work 
for these organizations. 

For D'costa and Kanani it was the cause 
that made them live their passion and risk 
quitting their jobs. But was it the same for 
Zafar Bhatri who quit his job as a store 
manager in ITC to join Teach for India 
as a fellow? When asked what made him 
quit, he had a simple answer: "I left my job 
to work for a cause but ended up finding 
a bigger meaning to life in the process. I 
guess it is something that I may never be 
able to put into words. Everyone in this 
country does see the problems that we face. 
The reason I decided on Teach for India is 
simply because I believe that our youth will 
change the shape of this country. For this, 
they need to have an excellent education 
and I am here to simply provide that to 
them". 
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Started in 2009, Teach for India 
is a non-profit movement that aims at 
eliminating educational inequity in India. 
Today, it is in five cities: Mumbai, Pune, 
Delhi, Hyderabad and Chennai and have 
a total of 550 Fellows and 196 Alumni 
teaching 16000 children. Bhatri is a fellow 
at Teach for India. He has decided to 
commit two years to teach in a low income 
English medium school. He teaches Grade 
2 in Elia Sarwat English High School in 
Malwani, Malad west. "This fellowship is 
not only about bringing about a change in 
my students; it is also about bringing about 
a change in my own life. This has been 
the most enriching experience of my life 
and has made me value things that I never 
considered earlier," says Bhatri. 

"We live in times where money does 
play an extremely important role. It is true 
that most people may actually believe in 
a cause, but will never go through with it 
since it will not support them financially," 
says Bhatri. There are many reactions that 
these professionals have to go through. For 
D'costa, his family and friends did not have 
to be convinced they were very supportive 
and in fact his friends are in awe of him. 
They say that he definitely has some guts to 
do this. For Kanani neither his family nor 
his friends were very supportive initially. 
But his work and his passion for his 

"THAT NIGHT I WROTE 
OUT MY RESIGNATION 

LETTER, GAVE THE 
COMPANY A MONTH'S 
NOTICE AND BEGAN 
TO LOOK AROUND 
FOR SOMETHING 

TO DO, SOMETHING 
MEANINGFUL." 

organization is what convinced them all. He 
finds solace in his work. Strangely, Bhatri 
did not have to convince his parents, but his 
friends. Since they all went to Welingkar 
together for their MBA and started their 
professional careers at the same time and 
were earning the same money, they believed 
he was wasting his life doing this because 
he would not have savings in the end. "If 
they could only know what I have gained in 
this past year," says Bhatri. 

These organizations do pay less, but 
most of these young professionals feel 
that they could take this step only because 
they have no obligations and no one else 
to support but themselves. "My parents 
planned my education pr,operly and that 
is the reason why I want to impact a 
child's education in the same way", says 
D'costa. Kanani experienced an incident 

which showed him the sorry state of 
children in government shelter homes. His 
organization fought with the legal system 
for the state of these children. "If we want a 
change in the system, you have to be in the 
system to change it", says Kanani. Bhatri 
feels that "today the powerful are more 
potent because we are weak. The worst 
part of this is that our systems allow this 
to happen and we as the majority have just 
accepted it". 

You don't have to quit your job to help 
or make a change. Change could be in 
anyway. You could join fellowships, just 
teach for a weekend or help monetarily or 
join a MNC and work in the CSR or social 
development department. CSR or social 
development is the next stop for D'costa. "I 
will stick to social development even after 
my MBA. I know that as an investment 
banker I could earn ten thousand dollars. 
But this is probably my way to pay it back 
to the society". Kanani who was earning 
a package of eight lakhs as a start up 
after his graduation feels that money is 
something that could be earned over a 
period of time. They all are willing to make 
that small change. Let go of those small 
social spending that gave them happiness 
at one point. "Apart from the fact that my 
commitment to Teach for India leaves 
me with absolutely no time to maintain 
social protocol, even if it did give me an 
opportunity, I would not make the best 
use of it. At some level, I have become a 
little indifferent to few things that at some 
stage mattered to me. It does get a little 
difficult to maintain a work life balance," 
says Bhatri. 

Nobody can deny that there will 
always be a minority who will want to 
break the shackles of social obligation 
and acceptance to join a movement or a 
cause. It is a difficult choice to make. But it 
could even be an accident. One ofD'costa's 
colleagues was passing a construction site 
and moved by what she saw, she started 
teaching the children of construction 
workers. She does not belong to any 
organization, just something she does. 
Some of this has to do with the impression 
that has been created about people who 
work for NGO's and some of it has to do 
with the fact that people who work in the 
social sector do not get paid that well. 
"There is a sense of personal pressure or set 
of obligations also involved with these pay 
checks," says D'costa. 

We always hear that a small change 
could make this BIG difference. It's 
the feeling of WE that these young 
professionals are trying to inculcate and 
follow. We need to know that others do 
exist. Making a difference to just one life 
could make life different. "It is our need 
to serve, rather than saying we serve the 
needy. If you ever wonder how to make that 
difference, just touch ONE life," explains 
Kanani. 



KUTCH KUTCH 
HOTAHAIN 
SCM Sophia went to Kutch for a photography tour from the 
19th of November to the 29th of November 2012. Kutch, 
otherwise a barren desert is home to several palaces and 
temples. The eleventh century Modhera sun temple, was 
definitely one of the highlights of the trip. The intricacy of 
the work on the stone walls was bind-blowing. 

The isolated Mandvi Beach had everyone jumping into 
their two-pieces, eager to take a dip in the water. With its 
deep blue ocean and pristine white sands, it is difficult to 
remember that one is still in India and not some exotic 
tropical region. 

Another fascinating experience was the Wild Ass 
Sanctuary at Bajana. Apart from wild asses, there were 
several beautiful birds, deer and even hoards of flamingos. 
Village visits, museum tours and the other quintessential 
activities of every college trip were carried out with moderate 
levels of enthusiasm. 

However, by far, the most breath taking experience of 
the trip was the night visit to the little Rann of Kutch, near 
the small village of Dhordo. To do justice with words to 
the feeling that one gets when standing under the starry 
night sky, with nothing but the vast expanse of the desert 
all around; with would be close impossible. Not one of us 
remained untouched by that experience. It was the ultimate 
experience of connecting with and being one with nature. 

shut and the 
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Meghna: Dead and broken. 
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Jennifer: Lines that must not be crossed. 



Come laugh with us 
Meera Ravikumar and Neha Chauhan explore the laughter clubs 
and find that not everyone's in stitches. 

T
hey are the noisemakers of 
Nana-Nani Park near Mumbai's 
Girgaum Chowpatty. Come six 
in the morning, the otherwise 
soft-spoken "senior citizens"-

the designated users of this park-turn 
into a boisterous lot. Arms up in the air, 
head thrown back, they laugh loudly and 
continuously for close to an hour, often 
surprising those out for a quiet morning 
walk. 

This motley group of sixtysomethings 
(with a couple of octogenarians thrown 
in for good measure) are members of the 
local chapter of the laughter club. "The best 
things in life are free, like smiling," says 
60-year-old Dinesh Kapdi, who frowned 
through his stressful career. But laughter 
yoga turned his frown upside down. 

"Laughter yoga is based upon the 
scientific fact that the body cannot tell the 
difference between fake laughter and real 
laughter. Even if one pretends to laugh, 
the body releases beneficial hormones 
associated with laughter and happiness," 
says Dr Madan Kataria, a physician who 
gradually transformed himself into the 
leader of an international movement that 
promotes laughter as a cure to several 
health issues. Starting with five people early 
in 1995, Kataria has established more than 
six thousand laughter clubs in India now 
and more than ten thousand worldwide 
in seventy-two countries. The demand for 
laughter clubs is clearly on a rise. No doubt 
that this is because it is one of the easiest 
ways to remain healthy. In one of his many 
articles, Kataria writes that laughter is 
beneficial to our mind and body. It helps in 
strengthening the immune system, increase 
blood circulation, relax the muscles, reduce 
blood pressure, asthma, arthritis and helps 

in chronic illnesses like cancer. Once stress 
levels are lowered, the immune system 
becomes stronger. 

"I have been working here for the past 
one month. It's a great feeling to be a part of 
this family and to start the day with a belly 
laugh. The feeling stays with me through 
the day, a smile playing around the corner 
of my lips," says Suresh Prajapati, 49 years 
old, Security guard at the Nana-Nani Park, 
Chowpatty. But it isn't just the senior 
citizens who are reap the benefits. Charis 
Fernandes, a 20-year-old student says, "You 
don't need a lame reason or a stupid joke to 
laugh. All you need is just to get together 
and laugh out loud. I really enjoy doing it 
with my friends. It adds positivity to the 
atmosphere and we feel more refreshed and 
ready for our day to day work." 

Stress and depression have long been 
known to be silent killers. "I feel laughter is 
a way in which you can hide your sorrows ... 

for a minute it takes you to another world 
free from all tension" says 20-year-old 
Viona Dixon. 

But not everyone is convinced. S V 
Kamat, 80, and a regular visitor says, 
"Laughter is something that should be 
natural rather than artificial and for me 
these classes don't make any sense. I believe 
that for me laughing out loud at this age 
can affect my health since a little strain 
may lead to problems like a heart attack." 
Several others have also complained about 
the noise in the mornings. 

Kataria discovered laughter yoga in a 
garden with group of interested people. He 
noticed that these people formed a circle 
and waited for instructions. He asked 
everyone to crack jokes. This continued 
for a couple of weeks. But nowadays 
many clubs do not use jokes. Instead they 
simply pretend to laugh. This unnatural 
'fake' laughter then sparks off the first 
giggles. This slowly gives way to bouts of 
real laughter and soon enough the entire 
group is experiencing belly-rumbling, side
splitting, cheek-ache inducing laughter. 

"Laughter is infectious, even 
contagious," says Kataria. "You just have to 
give it a chance and it grows." 

But laughing is just as natural as 
breathing. Everyday events all around us 
catch our fancy, tickle our funny bone, 
making us smile, grin, feebly chuckle or 
erupt into a full-fledged, high pitched 
infectious giggle. Surely that should be 
enough? "Natural laughter can be caused by 
several reasons or conditions. However, not 
all situations make us laugh. If it remains 
for a fraction of a second, and our body fails 
to register it, causing us to loose out on that 
much laughter," says Madan Kataria. "It is 
essential that laughter should be loud and 
deep for it to have health benefits but that 
is sometimes not socially accepted. Many 
people have to suppress their laughter 
because they don't want to seem odd, 
especially women. The laughter yoga clubs 
were started in order to help eradicate this 
problem and create a safe environment that 
one could laugh loudly and heartily without 
social implications." 

The main objective oflaughter yoga 
is to attain good health, joy and a positive 
outlook to life's problems. When this activity 
is performed in a group, positivity increases. 
Senior citizens support the concept of 
combining laughter and yoga as it improves 
their lives. Laughter yoga is an overall 
exercise that comprises breathing, laughing 
and stretching your body that helps senior 
citizen in becoming fit and flexible not only 
physically but mentally too. As Kataria says, 
"When you laugh, you change, when you 
change, the whole world changes." 

So the next time you see something that 
makes you want to roar and rumble with 
laughter, don't suppress it - let it out no 
matter where you are. Remember that it's 
good for you. 
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An off-beat way to health 
In which Siddhi Patel and Lianne John join a drum circle that is meant to get you healthy. 

usic speaks to all 
of us. Music lifts 
the mood, reduces 
anxiety, motivates 
the listener and 
can help overcome 
insomnia and 

depression. A recent study by Stanford 
University shows that people suffering 
from depression gain self-esteem and their 
mood improves after undergoing music 
therapy. Inspired by this, Aarti Sinha, a 
Mumbai-based music therapist, organised 
a Drum Circle two years ago, which is 
now a regular event that takes place twice 
a month at Carter Road, Bandra. The 
members are not professional musicians 
although they play the drums, the flute and 
other instruments together. It's open to 
everyone; no prior training is necessary. 

The Drum Circle began by creating an 
event on Facebook with very few members 
which now reached 400 members. 
Everyone gets their own instruments, be 
it children, adults or senior citizens. One 
finds various instruments like the African 
drums, the talking drum, the bata drum (a 
double-headed drum of the Yoruba tribe, 
in Nigeria) and also plates and spoons. The 
main objective is to create a rhythm and 
get in tune with each other and themselves. 
Apart from this, there are numerous 
benefits of drumming that are associated 
with empowerment, communication, 
confidence and team building. 

The drum is said to have an amazing 
ability to facilitate healing and there are 
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several health benefits associated with 
playing the drums and participating in 
a rhythm-based event. "I remember a 
pregnant lady who joined the drum circle 
two or three months ago. She was already 
in her ninth month and claimed that the 
drum circle made her happy and helped 
her calm down. The next month when 
she came, she brought her new born baby 
for the drum circle along with a little 
instrument for him," adds Aarti. 
Children too benefit from attending drum 
circles. They play, communicate, learn and 
develop by meeting other children and 
paying drums with them. "It helps children 
who are usually shy and unexpressive to 
open up and express themselves as they 
are encouraged by all the other members 
as well," says Aarti Sinha. Thirty-three
year-old Shoeb Shaikh, hospitality sales 
professional, has attended several drum 
circles feels that it gives a platform to meet 
new people. He believes that drumming 
can make a difference even if one doesn't 
know how to play it. One needn't own a 
drum to enjoy the benefits of the drum 
circle. Anything that makes a sound can be 
used. He says, "Meeting people, interacting 
and sharing with them is very important. 
It makes me happy and music itself is an 
art which helps you cool down". The drum 
circle, though a recent addition to our city, 
has been very popular in Delhi. He adds, 
"Delhi has a bigger drum circle, it has a 
larger count and well organized. Members 
make sure they attend once a week and 
have more members who play and share". 
Drum Circle is not only a platform but 
also a medium that relieves stress and 
depression. Aarti confidently adds, "I really 
think today's generation needs to take a 
break from their heavy schedules and keep 
Sunday mornings free to attend a drum 
circle meeting. This helps reduce stress 
as it creates a group consciousness and a 
feeling of togetherness:' 

The writers of this article make no 
claimsfor the medical tifficaey of drum 
circles. Readers are advised to me their 
own discretion. 



The man in the 
nine-yard sari 
Anand Satam has dedicated his life to laavni. Poonam 
Chaudheri , Tanya Rai and Resham Chakraborty raise the 
curtain on an art form that is reinventing itself. 

H
is hands tie a knot in the 
sari and then he flips 
the other end of the sari 
across his shoulder. In one . 
smooth move he throws 

his pallu over his shoulder and begins 
to fold the middle of the sari into pleats. 
A swathe of cloth is pulled between his 
legs and tucked into the edge at the back. 
Kaajal, blush, lipstick, eyeshadow, and the 
transformation is complete. Anand Satam 
takes his place in a long tradition oflaavni 
dancers. 

"Baalache paaye paalnate distaat", 
says Satam, an idiomatic way of saying 
that he practically started dancing in his 
cradle. As a child, he performed at several 
community events without any formal 
training, imitating what he had seen on 

television, picking up from 
the likes ofUsha Chavan and 
Surekha Punekar. Laavni 
is a folk art form of 
Maharashtra, the 
beginnings of 
which can be 
traced back to 
the seventeenth 
century during 
the reign of the 
Peshwas, the 
first patrons of 
this art form. 

The 
word laavni 
is derived 
from the Sanskrit 
word 'lavanya' 

which means beauty. The dance form is 
performed on the vibrant beats of dholak 
by women wearing the nine-yard saris. 
However Satam would like to remind us 
that beauty is not just as beauty is but 
as she does. "Beauty is what a woman 
inherits, so when it comes to a man 
performing laavni, people are a little 
indifferent about it, they will remember a 
woman in a certain way and a man dressed 
as woman in a certain way." says Satam 
smiling at his own words. 

Satam cannot remember a time 
when he did not want to dance. But the 
story began when he was dancing for 
a community event in his teens, Arun 
Chandivale, manager of a dance troupe 
and dance teacher of some repute, who 
was judging the event, was very impressed 
with his performance and offered him a 
place in his troupe. 

Satam recalls his early years: "I learned 
kathak for seven years and folk for five 
years from my guru Arun Chandivale. It 
was an overwhelming experience to learn 
laavni, kathak and folk dance because 
earlier I just imitated the steps from 
television and improvised a little. This was 
my first encounter with rigour:' 

Within a short time, Satam was 
handling Arun Chandivale's folk-based 
show in Hyderabad. He did this for five 
years; and then moved to Mumbai. You 
might think the city was laavni central but 
the folk form has lost its prominence in 
Mumbai; Bollywood dance has pushed it 
to the margins. Even there, it is presented 
as item numbers like 'Chiknni Chameli' 
fromAgneepath (2012) and 'Malajau de' 
in Ferrari ki Sawaari (2012). As a result, 
the common perception is that laavni is a 
vulgar dance form as it includes seductive 
gestures and double meaning words. 
"Laavni is not vulgar. It hurts when some 

people see this dance form in such a 
negative light:' says Satam. 

The essence oflaavni consists of 
an exploration of a line or two. The 
dancer will use different abhinaya 
to express the same feeling, will 
nuance her movements to suggest 
different ways of experiencing the 
same feeling. Quite often, she will 

stay with a single line for ten 
to 15 minutes while the 

connoisseur appreciates 
the subtleties of her 
reinventions. Sadly, 
to day's laavni 
performances last 
only for three 
minutes or so, the 
average time of a 
Bollywood song. 

"There was 
always an erotic 

component to 
laavni;' says Satam, 

"But it was naughty rather 
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than vulgar. It explored the relationship 
between a man and a woman in various 
phases, the typical longing and loss that 
a woman experiences, her rage at being 
ignored or supplanted, her contempt for 
her inadequate suitor, her own exultation 
in herself, her pride in her body and in 
her beauty. If you make a laavni into a 
spectacle for the man in the front seat, you 
lose all this and you cheapen the dancer 
and the dance:' 

The passionate lyrics of the songs 
and the vulgar dance moves made laavni 
vulnerable to becoming just an item 
number in today's mass culture scenario. 
Like Helen dancing on the evergreen 
number of'Mungda' in Inkaar (1977). 
Later when Saroj Khan and Madhuri Dixit 
came into the scene, she used glimpses 
oflaavni in popular dance numbers like 
'Humko aajkal hai intezaar' in Sailaab 
(1990) and 'Kolhapur se aayi hoon' in 
Anjaam (1994). 

"Saroj Khan used the abhinaya aspect 
oflaavni, where she put in different 
movements for each and every word of 
the lyrics. These dance moves like that of 
laavni dance were exaggerated, but at the 
same time were also subtle;' adds Bhushan 
Korgaonkar who has been conducting 
research on this dance form and its 
dancers. 

Satam's perspective towards laavni 
changed when he did a unique show" Bin 
Baikancha Tamasha" (Laavni without 
women) with Anil Vasudevan whom he 
now says is another of his gurus. The 
rehearsals for this show were not about 
polishing dance moves but about bringing 
in the adaa, the 'style. From learning 
to emulate the grace of a woman to 
grooming oneself from head to toe, their 
guru (Vasudevan) taught them all ofit. 
"He showed me how to tie the navvaari 
sari," Satam remembers. Back then it 
was difficult for women laavni dancers to 
survive and since they were experimenting 
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with a show without a single woman 
dancer, Satam and his fel!ow dancers were 
skeptical about the show. But it turned out 
to be a big hit and the show was houseful!. 

Satam continued with his dance 
performances with his guru Vasudevan 
in other parts ofMaharashtra, mainly 
villages. Men formed the larger part of the 
audience in those villages. Hence, women 
felt awkward to come and watch a show 

to glue the audience to their seats and keep 
them engaged. "Heech rangmanchachi 
maya aahe:' (This is the illusion of 
showbiz), said Vasudevan. 

Satam says that his father has passed 
away and mother lives in the village, while 
his two sisters are married. In Mumbai he 
lives with his cousin brother and sister
in-law. His cousin Santosh Kadam is also 
his assistant cum manager. With the help 
of him, Satam now runs a dance class, 
teaching the new generation and keeping 
the art form alive. 

Kadam says, "My little brother is 
my guru". He has learnt make-up and 
grooming from Satam which helps him 
enhance their students' performances and 
presentations. "I was never into dancing as 
I was working in a consultancy, but later 
on I had to quit my job because Anand met 
with an accident and I was the only one 
who was there for him;' says Kadam. 

During his days of struggle, it was 
difficult for Satam's family to accept what 
he was doing but his brother supported 
him. Six years ago after Satam met with 
an accident, Kadan was the only family 
member around who took care of him. 
When Satam started going for shows 
again, his cousin would carry all bags and 
therefore he prefers to be called Satam's 
assistant than manager. Making Satam's 

LAAVNI EXPLORED THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN A MAN AND A 

WOMAN IN VARIOUS PHASES, THE TYPICAL LONGING AND LOSS 

THAT A WOMAN EXPERIENCES, HER RAGE AT BEING IGNORED OR 

SUPPLANTED, HER CONTEMPT FOR HER INADEQUATE SUITOR, HER 

OWN EXULTATION IN HERSELF, HER PRIDE IN HER BODY AND IN HER 

BEAUTY. IF YOU MAKE A LAAVNIINTO A SPECTACLE FOR THE MAN 

IN THE FRONT SEAT, YOU LOSE ALL THIS AND YOU CHEAPEN THE 

DANCER AND THE DANCE. 

with so many men around. Very often after 
the performances, some of the men from 
the audience would request the dancers to 
do a special performance of baithakichi 
laavni which implied that one of the 
dancers would perform for a special group 
of men for extra money and in certain 
cases maybe even spend the night with one 
of them. These instances were rare and 
Satam hastens to say that no dancer was 
ever forced; she went of her own choice. 
"Tumhi baithakil yenaar ka?" Satam says 
he was once asked. He had been mistaken 
for a woman and invited to do baithikichi 
laavni. He says, "I didn't know how to 
react. Is it a form of appreciation that I 
was as convincing as a woman performer 
or should I feel bad that the women 
performing laavni are considered sex 
objects?" 

Chandivale explained that once an 
,artist puts on his make-up and goes on the 
stage to perform, his only focus should be 

parents understand his passion for the art 
form was difficult. He proved himselfwhen 
he got a chance to showcase his talent on 
television shows like 'Marathi Paaol Padte 
Pudhe' in 2011 and 'Balika Vadhu' in 2012. 
"Today my mother proudly says that I am 
her child and that she is proud of what I 
am doing now." says Satam. 

Kadam says, ''Anand earned very little 
so we had a tough time in those days. Now 
he earns around five to seven thousand 
rupees per show and another twenty 
thousand that comes from our dance 
classes." Women earn much more being the 
'real thing'. 

Satam wonders "How long will I 
continue?" To perform as a woman after 
a certain age would become difficult. And 
so he hopes his dance classes will help him 
later in life. 

"These students are the future of dance 
and hopefully they will take this art form 
to the next level," he says. 



was fifteen years old. I know. It's 
not the legal age to drink. But I 
was fascinated by alcohol. All my 
friends were talking about it, some 
of them were drinking it, and 
now I suspect, some of them were 
talking about it without drinking 

at all. Anyway, I was fifteen and I was 
fascinated but there never seemed to be 
the right opportunity. 

At my cousin's fifteenth birthday 
party, my wish was fulfilled. I had my 
first drink: vodka mixed with Sprite. This 
is how it happened. A party had been 
organized at Kohinoor Hall, Dadar and 
lots of relatives and friends were invited. 
My parents couldn't come as they had 
some prior engagements so I went alone. 
I didn't mind; I was having a great time. I 
noticed that almost everyone was drinking, 
dancing and enjoying themselves. There 
was a crowd around the bar and a sudden 
thought came to my mind. "This might 
be my chance;' I thought and since I am a 
well-brought up girl (well, almost), I went 
and asked my maternal aunt, my maasi. 

"Maasi, do you think I could have a 
drink?" I asked. 

"Means alcohol?" maasi said. She 
seemed slightly surprised. 

"I want to taste alcohol once," I said. 
"Fine but make sure you have a small 

one with your cousins;' maasi said. 
"Thank you maasi," I said confidently. 
Then, I approached the bar counter 

with my sister Shefali as she was talking on 
the phone and others were busy dancing. 
Since this was a family party, the barkeep 

• 

did not ask for proof of age. I ordered 
vodka with Sprite. I chose vodka with 
Sprite as I had heard from my friends 
that vodka is a mild drink and is meant 
especially for girls. So I thought 'Why 
not try vodka? Taking my glass, I went to 
the dance floor and began bopping to the 
music and taking little sips. After having 
my first sip, my eyes closed seemingly of 
their own accord and I began to shrug my 
shoulders. But I grew to like the taste so 
much that I ordered the same again. After 
three glasses of vodka with Sprite, I was 
still completely fine. 

The cake was cut and 'happy birthday' 
was sung. Maasi asked me, "So what did 
you try?" 

"Vodka with Sprite." 
"Did you like it?" 
I grinned. 
Maasi said, "Good, finally you tasted 

alcohol. Don't make it a habit." 
I said, "Yes of course maasi." 
The next morning, I told my parents 

about the party. 
"Mom, I tried vodka yesterday with 

Maasi's permission;' I said 
"Really?" Mom also seemed a little 

surprised. 
"Yes and I really liked it;' I exclaimed. 
"That's fine but don't make it a habit;' 

mom said in a stern voice. 
I replied in turn that I would not. I was 

very glad that my parents also didn't have 
any problem with a drink. I didn't mention 
that I had three but I did feel rather proud 
that three had not affected me. And I 
stuck to my word about not making it a 

habit; I did drink but only occasionally. 
The first year of Degree College in 

2010. 'Freshers' parties' were all the 
rage; seniors would arrange a party for 
junior students in order to interact and 
get to know each other. Accordingly, two 
students, Karishma and Rohan, came to 
the class to announce the details of the 
party. They said, "We have organized a 
freshers' party at Twisted Bar in Khar. The 
entry charge is Rs 400 with unlimited food 
and booze." 

Everyone cheered and signed up. 
The night of the party, I got into a 

little wine-colored number and spiritized 
myself with my mum's perfume. At the 
Twisted Bar, the senior students tried to 
get us all to dance. It was tough going but 
eventually everyone loosened up and when 
they played 'I'm sexy and I know it' and 
there was a general shriek and everyone 
headed to the floor. I went to the bar and 
ordered a beer. This was my first beer and I 
didn't like the taste at all. But I drank a bit 
anyway. As I didn't want to show anybody 
that I wasn't cool enough for beer, I gulped 
it down, without tasting it. 

My best friend, Kruti Kamdar, whom 
I had known for two years, took me again 
to the bar and we both ordered vodka 
with Sprite. I was pretty confident that I 
could handle it. I continued drinking and 
nibbling little snacks: those ubiquitous 
cheese balls, paneer tikka and little cuts 
of spring roll. Most of the time, I was 
dancing crazily with a glass of vodka in 
my hand, slopping a little, but who cared? 
Then I had a second glass of beer. I don't 
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remember why I had a second glass of 
beer. I can't figure it out. Why would I? I 
hadn't liked it the first time. But perhaps 
it was simply that I didn't want to risk 
looking like someone who doesn't drink, 
who doesn't like beer. 

Or maybe it was just that I wanted 
to go with the flow and the flow was beer. 
After three glasses of vodka and two 
glasses of beer, I began to feel a little tipsy. 
I ignored it and tried to lose myself in the 
music. I can't stop dancing when those 
Bollywood beats begin to play. The whole 
dance floor was crowded and everybody 
was having alcohol. I couldn't resist so I 
went to the bar and ordered more vodka. 
Back to the dance floor but the glass was 
slopping big time now and my movements 
were slow and I couldn't keep my balance. 
My friends, Kruti and Vinit, realized that I 
was a little drunk so they helped me to get 
on to a sofa. 

On the sofa, my eyes closed and I went 
to sleep. But after a while, my throat dried 
up and I woke up. Looking here and there, 
I noticed a couple sitting in front of me; 
both of them had drinks and were billing 
and cooing. I got angry. I felt excluded so 
I screamed, "I want more alcohol, and I 
want vodka. Why can't you give me some? 
I want vodka now". They ignored me and 
continued with their giggling and nuzzling. 
I lost my temper and snatched at one 
of their glasses. They were shocked and 
hurriedly moved away. My head started 
spinning or was the room spinning? I 
couldn't tell. All my friends were enjoying 
themselves and dancing. Some were 
making out. Some were smoking in the 
designated smoking area. I stood up and 
wandered to the bar. Some of my friends 
were dancing so I joined them. I went to 
the bar after a bit without telling anyone 
because I knew I would be stopped. I kept 
ordering more vodka. After three glasses 
of vodka neat, I couldn't stand properly 
and had to lean on the counter. The 
bartenders noticed this so when I ordered 
my next vodka, they gave me lemon juice. 
I shouted, "Why are you giving lemon 
juice. Don't think I am dumb. For your 
information, I am not drunk. Is that clear?" 
The bartender said, "Sorry Madam, but I 
cannot give you more alcohol." 

I said, "Why can't you give me some 
more? I was told it was unlimited booze:' 
I started banging on the table loudly and 
snatched at a bottle of tequila which was 
in front of me. I finished it and reached for 
another, but it fell down and broke. I bent 
down to pick up the pieces of glasses but 
slipped and fell down. I reached the floor 
and fell asleep. 

The loud sound of glass breaking 
attracted everyone and soon everybody 
gathered around me. The music stopped. 
My friends were shocked. They picked me 
up and dragged me to the sofa again. I fell 
into a stupor and the party resumed. After 
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half an hour, I woke up again. As everyone 
was busy dancing, I headed to the bar 
and reached the table, and tried to get the 
attention of the barkeep. I lost balance and 
this time, I took down a whole lot of wine, 
beer and other alcohol bottles. The party 
stopped again and the bar owner told his 
staff to hide all the drinks. 

My friends began to sprinkle water on 
my face to bring me round. I got irritated 
with the water droplets and kept shouting, 
"Just go away. Go and get me a drink." But 
they didn't stop sprinkling and in a rage, 
I pulled Kruti down and started slapping 
her. Vinit and the others separated us but 
Kruti said nothing. Every time I saw her, 
I'd get angry and reach out to hit her so 
they took her to the dining room. 

My clothes and hair were wet. I was 
lying on the floor, shouting, "Give me 
Vodka please:' My friends Vinit, Bhumi, 
Vidhi, Tahir and Ronak couldn't bear 
seeing me in this way. They sat next to 
me on the floor and tried to hold me. 
Ronak said, "Behave properly Kinjal, the 
bar has been shut and there's no drinks 
now." I began to writhe and struggle at the 
injustice of this. Someone shouted in my 
ears, "We will call your parents if you will 
not behave properlY:' 

I got scared and angry when they 
mentioned my parents. I pushed them 
away, shouting, "Get lost". 
Then the seniors came to help. They 
decided that only the men would be able to 
handle this. As they gathered around me, I 
started grabbing at them. I wanted vodka. 
Then out of frustration, I grabbed hold of 
a boy named Rohan and pulled him close. 
I said, "Please get me a glass of vodka. I 
really want one." I began to cry. Rohan 
hugged me and said, "I will get you a drink. 
But behave properly and don't shout." 
"Yes, thank you. I love you Rohan." 
I settled down to wait and actually began 
to behave myself Rohan came back and 
gave me a glass of something that looked 
like vodka. I took a sip and discovered that 
it was nimbu paani. I slapped him and 
pushed him back. 

I screamed, "I hate you Rohan. I'm not 
a fool. This is not vodka:' 
I had slapped a senior! Shock wave! Other 
seniors came to help him. A senior girl 
shouted, "What a spectacle you're making 
of yourself. You're breaking glasses. You're 
slapping people. The bar owner wants Rs 
2000. If you won't behave, I'll call your 
parents:' 

"Shut up; I said but it was weak now. 
"Don't call my parents please. Tell the 
owner I'll pay tomorrow:' I started crying 
bitterly. Kruti came up again and hugged 
me. She also started crying and I pushed 
her away. She went off. I still wanted vodka 
so I got up and picked up a piece of broken 
glass and ran after Kruti. The boys held 
me tightly and dragged me to back to the 
sofa. I didn't make it easier, keeping my 

body stiff. 
They put my head on the lap of another 

senior boy named Anirudh. He patted my 
head softly and tried to put me to sleep. 
His girlfriend began crying, seeing that 
some other girl had her head in his lap. 

Then my phone rang. It was Dad. And 
I realized it was one am. I ignored the call 
twice but the third time, I got scared and 
answered. I tried to be cool. 

"Yes, Dad? Tell me." 
"Where are you?" 
I said groggily, "Still at the party. I'll 

leave now." 
Was it my voice? Or the comparative 

silence around me? Dad realized that 
something was fishy. He kept on asking 
what happened. I tried to lie but then 
Kruti snatched the phone and told dad 
everything. Dad was at the bar in 25 
minutes. Dad looked at the broken glass, 
my wet hair and recumbent form. He kept 
asking, "What exactly happened? How did 
she get drunk? Did someone mess with her 
drinks?" 

The senior boys took charge. They 
said, "Uncle, we understand what you're 
thinking. But nothing wrong happened 
with her. She actually went alone and 
kept ordering for drinks. No one mixed 
anything in her drink. We actually closed 
the bar and tried to get her to sober up." 

Dad picked me up with the help of a 
couple of the boys. At home, my uncle and 
brother came down to help dad. My mom 
burst into tears. They put me on the bed. 
My aunt couldn't stop herself and started 
sobbing. I have only a hazy recollection 
of all this. The next thing I remember is 
someone giving me glass of nimbu paani 
which I sipped. My uncle and dad kept 
asking me, "What did you drink at the 
party? Did someone mix something in your 
drink?" 

I couldn't think properly. I pointed 
at the girl with the nimbu paani, "Who is 
she?" I asked. This was my sister, Ruchi. 
She felt very bad and she also began to sob. 
I felt bad too but my eyes began to drift 
shut and I fell into a deep sleep. 

I know I got lucky. Another group of 
boys might have behaved in a very different 
way. But those seniors helped me and took 
care of me, even though they barely knew 
me. I apologized to each and every one 
for slapping them, pulling at them and 
spoiling the party. Later, I also paid the 
fine. 

On behalf of the seniors, Anirudh said 
'We all know that what happened was 
not right. But it would be better that we 
all forget this and you, Kinjal, especially 
should learn from what happened. You 
should know your limits and drink 
responsibly. This happens with every other 
person who likes to drink so it's nothing 
terrible but you should be more careful in 
the future." 

Amen to that. 



Wish upon a cow 
In the popular nursery rhyme, the cow jumped over the moon. In Mumbai, they stroll down the 
streets and cause traffic jams. Penaaz Damania finds out where these cows come from, and what 
happens when they are abandoned. 

idden in the 
myriad by-lanes of 
Bhuleshwar (South 
Mumbai) is where the 
178-year-old Bombay 
Panjarpole gaushala 
is situated. Its newly 

painted, welcoming large old gate is a 
home to 350 cows and several other stray 
animals and birds. The gaushala is spread 
approximately across 2-acres ofland in the 
cramped market area. 

"The Bombay Panjarpole gaushala 
was founded in 1834 by a Parsi charitable 
trust. It was started because the British 
had ordered on-the-spot killings of stray 
animals to control the problem of strays on 
the roads of Bombay." said Sachin Salian, 
an administrator at the gaushala. 

Salian added, "The cows were first 
bought so that their milk could be fed to 
stray animals but then the number of cows 
grew due to reproduction and our gaushala 
expanded from being a shelter for animals 
to agaushala." 

"A gaushala is like a sanctuary for the 
mother;' says Pandit Kaliandas, 65, who 
is one of the many pujaris at one of the 
numerous temples in Bhuleshwar. 

"I visit the gaushala almost every 
week. I believe that having a gaushala 
here is important because it is close to the 
temples and since Hindus believe that the 
cow is like our mother, it is important for a 
Hindu to take care of his/her mother;' adds 

. Sanjay Shah, 56, who is a shop owner at 
Bhuleshwar. 

"The cows are fed jowar laddoos or 
they are fed grass .. .we take very good 
care of our cows and have a veterinarian 
clinic inside the gaushala itself. The 
cows have a tag on their ears and each 
cow has been named. We make sure we 
treat them like our children as they are a 
major contributor to the running of the 
gaushala;' says Salian 

"Our cows produce more than 500 
litres of milk every day which is sold in the 
areas nearby; the cow dung is taken away 
by the BMC to a biogas plant I think, but 

this helps us keep the area clean. All our 
cows have been named and have ear tags 
for identification purposes," adds Salian 
as he walks through the gaushala calling 
out to Savitri his favourite cow in the lot of 
mooing beauties. 

However, in a country where maa is 
supposed to be important than bangla, 
gadi, paisa, she is no longer given the 
respect she deserves. If you've seen cows 
roaming on the road, eating through 
garbage bins it is because they have been 
abandoned by their owners. Lost and 
alone, the poor cow that was once a source 
oflivelihood moves from street to street in 
order to sustain herself. 

"Cows are generally abandoned by 
their keepers because they have reached a 
certain age where she cannot provide milk 
or where the maintenance has become 
costlier than what the cow can provide for. 
It is a very sad end to the cow as we hear 
so many stories of a dead cow found with 
tons of plastic in her stomach," says Meenal 
Rajda, 25, who is an animal lover and a 
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volunteer at Animals Matter to Me, an 
NGO that works to alleviate the results of 
cruelty to animals. 

"In a country where cow slaughter is 
banned, there are instances that we hear 
of butchers collecting these stray cows and 
distributing their meat at cheaper costs 
to the poor. This is prevalent in Muslim 
slums as cow beef is a rare treat for them in 
India. Beef that is available in our country 
is buffalo meat and not cow meat, since 
the cow is considered to be sacred by the 
Hindus;' adds Rajda. 

Controversy rages over the issue 
of whether cows can be eaten or not. 
Historian DN Jha states, "The Vedas 
mention about 250 animals out of which at 
least 50 were deemed fit for sacrifice and 
by implication for divine as well as human 
consumption. The animal food occupied a 
place of importance in the Vedic sacrifices 
and dietetics and the general preference 
for the flesh of the cow is undeniable. 
The Taittiriya Brahmana (111.9.8) 
categorically tells us: "Verily the cow 
is food" (atha annam vai gauh) and 
the Satapatha Brahmana (111.1.2.21) 
refers to Yajnavalkya's stubborn insistence 
on eating the tender (amsala) flesh of the 
cow." Recently Bhaichand Patel pointed 
out in a column in Outlook that Swami 
Vivekananda also stated that in ancient 
times, the cow was eaten. 

However, the modern Indian state 
simply banned cow slaughter, apparently 
on the insistence of Mahatma Gandhi and 
most non-vegetarian Indians we talked to 
say they are willing to respect the ban. 

"We only use buffalo meat ... because 
cow meat is not allowed in India ... 
although I have heard stories about people 
smuggling in that meat from Dubai but as 
far as my business goes we only use buffalo 
meat in our dishes;' says Firdaus Ansari 
who is the owner of Yummy's kebab stall in 
Byculla in South Mumbai. 

"Our beef is a hundred percent buffalo 
meat, we cannot kill cows as it would hurt 
the sentiments of our Hindu brothers;' says 
Mohammad Ismail who owns a seek kabab 
stall in Mohammad Ali Road in South 
Mumbai. 

The increasing number of cows on the 
streets is alarming as people complain to 
animal control about the nuisance. 

"There are some women who sit 
outside temples and sell grass to people 
to feed the cows, I think it is a good 
way to utilize their resources, it is like a 
business opportunity where both parties 
are winning, so the woman gets her money 
to run her household and the cow goes 
home with full stomachs;' says Salian 
understandingly. 

Sharda Karnle, 47, is the keeper of cows 
outside a Sai Baba temple at Grant Road. 
She sells grass starting at rupees five and 
onwards. Her business is to let people pay 
for the grass and feed the cow, this is how 
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she earns her livelihood. 
"I would never abandon my Shirdi ... she 

is precious to me and close to my heart. I 
know what can happen to her if she finds 
herself on the street;' says Sharda. 

"I am from Siliguri (West Bengal) 
but my father was very poor, we had two 
cows both of which died ... I married in 
Mumbai and my husband too kept cows ... 
so every day I brought Shirdi outside this 
temple so that we could earn some money 
and I fell in love with her. My husband 
is a Maharashtrian and eats non-veg 
sometimes, but even he would cringe 
from the idea of eating beef. 'Aga bai nai
nai' (no no) even thinking about it is like 
sin? We keep cows and Shirdi and Ranila 
(Shirdi's daughter) are like my sisters. How 
can I kill my own family?" finishes Sharda. 
Shirdi who is a dark chocolate beauty 
chews the cud as if in acknowledgement of 
Sharda's remarks. 

helps me earn my wages. The Boss also 
benefits from loaning us the cow because 
he does not have to feed them:' Seeta 
Barwe, 59. She refused to identify the 'boss' 
or give us his name. 

"People wish upon cows because 
they believe that my Devki will take 
their messages to God ... whoever the God 
maybe ... everybody comes to meet my 
Devki in the morning:' Says Jyoti as she 
offers her customer grass worth ten rupees. 

In a conversation conducted with a few 
of Shirdi's and Devki's customers, Kerman 
Copper, 49, a businessman wished for "My 
business to progress well this month as I 
have invested in stocks;' while Smruti Jain, 
31 said "I want my son's coming exams to 
go weILand I wished for 'gau mata' to tell 
Krishna that he should bless my son with 
his grace as he needs all the blessings he 
can gather:' 

Mangala Devan was offended that 

"THERE IS A BOSS WHO KEEPS LOTS OF COWS NEAR 
PAREL TANK ROAD, THESE COWS ARE GENERALLY 
TIED ON THE ROAD AND THE BOSS MILKS THEM EVERY 
EVENING. I GET MY COW FROM THERE EVERY DAY, 
BUT THE COW MAY BE DIFFERENT EVERY DAY, BUT 
WHOEVER SHE IS HELPS ME EARN MY WAGES. THE 
BOSS ALSO BENEFITS FROM LOANING US THE COW 
BECAUSE HE DOES NOT HAVE TO FEED THEM. 

Jyoti Narvekar, 41, believes that she 
would be nowhere without her off-white 
and pretty best friend Devki, Devki is the 
cow that Jyoti's parents had gifted her 
when she got married. 

"My parents are from a small village 
near the coasts of Tarkarli in Maharashtra 
and they gifted me Devki as a parting gift. 
When my husband lost his job as a bus 
driver in Nashik, Devki fed us and lowe 
all of my gratitude to her...she is my best 
friend and I know I will make sure that 
nothing happens to her. She is like God 
to me ... and why not ... she saved my family 
from destitution;' says Jyoti emotionally. 

"Cows are generally named after 
goddesses because it what they are ... 
goddesses ... my Devki provides for me and 
my family ... she is my Devi. Some people 
name their cows after Bollywood stars, 
but I think they are being silly, a goddess 
should have a goddess name:' adds Jyoti 
adamantly. 

"There is a boss who keeps lots of 
cows near Pare1 Tank Road, these cows 
are generally tied on the road and the boss 
milks them every evening. I get my cow 
from there every day, but the cow may be 
different every day, but whoever she is 

someone encroached on her privacy 
by asking such a question while Satish 
Deonar, 29, an IT engineer said that he fed 
Devki because he wanted a wife. Sumati 
Dixit, 20 said that she would rather not say 
as she believed that her wishes would not 
come true. While Georgio Fernandes, 11 
said that he loved feeding animals. 

Animals are worshipped in Hindusim 
because many are considered to be vehicles 
that Gods use as transport. 

"Hindus believe that every cow 
contains 330 million gods and goddesses. 
Krishna, the god of mercy and innocence, 
was a cowherd. At festivals which involve 
lord Krishna, cow dung is used to create 
idols as, cow dung is one of the sacred 
blessings that we get from cows. We 
believe in the concept of karma and the 
circle oflife ... everything is of use and 
everything has god in it," says Pandit 
Kaliandas. 

For many the cow provides people with 
employment, livelihood and some even an 
emotional backup. The social relevance of 
the cow is so strong that it seeps into our 
lives day in and day out even if you may 
or may not worship the cow; you most 
certainly make use of her resources. 



East Indian cuisine from the 
West Coast of Bombay 
An exploration of East Indian food by fellow East Indians, Lianne John and Stashia Dsouza. 

orn in East Indian 
families gave us the 
opportunity to explore 
the community's rich 
culture even as we 
developed some sense 
of identity. But that's 

right where the confusion begins: East 
Indians should come from the East of 
India, right? Wrong, they're west coast 
aboriginals. With the coming of the 
Portuguese in the sixteenth century many 
of the original inhabitants of Bombay 
(earlier called in their dialect as Mobai) 
were converted to Roman Catholicism. 
Earlier known as 'Portuguese Christians', 
with the arrival of the East India Company, 
the community abandoned this name and 
choose to call themselves 'East Indians' 
hoping to impress the British with their 
faithfulness and hoped to be repaid with 
jobs and preferment. But underneath 
this name lies a rich composite culture, 
influenced by the Marathas, Portuguese 
and the British. This led to community 
with an interesting and varied culture 
which is most visible in their cuisine. 

The late Teddi J. Rodrigues, an East 
Indian and the author of Trace (2005, 
Teddi Rodrigues Publishing) tries to 
document the historical practices and 
traditions of the East Indians. He says 
"To the native East Indian Christian the 
kitchen is the most important room in the 
house". He goes on to say, "The kitchen 
not only served as the dining room but 
also as a sitting room of the family where 
all the decisions concerning the family 
were taken. The fire place which was used 
to cook consisted of two or three 'chulas' 
which was built on a raised platform 
below the fireplace and the floor used to be 
dunged every week". 

Wood fires? In Mumbai? Surely not, 
one might think, But there are a handful of 
people like husband and wife duo Muriel 
and Gervis Amara who still remember 
such practices. Living in Andheri West, 
Muriel and Gervis have been running a 
successful catering business for the last 30 
years. Recalling her experience cooking 
East Indian foods, Muriel says, "I grew 
up in a village in Gorai and at that time 
the food we used to cook was completely 
different as compared to the food we cook 
now. Earlier, we used to cook our food on 
'chulas' as compared to what we cook now 
on 'platforms'. Earlier we used two or three 

'chulas' to cook, where we would make 
handbreads on a 'khapdi' which was like an 
earthen tawa and we would bake it on the 
firewood. Even the curries that we cooked 
were done on a 'tisal' which is a mud vessel 
cooked only on fire wood." 

She went on to say, "We would cook 
khudi and other curries in them and they 
would stay fresh for a week. In those days 

METHOD: 

there were no refrigerators. We made 
curries in these vessels because they 
remained cool and would not spoil. We 
would also cook 'chittaps' which is a type of 
bread cooked on a 'tai'." 

There was the thala, a large copper 
or brass vessel in which the dough for 
he bread was kneaded and was prepared 
by hand. This Thala vessel was used for 
preparing dough for the famous East 
Indian 'fugias' (another East Indian bread, 
made with rice flour and yeast or toddy) 
and 'vorias' (vadas in the East Indian 
community). 

The Amaras are now one of the few 
caterers in Mumbai who make exclusive 
East Indian food. Although as time passes, 
a lot of their cooking methods and recipes 
have changed. Muriel says, ''AI:, soon as 
I got married I started cooking because 
I was free at home. First, I started with 
patties and then with sarpatel, khuddi, 
fugias and piglings (roast pig). Sadly no 
one makes piglings today. Earlier, I used 
to make 5-6 of them each day. We used 
to cater to weddings earlier but now we 
make only the amount the two of us can 
complete." Gervis says, "It's very rare for 
men to like cooking in the family, but in 
my family all the men loved cooking, I 
remember watching uncles and aunties 
cook and we would learn from them." 
He also says, 'We also make a lot of East 
Indian sweets like marzipan and milk 
cream and laethri which is a sev made 
out of rice flour mixed withjaggery and 
coconut. It was made on a 'ghora' which 
either was made out of wood or brass:' 

You can clearly see the influence of 
the British and Portuguese in sweets like 
marzipan and milk cream while sweets 
like laethri, atav-Ia (a sweet dish made 
with milk and rice) and nave-rees (a sweet 
deep-fried dish made of semolina and 
raisins) are native East Indian sweets. 

FUGIAS 
INGREDIENTS: 

• 1 kg flour 

• A little salt 

• Sugar to taste 

· 3 eggs 

• Juice of I small coconut 

• Handful of rice or wheat 

flour 

Knead the maid well with 

coconut juice sugar salt 

and rice flour and beaten 

eggs and Yeast. Flour 

should be thick and light 

enough to form balls. 

Leave it over night to 

vessel and when boiling 

put the balls in (form by 

grasping dough with the 

left hand and squeezing 

through the t humb and 

four fi ngers). When 

brown enough remove 

with perforated spoon. 

• 1 table spoon yeast 

rise well. Next day pour 

enough oil in a deep 
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Most traditional East Indian sweets are 
made during 'church and seasonal festivals' 
notes Teddi Rodrigues. For example atav-Ia 
is made on the November 2, All Souls Day 
and it is kept in a bowl near the widow or 
the roof to feed the souls. 

Like the Amara family, the Rodrigues 
traditions are alive in the family even today. 
Anju Rodrigues, a mother of three from 
Bhayendar tries hard to keep the traditions 
up even today where she not only teaches 
her daughter the east Indian way of cooking 
but also prepares the most loved and famous 
'balchow' which is an East Indian masala 
used for curries. Preparing the 'bottle masala' 
and 'balchow' can be a really hideous task, 
but like other East Indian homemakers, 
she makes it in bulk and shares it with her 
extended family. She says, "To make balch ow, 
one would need to soak fine prawns in water 
and salt and then drain it and keep it for 
a month and a half, after which one could 
add ginger, garlic, lime, chilli, bottle masala 
and bottle it up. Balchow tastes best with 
handbread:' 

'Fugia', East Indian fried bread is 
famous amongst the East Indians even 
today. It is made from wheat, flour, egg, 
sugar, coconut juice and yeast although 
could be sometimes substituted with toddy 
and are sweet, sour and delicious. It is 
often accompanied with moile, khuddi, 
sarpatel and vindaloo (all famous East 
Indian curries). Angela D'mello, 75, has 
been preparing fugias for years, she says, 
"Fugias is not something you learn from a 
recipe book, it takes time to learn and get 
the perfectly round shape as the mixture 
is very thin". She also goes on to say that," 
I learnt making fugias by watching my 
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mother and today I have made it a point to 
teach my children and grandchildren:' 

While many have come from East 
Indian backgrounds and learnt and have 
been exposed to such food, Sandra John, a 
manager at Talent Networks at Kandivali 
is a Goan who married an East Indian. 
She says, "I got to know of the East Indian 
cuisine when I met my to-be mother-in
law Mary John for the very first time. I was 

PANCAKE • 1 egg 

invited for dinner and had a super delicious 
meal. She had made chicken roast, mutton 
khuddi and handbreads and fugias. Like 
they say the way to a man's heart is through 
his stomach. I did exactly that! From Goan 
cuisine I moved completely to the East 
Indian cuisine. Since then I have grown to 
love the duck moile, baffad, chichavni, tel 
kanda (all East Indian curries) and above 
all the roast sucking (roast pig). My mum 
in-law taught me the prawn chilly fry also 
called kardi with onions and bottle masala 
and chicken khuddi which was practically 
done every Sunday. I noticed the way she 
fried masala and used the same masala for 
chicken, mutton or pork. I preferred the 
East Indian vindaloo and I thank my mum 
in law for teaching me all those amazing 
dishes:' 

While many have learnt and accepted 
the East Indian way ofliving and cooking, 
the others have improvised it. The East 
Indian kitchen forms such an integral part 
for any East Indian which could be seen 
through their kitchen stories. Maybe East 
Indian cooking today is more than iust 
cooking; it's more a way ofliving. 

batter around the pan 

INGREDIENTS FOR FILLING: • Either water or milk and let it stay for a minute 

• 1 Coconut grated Vani lla essence before you f lip it over. You 

• Cashew nuts (finely METHOD: could repeat the process 
chopped) In a non stick pan, apply till the batter is used. 

• Cardamom a little oil using half onion Put 1 tbsp coconut filling 

• Castor Sugar on a fork, Once you're and ro ll up the pancake. 
INGREDIENTS FOR THE done applying the oil and although remember to 

BATTER: heating it for a minute or keep the smooth side on 

· 1 cup Maida two, you could apply the the outside, 



Along the railway lines tracks 
Due to the lack of space in the city, migrants make up a major section of people who live along the railway tracks. These migrants are 
mainly from Andhra Pradesh and Maharashtra. The women and children that reside between Bandra and Mahim station are mainly 
street performers and the men are mostly sweepers. They depend on these tracks for everything-be it drying clothes, filling up water 
from the common tap, worshiping or making ends meet. Stashia D'Souza and Arinita Shandilya walk down the city's circulatory system, 
cameras at the 
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Food on the fast track 

One can catch a glimpse of a very distinct sight while travelling by 
the local train and that is of the vegetables being grown alongside 
the tracks. Green leafY vegetables such as palak and rocket leaves are 
commonly grown here and are sold in the market. Chavan Parle, o,ne 
such farmer who resides near Parel Station said "I have been growing 
vegetables here for the last twenty five years and my father did the 
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same before me. We 
have always lived here 
and the land is owned by 
the railways. As the land 
is on a contract basis, 1 
have to pay Rs. 12,000 
a year to the authorities 
for using their land". 

God is everywhere, even 
along the railway tracks: 

This painted stone is considered to be a 
shrine, symbolic of Ma Kali and is located 
in a space between two rail tracks and is 
situated between Mahimjunction and 
Bandra station. One of the dwellers living 
along side Mahim tracks said, "This shrine 
is sacred to the ~divasis' who happen to 
live nearby." But one of the worshipers 
of the Shrine said "This is 'Kali Mata's' 
shrine. We come and offer our prayers in 
the morning. We also celebrate 'Kal Ratri' 
". When asked about the dangers related 
to offering their prayers to a stone, which 
is located at a spot where frequent deaths 
take place, Indu said, "We generally go in 
small groups and it is not that difficult to 
pray because there is enough space". 



Whatta Iota! 
The photographs above represent a very crucial issue oflack of basic sanitary facilities. While it is difficult for anybody to defecate along 
the tracks it proves to be a graver problem for women. Laxmi Bhadari and her sister-in-law Kolanchi are two such women who talked to 
us about this issue. Bhadari said, "Being a woman is a disadvantage for us here as we have to set a particular time in the morning, when 
the men go out to work, just so that they don't see us while we go to the toilet. Generally, we prefer going in the evenings, when it is dark, 
so that we get some sort of privacy, however, nowadays those who feel more embarrassed to do it in public, choose to pay Rs.2 and use 
the Sulabh Shauchalaya near the station instead:' 
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Shruti's up syndrome 
ShreemoyeeGhosh and Siddhi Patel step into the shoes of Shruti Shah, born with Downs' syndrome. 

" Even I want to get married, 
have a family of my own, have 
kids and play with them;' says 

Shruti Shah, 25 years old and a resident 
of South Mumbai. That doesn't sound 
like a huge ambition to have, nor yet an 
impossible dream. But Shah suffers from 
Downs Syndrome. Human beings have 46 
chromosomes; Shruti has 47 and the result 
is she has experienced a delay in mental 
and physical growth. She will never be 
able to understand abstract concepts and 
her face shows some of the characteristic 
symptoms of Downs. But in many other 
ways, Shruti has achieved a huge amount, 
cooking, cleaning and looking after herself. 

Shruti's mother, Meena Shah, realised 
that something was wrong when she 
was three days old. "There was certain 
weirdness in how her eyes popped out and 
her tongue had to be forcefully put inside 
her mouth. The doctors declared her to be 
a 'Mongoloid baby'," she said. 

Shruti is one of three children, the 
eldest. Her siblings are 'normal'. Was it 
difficult? Mrs Shah said that her studies 
in clinical psychology helped her in 
understanding what the problem was. 

"I didn't waste any time lamenting my 
fate or cursing destiny. Instead of getting 
paranoid about the whole issue, 1 just 
decided to train my child right from the 
very beginning so that she could make 
the best of her life;' she says. She took her 
daughter to a clinic at Bandra and one at 
Kandivali every week for therapeutic help. 

Mrs. Shah accepts that Shruti is a slow 
learner. "But 1 believe my daughter is in 
a better place now because we took early 
action. 1 also think she is much better 
than other kids who go through similar 
problems. When my in-laws called my 
daughter 'mad', 1 got mad. 1 decided I'd 
make sure my daughter got the best." 

"It hurts, you know?" she adds. 
"Because she knows when people 
discriminate, when they speak ill of her. 
But her siblings are very supportive." 

Shruti was sent to a series of schools: 
first to Manuprem and then to Victoria 
Memorial School in Tardeo, and finally 
to SPJ Sadhana School for eight years. 
"In most of these places," says Mansi, her 
younger sister, "she stood first." 

"That's because we made her 
foundation so strong," says Mrs Shah. "I 
don't think I could have done it without 
help from her father. He surprised me with 
the level of his support and commitment:' 

"She's well-mannered, caring, 
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pampered and loves to do household 
work;' says Mansi. 

Ask Shruti what she likes doing and 
she says she likes painting. "That I enjoyed 
in school also;' she says. 

What about household work? We ask. 
When Shruti is surrounded by her 

family, she agrees that she likes sweeping 
the floors, washing the dishes, cooking 
food and folding her mother's clothes. 
When the family is not around, Shruti 
isn't quite so sure. She says that she likes 
watching television and Hindi soaps. It 
is an experience to watch her watching 
television. She responds viscerally. A 
marriage will make her coy and shy. She 
covers her face and then begins to weep. 

Then she says: "I want to get married, 
but that is only one of my dreams." 

A little later, as she is sweeping, she 
stops to say, ''You ·know, I am very selfish:' 

This startles us. For Shruti seems to 
be in constant motion, always cleaning or 
helping someone. We point out that she 
seems to be helping someone all the time, 
not really the sign of a selfish person. 

Shruti looks down at the broom in her 
hand. 

"I am selfish;' she says. 
"You're helping people in the home, 

Shruti," we say. 
"I don't talk back;' she says. "That way 

1 am good." 
Fionika Sanghvi, teacher at SPJ 

Sadhna School says, "These special 
children do have desires like all the rest of 

us. They too want someone special, they 
want to get married and do what other 
'normal' children of their age do. There is 
no easy solution but one way to deal with it 
is to make sure they are kept occupied all 
the time. This allows them to live in reality 
rather than a dream world:' 

Meanwhile, Shruti has her moments . . 
"I remember this chilling moment;' says 
Dayanita Patel, a close family friend. "I 
must have been about eleven years old 
and she was sixteen. I was on my way to 
the house when suddenly Shruti came 
barreling out of the house. I tried to follow 
her but 1 lost her. She raced across the 
road almost as if she didn't care about the 
traffic. And there I was, trembling on the 
other side:' 

Later, Dayanita says, Shruti turned up 
at Swati Snacks where she had herself a 
feast on Gujarati snacks before returning 
home to the housework. 

On another occasion, we went over and 
Shruti was in an exceptionally good mood. 

''What's up?" we asked. 
"Just saw Race 2;' said Shruti. 
"This is one Kajol only;' said her 

mother, referring to the filmstar. 
A cloud passed over Shruti's face. 
"Kajol?" one of us asked, half in jest. 
"Please don't call me that," she said. "I 

know 1 am not Kajo!:' 
"Did you like Race 2?" we asked. 
"Of course," she said. "John Abraham!" 
There are some dreams we all might 

share. 



The Can-Do Attitude 
Karishma Iyer visits a first of its kind school for children with cancer in Mumbai 

s one enters the 
Jagannath Bhatankar 
Municipal School 
in Parel, a lively 
looking section, 
painted bright 
blue immediately 

captures one's attention. This small space 
is occupied by Canshala, a new school for 
cancer-affected children. 

As a part of the Indian Cancer Society, 
Cankids was started in 2004 by Priti Dhall. 
Eight years later, Canshala was established 
as a public private partnership between 
Brihanmumbai Municipal Corporation 
(BMC) and Cankids. The impetus 
behind starting Canshala, according to 
Surabhi Kakar, a mentor at the school, 
was the fact that education was one of 
the areas which has been ignored in the 
treatment of children with cancer. She 
says, "Chemotherapy and radiation can 
have a regressive effect on the child. Our 
idea is not only to make them learn but 
also to keep them mentally active." She 

emphasizes the importance of education in 
keeping a child's mind active during their 
treatment, and how at Canshala they hope 
to achieve the right balance. 

Currently occupying only four rooms in 
the building, it has 50 registered children 
so far between the age group of 5 to 15 
years. The children come to the city from 
various parts of the country like Bihar, 
Maharashtra, Orissa, and Kolkata for 
treatment. "The attendance varies on a 
day-to-day basis depending on the health 
of the children;' says the principal of the 
school, Arundhati Rajashekar. On a tour 
around the school, Rajashekar explains 
how they intend the school to be more 
than just an educational institute. "We 
are setting up a counselling room, a T.v. 
room where they can be shown movies, a 
resting room for the days anyone is low on 
energy. Of course, everything will be done 
in collaboration with the doctors and. with 
their permission:' There are three hospitals 
that the children come from: Wadia 
Hospital and Tata Memorial Hospital in 

Parel and Sion Hospital. Rajashekar adds, 
"In the West, schooling for children with 
cancer happens within the hospital. But 
now since that can't be done, we have tried 
to be as close to the hospital as possible." 

Dr. Brijesh Arora, Professor and 
Paediatric Oncologist at Tata Memorial 
Hospital, who is treating the children 
from Canshala says, "Emotional healing 
is a very important aspect while treating 
children suffering from cancer." He 
explains how children lose their self 
confidence very early on in the treatment. 
Chemotherapy and radiation is directly 
given in the brain which leads to blunting 
of cognition and loss of memory. While 
none of this is evident in the beginning, 
the damage is only seen over a couple of 
years. He says, "Often when these children 
are under treatment they appear very 
confused and lost. Schooling can help 
them have constant cognitive stimulation 
and also prove to be a distraction from the 
treatment. It can be a holistic treatment." 

Six months ago, 13-year-old Pushkar 
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Kumar came from Patna to Mumbai for 
this treatment. Last year, he was diagnosed 
with Non-Hodgkin lymphoma, a form 
of blood cancer. Having just finished 
his chemotherapy session at the TATA 
Memorial Hospital, Pushkar looked quite 
low. "I get bored at home, so it is nice to 
come to school. I like listening to stories 
in English." Pushkar takes the local train 
and travels to the school by himself. 
"Dhoondte dhoonte seekh gaye (I searched 
and learnt eventually);' he says, but also 
adds as an afterthought, "I like my school 
in Patna better because I had friends 
there:' Pushkar, like all the other children 
at Canshala, wears a facemask for safety 
reasons. 

Vaishali Mane first came to Mumbai a 
year ago with her 5-year-old son Sarthak 
from Raigad looking for a job. At that 
time her little boy kept complaining of 
stomach pain: "I overlooked his pleas 
and thought he is giving it as an excuse 
to avoid school:' When the pain became 
unbearable, doctors discovered a cyst 
in his stomach. They wanted to operate 
on Sarthak immediately, but Mane's 
conservative family in Raigad did not want 
Sarthak to undergo an operation. It was 
only after Sarthak lost a lot of weight and 
the cyst burst, causing an infection that 
the operation happened. Now in Mumbai, 
Sarthak visits Canshala often. "In the six 
months, his health has improved a lot and 
the school acts as a good distraction. He 
only likes to draw when he comes here;' 
says Mane. 

The school follows a curriculum 
provided by BMC. Smita Ghanekar, a 
teacher for the BMC says, "There is a 
different method of teaching followed 
here. Depending on the talent of the child 
or what mood the child is in and also on 
their physical and mental capacity for the 
day:' Ghanekar explains that the children 
come with an exposure to different levels 
of education and capacities to learn, 
prompting a different approach than a 
normal classroom based education. "There 
are some kids who are young but have the 
capacity to learn more than what is meant 
for their level, in other instances there 
are those who need to be taught from the 
previous years of their education. We revise 
with them and then teach ahead," explains 
Ghanekar. 

Surabhi Kakar adds, "The space in the 
building has been provided by the BMC. 
Apart from this, BMC has also promised to 
help us by paying the electricity bills. They 
have also provided us with two teachers:' 
She also discloses how all kids will be 
entitled to 27 freebies which include books, 
stationary and food among other things. 
"So far they have only started to provide us 
with the midday meals" describes Kakar. 
A certificate would be provided by BMC 
and Chashala to the child listing down 
all the things that were covered as a part 
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of the curriculum. "Cancer treatment 
can take anything between 6 months to 
4 years. The idea is that at least the child 
is in the condition to go back to the same 
class where he had left from, and not 
get demoted, which is what happens in 
most cases;' says Kakar. While the BMC 
teachers only act as a support staff, Kakar 
explains that they are looking to further 
expand their team. 

Canshala currently has a support 
staff consisting of it social worker and 
a health worker for specific tasks. "The 
children come in at 10.30 every morning. 
The health worker makes sure that they 
wash their hands. These children are 
very prone to infections and we have 
promised the doctors that we will take 
care of their health;' says Kakar. Each 
child at the school has an individual file 
where their daily activities and progress 
are maintained, so the staff can monitor 
and prepare for when the child next comes 
to the school. Younger children learn 
all subjects, while the older children are 
only being taught maths, science, Hindi, 
and Marathi for now. On certain days, 

volunteers come to conduct arts and crafts 
workshops. "Twelve-thirty is lunch time. 
Apart from the food provided by BMC, we 
have some healthy snacks like chikki, poha, 
peanuts which we give them, after which 
they go to the playground and play for an 
hour;' indicates Kakar with regard to the 
daily routine at Canshala. 

Cankids, with its benevolent institute 
Canshala, hopes to ensure children 

with cancer enjoy the highest attainable 
standards of health and facilities for 
treatment, care and support. Apart 
from just providing an education, the 
organization hopes that their efforts will 
have a positive impact towards improving 
survival rates of children with cancer in 
India. This organizationlooks to create a 
child-friendly, comfortable and pain-free 
environment for children under treatment 
of cancer in all of their establishments. 
Kakar offers a vision of Canshala by 
claiming that their next step is to have 
schools in hospitals. , 

Want to help? Call 24712923 or log on 
to www.cankidsindia.org, to help a child 
fighting with cancer get an education. 



Lianne John explains why her heart beats for Jesus 

n 22 November 
2010, I was 19 years 
old if you want my 
chronological age. 
But that's the day 
I believe I got a 
new beginning. I 

found my Saviour Jesus. If you had asked 
me whether I believed in God or not on 21 

November 2010, I would have said: "Yes" 
but it would have been a lie. Until that 
morning I had no idea what belief meant. 

I entered Sunday morning service at 
Seed of Life Ministry church at Kuwait and 
wondered what was going on. Everyone 
seemed to be behaving rather strangely. 
Why were they waving their hands about? 
I felt I was out of place, embarrassed for 
some reason. I reminded myself that I was 
there for my mother. It was a big day for 
her. 

I heard my Mum's name being called 
out backstage, she was getting ready for 
her Baptism. In order to be Baptised 
she would be dipped in water entirely, 
after which all her sins would be washed 
away. I stood and looked around, slightly 
uncomfortable, scraped at the nail polish 
on my nails, untangled a few knots from 
my hair and looked around. 

I knew I was desperately searching 
for God in my life since the age of ten, but 
nothing had really touched me, nothing led 
me to the belief that there was someone 
above who died for my sins. 

I knew I wanted to confide in the Lord 
that morning and surrender my life to him. 
I closed my eyes and asked myself, ''Am I 
ready to surrender my life to Christ today?" 
I knew I had to do this one day--so might 
as well do it in the company of a hundred 
devotees. I prayed and joined in the praise 
and worship of the service. I remember 
singing the song, 'Here I am to worship'. I 

certainly didn't know the words then but 
could relate to the ideas behind it. 

I started humming the tune and I 
knew that it was the best worship I may 
ever have had. Did it take one song to 
melt my heart? No, I kept singing worship 
songs and suddenly felt the urge to lift my 
hands up and praise God. 

Was it the new me? I didn't know what 
was happening but it just was. Although 
the songs touched me to a certain extent, 
I strongly believe it was the Holy Spirit 
working in me at that very minute through 
those songs. It was the closest I felt being 
to God in those many years of knowing 
him. 

I continued worshipping Him when I 
heard the pastor's voice say, "Has anyone 
been touched today? If you have, please 
come to the front:' I opened my eyes and 
didn't know how to react. I looked around, 
there were five people touched by the 
Lord that morning. I hesitated because 
I didn't want everyone to know that I 
had felt His presence--that I had felt His 
pain, and understood His sacrifice. People 
kept moving ahead to the front and I did 
nothing but stand there with my head 
down. The pastor repeated again, "Has 
anymore been touched today? The Lord's 
calling on you. Do not disobey Him." I 
knew I had to do this, I knew I had to go 
to the front and let the Lord have his way 
in me. I said to myself, "I have to go now". 
I said this and walked forward scared 
because I didn't know what would happen 
tome. 

The Pastor asked us all to stand in a 
line and started praying over us. I may 
have walked forward as a coward but I 
stood there with Faith. I was prayed over 
and had felt a slight pinch in my heart that 
morning. 

I wasn't sure if it happened to all but 

I knew I wanted to cry out and wondered 
why. But what was the pinch about? Why 
did I keep seeing Jesus on that cross 
crucified? 

I knew God was talking to me through 
so many people and finally through this 
lady and so I said to myself, "Darn the 
world, let them think whatever they want 
to, I am going to follow my Jesus". This day 
my faith was renewed, I was a different 
person and I knew I was so much closer to 
God. 

My journey with Christ started after I 
came back from Kuwait and after having 
attended that blissful service and after I 
found a Born Again church in Mumbai. 
A year later I decided to get baptized as a 
Born Again. 

It was my decision to get baptized, but 
went through several setbacks before I 
actually could. I believe that the devil did 
all he could to delay my baptism for a year, 
although I was delivered and got baptised. 
All of this may sound ridiculous to many, 
but for me it was always a struggle to get 
closer to Jesus. 

My relationship with the Lord is 
personal, and I can try to explain it to 
others, but I cannot make them believe. 
The Lord has given me the strength to 
overcome every obstacle that I have faced. 

I truly believe that Jesus died for me on 
that cross which is so important to know 
once you're in a constant communion with 
God. Since then I have been reaching out 
to many people sharing my testimony 
and the Gospel of the Lord and I strongly 
believe that it was my faith and belief in 
God that gave me this chance to talk to 
many through this article. 

I believe God has started working 
in my life and although I may stand 
insignificant to the world and its works I 
stand significant to God's work. 
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I DONT BELIEVE 
Tanya Rai explains why she doesn't need a God. Or a Goddess. 

y faith? I am an 
atheist. Most 
people see this 
is as a problem, 
a disease, an 
outcome ofa 
disillusioned 

childhood, a rebellion of my youth. Not 
one of these reasons is true. The roots 
of my atheism are much deeper and the 
belief, permanent. Not a "passing phase". 

During my growing years, I was 
comfortable with the idea of there being 
a "Creator", a supreme being, who had 
created the universe. But as I grew older 
the question of "existence" began to gain 
importance in my life. When I turned 18 I 
went in search of answers mostly through 
conversations with family and friends, 
trying to get a sense of where they derived 
their faith from - how did they make 
sense of the world. They seemed to find 
comfort and solace in their Gods and their 
respective religions. 

There was a time when I thought that 
maybe we were indeed the creation of a 
God, but after creating us, he had stepped 
out of the picture and left us to figure 
things out on our own. Perhaps there is a 
possibility that the more we understand 
about the world we live in, the closer we 
come to God. But as I grew up, I figured 
out that no one on this earth knows 
anything concrete or certain about God 
and as soon as they say they do they should 
not be trusted. 

But I found no evidence to prove the 
existence of a God and the exclusivity of 
each religion turned me off. Maybe my 
resistance to religion and belief in God 
stemmed from the fact that my home had 
always been devoid of religion. I grew 
up in a home without idols, holy texts, 
discourses, visits to temples and where 

festivals were celebrated without any 
rituals. 

After three years of questioning, at 21, 
I officially declared myself to be an atheist. 
The way others believe in God, I believe in 
my parents. Brought up in a loving home 
surrounded by the wonderful unselfish 
care of my parents, my upbringing was 
enough to let me know how rational, 
human beings ought to treat one another. 

My atheism compels me to ask: Why 
would God give me free will to choose 
the course of my life but on the other 
hand, if! do not follow his guidelines 
punish me for eternity? The belief in 
reward and punishment that seems to 
be a part of all religions just did not 
make sense to me. God seemed to be a 
construct, manufactured by those who 
needed an escape and relief from their 
troubles. My mother explained to me 
saying, "One doesn't need an imaginary 
God to guide one's emotions:' But unlike 
me she is not an atheist and maintained, 
"What you do and whatever happens 
to you is all dependent on your karam:' 
I feel she should be free to choose her 
contradictions, just as I expect to be free to 
choose mine. 

For me religion doesn't seem like 
something you would need. There seem 
to be so many unanswered prayers and so 
many unanswered petitions. Nor does it 
seem like something you would want to 
have. Just look around you and you will 
see that every village in India seems well
stocked with places .ofworship. But ask 
if there's a library? A primary health care 
centre? A secondary school? No one seems 
to bother with those things. If religion puts 
the human being at its centre, if man is 
the measure of all things, how is it that the 
priests and the pundits and the maulvis 
don't say, "Look, you can build the place of 

worship later. First, let's get the hospital"? 
It seems as if religion is the root cause 

of extreme violence. I cannot comprehend 
how if religions essentially talk about love 
and understanding, how then they were 
the very basis of such widespread violence 
and discrimination. 

Once my mother was okay with my 
'persuasion', I found that my father was 
not particularly keen on changing my 
mind. My father said, "Belief in God or in 
a certain religion is your own choice:' He 
further went to mention that there were 
good things that religion teaches you, like 
some of the commandments. No one can 
argue with injunctions like 'do not lie' or 
'do not kill' or 'do not steal'. Although he 
says, "If you treat others as you would like 
to be treated, that would be enough. That 
is all people should live by. And that no 
one should have the right to tell them or 
anyone else what to believe because it is a 
personal choice:' 

I agree but I also feel that no one 
should need someone else to tell them 
this. It is a matter of common sense. If! 
hurt you, I should expect that you would 
want to hurt me. So out of enlightened 
self-interest, I would not hurt you and you 
would not hurt me. It seems like a matter 
of pure logic. Everyone just gets on better 
with each. 

Now consider what happens when you 
put religion into this equation. I feel you 
have insulted my religion. I want to insult 
your religion in return. Both our religions, 
we agree, say much the same thing. We 
acknowledge this in our saner moments 
but these tend to be few and far between 
when it comes to matters of faith vs faith. 
And very soon a riot has broken out in the 
name of peace. So one last question: have 
you ever heard of an atheist who killed 
someone to defend her faith? ~ 
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The Makers of Sparks 
PENAAZ DAMANIA WATCHES THEM FLY. 

'?:l knije-grinder works at his wheel 
sharpening a great knije, 
Bending over he carifully holds it to 
the stone, byfoot and knee, 
With measur'd tread he turns rapidly, 
as he presses with light but 
firm hand, 
Forth issue then in copious golden 
jets, 
Sparklesfrom the wheel." 
-WALT WHITMAN, SPARKLES FROM THE 

WHEEL 

"Children are fascinated by the sparks 
from my wheel. I tell them to keep away 
but they keep coming back;' says Abdul 
Aziz, a 55-year-old knife sharpener. Aziz 
lives in the Elphinstone Road area but 
roams all over south 
Mumbai on his cycle 
his grinding wheel 
attached to it. His cry 
of'Dhaarwala ... chaku 
dhaarwaala;' has 
become an everyday 
tune to the ears of 
housewives, tailors, 
butchers, hoteliers and 
hawkers. 

Colloquially known 
as a dhaarwaala, 
a knife sharpener 
roams through the city 
throughout the day 
sharpening objects 
that need an edge. The 
origin of this profession, 
according to Hamza 
was that, "The Muslims 
used to eat meat and therefore the 
butcher would need knives. Hindus, on 
the other hand were largely vegetarian. 
Knife sharpening became a profession 
that widely employed the Muslim 
community, so you will hardly ever find 
any Hindu knife sharpener:' There is 
another marginalised community called 
the Sikilgars, he says, who are Sikhs 
and consider sharpening tools as their 
profession and duty. "This probably has 
to do with the kirpan," he says. 
"My family has been sharpening knives 
for generations .. .let's just say that the 
trade has been in my family forever," said 
Akhtar Hussain Amir Hamza, 57, who 
owns a knife sharpening store in Grant 
Road East. 

But for Aziz it was not so, "Knife 
sharpening was never in my family. My 
father was a farmer, but we had to sell 
his land and come here. My friend from 
the village taught me this skill. Honestly 
it took me at least a year to hone it and 
there were some serious repercussions 
that one has to bear if they are in this 
profession because it is life threatening. 
For instance if! cut an artery on my 
wrist or hand by mistake I could bleed to 
death in a matter of minutes;' says Aziz 
while sharpening a knife and peddling 
on his cycle so that the grinding wheel 
rotated. 

However, knife sharpening is no 
longer considered to be a profession that 
parents or families want to promote. 

Hamza and Aziz themselves have 
prohibited their children from entering 
or wanting to enter the profession and 
learn the skill. 

"My son studies in Sydenham 
College in his second year of B.Com, I 
think that a career in an office is best for 
him because this business is no longer 
something I want to thrust into his 
hands," says Hamza. 

There is an evident contrast in the 
way of seeing these sparks, there is the 
spectator who only enjoys them from 
afar and then there is the maker of these 
sparks, they are very different from what 
they look like to an audience. Ahmed 
Hamza 19, Hamza's son says, "I don't 
want to do this. Honestly, after seeing 

all the injuries on my father's hand it 
terrifies me." 

"I have eight children, four girls and 
four boys but I will never teach any of 
them this, my son keeps pestering me to 
teach him how to do this, but after my 
injuries I would never want the same 
for them," says Aziz as he absolutely 
refuses to teach his son the skill of knife 
sharpening. 

However, at the end of the day 
there comes Faiz Sheikh, a 25-year-old 
knife sharpener who sits almost every 
Saturday in the crowded and smelly 
fish market at Crawford market (South 
Mumbai) from 10:00 am to 1:00 pm 
sharpening knives of his customers. His 
grinding stone is like a sewing machine 

with a grinding stone on 
top instead of a needle. He 
pushes the leg rest with 
his feet as the grinding 
stone begins to rotate. 
He travels every day from 
Bhandup to Chhatrapati 
Shivaji Terminus stopping 
in between to look for more 
knives to sharpen. 

Faiz says, "I earn my 
livelihood like this ... 1 have 
no other choice but to do 
this ... my father taught me 
how to sharpen knives about 
six months ago and I am 
still learning so there are 
some cuts here and there 
occasionally but it is not as 
grave as the ones the big 
wheels can give. My father 

says they can burst in your face like a 
bomb. Honestly I am very terrified of 
this job but I have to do what I have to." 

It is not just wielding a knife that is 
dangerous but sharpening that comes 
with its own consequences. 

"The injuries are serious. I lost my 
finger, it came in between the knife and 
the wheel and got cut off;' says Aziz. The 
finger was sewn back but it is still rather 
stiff. 

These consequences are exploited 
by technology, as new mechanical 
innovations come into the market at 
cheap rates. They discourage customers 
from approaching these sharpeners, 
leaving them to abandon their trade as 
the culture and skill die with them. ~ 
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Where Did He Go? 
The monk with the inspiring placard had become a permanent fixture 
at the Juhu Circle. He stopped standing there around 2 months ago. 
Farzeen Khan finds out where he went and what makes him tick. 

t is a typical busy Thursday 
evening at Juhu Circle. Cars 
screech to a halt as the signal 
turns red. Windows roll down 
as several heads peer out of 
their air-conditioned cars. 
Disappointed by the absence 

of the smiling face they had got so used to 
seeing daily, the windows roll up again and 
the cars move out when the light changes. 
Not too many spare a thought about his 
absence as the light turns green and the 
cars jolt back to life. 

Krishna Das is a monk who has been 
standing at the Juhu intersection daily 
for the last five years, holding a placard 
which read 'Apne dharm pe chalo, sabse 
prem karo' (Follow your own religion, love 
everyone). Everyone who frequents the 
area is familiar with his white kurta-dhoti 
clad presence. Then two months ago, he 
vanished. 

''I'd wave to him from my rickshaw 
every day on my way from college. He 
would be standing there, regardless of the 
weather-be it sun, cold, rain;' says Sumit 
Shah, a 21-year-old resident in the area. 
"How genuine he is, and how selfless his 
act is, I wouldn't know, but seeing someone 
with a message like that just boosts the 
morale of society. It keeps people's hopes 
alive. And of course, even if you miss his 
placard, you cannot miss his million dollar 
smile", says Karunesh Talwar, a student at 
Mithibai College, another regular Krishna 
Das 'waver'. "Whether a farce or not, the 
bottom line is that you just cannot help but 
be intrigued by this guy and his message;' 
says Kshiti Gala, who works in the vicinity. 

To most people, he's another crank in 
a city of cranks. But Krishna Das is not 
just an eccentric with nothing better to 

MARGIr\lA L IA 

do. He was more than willing to share 
details about his childhood, his journey 
and his philosophy. Born as Krishna 
Avatar, in Muradabad, Uttar Pradesh, 
his father migrated to Gwalior taking 
12-year-old Krishna with him. For four 
years he worked as a garment salesman 
and simultaneously attended elementary 
school. His days were full but he found 
that several questions were haunting him 
and no one seemed to have any answers. 
Finally, he did what all seekers in India 
seem to do-if one is to believe Amar 
Chitra Katha. After a series of unfortunate 
events that he does not want to share, he 
went off to the Himalayas to meditate. 

There he met his guru, Sant 
Murari Bapu. He took diksha and was 
rechristened Krishna Das. He was sent to 
Mumbai in 2000, living on the meager 
allowance given to him by his Guru. "For 
the first two years in Bombay, I was on 
a maun vrat and spoke to no one. I was 
taken care of by the community, often 
eating at various temples. It was then that 
the seed of my idea germinated. I used 
to write small inspirational messages on 
chits of paper and leave them on Juhu 
beach, hoping that people would find them 
and read them. Eventually the chits got 
replaced by placards", he says. 

At a spiritual conference attended by 
religious leaders from allover the world, 
including the Dalai Lama, he realized that 
all religions speak of the same values, but 
that the message needs to go out to all. 

The message he chose to broadcast 
in this way, was originally supposed to be 
'Apne dharm pe chalo, shaitan se bacho' 
(Follow your faith, save yourseif from 
Satan). However, his guru pointed: 'We 
wish to spread the message of joy and love. 

&.. 

Shaitan is a word that evokes negative 
sentiments; so I changed the message;' he 
says. He pegs the number of people that 
he has interacted with at 251akh, boasting 
of having met celebrities such as Hrithik 
Roshan and Akshay Kumar. "Only 5-10 
people have said negative things about me, 
mostly that I am a madman", he continues. 

"I chose Juhu circle because of its 
prominence in the media. I had heard that 
several celebrities live here, and I knew if I 
could capture media attention, my message 
would go out to a lot more people;' he 
said as he explained his choice oflocation. 
"Initially, someone did complain, and a 
policeman asked me to move, but later on 
I asked him ifI could go stand there again. 
He said I could as long as no one else 
complained. I agreed, and from that day to 
now no one has." 

Most people think it's pretty cool 
to have someone remind them of our 
common humanity. "Many people have 
come up to me and congratulated me, or 
thanked me for bringing a smile to their 
face. For me, this is my salarY:' 

A typical day starts at 4 am, going 
to Juhu Beach for meditation by 6 am, 
leaving by 9, and spending the rest of 
the day standing at Juhu Circle. He lives 
in a blue tarpaulin tent on the beach, 
without electricity or running water. But 
he manages to keep his tent spic and span, 
insisting everyone take their shoes out 
outside, complete with a little 'mandir' in 
one corner, a makeshift kitchen in another. 

He eats lunch at a Jain restaurant 
that provides him with free food, where 
he also charges his phone daily as there is 
no electricity in his tent. He has no steady 
source of income and lives on the meager 
amount that his guru provides. "Somehow, 
when I am standing there, I don't feel 
anything-hunger, thirst, fatigue. Only 
when I step down and get ready to go back 
do all these catch up with me. I usually 
stand for 8 hours a day, but sometimes I 
stand there for 10-12 hours at a stretch. 
Even I don't know where I get that energy." 

To those who do not believe that he can 
make a difference, Krishna Das says, "It 
has taken several years for us to deteriorate 
and reach this stage. It didn't happen 
overnight. Similarly, to come out will take 
long. It won't happen overnight. I have 
seen slight change happen in front of my 
eyes, and that's enough for me:' 

Over the last two months, Krishna Das 
has been travelling to other cities in India. 
"I still come to Mumbai, but I realized that 
only one city is not enough. I now travel to 
Delhi, Bangalore, Pune and several other 
cities in the country. I also need to keep in 
touch with my own spirituality, and so will 
be going to the Himalayas periodically." 

So if you're one of those who roll down 
their windows to wonder where the man 
with the placard is, know this: he's out 
there, spreading the message. 



walked down Claire Road, Byculla, 
desperately searching for a crime 
story. Nothing seemed to be 
happening. Everyone was going 
about their lawful business. I 
wondered how I would face the 
wrath of the instructor over yet 

another late assignment. Fortunately, I 
had an 'a-ha' moment when I saw a cop. 
Assuming that there would be a police 
station somewhere around, I walked up 
to him and said, "Sir, I need to go speak to 
your senior inside, can I go in?" 

"Who, Borse Sir?" he replied. 
I smiled and said, "Yes, yes, Borse

sahib". 
Of course I had no idea who he was 

but I was on my way. The entrance was 
massive and on each end was a policeman 
guarding it. As I stood there trying to 
absorb all this, I turned my head above to 
read the board in Marathi. And it was then 
that I realised, I had struck gold! What 
I had presumed to be the police station, 
turned out to be the prison. I reasoned that 
there would be no dearth of crime stories 
here. 

I was ushered into a waiting room and 
asked to write my name and other details 
in a register. From there, I was taken 
into another room where I met Inspector 

Ashok Borse. 
Inspector Borse was polite and we had 

a long conversation about the workings 
of the prison, the kind of cases that came 
in, etc. "We get all kinds of cases here like 
robbery, chain snatching, murder, rash 
bike riders, railway track crossing, illegal 
immigrants, etc," said the Inspector. He 
spoke about several important aspects of 
crime in the city. According to him, women 
commit murder more often than men. He 
also spoke of dowry crimes as still being a 
problem in the city. He said, 'We had this 
one case where the family troubled the girl 
so much for dowry, that she committed 
suicide. So in this case, the girl's family 
filed a complaint against her in-laws and 
they were arrested thereby under Section 
498. But in cases where the girl does not 
commit suicide and complains against 
dowry, the in-laws could still be arrested 
under this same section:' 

Inspector Borse gave us statistics about 
the convicts living in the prison. '1\5 of now 
we have about 260 men and 262 women 
along with their babies (babies allowed 
are those from a day old to 6 years). If the 
mother is pregnant during her term in 
prison, she is kept here only till the s'eventh 
month and is then let out. In cases of 
emergency, they are sent to J.J. Hospital," 

he said. 
When asked about a typical day in the 

life of a prisoner, he replied, "They wake up 
every day by 5.30 am and are then counted 
and sent to the toilet, after which they have 
an early breakfast. We also give them an 
early lunch at around 10.45 am followed 
by tea at 3 pm and an early dinner at 
6pm. They live a good life and get almost 
everything:' The prisoners are also further 
given facilities like the library, television, 
art of living courses, moral lectures, 
painting workshops. NGOs come to teach 
them various forms of earning a livelihood 
once they're out. 

Just as I was about to leave, luck did 
me another favour. I bumped into Dr. 
Khan Sayed Ahmed, the general physician 
who treats the inmates on a regular basis. 
I wanted to know what kind of treatment 
the prisoners received and on what basis. 
The doctor said, "Before a convict is 
granted custody, he/she is examined in a 
government hospital. Within 24 hours of 
an arrest, they have to be examined again:' 
Further, once in jail, the prisoner is once 
again checked the next morning by the 
medical officer. And in case of any previous 
illness history, they are also sent in for a 
compulsary HIV/AIDS test. When asked 
about pregnant women and the kind of 



treatment they receive, he replied, ''We give 
these mothers an extra diet and the smaller 
babies an extra protein diet." 

These were about all the physical 
ailments. What about their psychological 
condition and the trauma they go through 
due to the crime they had committed? ''We 
have psychiatrists and counsellors coming 
in for them. But at all times we are there 
for them, so that's not really a problem," 
he added. But they have to be cautious 
about all this. "We often get people who 
fake illness because they feel by doing so it 
would only benefit them with better food 
and treatment, so we have to be on guard 
often as to whose faking it and who isn't;' 
added the doctor. Byculla prison was one 
of the most intriguing places I have visited. 
With the facilities provided, I would say it 
barely fits into the category of a 'prison'. 

Next up was Arthur Road Jail, the 
oldest and largest prison in Mumbai. 
This time I covered the Arthur Road Jail 
story with Siddhi Patel. Special Inspector 
Vinod Lokhande gave us the required 
permissions. 

While most of our Wednesday 
mornings are spent in the SCM studio, 16 
January 2013 was our tryst with Arthur 
Road Jail. We clearly remember entering 
this prison and being surrounded by 50 
constables waiting to take prisoners to 
courts across the city or other places. A 
constable explained what they were doing, 
"Each constable here waits for their turn to 
take their set of prisoners, about 10 each, 
to various courts in the city." 

Handcuffed and docile, the prisoners 
climbed into a van and headed out. Quiet 
descended on the prison yard and there 
was nothing to do but to wait. From time 
to time, someone would ask what we were 
doing there, the only women in the vicinity. 

Then someone said in a Marathi
accented voice said, "Sophia College?" We 
met the Superintendent who asked us to 
meet Senior Inspector Ramesh Mahale. 
We were asked to go to another room 
where Inspector Mahale spends his entire 
day working on his cases. We entered his 
room, and were asked to sit in silence till 
he finished what he had to do. The room 
looked like just another office room painted 
brown with two cupboards filled with 
files that were opened every five minutes. 
Adjacent to Inspector Mahale's desk was a 
wooden door with a small opening through 
which we could see prisoners line up and 
wait for a constable to handcuff them. 
The constable would bark out names and 
numbers of the prisoners which sounded 
like some serious matter. Inspector Mahale 
jotted down a few words in his file, closed 
it and looked up to us and spoke in a stern 
voice, ''Yes, you can come here now, grab 
those chairs please!" 

Just then, a young man walked in, 
wearing black shorts and a t-shirt. He was 
carrying a file asking for some information. 

He seemed like a normal teenage working 
for the prison. "Meet Narendra. He's been 
working with us for over a year now;' said 
Inspector Mahale. He saw our confusion. 
"He was arrested under Section 302--that's 
a murder case and has been with us since 
then". 

Narendra didn't want to talk about 
the details of his crime. "I do some 
administration work here;' he said. "It 
keeps me busy and I will have some 
experience when I leave:' 

As we left the dark brown painted 
room and were walking out to the open 
we saw ten convicts waiting in line near 
Inspector Mahale's office which looked like 
a waiting passage only for these convicts, 
it was small and they were all made to sit 

Inspector Mahale said we couldn't see the 
cell and we didn't feel like arguing. 

However, the other prisoners were 
housed in what was called 'barracks' which 
looked like any ordinary two-storied 
building. Inside, it was a dormitory, a large 
single room with access to common toilets 
adjacent to the barracks. There is also a 
library which could be accessed by the 
prisoners as and when needed. Apart from 
the library is also the storage room which 
was small and filled with only commodities 
stored for these prisoners like those of 
toothpaste, biscuits, Bisleri bottles, khari, 
chiwda et al which could be taken on a 
credit system. 

When we got back to the office 
Inspector Mahale told us what made this 

SIDDHI'S MUM'S TIPS FOR JAIL BEHAVIOUR 

1. "Haai la! Jail ma jaay chhe!" 2. "Interview celebs and famous 
people; not criminals . 3. Wear a kurta. Don't you dare wear 
tight clothes. 4. Call me every two minutes. 5. Don't go too 

close while talking to somebody. 6 . Wear a scarf. Or a mask. 
7. Don't eat or drink anything, even if they offer water. 8. 
Don't look beautiful; don't apply eyeliner. 9 . Oil you hair. 

lO. Take two phones. 11. Take a lot of cash. 13. Don't talk to 
prisoners. 14. Come home untouched and in one piece. 

15. Take Jerry Pinto with you. 

down on the floor without handcuffs and 
we wondered what was happening when 
Inspector Mahale turned around and said, 
"They are waiting for someone to come 
question them before we put them in". 
Many prisoners roamed around this prison 
like they were at work handling either 
papers or talking to constables. 

As we walked out and made our way 
through the door, we passed through the 
reception area which looked like a crowded 
room with so many convicts that had just 
entered prison. Inspector Mahale said, 
"The capacity of the convicts which have 
now increased to 2,000 from the earlier 
count of 807 is the present day capacity 
of the prison. Prisoners here are always 
assigned work, be it the administrative 
duties, art or even craft, they are kept busy 
by the NGO in charge." 

In the kitchens, lunch was being 
prepared for 2000 people. The vessels 
were huge, mounds and mounds of 
vegetables for a meal of rice, dal, chappatis 
and two vegetables. The dough for the 
chappatis was being kneaded in large 
kneaders. Later, we were given samples. 
We liked the baingan. 

We would have liked to see the anda 
cell, the famous high security cell that 
housed Kasab, the terrorist who killed 
innocent unarmed people at Chhatrapati 
Shivaji Terminus in November 2008. 

prison so unique, he said, "We get people 
from all over Mumbai which makes this 
prison all the more unique. In the whole 
ofMaharashtra, Arthur Road Jail is well 
known because of the different kinds of 
people that come here from allover the 
state:' As much as the administrative 
system sounds interesting, the history of 
this prison sounds even more interesting. 
Arthur Road Jail was established in the 
year 1925-26 which was originally a Tata 
Building and is 6 acres big. Although this 
prison was made before independence by 
the British which could be clearly seen 
in its structure, it still stands as a strong 
prison today. Although earlier it was 
established as that of a district prison, 
after independence it was converted to a 
Central Prison. The strength of the prison 
lies in their official who consists of security 
guards, 22 officers, 6 police inspectors, 1 
deputy superintendent and four medical 
officers. 

One last image: "Hamein yahaan se 
jaana hai, phir kabhi nahin aana hai". (We 
wish to leave here, never to return.) 

Amen to that. ~ 
The authors would like to thank 

SpecialITUJPector VinodLokhandefor 
having given us the chance to explore 
Arthur Road Jail, ITUJPector Ashok 
Borse's cooperation and all those 
incarcerated who spoke with us. 
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The 7-star Rickshaw 
Accompany Farzeen Khan as she meets the 'world famous' Bandra rickshawwallah in his 
7-star autorickshaw. 

andeep Bachhe drives 
his autorickshaw from 
8 am to 10 pm. He has 
a wife and two children 
to provide for. He lives 
in a chawl in Bandra 
West and is a big Sanjay 
Dutt fan. This could be 

the story of any suburban rickshaw driver, 
till you see the inside of his rickshaw. 

This '7-star' rickshaw has everything 
one could need--mobile chargers, 
newspapers, water, a PCD, a fire 
extinguisher and an LCD TV to name a 
few. Apart from the facilities and amenities 
provided, his rickshaw is adorned with little 
bits and pieces of advice such as 'Netradaan 
hi shreshtadaan' (The gift of your eyes is the 
best gift you can give), 'No bhaigiri, only 
Gandhigiri' (Non-violence is better than 
machismo), and 'Gussa bole toh bin bulaaye 
mehmaan' (Anger is the uninvited guest). 

"So what if everyone is not impacted by 
my rickshaw. If even one person sees the 
sign and signs up for organ donation, there 
will be one less blind child in the world and 
that is enough for me;' 48-year-old Bachhe 
says. 

His rickshaw caters to all. For the 
businessman, a board with the prices of 
gold, dollar, euro, and the Sensex values is 
updated daily and for the college student 
there's a laminated sheet with the numbers 
of all the malls and theatres. 

His story is just as inspiring as his 
rickshaw. Bachhe migrated to Mumbai from 
Kurundawad, a small town in the interiors 
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ofMaharashtra, with his mother, when he 
was just 16 years old. He began working in a 
plastic factory, but was forced to stop when 
it shut down. "Though it seemed like a 
major setback at that time, I now see God's 
hand in it, because if it hadn't shut down, I 
wouldn't be the person I am today;' he says. 

Following this, he worked in a luxury 
bus company for a while. It is here that the 
idea for his rickshaw was conceived. "I saw 
all the luxuries provided in the bus, so I 

thought that if I ever have a vehicle of my 
own, I'll provide the public with all this at 
no extra cost:' In 2002, he finally took a 
loan and bought his rickshaw and would 
use his savings to buy something new for his 
ride every year. 

Two years after he first began driving 
his rickshaw, he lost his mother to cancer. 
"At that time I was going through a 
financially rough patch. I could not afford 
her treatment. I approached everyone--



from my brothers to the local MLAs. No 
one helped me. Only I know what I went 
through after that; so I decided that no 
one should have to go through something 
like this; so I started doing a lot of charity 
work for cancer patients and others," he 
says. 

Bachhe gives chocolates and biscuits to 
children on the street, visits old age homes 
regularly, donates old clothes, sponsors 
medicines for cancer patients and has even 
sponsored six operations. 

''Another cause I feel very strongly 
about is that of the missing girl child;' he 

says. "I strongly believe that whether one 
has a son or not, every father must have 
a daughter because society's progress 
actually depends on the woman:' His wife 
had only studied up to the twelfth standard 
when they married. He paid for her further 
education and now he's extremely proud 
that she is a graduate and works with the 
Brihanmumbai Mahanagar Corporation 
and gives tuitions in her free time. 

About his future ambitions, he says 
that he doesn't have too many. "I am happy 
where I am, and though I have got offers 
for bigger, better jobs, I feel like I won't get 
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time to do my charity if I move to a busier 
profession. I like my life. If I get one roti, I 
eat half and give half to the less fortunate." 

In spite of all the seven-star services, 
the rickshaw does have its limitations. One 
sign says "Sorry, toilet not available:' When 
asked, Bachhe says "Once a group of girls 
came to my rickshaw. They said 'Bhaiya, 
aapke rickshaw mein sab kuch hai, par 
toilet kahaan hai?' (You have everything in 
your rickshaw but where is the toilet? So 
after that I painted this sign:' 

But what of that? There's a seven-star 
heart behind the wheel. 



Love in the time of 377 
Ankita Maneck and Sana Passricha meet Deepak Kashyap and Jerry Johnson who met via 
Facebook and fell in love and now want to live happily ever after. 

nceupon an 
evening in 2009, in 
the city of Delhi, a 
young man called 
Deepak Kashyap's 
came home form 
work. He sat down 

to check his email. He couldn't concentrate 
so he did what we all do when we want to 
fool around: he logged on to his Facebook 
page. His relationship status said it all: 
Single. He knew he shouldn't be doing this 
but he couldn't help himself. He went to 
his crush's page and began flicking through 
his photographs. The thought that they 
were not together made his 24-year-old 
heart ache. 

As he continued to trawl through his 
crush's profile, he saw a new Facebook 
notification blinking on his screen. It was 
a friend request from a Jerry Johnson, of 
Mumbai. 

Kashyap was just starting his career in 
the field of counselling psychology. After 
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completing his masters in educational 
psychology from the University of Bristol, 
UK, he returned to India to practise. The 
Ajmer boy was now working in Delhi. 

In Mumbai, Jerry Johnson too had 
just come home from a tiring day at his 
job as a marketing executive in MNC. He 
was supposed to go out with friends but 
decided to surf the net for a while and see 

. ifhe could get some inspiration to write a 
blogpost. 

Johnson had studied psychology 
too, but in the USA and was a man with 
many diverse interests. Along with his 
marketing job at Essar, he also organized 
events for Ayn Rand India, and spoke up 
for the Lesbian Gay Bisexual Transgender 
Intersexual (LGBTI) community. 

As he went through a list of possible 
friends, he saw who he thought was a cute 
guy. He checked whether they had any 
mutual friends. Nope. 

"He was wearing a branded T-shirt, 
Aeropostale. I knew that Aeropostale was 

available only outside India so I thought, 
'I could use a long-distance friend'. I didn't 
think we'd end up marrying each other;' 
Johnson reminisces. 

Two cute guys. Two cities. No mutual 
friends. How come Deepak added Jerry as 
a friend? 

"I thought he looked cute;' says 
Kashyap. 

Cute? 
"Look;' says Johnson. "In the gay 

community, it's quite acceptable to add 
someone you think you might hook up 
with at some point in the future. It's not 
about promiscuity; it's about how we 
construct our social lives. Straight people 
seem to be a lot more cautious, women in 
particular. A guy sends a girl a Facebook 
friend request and she's going to check 
who he is and ask a hundred questions 
before accepting. Even straight guys can be 
quite straight-laced about adding because 
they don't want someone preying on 
their female friends. But a gay guy sends 
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another gay guy a request? He probably 
just clicks 'Add' without thinking too much 
about it." 

"I wasn't looking for a relationship," 
says Kashyap. "I was lonely and my heart 
was cold. I was alone in Delhi, no family, 
new city, no love. I had loads of friends and 
if I chose, I could party every night but I 
didn't choose to. Not right then. I wasn't 
ready even for a rebound thing; I was too 
hurt. I just wasn't looking:' 

"I had had a steady relationship in 
the US. It lasted for five years which is a 
long haul in the community. But when 
you get back and you're just starting out, 
you don't have time for anything else 
other than work and commuting and all 
the other things I liked doing: the Ayn 
Rand meetings and the activism," Johnson 
remembers. 

The next move was Kashyap's. 
"I was coming down to Bombay for 

some meetings;' says Kashyap. "So I sent 
him a message saying I was coming, could 
we meet? At that time, I was thinking, 
maybe coffee, maybe some talk about our 
mutual trade, some useful contacts, that 
kind of thing." 

They met at Ivy Wine Cafe and Bistro 
in Malad. Kashyap didn't show any interest 
in him, it was just a business meeting for 
him, to build some contacts because they 
both were in the same field of psychology 
and communications. 

Johnson says he was smitten 
immediately. 

"I saw him and I knew. It was love at 
first sight." 

Kashyap? 
"I thought he was cute but I wasn't 

sure I was ready for something long-term. 
I hadn't exorcised my ghosts. I didn't know 
whether I could get into something like 
this:' 

Johnson wasn't taking 'No' for an 
answer. 

"I knew that it could work. So I 
thought, 'I'm going to court this guy':' 

Whenever either of them was in the 
other's city, they would meet and chat. 
Johnson would complement this with love 
letters, proper hand-written love letters. 

Deepak would tell Jerry, "I love you but 
I'm not in love with you:' 

"Once he even came down to Delhi 
for a night then left for Mumbai the next 
morning for work;' says Deepak. 

Distance makes the heart grow fonder, 
they say. Perhaps the greater the distance, 
the greater the fondness. 

At least, this is so in the case of 
Kashyap and Johnson. 

It was after Deepak left for the UK 
to study a post graduation course in 
psychology that he realised he was in love 
with Jerry. 

"Long distance was hard but then 
Deepak used to come down to visit me 
during holidays," says Johnson. 

"WE ARE TWO PEOPLE 
WHO ARE HAPPY 
AND IN LOVE," SAYS 
KASHYAP. "AND WHAT 
IS THE RESPONSE? 
SOCIETY HAS A 
PROBLEM. FAMILY HAS 
A PROBLEM. BABA 
RAMDEV OFFERS TO 
CURE US." 

The couple has now been together 
for more than four years. After Deepak 
came back from the UK, he moved to 
Mumbai, moved in with Jerry and started 
his practice in psychology. The couple has 
settled down into domestic bliss and a 
comfortable routine. 

Their home, a cosy little flat in the 
Mumbai suburbs, aka 'The Hub' is a place 
where all the couple's friends like to hang 
out together. 

When asked about what their parents 
say about the relationship, Jerry talks 
about how his family loves Deepak 
now that they know him, but refuses to 

acknowledge the nature of the relationship. 
"Everything is fine as long as you don't 

name Satan," Deepak grins and says. 
Jerry's family lives nearby but is in 

denial about his life choices. Though they 
have grudgingly accepted his choices but 
choose to turn blind eye to facts about 
their son's love life. 

Deepak's parents have come to 
grudgingly accept the truth about their 
son's romantic relationship, but the road to 
acceptance was not easy. 

"My folks are from Ajmer, right? It isn't 
easy accepting that their only child is gay;' 
he says. 

"Deepak makes them cry until they 
accept him and me and us and our 
choices," says Johnson. 

"It took five years;' says Kashyap. "My 
mom is a Punjabi woman who could not 
help but love her son. She has finally come 
to terms with the fact that I love a man. 
Like once when I had a fight with Jerry 
about finances, I called her to rant. She 
said, Beta, when he comes back from work, 
he is tired. Don't pester him about things 
like his bank account. Even I don't know 
how much money your dad has in the 
bank," added Kashyap, rolling his eyes. 

Kashyap and Johnson got engaged 
on the eve of 2012. Jerry took Deepak to 
Udaipur and while Deepak thought he 
was enjoying a fun holiday with their close 
friends, it was then that Jerry surprised 
him with a proposal at midnight. 

So in the middle of their closest 
friends, Jerry got down on one knee and 
asked Deepak to marry him with the stars 
and the moon as their witness. 

"I was so shocked;' Deepak laughs and 
says, ''he is always full of surprises but I 
wasn't expecting something so big." 

Jerry says they plan to get married in a 
country where gay marriages are legal and 
come back to India. Although India seems 
to be well on the road to decriminalising 
homosexuality after the Delhi High Court's 
landmark decision on Section 377 of The 
Indian Penal Code, 1860- a verdict that 
is being tried in the Supreme Court
marriage is still heteronormative. The 
State wants a man and a woman to marry. 

The LGBTI community still faces 
discrimination. People of orthodox 
religious persuasions still talk about moral 
offences and sins. 

"We are two people who are happy and 
in love," says Kashyap. ''And what is the 
response? Society has a problem. Family 
has a problem. Baba Ramdev offers to cure 
us." 

But they work on at it. 
"When I went for my interview I told 

them that I am gay:' Jerry shrugs and says, 
"If people are not able to accept it, then it's 
their thinking. I don't think being gay is 
something to be ashamed about." 

But they love each other and their love 
is acceptance enough. Y 



Sorry, Mr. Haveliwala. It's not available. 
~ 

Is this city really as inclusive as it claims? Anubhuti Matta and Sneha Paul find out as they 
attempt to look for housing for an unmarried Hindu-Muslim couple. 

Anubhuti Matta and Khuzema Haveliwalla 
do the rounds of this city, going from one 
broker to another, attempting to secure a 
roof over their heads. 
CHARACTERS: 
Kishore 0 Alreja, the broker. 
Anubhuti Matta, an SCM student 
lYfalcolm Kolah, actually a Parsi, as 
Khuzema Haveliwala a Bohri Muslim. 
Sneha Paul, an SCM student, as afriend. 

ENCOUNTER ONE 
It's late into a Saturday afternoon. We walk 
from the Sophia College campus towards 
Bhulabhai Desai Road. On our way we 
revise our respective roles and the answers 
to the possible questions we might have to 
face. 

Peacock Palace located opposite the 
former American Consulate on Bhulabhai 
Desai Road, is fairly easy to spot. We take 
the lift to the seventh floor and almost 
immediately after ringing the doorbell, we 
are greeted by a doubtful gaze from behind 
the security door. This is the broker's house 
although it looked like a makeshift office. 
Anubhuti: Hello, can we talk to Kishore 
o Alreja? 
Alreja: What is this about? 
Anubhuti: We were looking for a place 
when we came across your ad on a real 
estate website. Could we talk to you about 
the same? 
Alreja: Oh! Yes, please come in. 

We are welcomed into what looks like 
a semi-furnished uninhabited apartment. 
The sofas are all covered in white sheets. 
The bright rays of the sun accentuate the 
dust accumulated on tabletops. A framed 
photograph of Sai Baba is up on the wall 
facing the door. It seems as if Alreja was 
the only person in the house. We move on 
to the sitting area and Anubhuti initiates 
the conversation. 
Anubhuti: So sir, we were looking for a flat 
near Sophia College. 

The broker immediately asks us for our 
budget. 
Khuzema (Malcolm): Twenty five 
thousand per month. 
Alreja: Oh, I have a very good deal for 
both of you. One bedroom hall, kitchen 
and the owner is comfortable renting it out 
to two girls. 
Anubhuti (looks at Sneha and 
Khuzema): Oh no sir, I want it for him and 
myself. 
Alrtja: Oh so you guys are .. uhm . .in sort of 
a live-in? 

Anubhuti nods. Then Khuzema 
declares his name. A two second pause. 

And then, the dreaded question. 
Alrtja: Oh so you are a Muslim? 
Khuzema: Yes, a Bohri. 

A pause, again. 
Alreja: Will you guys pay five thousand 
more and make it thirty thousand? 
Khuzema: Definitely, five thousand more 
should not be a problem. 
Alreja: Then let me try but it looks a little 
difficult. 

Alreja picks up the phone and dials a 
number. 
Alrtja: Listen, there is this couple sitting 
in front of me, unmarried, looking for a flat 
near Sophia College. But the girl is Hindu 
and the boy is Muslim. 

Muffled protests on the other side. 
Alreja: Oh okay, you check that place and 
let me know. Yes thirty is the budget. 

He hangs up and then turns to us. 
Alrtja: See, after 26/11 and much before 
that, Mr. Khuzema please don't mind ok, 
please do not take it personally, there has 
been a lot of commotion and prejudices 
attached. So societies are not comfortable 
letting Muslims stay in their building. They 
assume every Muslim is a terrorist. But I 
will definitely try and help you out. 

The conversation seemed to revolve 
around 'That' name. 'That' community. 
What happened to all the other important 
questions about our papers being ready 
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or not, on whose name would we want 
to acquire the agreement etc. Of course, 
why would they arise? A simple name was 
enough to overshadow all the background 
information about Anubhuti and 
Khuzema. 

ENCOUNTER TWO 
On our way to broker number two, Mr 
Nair (who refused to give us any other 
name) at Essdee Apartments, 55 Peddar 
Road, Cumballa Hill, we realize that we 
need to call the real estate office and ask 
the exact location. 

Anubhuti calls Nair to confirm the 
address. A very brash voice on the other 
side asks what we really want. We give him 
the same answer. 
Nair (}Vice over the phone): Oh my God, 
how can you live with a boy? 

We explain to him calmly that it is fine 
with our parents and ask ifhe is willing to 
help us or at least set up a meeting. Unlike 
the first broker he is interested in what 
both of us do and where we are from and 
other information. 

Around five to seven minutes into the 
conversation. 
Nair: Who am I talking to? 

There is a swift reply to that and 
Anuhhuti: Anubhuti Matta 
Nair: What is the boy's name? 
Anubhuti: Khuzema Haveliwala. 
Nair: I am sorry, I will have to keep the 
phone. 

After the disappointing responses of 
South Mumbai and after receiving several 
false promises of being contacted later, we 
move to the suburbs, Andheri hoping for a 
more egalitarian treatment there. 

ENCOUNTER THREE 
It is 8:30 p.m. We are still looking for a 
roof above our heads, trying to find a place 
which will agree to a girl and a boy who 
are not married, just living in. Of course, 
things are complicated because the boy 
and girl don't belong to the same religion. 
CHARACTERS: 
Sneha, lookingfor an apartment with her 
boyfriend Khuzema. 
Anubhuti as ajriend. 

We locate ~ora and Associates' 
at Seven Bungalows in Andheri West. 
The proprietor S. Arora reminds us of 
the jaunty Boman Irani from Khosla ka 
Ghosla. Arora is dressed in white, with 
gold chains gleaming on his crisp white 
linen shirt. His maroon turban matches Sai 
Baba's clothes in a diamond-studded frame 
behind him. His love for bling is evident. 

We interrupt him while he is jotting 
down notes in his "Jai Mata Di" diary. He 
looks up and gestures, welcoming us. 
Arora: Yes, how may I help you? 
Sneha: Hello sir, we were actually looking 
for an apartment in this area. 

The conversation begins with hope that 
there will be no assumptions this time. 
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Sneha: No sir, my boyfriend and I want to 
stay together. 
Arora (pointing at Khuzema): That 
would be you? 

He is concerned with everything else 
other than our names. By now he knows 
that we study in Sophia College while 
Khuzema works for MIT He is concerned 
with why Sneha has chosen to live with her 
boyfriend and if the parents from both the 
sides have fully agreed to their alliance. 

We keep telling him that our parents 
are okay with this decision. 
Arora: Will your parents be present to 
confirm the deal? 
Anubhuti andKhuzema (speaking 
together): Yes they will. 
Arora: You see, I left the committee of my 
building just two months back. I will be 
giving you the flat in the same building. 
I must warn you that the residents might 
come up with a lame reason and refuse 
you. But I'll try my level best to help 
you. Tum log mere bacchonjaise ho (you 
people are like my own kids and we are left 
wondering ifhis kids will ever be allowed 
to live-in by a father of his tone of voice 
and physique!). 

Finally, the moment we were waiting 
for. 
Arora: Toh beti, aapka naam kya hai? 
(What is your name?) 
Sneha: Paul, Sneha Paul. 
Arora: Paul. I see. So you are Bengali? 

AAP BACHCHE RANG 
DE BASANTI DEKHTE 
HAIN,AUR SOCHTE 
HAIN DESH MAIN 
KRANTI LAYENGE. 
(YOU KIDS WATCH 
RANG DE BASANTI 
AND BRING ABOUT A 
REVOLUTION.) 

Sneha:Yes. 
Arora: And what happens to be the name 
of your man? 
Khuzema: Khuzema Haveliwala 

There is no trace of the smile on 
Arora's face anymore. 
Arora: "But bacche, Haveliwala matlab .. . 
uhmmm .. Bohri wale na?" (Haveliwala as 
in, Bohri right?) 
Khuzema: Haan, I am Bohri. 

And guess what, the smile is back. 
Arora: Oh then that shouldn't be much of 
a problem. Bohris are much better than 
Muslims from u.p and other states. Sunnis 
and Shias I am talking about. 

This was like a thunderbolt. 
So we inferred, we were still at a better 

position than the 'other' Muslims. Thank 
God for small mercies, we think. And then 
we wonder which God to thank. 

It was time to move onto the second 
part of our investigation, if it may be called 
so. A little journey to unravel what finding 
a place in this city is like. Shelter is a basic 
need, but what if it is determined by who 
you pray to? 

CHARACTERS: 
Poonam Chaudheri as herself, 
Gautam Singh, as himself, 
accompanied by Shweta Tripathi as herself 
and as Poonam'sjriend. 

The broker is again Arora and associates, 
located at Seven Bungalows, Andheri 
West. He is the same one approached 
before and we want to see ifhis reaction 
is any different when he is confronting an 
unmarried Hindu couple as opposed to an 
unmarried Hindu couple. 

Poonam: Hello sir, I needed your help to 
look for a flat in this area. 
Arora: Please sit down, could I have the 
details please? 
Poonam: Our budget is Rs 25,0000. I 
need a flat in this area. Semi furnished also 
works for me. 
Arora: Will you be sharing it with other 
girls? Or stay with your parents? 
Poonam: No .. uhm .. I will stay with 
Gautam, my boyfriend. 

Arora leans back on his shining leather 
chair. Swivels a little. His index finger on 
his lips, he stares at Poonam and Shweta 
for a few seconds. 
Arora: Beti, aapka naam kya hai? (What 
is your name?) 
Poonam: Poonam Chaudheri. 
Arora: Oh ok, why I asked for your 
name was because two weeks ago I had a 
similar case come to me. (Referring to us, 
obviously!) But the problem was, the boy 
was a Muslim, a Bohri Muslim. Yours is a 
problem, but lesser. 

Yes, 'lesser' is what he said. 
Poonam: A problem? How, and why less? 
Arora: Aap bacche Rang De Basanti dekhte 
hain, aur sochte hain desh main kranti 
layenge. (You kids watch movies like Rang 
De Basanti and think you can bring about 
a revolution.) Living-in is not so easy. I am 
still in a position to try for you since you 
belong to the same religion. That couple 
was Hindu Muslim. Two problems. First, 
Muslim boy, and second. 

No, it stops there. Why do we want to 
move into the second problem? 

Our friend Khuzema goes to the 
mosque. Celebrates Eid. His mother wears 
a Burqa. He is a 'Haveliwala: He could 
have been a Khan. But he is not a terrorist. 

Can he choose to live where he wants? 
Can he choose to live with his girl? 

Do we want to give him 'the choice? 



Blend. Brew. serVe. 
Jennifer Mendonca traces the history of the cup that cheers but does not intoxicate. 

s the big dekchi 
containing milk is 
set on the fire to boil, 
elaichi, adrak and 
spices are peeled, 
waiting to add 
flavour to the brew. 

Glasses tinkle as they are dipped in water 
and rinsed off before the start of the day. 
As the sun rises and the streets see the first 
sign oflife, the steaming hot beverage is 
ready to be strained, poured and served. 

Chai, chaha, tea ... Call it what you 
want, tea is a beverage consumed by most 
people in the city. As an accompaniment 
to breakfast every morning or served to 
neighbours as they drop in to have a chat 
or refreshing someone after a really tiring 
day of work, a cup of chai is a sweet craving 
in which many indulge. 

Tea was introduced in India during the 
rule of the British. They wanted to break 
the Chinese monopoly over the Indian 
tea market. While in India the British 
discovered that some tribes in Assam used 
a local wild tea plant and its leaves to make 
a vegetable with garlic and oil. They also 
drank a strange brew of these leaves as 
soup. Intrigued by the possibilities, the 
British encouraged locals to grow more 
of this plant. The plant flourished well in 
the north-eastern parts of the country and 
huge profits were made from selling this 
tea. As a result they slowly started gaining 
power alongside China as a tea-growng 
power. Tea production in India began on 
a massive scale. Initially, Indians were 
not very keen on the brew. They had to 
be encouraged to drink it with massive 
advertising campaigns. However, once they 
started, it became an addiction. Tea was 
refreshing and also had health benefits. 

"There is a variety of tea, and each 
has its own benefits", says Naini Setalvad, 
nutrionist for over a decade at Health 
For You, a nutrition centre. "Green tea 
specifically has been proven to reduce 
the possibility of oesophageal cancer in 
women by almost 60 per cent alongside 
the protection that it offers against lung 
cancer. It also helps prevent, reverse and 
retard stomach cancer and colon cancer 
among other gastro~intestinal cancers. 
Drinking tea, among other things, helps 
prevent Type-1 Diabetes. Tea contains 
chlorides as well as fluorides that are 
good for the teeth. Tea also contains 
antioxidants, thus being blood purifYing. 
It is a great pick-me-up, especially due to 
its caffeine content. Thus, working well for . . 

those who need to work for long hours. It 
even helps concentration, so it's beneficial 
at a meeting;' she concludes. 

But for many, the health aspects of tea 
are secondary. Ramesh Menon, 49, a clerk 
in a bank along the busy street of Fort 
admits that drinking tea is 'not-so-bad' an 
addiction. "I travel from Mulund to CST 
every day. I can't start my day without a 
cup of tea. It's my poison;' he says. "I have 
about three-four cups of tea a day. Even 
after I leave from work, I have chai before I 
start my tedious journey back home. I have 
a fixed chai-wala whom I drink tea from. 
He knows I like it infused with masala 
and elaichi. Sweet and milky tea is my 
favourite." 

For some, tea is an addiction, while 
for others it's a necessity. Gaurav Pathak, 
30, works at a call centre in Belapur, near 
Mumbai. "I've been in this job for the last 
two years after I lost my employment at a 
finance firm in Surat. The timings are odd. 
I work from 10.00 in the night to 8.30 in 
the morning. Most of my colleagues drink 
coffee to stay awake and concentrilte, I 
drink tea. It refreshes my mind. The best 
part in Mumbai is that I can walk down 
the street at 4.30 in the morning and yet 

manage to find a chai-wala:' 
Every Mumbaikar will identify with 

the term cutting chai. It literally refers 
to splitting and sharing a cup of tea with 
friends and colleagues. Not only is the cost 
of per cup of tea reduced, but the idea of 
having a cutting chai in friendly company 
is rather comforting. 

And yet, Roy Moxham in his book 
Tea (Robinson, 2003) reminds us that 
the British had to practically force tea on 
the Indians. Another interesting aside is 
that the first labourers in the tea estates of 
Assam were Chinese as they were cheaper 
than Indian workers. But the British seem 
to have done their work well. Tea is now a 
national drink. 

Shruti Singh, 17, a student says, "I 
don't like tea that much! But when exams 
are round the corner and when we're all 
studying in a group, I can't concentrate 
until we're all having our cutting chai. 
We huddle at the shop outside college, 
cutting in hand, ready to face concepts and 
theories that economics has to throw at 
us. I also remember being at a party once, 
where tea-tasting was the highlight. It was 
rather interesting to see that there are so 
many different ways to use tea:' 
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While you'll find a tea stall in the 
narrow gully ofWorli selling chai at Rs five 
per glass, it accelerates to almost Rs. 80 
per glass at Barista. A Red LabellOOgms 
tea pack would cost Rs. 80 whereas the 
same quantity of Basilur Gold tea pack 
would cost Rs. 750 a pack. A labourer 
will have tea after his back-breaking day 
of work at a local tea stall with a packet 
of Gluco biscuits and at the same time a 
working professional will have hers at a 
cafe or a bistro. Tea at the end of the day 
is the same, consumed by all, in different 
spaces and time. Hence, tea in Mumbai 
is a great social equaliser. It is consumed 

by people from all walks oflife. For most, 
right from waking up to going about 
their daily chores, tea keeps them active 
throughout the day. 

Kishore Lal, a tea stall owner at a 
busy local bazaar in Belapur says, "I start 
making chai at 5.30 in the morning. My 
stall is very famous here. People start 
pouring in by 6.00 a.m. Some come 
after their morning walks, some come 
on their way to work and some mid-way 
while they're travelling. I deliver tea to 
the security guards of buildings to the 
sa'abs and madams in the big offices." On 
prodding him further about his clientele, 
he says, "Everybody drinks tea in India, 
from small households to big palaces. I 
think it's something which brings people 
together. From my daily experience I've 
seen that. Some people will come here, 
drink their tea and go off but there are 
some who stop to chat with a person 
they would otherwise not. I have seen 
rich people chatting easily with cleaners. 
Otherwise tell me, would they have?" 

Auto and taxi drivers in Mumbai have 
a strenuous day of driving ahead of them. 
Outside most tea stalls, they sit huddled in 
the morning for a cup of tea. Throughout 
the day they are out on the move. So they 
need something to freshen them up every 
once in a while. What better than a cup of 
tea which is quick and refreshing! 

In cafes and high end tea stores 
in Mumbai, the flavours of tea are 
experimented with. There is green tea, 
white tea, fruit tea etc which cater to a 
wider range of palates. At the same time 
they are willing to pay a superior amount 
to get access to this variety of tea. Basilur 
Tea India is a brand of tea which caters 
to a niche clientele preferring certain 
kind of tea over the other. ''We conduct 
many tea tasting events in the city as well 
as take orders for corporates, wedding 
planners and 5-star hotels. In the latest 
event we organised, we had a tea counter 
which served different types of tea instead 
of having a counter for desserts. People 
are switching to tea because of it's health 
benefits," says Ajay Prakash, Director 
Basilur Tea India. 

Today, tea is not only served as a 
refreshing welcome beverage in Indian 
households but has managed to reach 
a level where parties, events and social 
gatherings revolve around tea. From small 
road-side tea stalls to high end brands of 
tea; the journey of one cup of chai has not 
only explored and reached people doing 
odd jobs but also to the niche and exclusive 
segment in society. 
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Being human, being Salman 
What's behind those t-shirts on the young men? Those Being Human t-shirts, we mean. 
Mousufa Mukadam investigates. 

e is on billboards, 
in newspaper 
advertisements and 
on his shop front, 
telling you that he is 
"Being Human" and 
urging you to do the 

same. Salman Khan, it would seem, is the 
new poster-boy for philanthropy. Whether 
this message of is getting through or not 
is unclear, but it does seem that "Being 
Human" has become a fashion statement 
for a certain kind of young man. When 
you're rushing to reach office, school or 
college, you see those t-shirts with their 
splashy logos everywhere. That was only 
the beginning; now we have hoardings all 
over the town saying 'Today I am wearing 
Love, Unity, Pride'. It seems to be that the 
bad boy of Bollywood is trying to turn into 
the messiah ofMumbai. 

Consider the timeline. Somewhere in 
2002, Salman Khan is called to the police 
station to explain his behavior; Aishwarya 
Rai has filed a suit of harassment against 
him. In the same year, Salman gets into a 
car. He's drunk and runs over five people, 
killing one and injuring four. Cut to 
Rajasthan in 2006. On a shoot, Salman 
and Saif Ali Khan are found shooting 
chinkara, a species of animal protected by 
law and the Bishnois. In July 2007, Being 
Human is launched. 

This is the man they call 'Bhai'. Is it a 
form of respect for a man whose presence 
in a film seems a guarantee of box office 
success? Or is there something slightly 
murkier at work in that nickname? 

Whatever it is, it doesn't seem 
to be working. Mid-day, the I 
popular evening paper, reported 
that he has skipped 83 court 
appearances and now the courts 
have cleared the way for him 
to be tried for culpable 
homicide, for which he 
could go to jail for ten 
years. 

That doesn't 
seem to bother 
his fans. "I don't 
care," says Malini 
Srivastava (name 
changed upon 
request), age 
22, and a media 
student. "He's a 
great entertainer. 
When I go for a 
Bollywood movie, I 
want to be entertained. 
And you can rely on him 

for that:' 
Additional Advocate General Kanti Lal 

Thakur, who represented the government 
in the black buck shooting case is not 
convinced. "I don't really understand about 
his charity," he says. "What is he doing with 
charity? Back when the case was going 
on, the actor had promised that he would 
improve the facilities for prisoners in 
jail. He hasn't done that so I am not sure 
how he does charity and what percent he 
distributes to the poor people." 

That must be why when you take a 
\ walk, you notice someone wearing a 

Being Human t-shirt at every traffic 
signal. But then you can't turn the 

page of a daily or switch on the 
television without seeing Bhai 

and his chest, with the 
message all over it. Be 

it a promotional 
event for a 

new movie, a 
product or a 
reality show, 
the Being 
Human 
message 
sprawls 
all over his 

greatest asset. 
Darpan 

Talwar, 28, a 
busines~men who 

strongly believes 
in the brand says, "For 

me, Being Human is 

more than a charity. It's my way of showing 
that I am a huge Salman Khan fan. I truly 
admire the work he is doing for society." 
Somy Ali, friend of Salman Khan, had a 
similar branding called 'So Me' and had 
a T-shirt printed Being Human. That's a 
little bit of history for you there. 

Afreen Hajwane, 21-year-old student, 
says, "Salman Khan has a dream about 
educating and fulfilling the medical 
dreams of the needy people .All this great 
work cannot be done single handedly so 
I being his fan am in a way helping in 
achieving his dreams." 

Defending the actors criminal records, 
she says, "Why don't people appreciate the 
work he is doing rather than highlighting 
what had happened in the past?" Perhaps 
because he has not paid the price? Perhaps 
because he should be in gaol? 

Nidhi Wahi, 23-year-old content 
writer, "I don't oppose the charity at all. 
But for me if I believe when you do charity 
it should be accountable. Being Human 
foundation has never revealed where 
the charity money goes. And rather than 
opening a brand store, Salman Khan earns 
enough to do charity from his own pocket." 

The website of the foundation claims 
that it is a registered charity. If this is so, it 
will have to file its accounts and these will 
be public information. Anyone interested 
can go ahead and find out what he's 
doing. However, the author of this piece 
would like to state that no one from Being 
Human spoke to her. Perhaps they should 
remember what being a student is like. . 
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Secrets of 
the hive 
In which Siddhi Patel finds out all about Under the Mango 
Tree, a social enterprise that brings uncontaminated 
honey to your table, helps farmers and the hearing
challenged. 

thought honey was honey. I 
thought it all tasted the same: 
basically sweet stuff that bees made 
as a way to store food. A friend told 
me I was wrong. 
''You're nuts. No, you're not nuts. 
You're just plain ignorant. If you 

line up a series of bottles of honey from 
Under the Mango Tree and you dip your 
finger into each one and taste it, you'll see 
that tamarind honey is completely different 
from mustard honey:' 

The name caught my attention. 
Under the Mango Tree? At their Colaba 
office-which they have now abandoned 
in favour of new premises in Byculla-I 
discovered that UTMT (as everyone 
seems to call them) is a social enterprise 
that tries to spread the word about honey. 
It gets farmers to start bee hives so that 
the process of pollination is facilitated, 
and the farmers can market the honey. 
It's a win-win situation that allows us 
all a taste of the goodness. Since 2007, 
UTMT has been providing mainstream 
market access to small farmers who 
have begun keeping hives. Fourteen 
thousand farmers have found other 
means of sustainable livelihood. Their 
website, underthemangotree.com, says 
their mission statement is 'to empower 
and equip poor farmers across India 
with beekeeping training, to improve 
rural livelihoods by building a nationally 
recognized fair trade brand of gourmet 
honey: 

Akhilesh Pandey, Head of Business 
Development, says, "The unique thing 
about UTMT honey is that it is naturally 
made without any chemicals and is flavored 
without any preservatives." 

Farmers from villages in Valsad 
District (Gujarat) and Kolhapur district 
(Maharashtra) are trained in order to adopt 
the beekeeping process. Suresh Padvi, a 
farmer, Dharampur Taluk, Valsad district, 
has been a master trainer at UTMT. He 
attempts to motivate other farmers to 
keep bees by demonstrating the processes 
involved and showing the benefits of 
adopting. 

Like Suresh, Bapu Jadha, a farmer 
from Kolhapur District, observed the 
pollination benefits from bees and took 
to beekeeping. He noticed a prominent 
increase in banana yield after keeping 
bee boxes in his farm. When he had no 
bee boxes, each plant had only five or six 
bunches of bananas and even after the use 
of some pesticides, the crop was prone to 
Karpa, a disease that causes the leaves to 
dry up. That stopped with the bees. And 
the yield also increased. 

The story begins with Vijaya Pastala, a 
dynamic social entrepreneur. The website 
says, "There was no 'eureka moment' that 
catalyzed Under The Mango Tree. Putting 
together the realities that prevail in rural 
India with the objective of diversifYing 
livelihoods and improving rural incomes 
lead to Under The Mango Tree-almost 
like putting together the different pieces of 
a puzzle. 

"During Vijaya's work with rural 
farmers over the course of two decades, she 
helped them search out potential livelihood 
options, develop village-based 
business plans or give them 
the confidence and training 
to organize themselves and 
explore micro-finance options 
for better business options. 
While they undertook all 
thisfinding markets that 
were sustainable and long
term; not exploitative, fair
trade always seemed to be 
the biggest problem. Then, 
when Vijaya moved back to 
Bombay after working across 
the country, she set herself 
the task of finding solutions 
for markets that wanted 
good quality organic certified/ 
natural produce but had a 
problem sourcing reliable 
suppliers." 
UTMT has a contract with 
Mirakle Couriers, a company 
that hires the hearing 
impaired as delivery boys. 
And so the honey helps 
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sweeten your day and helps Mirakle keep 
ticking over. 

Their customers are more than happy. 
"Being a honey lover, I love the concept 
that has an eco-impact. I enjoy the variety 
and packaging. I was a person, who never 
ate honey, but Wild forest flavor honey 
is always stored at my place and I am 
completely in love with it", says Nirmala 
Anand, 28 years, housewife and a frequent 
customer ofUTMT. 

One of the most loyal customers of 
Under the Mango Tree's honey, Gautam 
Dewan, 62, appreciates the yearly 
subscription scheme, discount offers 
and the availability of various flavours. 
His family and he have it every day for 
breakfast either in oats or spread on 
toasted bread. "UTMT honey is absolutely 
pure, tasty and has a unique texture and 
colour. They have flavours like Eucalyptus, 
wild flower, Jamun and Litchi and every 
flavour has a different taste. Above all, it 
has an indefinite shelf-life;' he says. 

"I enjoy my honey;' says another 
customer who prefers to be anonymous. 
"But more than anything I like buying 
from UTMT because they're so responsive. 
When I suggested that they should recycle 
bottles, they swung into action and soon 
enough, we were told we could bring 
bottles back and get a discount." 

''A friend of mine gave me a gift 
subscription;' says painter Mehlli Gobhai. 
"Every month a different honey and a 
different taste would arrive. If you line 
them up, you can even see how the colours 
differ. If you pour them out, you see that 
the consistency differs. If you taste them, 
one after the other, you see how the tastes 
are completely different:' 



Is it painting? 
Is it vandalism? 
No, it's graffiti 

Is the man who gives the city grades, defiling the city? Or is 
he uprading it? What is street art, anyway? 
Jehanin Pajnigar finds out. 

pray painting the walls of 
the city and then making 
a run for it to escape the 
wrath of the angry cop 
seems like something out 
of a cartoon, but in the 
case ofVaibhav Raj Shah, 

a 29-year-old artist, it's what he does. 
"Dh yes, the cops have caught me and 

I have taken a couple oflathis and was 
even thrown in to jail once, but that's the 
risk I am willing to take, to express myself 
through my art," says Shah. 

Is that art? Some might call it 
vandalism. Shah says it is not. "I love 
this city, Mumbai; I have a strong sense 
of home here. So if you care about your 
space you will have to sit down and do the 
dirtiest job-that is speak the truth, which 
I do through graffiti," he says 

Shah gives marks out of100 to 
different spaces in Mumbai, based on his 
perception of how dirty or clean the area is. 
So Pedder Road gets a 41, which is a pass 
mark but Babulnath, at the Hughes Road 
Junction, scores a good 72. 

Shah's tools are basic. A spray can, 

a few stencils and a lot of gumption. 
He chooses graffiti because it's quick. 
Although the idea might seem childish, 
and he may come across as a teacher 
manque, but the moment you open up the 
entire city like a class room and give grades 
like a 6/100 and mark it 'FAIL' across the 
city, accompanied by the quintessential 
tick you see in school books, people get 
irritated and some may even find the need 
to respond. About six months ago when 
he was outside Bandra station in a taxi, he 
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was caught in a massive traffic jam. ·This 
was caused by three large Brihanmumbai 
Municipal Corporation (BMC) garbage 
bins in the middle of the road. Shah failed 
all three bins, giving them a 3/100. 

"Within three days, the garbage was 
cleaned up and the bins put back in place. 
It is at moments like these you just want to 
yell at the government and ask: 'Why can't 
you just do your job? Where does all my 
tax money go?' Yes I can take photos and 
send it to the press, but I am an artist, so I 
paint;' says Shah. But by painting on walls, 
isn't he too vandalizing public property? 
He says, "The authorities do not mind if 
the entire city spits and litters wherever 
they want but the moment I pick up a 
can of paint to put down an opinion on 
the city, I become a criminal. I pay taxes. 
I do not like to see my property-because 
that's public property and it's mine too-
vandalized with spit and garbage." 

The BMC has a very different take 
on Mumbai's. graffiti art, Vittal Chavan, 
Sub-Inspector of the Cleanliness 
Department and of the Recreation 
Department in the city, says, "Graffiti is 
a form of vandalism and it only makes 
the city look ugly. People who generally 
go about doing this are either drunk or 
just trouble makers who have no civic 
sense. It is generally people from lower 
economic class, the troublemakers." 
Chavan says that the BMC does not have 
such funds to go about whitewashing 
every wall which gets painted. "It's a 
tiresome job and requires a lot of money 
and time," says Chavan as he looks out of 
his window at a graffiti-covered wall in 
Worli. But clearly this is an assumption 
made by Chavan because Shah does not 
belong to the 'lower economic class.' 
Graffiti is clearly not bound by social 
class, status or income levels. It can be 
created by anyone, anywhere under any 
circumstance. Furthermore, Wikipedia 
talks about the history of graffiti and says 
the earliest forms of graffiti date back to 
30,000 BC in the form of prehistoric cave 
paintings using tools such as animal 
bones and pigments. These illustrations 
were often placed in ceremonial and 
sacred locations inside of the caves. 
The images drawn on the walls showed 
scenes of animal wildlife and hunting 
expeditions in most circumstances. Much 
later the first known example of 'modern 
style' graffiti surfaced in an ancient Greek 
city of Ephesus (modern-day Turkey). 
Local guides say it is an advertisement for 
a sex worker. Located near a mosaic and 
stone walkway, the graffiti shows a 
handprint that vaguely resembles a heart, 
along with a footprint and a number. This 
is believed to indicate that a brothel was 
nearby, with the handprint symbolizing 
payment. 

Twenty-two year old, Mumbaikar, a 
graffiti artist, J ai Ranjit says, "Graffiti 



art is interesting and most young artists 
are adapting to it now. Also, since we 
do not have the funds to showcase it in 
art galleries, graffiti art is the best way 
to showcase ourselves. Also graffiti art 
is beautiful but most often the space 
around it is not that great. The graffiti 
wall outside Phoenix Mills is surrounded 
by rubble and defecation. People do not 
respect it." Thus graffiti is not only a form 
of protest but also a medium through 
which an artist can make himself visible 
for the work he does. 

Yes, graffiti can be chaotic but if one 
looks at it closely there is always a hidden 
message or central theme. The question 
that pops up in ones minds is always that 
of who is the artist behind this work. If 
one walks down Marine Lines, one will 
find graffiti art revolving around anti -
terrorism and about how we must fight 
it together. In such cases one wonders if 
this is actually 'vandalism' or freedom of 
expression through art or form of political 
protest. It serves as a forum for the public 
to express their frustration against social 
and political issues. 26-year-old Roshan 
Mulla a student of art from The Jamshedji 
Jeejeebhoy School of Art, who is in her 

final year, does not agree with BMC Sub
Inspector Chavan. She says, "Most often 
one associates graffiti with vandalism. 
When a certain area is assigned where 
an artist can draw or paint it is known as 
Street Art but on the other hand graffiti is 
done without permission. But personally 
I don't think it vandalism; it does not 
invade anyone's property or hurt anyone's 
sentiments, graffiti must be as happy as 
possible. In the West, it is more accepted 
but here in India, it is given a negative 
vibe. Sometimes the most beautiful 
art can be seen on the walls of the city 
through graffiti." 

Street art may not be sanctioned, 
but yet it tries to appeal to the masses in 
an aesthetic manner and communicate 
socially relevant themes. Graffiti artists 
generally use paint in a can to produce 
their works but "street art" encompasses 
other techniques, including: Led art, 
mosaic tiling, murals, stencil art, sticker 
art, street sculptures, street installations, 
video projection etc. 

Thirty- year-old, UK born arti.st Shivani 
Dogra who moved to Mumbai a couple 
of years ago says, "Street Art is raw and 
powerful and touches people every day. 

Often the message is raw, untouched by a 
corporation or ad agency. Street art is also 
a mood enhancer; it adds energy to the 
streets that wouldn't exist without it. When 
I see a great piece of art on the street I 
get extremely excited, because I never 
know how long it will be there. I was sad 
to see that the work of Os Gemeos (twin 
brothers from Sao Paulo) disappear from 
Marine Drive. The work had been there 
since 2007. I am currently working on a 
project called the Global Street Art Project, 
encouraging others to paint a positive 
message of peace and understanding on 
walls across the globe to make tomorrow 
better for all of us:' ~ 

So the next time you are walking on 
the streets of Mumbai and you see a red 
grade, a 21/lO0 or a 76/lO0, an abuse 
written in green paint, or even a random 
drawing, stop and observe because that is 
the courage someone has taken to express 
himself. One may not even know the 
reason behind that seemingly pointless 
random splash of paint, but rest assured, 
be sure that there probably is one. 
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No Country For 
Dead Men 
Sweta Saji and Nikkita Patro, uncover the facts buried deep 
inside the graveyards of Mumbai. 

wilight falls on the city 
but no one notices. The 
graveyards are quiet now, 
all the people leaving, 
the last bereft widow, 
the son in mourning, all 
depart. As night falls, an 

eerie silence envelopes the graveyard. The 
dead are left alone; alone with legends and 
myths attributed to them by the living. 
Much like the people in the graves, the 
graveyards of the city too have gripping 
stories to tell. 

The Christian cemetery, located at 

Sewri, is Asia's largest metropolis and 
houses corpses dating back to the 19th 
century. Sewri used to be a small hamlet 
and was one of the seven islands which 
formed Mumbai. The plot which is being 
used as a resting place for the dead was 
earlier horticultural land, acquired by 
Arthur Crawford in 1865, the Municipal 
Commissioner of the Bombay Presidency, 
to build what is today the world's second 
largest Christian Cemetery . 

While tending to the old and partially 
broken graves, Mervin Clifford, the 
manager at Christian Cemetery says, 

"This cemetery was transferred to 
Brihanmumbai Municipal Corporation 
(BMC). It is now used as a memorial park 
for the well-known administrators and the 
working class." 

The cemetery is built on a hillock 
where each grave is separated from the 
others by well-paved lanes spread across 
35 acres ofland. Clifford says, "The oldest 
tombstones date back to the 1800s. One 
such grave is that of Frederick William 
Stevens, the designer of Victoria Terminus, 
now known as Chhatrapati Shivaji 
Terminus. As time passes, these graves 
begin to crack. These tombstones have 
successfully survived for about 300 years 
but now slowly the engravings have started 
to fade." 

The Christian Cemetery is also the 
last home to Italian Prisoners of War who 
were captured by the British during World 
War II in either Europe or North America. 
Clifford says, "Along with the Italians 
and BritishJay the graves of victims of 
the Bombay explosion better known as 
Bombay Dock Explosion which occurred in 
1944. Around 1300 people lost their lives 
in that explosion and some of them were 
buried here:' 

As with many other graveyards, the 
Christian Cemetery is facing a space 
crunch. Clifford says, "The cemetery is so 
crowded that some of the old graves are 
either dug up or relocated and this in turn 
results to the losing of original memorial 
stones:' An example of a lost grave is that 
of George Wittet, the architect of Gateway 
of India. Clifford adds that although 
some have been lost most have now been 
recovered and preserved. The Christian 
Cemetery is now a heritage site. Some of 
the other famous people from around the 
world buried here are: Joseph Baptista 
(Mayor of Bombay), Francis Newton Souza 
(the avant garde artist), Dom Moraes (the 
poet and winner of the Hawthorn den 
Prize) and many more. 

Clifford says, "It is a serious issue so 
we see to it that the graves are shifted and 
taken out every two years and replaced 
with another one. There are many family 
graves which have more than one body but 
it depends also upon the gap between the 
deaths of two people. If there is a one year 
gap then the dead body is kept in the cold 
storage for a year and then later on after 
two years shifted here:' 

Mumbai was always a flourishing city 
which captured the hearts of historians, 
globetrotters and merchants around the 
world. Japanese merchants also came 
to the city. Bhikshu Morita, a Japanese 
monk and the caretaker of Nipponzan 
Myohoji Buddhist Monastery in Worli 
for more than 36 years, says, "Japanese 
and Indians had cultural and historical 
links not only through Buddhism but also 
through the cotton trade." Bhikshu adds, 
"Around 1000 Japanese merchants came 
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to Jalgaon in 1900s, where they used to 
trade in cotton. The merchants brought 
with them Karayuki-sans (Japanese sex 
workers)--they did business in villages and 
subsequently settled in Kamathipura. The 
increase in number of Japanese people led 
to the establishment of Monastery and of 
the Japanese Cemetery." 

Surprisingly, situated inside the Hindu 
cremation ground in Worli, the Japanese 
Cemetery is a small, tranquil bit ofland 
which is adorned by a large Japanese stupa 
and a tombstone in the corners. Morita 
says, "We Japanese don't bury our dead, 
we burn them and then put a tombstone 
over the ashes. Opposite to the tombstone 
we have a huge tablet which reads: 'Na Mu 
Ho Myo Ren Ge Kyo' which is our basic 
philosophy: it is an injunction to devote 
oneself to the sutra of the lotus:' 

In another part of the city, Mazagaon, 
a Chinese temple has always been the 
focus of the small Chinese community. 
But fourth-generation Mumbaikar Albert 
Tham tells us it isn't a temple at all. 

"Seeyup Koon is an inn and not 
actually a temple. It has a room for 
worship on the second floor and when the 
Chinese used to visit it was said to be a 
temple. The Chinese had no place to stay 
and after their work at the dock they would 
come and stay and pay a little rent. The 
room for worship is located on the second 
floor;' says Tham, voluntary innkeeper. 

He adds, "There was a thriving Chinese 
population in Mumbai before 1962. There 
also existed a Chinatown in Mazagoan and 
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they had flourishing business. The Chinese 
came to Mumbai in the early 1850s as 
sailors and carpenters at the docks. But 
after the Sino-Indian war, the Chinese 
faced persecution and many went back to 
China. There are around 400 families in 
Mumbai:' 

Four hundred families need their 
own cemetery. The Chinese believed 
that cemetries must look like a gulistan 
or a garden in Persian. There are two 
cemetries in Antop Hill, at Wadala, which 
are adjacent to each other. The smaller 
cemetry is where the body is buried for five 
years; then the remains are put into urns 
and buried in the cemetery across the road. 

The Chinese cemetery has been 
looked after by a Muslim family for four 
generations. The caretaker, Mohammad 
Rafiq Shah says, "I have been working 
here from the age often, before me, my 
father used to work and after me my sons 
will carry on the tradition:' Mohammad 
says, "This Chinese cemetery ground 
was purchased from the government at 
six annas a yard. The compound of the 
cemetery was built by Chinese Merchants 
of Bombay Mess and inaugurated in 1889. 
Here the graves are eight feet long and, so 
bones are collected from this graveyard 
and shifted to the other after five years." 

Tham says that there are 75 'castes 
and sub-castes' among the community. 
"I belong to the Shen Zhou Dynasty. We 
believe that when a bachelor dies his 
dead body must be married before he is 
cremated. We believe that if a bachelor 

dies, he will not be at peace in the afterlife. 
So, the deceased bachelor is married to a 
deceased spinster belonging to the same 
caste and then cremated." 

Like Hindus perform shraad, Chinese 
too have a familiar custom in the month 
of March and April, where they pay their 
respect to the dead. After offering they 
eat and drink at the graveyard. These 
days, things have changed. It's no longer a 
collective celebration. Individual families 
come and bring their own food and drink 
and leave the offerings for the crows to eat. 

Mumbai also boasts a Jewish cemetery, 
also quite neglected. The first Jewish 
Cemetery was built at Mazagaon; it was 
later shifted to Worli around 1927. Another 
one came up at Grant Road. "Later the 
BMC sold the one at Grant Road along 
with dead buried there;' says Herzel 
Simon, employee at Tata Consultancy 
Services and General Secretary of the 
Jewish cemetery at Worli. "So, now we 
have only one graveyard in Worli." 

According to Simon, the total 
population of Jews in India hovers around 
5000; Mumbai has around 2000 Jews and 
Thane roughly 1300. Simon complains 
that there isn't much space. The Jewish 
cemetery has lost space to encroachments. 
The problems are exacerbated by the 
rubbish dumped by buildings and chawls. 
Ignoring the laws, the General Secretary 
raised the wall. 

Mumbai is a crowded enough city to 
live in. Now it seems that there isn't even 
room here to die. ~ 





· -

FROMA WELL-WISHER 



Three
Line 
City 
Balanced on the fouth 
seat, Resham Chakraborty 
discovers the city she calls 
home. 

ine years ago, I came 
to Mumbai when I 
was 13 years old. I 
lived -as I still do
in Juhu and went 
to school in Santa 
Cruz West. For the 

first two years of my stay in this city, I only 
knew the way from my home to school and 
back. We didn't visit anybody since we had 
no relatives in Bombay and our friends 
all lived around us in the bank quarters 
colony. 

Later when I went to college in 
Matunga, I was introduced to the weird 
Bombay concept of a 'fourth seat' in the 
second class of a Mumbai local - the 
commuter sits on the extreme edge of the 
seat, which has a full capacity of only three 
persons; so as to reserve a proper seat if 
and when someone gets up. 

Balanced precariously on my own 
version of the fourth seat, I started 
exploring different parts of this city. 
My friends and I went to all the spots 
frequented by the college youth- Bandra 
Bandstand, Linking Road, Mount Mary 
Church, Colaba, Fashion Street, Marine 
Drive, Worli Sea-Face and all the dime a 
dozen malls and multiplexes of the city. 
In the five years spent in college, I really 
started seeing Mumbai as it is. The city 
of dreams for millions became my home 
during this period. Today, Marine Drive is 
my favourite place in the world. Owning a 
sea-facing apartment in Bandra is one of 
my most cherished dreams. 

The railway authorities have divided 
the city into three lines - Western, Central 
and Harbour. All my trysts with this city 
have been limited to the western line -
which runs from Churchgate to Borivali 
and further goes to Virar. But in all my 
years in this city, I have very rarely gone 
beyond Goregaon. (Why Goregaon you 
ask? The Oberoi Mall.) So even when I say .. 
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Mumbai is my home and this is my city, the 
fact is I really do not know all parts of the 
city. Visiting my friend's place at Dahisar 
was the farthest I had ever travelled, 
that's about an hour from Santacruz. In 
college, I had many friends coming from 
far suburbs like Mira Road, Dombivili 
and Ghatkopar. When they came late for 
lectures, the running joke in class was that 
they needed more time because they lived 
in some far-flung village. Even some of the 
teachers joined in. "Gaon se aaya hai," we 
would say (S/he's come from a village) but 
it was only 'good fun'. 

A few months ago, I had to travel 
to Vasai and after I passed Bhayander, 
I received a message from my network 
provider. It was a roaming message 
notifYing me of the different call rates-all 
this when I was technically still in the 
same city. This left me thinking about the 
thousands of people in our city who travel 
such long distances daily. What do these 
people feel about their own city? How do 
they define the boundaries ofMumbai? 
What do they have to say about the 
different parts of Mumbai? 

"Mumbai has a special culture. 
Everyone who comes here adapts himself 
to this city's own style. Starting from food 
to language - everything is distinctly 
Mumbai." says 22-year-old Arpita Patkar, 
who has lived in Dombivili all her life. "For 
most people, Mumbai is divided into south 
Bombay and the suburbs. But for me, it 
is about the working class, the students 
and the elite group. This is all of Mumbai 
for me." says Vasaichi mulgi 22-year-old 
Poonam Chaudheri. 

Twenty-two-year-old event 
management student Khushbu Mehta 
says, "I live in Ghatkopar West, and have 
to travel to Vile Parle thrice a week for 
college. The travelling is fine because I 
take the local train, but the traffic on the 
roads is very bad in this Ghatkopar-Kurla 
side. It takes almost 2 hours to reach any 
place in the western line if I take a bus:' 
As Chaudheri puts it, 'We are part of the 
crowd, but we still hate the crowd:' She 
takes a train to Grant Road daily to attend 
college. In the last few years, the crowd 
from Virar-Nalasopara-Vasai region has 
increased so much that Chaudheri does 
not even get a fourth seat on the train. She 
says, "I usually travel standing every day 
for a one and half hour journey, both while 
going and coming back. This takes a toll on 
my health also:' 

"I hate travelling, but trains are fastest. 
Mumbai is a lot better than other cities, 
where roads are the only way to travel. 
Here, trains are great;' says Patkar. Talking 
about her own relation with the city, 
she says, "There is a cultural difference 
between south Bombay and the suburbs. 
The talk, behaviour, mentality, all the 
characteristics of the people change as you 
move from the suburbs to the city. It shifts 
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from narrow-mind to open-mind people. 
South Bombay people don't care what the 
other person is doing. I love that. Even 
though I live in Dombivili, for me Mumbai 
starts and ends with south Bombay. 

'~ my college is in Vile Parle and all 
my friends also come from the western 
line, we usually hang-out in places like 
Andheri or Bandra. This affects my social 
life as I have to leave from my home a 
minimum one hour early and again reach 
back one-two hours late. These extra 
travelling hours have become part of my 
routine now;' says Mehta talking about 
her own experience. But given a choice, 
she would still like to continue living in 
Ghatkopar. On the other hand, Chaudheri 
says, "I would love to live in Bandra, 
somewhere near the sea-side. It is a sort of 
central point on the western line, and also 
it is a great place for shopping:' 

Patkar comes up with the most 
practical solution saying, "I would like to 
live anywhere near my workplace. I have 
done travelling all my life. So when I start 
working, I hope to stay in some place near 
my office." But she is hopeful that she will 
be in the vicinity of south Bombay because, 
"The town side has everything. Most offices 
and many good colleges are on this side. 
Plus, it has the most happening places to 
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hang-out:' 
But things are changing very fast. 

Right now, the suburbs are seeing the 
most growth in terms of infrastructure. 
Mehta says, "Today Ghatkopar has a link 
road and is getting Mumbai's first metro 
rail. Multiplexes such as Cinemax and BIG 
Cinemas and large shopping malls like 
R-City and Phoenix Market City have also 
come up here. So now even I can tell my 
friends to come this side when we meet up 

"SOUTH BOMBAY 
COLLEGE GIRL, 20-YEAR
OLD MANSI SHAH WHO 
LIVES AT BREACH 
CANDY SAYS, "THE ONLY 
ADVANTAGE OF THE 
SUBURBS IS THAT MORE 
SPACES ARE BEING BUILT 
THERE. NEW BEAUTIFUL 
BUILDINGS ARE COMING 
UP WHERE MORE PEOPLE 
ARE MOVING."." 

for fun:' 
South Bombay college girl, 20-year-old 

Mansi Shah who lives at Breach Candy 
says, "The only advantage of the suburbs 
is that more spaces are being built there. 
New beautiful buildings are coming up 
where more people are moving:' Peddar 
Road resident, 22-year-old Pallavi Arora 
who is working in a PR firm, accepts 
that some part of the suburbs are well
developed like Bandra or Andheri. But 
they do not have the same feeling of south 
Bombay. "The crowd in the suburbs also 
changes. Most of the people there are the 
working class. In south Bombay here, 
people are more chilled out." Arora further 
adds that some of the suburbs need to 
develop more on basis of recreational 
facilities. "Places like New Bombay have 
nothing to do for youngsters. It feels more 
like a place to retire." she signs off. 

I seem to have come a long way 
from the girl whose life revolved around 
Lilavatibai Podar Senior Secondary School 
and IDBI quarters. The city seems to 
spread and sprawl. Men come in, I am told, 
every day from Surat. They go home to 
children who don't recognise them and call 
them uncle. It's a mad city and it seems to 
be constructed around the railway tracks 
that stretch and snake across its length. :lC 
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Something changed 
me 

SUNITHA CHITRAPU, BATCH OF 1992-'93, TELLS US HER EARLIEST 

MEMORIES OF JEROO F. MULLA, WHO RETIRES THIS YEAR. 

wenty years have 
passed since I sat, all 
eyes, with compressed 
lips and sweaty palms 
in Jeroo's class. In 
that year after the 
'liberalisation' reforms 

were enacted, there were about forty of 
us students, comfortably middle class, 
daughters of bureaucrats, army officers 
and professors, clad in jeans and cotton 
kurtas, seated in haphazard rows in the 
whitewashed Social Communications 
Media Department (SCM) class room. 
In the SCM tradition, we watched Pather 
Panchali, Hiroshima Mon Amour, 
Rashomon and other treasures from 
world cinema on a film projector. Two 
decades are long enough for memories to 
acquire a sepia tinge and fray around the 
edges. However, two things that Jeroo 
said stand out, crystal clear. They have 
guided many of the decisions that I have 
made in my career and in my life. 

It was the way she said it, green grey 
eyes blazing, fingers already splayed 
in a question, "Do you realise that less 
than a fraction of Indians are privileged 
enough to go to college? Do you?" While 
poverty in India is hardly hidden, we'd 
all dismissed beggars at traffic signals, 
from our sight and our minds, for the 
first time it impinged on my protected 
bubble. We had envied those with more, 
suddenly, it hit us that if we were in this 
classroom we had more than most of the 
country. It was a terrifYing realisation. 

The other thing that she pointed 
out was that 'half a loaf is better than 
no loaf at all: Over the years I have 
heard different variations of this theme, 
especially in graduate research methods 
classes, for instance, "Poor instruments 
are better than no instruments at all," 
but none as clear and forceful as that day 
in SCM. 

These were calls to arms that kept us 
working, and working, and working, as 
students of SCM. This is what helped us 
keep at it, draft after draft after draft of 
our script. This is what drove us to spend 
hours upon hours on the research for our 
documentaries. 

It is no wonder then, that when 
Jeroo finally joined Facebook last year, 
a colleague who completed SCM a few 
years ahead of me, the former Head of 
National Geographic's India operations, 
Dilshad Master, posted that she'd have 
to put Jeroo on a separate list of her 
own, one that would be labelled, "Chief 
Influencer:' 

I have had the opportunity to work 
with Jeroo in the SCM department in the 
last few years and must admit that Jeroo 
inspires both affection and vexation 
simultaneously. Ifher words chafe, it is 
generally because she has a point. Let us 
not believe for a second that everyone 
agrees with Jeroo all the time. A lot of 
people who come into contact with her 
disagree with her. However, to her credit, 
I have seen her apologise frequently 
and at length to quite a few people. But 
through all this, we all know that if there 
is one person who is cheering you on 
(other than your family members), when 

you do well at work or 
in your personal life, 
you can be sure that it 
is Jeroo. This concern 
is not limited to those 
who have been a part 
of SCM. I have sat in 
admission interviews, 
in the middle of a 
packed and gruelling 
schedule, where Jeroo 
has taken the time to 
counsel applicants, 
even those who would 
not make the cut. "You 
must keep writing;' 
she'd say, or "Maybe 
this is not the course 
for you, but you must 
not give up;' to the 
completely bewildered 
applicant. 

Jeroo's influence 
extends beyond SCM 
into our lives. Her 
faith in the three 
'V's-Dr Vijaya 
Venkat and Vipassana 
meditation - has 

benefitted all of us. Everyone around 
her has been pressured, cajoled, and 
harassed into trying out Vipassana at 
least once, and raw vegetables and dry 
fruits as recommended by Dr Vijaya 
Venkat, more than once. "Have some 
khajoor", she urged, as our technician 
Nilesh Correia lay with a terrible catch 
in his back, or when yet another student 
had a panic attack. She had brought yoga 
and dance into her way of teaching, so 
that the rhythms of Bharata N atyam are 
often used to explain the rhythm of a 
good edit. 

A few years ago, the alumnae of the 
SCM department designed a souvenir, 
a coffee mug that said, 'Something 
Changed Me: In a true SCM style forum, 
i.e., in a noisily democratic forum, the 
design was debated upon. For once, there 
was unanimous agreement; alumnae 
related to 'Something Changed Me: 

It isn't hard to guess who they were 
thinking of. :II: 
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From darkness to light 
INSIGHT; ONE WOMAN'S INCREDIBLE JOURNEY FROM 
DARKNESS TO LIGHT BY MIRIAM BATLIWALA 
CROSSOVER 

Rs 225, pp 342 

Miriam Batliwala is one amazing woman. In the book InSight, 
she tells us her life story: how she learnt to play the piano, became 
a skilful swimmer, dancer and golfer and went on to receive the 
Golfer of the Year in 1993; how she became a certified Iyengar 
yoga instructor and a mother and wife. 

If this isn't enough, here's the kicker: Miriam Batliwala suffers 
from macular degeneration, a disease that affects the retina, 
slowly blinding the sufferer. The disease struck her at the age 
of12. But Mimi, as she is known to her friends and family, had 
an ally in her battle against blindness: her mother Sheila, her 
anchor and support system. Sheila did not allow 
her daughter's visual impairment to hamper 
her living. She supported her daughter fully, 
pushing her to study, helping her by reading 
her textbooks, encouraging her to read. Later, 
she would support her daughter when the latter 
wanted to go to Italy to study linguistics. 

Mimi is presented in the round as a complex 
and interesting character. "" .1 suspect even today 

. I'm in a state of denial, refusing to believe that 
being sight-impaired meant that I wasn't capable 
of doing everything my friends did. In a sense for 
me being sight-impaired was my problem and 
my problem alone, and I would learn to cope just 
fine, thank you very much." 

This is one of the defining tropes in her story. 
Again and again, she tells us of her attempts to 

Boy under rubble 
IN DARKNESS BY NICK LAKE 
Bloomsbu1'Y Publishing 
Rs 733, pp 342. 

'1n darkness, I count my blessing like Manman 
taught me. 
One: I am alive 
Two: there is no two." - Shorty 

In Da1'kness is a novel about a young boy, Shorty, 
stuck in rubble after the earthquake that rocked on 
12th January 2010. Stuck in the darkness, Shorty 
remembers his past and recounts the incidents that 
got him there. Shorty's story is interspersed with 
the story of Toussaint I'Overture, the charismatic 
leader of the Haitian Revolution, and his quest for 
freedom and the times of Jean-Bertrand Aristide's 
presidency and of Dread Wilme's reign. 

The common thread that runs through them is 
the quest for freedom. 

This is Nick Lake's first novel for adult and 
older teens. Lake is a children's book editor for 
HarperCollins and is also the author of The 
Sec1'et Ministry ojF1'qst and Blood Ninja trilogy 
and Hostage Th1'ee. Unlike his previous books, 
In Da1'kness which revolves around the story of 
a young boy deals with grave issues like the extreme poverty, 
violence and gang culture in one of the poorest most devastated 
slums in Haiti, Cite Solei!. The novel intricately describes the 
extent of poverty and the gang wars and rebellions in Cite Soleil 
through the eyes of Shorty and also his desperation to find his 
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conceal her 'problem'. She wears dark glasses, she trains herself 
to look people in the eye, she sometimes snubs friends without 
meaning to, she gains a reputation for being snobbish, she does 
not even reveal to close family friends that she has an impairment. 

The book begins with an interesting portrait of her father, a 
bon vivant, a man about town, a Francophile who had a French 
model for a mistress and a love of the finer things oflife. Ebrahim 
U suf Botawala of Rander would have produced a good novel on 
his own but he's only a supporting role and we miss him when he's 
gone. 

The other person to truly touch Batliwala's life was her yoga 
Guruji: BKS Iyengar. "The first time he announced we would do 
the shirshasana (headstand), I ran to the wall even though 

I'd no idea how I'd do it. Instinctively, I knew Guruji would 
help. Sure enough he came to me, hoisted me up and left me 
there. He went around the class giving instructions at the others 
and came back to help me down. Somehow, he knew exactly 

how long I could stay in that position," says 
Batliwalla. He never underestimated Batliwala's 
strength and was a hard taskmaster. Batliwala 
too had complete faith in his teaching. Batliwala 
suffered from spondylitis once and was told 
to wear a neck brace. Guruji forbade the neck 
brace. He made her do asans and on the fourth 
day, he turned to his assistant and said, "Even if I 
break her neck, she'll still be here:' 

The enchanting book takes us through this 
journey of how Batliwala and her family deal 
with her visual impairment. But she never gives 
up and never lets her visual impairment come 
in the way of what she wants to achieve. What 
makes Batliwala special is her resilient spirit and 
strong character that can be seen throughout the 
book. 

sister who was taken away from him when he was young. 
Also deeply rooted in all narratives are Vodou and the 

importance oflwas (spirits that can either be benign or 
malevolent) and attendant ceremonies. Lake's interest in Haiti 
arose while he was pursuing his MPhil in linguistics and had 
completed a module on Creole. And his inspiration for Shorty's 
character came from watching a television news report during the 
time of the 2010 Haitian earthquake which had a young boy being 
rescued after approximately five days. 

Even though the novel is filled with the dull grim reality of the 
devastating life in Port-au-Prince, all of Lake's 
characters are hopeful for the future be it 18th 
century or present day Haiti. Every character 
in the book is well defined and is not portrayed 
merely as a poor soul living in one of the poorest 
countries in the world. In Darkness is definitely 
a book which would not only interest teens and 
older reader with it gripping narrative but will 
also lead to a much better understanding of the 
politics that goes on in Haiti. 

Even though in his Author's Note Lake 
mentions that it is not his view that many of 
the problems the people face in Cite Soleil are 
because of the UN agencies, this view is surely 
put forth by many of the characters in the novel 
and after the 2010 earth quake this view has been 
increasingly been debated on. 

In Da1'kness won the 2013 Michael L. Printz 
award and a 2013 ALA Best Fiction for Young Readers. It is the 
intertwining of stories and the gripping narrative that will keep 
anyone hooked on this book. One can get lost in the two main 
stories but as an intriguing way of recounting the history of Haiti, 
In Da1'kness scores big. 
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The Kala Ghoda Festival is an annual art 
festival that takes place in Kala Ghoda, 
Mumbai, every year. This was at one time 
the festival of the marginalized. Young and 
upcoming artists are given a platform to 
showcase their work. Most of the art work 
usually revolves around social issues such 
as dowry, rape, molestation, corruption, 
abortion and acid attack. This year too 
there were installations around the 
theme of women's rights, environmental 
conservation, corruption, etc. 

These art pieces are installed at regular 
intervals all the way down the Kala Ghoda 
Street, giving the public free access to the 
art. But as the festival has slowly inched 
from the margins into the mainstream, the 
question of the comprehensibility of these 
art forms can be raised. How much does 
the lay man attempting to cover the entire 
festival in one evening, glancing at the 
work, not even bothering to read the entire 
explanation actually understand of the 
artists' sentiment and intent? 

During our visit to the Festival, 
we noticed several inappropriate 
and insensitive responses from the 
public. Almost nobody was reading the 
explanations that accompanied the art. 
Several posed for pictures, violating 
the boundaries around the art, often 
contradicting the point that the artist was 
trying to make. For instance, to salute the 
netas who are saluting the 100 rupee note, 
is like saluting corruption. Or grinning 
from ear to ear next to the woman labeled 
'rape' whose head hangs low is a clear 
misinterpretation of the artists' intent. 

It has always been argued that art 
should be made more accessible to the 
public. But what if the public is not ready 
for the art? 

or 
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India's One and Only 
female Sumo Wrestler 
Stashia D'Souza meets Hetal Dave 

woman deciding to 
pursue a career in 
sports in India is rare 
sight. Occasionally 
we stumble upon a 
P. T. Usha, an Anju 
Jain, or a Mary Kom. 

But to find a woman in an unconventional 
sport like sumo wrestling is almost 
unheard of. Hence, it would come as a 
shock to few that Hetal Dave is so far the 
only female sumo wrestler in the country. 

The words 'sumo wrestler' conjure 
up the image of a rather large young 
man, most often Japanese, in a loin cloth, 
moving in what looks suspiciously like slow 
motion as he seeks to push another young 
man in a similar loin cloth, of a similar 
size, over. Often it seems as if almost 
nothing is happening but the audience 
roars its approval of the sometimes almost 
imperceptible moves that might elude the 
eye of the uninformed. 

But Hetal Dave is nothing like the 
stereotype. She was a quiet 24 year old, 
dressed in the track pants and t-shirt of the 
average sporty type. Her story also eludes 
stereotypes. Right from childhood, she 
was different. She was obsessed with Bruce 
Lee and Jackie Chan movies even when 
she was only five years old. This led her 
father to enrol her in a karate class. 

"I just got lucky;' says Dave. "When I 
arrived in the class, it wasn't karate that 
was being taught, but judo. I was happy 
to be doing something in martial arts; I 
didn't even know the difference then:' 

Twenty years later, she is a judoka 
and India's only sumo wrestler. Hetal 
and her younger brother, Akshay Dave, 
initially were engaged only in judo, they 
went on to play and win many national 
and international tournaments. Her 
journey as a Sumo wrestler began when 
an international male sumo team came to 
her club to practice, Hetal says, "We used 
to be their partners and gradually I started 
defeating those guys. That's when I told my 
coach that this was interesting and I want 
to do it:' 

It was Hetal's coach Cawas Billimoria, 
an Arjuna Award winner in the year 
1993 and a ten-time National champion, 
who in a short period of about a year, 
prepared Hetal to compete in international 
tournaments. She consequently stood .fifth 

in the Sumo World Championships held 
in Rakvere, Estonia (2008) which lead to 
her selection in the World Games in 2009. 
Hetal says with an air of regret, "I lost 
the bronze in the world games for a very 
minor mistake." She stood fifth that year 
and also held the same place the following 
year in the Sumo World Championships 
held in Warsaw, Poland. Among her many 
accomplishments Hetal also holds a place 
in the Limca Book of World Records as 
India's First Professional Sumo Wrestler. 

To come from the conservative 
Marwadi community and take up a career 
like Sumo wrestling cannot have been 
easy but Hetal makes light of it. She says 
that her biggest support has been her 
family, especially her brother who is the 
only partner she has to practise with and 
of course, her coach. Every time I've met 
Hetal be it for an interview or to watch her 
at practice Hetal has always been with her 
brother. It is also important to note that 

in India Sumo wrestling is not a popular 
sport at all. Hetal recalls with a smile, 
"People keep asking me whether I am 
going to represent India at the Olympics. 
They don't even seem to know that the 
sport doesn't even have an Olympic berth:' 
The unpopularity of the sport has made 
getting sponsorship difficult for Hetal. 
She recalls with sadness her inability to 
participate in a tournament which was 
held in October last year, which was also 
a selection for the next World Games due 
to lack of sponsorship. She says "The main 
problem I face is that of sponsorship. I 
have got used to everything else but getting 
sponsorship has been the biggest drawback 
of my career." 
Hetal now spends most of her time 
teaching self-defence in schools to children 
and practising with the younger brother 
Akshay. She is eager to teach students 
sumo wrestling but so far hasn't been able 
to find anyone who's interested. 
She says, "When I appear on television or 
in a newspaper, I get some inquiries but 
then it all peters out. I think they keep the 
clippings for a little while and then throw 
them away. No one seems very serious 
about sumo wrestling." 
But Dave does not see her options as 
limited to Sumo wrestling. She says: 
"I hope to start a self defence academy 
mainly for women to encourage them to 
have the self-confidence in themselves to 
face anybody." 
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