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PREFACE

The great achievers who feature in this book wérenge normal young people, who
had dreams and aspirations, joys and sorrows, da@uiat questions — like every young
reader of this book. Every one of them has hadrartg point in his or her life which set
them towards their respective careers or influertbed personalities. They learnt from
their experiences and grew up into individuals mawe made a mark in their respective
field, be it science, industry, arts, social wgtdiciary or films. These are some of the
Achievers of the post-Independence era.

The aim of this book is to bring out the fact, tlyaeatness, for the most part, is
achieved through determination and perseverancettatdt is possible for anyone to
scale great heights provided one has these twatigsal

The stories in this collection are all based orspeal interviews, during which the
personalities let me have a glimpse of their clutsth The incidents are all true.
However, with their due permission dialogues ardasions were created to make the
stories more lively. | thank them all for kindlyigg through their respective stories and
giving their comments which has added to the woftthe book.



THANGAMANI

A HANDFUL OF ALMONDS
(NANI PALKHIWALA)

“All those who want to participate in the elocutioompetition, may please raise their
hands,” the teacher announced.

Several hands shot up, among them, Nani's. Thehégadoegan taking down their
names and when he came to Nani, he stopped.

“Are you sure, you want to do it, Nani?” he askidd.sounded doubtful.

“Y..y..es, sir. l...I... do w..want to t.try,” raptd Nani. There were sniggers from
behind. He coloured, but stuck to his decision.

Eleven-year-old Nani stammered badly and often teatkpeat a word many times
before he could get it right. It was definitely teaof him to take part in an elocution
competition, no less!

The teacher asked again, “Nani, you have to sp@adtfout five minutes extempore.
Would you be able to?”

This time, he nodded his head. The fact that it g@sg to be extempore excited him
more than anything else. He could come up withlibést ideas and arguments on any
subject at a moment’s notice. His brain worked &st collated every bit of information
into a perfect presentation. He looked steadilhiatteacher. He had decided he would
take part in the competition and he would, no ma#teat. He stuck his chin out as he
stared straight ahead. He was as proud as he wasosh.

The boys knew better than to tease Nani. He wadliaft student and beat everyone
hollow in studies and moreover, he was a very kind helpful boy. Everyone liked him.
They also knew that if Nani decided to do somethiregwould do it, no matter what the
odds, even if it was a stammer.

The stammer had always been a cause of irritaidnm. Just when he was about to
make a point, he would begin stammering dreadftbytried tongue twisters and recited
difficult passages from books to improve his speéatten he would be able to speak
several sentences without the trace of the stantmert would suddenly start and once it
began, it went on, much to his frustration. Veryeof he couldn’t express what he
wanted to say.

“Papa, I.I h..have given my name for the elo.clgion competition,” he announced to
his father that evening at dinner.

“Hm..mm..that's good. What are you going to speaR’asked his father.
“I don’t know. It's going to be extempore.” Nanide without any stammer this time.



“Oh, | completely forgot! One of our customers, tild Mrs. Dastur had come to the
shop today. She said that by rolling several marbieone’s mouth as one talked, one
could get over a stammer. Why not try that, Nani?”

“Ye...s, Papa. | ...will. Maybe, tonight itself. W knows, it would help me to-
morrow?”

“Do you want me to sit with you while you try oudree speeches? | could time you,”
offered his elder sister Amy. No one in the Palkhavfamily discouraged Nani or other
children in their endeavours. They were a closalfeamd stood by each other.

Nani practised with Amy that night and was ablespgak with just a little bit of
stuttering. “You will do well,” she said encouragiy. Nani was grateful for her
encouragement.

The next day in school, the hall was full. Theresveachoice of subjects and Nani
chose, “Try and Try and you will succeed.” He spukey well, stressing that if a person
tried hard enough, he could do anything. It waslsylim because that was what he was
doing. He stammered a bit in the beginning, buteaspoke, he became more confident.
There was a moment of frustration for him when bdesfuck on the word ‘perseverance’.
But he didn’'t give up and concluded his speechesbunding applause. Nani had just
given his first public speech!

His speech that day didn’t win him a prize but gah special mention from the
Principal, who had presided over the competitidrarty sure Nani will do very well if he
followed what he talked about, today,” he said, levlwommenting on his performance.
To the 10-year-old boy, this was highly encouraging

That evening he hurried home happily. He went tofather’s laundry on the way to
give him the news. “That’s very good Nani. You mkesép trying and one day, God will-
ing, you will become a great speaker,” he patted on the shoulder. He was a great
believer in God, just as much as he believed that tvork always bore fruit.

He then took out a couple of books from the shedf gave them to Nani. “One of our
customers, Mrs. Irani lent them to me. | am sure wal like them,” he said. Nani took
them happily. He had learnt the value of books flamfather. “The more you read the
better a person you will become,” he told him. Nwit Nani needed any persuasion to
read books. He had always loved books ever sindealdlebeen old enough to turn the
pages of one. He read Gujarati books till he tureexkn and thereafter began reading
English books. Once he began reading, he forgotytueg around him and even
skipped games.

“Will you come to play today?” asked his friend kiafwho had accompanied Nani to
the laundry. But Nani was not too keen. “| wantitash these books,” he told him.

“All of them?” asked his friend, unable to beliedat he could.
“Yes, all of them,” he replied. Nani was a fastdea

“You hardly come out to play,” complained Hafizf §lou continue staying indoors
like this, you will turn out to be a weakling!”

“Who says | am staying idle indoors? My mind istigef all the exercise it needs and
that is equally good!”



“What good is your mind if you become weak in tloelg?”

“Oh, Hafiz! The brain uses up a lot of energy amdning of energy means exercise,
doesn't it? Don’t you see that they are one andstree thing, whether | expend energy
by playing games or by reading a book?”

“Hafiz, you can’t argue with Nani. He has an ansfeereverything. | am sure, he will
grow up and become a lawyer one day!” laughed dtisef, who had been hearing the
friend’s talk. He told his family and friend thensa thing. “Nani can argue most logi-
cally. That is the first quality of a good lawyer.”

Apart from reading at home, Nani also liked to tviBopular Book Depot in Grant
Road. The owner, Mr. Bhatkal allowed him to brovilseough the books whenever he
wanted. He knew that though the boy was passiaiatat books, he couldn’t afford to
buy them. One day, when he had gone there as uduaBhatkal said, “Nani, these
books have just arrived. One of the copies is Higgtamaged. You could borrow it for a
day because | will be returning it to the distrdoubnly the day after tomorrow. But
please take care not to spoil it!”

Nani couldn’t believe his ears. “Oh, could I? Thaydu so much! | will take good
care of it.”

On his way back he stopped at a couple of shogsstild second hand books. He
couldn’t afford new ones and saved up every paidauy old ones. He didn’t find any
book of his choice that day and went home clutchiregbook Mr. Bhatkal had given him
to his heart. The book was on self help. ThoughkKeel to read the classics which he did
at school, he preferred serious books like thesm fivhich he could learn a lot. He also
read a lot of poetry, which he could recite fromnmoey, much to the amazement of his
classmates.

When he reached home, his mother was serving fnadbeggar. She gave as old shirt
of Mr. Palkhivala after he finished his food. THd man blessed her as he left. This was
nothing new to Nani. Both his parents were verigielis and cared deeply for the poor
and deprived. “God has given us so much so thashaee it with those who don’t have
anything,” Mr. Palkhivala often said.

Nani wrote the accounts of his father’s laundry kegt the account books up-to-date.
Often, while writing the accounts, he found hidh&atcharging less than the usual amount
as laundry charges from people who were not wetldo“Papa, you have charged just
oneannafor dry-cleaning this sari. You normally chargeotwdon’t you?” Nani asked his
father one day.

“Yes, Nani. That's Mrs. Doctor’s only good sari aglde needs it for wearing at her
niece’s marriage. She can’t afford the usual ratdani nodded. Over the years he also
imbibed such sentiments from his parents.

“What do you want to become when you grow up?” dsiee of their neighbours of
Nani one day.

“Oh, | want to become someone of eminence sir,tepdied. “And what would you
after becoming a person of eminence?”



“I will do something for this country of mine, fadhe poor,” replied Nani with con-
viction. Though at that time he had no idea of h@wvould do it, he felt deeply for the
underprivileged, nevertheless.

There was an orphan named Jahangir in their bgildino was constantly ill treated
by his relatives. Nani often found the little bogeping after a scolding or beating. He
took him small presents and played with him whendwecould. For his part, the little
boy adored Nani.

One day, Mrs. Palkhivala bought some apricots. @edl to take out their kernels
which are like almonds, and give it to the childré&hat day too she kept aside the al-
monds. Nani got a handful too when he came baak Bohool. He liked to pop them
into his mouth one by one, as he read his favoldieks. That day, just as he settled
down to read, he heard Jahangir sobbing. But hesavastent on finishing the book, that
he ignored the sound and continued reading. Heedicip the first almond and just as he
popped it into his mouth, his father called to him.

“Nani, don’t you think you should give those almearid Jahangir?”

Nani was in a hurry to begin the new book. ‘Whyddd? Mama gave them to me,
didn’t she? | like them so much and there are so déthem,” he said. It was rather
uncharacteristic of him to speak like that, considgethat he liked and pitied Jahangir.

His father didn’t reply. He simply said, “Nani, cerhere!” in a quiet voice. He made
the boy sit next to him and took his hand in hofi, God has given you so much in life.
You have a mother and father, your father earnegalar income, we live in a good
house, we are educated. Do you know why He hasgigeall these? So that we may
share them with those who are less fortunate tisaad didn’t mean us to keep things
for ourselves, to be selfish!

“Now, Jahangir is an orphan. He has no one in tbedyhe has nothing. Compared to
him, you have everything. Do you think God wouldHappy if you didn’t share at least
the almonds with him?”

Nani looked at the seeds in his hand. They werertgrclammy with sweat. His father
never raised his voice or forced him to do anythidgt his soft voice, his loving tone
and his reasoning made Nani listen to everythingdie.

He got up after carefully wrapping the seeds irtearc handkerchief. “I will be right
back, Papa.” “Are they for me?” asked the littleyhohen Nani extended his hand with
the almonds in them. His eyes, still wet from tkars, shone and he looked at them
hungrily. Nani felt a pang of guilt for having refed to share them with him earlier.

“Yes, Jahangir. Take them.”
“What about you? Don’'t you want any?” he asked dimulily.
“No, Jahangir. | have already eaten plenty. Thesda you.”

Jahangir began crying again. Nani was alarmed. “\Afi@yyou crying, Jahangir?” he
asked.

In reply, Jahangir, just hugged Nani, crying harddter he calmed down a bit Nani
went home, thoughtfully.

“Papa, why did Jahangir cry when | gave him thecsids?”



“Just as cruelty can make a child cry, so can kasdrand love. The only difference is
that, the tears of one is out of sorrow and theroit out of joy. Now, do you see why it
is important to share?”

‘If so little can make another person happy, | nfusi more ways to do it,” Nani re-
solved at that moment. ‘The world is full of peogilee Jahangir who are helpless and
who cannot fight for themselves; may be | couldhfifpr them,’ thought the young boy.

WHO ISNANI

Born on 16 January 1920, Nani Palkhivala was amentilawyer and a champion of
human rights. He fought several historic law suidere he defended the rights of
individuals against the oppression of the statmdsfor free speech and the rights of the
minorities. He fought most of these cases freehafrge as a matter of service to the
downtrodden and oppressed.

Mr. Palkhivala also served as the Ambassador toUBefrom 1977-79. He had
honorary degrees of Doctor of Laws from severalud®ersities.

He has written several books on various subjectdudng law, taxation, the
Constitution of India and our cultural heritage.

He was well known for his incisive speeches on letaly and tax matters which are
so simple and interesting, as to be appreciatedh éyethe lay person. His budget
speeches, where he analysed the Union Budget gearydrew thousands of people and
earned him a place in the record books for addrggbie largest crowd at a public meet-
ing. For someone who stammered till the age otti5,was indeed a wonderful achieve-
ment.

Before he passed away in December 2002, he wasCkiaman of Associated
Cement Companies Ltd., and director of severalaim@nd overseas companies. He was
also a trustee of several charity trusts and tlesié&ent of the Forum of Free Enterprise
among others.

THE BUS STOP
(MEDHA PATKAR)

Medha was in high spirits. She had played the oblthe principal in the play at the
annual function of her school, and had won a loapplause. Moreover, there were
several prizes to look forward to. She had wongxin two debates, an elocution and an
essay competition. In addition, there was alsoizepior the best contribution to the
school magazine. Several articles and poems wililyeviedha were in the magazine.

The prize giving ceremony began and a beaming Medha to receive her prizes.
Then the name of the best magazine article wasgbeaimounced. One of her pieces,
‘Santra ani Limbu’ (Orange and Lemon) had won tingt prize. Medha stood up to go
forward and receive the prize. But the announces mat calling out her name; she was
calling out the name of her sixth standard claseptanita!l Medha was shocked.



Sunita was equally shocked. “But Medha, it was wbw had written that poem! How
can | take the prize?” asked the poor girl.

“It is not your fault,” she managed to croak thrbudyy lips.

By then, the name was announced again and Surdtdoheun and take her prize,
which actually belonged to Medha. She was too scanel excited to report the matter to
the school authorities.

It had all been the fault of one of the teachersdia was a prolific writer and had
filled her notebook with poems and stories — alibatbirds, the sky, a poor boy and his
family, monsoon in a village and so on. The teaetes quite impressed.

“These are all very good and | would like to takens of them for the magazine. But
since so many pieces can’t be published under yanre, shall we put it under different
students’ names?” she had asked.

Medha who was quite happy about so many of hertiorea being taken for
publication, readily agreed. That was how ‘Santré lambu’ had ended up under
Sunita’s name and had now won the prize.

Still in her Principal’s dress after the play, Madias silently sobbing. The sheer in-
justice of it all hurt her. If at least the teaclied told the gathering who the rightful
winner was, it would have been fine. But she hapit lqiet too. Medha herself was
feeling too embarrassed and upset to stand uplamd the prize as hers. Back at home,
she broke down. “It is not fair! | had written th@dem! | don’t mind not getting the prize,
but now everyone thinks that Sunita has writtensitbbed Medha. “The teacher didn’t
say anything and nor did Sunital!”

Her mother, Mrs. Khanolkar, was furious. “That ivery bad thing! | will have a
word with the Principal tomorrow!” she said.

The day after, the Principal made the announcemetite assembly that Medha and
not Sunita was the winner of the prize for the breagazine article. Medha’'s sense of
justice was vindicated.

‘A cheerful, talkative and energetic girl, Medhasagghly sensitive with an aware-
ness of justice and fairness. She would fight fbatwvas right till justice was done. Hav-
ing a mother, who combined social service with\werk at the post office, and a father
who was an active trade union leader, she leanmy @alife to be sensitive to other
people’s needs and was ever ready to lend a helig@ing to anyone who needed it. This
made her one of the most popular girls in her nadidhss colony in Chembur, Bombay.
Unlike other children of her age, she was alwaysypwpreparing for one of her
numerous debate or declamation competition or ngakiehndipatterns on the palms of
the neighbourhood children. Her designs were vesgufar. She was-also much in
demand to perform in the cultural programmes olghin her colony. She sang and
acted very well.

When she was about 12, she had the bright idetading a library. Of course, there
was no money to buy books. So she began colleotthgnagazines and cutting out the
cartoons and picture stories from them, pastingntire plain notebooks. Columns and
articles that children would be interested were dlsus pasted. She circulated these



‘books’ among the children of the colony and alswag the children of the slum adjoin-
ing the colony.

There was so much to do, that sometimes she faltstie didn’t have enough time to
do it all!

Medha had a particular way of preparing for comjmets. She stood in front of the
mirror and took a deep breath before deliveringgiece to her reflection in the mirror,
which she pretended was her audience. She lookedhe eyes of the girl in the mirror
as she spoke.

“Always look into the eye of a person while speakio her or him. An honest and
sincere person always does that. Only those whe kamething to hide or be ashamed
about avoid the other person’s eyes,” her mothevayd told Medha. She kept
encouraging her daughter too, correcting her proiation and expression. “This is not
your best, Medha. You can do much better,” she h@d daughter. Medha’s parents
never told her to win prizes or medals, but alwaxisorted to do her best. It never failed
to amaze her how the prizes came automaticallgtaftonly she did her best!

She did her share of housework too. That day, asass finishing some chore, she
heard her friend Alka calling her to play. Lookidgwn from her balcony Medha shook
her head. “No, Alka. Not now. | have a lot of wdokdo.”

‘We are going to seAmar Premin the evening. Will you come along?” asked Alka.
“No. | have promised to help Bhandarkar aunty wir new curtains. Surekha didi
wanted me to makeehndifor her. Then | have my homework.” She was notkeen on
movies nor did she have any pocket money to sparahe. Even though she didn’t go to
play that day, she often joined the children. Sartipg and cheerful was she mat they all
liked to have her in their own team.

That being a holiday, many vendors came into thengo hawking their wares. Some-
times they came to meet her mother who took a gteat of interest in their problems
and helped them. That day too the woman who exdthiotd clothes for steel vessels
had come to see Mrs. Khanolkar.

“Ask her to come a little later, I'm busy right ngwshe said. Medha shouted out to
the woman from the kitchen itself.

“Medha! How can you be so rude, shouting to hez tikat? Couldn’t | have shouted
the reply myself? Why did | ask you to give her thessage? So that you would go and
tell her, face to face. That’s not the way to spwafnyone, least of all, dignified working
people like her. Don’t ever do that again, you ustiad? Let this be the last time | hear
you talk to someone in such a disrespectful tof&é never raised her voice, but Medha
could feel the anger.

She had done what she had done without thinkinghaddhever meant to be rude. Re-
spect to others was the first lesson that Medhahend/ounger brother were taught by
their parents. They themselves practised what theght their children which was why
both of them were often consulted by the workerthefarea to solve their problems.

Mr. Khanolkar often held important meetings in hause. Medha loved to be present
at these, for she got to see how her father harallddnds of problems with ease. She
felt proud of his popularity.



By evening, several men began coming to their hoBeen, the room was full. The
men greeted each other genially, but when the mgedtegan, it turned quite stormy.
Medha was sitting in one corner of the room witlh hether. She was observing the
proceedings from behind the science book, whichves® holding in front of her face.
Her brother was happily drawing a picture. He wasyoung to understand the speeches
which were indeed fiery that day. Apparently thbeel been some trouble in one of the
mills.

“You should have seen the fine print before agmgdm the conditions put by the
management,” Mr. Khanolkar was thundering at akstonan in a faded kurta pyjama.
“Do you realise how this is going to harm the neégains with the management?”
Behind her book, Medha cowered. Her father couldeladly forceful and scary when he
spoke in that tone. The poor man tried to explahy we had done it. Mr. Khanolkar
waited till he finished and then explained his esrone by one. Before long, the man
could understand and asked for advice to solvends he had unwittingly created.

Much later, after everyone had left, Medha appreddier father. “Baba, why did you
scold that man so much? He had only done what & have thought best.”

“What do you know of Trade Union matters, girl? @ack to your studies, now!” he
told her, but not unkindly. But looking at her dfallen face, he continued, “It is impor-
tant to take the right decisions, when you are gitivis kind of work because the lives of
thousands of others will be otherwise affected.”

“How can that be?” Medha had to know. “As uniondes, our duty is not towards
ourselves but towards the workers who are lookings to solve their problems and get
them the best deal. Therefore you have a tremen@spsnsibility. You have to have the
highest degree of honesty and commitment to thelpeehom you are representing.
How can you be careless, then?” Before she coldis any more questions, he said,
“Now, where is the speech you are going to delinghe elocution competition?”

He always corrected her speeches, teaching hetdptwase her words to make them
effective and hard-hitting. Often he scolded her lfer mistakes. Medha certainly
preferred her mother’s gentler methods of teactmgwouldn’'t dream of delivering any
speech without getting it corrected by her father!

Medha loved to go out occasionally, especially sed& with her mother. She liked
this bustling suburb of Mumbai. The shopkeeperswkier mother and greeted her
warmly. Diwali was approaching and she accompahednother to Dadar for shopping.
Mrs. Khanolkar bought her a pink frock with lacelambroidery work on it.

While waiting for their bus, Medha looked aroundheTpeople in the queue always
fascinated her and she tried to make up storiesitathem. For instance the fat man
chewing pan just ahead of them in the queue coelld tbader who was out to make some
collections — his face looked quite grim! The matyowoman who stood behind them,
reading a Marathi newspaper was perhaps a schadid¢e—she had a severe look about
her. Medha imagined her tweaking the ear of a nigugby in class.

Then her eyes fell upon the young woman behindntagon. She looked harassed,
with a baby on her hips and a child holding on ¢o &ari. Medha loved children. She
smiled at the little boy, who hid behind his moth8he bent and peeked at him. He
peeked too and gave her a wide smile.



The young mother was quite happy for the diversienause the little boy had been
whining till then. She smiled at Medha and askedraene. Soon Medha was chatting to
her as if she had known her for years.

“Mother, | am hungry. Give me ten paisesaid a voice at her elbow. Medha turned. It
was an old man, his hand stretched out shakingybbiit head shook involuntarily too.
There was stubble on his face and his eyes lookeifl lze were weeping. His clothes
were in tatters and hung about him in a sorry naeskthere was a foul smell from his
unwashed body.

The matron held her nose with her sari and the gouonther turned her face away.
Even the sweet little boy peeked at the old mai ¥&ar. Medha was pained. Why did
everyone react like they did? The old man looke wind and harmless to her. ‘The
poor man!” she thought, ‘perhaps there is no watdris house to wash himself or his
clothes, otherwise why should he be wearing surtl diothes?’

Thereafter, no one else paid him any attention. &dimagination was working
again. The poor man probably also had no familgabse if he did, he wouldn't be
wandering the streets like this, she thought. If el had a family, maybe his
grandchildren would have made him tell them storiés would have been a well loved
grandfather. Instead, here he was, a patheticdjgaorned by everyone.

Just then, someone threw a coin at him. His handksko badly that he couldn’t hold
it and it fell down on the pavement. He bent dowstaadily and groped for it. Medha
couldn’t bear it any longer. She bent down to dedoc the coin, angry at the man who
had thrown it so carelessly. She would have giviem trer piece of mind, but since her
mother was there with her, she kept quiet.

But before she could find it, their bus came. “Coome Medha, quick!” called her
mother. Medha hadn’t found the coin yet, but wa$epon by her mother.

“Ai, wait!” she said urgently, but had to move & tpeople in the queue behind her
were getting impatient and were pushing her. Evegywas intent on only getting into
the bus. No one had time to watch out for an olghbe, who still had not found the coin.

Once inside the bus Medha looked at her mother whs quietly taking out the
money for their fare. This upset Medha no end. Bvanmother, who repeatedly told her
to respect every human being, didn't seem to beeamed! She swallowed the lump in
her throat. She was close to tears.

She tried to crane her neck out of the window efrtioving bus and see if the beggar
had found his coin. The people sitting near thedem gave her irritated looks and she
had to get back. She worried about the old manmfew@ing the coin and going without
his dinner. For her, the pleasant outing had tustea.

‘How can people be so insensitive to the misenamdther human being?’ she won-
dered. ‘Does being poor mean that everyone hatad2She felt angry, helpless and cu-
riously determined to change it all some day. Anhd decided that she would never ever
wear the pink frock with the embroidery becauseauld always remind her of the old
beggar.

After making up her mind to do something for thepashe also carried it out. When
she was about 14 years old, she began going tslihe colonies, spreading awareness



about cleanliness and teaching the children to esatl write. Medha also organised a
group of youngsters for story telling sessionstfa children there. Service to the poor
came naturally to her and in this she was encodrbgéer parents.

About a year after she started these activities,vgént to a blood donation camp in
her colony, as she was very keen to donate bloogkeMer, the doctors couldn’t find a
vein prominent enough to draw blood, try as theghhi “Go home now child; come
later,” said the doctor kindly. But Medha wouldlgave till they succeeded!

Her work became more organised. After her postugdegree in social work she
began fighting for the causes of the people anit tight to live in peace and harmony
with the environment.

A CHAMPION OF THE DOWNTRODDEN

Born on 1 December 1954, Medha Patkar worked vettersal voluntary organisations
in the slums of Bombay and was in charge of slureligment projects in the 70s and
80s, before migrating to the tribal areas of Naaiesujarat and forming action groups
of the people for their development and to fightdocial justice.

She set up the Narmada Bachao Andolan in 1985ategiragainst the construction of
the Narmada Dam across the river Narmada. This darmmompleted, threatens to
inundate hundreds of villages, displacing tribal greasant populations of Guijarat,
Madhya Pradesh and Maharashtra, living in the iiciof the dam. The Narmada
Bachao Andolan has support groups all over the tcpwand abroad—in more than ten
countries — called Narmada Action Committee.

She is also the co-ordinator of the National Aliarof People’s Movement which
raises developmental issues through mass struggle.

She has been a winner all along, starting withgsrin school and college for debates,
elocution and dramatics before going on to win awaat the national levébr her social
work. Among the international awards is the RighLivelihood Award also called the
Alternative Nobel Prize (Sweden, 1992), Goldman iimment Prize, (USA, 1993),
Green Ribbon Award for best International Politi€@mpaigner by BBC, (1995).

THE COLOURSOF SILENCE
(SATISH GUJRAL)

“Satish! Why didn’'t you come to school today?”

Surender had to repeat the question three timese&hatish heard him. He was lying
on the bed, his eyes closed. Sweat glistened olortwgs.

“No. | am not feeling so well,” replied Satish. @te, he had been more and more
unwell.



“Why, what s the matter with you, Satish?” his friend asketth woncern. He put his
hand on his forehead to feel it.

“I don’t know Surender. If s been pretty bad sitice last operation on my leg. | get
these terrible headaches and then feel as if durgyts going dark and silent. | feel
miserable. But why are you speaking so softlyl lcarely hear you.”

Surender gave him a strange look. He had certaioiyoeen speaking softly! ‘Has he
lost his hearing?’ wondered Surender.

Poor Satish! He had been ill ever since he had dmank from the holiday in Kashmir
the previous year. There had been an accident Wwhadmad gone hiking with his father
and brother Inder. They were crossing a ricketgdgiover some rapids. The boys stood
and looked down at the swirling water below thetodk, how the water is rushing at
that spot!” Satish pointed out to his brother. Jingn his foot slipped and losing his
balance, he fell into the rapids. His screams M@sein the rushing sound of the water.
When he regained consciousness again, his legsiwarglaster cast and his head hurt
badly. He was bruised and ached all over.

Though his legs healed, they remained weak, rewuseveral operations on them.
Worse, he suffered frequently from bouts of fevaat afections, especially of the ear.

Seeing that Satish was in pain, Surender now gab gw. “Will you come to school
tomorrow?” he asked. Satish shook his head. A $&aw trickled down his cheek after
Surender left. It felt as if some huge weight wassping upon his head making every-
thing seem far away and silent. He felt helpless @pset at being confined to the bed as
he was. The silence was the worst. There were tiwvten he couldn’t hear a thing.
Everything seemed like scenes from some pantomhoe/.sHe wanted to scream, to
break the silence. But didn’'t. For the eight-yelar-ooy, this was terrible. The doctors
didn’'t know the cause, except that it was causeddiyie medicines given to treat his
legs.

Due to his frequent absences and his hearing pmlilee school he was attending till
then, informed his father Mr. Avtar Narain, thagyrcouldn’t keep Satish. “We will have
to look for a new school,” his father said.

Satish shook his head, ‘no’. He didn’t want to gatschool where he couldn’t talk to
the other children, where everyone made fun otleaness.

“Beta, you have to go to school and learn. Whak yau do in life if you don’t get an
education, eh?” he asked his son. Satish heardh&sabf his words but knew what he
was saying. After a lot of persuasion, he finatlyeeed to go along to the new school.

But this school didn’t want him for the same reas@ihis is a school for normal boys.
Why don’t you take your son to the school for deafl dumb children?” asked the
headmaster of the school bluntly. Avtar Narain waagry to hear him say that.

“My son is not dumb, sir! His hearing is a littlead He is under treatment and will
soon be fine!” he argued, but in vain. Other schdwd the same to say. In despair,
father and son returned home. That evening a fragrius father called on them. After
talking shop for a while, he asked what they welanping to do about Satish’s
schooling.



“You could send him to the vocational school fontli@apped boys. He could at least
learn a trade and become capable of earning higylivhe suggested. Avtar Narain knew
what that meant. Deaf, dumb and blind children wereght basket weaving and cane
chair making. They were not given any academiaitngi whatsoever, making them just
skilled labourers. He wouldn’t even think aboutdiag his son to such a school.

Though Avtar Narain was shattered, he wouldn’t gipehope. After the unsuccessful
expedition to the schools, Satish became very modéycouldn’t talk freely with any-
one because he was unable to hear a single wasdrbliher Inder sat for hours with him
and talked to him, teaching him words and pronuiaria Unable to bear the taunts and
teasing of the children in the neighbourhood, &atgen avoided going out to play. His
father and elder brother Inder spent time with leweryday, talking to him, trying to
teach him things. “If you want to get on in lifegiy have to read a lot. You can learn a
great deal of things just by reading,” ‘his fatheld Satish, giving him an armful of
books. Satish leafed through them — The life ofileddi’, translated into Urdu by Lala
Lajpat Rai, the works of Munshi Premchand, Sarar@na and several others.

It was as if a whole world opened out for him. Slatbecame a voracious reader. The
books however, were all serious works meant foemthildren and sometimes even for
adults. They made him feel depressed and left p ohegression upon his sensitive mind.
He came to know of another world through them, aldvof suffering and anguish. He
brooded long and hard about why there was so muféérgg in the world while his own
world looked comfortable in comparison.

Another bout of fever struck and Satish was comwfiteebed. All he could do was sit
and stare out of the window or read. He felt loreeig full of despair at his plight.

One day, when he was looking gloomily into the darner of the garden, he saw a
bird that was unlike any he had ever seen befotigad a longish tail and a black crest.
But the most interesting thing about the bird wageéstless energy. Its eyes kept darting
here and there, its whole body ready for flight amyment. For a long moment he stared
at the beautiful bird. When it flew away after argte in his direction, Satish jumped
down from his bed and took out his notebook andciheRle sketched the bird from
memory with a few deft strokes. He liked the pietand set it against the stack of books
on his bedside table.

He had discovered another pastime which he cowdlge in, sitting on his bed. He
began filling pages and pages with doodles.

His strokes varied with his moods — angry, sootrang humorous. He had always
been good at Urdu calligraphy and so sketching azemgrally to him.

However, his father was not amused. He took aaliathe notebooks he had drawn
on. “This is an idle pastime. You would do better¢ad and get some knowledge,” he
said to his son.

Satish sulked, but refused to stop drawing. “Whyydo take away his source of
entertainment?” asked his mother one day.

“Oh, that! | don’t want him to start thinking thaeé can make a living out of drawing.
Artists make a pittance and live in poverty. Itnig career for a bright boy. He has to
study if he has to make something out of his IBesides, his hearing may return any
time. When it does, he must be prepared to go tzaskhool, mustn’t he?” he asked.



“It has been more than three years since he bedhrmew you possibly think that he
can recover his hearing?” asked his mother. Shénégleless about her son’s condition.
But Satish’s father wasn’t about to lose hope.

“Why decide that he is going to remain deaf allllies? We must always be optimistic
about his chances of recovering,” he gently chigisdvife.

Several visits to the doctors followed with nothingproving for Satish. He remained
in his silent world, the only solace for him beipginting. He managed to paint and draw
in spite of his father’s opposition. One day, wihenwas busy mixing the colours on his
palette, he became aware of his father standirtgeatioor. He looked up to find him
staring at the painting intently. Satish redderad, continued with his mixing. Slowly
his father came into the room and sat next todms s

“You want to do this very badly, don’t you?” he edk Had Satish had the power of
hearing, he would have heard the tremor in hisef&hvoice. As it was, he only read his
lips. He didn’t reply. Avtar Narain put his hand 8atish’s shoulder. Satish was unable to
believe that his father was not angry with himgainting.

Moments later, his father left the room. When hermesd a couple of hours later, his
arms were full of paints, brushes of all shapes simds and several rolls of drawing
sheets. He carefully set them down on Satish’tabl

“Pitaji....” began Satish slowly. His father nodded head, a smile breaking at the
corners of his mouth. His eyes remained sad, though

“They are for you Satish. | will find out the besthool of arts for you. You will learn
the arts and make your life in your chosen fiefitish’s eyes filled with tears and he did
an uncharacteristic thing — he hugged his fatlgitly, his heart full of love for his stern
father who had at last accepted that his destnynl@anvas and paint. Thereafter, Satish
was sent to the famous

Mayo School of Art in Lahore where he within a gshttme learnt more than just
painting. He learnt about life. He also learnt homel people can be to someone
disadvantaged. His classmates were boys from vds$térent backgrounds than his own
cultured one.

“Look, the laat sahab(gentleman) is reading big books!” someone wouldustand
before Satish knew it, the book would be snatchvealya Most of the boys were jealous
of his knowledge. Some even resented the factiaame from a well-to-do family and
wore good clothes. It was nothing unusual becawm®yrhoys were completely illiterate.

Satish was often desolate and depressed. His otdgeswas his elder brother Inder
who was in college at Lahore. He took his brotheayafrom the gloomy atmosphere of
the art school and introduced him to his own freemcho were all socially committed
young men and women. Satish learned a lot fronranteng with them. But back in the
school, despair descended upon his young shoulders.

Were it not for a few friends that he made theiis, dthool days would have been
most miserable.

One day, when the teacher was away from the cietssh wandered to the table
where he, with his classmate Chamanlal, began ifigpghrough the pages of the
attendance register. As he read the names, the ‘Bdroka’ jJumped at him.



“Who is this new boy, Bhola?” asked Satish, aratinlg each syllable slowly and
painstakingly.

His friend didn’t answer immediately. Satish regeathe question once again. Slowly
Chamanlal took his pen and wrote, “It is you.”

Satish became silent. So this was how the boygddlim did they? And even the
teacher had written his name as ‘Bhola’ in the stegl His friend put his arm round
Satish, but the hurt remained.

‘If there is one thing that will make everyone gucene as an equal, it is my work.
When someone looks at a painting, they won't as&tivdr the painter was deaf, dumb or
lame. | am going to be good, maybe better than #weenthen no one can call me ‘Bhola’
or make fun of my deafness,” decided Satish atitisint.

WHAT ISSATISH DOING NOW?

Satish Gujral is among the foremost artists ofdnéHe is one of the few artists who is
accomplished in several art forms like paintingjlgture and architecture. Satish Gujral
is also a writer.

Exhibitions of his works have been held all oves thorld and displayed in prestig-
ious museums like the Museum of Modern Art, New RYdhe Hiroshima Collection,
Washington and the National Gallery of Modern Atew Delhi. He has published four
books of his works in the various arts.

He was awarded the Order of the Crown for the bedtitectural design of the 20th
century for his design of the Belgian Embassy invNRelhi. He has also been honoured
with the Padma Vibhushan.

His life of achievement is ample proof that a pbgbidisability is no barrier to
success.

OH, TO BE THE BEST!
(LEILA SETH)

“Gulu, stand up! What is this that you have wrid can’'t understand a word of it!”
said the maths teacher, holding up a copy filletthwn untidy scribble.

The whole class sniggered. Gulu was sitting with tead bowed. She hardly ever
passed an exam and was always being scolded ligatieers for her shoddy class work,
for not doing her homework or doing it all wrondgdor Gulu!” thought Leila. But she
didn’t spend much time worrying about her unforteénelassmate, because she was very
excited that day. It was Friday and her brotherssve@ming home for the weekend.

“Leila! What are you dreaming of?” The teacheradh was in a bad mood that day.

Hearing her name being called out, Leila shookdiefeom her daydream. But soon,
she began planning about what she would play \wigmt



Their father, Mr. Seth, worked for the railways amals always being posted to differ-
ent places and Mrs. Seth accompanied him. So, hdyto leave their children behind.
While the boys, Rajkumar and Shashi, who were bédbr to Leila, studied in boarding
school, Leila stayed with Mr. and Mrs. Dutt, whorevdamily friends. The Dutts’ were
kind and affectionate, but Leila often got londbging the only child in the house. This
was why Leila looked forward to weekends and hetgdahen her brothers came home.

Her brothers, however, didn’t reciprocate Leilargheisiasm for their company. Both
were elder to her — Rajkumar by three years andsl8hdédy a year-and-half. They
considered her a nuisance if she insisted on tgggiong while they played boisterous
games like climbing trees and chasing each otherval the garden. For her part, Leila
was annoyed that they wouldn’t let her join them.

“Look Leila, we are going to play boy-games. Whatisre, our friends would be
coming over,” said Rajkumar, who was the oldesthef Seth children and liked to boss
the others around. “Whoever heard of a girl clingbirees?” he sneered.

“Why ever not? | can climb any old tree as wellyas or your friends. In fact, | bet |
could climb faster because I'm smaller.

Whether you want me or not, I'm going to come alddg there!” Leila could be quite
determined and they knew it. So they simply shrdgge

“She’s a regular tomboy isn’t she?” asked Shaski.chlled her Thrilly’, because of
her love of excitement. If he thought she would gegry at his remark and leave them
alone, he was mistaken. Leila was quite used tio tudlying and wouldn'’t let that put
her off. The boys tried to slip out without her kdedge. But before they could step out
of the house, she shot past them and began clinthéngearest tree in the garden!

Sitting atop a high branch she called out, “I bemt to it, didn’t I? | told you | would,
| did!”

The boys sighed. She really was too much evendtr df them together, to handle! It
was not just climbing the trees, Leila insistedb@ing part of all their activities, much to
their annoyance.

“Will you stop being a pest?” asked Rajkumar. Lalteerfully shook her head ‘no’.
They had to laugh at that, for they also lovedrtizeunger sister, for all her impish-ness.

Mrs. Seth sometimes came down to Darjeeling to il thie children. She rented a
house then. Even Mr. Seth came down at times. Quralidays the children went to live
with their parents wherever they were. Mrs. Sethte Leila to be trained in the arts—
music and dance. Leila was lively, beautiful andcgful. She would make a good
dancer, decided her mother. She appointed, fidsinge teacher and then a music teacher
to teach her. But Leila’s mind was not in it. Sheud much rather read books, play
games, compete with her brothers and prove heabkdfin their eyes—in no way inferior
because she was a girl.

“Oh, | wish you would spend half as much time inds¢s as you do in such rough
games,” her mother often told her in exasperatBut. Leila was a happy-go-lucky girl,
thinking that doing the homework was all that m&ite She considered herself a good
student. After all, her teachers never scoldedikeithey did some of the girls like Gulu.



She was very happy. Her parents had come down jiedlag for a few weeks and
they were all together. Leila continued with hemga merrily, even though the quarterly
exams were to begin the next week. She also goffigitts with her brothers. Smiling to
herself now, she began climbing the big tree inféheorner of the garden.

“Leila, you have been playing ever since you camekdrom school. When are you
going to study?” her mother asked her.

“I have finished studying, mummy,” she called @awjnging from a branch.
“In that case, I'll give you a small test,” saidrmother. Leila panicked.

“No, no! | still have a few lessons left to studiyill finish them today. You can ask
the questions tomorrow,” she said. But she couldit’down to finish her lessons. She
was so restless that she kept getting up to gébrug glass of water or to find out what
her brothers were doing or to simply glance outhef window. Every time she returned
to her lessons, she felt she knew them and cousitygrss in her exams.

Soon, she got tired even of her disturbed studgimd) picked up a storybook instead.
She read it till she was too sleepy to read.

So busy was she with her other activities thatd_eis surprised to find that the days
had flown by and the exams were to begin the naxt When she left home on the day
of the exam, she was pretty confident, but as ppecached school and heard her class-
mates discussing the lessons, she realised thadisiéd know half of them! The
guestions could have been in Greek for all she nstoed of them.

Soon she forgot about her fears and quickly wrbee answers. So quickly had she
written that she was the first to finish her pap8he sat back and looked at her
classmates who were still writing. Even Gulu wastb&ver her paper. ‘What are they
writing?’ she thought uneasily. Perhaps she hadlgfhalf the answers? The same thing
happened during the other exams.

And then, it was time for the report cards to beegi The teacher began calling out
names in the order of merit. Leila sat back andtedafor hers. She was sure to have
scored well and got a good rank too.

“This term, Belinda has stood first,” announced tb&cher. Everyone dapped as she
went to collect her report card. Suman Das had ceem®nd and Jasmine was third.
More clapping followed. Leila wasn’'t unduly worrieBut when the teacher had called
out more than 20 names, Leila began to get woredely, the teacher had missed out
her name?

“That was the list of students who have passed. Mowhose who didn’'t make it...”
Leila’s heart stopped beating for a second. Hadaherl? It couldn’t be! She swallowed
the bitter taste in her mouth; it stuck in her #Hird'he teacher went on calling the names
of the remaining students. Leila’s still hadn’t ecanfrinally only she and Gulu were left.
Leila sat motionless. Did it mean that she was etteb than the girl who was considered
the stupidest in the class?

She couldn’t believe it. She began wishing shellséehed to her mother and studied
harder. She wished she had not wasted so mucHdisfirg around, or fighting with her
brothers.



Her steps dragged as she went home that eveningt W&uld she tell her parents?
Especially her father, who would be going away oartagain? Would he be angry?
Would her mother scold her? She could have dieth@fdisgrace of the whole thing.
Were Gulu and she in the same category? Oh no! émid she have got herself into
such a mess?

But she had to give them the bad news. On readtonte, she went straight to her fa-
ther and extended the report card. ‘I have faileddéxam,” she said, her eyes downcast,
her voice barely above a whisper. Her father tduk ¢ard from her and glanced at it
before giving it to her mother. She too put it doafter giving it a look.

“Go and have a wash before drinking your milk,” steid as if that was more
important than the report card. Leila knew that sl&s not going to get any scolding
from either of them. It only made things worsee8ily, she drank her milk, went to her
room and lay down on the bed.

All kinds of horrible thoughts flitted through henind. Would the other girls be
laughing at her just as she used to laugh at GtWirat a dumb girl Leila is!” she
imagined her classmates saying, just as they dmdtaGulu. She shuddered. Nothing
could have been more shattering for the seven-glgar-or the first time she began to
understand how Gulu must be feeling. How her faseduto redden when the others
laughed at her! ‘Serves me right for making furhef!” she told herself ruefully.. The
poor girl couldn’t help being dumb, perhaps. Buttvabout her? Surely, she could easily
have done better, maybe even stood first!

Just then, the door opened and her father cameeila couldn’t pretend to be sleep-
ing and so had to sit up when he called out to her.

“I will be leaving in a week, Leila. But that’s nethat | want to talk to you about |
won’t even ask you why you got such bad marks. Beed know — it is because of your
attitude. You are not concentrating enough, noryane taking your studies seriously.
Everyone has a duty to perform. A student’s duty istudy well,

“There is another thing | want to tell you. Evenyeoof us has to try and do our best,
no matter what it is that we do. Remember, it isandisgrace to be a shoemaker, but it is
a disgrace for the shoemaker, to make bad shoedd just nodded. She couldn’t speak
through the lump in her throat. She loved her fagde much at that moment! She had
thought he would scold her, and here he was, sogrsh sad and disappointed because
she had not done her best. .

She now felt the weight of guilt — of having failadn in some way. Her mother said
the same things later, in different words. That,dbg little girl underwent a change, for
the better.

The next day at school, Leila gave Gulu a smile erhpps for the first time that year.
And in the class, when she gave a silly reply, ywee laughed. Leila didn’t. After all,
she had come pretty near to be laughed at, heheftkover she had better things to do
— like listening to the teacher who was explainentesson. ‘No one will ever laugh at
me, if I can help it she decided. ‘Nor, will | evfail,” she added silently to herself,
setting her chin firmly. Once had been enough!

And she never did. The next term, Leila came oubhattop of the class and stayed
there. She couldn’t dream of letting her placehm ¢lass slip to even the second place. In



fact, she kept trying to do better every time, rigyto score more in every subject. In
short, she pushed herself to excel in her studies.

Years later, when coming first had become a habi; came to know Swatantra Vir
Singh Juneja, a friend of her brothers. Thoughasitehe were in different schools, they
studied in the same standard. He was an equallg gnmlent as she. Whenever he came
home, they got to discussing about studies andridwks each had got. If Leila’s were
less than his, he would give her a smug smile. hhikered Leila no end. She took it as a
challenge and tried to do one better than him. fidse time, she managed to get more
marks than him, but this time, he tried to oul@o. This went on, and between them,
they kept raising their standard of performanckeep one step ahead of the other.

Leila thrived on the competition and strove to lme detter all through her student
life. It was this spirit of competition that helpéetr later to stand first among all the
candidates at the Bar Final Examination of the &thiKingdom. For her achievement,
she was awarded the Langdon Medal, the first woim&rave got it! Leila certainly never
settled for anything but the best and her caretavins ample proof of her determination.

SECOND TO NONE

Born on 20 October 1930, Justice Leila Seth’s adaece to her present status of
eminence has been mercurial. She completed heee@giaw from the UK, and when
she returned to India, she began practising, dir¢he Patna High Court and later at the
Calcutta High Court.

She was the first woman to be appointed a Judg¢fgedDelhi High Court in 1978. She
also became the first ever woman Chief Justicekldigh Court, when she was appointed
Chief Justice of the Himachal Pradesh High CouAugust 1991.

Now retired, Justice Leila Seth is involved in stbavork. A champion of the cause of
women, and children, especially those in bondeduabShe is also interested in edu-
cation, conservation of the environment and isse&ted to human rights. She is the
founder trustee of the Justice Sunanda Bhandaredation set up in 1995, to further the
cause of women and children.

A JOURNEY TOWARDS EXCELLENCE
(RAHUL BAJAJ)

“Where did this country bumpkin come from? He taspeak a word of English.
Wonder how he got into our school,” said Henrynpioig to Rahul. Rahul looked at him
angrily.

“Don’t annoy him, or else he will start abusing youchaste Hindi,” warned Ashok,
his friend, looking at his expression. The otharssbout laughing.

Rahul didn’t understand the exact meaning of whay twere saying, but could guess
that they were poking fun at him. He smarted frtwn insult but didn’t retaliate. First he



had to figure out how he could answer them badkéir own language, only then would
he speak, he decided. It was difficult for a si@yeld to hold back the tears of anger, but
he did.

‘If ever there is a Sanskrit recitation competitionould beat those guys hollow/ he
told himself on his way back home. ‘I am good ainsmny things they are not.” He was
still wondering how he could make those boys Idawealone, when he reached home.

The Bajaj family had just come to Bombay from WadiRahul's grandfather
Jamnalal Bajaj had been a dose associate of Mahaanehi and Vinoba Bhave. While
there, Rahul had been taught Ramayan, Mahabhdraga®ad Gita and Hindi literature
by a Pandit from Mathura. He had never learnt BBhglBt. Xavier's was the first English
school he had attended. Little wonder then, thatduddn’t understand the language-

Rahul sighed. Life had been so serene and simgleibhaVardha, when all he had to
worry about, were his fights with his sister Sumisliow, there were too many things to
worry about. The memory of the humiliation he haffesed just then, stung the little
boy.

At home, his father Mr. Kamalnayan Bajaj took om®K at his face and knew
something was wrong. “What is the matter, Rahul@’whs too upset to talk about his
day at school, so he kept quiet. But Mr. Bajaj [stesl.

“Kakaji, the boys are making fun of me because ’dknow English,” he admitted
finally, feeling ashamed of the fact.

“That’s quite normal,” his father said.

“And there is nothing to be ashamed about.” Réboked up in surprise. Didn't his
father realise how bad it was for him? How couldshg it was all very normal?

Before he could say anything, however, his fathas wpeaking again. “Isn’t it a fact
that you don't know English? However it does notamehat you are incapable of
learning the language. It is just that you neved hachance to do it.” Rahul agreed
heartily. His father understood after all!

“Let me give you a small example. Suppose therdvemeboys, one capable of scoring
90% and the other, a boy of average intelligenapable of scoring about 60-70%. The
first boy could try and score even more than 100%, doesn’t apply his mind to his
work and scores just 70%. But the latter, putsxitnaeeffort and manages to score 90%.
Whom do you think anyone would select amongst et

“The second boy!” cried Rahul. “Exactly! Becausee has the application and
determination to do better than his best. You &emdy in’ the 90% category and | know
that you have the capability of achieving even mbian 100%. So, prove me right! If
you make up your mind to learn English in, sayyfmonths, then you will!”

Rahul was elated. When his father spoke like that] sounded so simple and easy!
As he listened, Rahul slowly went from helplessriedfe conviction that it was all up to
him to learn English and be better than any oféhwosys in school. And that was what he
did. Within a year he had learnt enough Englishb& able to get admission into
Cathedral Boys School in Bombay, one of the mosstayious schools in the country
then.



Rahul began enjoying school. Having proved to hifmsere than the others that he
was as good as any of them, he got down to beirexegllent all round student, making
his mark in every field, be it sports, studies xir& curricular activities like debates. He
was elected the class prefect for his performance.

Mr. Bajaj toured a lot on business, but he alwayst time to talk to his children. He
spoke to them about the country and how it hadcesedf under British rule; about honesty
in everything one did; about trying, to do one’sthender all circumstances and about a
lot of other things. Both his parents were involweith the Freedom Struggle and often
went to jail; Rahul was nine years old when Inché fgeedom.

Rahul had been elected House Captain by the tim@asein his Senior Cambridge
class. Cathedral Boys school, was modelled ondBrisichools, and even followed their
traditions. They had regular functions, which weadled the ‘school socials.” This event
included ballroom dancing. Traditionally the fourolite Captains commenced the
proceedings by leading his partners onto the ddlume. The others joined them
afterwards. Rahul, as Captain performed this disty. & hat day, he had had a wonderful
time.

“Rahul, I want to have a word with you,” his fatheld him the next day.

“Yes, Kakaji,” said the 15-year-old Rahul, scarcelypecting the storm that was to
follow. He was relaxed as it was a holiday. Moreottee school ‘social’ had just
concluded the previous evening and he had had @llent time.

“I hear that you had taken part in the school dgmsterday?”

“Yes, Kakaji. | had to begin the proceedings asHloeise Captain,” he sounded quite
satisfied with himself. But if he had expectedfaiher to appreciate the fact, he was mis-
taken.

“Yesterday was the last time you did that is thear@” Unfortunately for him, Mr.
Bajaj had found out and was pulling him up folBtut Rahul was not about to give in so
easily. “But Kakaiji, it is the school tradition!'ehprotested, a trifle too loudly.

“Speak softly, Rahul. And if it is the school tradn, then you will have to find a way
out of it. Because it is not the tradition of thej& family.” he spoke very firmly,
articulating each word with precision.

“But. What is wrong with some harmless dancing oimca while? Why make such a
big deal out of it?” Rahul wasn’t about to give up.

“It is not our culture, Rahul. Just like the Britisvho ruled us, their culture is also
alien to us. We have to uphold our own culture,aivhs so rich, the dignity and heritage
of our distinguished family, the family of the lkef Shri Jamnalal Bajaj.” Mr.Bajaj’s
voice was very soft. Rahul failed to notice theedfsteel in it.

“But...”
“There are no ifs and buts. You are going to schoaet an education, not to imbibe

alien customs. They may be good for others, butferous. | hope | have made myself
clear.”

“There is no way | can refuse to do it! | have’'darry on with the school tradition,”
Rahul blurted.



“In that case, Rahul, you can leave this housecddfse, everyone is free to do what
one wants to do in life, and so are you, but yol wat do it under this roof!” He picked
up his newspaper signalling an end to the conviersat

Rahul looked at his mother for support. After &léscame from a very modern family
which had even lived in England. Such customs wetealien to her. Maybe she would
speak up for him. But she resolutely bent overldeak and didn’'t say one word. Rahul
knew he had to comply.

Curiously, this incident, instead of making himeesul, made him respect his father
even more. Discipline was never enforced in theseo®@nly guidelines were set and the
children were expected to adhere to them. But thwee times when his father laid the
rules which couldn’t be broken by the children. Kver, his father was never
unreasonable or overbearing. ‘If he is so firm,nest have a good reason for it/ he
decided.

Perhaps it was then that the full import of beirBggaj hit Rahul. As a member of the

Bajaj family, he had to conduct himself in a certaiay and uphold the heritage be-
stowed to it by Jamnalal Bajaj, his grandfather. dl® began to take more interest in
Indian things. This interest gradually turned iptale for his country. He began appreci-
ating the fact that his father was an Indian atthteahe who implicitly followed the sim-
ple lifestyle advocated by Gandhiji.

The entire family, even the children, wore khadespite being the son of a big indus-
trialist, Rahul often commuted to school by budikenmany of his classmates who came
by car. “Haunting your wealth is not necessary tovp your worth in the world.
Moreover it is not in good taste. It is what yane that matters, not what you haveMr.
Bajaj often told Rahul.

Indeed, the Bajaj children were never made to ties they were something special,
except to be told that they had to live up to tlegaBname in terms of excellence. “Every
Indian has a responsibility to make India a greamntry. No matter what we are, we can
all contribute towards this goal,” Mr. Bajaj usexdtell the children. Though he had heard
it often, it had not made as much impression on &snit did after the dancing incident.
He began thinking as to how he too, could do somgtior India.

As he grew up, Rahul began enjoying his discussatis his father more and more
and which sometimes went on into the wee hourshef morning. They discussed
everything, including serious subjects like philjpsp and ethics. During these
‘discussions they talked as equals and Rahul frdelggreed with his father on many
matters. But the discussions were also the timéhiteenager to clarify doubts.

“Don’t we have to be strong to stand up to the \&iespowers, Kakaji?” he asked
during one such father-son discussion. He had niewgotten his father’'s words about
making India a great world power.

“Yes, of course. And strength can come from varisogrces. We can be strong eco-
nomically, by growing enough food grains to feed paople, by building our industry,
by creating employment and giving the people aebetiandard of life. These will make
us strong too,” he said. “We could not do all tlisve were under British rule. But now
that we are free, we can achieve a lot. All we nieedo is to work hard to reach our
goals!”



As always, Rahul couldn’t but admire the way hithéa made everything look so
easy! All through such discussions even as he gigwhis father never once suggested
mat Rahul should join the family business. In faet,often told Rahul that he would have
to make up his own mind as to what career he wiked

“Rahul, whatever you want to be in life, you areeftto be. But make sure you are the
best at it. If you want to be a sportsman go ahbatipe a world champion. To be the
best in your chosen field requires a lot of hardknend application. Just remember the
90% and 70% boys.” Rahul nodded assent.

When an acquaintance had once suggested that hid shoter family business,
Rahul’s father said, ‘It is entirely up to Rahuldecide what he wants to do with his life.
There is no compulsion on him to do anything treatihesn’t want to do.”

Compulsion or not, Rahul had already decided wkawanted to be—an industrialist.
But not any old industrialist. He would try to beetbest, just as his father had asked him
to be. ‘I will go to Harvard after | graduate inoeomics and law,” he decided.

His destiny had already been charted and all heddd was to go towards it to make
his mark in the Indian industry. He had embarkedagaurney in which excellence was
the goal.

‘One day, | am going to be part of this countrytewgth. |1 know I can do it, by giving
it all I have,” he resolved.

He did too and continues doing so. He put the nabio the move, with his scooters
and motorbikes, autos and vans, among dozens ef tilngs that the Bajaj companies
manufacture and export all over the world.

HAMARA BAJAJ

Today, thanks to his efforts, ‘Hamara Bajaj’ isabehold name in millions of homes
in India and abroad. His grandfather and fatherldibave been proud of him.

Rahul Bajaj, heir to the Bajaj Empire, has indeedeala lot for his country. Having to
live up to the high standards of his grandfathem 3amnalal Bajaj and his father Shri
Kamalnayan Bajaj, he has proved himself worthyheffamily name.

Born on 10 June 1938, he did his schooling from Baynand later graduated in Eco-
nomics and Law. After his MBA from Harvard BusinegSshool, he joined the family
business, working his way up the corporate ladileim 1968, he took over as the Chief
Executive Officer of Bajaj Auto Ltd.

He increased the annual turnover of the company foound Rs.72 million in 196S
to about Rs.29 billion in 1996-97. In the process,created ‘Hamara Bajaj’ and made
every Indian proud of it. The Bajaj Group of whiBlajaj Auto is a part, employs over
33,000 people.

He has received numerous awards and certificatesaafilence, in addition to holding
prestigious posts both in the Indian government @m¢hte organisations both here and
abroad.



THE LIGHTNING KID
(VISWANATHAN ANAND)

“Come and see what | have got for you!” called Adiarmother. She had just returned
from the market. Like any other six-year-old, Ananghed to see the surprise that she
had brought for him. She pulled out a square bbgt ine see it. Let me...!” cried Anand.

Laughing, she slowly set the box down on the taHke.watched impatiently as she
opened the box. “Oh, | know! It is a chess boaldhBe let me set the board, please!” he
begged.

“Okay, okay, but first have a look at the boardt't eee you count how many squares
there are on the board!”

“One, two, three......sixty three, sixty four!
Thirty-two each of black and white! There! Shadli$o count the coins?”

“No Baba, they are not coins,” laughed his mottiEney are called chess men. “See,
there are two sets of them, one black and one yisite explained.

“These small men are all alike!” exclaimed Ananac tdy or game had ever excited
him as much.

“Yes. They are called the pawns and each playdrhaite eight of those. The other
eight chess men are called pieces. Each one ahét&smen move in a certain pattern....”
As she explained the game, she set the boardwiheaoks to the corners, the knights
next to them and the bishops beside them. The &mbqueen in the centre. He was an
excellent pupil and learnt the basics of the gamm®oitime.

“Shall we play Amma?”

That day, Anand forgot his dinner and his bedtifA@ama, suppose | move the horse
here, | can capture your king, can’t I?” He woutdre satisfied till he got it all right.

“Why, yes, Baba! But you call it ‘checkmate’, naapture’. And now, come to eat
your dinner. | have made tamarind rice and friegagams!” The announcement would
have normally been greeted by joyous yells, butdlag, he wouldn’t get up from the ta-
ble, lost in yet another game which he decideddyg against himself.

Anand loved other games too. In fact he liked plgyiennis and badminton with his
mother. She never treated him like a kid, alwaysngi him the importance of an equal.
Nor did she pretend to lose and make him feel hagtymut having beaten her, an adult.
They played as equals and she quietly taught hanrdes of the game. Unlike other
children his age, he somehow didn’t like playingarien’s games like hide-and-seek and
police-thief. “They are not proper games!” he wos&y when asked why he didn'’t join
the neighbourhood children in their games.

But now that he had discovered the wonderful gamghess, he wasn't interested in
any other. There was a chess club near the Vishthamsi house in Madras. Anand’s
mother took him there one day and introduced hirthéoorganisers. There were several
tables where men and women were playing. The hibgs eyes shone. He would come
there as often as he could!



The next day he was there right after breakfastadW do | play against?” he asked
one of the officials. The tables were slowly fitlimp. However at one table, a gentleman
sat brooding over the chess board. When he heaadd\speak, he looked up and beck-
oned to him.

“Would you like to play against me?” he asked.

Anand nodded eagerly. The two got down to playthg,little boy intently gazing at
the board and the older man looking solemn. “CHes#ld the gentleman after a while.
The seven year old boy’s face fell but he smilealvbly, stood up and extended his hand
to the older man. “Thank you, for playing with mg”she said gravely. He then went to
watch another couple playing at a nearby tablerkgjoing home.

School was out for the summer and Anand had foupthee where he could spend
hours enjoyably. Every morning after that, he qglyickinished his breakfast and
presented himself at the dub. Visitors to the ajab used to the sight of the solemn
young boy looking for partners to play against. fehevere days when he lost all the
games he played. It was a touching sight to seeshake hands gamely with the winners
every time.

Back at home, he gave way to his disappointment &hma, | lost both the games
today,” he would say unhappily, his voice wobblimigh tears.

“It doesn’t matter, Baba. You will do better tommw, I'm sure. Didn’'t you learn
something more today — about chess, about the keistgou made? The next time you
will play a little better- We have to keep learniingm our mistakes and improve. Don’t
ever lose heart,” she said. Anand nodded.

“Who is that little boy who comes here every mogpromptly at 9 A.M.?” asked a
visitor one day.

“Oh, that is Anand. He is very keen on the gamefabtie has only won a few games,
but he is so dignified when he loses. It sometibresks my heart to see him lose. But
his spirit is amazing.” said the secretary of thiboc

“I played a game with him yesterday and found hiniteg good. All he needs is
practice and perseverance. He is sure to go ptaseslay,” said another person who had
joined them. “Hm..m..Perseverance. Why, boys heslage interest so easily and yet he
keeps coming back. That certainly deserves an awlas$n't it?” asked the visitor.

That was how Anand had won his first award, atafe of seven, though it was not
for winning. It was a book on chess.

So single-mindedly did he pursue chess that hihendtad a difficult time keeping
him interested in other games. Whenever she chllador a game of tennis or badmin-
ton, he would instead ask, “Shall we play just gaene of chess, before going to the
court?” At school, he was popularly referred talees chess kid. “Hey Anand! What are
you dreaming of? Are you wondering how to protemtiryking?” his classmates would
tease him if they found him sitting quietly. Gooatured and friendly, Anand laughed.
He didn’t mind such ribbing from his friends.

At the club, Anand had begun winning some gamesalsi@ found some of the play-
ers quite helpful and who offered hints to the edg®. News of chess championships
never failed to excite him. It wouldn’t be wrong gay that he lived, breathed and even



dreamt of chess. He was about nine when his fathesenior official in die Indian
Railways was posted to Manila on an assignmentrievaplace, he had no friends in the
beginning, so he spent a lot of time reading antthvwag television and video movies
after completing his school work. And of course,pteeyed chess. His mother invariably
had to play against him..

“Amma, please come and play one game, just onekvbigld often plead with her.
Seeing his eagerness, she would leave her wotktErand played with him.

“Oh, you do take so long to make your moves,” heglained when she took time to
think her next move. His own movements were swide in a split second, sometimes
as soon as she had moved her piece!

Soon he was not only beating his mother, but atsofamily friends who dropped by
at the Vishwanathans’ place, whom Anand cajoled ingame!

One day his mother saw a game show on televisibighavas based on chess. First a
game was telecast and at the end of it, there wjasza The winner was to be selected by
lots from amongst those who had solved it correatigt would be invited to the show for
a prize. It sounded just ideal for Anand! Quickhestaped the show on the video re-
corder for him since he was away at school. It teecast every week day.

Anand was delighted. He watched the game carefiillyas one of the most exciting
hours of his young life. “Oh, | am going to try thamove next time!” he cried as he
watched. The puzzle at the end of the show wassiergle for the earnest nine-year-old.
“Amma, will you check my answers? | want to postlie asked his mother.

“Not now. First, you change your clothes and hawaething to ea,” she said firmly.
And then added kindly, “Hurry up and you can catmttay’s post. Who knows, we will
see you on the show next time?” Anand laughed- Hg mot even thinking about being
on the show. All that mattered was that he hadesbthie puzzle and his mother had said
it was correct. This became a routine with him gveay. It was not surprising for
someone who had won the award for perseveranesy gdars ago.

Sure enough, the perseverance paid off. “Amma,,ldédiave got a letter from the
television company!” cried Anand waving the letteppily. “I think | have won!” true
enough, he had been declared winner by the drdetf‘Please be present on the 3rd of
August at the office of Manila Television Centrer the prize giving ceremony,” the
letter stated.

“Oh, wowie! I'm going to be on the show!” Anand wisilled- On the appointed day,
he went to the television centre with his mothdre programme host introduced him and
presented him with a book on chess.

Anand was an instant celebrity at school the next dfter all it isn't everyday that
one of the students was featured on a televisi@wsiinand however took it in his
stride. He won two more contests, though his arsweare right every time. The only
reason he didn’t win more times was because thaeviwas selected by draw of lots.

After that, Anand began to take part in local t@ments too. One such competition
featured some of the big names of Philippines sshAnand was to meet the previous
year’s winner the next day. He was quite keyedhagpahole day.



“Amma, | wonder if | can beat that player!” saich@&d doubtfully. For a little boy,
he sounded pretty worried.

“You must learn to relax and enjoy the game. D@®t nervous thinking about an
opponent’s name and fame. Anyone can win if he layelligently, just as any big
player can have a bad day. All you can do is tpgme well to tackle any situation,” she
assured him, while arranging the chessmen on thelbo

The next day, though, all his doubts came back.ddily till he sat before the board.
As he hunched over the table, his tension fell alikaya cloak. He forgot that his oppo-
nent was a champion and that he had been apprebesisout meeting him only the
previous day. All that mattered was the board amfof him.

Anand was quick, as usual. He gazed at the bo&edtly. ‘If only he were to place
his knight there, Would have a chance to checkmate him!" thought Anaxcitedly, his
mind calculating his opponent’s moves furiously.t Bwstantly thought, ‘Of course, he
won’'t make such a stupid move! After all he is biméding champion/ he told himself.

But that was exactly the move that he made! Anamaldn’t believe his eyes! He
quickly moved his queen and said ‘check’. His opgdis king was well and truly sur-
rounded. His opponent looked at the board disbieligy shaking his head. He glanced at
the boy who sat across him and who hardly cameoupst shoulder. He stood up and
shook Anand’s hand- “Well done, boy,” he said, ipgtthim on the shoulder, Anand
beamed. His mother had been right after all! Evaamgions can make mistakes just as
underdogs can make the right moves. That day, banbe confident of himself and his
game. He had beaten the title holder and donerédard time too.

“Amma, | did it!” he exulted. “I don’t know how, tu did it!”

“You played with a level head and intelligently. dAnyou won,” she replied
practically. She didn’t believe in making him owaEnfident and complacent by praising
him too much.

Slowly he improved his game and it was not longolete played and won every
game at school and in local tournaments. It waarafy from someone who had lost
every game he played not many years ago.

“Doesn’t that boy Anand play fast! | wish | had hhis talent!” cried his friends in
school.

“Are you planning to become a professional chesyeP” asked his school friend
Nemo.

“I don’t know. | have a lot to learn yet beforedrcthink of any such thing,” he replied
thoughtfully. But the seeds had been sown in mgée mind. On his return to India, he
began participating in local tournaments.

“There is no use playing today. Anand is there.vlébe winning all the games till
evening,” commented players in despair when they lsian at the table, his shoulders
hunched and his eyes unwavering on the board.

He used to go to the Tal Club at Madras to takeipahe Sunday tournaments. There
were no prizes for the winner and the matches wixged on the knock-out basis. Anand
literally knocked them all out! From there it wassf a step away to the national and



international circuits, where he blazed new traitel etched his name in the annals of
chess.

The ‘Lightning kid’ from Chennai had arrived!

THE TIGER FROM CHENNAI

India hasn’'t had many world champions in Individspbrts, but Vishwanathan Anand
is one of them and by far, the best in his field&urBon 11 December 1969, he got
interested in chess at a very early age and betamngungest National champion at the
age of 16. He was also the first Grandmaster frodmal Currently, he is ranked No:2 in
the world. He has beaten all the top players in weeld and even computers in
tournaments. Recently he played and won againsiosnputers in Amsterdam.

Though he has been taking part in chess tournamegatssince he was a child, he has
not neglected his studies. He is a B.Com graduadeplans to study further when he can
take time out from his numerous matches and touengsn

Thanks to Anand’s contribution to international shiemore and more children are
taking an interest in the game. In a country wiosiglren are familiar only with cricket,
this is indeed an achievement. Little wonder tHemnjs known as the ‘One Man Chess
Revolution’.

He is the youngest person to be awarded the PadmaCBher awards include the
Arjuna Award and the first Rajiv Gandhi Khel Ratwaard.

THE BOY WHO ASKED QUESTIONS
(PROF. YASHPAL)

“Pal, where are you?” called Mr. Ram Pyare Lalhaslooked for his son in the
railway station at Quetta.

Mr. Lal had come to see off a friend who was legviar Lahore and while he was
talking to him, the four-year-old boy had wandeoéd His attention had been attracted
by the train that was entering the platform. Fowldle there was panic as everyone
searched for Yash Pal.

“Sir, he’s here,” called out one of the men lookfng him. Yash Pal, hidden behind a
big load of merchandise was intently looking atltogies.

“Oh, why did you wander off?” asked a relieved Mal, trying not to show his an-
noyance.

But the little boy was unaware of the panic he kadsed. “Bauji, why are these
things sticking out? Why can’t the compartmentsatiached to each other?” he asked
curiously.

“What?” began Mr. Lal angry at his son for causangcare, but looking at his serious
face, decided to leave the scolding for later. “Ytell me why they are there,” he
answered with a smile.



It was an intriguing question for the little boyeHhought and thought till his face
brightened.

“I know! Because, if they are not there, the coachél dash against each other and
break!” he said triumphantly. His father laugheWéil, they would not exactly break,
but it will be pretty uncomfortable for those sitji in them with the coaches bumping
into each other and throwing everything about.

That was how Yash Pal was, always full of questiabeut things around him. He
loved to find out why things were so and if he cbgét an answer, he would try to work
them out for himself. “Yash Pal will do great thingne day,” said neighbours and
friends.

Quetta was earthquake prone and whenever tremoesfele families slept outside to
minimise the danger of being buried. This was agitexg thing for the children. It was
more like a picnic for them when they could sleepler the stars and call out to their
friends in other tents.

Earthquakes were not always fun, though. When Ieealvaut eight years old, a severe
earthquake hit Quetta. Many families were trapmesibie their homes including Yash Pal
and his family. For several hours they lay under thbble till they were dug out by
rescue workers. His sister had become unconscioig 0ok their mother some time to
revive her.

What had only been a game became a grim realittheochildren. Many people had
died. Yash Pal and his family sat on the rubblevbat had been once their home. Mr.
Lal had left to help in the rescue work, leavingsMtal in charge of the children. Yash
Pal was devastated by the destruction. Roads hastida, buildings had been razed to
the ground. There were fires caused by the earkequa

“Pal, do you think the shop round the corner wolidtve collapsed too?” asked his
friend Kundan. It was a shop that sold candiestaffdes among other things. Yash Pal
instantly knew what his friend was thinking.

“I think so,” he replied presently.

“Why don’t we go and see?” The two boys ran, stungbbver the rubble. When they
reached the shop, they found the glass jars smasiteidcontents scattered all over the
place. They stuffed their pockets with the candieffees and other things they could
salvage. For the next few minutes the children,esofithem crying in fright were given
a treat by Yash Pal and Kundan. They all forgotatshquake for a while.

Yash Pal’'s mother was sitting with his sister im &ems. She was worried. “We can't
stay here; we have to go to the relief camp,” shid. sTheir father had not yet returned
from his rescue work. She managed to salvage dhiegs from under the rubble and put
them into a big tin. Placing the tin on her head halding the younger children by their
hand and the little girl on her hips, she startedards the camp.

Yash Pal felt very proud of his mother. ‘She isstmng and is not weeping like so
many other ladies! he thought, following her. Sgethe destruction around them, he
wanted to ask a hundred questions.

“Mataji, how do earthquakes occur?” he asked her.no



“l don’t know exactly, but only that huge rocks @ndhe earth’s surface keep moving
and squeezing each other. Sometimes they crashsagaich other with great force, and
then earthquakes occur. You will learn more abbirt school,” she replied patiently as
she picked her way among the rubble.

After that day, for several weeks Yash Pal kepteaisto the ground and tried to listen
to the rocks moving and crushing each other! Fahgwthe earthquake, Quetta was
evacuated. Yash Pal’s father, who worked as a aheitke Ordinance Factory had to stay,
but he went to leave his family in his native \géaof Jhang in Punjab.

A few weeks later, after Mr. Lal returned to Quetérs. Lal took her children to her
father’'s house in Kot Isashah, a tiny village imRib. Yash Pal’s grandfather ran a flour
mill which was attached to the house.

The flour mill was an exciting place for childréfhe machinery was a source of awe
to them It was a huge contraption with a singlencidr, gigantic grinding stones and
enormous fly-wheels which were about 5 feet acrddsen it was switched on, gusts of
gas escaped through the chimney. Yash Pal’'s uonke Bheri Mama, who took care of
the mill, had devised his own whistle by placinga at the top of the chimney, which
made a lot of noise, vibrating with each gust o gad informed the villagers that the
mill was open for the day.

“Mamaji, please start the engine,” Yash Pal andbnethers would pester his uncle
early in the morning, just to listen to the whistle

“Not now. Once the mill starts, we have to keepdfeg the grains because stopping
and restarting it would be difficult,” he told them

Yash Pal also liked watching him service the maghifhis was an elaborate affair
and took at least three days. The whole machinexy taken down part by part, the
stones were chipped to roughen them up for bettedigg and then reassembled. Yash
Pal often helped him by handing out tools and Imgipn oiling the parts. He found it
most interesting that Mamaji did all the work, vath even learning at any school how to
do it!

“I learnt it all by taking the whole machine apartd putting it back again to un-
derstand how it worked,” he explained to the amdireel boy, becoming an instant hero
in his eyes. All one had to do with these machinesnatter how huge, was to figure out
how they worked! Now, wasn’t that simple? He losing of the awe of the mill after
that.

Yash Pal was only too glad when they returned tet@u Despite the mill and its at-
traction, he missed his old school and friends libeke. One of them was Lali. Yash and
he had many adventures together.

One such adventure was to go and watch the platecme to Quetta once every
month or so. Lali lived in the cantonment area toadtiny airstrip was near his house. So
it was he who brought news of any plane that hadrilin. The day one did, the two
boys would go to the airfield in their bikes afsehool.

The airfield was just a small strip of runway witht even a proper building. The most
fascinating fact for them was that such a smafilaire had come all the way from far off
Calcutta! It was covered with dust and to the bbjmoked wonderful.



“Hello boys! Came to see the plane?” asked thd,mldriendly man named Mr. Bose.
They nodded eagerly.

“Come tomorrow morning at eight. | will let you seeside and also watch while |
service the plane for its flight back to Calcutta.”

The next day, they were there exactly at the timdédd said. “Did you fly non-stop
all the way?” asked the boys. At 12, they had eiflia about these things.

“No. | had to stop twice for refuelling. But | madiee flight in 10 hours,” replied Mr.
Bose, as he checked the controls and did a bidljaosaments. That sounded pretty fast to
the boys. By trains it would have taken severaktay

The friends did a lot of other things too. With npgreople actively involved with the
Arya Samaj at that time, the children were drawo Bocial service too. He, along with
his friends went from house to house every weekentbllect grains and flour to feed
the poor. This desire to do something for the fessinate which he imbibed from his
parents stayed with him all his life.

At school, Yash Pal not only did well in his owndies, but also helped others who
weren’t so good. Even at school he was always gsfjirestions. But he also had the
answers to most of the questions the teachersnputass. One of his Pathan friends
called him ‘Mota sar’ (big head), because he wastsdnd his head seemed oversized in
comparison to his body.

Every time the teacher asked a question, the ottmrkin’t answer, he would say,
“Mota sar would know the answer!” and sure enougish Pal would give the correct
reply.

School was okay, but there were no labs where toeyd conduct experiments or
even observe them being conducted. One day, Ydshd@asin, Jagdish, had come from
Lyallpur, where he was studying. He was two yedderothan Yash Pal. He kept talking
about the fantastic chemistry and physics labsthadexperiments they conducted there
which made Yash Pal long to go and study there pHisnts even agreed to send him.

Fortunately for him, his father got transferred&balpur. This was a welcome turn of
events for Yash Pal, even though he knew he woudd hs friends.

But things were not so easy for him in Jabalpure Phincipal of Maharashtra High
School told his father that Yash Pal should joia ¢ighth standard, but Mr. Lal insisted
that he should study in the ninth as he had alrgadged his eighth standard in Quetta.
“He will catch up with the rest in no time,” he assd the Principal who agreed after
much persuasion.

Though he had expected things to be different, dteriot been prepared for the sea
change in the syllabus. For one, many subjects weweto him. For the other the me-
dium of instruction was English. He plunged int@ ttoutine and began enjoying the
studies. The teachers were all excellent.

One of his favourite teachers was Mr. Pawar whghathem a few of the subjects.
Whichever subject he taught, he managed to madasy and enchanting. For instance,
as he taught geography, he kept his class up-wowldlh the happenings in the War by
pointing out the places and talking about them -eirtthocation, their climate, their
natural resources, etc.



He also taught them geometry. This was a new sufgedrash Pal and his favourite
one. He was spellbound by the angles, curves arepl Best of all was the logic behind
the laws of geometry. To the boy who had come balpar without any idea of the sub-
ject and whose curiosity was never satiated urtteswas provided with the reason be-
hind every theory, here was a treat.

He poured over theorems and laws and worked ouwduires till he had understood the
subject perfectly. What he liked best about thgesatlwas that it was a perfectly logical
subject. Given a premise which, taken as being thes conclusion followed in logical
steps. It was like seeing a jigsaw puzzle fall ipfexce and no less exciting to him.

Mr. Pawar made it all the more interesting, by rigkspecial interest in his bright
pupil. He enjoyed the knowledgeable questions afhyRal, let him work out the answers
for himself and only providing him with hints. Tdes and pupil enjoyed this game
because Yash Pal didn’'t want pat answers to hibtdof course, there were times
when Yash Pal had to struggle with a problem fairredefore approaching his teacher
for help, but it was worth the time because he wowhderstand the problem from
various angles.

Things were by no means a cakewalk for him. Hehgeself tougher and tougher
goals and satisfied himself and his teachers bghieg them through sheer hard work
and struggle.

It was not all work and no play for Yash Pal and biothers. They rode their bikes,
and played with other children in the neighbourhddd had an artistic bent of mind and
learnt to play the harmonium and drawing. He madedgpencil sketches of great
personalities like Tagore and Swami Dayanand. Ohéi® father’'s friends was a
draughtsman and Yash Pal loved to visit his pladedrn more about scale drawing.

Everyone was interested in learning about the warwaanted to listen to European
stations to get the latest war news. Mr. Lal hadiagad to get an old radio but there was
no electricity to run it. It was Yash Pal who fourhé solution to the problem.

“Jaggo, your house has electricity. If | stretckviee from your house to mine, will
you switch the power on for an hour every evening@”asked his playmate and the
landlord’s daughter.

She considered the request and agreed. Things avdirke except on the days her
team was defeated in a game of ‘pittu’ by Yash®am! Then off she would rush and
pull out the plug that supplied power to Yash Peddio. It would take all his powers of
cajoling to make her switch it back on!

Having always been interested in discovering tlasaas behind why things worked
so, Yash Pal was most excited about the labs imatcand the experiments they
conducted in chemistry and physics.

“Today we are going to find the specific heat opper,” said Mr. Pawar. Yash Pal
was all ears. The experiment would measure how mhedt it takes to raise the
temperature of the substance by one degree.

The students were each given a piece of copperamidetold how to conduct the ex-
periment. It sounded rather exciting to think tbae could actually measure the proper-
ties of things like heat. If one could do that,edurone could also measure other things,



things like the time taken to cool it back to itsgymal temperature; the force of the earth-
guakes, the velocity of wind, the distance to ttaess— it was the most exciting day for
Yash Pal, because a simple experiment had giverthendea that the Universe, like the
huge mill in his grandfather’'s house was just aeothiant mechanism and one could eas-
ily understand by conducting specific scientifiggeiments. But to do all this he would
have to first learn more about the tools — physiesg its laws. Once he did, and he was
able to understand at least some of the workingbetiniverse, he could do something
to make life better for everyone. What a wondeitffirig to be able to do!

In the next few years Yash Pal became a star stude¢he school and a favourite of
Mr. Pawar. His interest in physics remained andvas constantly encouraged by Mr.
Pawar.

As expected, Yash Pal grew up into a great sctemigh his immense knowledge of
astrophysics, he helped set up satellite educatibereby a student sitting in any corner
of the country could attend ‘classrooms’ and listerthe lectures by eminent teachers
and see the experiments and field trips. This wsisgne of his many contributions to the
world of science, thanks to his natural curiosityaayoung boy and his unquenchable
thirst for knowledge.

SATELLITE CLASSROOMS

Born on 26 November 1926, Prof. Yash Pal is onda@imost distinguished physicists
of this century. He did his Ph.D. in Physics frole tMassachusetts Institute of
Technology and contributed significantly to the dstuof cosmic rays, high energy
physics, astrophysics, science education, spacéndérgy, communication and
development and education.

He is one of the architects of the satellite edanaprogramme of India, because of
which millions of Indian viewers in the remotestrers of the country are getting the
benefit of specialised education by just switchamgthe television. He is one of the few
scientists who has dedicated his life’'s work tohle&erment of the country by constantly
striving to apply modern communication technologybenefit the common man. He
believes that science is not all facts, but a sulijeat can do much to influence human
values like ethics and compassion.

He has served the country in many capacities imofuthe Chairman of the University
Grants Commission (UGC), Secretary, Department @ferfse and Technology,
Secretary General of the United National ConfereoeeOuter Space, and Chairman,
National Institute of Design. He is currently thatddnal Research Professor.

Among his numerous national and international agjaate the Padma Bhushan
awarded in 1976, the Marconi International Felloywshward (1980), the Fifth Annual
Award of the Association of Space Explorers, therdhani Award (1989), the First
Lord Perry Award for Excellence in Distance Edumati(1992), the Arthur C.Clarke
Award for Communication and Space Technology (1994)

He is also involved with television and is advisar the popular science programme,
“Turning Point”.



THE LEGACY
(USTAD AMJAD ALI KHAN)

Amjad sat in front of his father, in the large nausbom of their house in Gwalior.
Amjad, not yet eight years old, was trying to getaaticular note right on his sarod.

“That’s not correct. Play it again!” said his fathele looked pretty stern. Amjad tried
once more, with fingers that were turning clammghvaweat. When he saw his father’s
brows shooting up, he knew that he had made the saistake.

“Play with concentration, not with a wandering minkiis father scolded. Amjad nod-
ded meekly and tried once more. Again a false onggpt in. This time his father didn’t
say a word. He simply got up and left the room.

Amjad was unhappy at having angered and upsetttieif He decided that he would
play the correct note, right then. A determinedcloame into the boy’s eyes as he kept at
it, unmindful of the pain in his fingers and thenadn his arms. Slowly, the note came
right and melody flowed from his sarod. Amjad wdatexl, not only because he had
played it right, but also because his father hadecback into the room, with a smile on
his face!

His father, the renowned sarod player, Ustad HafizZKhan, was also his guru, his
teacher. This made it rather difficult for Amjadgdause he never sat down and gave him
regular lessons. Amjad picked up tips here andetlasrhe listened when he played or
sang, or when he taught his students, many of wha in their house.

In the evenings well known musicians and artissealed in the hall of their house
for musical discussions. Sometimes his father @avitim to play for the distinguished
guests and Amjad regaled them with his sarod oy Bahis sweet young voice. At times
when the eminent guests sang or played an instiyAerjad accompanied them on the
tabla.

Though Amjad loved music, he missed the games atidtees of the children in his
neighbourhood, because he hardly had any freeditee his school and music lessons.
He was also afraid of getting hurt while playingvhat if the ball hits my fingers?’ he
would think and shudder. How could he then struenstérod?

He was often lonely. All the boys in the neighbaoti had such different interests
and pastimes. But Amjad couldn’t discuss music ralyse a' particular composition
with anyone of the boys his age, not even Karunkeishbest friend, who was into body
building and physical activities most of the tink&e also fancied himself to be the neigh-
bourhood ‘dada’ with a body to match his imagevdas he who sometimes forced Amjad
to take time off for a game of football or cricket.

On one such occasion, Amjad was playing footbalt tdam was on the verge of
scoring the winning goal. When Amjad passed thétbahis team-mate, a burly fellow
from the other side came in the way and Amjad dediwith him. Several boys from the
other side were immediately upon him, crying ‘FQuiFoul!” The game came to an



abrupt halt and fisticuffs took over, with boysrfrdoth the sides giving as good as they
got.

All were participating in the free-for-all fightxeept Amjad. He stood still, as two
boys pummelled him, before Karunesh came to hisuresBy then, Amjad had a cut lip
and a black eye. Karunesh was very annoyed witredmj

“Why were you taking it all quietly?
They weren’t much bigger than you!

You could have easily beaten them or at least pdei® to fight! You are such a
coward.” Amjad was quiet for a while. His whole lydaurt and he felt angry too, at no
one and nothing in particular. But he thought tdatunesh was being rather unfair,
calling him a coward.

“You know very well why | didn’t hit back,” he rejgld after a while. “The moment |
hit anyone, Abba Sahab would get to know; and wadeldhurt to find that one of his sons
had behaved like a ruffian. You know that | carveedream of bringing a bad name to
the family or hurt Abba in any way,” continued Amjaviping the blood from his mouth.

Karunesh was quiet He felt sorry for having beerhasty while blaming Amjad. He
knew that his friend was being groomed to carryéod the family name in the field of
music. “I am sorry,” he said presently, patting Adig shoulder.

When they reached home, Amjad’s father asked, “Werein a fight? How many
times have | told you to keep away from those am$?”

It was Karunesh who answered him. “Ustadji, Amjadhd lift a finger. There were
some new boys from another locality and they jusked upon him.” Amjad’s father
wasn’t convinced, and finally Amjad pleaded, “AbfBahab, | won't play with those boys
in future.”

Later, his- mother cleaned his wounds and appliedicme to them. Her touch was
soothing. “Now go and practice music,” she told higiving him a sweet. Being the
youngest of the family has its advantages too. Arhgppily went to the music room.

He sat there with the portraits of his forefatHerking down benignly upon him. His
mother had told him that he had been born in tleay voom, “you were born into mu-
sic,” she often told him. Looking around, his efj@&son the tiny sarod he used to play as
a child. It had been specially made for him whetae been barely three years old.

When he held it in his hand, he felt the weighhdf heritage and the enormous re-
sponsibility he carried on his small shoulders. btisthers and many of his cousins were
also trained musicians. But his father pinned &lHopes only on Amjad. The boy also
knew that one day soon, he would have to help dtisef earn for the family by the
strength of his music. ‘I will make Abba proud ofem will never let him down/ he
vowed.

He took a deep breath, put aside the tiny sarodparked up his regular one. Soon, he
was lost in higiyaz (practice), trying out new variations. There wgsagticular note he
wanted to play, but try as he would, he couldnttigeight. Finally he lost patience and
cried, “l can’t do what | want to do with this inginent!” His father who heard his cry
came in and sat next to him.



“Here, let me show you. You need patience and &k not anger, to make the sarod
do what you wantbeta,” he told him gently. Amjad looked on in awe as mglpdured
forth from the sarod while his father caresseddfimgs. “You can make the sarod do
whatever you want—sing, laugh and cry.” It was ggpant moment for Amjad and there
were tears in his eyes.

He loved his father at such tender moments, buvde never certain about his feel-
ings towards him. He was scared, respectful anecafinate, all at the same time. His
father's was a towering personality, who was a tgadrhis times. To Amjad, he was the
Ustad and the father and he never knew which osighip took priority. Moreover, his
father was very old in comparison to the fatherhisffriends. It was almost like having a
grandfather for a father! Yet for all that, he ldvand respected him.

One day, while playing Bandishin raagBhairav, he got so involved that he didn'’t
notice his father come ifWah, Bete Sahab’he said with genuine pleasure, when
Amjad concluded. The boy beamed. His father gelyeusled the form of address when
he was very pleased with his son. And for Amjadtigg praise from his father was
almost like a blessing. But that day, there wasamorcome. His father hugged him.

“Your excellent performance today deserves a reydrel said and pulling out some
coins, he pressed them into Amjad’s palm. “Go atictv a movie with your friend!” he
said with a twinkle in his eyes.

“Shukriya (thank you), Abba Sahab”said Amjad happily. He went straight to
Karunesh’s house.

“Shall we go and see ‘Baiju Bawra'?” he asked hisnid, who readily agreed. The
two boys had a great time at the movies, listenmmghe wonderful music of Baiju’s
soulful songs while munching on spiclgana(roasted gram).

Amjad lived in Gwalior till he was 12 and then fasnily shifted to Delhi. There, they
lived in a colony of artists—where, the likes oétBagar Brothers, the Dhrupad singers,
Siddheshwari Devi.who sang Thumris, Shambhu MahbheaKathak maestro and Wahid
Khan the renowned sitarist, lived. He grew up sumdeed by music and dance, among
like-minded men and women who respected each other.

But Modern School in Delhi, where he was admitteds a different world altogether
for Amjad, who had grown up in the small town of &ior.

“The boys speak so differently from us!” he told mhother. For someone like him,
used to the respectful forms of address and thié torgue of a cultured family, the
rough language of a big city was shocking. But sd@ngot over his initial hesitancy and
began making friends, thanks to his sarod.

When played at a school function, he became theeefh attraction. “What is this
instrument? We haven’t seen anything like thisid $he boys to him backstage.

Music being Amjad’s favourite topic, all his shysdsft him as he held forth. “This is
the sarod and it was invented by my forefathers,tdid the boys proudly. “It has been
adapted from theabab,a musical instrument which is used with folk mu€mne of my
Pathan ancestors from Afghanistan brought it tealn8incerabab has a staccato sound
it is unsuitable for classical music. To overcoris fproblem, Ghularn Bandegi Khan,
the Pathan’s son, who was interested in classicagianmodified it into the present form



of sarod. Of course there have been several changdee original instrument since
then.”

The story of the sarod made Amjad quite popular regritie boys. But there were
some who thought that he was getting too much itapee.

“I am sure you can only play tre@apsandraagsin it! You can'’t play any other kind
of music!” challenged one boy, trying to pull Amjddwn.

This was an open invitation to Amjad. “Of courseeaan play any kind of. music on
sarod! It is a wonderful instrument,” he said, gfua the quick. He then played a film
tune, much to the delight of the boys. Whateveemestions any boy had about Amjad,
was dispelled with that demonstration and finatlg,was part of the group. He continued
to be different from them, and yet was one of them.

One day, the principal called Amjad. “I want yourgpresent our school in the inter-
school music competition,” he told the boy. Andghnegan a succession of performances
which fetched trophies and awards for his schod. hlusic teachers at school also en-
couraged him in every way.

Outside school, he played with his father on cascdie was still in high school,
when he got the opportunity to go abroad. He wavdoa member of a group of
musicians, dancers and singers, which was beingssped by Asia Music Society for a
series of concerts in the USA.

When he heard about it, his father was worrieadafi’t allow you to go!” he cried. He
was terrified of flying and for that reason, hadsged up several opportunities to go
abroad. Now he wouldn't let his beloved son to tdieerisk of flying!

“Abba Sahab! | will be fine! There is nothing to wyp about. So many others are
going. Please say ‘yes'/’ pleaded Amjad. It todkadlhis persuasive powers to make his
father agree. He blessed his youngest child wilsta his eyes.

Amjad, on his own for the first time, gave a goadaunt of himself and completed a
successful tour.

Back home, he continued accompanying his fatheulaely during his concerts and
also gave solo recitals. Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan wasirhig his hearing and therefore gave
more and more chance to young Amjad to play orestag

About a year or so, after Amjad’s US trip, his f&athvas invited to play for some dis-
tinguished guests at Delhi.

Amjad routinely prepared to accompany his fathésxer&€ was nothing to indicate this
concert was going to be any different from numermathers that had preceded it.

Just before the programme was to begin, Ustad HdifiKkhan went up on stage, “It
gives me great pleasure to present my son AmjadKiddin as the artist of this evening!”
he said, motioning to a confused Amjad to cometakd his place on the stage.

This was so unexpected! There was a moment of gani&mjad. ‘How can | fill in
for Abba Sahab? Will the knowledgeable audienceepicme in his place?’ he thought
worriedly. But his father had already made the amecement and there was no way he
could back out. Nervous, but proud because hiefdtad thought him capable enough to
stand in for him, he ascended the stage and touukddther’s feet.



But a while later, sitting before the audience,plished all misgivings aside. With a
silent prayer to the Almighty, he began strummiAgnew energy coursed through his
veins and tingled in his fingers. They danced; ssed and coaxed melody out of his
instrument till divine music soared and filled gneditorium.

The thundering ovation that greeted the end ofédugal was ample proof of the fact
that the son had indeed justified the faith offateer in him. The legacy had been passed
on from one generation to yet another of masterdsplayers.

From Amjad to Ustad Amjad Ali Khan

Ustad Amjad Ali Khan is one of the leading musisiari our times. Born in 1945, he
comes from a family of distinguished musicians wdmorned the courts of Mughal
Emperors. He has more than held his own in thisisiulineage which includes the re-
nowned sarod wizard Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan — his &athnd guru.

During the course of his musical career, Ustad Alnj#i Khan has composed many
new Raagsand made significant innovations to an ancient fafmindian music, even
while adhering to its classical tradition. He hagpriovised and adapted the sarod to suit
the purely classical musical form. He appreciatesrye musical form including the
Karnataka style of music of South India, Westeassical and even pop music.

Ustad Amjad Ali Khan is especially involved withildien and wants them to give
place to music in their lives. He has composedllamna ‘Ekta se Shanti’ on the occasion
of the 40th anniversary of the UNICEF in 1986. Has halso performed for charity
organisations like Spastics Society of India, Ind@ancer Society, Blind Relief Fund
and UNICEF. He founded the Ustad Hafiz Ali Khan Meial Society to propagate and
popularise Indian classical music.

Ustad Amjad Ali Khan has been honoured with numerawards among which are
the Padma Shri (1975), and Padma Bhushan (1994),Témsen Award (1989), the
International Music Forum Award, UNESCO (1970) ahd Sangeet Natak Akademi
Award, (1989). He has also been appointed Natidmabassador of UNICEF. He is at
present promoting Indian classical music in Indid abroad.

TWINKLE TOES
(MRINALINI SARABHAI)

Mrinalini sat near her grandmother, gazing at lemefwith adoration. She told the
most fantastic stories’ ever and Mrinalini lovedrsts. Every summer during the
holidays Mrinalini’s family came down to their arsteal home, Vadakath, in Anakkara, a
village in Kerala, which was run by her grandmotivéh a firm but kind hand.

Mrinalini was fascinated by her grandmother. Shd leng ears that came down
almost to her shoulders. The only ornament she waea necklace made of rudraksha.
She dressed in the traditional Kerala style, witwhate dhoti called ‘mundu’ wrapped
round her waist and another piece of doth ovesheulder.

“Ammamma,grandmother) why don’t you wear a blouse?” askethMini.



“Blouses!” snorted her grandmother. “Those are rmeaty for prostitutes and not for
respectable women like us!” Mrinalini didn’t undensd what the word meant, but didn’t
pursue the matter because her grandmother’s toim& éncourage any question.

Mrinalini’s hair was wet from the swim she had hadhe huge tank near the house
along with her many cousins. They had all wokereagy to be able to finish their baths
and attend the elaborate puja, which Mrinalini fdwuite beautiful. She loved the tinkle
of the bells, the fragrance of incense, camphor flowders. The room was lined from
floor upwards with pictures of gods and goddesb&®alini’s gaze searched for and
then rested on the picture of Krishna. This wasf&eourite picture where the Lord was
shown with his leg crossed and playing the flutshk closed her eyes, she could almost
hear the music from the flute. He was also her dat® deity.

The breakfast that followed the puja, was deliciaith hot crispdosaeaten with a
dry chutney of chillies and dal, mixed with a kttbil. Once that was over, the kids were
free to play all over the house. They raced rodmedrboms, shouting to each other and
chattering in Malayalam. The elders in the hous&dd on indulgently.

“Children! Come and eat something,” called theintakunhilakshmi Ammayi from
time to time during the day, as she plied them w#nana and jackfruit chips or some
other delicious sweet. All that running gave therealthy appetite and they devoured
everything she gave them. Mrinalini loved her hayis.

There was one more reason for her to like her grarider’'s house. An endless stream
of people came to their house throughout the dagrd was the astrologer who made
them all sit and read their fortunes; tim@osador local doctor with his medicines who
came when someone fell ill; vendors of all kindswvafre; the best of all, though, was the
kathakali troupe that came and performed for the whole nilyhinalini sat through,
watching their every movement, trying to imitateeithmovements and dancing along
with them in her mind.

It was indeed a wonderful background for a child aremed like another world for
her.

Her grandmother’s house was so different from theime in Madras where a lot of
Western customs prevailed. She was called Babyanayher mother was ‘Mummy’ and
their home was called ‘Gilchrist Gardens’. Not tehé didn’t like her Madras home. She
did. She collected her friends and cousins andhaftaged plays there. Her mother was a
good hostess and she had a stream of visitors wayed for tea and a game of tennis
afterwards. Mrinalini often played with the marKeoach) because she was too young to
play with the visitors, but she didn’t mind this.

Playful and lively, she was also a highly sensity& and was aware of the harmony
of nature around her. The sky, the trees, the eartiey all looked like the parts of a
whole cosmic dance.

One night when she was six, she had a dream. #hét,was walking along a seem-
ingly endless trail. The path was lined with trees either side, their tops forming a
canopy above. Even as she walked, she suddeniy lbagaing, not knowing why. She
had no idea of where she was going or what shegaiag to find once she reached there.



Then, in the distance she saw a small temple. Véhenarrived there, she found the
resplendent image of Nataraja, the God of Danakihg as though He were waiting for
her.

Mrinalini threw herself at the feet of the Deitydashe heard a voice say, “You must
dance, child, forever!”

It had all been so real that she couldn’t be sitewas a dream or reality when she
woke up in the morning to a bright day. But of dhimg she was sure: she would dance.
Nothing else mattered. The Lord Nataraja himself bi@ssed her, hadn’t he?

“Mummy, | want to learn to dance!” she informed hmother over breakfast that
morning.

“Dance? But whoever heard of a child dancing? fwrgfet it and get on with your
school,” she told Mrinalini.

Mrinalini wouldn’t give up. And then something tiéde happened. Her father died
suddenly. Her mother’'s heart was heavy and she Kmaw Mrinalini grieved for her
beloved father.

His death made her more determined than ever tsupuner quest. Somehow, she
didn’t feel like talking about her dream to anyohig¢hey couldn’t understand her passion
for dance, they wouldn’t be able to understanddream either, she decided. But in her
mind, she knew what she wanted and she set abakihtpfor it. She also knew that she
would have to find a teacher for herself.

“Come Bhatatayya, let's go for a drive,” she caltad to her ayah. She went looking
for her driver George.

The three of them roamed the streets of Madrasy ®nihalini knew why they were
going all over the place. She would suddenly catlto the driver to stop and get out of
the car. “Do you know of someone who can teach melance?” she would ask a
passer-by, whom she thought likely to help herwdeald give her a strange look but the
determination in her eyes would turn it into onewainder. Then the person would shake
his head regretfully before moving away, turningkoto look at the little girl, looking so
forlorn and disappointed that he almost wished dxlheen able to help her out. Dancing
was not as popular in those days as it is todayramanany people knew of any dance
gurus.

Sometimes she walked for miles with her ayah in, tiiterally scanning every street,
as if by looking hard enough she would be ableind & teacher by some miracle. The
search continued for days and weeks. Mrinalini n@ave up hope nor did she tell her
family about her quest. Even her faithful ayah didrave any idea about her secret
search. She faithfully went along with her littlestness who had such a strange light in
her eyes. If only the poor woman knew that Mrinialias thinking of and dreaming
about dancing.

Apparently word had got around that a little gidsMooking for a dance guru, because
one day a kind old man came towards her on thetstrinalini stopped when he came
to her.

“Chinnamma (little one), what is this ‘natyam’ yate asking people about?” he asked
her in Tamil.



“I don’t know,” she replied, “except that when threes, the flowers and the stars in
the sky move in beauty | feel one with them anchdw that it is dance. | know that in
this big city there are people who know dancingt Bulon’t know where to find a
teacher. OhThatha(grandfather), do you know of someone?”

The old man smiled at her explanation and subseguestion. ‘For a little girl of six
or seven, she does have a wonderful perceptionthtneght. Aloud he said, “does your
mother know you want to dance? Are you allowedaoog?”

“Oh, she doesn’t mind what | do,” replied Mrinalpiiickly. “She thinks that | am be-
ing childish and like to wander about. That is veime sends me to the beach every day to
play in the sand and water.”

“Alone?” he asked.

“No. Look there! My ayah always accompanies me. $he is my friend and doesn’t
tell my mother where | go. Now please tell me, do know of a teacher?”

“Come,” he beckoned to her, “and bring your ayathwou. The good woman surely
loves you or she wouldn’t wander about like thigajou.”

And so, the three of them walked to the end of riteed where there was a small
whitewashed house. There was nothing to distingiighom the others on the road.
Mrinalini was excited, as if she realised that blae come to the end of her search. As
they entered the house, she saw that it was cledrt@ol, with well polished tiles that
shone.

An old woman came out and looked curiously at fittee Igirl and the old woman
accompanying her. She spread a mat on the flabrgating at the girl and bade her sit
down. When Mrinalini sat down cross-legged on tre¢ and smoothed down her frock,
the old man also sat down opposite her on the.floor

At first he didn’t say a word. But his deep-set®y@oked at Mrinalini steadily, as if
he were looking directly into her very soul. Butesiasn't afraid/ for it was a gentle
look, full of kindness. She waited patiently foetbld man to speak.

“I am a dance teacher,” he said presently. Hertreddpped a beat. “If you are so in-
terested in dancing, you could become my pupil. [Bafore you do, you must get per-
mission from your mother to learn dancing.” “Buthatha....” began Mrinalini. He
motioned her to listen and continued, “Tell hem @hanjavur Pillai and the name of the
dance | teach iBharatam.But only girls belonging to the temple are allowteddance
and that too not in Madras. Since you came to neeg# from God. | will make you my
pupil. I think you are destined to dance. | willibeMadras for a while and will teach you
as long as | stay. God will decide about the future

Mrinalini only half understood what he was sayititgt he was a teacher and that he
would teach her. That was all she needed to kndwe! Bostrated herself at his feet, in-
stantly accepting him as hguru.

Then holding her ayah’s hand and literally dragdieg behind her, she danced all the
way home. She didn’t know that her ayah was alswidg in her heart. For the little girl
whom she loved so much was happy and her happimads her happy too.



The dream that had set off the search had comelirdact, the dream was just about
to begin to be true. Mrinalini was going to lealnding! She would be a dancer, just as
Lord Nataraja had commanded her to, in her dream.

Mrinalini suddenly stopped within sight of her heu8Bhatatayya, this is going to be
our secret. Please don’t tell mummy. She wouldettrhe learn. She knows we go for
walks and when we go by car, we can request Gewgm tell where we are going,” she
told her ayah, who nodded her head. Though sheafvasl to keep any secret from her
mistress, she would do it for Mrinalini.

And so, for three years, Mrinalini learnt to dameeretly off and on from Thanjavur
Pillai. By then of course, her mother came to kradweer passion for dance and resigned
herself to her lessons. She even enjoyed watchenglance and felt proud of her ac-
complishments. But she was worried about her health

Later, the teachers came home to teach and MrinmaNelled in her art. Even when
she was sent to Switzerland to build her strenfgilgwing frequent bouts of fever she
continued dancing. She joined the ballet and Gdagke classes there.

“Why, we have a dancer here!” exclaimed the teacti®en she saw her sway and
move gracefully like a swan.

The climate of Switzerland agreed with her and sfgained her health. Always
interested in sports, she was soon in every teamrigenetball (now called basketball),
lacrosse and in the winter, skating, skiing andhoekey — taking part in competitions
against nearby schools!

The last day of school was a happy-sad day for alinh Happy because she danced
three solos in the Grecian style and was the $tdreogym. Sad because she was leaving
school and her new friends of whom there were g/ one in particular — Pamela
Margetson. They swore eternal friendship and parted

Back in Madras, Mrinalini slipped just as easilyoirthe traditional Indian life. Her
mother had joined the freedom movement and théovssivere all the great women of
those days like Sarojini Naidu, Mrs. Vijayalakshirandit and Mrs. Cousins.

But for Mrinalini life meant dance and dance mel#et She continued to learn and
dance and continued dancing.....continues danpaemging on the art down to successive
generations.

A LIFETIME OF DANCING

Mrinalini Sarabhai is an internationally reputedsdical dancer and choreographer,
who had choreographed more than 300 dance dramdalsasnmanaged to combine pure
classical dance with modern techniques with gréfaice Being interested in various
forms of dance including the Western ballet andrttede oriented Kathakali of Kerala,
she is the first and only woman to have receivesltber Shrinkalaaward for her
contribution to Kathakali.

Mrinalini Sarabhai also writes for children and Riyepromotes Indian arts and
culture among the younger generation through leeti@monstrations. A widely travelled
dancer, she has popularised Indian dance abroad.



Called the ‘High priestess of Indian dance’, byticsi, she is the founder-director of
the Darpana Academy of Performing Arts in Ahmedaltiacame into being in 1949. She
is the first Indian to receive the medal and diporof the French Archives
Internationales de la dans&he has won the Padma Shri (1968) and Padma Bhushan
(1992) from the President of India. She was awattiedDesikottama (D.Litt. Honoris
Causa) degree, the highest honour of the Viswa @ihamiversity, Shantiniketan, in
1987. She is a fellow of the Sangeet Natak Acadamy has also won the Kalidas
Samman awarded by the Madhya Pradesh Governmentgaotber honours and rec-
ognition awarded by national and international bedi

THE LONELY MUSE
(RUSKIN BOND)

“Daddy, shall we look at your stamp collection?ked Ruskin. He was sitting on a
steel trunk inside the “RAF tent which he sharethwais father. He loved all those exotic
and beautiful stamps. But better than even lookintpem, he loved the stories his father
told about them — about the picture in the stam@lmout the country to which it be-
longed. Sometimes he told him about how he had geth# get a rare stamp. It all
sounded like a great adventure to the ten-year-old.

That day, Mr. Bond was busy. “Not just now, Ruskiat me complete this poem and
then we will organise them, shall we?”

“Oh, Daddy! Will you read your poem to me after ybénish writing it?” asked
Ruskin. His father nodded. Ruskin got up and wasedien the grounds of the camp. His
father worked for the RAF and had got special pssion to keep his son with him. As a
result, Ruskin wasn't able to attend school. Net the minded it. Being with his Daddy
was better than the excitement of school any daty, he is the best Daddy any boy
could wish for! thought Ruskin with pride. Of caa, there were times when he missed
his mother and wished she were staying with theme. &ad separated from her husband
when Ruskin had been about eight. His father mwaa made up for her absence.

He was still wandering on the grounds when Mr. Boathe out. “Shall we go out?”
he asked Ruskin. The boy gladly agreed becausevesl these outings with his father
when they walked through the market, looked inte shhop windows and sometimes
went for a movie. That day though, Mr. Bond tookskKin to a book shop.

“Daddy! Could you buy me a book, please?” he askigsifather smiled.

“Of course, Ruskin! But today, I'm going to buy ysomething else too,” he picked
up a bound notebook. “This is a diary. | want yowstart recording the day’s events at
the end of each day, so that you would know howhee spent your time and what you
have done. Maybe, you could write how you feel alements that happened during that
day It would be like a journal.” Then he bought Kosa couple of books, one of which
wasDavid Copperfieldoy Charles Dickens.

At night, after dinner, Ruskin made the very festry in his journal. It was about the
outing, the diary and the book his father had bodghhim. “l will start readingDavid



Copperfieldthe first thing tomorrow,” he wrote in his well noded handwriting, which
looked just like his father’s.

Not long after that day, Mr. Bond fell ill. He hadt been keeping well for sometime.
Ruskin was scared and worried. But worse was yebttoe. One day his father, who was
just recovering from a severe bout of fever, calied.

“Ruskin, you will be going to a fine school in SH&i he said.

“But | don’t want to go!” protested Ruskin. His fi@r shook his head. “It is for the
best, son,” he replied, with a tinge of sadnedssrvoice.

It was a reluctant Ruskin who left for his new sahsometime later. In Shimla, he
missed his father terribly and felt homesick antkely. He waited eagerly for the weekly
letters he got from his father. Every night, hekttimem all out and read and re-read them.
He also kept his journal, which chronicled his gaittivities.

One night, soon after he joined school, the boyghédormitory were preparing for
bed. Ruskin was sitting on his bed, his diary ojpeinont of him.

“Look, our new friend is being very scholarly,” debcott, one of the older boys. He
was a burly boy and looked quite intimidating. Haswsually left alone by the others.
Ruskin ignored him and continued writing.

“The ‘horse’ is acting very snooty, isn't he?” adkRana, trying to snatch the diary
away. Ruskin had earned the nickname ‘horse’ — agishb because of his healthy
appetite. A quiet boy as a rule, he only got inghts if he was provoked too much. “Just
keep off or else...” said Ruskin in a calm voidghtening his hold over his diary. But
this was an open challenge to Scott which he wdulehpass and be humiliated in front
of the boys. He laughed loudly. “So, the ‘horseh adso threaten, can he?” he asked.
This was enough to set Ruskin off.

He closed the diary, got down from the bed and damea terrific push. Taken by
surprise, Scott fell down. Ruskin just jumped uplo@ prone figure and began punching
him till he was begging for mercy. Actually Scotasvpretty weak; he only appeared
strong. Once Ruskin decided that the punishmentemasigh, he picked himself up and
continued writing as if there had been no intelinrptThe other boys looked at him with
a new respect.

Later, when all the boys were asleep, Ruskin lagkawthe tears pricking his eyelids.
Slowly, he got up, opened his trunk and took ostfather’s letters. Then thrusting them
under his pillow, he lay down.

Tentatively, they tried to make friends with himutBhough Ruskin was friendly, he
could not bring himself to get close to anyone, yeit He felt his loneliness was some-
thing his own, not to be shared. Slowly his innbtgishness emerged. He began par-
ticipating in sports. He was one of the best fodsan football. And in class, he joined
the others in tormenting poor Mr. Bennett, theitmsateacher. Gifted with a good writ-
ing style he turned in excellent essays which vedéien read out to the class. Still he kept
mostly to himself, preferring his own company ahdse of his books.

It had been over a fortnight since he had gottariétom his father. It was very unu-
sual for Mr. Bond to skip his weekly letter to RirskThe boy worried about his father’s
health. What if he was very ill and had no oneaketcare of him? Ruskin sat with a



book under his favourite tree in the garden, unéblead anything. He stared at the dis-
tant hills and wished he were back with his fatlst then, one of his form masters
came to him.

“How about coming for a stroll with me?” he askedskin.

“Well, all right,” he replied, closing his book lidieartedly. He was annoyed at being
interrupted during his reverie and wondered why thaster suddenly needed his
company for a stroll.

The master was decidedly uncomfortable and theykedalsilently for a while.
“Ruskin, there is something | have to tell you,” began in a rush. Ruskin had the most
horrible premonition. Daddy! Something had happetedaddy...."God needed your
father more than you do, and so....” his mastetticoed in a monotone, but Ruskin
didn’t wait to hear any more.

His Daddy had died, died....He was furious with G@that could He possibly need
his father for, except maybe for his stamp colt@t® How could God do this to him,
taking away his only friend in the world? He rambly, sobbing his heart out. Back in
his dormitory, he pulled out his father’s letteralaead them over and over. He touched
them and imagined that he was touching his deadipadHis grief was so intense that he
couldn’t bring himself to talk about it to anyonapt even when the boys diffidently
offered solace.

Scott was among the first to offer condolence. #RusI’'m so sorry,” he said. Ever
since the incident in the dormitory the previouaryé&cott had kept clear of Ruskin and
treated him with healthy respect.

“That’s all right, Scott. What had to happen hach&ppen,” said Ruskin in a brittle
voice.

His teachers decided that it would be better fan to remain in the school infirmary
for a few days till he got over the shock. Ruskiak his precious letters with him. When
the Headmaster Mr. Priestly came to visit him thieeesaid, “Ruskin, God only takes
away good people. You have to be brave now.” Atrtfention of God, Ruskin began
hating Him all over again. Then Mr. Priestly lookatlithe stack of letters on the bed.
“Are they your father’s letters? You should keeprthin a safe place. Here, let me keep
them for you. You can take them back when you goénd Too grief stricken to protest,
he handed them over.

Thereafter his diary became his friend and contielawhat had begun as a journal of
events, slowly turned into a record of his feelingwards them, just as his father had
said. But for that, Ruskin had become quite listldaring the remaining months before
the vacation.

There was nothing to look forward to during theataans, but he had to go home. The
letters he had left in the safekeeping of his hessler had always been on his mind and
on the last day of school, he went to collect them.

“Sir, I have come to take my letters.” He had tpeat his words twice before the
Headmaster looked up from his papers.

“Letters? What letters? | don’t have any of youtdes,” he said before bending down
to his work. Ruskin was aghast.



“Sir, they are the ones you took from me when was in the infirmary after
my......father’s....death,” the words were torn o@ithim, but the headmaster was not
listening.

"Sir,” began Ruskin again. “Look here, boy. | ansyuso run along.”

Ruskin slowly left the room. At that moment he lobtiee Headmaster as he had never
hated anyone before. It was almost as if his anky\With his father had been severed for
ever. Totally devastated, he ran out, kicking tteaes in his path violently. He had no
time to brood as he had to leave for home wheredwdd be with his mother and step-
father, a home without his Daddy.

In Dehradun, his step father Mr. Hari ignored hiompletely. Unwanted and lonelier
than ever, Ruskin went for long walks in the coysitte. Nature with her bounty offered
him solace. If he passed tbbobi-ghat,Ruskin joined the washer men’s children in their
games. Those were moments when Ruskin came ctodasing happy.

By now, writing had become an abiding interest hadvrote about the sights he saw
during his solitary walks. The birds, the trees #ky — all found their way into his
poems. He didn't stop writing his diary either. Had found the notebook where his
father had written his poems. He picked up the copyickens’ David Copperfield,
which his father had given him. He had read thekbaood found an echo of his own life
in that of David. As he held the book a farawaykleame into his eyes, ‘Writing is going
to be my life’, he told himself silently.

When he returned to school, Ruskin began writing. flled his diary with funny
anecdotes about his masters. His witty phraseswamd pictures brought then to life.
One day during the study period, Ruskin was busyingr when he sensed someone
standing by him. He closed the diary and lookeaiufhe unsmiling face of Mr. Wilson,
their dormitory master who had been featured inpnges that day.

Without a word, he went to the head of the roomuskn, come here! And bring your
copy along.” Fearing the worst, Ruskin took it he tmaster, who then proceeded to tear
it up, page by page in front of the whole classskRuwas helpless, but he neither begged
nor pleaded to be returned his diary. This incidaeatie him more determined than ever
to write.

It was the year 1947 and there was great turmbi\ar the country. The echoes of
Partition were felt even in Bishop Cotton High Sech@®ne day while Ruskin was sitting
in the garden with a book, Azar Khan came and gdtiftn. “Ruskin, we are leaving,” he
said. There were traces of tears in his voice. Risskead jerked up. “I think even Omar
and Hanif are leaving. We will be going to Pakistend to a new school.” He was openly
crying now. Ruskin knew the pain of leaving familggeople and surroundings and he felt
helplessly angry. He just sat by his friend anddrio console him, while he himself sat
hurt inside. Azar was one of the close friends Rubklked made during his stay in school.
“The people I love keep leaving me,” he told himhsehappily.

The despondency didn’t show in his writings, howevdey were full of humour. It
was during one his creative moments that he wrist@dry first story, ‘Nine Months’. It
was all about one of his masters. Since Ruskiniwdalse habit of writing whenever he
found the time or was in the mood, he had just etidiae ‘manuscript” in one of his cop-



ies. Unfortunately for him, he had submitted it éwecking with the ‘manuscript’ still in
it.
The master naturally found it and tore it up. Bywma was a familiar occurrence for

Ruskin to find his creations being thus destroy¢el.watched without expression as his
first story found its way into the dustbin.

Ruskin now began sending his stories to variousaxags. ‘lllustrated Weekly’
published his story while he was still in schoalwas his first published story. ‘My
Magazine of India’, a periodical published from Masl published his stories regularly.
He wrote mysteries and detective stories for wiehgot paid the princely sum of Rs.5
each!

In the meanwhile, he wrote an incredibly funny gtatted, ‘My Calling’. It was about
Mr. Bennett, his maths teacher who had a tough tiogng with the boys. Ruskin was
pretty careless about the ‘manuscripts’ and thiswas also found, by the maths teacher
himself. This time Ruskin was reported to the heaster.

“You are warned hereby not to indulge in such é@ois,” said the Headmaster in a se-
vere voice. Ruskin nodded solemnly, even thouglhdde no intentions of stopping his
creative efforts. More such stories followed anthpps as a consequence the school held
back his graduation certificate.

This didn’t faze Ruskin. What was a mere schoolileacertificate for someone who
had found his vocation?

WRITING ISHISLIFE

Ruskin Bond was born in Kasauli in Himachal Pradesi9 May 1934. An Indian to
the core, he has made the hills of Uttar Pradesih¢ine and lives in Mussoorie. He has
written 30 books for children which include poemsyels and short stories. He writes
for children of all ages, including teenagers. KMekes concern for the environment in
his young readers. Though most of his works aretaogiraphical, they strike a chord in
the readers’ heart. His characters are the similléolk with whom he has made his
home and struck a lifelong friendship.

His books have been translated into several Europad Indian languages. His very
first book, Roomon the Roofvhich he wrote at the age of 17, won him the JohgsR
Memorial Award in 1957. He also won the Indian Caufor Child Education Award in
1987 and the Sahitya Akademi Award for Indian latere in English in 1992.

THE GREEN GURU
(M. S. SWAMINATHAN)

Swaminathan was excited. There was going to begachmpaign to eradicate
mosquitoes in Kumbakonam, a small town in Tamil Wadhere he lived. His school



was taking part in the campaign too. Kumbakonanthose days was well known for
these pests.

He went to his father. “Appa, how can we Kkill &etmosquitoes in this big town? It is
going to be difficult!”

Dr. Sambasivan laughed at his concern. “You just arad see, Ambi. It is going to be
a great success. We are not going to do this aldené.no job is big enough if people
were to join hands. The people are going to tumimgreat numbers. You are going to
see what the power of the people can do!” replisddther.

He was a well known surgeon of Kumbakonam and tegh becently elected as the
Chairman of the Municipal Corporation of the townsocially committed citizen, he had
promised the people to rid the town of mosquitbdseiwere elected the Chairman. And
now he was putting his promise to action. He hdte the help of all the schools in
identifying breeding grounds of mosquitoes in thaiea. The Municipal Corporation
would supply the disinfectant; the rest would beealby the citizens.

“Are mosquitoes such a menace to the people?” aStieaninathan.

“Do you see that man there? See, how large hisdegjsThat is called elephantiasis
and is caused by mosquito bites. Kumbakonam is knasvthe capital of elephantiasis.
Shouldn’t we do something to remove that tag?”$ied Swaminathan.

“Of course, Appa.” He then got excited about thegaign again. “Our school is tak-
ing part in the campaign too! Our teacher had taleermund the area to see where these
insects were breeding. He taught us about th&rcyfcle, their breeding habits and we
even saw their eggs!” he told him, eyes large witmder.

On the day of the campaign it looked as if thererttown was out on the streets, as
groups of men, women and children filled up theysémt pools of dirty water with sand
and cleaned the garbage dumps. Crude oil emulsipplied by the Municipal
Corporation was sprinkled in the sewers and opamslrto prevent the in-.sects from
breeding there.

Late in the evening Swaminathan came home, tireddaty. “I bet our area is the
cleanest!” he told his brothers.

The whole thing had turned into a competition betwéhe teams of adjoining streets
to see whose street was the cleanest. In the mabtesfilth was all cleaned up and neatly
carted away to dumps outside the city. Kumbakonathriever looked or smelt so clean
before! Swaminathan and his brothers were mostesgad and were very proud of their
father, who had organised the whole thing.

He had been right about the power of the peoplé Tbat day Swaminathan was
convinced that all that was required for any progree to succeed was to make people
participate in it. This lesson was to remain etcimelsis memory all his life.

Every year, Swaminathan and his brothers wentdo trative village, Monkombu in
Kerala. The family owned rubber and coffee plaotaithere as also fields of paddy and
groves of coconut. The ancestral house was filled wousins, uncles and aunts and it
was like one large fair. Swaminathan liked theseuahvisits very much.

There was a lot the children could do there. Thiaygu games, climbed trees and
staged plays like Ramayana and Mahabharata. Ththegk were fights between the



cousins, there was also a lot of love — with thad®overflowing with indulgent uncles
and aunts and grandparents. What more could a lofrigtis ask for?

Swaminathan liked these visits for another reasmn He loved to go up to the
terraced coffee plantations with his uncle andteedarming activities. He also liked the
wet paddy fields and watching the women busily phanthe saplings. The sight of the
rhythmic movement of the hands of the women wasiiasing to him. He never ceased
to marvel at the straight line in which the sapdinvgere placed. It all looked very simple
to him, though.

“Uncle, could I plant some, please?” he pleadedhasdincle laughingly agreed.

“It is back breaking work, mind you!” he warned.elten-year-old boy laughed at his
words and enthusiastically began planting the sagslbut within a few minutes his back
began aching. He had to quit, much to the amuseofahe women who continued with
their job without breaking rhythm.

“How can you work continuously like that?” he askbdm with admiration.

“Oh, we have to. We get paid by the amount of weekdo,” replied one old woman.
“Uncle isn’t there an easy way to plant the sagjngaybe a machine?” he asked.
“No, Ambi. If we had machines to do all work, wheduld happen to these workers?

How would they earn their living? In our country Wave too many mouths to feed
and jobs are needed to give them the food,” expthhis uncle.

That set Swaminathan thinking. Things were cenyamott as simple as they looked!

One day while Swaminathan and his cousins wereimgreround the place, he heard
his uncle discussing business matters with someiitapt looking persons. He would
have continued on his way, but something stopped fihey were talking about some
plants dying!

“This new variety of seed we had imported was nodgoThe saplings have all
withered away,” he heard his uncle say. Then fodldva lengthy discussion which he
didn’t follow.

‘Why would a seedling whither away?’” he wonderece Fmembered the green
patches of paddy and thought and thought, till dtetlge answer.

‘Of course! The poor things would have been honkefic their own country! They
wouldn’t have got used to living so far away frorhakever they came from/ he thought
with compassion. Didn’t he himself miss his motiieshe went away? This image stayed
with him for a long time.

Back in Kumbakonam, Swaminathan got interestethénnewspapers. They were full
of news of the World War which had broken out irrdfie. The reports of the war were
quite exciting, almost like the Ramayana and Mahadita wars that he and his brothers
heard from their mother. Only the weapons seemeoketalifferent. While Arjuna and
Bhima used bows and arrows, maces and javelingntdern soldiers used guns, tanks,
rockets and submarines. ,, But what disturbed himewbe reports of deaths. There was
nothing mythical about this War! It was one thimghear about the army of Kauravas
being killed and gloat over it, and totally anothi@ng to hear of real persons dying in the
battlefields of Europe and Africa.



By the time he was 15, he had completed his madtion in 1940. It was decided that
he would join the B.Sc. (Bachelor of Science) ceursTravancore. These four years of
his life proved to be a turning point in his life.

The war was spreading all over the globe. Swamamtoured oveffhe Hindu, a
popular paper in those days. He not only read twesrbut also editorials and articles
written by eminent persons. Heated discussionov@ti among the students about
various matters, mostly about the state of the tgumhe Freedom Movement was at its
peak at that time. Their current hero was Netafittais Chandra Bose.

The college had a strong students’ union and thiggresed a protest rally against
British -high-handedness. “We need to use forcthtow out the oppressed,” thundered
one of the orators. Everyone cheered him lustilye fiation was in the grip of the Quit
India Movement and the speeches were incendiaryreaxdtionary. But India was in the
grip of another catastrophe — the Bengal famina¢chwvivas claiming thousands of lives.

One day Swaminathan met George Kurien, a memb#reoftudent union. “We are
having a debate in the auditorium tomorrow aboetithpact of the War on the Indian
economy,” he informed. “Be sure to be present.”

Swaminathan didn’t need a second invitation. Hedikhese debates and discussions.
The arguments were stimulating and energising. bleagnew perspective of various
matters at these debates. Though he generallydatdeihe meetings as a spectator, this
time he decided to participate in the debate. Heldvepeak about the effect the war was
having on the food grain production. Bengal wasaly in the grip of the famine and the
war was compounding the misery of the people.

There was another reason for his decision. He bad an article imThe Hinduthat
very morning and had been shaken by it.

“Thousands of people are dying outside the gatabeiGreat Eastern Hotel while a
privileged few wine and dine inside its portals&iicca news story. It went on to describe
the grinding poverty of the people of Bengal and hioey foraged for scraps to beat hun-
ger. The article said how food was wasted by thaltivg patrons and thrown in the gar-
bage. The story conjured up such horrible visiohi;xmind’s eye that he was moved to
tears.

The 17-year-old began to seriously contemplateplight of his poor countrymen.
‘When there is a calamity like famine or war, itnet the rich who die. It is the poor
masses,’ he thought.

So emotionally charged was he that day that he ¢eitte-stage during the debate. He
argued that the only way to counter calamities e was to build a stockpile of food
grains, for which it was necessary to first inceepeoduction of the same, “.....it is not as
if we don’t have sufficient natural resources. tlyowe worked hard, we could not only
feed ourselves but also other countries. So whyvareot doing it? Man-made problems
like these have to have man-made solutions,” héegluis father. “Why don’t we get on
with the job of producing food for our people?” &sked in deep anguish. The audience
cheered his passionate speech. But something leagiett for Swaminathan that day.

“Why don’t you take up agriculture? After all, yotamily is into farming, isn’t it?
You could experiment on your ideas then,” said ohkis classmates when he saw how
keen his friend was about the subject.



“No, Kesavan. If | became a farmer, it would onlgke me worry about the crops and
about the fate of my granaries. | want to find batv to increase the yield per acre of
land without discarding our traditional methoddariming. | need to do a lot of research
but that would not be limited to the laboratory.eTitesearch findings would be used on
the farms by every farmer....But first of all, IMeato study agriculture once | complete
my B.Sc.”

‘I must concentrate on genetics. This science aamded on plants too, to develop
better strains of crops,” he thought. Once his mivas made up, he began working
towards finding the answers. He felt certain thatcbuld duplicate the results achieved
by Western countries in increasing agriculturaldsedramatically through better farming
methods and improved seed varieties.

He talked incessantly about his ideas to his dioseds.

“Do you know that the average Indian farmer has gusny bit of land? Just imagine
how easy life would be for him if he could doubheaybe treble the yield on his small
patch of land! To do this, he needs better seetigshahave to be developed here or at
least adapted to suit the conditions of this countt He remembered the scene from his
uncles’ farm, years ago — the image of the withei@e@ign seedlings which he had
thought then to have been ‘homesick’. He shookhbed. That would never happen, not
if he could help it.

“.....otherwise they will whither away in the newilsand climate. Oh, it is all so
challenging and exciting! Kesavan, there need nbedamines once we have a surfeit of
food grains and people need never die on the rémdkck of food...” he said with
feeling.

“How do you hope to achieve all this, Swaminath&@nis is a big country,” said
Kesavan with concern. “l have seen the power ofpeple, at work...” again, he was
remembering that day from his childhood when anrernbwn had come forward to
eradicate mosquitoes and disease. “...All one dalotis to create an awareness among
the masses. Once the movement is on, it won't lssiple to stop the progress. Won't
India then be called the granary of the world?”

His eyes sparkled as he spoke on, little realigiag he would one day be the architect
of a revolution, a revolution of the green kind.

SON OF THE SOIL

Born on 7 August 1925, Dr. M. S. Swaminathan, alileg agricultural scientist of
India, is a very respected name throughout the dvarid especially in developing
countries for his pioneering work in the field @frzultural genetics.

Among his many contributions to Indian agricultuaiee his work on the high yielding
varieties of wheat, the development of strategiesmidnage natural disasters (famine and
drought), the collection and conservation of plgehetic resources, particularly of rice
and wheat, and the promotion of job-oriented ecaoagnowth which helps the poor,
especially the women, and which lays stress upenctinservation of nature. He was
mainly responsible for the Green Revolution betwd®60-82 which brought self
sufficiency in food to India.



He served as Director General of the Internati6tieé Research Institute, Philippines
from 1982-88. He has been honoured with at leastdBdtorates from various
Universities in India and abroad. Among his innuabde awards, both national and
international, are the Padma Shri (1967), the PaBmashan (1972), and the Padma
Vibhushan (1989), the Ramon Magsasay Award “(191¢, Albert Einstein World
Science Award (1986), the first World Food Priz&®81), which is considered the
equivalent of the Nobel Prize in Agriculture. Headsrrently heading, in an honorary
capacity, the Dr. S. Swaminathan Research Foundati€hennai, which is dedicated to
rural and agricultural development based on trawl#ti and frontier technology.

ALL THE WORLD HER STAGE
(SAl PARANJPYE)

It was a familiar sight to the residents of Punea—plump little girl of about six or
seven, skipping along with a distinguished lookigderly gentleman who sported a
flourishing, bushy moustache. They laughed, talkied had a great time. It was a daily
sight.

The little girl was Sai and the gentleman was tmadus educationist and mathema-
tician, Sir R. P. Paranjpye — India’s firStenior Wranglerand Sai’s grandfather —
Appa.

As they walked, Appa put simple mathematical riddie Sai and also related endless
fables to her, including tales from Hans Chris#arderson, Grimm’s fairy tales, Arabian
Nights, Birbal’s stories, and so on. Sai naturpligferred the fairy tales to the sums!

A Wrangler was one who passed the mathematics ésaamCambridge University.
The one who lopped in the exam was ‘Senior Wrahgler

“Tell me a story, Appa,” Sai said, one day, aythet out.
“No,” said Appa grimly, “today, you tell me one.”

And she did. It was a fairy tale, replete with drag and princes, talking parrots and
hidden gold. Sai completed her tale with “......amely lived happily ever after!”

“Hmph!” said Appa. “Quite interesting! Where didwyoead it?”

“I didn’t! I made it up!” cried Sai. Her grandfathevas suitably impressed. That was
perhaps her first flight of fancy, and it was thegimning of a wonderful world of
creativity. By the time she was just eight, she paldlished her first book of fairy tales,
called ‘Mulancha Meva'.

Books and Sai were inextricably bound together. Pheanjpye house had a whole
room devoted to books. It was a wonderful librarlgere were books in many languages
including, Greek, Latin, German and French, alonth wtacks of novels and literary
works in English and Marathi. Sai didn’t understdhd foreign languages and most of
even the English and Marathi ones were too diffital her to understand. But she loved
the smell of the books and stood gazing at therh aute. She knew that her grandfather



kept the very rare and special books right at dpednd one had to climb a ladder to
reach them. They held a special fascination foy éen if she could only gape at them.

There was another reason for her interest in tirarly. She had her own little corner,
where she had put her collection — the Dr. Doelitteries, all Enid Blyton adventures
and mysteries, the Twins’ series and many more. ciflection kept growing, because
whenever anyone asked her what she wanted forsamireshe would immediately say,
“A book!” She was not a spoilt child and never itghd by either her parents or
grandfather, but when it came to books, she gothéver one she asked for.

Appa was an important person in her little life dhdy spent many interesting hours
together. Apart from the daily walk, they sharedther ritual — Sai read to him when
he shaved. He used an old fashioned safety razsitaee and used a different one each
day of the week. As he lathered his face, he waaly, “Now, let's see! Today is
Tuesday, so it-is the red one.”

And then as he shaved, he would say, “Today, yad ianhoe.” She had to read
aloud from some literary work of authors like ClearDickens, Sir Walter Scott or Jane
Austen. She found this an ordeal, because he waeég interrupting her to correct her
diction.

“You have to pronounce ‘perseverance’ like, sod &e would make her repeat it the
right way.

Sometimes she had to read the same line twentys timerder to get the correct pro-
nunciation. And when she did, he would say,

“Very good! Now read the paragraph again!”

“All these interruptions make me lose the threadhef story!” she complained, but to
no avail.

Sai's love for books grew with her. Books were regeobjects in the Paranjpye
household. One day Sai stepped on a book by mistalshe rushed into the library. It
had been knocked from its place in the shelf andl I@en lying there unnoticed by
anyone.

“Stop right there!” ordered her grandfather. Saz&. “Do you know what you just
did? You kicked knowledge, that's what you did! Nagk forgiveness of the book!”

Sai bent meekly and didamaskarto the book. The same punishment was in order
when he discovered any dog-eared book. She knewglteahad broken the rules and had
to bear the consequences. Sai learnt to respedghtiment early in life.

It was not all fun for her. There were times whae was quite lonely. Being an only
child, she missed having a brother or sister ofdven. So she had to depend upon her
playmates, who were usually not as enthusiastictaipoluding her in their games. The
reason was Sai’s plumpness.

“You can’t run with us, Sai,” Chandu would explain.
“You slow down the game,” said Meera, not unkindly.
“You never keep up; you are too fat!” added Devyani

Sai's face crumpled and she sat glumly by the side] watching her friends laugh
and play happily. A little frown creased her brows, she thought furiously about how



she could not only be accepted by her peers, batka the centre of activity, where her
slowness or size did not matter. And soon, her faicghtened.

“Ha! 1 know of a lovely game,” she shouted, “.f.lndden treasure on a magic
island.....”

By then, the others had stopped their game and Ngéeaing intently. Sai didn’t miss
it because she was watching them from the corneneofeyes! Hiding a smile, she
continued, “...now, let me see.....We could hawe teams — the goodies and the
baddies.”

In no time, the others had crept back to wherevgae sitting. Sai, meanwhile, was
thinking up a fascinating scenario for an adventliteey were to enact the whole thing.
Sai took over the direction. Soon, the childrenemgrapping stones in aluminium foil to
resemble treasures which were to be hidden and migdpsiues were quickly drawn. Sai
took care of the smallest detail-So exciting was tfame that it turned out to be
something like a play enactment. It got intricate ¢he children played it for more than a
week. All through the week, Sai bossed over therstihbecause only she knew how the
game would turn out! The children couldn’t do witthdher, nor could they complain
about her being fat or slow! Sai was the centréhefaction finally! However, after a
week or so, the others got tired of the game. 4. ptay something else!” said someone
and again they took off, without Sai. She had & tashand! The next game had to be
even more interesting. She invented another onesaraenough, the kids were all back.
This went on, without the other children being aavaf her ruse and all had a great time!
Needless to say, she was the little director ottcatasg all the action.

Sai's mother, Shakuntala Paranjpye was the otlikeieince in her young life. She was
a rather strict disciplinarian, but did it with log firmness. She had great plans for her
daughter and arranged for her to learn all kindshofgs — to play tennis, classical
music, recite Sanskrihlokasand write. Sai was not always too enthusiastic ati@iac-
tivities chalked up for her by her mother.

“You have to climb that hill today. How else wilby lose your weight?” she asked
her.

“Oh, Ai, do | have to?” Sai said, but obeyed havyertheless. Though her mother in-
dulged her in the matter of books, Sai couldn’t flyget way in everything. One of them
was having a dolls’ wedding.

She was always being invited to the doll’'s weddifiper young friends. This is a tra-
ditional game played by Maharashtrian girls, witk'tchildren conducting the ‘marriage’
of a bride doll and a groom doll, complete with mras’. Eatables, which usually
includedgud (jaggery) angoha(beaten rice), was provided by the mothers, happee
the kids occupied and out of mischief. Sai loveelsthmock marriages enormously and
pined to have a ‘wedding’ of her own. After atterglievery dolls’ wedding, she came
home and pestered her mother to be allowed to abmhe of her own.

Her mother, however, thought it a very silly adivand refused her permission.

“Oh, you NEVER let me have any fun!” she poutedh;@lease, do let me have my
own to do! | will be good! | promise! Honest!”



She kept pestering her mother, till one day, unableut her off any longer, she
finally relented. “Oh, all right! You want a weddjnyou will get a wedding — one you
will never forget!”

And, she set out planning the details of the dolledding herself. She brought out
bits of silks and brocades for making the dres$dbeo‘bride’ and ‘groom’. Sai and her
friends had a great time making the dresses andllgy, down to the pink turban of the
‘groom’ and the anklets of the ‘bride’. This wemt for about a month.

Then one day, when she came back from school,ahedfa band master talking to
her mother. “Mummy, who is getting married?” shkezb

“Your doll, that’'s who!” replied her mother withsamile.

“Oh, you mean we are going to have a real bandtter wedding? My dolls’
wedding?” she couldn’t believe what her mother said

“Yes. Didn’t | say you’'d have a proper dolls’ wedd? Now run along!”

On D-day, the whole house looked like a real mgerihall. Sweets and savories were
prepared for the ‘guests’ and Say dressed in Hdbtional Maharashtrian style as befit-
ting the bride’s ‘mother.” Then the band arriveddahe groom, resplendent in a pink
turban and silk and brocade dress was set upoal avhéte steed! All the children of the
locality took part in the procession which was peled by a grand bandmaster and his
troupe. The dolls’ wedding conducted by Say waly tnemorable.

The little girl so fond of drama and adventure &mutasy grew up to become one of
India’s leading filmmakers and theatre personalitie

FROM PLAY FANTASIESTO FILM DIRECTION
National Awards, inducing the one for Best Hindnki

She is currently the Chairperson of the Nationaht&e of Films for Children and
Young People.

Sai Paranjpye was born in Lucknow and grew up inePidaving been born into a
family of intellectuals, she naturally took to r@agl and writing at a very early age,
getting her first book of fairy tales published whghe was just eight! As she grew up,
she got involved with the Children’s Theatre in Bun

She began making documentary films and childrahissfin the early 70s, which won
her many awards. Her first filldadooka Shankh(1971) was made for the Children’s
Film Society. Her other films for children a®kander’ (1973) andDrakhi’ (1989). She
has also made several documentaries and short #imsng them,;Angootha Chhap’,
was on adult literacy which has been widely cirtadain villages by the Government of
India. ‘Chadian’, another short film won her the National Award fdret Best
Documentary with a social purpose. Her films aresacially relevant with sensitive
themes.

She has also directed several television serialSfeature films!Sparsh’(1979), her
first full-length feature film won her three Nat@nAwards, including the one for the
best Hindi Film.



She is currently the Chairperson of the Nationaht@efor Films for Children and
Young People.



