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It has been a long journey, from the day we had our 
fi rst meeting at Suman’s house several months ago, 
when we discussed and shared ideas about what 

shape and form the Souvenir would take, to the various 
roles that each of us in the editorial team would play,  to 
the day when we fi nally saw the fi rst copy of Refl ections 
in print.

Like all journeys, this one too has had its share of ups 
and downs, though in retrospect I would  say that they 
were mainly ups. Each member of the team applied 
themselves to their assigned tasks with enthusiasm and 
commitment. It didn’t matter that some of the roles and 
tasks were big and some were small. As we all know, 
no task can be achieved, no project can see completion,  
without both small and big things coming together and 
operating in tandem. 

Indu, Anjana, Mona and many other members 
approached advertisers and made sure they supported 
our cause.  Priya and Leena collated and listed and 
made Excel sheets that kept us on track. Vandana and 
Priya made countless phone calls to make sure that 

as many members as possible (and their families) 
contributed. Rashmi helped with the fi rst set of edits. 
Anamika juggled a hundred requests, answered every 
phone call and every e-mail and never lost her cool 
or her smile. Suman, the primary motivator for all of 
Prerana’s endeavours,  provided steady support and 
encouragement, answering phone calls and mails and 
assisting in whatever way she could,  inspite of the fact 
that she was unwell for most of the gestation period of 
Refl ections.

In the end, we are gratifi ed to see the result of our 
eff orts. Refl ections is not just a record of what Prerana 
achieved in 2015-16, from regular monthly meetings 
and social events to collaborative workshops and a 
variety of important social causes. As you will see from 
the photographs and articles, it is a testament to the 
diversity of talent and experience that all members of 
Prerana bring to the table – we have teachers, doctors 
and writers, as well as homemakers, activists, civil 
servants and engineers in our midst. Refl ections also 
showcases the many talents of our children and other 
family members, both through words and pictures.

We thank Exclusive Advertising Pvt. Ltd., Guwahati, for 
their help with the big task of producing the magazine. 
Special thanks to DracoDesigns and Metropolis Asia 
for the cover and layout.

We hope you will enjoy going through these pages and 
continue to support Prerana.

ELSA EAPEN
Editor, Refl ections

Letter from the Editor 
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SMILING FACES ARE A TESTAMENT TO FUN-FILLED TIMES AND GREAT MEMORIES
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Getting together
L

ush green lawns, a garden swing decorated with green 
awnings and orange marigolds made a perfect setting 
for the beautiful Saawan evening and the fi rst of the 

get-togethers for the year at the residence of Mrs Suman 
Pipersenia. Ladies dressed in various shades of green 
getting their hands decorated in lovely mehendi patterns, 
melodious music in the background and decorations in 
white and green, all created a lovely ambience.

New members were warmly welcomed into the family 
of Prerana. As the evening progressed, the newly elected 
Executive Committee members were introduced by the 
President. Some of the important items that were taken up 
for discussion included the renewal of registration of the 
society, an annual action plan, social activities, workshops 
and seminars for the year etc.  A calendar for the monthly 
meets was drawn up, and all the members divided into 
groups of three. It was decided that a diff erent group 
would host each monthly meet and also undertake a small 
philanthropic project of their choice.  

Th roughout the year, the monthly meetings have 
gone ahead on schedule, each time at CSOI, with each 
group enthusiastically carrying out their commitments. 
Depending on the time of year, a theme is chosen for the 
evening and the hosts plan games and other entertainment, 
with plenty of prizes on off er as well. Th is is an occasion 
for everyone to meet once a month and keep the spirit of 
Prerana alive.
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Monthly
Get-togethers
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SOCIAL
CAUSES



• MISSION SHRAVAN
• FLOOD RELIEF 
• HELPING HANDS
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M
any of us would remember the movie 
Koshish, in which a young Sanjeev 
Kumar and Jaya Bhaduri beautifully 

played the deaf-mute couple Haricharan and 
Aarti. Th eir struggles and diffi  culties in a society 
which is largely indiff erent to the plight of the 
diff erently-abled, touched all our hearts and 
rings true even today, more than three decades 
after the movie was fi rst released.  

Th ose of us who are blessed with all our 
senses cannot even imagine what it is like not 
to have, or to lose, one or more of them. We 
may fi nd it hard to understand what it is like 
to live in a silent world. One in which there are 
no sounds of music or laughter. What it is like 
to never hear a loved one’s voice, the melodious 
song of a bird, or the sound of rain. According 
to the 2011 Census, over one lakh people in 
Assam are suff ering from some sort of hearing 
impairment. Th ere may be many more cases 
which are unreported. 

So in line with its other charitable work, 
Prerana under the leadership of Mrs Suman 
Pipersenia,  took up an ambitious project – 
Mission Shravan – for the hearing-impaired 
children of Assam in association with National 
Health Mission, Assam and Ideal Charity, 
Manchester, U.K. We at Prerana are happy 
beyond words that this initiative has now 
developed into something much bigger than we 
ever thought, and is benefi tting many children. 
Much more needs to be done, but it is a great 
beginning.

Prerana members took up the 

task of fi nding sponsors and 

due to their eff orts, tremendous 

response was received
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In Assam, 4.80 lakh people (Census 2011) 
are suff ering from some sort of disability. 
Th is is equivalent to 1.54% of the total 
population. Among the total disabled in 
the State, 2.57 lakh are males and 2.22 lakh 
are females. In Assam, a total of 1,01,577 
disabled persons with hearing disability was 
reported in Census 2011, out of which 5,092 
are between 0-4 years. Similarly, 28,744 
persons in the 0-19 age group are reported to 
be  hearing impaired in the State.  It is evident 
that a lot of work is needed in this area. With 
great enthusiasm, and under the leadership 
of Mrs Suman Pipersenia, Prerana  members 
committed themselves to bring the project 
to the young children 0-8 years. Th ey also 
took up the task of fi nding sponsors for this 
project and due to their eff orts, tremendous 
response was received.

Detection and management of hearing 
impaired children is a long process and the 
benefi ciaries needed to visit the health facility 
several times to complete the treatment. 
Candidates for cochlear implantation require 
a medical evaluation by an otolaryngologist, 
which includes history, physical examination 
etc. and those children also required  long 
term observation and continuous support. 

The background

The challenges
A cochlear implant can be decided upon only after 
the child goes through a trial period with hearing aid 
amplifi cation. Many children were also found to be 
suff ering from hearing problems due to ear infections. 
Transportation and logistics arrangements for the 
children and parents for these multiple visits to the 
hospitals was required and had to be arranged.
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Around 160 hearing-impaired small children belonging 
to poor families in the Districts of Kamrup (R), Kamrup 
(M), Nagaon and Nalbari were identifi ed with the help 
of the Social Welfare Department in the pilot phase. 
National Health Mission, Assam organized special camps 
for children. In this regard the Health Department 
especially NHM has rendered great contribution by 
facilitating and bringing the children to Guwahati for 
conducting all the medical tests in MMC Hospital 
and GMC. Th ese tests were required to prepare special 
moulds which would then be used for making the 
hearing –aids for each child.

Prerana members made it a point to be on site to be part 
of the mission to help these children. Various groups of 
members, in twos and threes made the trip to MMC and 
GMC not once but several times to meet the children 
and their parents, gave them food packets and assured 
them that this project would try its best to help the 
children. 

At present, comprehensive service delivery and 
rehabilitation for the hearing impaired does not exist. 
Th ere is need for a Centre/Institute which could 
provide these services. After receiving hearing aids, the 
children would also need speech therapy to help them 
get back into the mainstream. Th ere is an acute scarcity 
of trained speech therapists in Assam. However, steps 
are being inititated to remedy this situation. 

Th e Block-level offi  cials of NHM along with a few 
Anganwadi and Asha workers also  contributed to this 
project by motivating and dealing with the children and 
their parents/ guardians. Th ey played a crucial role in 
spreading awareness about this project in the interior 
areas and convincing the people to attend the health 
camps arranged at Guwahati. Ideal Charity, Manchester, 
UK also came forward to donate the hearing aids for 
the needy children. Ideal Charity aims to advance the 
education of deaf persons in less developed countries 
by facilitating their education, training, equipment and 
funding. All their present work is in India and they 
concentrate on hearing impairment in young children. 
Dr Narveshwar Sinha MBBS, MS, DLO, MRCGP, PhD 
(Cambridge) is a doctor, originally qualifi ed in India but 
now settled in UK. He has over three decades of ENT 
experience and has worked extensively with the hearing-
impaired.

A total of 160 children participated in the camp out 
of which 93 children were identifi ed and found fi t for 
providing hearing aids. In the fi rst phase, 63 hearing 

The implementation

Members’ participation

Future issues

The project gains momentum

aids were provided on 14th February 2016 in a grand 
launch programme inaugurated by the then Hon’ble 
Chief Minister, Assam, Sri Tarun Gogoi. 

Many dignitaries and distinguished guests including 
Shri V.K Pipersenia , Chief Secretary of Assam, Shri 
MGVK Bhanu, Additional Chief Secretary, Health 
& Family Welfare, Dr Ashok Babu, Mission Director, 
NHM, Smt Dolly Gogoi and Dr Narveshwar Sinha 
were present. At this function, Dr Narveshwar Sinha 
gave hearing aids to 63 children. Prerana plans to help 
the children get speech therapy in the next stage of this 
project.
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P
rerana has over the years reached out to the fl ood-
aff ected people of Assam and helped in whatever 
way possible. Th is year too, Assam suff ered from 

devastating fl oods. Th e Executive Committee members 
of Prerana discussed this issue and all agreed that 
something should be done to help the people.

Barpeta, a neighbouring district of Kamrup (M) was 
badly aff ected. Th e DC Varnali Deka was contacted and 
she ensured that all arrangements were made for the visit 
by Prerana members. 

Prerana decided to distribute 12 sewing machines to 
young women (BPL category) of fl ood aff ected areas 
of Barpeta district in order to make them self-reliant. 

Prerana also distributed 100 food packets for infants 
and very small children of the fl ood aff ected areas. Th e 
selection of deserving benefi ciaries was made by the 
district administration.

On 2nd October 2015, around seven senior members 
of Prerana,  President Mrs. Suman Pipersenia, Mrs 
Monika Jindal, Mrs Suchitra Pyarelal, Mrs Shakuntala 
Mewara, Mrs Anjana Jain, Mrs Anamika Tewari and 
Mrs Shaguphta Hussain travelled to Barpeta from 
Guwahati. Th e DC had arranged for the offi  cial 
distribution of the sewing machines and food packets at 
DRDA auditorium hall in Barpeta town. Th e hall was 
fi lled with benefi ciaries, young children, media persons 
and offi  cials.

FLOOD RELIEF AT BARPETA
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Prerana members joined together in groups to give time and eff ort to various social causes, reaching out to 
organizations in Guwahati working for the poor, handicapped, elderly, orphans and destitute

HELPING HANDS
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Each group 

spent time with 

a diff erent 

organization in 

the city
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EVENTS



• QUIZITIVE
• DIWALI
• WORKSHOPS

PAGPAGPAPAGPAGPAGPAGPAGE EEE 35353535353535353



PAGE  36

AND THE WINNER IS...

I
t was a cold winter morning and normally one would 
not expect the premises of Rabindra Bhawan in 
Guwahati to be bustling with activity by around 9 am. 

But January 29th 2016 was not just any other Friday and 
Rabindra Bhawan was hosting not just another event. 
Students from about 50 leading schools in the city, both 
English and Assamese medium, along with teachers and 
parents, had enthusiastically turned up in large numbers 
to participate in Quizitive 2016, the annual inter-school 
quiz competition organized and hosted by Prerana, the 
IAS Offi  cers’ Wives Association.

We were pleasantly surprised and also exhilarated 
to see the large turnout. Preparations for the event had 
all been streamlined and we were able to complete the 
registration and other formalities without a hitch, in spite 
of the large number of students. Th ere were many who 
had registered earlier, many who turned up that morning, 
and almost all were accommodated. In fact the gates had 

to be shut at 11 am as we simply could not accommodate 
any more students. Th e fi nal number for the preliminary 
rounds stood at 125 teams and around 250 students.

Prerana President Smt Suman Pipersenia welcomed the 
gathering and then quiz master Jayanta Barua started the 
proceedings. Th e topic was “ Exploring the rich culture 
and heritage of Assam”, a subject dear to the hearts of 
students and audience alike. Within a short while, the 
preliminary rounds were over and a team of teachers and 
Prerana members quickly checked the answer scripts and 
made a list of the top 6 teams who had made it to the 
fi nal. 

In the meantime, all the participants and escorts were 
given food coupons and after a quick but fi lling lunch 
and a cup of hot tea, they all assembled back in the hall 
to hear the results. Th e 6 teams with two members each 
who made it to the fi nal were then welcomed onto the 
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stage to take their places and the main programme started 
at around 2 pm. 

Very soon it was clear that some teams were pulling 
ahead, while some remained low scorers. It was a joy to 
see how eagerly the children participated, and how they 
were able to give smart and quick answers. Th e quiz 
master too kept up the tempo by conducting the quiz in 
a professional manner, easily switching from English to 
Assamese to put all the children at ease.

Th e 1st prize was bagged by Assam Jatiya Vidyalaya, 
while Maharishi Vidyamandir School, Barsajai came 
second and Modern English School third. Th ey received 
cash awards of Rs 21,000/-, 15,000/- and 10,000/- 
respectively. Th e teams in 4th 5th and 6th place did not 

go home empty handed – they received cash prizes of Rs 
4000/- each.

Chief Secretary Sri V.K Pipersenia along with other 
dignitaries and representatives of sponsor companies 
spoke a few words of encouragement and gave away the 
prizes. It was clear from the beaming faces of the students, 
as they posed for photographs with the dignitaries, that 
they had a good (as well as profi table!) time. Th e event 
was sponsored by Assam Gas Company Limited, Assam 
Gramin Vikas Bank, Educomp and DPS Khanapara. 
Prerana Secretary Anamika Tewari proposed a vote of 
thanks.

Enthusiatic 

participation from 

many schools in 

the city makes this 

annual event very 

successful
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DIWALI 2015-16
The festival of lights
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WORKSHOPS
COLOURS OF LIFE
Art Workshop, August 16th 2015

T
he normally quiet environs of the multi-utility 
hall in CSOI took on a new life on the day of the 
workshop. Over two hours, several youngsters in 

the age group 8-18 created varied and beautiful images on 
paper, under the watchful eyes of Vyjayanti Nair, daughter 
of Suchitra and VB Pyarelal, a graduate in Studio Art 
from Cornell College, Iowa, USA.  

Th e workshop, conducted under the auspices of 
Prerana, started with a presentation by Vyjayanti. During 
the course of the workshop,Vyjayanti moved around 
interacting with the young artists. Some of the older 
children experimented with vibrant colours, some of the 
youngsters were more playful, but it was an enjoyable 

experience for everyone who was present. At the end of 
two hours, the paintings were collected and displayed 
in the open verandah.  Light snacks and fruit juice was 
provided for the children. 

Chief Secretary Sri V K Pipersenia gave away 
certifi cates of recognition to all the children who had 
participated. Th anking Prerana and Vyjayanti for the 
successful organization and execution of the event, he 
hoped that more such interesting and creative interactions 
would take place in future. Such events are not just an 
opportunity for the youngsters to express their talents, 
but also a means to bring the community together. 
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LOOKING THROUGH THE LENS
Photography Workshop, October 4th 2015

B
eauty, it is said, lies in the eyes of the beholder.  As 
a series of beautiful photographs capturing Mother 
Nature in all her varying moods lit up the large 

screen in the CSOI auditorium on a bright October 
morning, the truth of this statement became evident. Th e 
photographer, or the beholder, in this case was Dr K K 
Dwivedi, a 1996 batch IAS offi  cer, for whom photography 
is obviously more than a hobby – it is a passion which 
speaks through his photographs. 

Th e beholders were also the audience, Prerana members, 
their families and friends. Th e event was a photography 
workshop under the auspices of Prerana, conducted by 
Dr Dwivedi, whose interest in photography is self-taught. 
He has authored a couple of books, and is working on 
one about the wildlife of Assam. 

Th e presentation started with a slide show of Dr 
Dwivedi’s own photographs. Th e beautiful images were 

mostly on wildlife and Nature, shot in diverse locations 
such as Kaziranga, Pabitora, Meghalaya, Rajasthan, etc. 
Th e images frozen in time and captured for ever stood out 
for their perspective, angles, play of light and shade and 
composition. 

Th e next part of the presentation focussed on types of 
cameras and lenses, and then moved on to the technical 
aspects of photography such as resolution, types of 
digital fi les, manipulating the white balance and using 
it creatively especially when taking shots of landscapes, 
exposure, metering and so on.  Dr Dwivedi ended his 
presentation with a series of tips for taking better photos, 
based on his own learning and experiences. He kept the 
audience engaged throughout the presentation, which was 
interactive with many in the audience asking questions 
and at the end everyone was asked to go out with their 
cameras or cell phones and take pictures, which could 
then be shown to the team for advice and suggestions. 
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STEP BY STEP
Dance Workshop, 19th Sept - 19th Oct 2015

MOTIVATIONAL MANTRAS
Meditation and Mind Power Workshop, 7th Dec 2015

D
ance is one of the most creative forms of 
expression. To help to hone the artistic capabilities 
of members, Prerana organized a dance workshop 

from 19th September to 19th October 2015. Mr. Ajay 
Roy, an accomplished professional dancer, was specially 
commissioned to guide the members and help give 
expression to their talent. 

Th e workshop was a grand success with 20 members 
taking part. Th e participants were trained to the beats of 
a specifi c Bollywood song. Th ey also learned the Garbha 
dance. Th e main emphasis was on contemporary dance 
and to end the workshop, follow up practice sessions were 
also organized. 

Th e mood during the workshop was relaxed, and the 
atmosphere was full of fun and frolic. Th e members started 
cautiously to begin with but opened up as the workshop 
progressed. By the end of the workshop  most of the 
members were doing well and as a whole the synergy was 
high which was especially visible in the group dance. 

Th e members benefi ted from the workshop in not only 
getting technical inputs but also in building up group 
camaraderie, and in discovering their own capabilities 
during the course of the workshop. 

T
he benefi cial eff ects of meditation to help us cope 
with all forms of stress in the rush and tumble of 
modern life has been well documented. Prerana 

and CSOI jointly organized a  Meditation  and  Mind  
Power  workshop  in  association  with  CSOI on 7th  
December  2015  from  7  am  to  9  am.   Th e Science  
of  Meditation  session  was  conducted  by  renowned  

meditation  guru Brahmarishi  Patriji  and  the  Mind  
Power  session  was  conducted  by  widely  acclaimed life  
skills  master  Shri  Vishal  Avtaar.  

A meditation session of  40 minutes under the  
guidance  of Brahmarishi  Patriji  was  also  held  during  
the  workshop  in  which  he captivated the participants by 

WORKSHOPS
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A SENSE OF WELLBEING
Pranic Healing Workshop, 23rd July 2016

A
nkita Sharma is a motivational speaker and a Pranic 
healing instructor who shares practical teachings 
for happiness and joyous living, promoting shifts 

in awareness to lead a more fulfi lled life. She is an active 
trainer with the World Pranic Healing Organization and 
this is her life’s mission.

Th e workshop was held on 23rd July, 2016. Some of 

the members of the Pranic Healing Centre in Guwahati 
were present. and they conducted the workshop under the 
guidance of Ankita Sharma. Th ey taught the meditation 
techniques developed and taught by grandmaster Choa 
Kok Sui. Th e special interactive session gave emphasis 
on physical, mental and spiritual aspects of health and 
wellbeing and was much appreciated by all present, 
including senior offi  cers and their families. 

his melodious fl ute playing. A demonstration displaying 
the unlimited powers of the mind was also carried out by 
Shri Vishal Avtaar in which a participant was raised two 
feet above his chair by four participants who merely used 
their thumbs and fi ngers to lift him up. Th e audience 

was spellbound by these amazing feats performed by 
the masters. Th e workshop was highly appreciated by 
the participants who found themselves motivated and 
inspired.

A total of fi ve 

workshops were 

held on diff erent 

themes
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My Second Tryst
Refl ecting on life’s simple pleasures can be an enriching experience

Th e present. I am sitting in the bamboo-thatched hut 
in my garden doing nothing. Simply looking out at the 
vast expanse of the grounds of the Assam Administrative 
Staff  College, fi lled with overgrown shrubs, trees and 
wilderness. My gaze returns to my garden, and I look 
closely to see if the fi sh have surfaced in the small pond. 
Th ey try so hard to hide from me. A mere glimpse of 
the orange colour surfacing slowly brings me so much 
excitement, in anticipation of seeing one of them. It 
seems that they know my longing, but continue to 
play hide and seek. My glance then goes to my Buddha 
sitting blissfully under the bamboo bush accompanied by 
papyrus and ferns. 

Two birds perch upon a tree, oblivious to the fact that 
the tree is no longer alive but is instead a dead piece of 
wood placed where the original tree was cut. Dead wood 
made seemingly alive with creepers clinging on to sap it 
of whatever life is left in it. I am fi lled with gratitude to 
the universe…..to the power above .. for conspiring to 
give me back what I needed most but did not dare ask for.

My thoughts go to the past…to nearly two years 
ago…to Delhi, where I was rushing about,  in a world 
that revolved around my work, that foolishly became my 
passion… I had no time to stop or stare, or to sit with 
family and friends –the only occasions to clear my head 

were occasional walks and watching thrillers on the ‘Fox 
Crime’ channel…admonishments from my near and dear 
ones, falling onto my deaf ears.

Well here I am back in Assam after spending 16 years 
in Delhi. I love every moment of my life. I wait for the 
mornings to open my windows to see the mountains … 
and a feeling of  disappointment comes if I am not able 
to come home from work before dark …

Mornings with birds chirping and butterfl ies dancing 
and green parrots trying to balance on the fragile branches. 
I do not mind my birdie friends snatching the ripe papaya 
or the kordoi right under my eyes … the glorious purple 
and red hibiscus, vibrant hues of cosmos, balsams trying 
to show its might and lilies standing dignifi ed .

Nights that settle with the beautiful smell of jasmine 
and fi refl ies shimmering ..a sight that reminds me of my 
childhood in Kerala … 

I look above and bow my head ... in silent gratitude for 
my second tryst with serene Assam…

Suchitra Pyarelal is Senior Technical Director, 
National Informatics Centre and wife of  V B Pyarelal

BY Suchitra Pyarelal
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Happily Ever After
No relationship is all sunshine, but two people can share one umbrella and 
survive the storm together

M
arriage is a decision to love, share, care, 
understand and forgive each other. It is a 
marvellous concept when it functions as 

intended but therein lies the problem. We have fallen 
into certain behavioural patterns that weaken the marital 
bond and interfere with long term relationships. A marital 
relationship is very fragile, a small mistake and it comes 
crashing down. In the present day scenario when divorce 
rates are at an all-time high and break ups are the order 
of the day, if you are worried about the future of your 
marriage, you are right and you have plenty of company. 
Th ere is no denying that this is a trying time for couples 
as even good marriages are failing and people who are 
considered as perfect couples are falling apart, take for 
example Brad Pitt and Angelina Jolie. 

Th e truth is that it takes a lot of hard work, good 
intentions and practice to not just have, but also maintain 
a healthy marriage. Even after building a healthy marriage 
you need to nurture your marriage to keep it healthy. 
In this article I will be adopting a very objective and 
dispassionate approach towards marriage and divorce, 
what  causes divorce, techniques helpful in preventing 
separation and simple advice on how to have a healthy 
marriage.  Divorce or separation can be avoided or 

nullifi ed if we are aware of the reasons behind it and make 
an eff ort to resolve the issue. Some of the very important 
and most common reasons are:

• Th ird Party Intervention: Th is can range from an 
extramarital aff air to the undesirable infl uence of a family 
member. Th is is one of the leading causes of divorce and 
one which is very diffi  cult to tackle as it leads to breach of 
trust between the partners.

• Lack of Communication and Understanding: 
Very often we see that couples don’t interact as much as 
they should and in this age of social media it has become 
even less, and this leads to misunderstandings between 
them. One of the very important reasons for marriages 
running into problems is a lack of understanding which 
leads to strained relationship. Th is situation will seldom 
happen if communication lines between the partners is 
open.

• Compatibility: Th is simply means capability to 
exist together. For a marriage to be successful, compatibility 
is the special ingredient. It includes similarities in likes 
and dislikes, interests, value system etc. so if two people of 
compatible personalities enter into matrimony, chances of 

BY Smita Richhariya
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its success are more because chances of confl icts are less. 
Th is does not mean that those less compatible can’t have a 
successful marriage, it simply shows the probability.

• Financial Upsets and Work Pressure: Th is is a 
relatively new but very important reason for divorce and 
separation. Life has become very harsh and often families 
are faced with fi nancial crises. Also generally both the 
partners are working and reeling under job stress, on 
top of it they also have the responsibility of running a 
household and keeping their relationship alive. Th is 
causes mental distress and discord among them and may 
result in a break up.

• Absence of Intimacy:  Unrealistic expectation 
from each other, lack of love and intimacy between the 
partners, feelings of dissatisfaction and boredom are 
also major culprits in breaking up a marriage. Th ere 
can be umpteen number of reasons for a breakup as 
every individual is unique with an individualized set of 
problems but can something be done to prevent this?

 
A reasonable sequitur from the above discussion will 

lead us to its solution. Consulting a marriage counsellor 
would be of help if the relationship has already hit rock 
bottom but if the situation is still manageable some 
self-help techniques can be tried. Th eories of couple 
counselling suggest some techniques that can be used to 
break the ice and strengthen the relationship. A few are 
mentioned here.

1. Communication Skill Training: Th e emphasis is 
on encouraging the partners to be active listeners for 
example the couple chooses a time during the week when 
each partner spends 20 minutes as either the speaker 
or the listener. Th e speaker can talk about anything 
(nothing abusive) and the listener has to actively listen 
and not do anything else. Th e expectation is that with 
practice the couples will learn to listen to each other and 
misunderstandings due to lack of communication will be 
overruled.

2. Gottman Method: Th is is a detailed therapy but in 

short can be expressed as a method that allows the couple 
to state their needs. It stresses on confl ict management 
rather than confl ict resolution. Partners learn to speak 
honestly about their aspirations and convictions. Trust 
and commitment to lifelong relationship are reinforced.

3. Dealing with Anger:    Anger is inevitably destructive 
to a relationship. Angry fi ghts between the partners are 
very common therefore the alternate way of resolving 
diff erences should be adopted. Expression of anger can 
be modifi ed by changing the way you converse. Instead 
of using a commanding tone and raised voice, use a polite 
voice and requesting or questioning tone. 

         Anger reducing technique of “Time Out” can 
also be used in which both the partners have the power 
to end the conversation or fi ght by saying, “I need a time 
out to cool off . We can talk about this later.” When anger 
is reduced, conversation can be resumed.

   4. Empathy:  One of the very important factors in 
a marriage is empathy. Empathy has to be cultivated. It 
simply means understanding and sharing your partner’s 
experiences and emotions, being sensitive to his/her 
needs. Empathy is very helpful in the sustained growth of 
a husband-wife relationship so it should be promoted and 
ego clashes avoided.

A lot had been said about marriage and divorce, 
reasons discussed and solutions given, but it all depends 
on you. Do you have what it takes to save your marriage?

Maybe you just need to have faith and trust that you 
can survive this together.  Maybe you just need to hold on 
tight. And no matter what, don’t let go.  

        

Smita Richhariya is a Counselling Psychologist and  
wife of Krishna Kant Dwivedi

SOME WORDS OF WISDOM FOR A HAPPY MARRIAGE

• Compliment and show appreciation to each other. 
• Learn to fi ght fair and forgive each other.
• Show your love for each other in front of the kids. Th is lets them know mom and dad love each other, 

letting them feel secure while showing them what to expect from their future spouse. 
• See the best in each other and be supportive of each other’s goals, ideas, careers etc. while also giving 

healthy critiques. 
• Be willing to compromise and learn how to communicate with each other. 
• Exercise together even if it’s just a weekly walk down the road.
• Solve your problems together.
• Never threaten to leave your mate during angry arguments.
• Don’t allow yourself to consider even the possibility of divorce. Calling it quits should not be an option.  
• Finally have fun together!
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Land of the Midnight Sun
You can visit Norway to enjoy its unique natural beauty,  see the Northern Lights 
or for a taste of outdoor adventure  

T
he mention of Norway invariably conjures up 
images of snow-capped mountains, glaciers, 
fj ords, and pine-covered slopes. It is the country’s 

spectacular natural beauty that attracts visitors to Norway. 
And they are not disappointed as there are few places in the 
world that are as breathtakingly beautiful. Indeed, what 
they see and experience, often exceed their expectations.

However, there are many other facets to Norway 
which make it so interesting and fascinating -its history 
and culture, the love of its people for adventure, their 
ideas and social consciousness. All these together have 
combined to create the nation into the entity it is today.

Geography, too, has played a part since because of its 
location in the far north of Europe, extending beyond 
the Arctic Circle and comparatively underdeveloped 
inland communications, the people of Norway had less 
opportunity of coming into contact with other peoples. 
Consequently they preserved their local customs and 

fi ercely valued their independence. Th ere were periods in 
the past when they were ruled by the Danes and later by 
the Swedes.  But it is, perhaps, precisely because of this 
that they cherish their freedom so much. 

Even today, Norwegians are perhaps wary of aligning 
with other countries, fearing, possibly, a diminishing of 
their autonomy. Norway’s refusal to join the European 
Union, despite being closely connected with it may be an 
expression of this very apprehension. Norwegians are also 
protective about their identity and there is an ambivalence 
in their attitude towards foreigners. At one time, along 
with Sweden, Norway took in a lot of refugees from 
countries such as Somalia and Sri Lanka. However, the 
migration was orderly and within the control of Norway 
and they did not allow unregulated immigration. Th ere 
is also a sizeable community of people from Pakistan in 
Norway.  

As Norway has a vast coastline, with fj ords everywhere, 

BY Krishna Barua
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Norwegians are skilled sea-farers. Everybody knows about 
the Vikings of the past, those fi erce sea-men who struck 
terror into the hearts of their enemies. Th e Vikings 
sailed to various neighbouring and distant islands, 
Scotland, England, Ireland and other parts of Europe 
such as Germany and Spain. While they were known 
for their looting and plundering wherever they landed, 
it must be said that they were experts in navigation 
and seamanship.  Although initially invaders, Vikings 
settled down peacefully in many places like Orkney and 
Shetland islands. But in Ireland, Wales and England it 
was only after confrontations that they assimilated with 
the local people and settled down. Th e name Normandy 
in France came into being from “Northmen”, the Vikings 
who settled down there. Many Vikings sailed to Iceland 
and Greenland as well to establish settlements there. It is 
noteworthy that some enterprising sea-farers crossed the 
Atlantic led by Leifur Eriksson and reached America in 
1000 A.D. And so, 500 years before Columbus, Erikson 
explored the northern coast of America.

 Th is spirit of adventure is seen even today in the 
Norwegian passion for sailing, climbing, hiking, skiing, 
cycling and many other outdoor activities. A year back 
on a visit to Norway with my husband, we noticed that 
on holidays and whenever the weather was fi ne, people 
would set out with their cycles, boats or kayaks piled on 
top of their cars and head for the countryside or sea or 
the fj ords which were never very far from their homes. 

And the exploits of modern day explorers such as Roald 
Amundsen, the fi rst man to reach the South Pole, and 
Th or Heyerdahl who crossed the Pacifi c ocean on a boat 
made of Balsa wood, and later the Atlantic ocean on a 
boat made of Papyrus, refl ect the same urge for adventure.

Culturally advanced, Norway had prominent 
personalities like the dramatist Henrik Ibsen who along 
with the artist Edvard Munch and musician Edvard Grieg 
led a cultural revival in the 19th century. Down the ages 
up to modern times there have been many famous writers 
and artists and several Nobel Prize winners. Norwegian 
culture continues to fl ourish till today.

A very interesting artist is the sculptor Gustav Vigeland 
whose works are found in the Vigeland Park in Oslo. I was 
fascinated by the unique collection of over 200 granite 
and bronze statues, placed very artistically in the Park. Th e 
statues depict human fi gures in various stages of life from 
infancy to old age and portray emotions and relationships. 
Interestingly all the statues are completely in the nude. 
But such is the artistry of the sculptor that one hardly 
notices this fact and is attracted only by the beauty of 
the creations. And dominating everything else in the Park 
is a huge and magnifi cent monolith of entwined human 
fi gures – a truly beautiful and remarkable creation.

Not surprisingly, Norwegians are nature lovers. 
So close are their bonds with nature that they often 
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seek solutions to their problems by going out to the 
mountains and introspecting. Even the long and harsh 
winters do not keep them indoors. Th e summers though 
brief are warm and sunny with fl owers of all descriptions 
and hues blooming everywhere. Taking advantage of the 
long daylight hours, people spend as much time outside 
as possible and it is not unusual to see people returning 
home on weekends at one or two clock in the morning.

During our visit we were based in Bergen which is in 
central Norway and so did not actually see the midnight 
sun, which can be observed only in the northern parts of 
the country. But we did see many splendid late sunsets, 
especially from mid-June to July when they occurred 
around 10 or 10.30 p.m. After that there would be light 
almost up to 1.30 a.m. and it never really became dark at 
all. Th is was a novel experience for us. Another interesting 
phenomenon we missed was the Aurora Borealis or 
northern lights which are vibrating sheets, streaks, haloes, 
or pillars of light of diff erent colours such as green, light 
pink and even yellow and crimson. Th ey occur in the 
north of Norway and are visible from August to March. 

Norwegians are great skiers and hikers. Skiing is 
something which everybody including children are adept 
at because in winter many roads are snowbound and 
skiing is the only means of getting about.  On the side 
of a mountain near Oslo, called Holmenkollen there is 
the Olympic ski jump. Th ere is a statue of one of the 
earlier kings of Norway there, wearing a pair of skis. We 
were amused to see that the statue of the king’s dog was 
sporting a pair of skis too!    

In a world which is still not a safe place for women, 
Norway is perhaps the best place for a woman to be in 
as security of women is not an issue. Th e gender gap too, 
is possibly, the least in Norway and women enjoy many 
benefi ts. At the same time, women are expected to do 
almost everything men do, like driving delivery trucks and 
unloading them, although with the help of mechanical 
gadgets. Yet, regrettably, complete parity in incomes of 
men and women is still to be achieved.

While initially, Norway was not a wealthy country its 
fortunes were dramatically changed in the 1960’s by the 
discovery of oil in the North Sea. From being one of the 
poorest countries in Europe, Norway was transformed 
into one of the richest in the world. However, their wealth 
was used judiciously by the government which developed 
a very comprehensive welfare system not found anywhere 
else in the world. 

Another characteristic we noticed was the understated 
and non-aggressive nature of the people and society. 
Despite being an affl  uent country the Norwegians do not 
fl aunt their wealth. Rather than invest in material objects 
they prefer to protect the environment and nature, spend 
on social welfare schemes and for the future generations. 
In an increasingly consumerist world, Norway appears to 
be refreshingly free from consumerism. While the needs 
of the people are certainly met, the market is not fl ooded 
with an excess of goods. For these reasons and as frugality 
is practised by everyone, including the government, 

Norway was hardly aff ected by the economic downturn 
of a few years back.

Moreover, as the country emphasizes areas which 
impact human well-being and gives importance to the 
social welfare sector, Norway has come fi rst in the U.N. 
Human Development Index for many years. And most 
importantly, not only does Norway focus on its own 
domestic welfare, but is also concerned about the welfare 
of developing countries, and  gives the highest percentage 
of its GDP as overseas aid among all donors.  

Interestingly, we noticed that modern Norwegians 
appeared to be mild and  non-threatening  unlike their 
fi erce and war-like ancestors. What happened to the 
Vikings of the past, we wondered? Perhaps some of the 
Viking qualities were channelised into demanding sports 
and outdoor activities, providing an outlet for excess 
energy. But if we still persist seriously in our quest for the 
legendary Viking, we might possibly fi nd him concealed 
in the heart of every Norwegian. 

In the end, of course, it is the majestic natural beauty 
of Norway that remains etched in our minds. When I saw 
the Hardanger Fjord from the tiny town of Norheimsund, 
a vast swathe of shimmering blue with a glacier in the 
distance and pine-covered mountains on both sides, 
dotted with chalets and cottages, I was captivated. And 
at night, when a full moon cast its spell, turning the 
landscape into a magical world, I thought if ever there 
was a paradise on earth, this is where it is.            

Krishna Barua, wife of Bhaskar Barua,  is a social 
activist, homemaker and a former college teacher. She 
holds a PhD in English literature, is a feminist and a 
proud grandmother of three
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The Constant Companion
Trying to match one’s specs with different outfi ts can prove to be a challenge

I 
know I am beautiful. I like going to the beauty parlor 
because it adds zing to my beauty. I am however very 
upset about one particular aspect of my appearance  

about  which the parlor is helpless. Th at is, my spectacles. 

I recently got progressive lenses but as time progresses 
I realize that it doesn’t match with my dress. I spend hours 
to match my dress with my jewelry. But what will I do 
with this plastic jewel which I cannot do without?

Last Sunday, I went to a marriage party for which I 
had planned for a week. What I would wear, its color, 
jewelry, make up, sandals etc. Everything was planned 
perfectly and executed perfectly. But just before leaving 
the dressing table mirror I put on the dreaded thing. It 
was black and my saree was green. I could not change its 
color to green. Even if I changed its color, it would look 
bulky.  It killed my beauty in a second. Th e time was 
fl ying past and I had to leave for the marriage. I thought 
I would solve the problem  after thinking for a bit in the 
car. But I found no solution, no way out, and this was not 
the fi rst time I had failed.

I believe in embellishing beauty by matching clothes 
and accessories. But I am losing a long battle to match my 
spectacles with my jewelry and sarees. It never matches 
glitter with its staid presence. Rather, it has a great 

magnetic capacity to absorb and nullify all the shining 
of gold.

Adding to my woes, people say I look ten years younger 
than my age, but this plastic on my face adds ten years to 
my age. It changes my profession too. I look more like 
a serious teacher in it than the glamorous doll I wish to 
be. I have tried contact lenses, they are a pain I cannot 
describe.

I wanted to fi nish this matter. I ventured one day to 
a party without my specs. It started with a headache and 
ended with humiliation when I asked the server whether 
it was paneer or chicken. He said in a whisper, Madam 
we don’t serve red paneer! Not just this, I missed the most 
important part, people watching me and me assessing 
their attire, jewelry and all.

I understand and have come to terms with it now. It 
shall stay with me. I need to put up with it. I understand 
that I need to put the bindi a bit higher on my forehead 
even if I don’t like it, otherwise the plastic hides it. 
Adjustments are a must in life. Life goes on.

Bhavna Makwana is an offi  cer in the Indian 
Railway Accounts Service and wife of Ashok Babu

BY Bhavna Makwana



PAGE  55

Without A Condition
Self-interest or self-promotion should not be the guiding force behind our actions

R
inku said to Tinku  “I will give you my pencil box, 
you give me your chocolate.”  Give and take. Th at 
is how human relationships, trade and business, 

growth and development run the life show. Th e Barter 
System--- the exchanging of objects of mutual needs 
catered to the requirements of individuals in the remote 
past, before money took its birth. In the Junbeel Mela of 
Assam the tribal communities are still carrying out the 
age-old custom. 

‘Give and Take’ is not confi ned to the objects of 
essentiality and luxury alone. It is seen during a marriage 
–where a groom vows to protect and provide for his bride 
in return for loyalty, faithfulness, servitude and off  spring. 
It is seen between two friends who seek loyalty, help and 
support in exchange for fun, laughter, companionship 
and secrets. Children too are expected to care for their 
parents in their old age for the love, care and the sacrifi ces 
made by them. One goes to a place of worship with fruits, 
sweets and incense sticks and asks God to cure a disease, 
shower their children with success or to save them from 
some disaster. 

When something, usually money is given in exchange 
for a favour or an infl uence or as an inducement to 
dishonesty, it takes the form of a bribe. Th at is sinful—
that is breaking laws and is done clandestinely. All people 
are not law breakers. God-fearing goodly people come 
in a wide array---kind people, compassionate people, 
philanthropists, social crusaders, environmental activists, 
animal activists, spiritual gurus, life coaches et al.

Th e good work of such people benefi t the downtrodden, 
the oppressed and the marginalised. Th ey raise their voice 
against the evils of society; they raise funds to help the 
victims of natural calamities and of communal riots; they 
donate generously to shelter homes and orphanages. Th e 
affl  uent ones keep aside a huge chunk of their income to 
help the needy. Th e world moves on, smiles are spread 
and contentment prevails. 

BY Jayanti Das

But most often it is seen that acts of philanthropy or 
a gesture of kindness  has a purpose. Th is purpose can 
range from a photograph in the local newspaper or a 
certifi cate to attain a job or simply to please God and 
absolve oneself from all earthly sins. Th e cleanliness 
drives undertaken by various organisations, educational 
institutions and NGOs, to obey the clarion call of the 
Swachh Bharat Mission only exhibit a lackadaisical 
attitude of its participants. Very important people were 
seen with brooms in hands sweeping the litter of the 
streets only to be captured by the camera. Good work 
is therefore being done with a motive in mind. When a 
condition is attached to a helping gesture or a community 
service, altruism is kept at bay and egoism sets in. When 
self-interest becomes the pivotal point of philanthropy 
the sheer joy of giving together with the liberating sense 
of compassion for others cannot be attained.

It is through unconditional love, compassion and 
devotion towards humanity alone that saints like Mother 
Teresa could attain the hallowed precincts of divinity. 
We humans are here on this Earth school not simply 
to live out a life, but to evolve through our thoughts, 
experiences, knowledge and actions or rather through 
our karma. Th e primary step towards this process of 
evolution is to observe ourselves and introspect with 
the question “Are most of my actions motivated by self-
interest?” 

 
Jayati Das, wife of Subhash Chandra Das, teaches 

English in S.B. Deora College
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Let Them Walk Alone
Trusting our children to make their own decisions and life choices is not easy. 
But if we are able to do it, it can set not only them but also us, free...

I 
once read an article in the newspaper, by a young 
Indian girl studying in the US. She talked about the 
changed environment, how she was learning to cope 

with it, what she appreciated about both home and 
abroad. Th e biggest learning she has had there, she said, is 
how to be accountable to herself.

Being accountable to oneself is not something we in 
India are too familiar with. While we are growing up we 
have our parents making most, if not all, the decisions. 
Th en we get married, role play sets in, and we make 
decisions for our children. While this is fi ne when they 
are minors, it continues into their later years, even when 
they are adults, on issues relating to their education, their 
careers, even their life partners. We tell ourselves that it’s 
because we love them, because we want the best for them. 
But could it also be (and let’s not be afraid to say this) 
because we want to exercise control? Not many of us will 
admit to this. But it is probably closer to the truth than 
we like to acknowledge.

Th e truth is that this reasoning defi es logic. How can 
one person possibly know what’s best for another? Even if 
that someone happens to be your child? In fact, whatever 
the relationship, freedom is of the essence. To be sure, 
one can and should advice, guide, share, communicate. 
But then one has to stand back and let the other walk 
alone. It’s not easy. In fact, it’s as hard as hard can be. 
Especially when you are convinced that the other person 
is proceeding in the ‘wrong’ direction.

With parenting, as in other relationships, the ability 
to let go, to make someone accountable to themselves, is 
to my mind inextricably linked with trust. Trust involves 
learning to love unconditionally. It is trying to understand 
the other person for what he or she really is. It is realizing 
that people are diff erent. It is being able to love them in 
spite of that diff erence, which may confound, bewilder or 
even anger us.

As a parent, I have struggled with these realisations 
many times. I do not say I have mastered any of them. Th e 
primary urge is to control, to instruct, to give advice not to 
off er it. But in trying to understand our children, we also 
come to understand ourselves. We learn that we have to 
trust, if we want them to be responsible, or accountable, 
in the end not to us parents, but to themselves. We have 
to respect what they think and accept what they do. Love 
them for it, not in spite of it. 

Th e most beautiful poem I have read on this experience 

of “letting go”, which is the hardest thing for all parents, 
yet something we all must somehow learn to do, is given 
below.  Written by the English poet Cecil Day Lewis, the 
poem is dedicated to his son Sean, and recalls a day when 
the father was watching his little son go in to school.  It 
is all about childhood and growing up, the magic and the 
heartbreak of these unique yet universal emotions that 
all children and all parents experience  at some time or 
another.

WALKING AWAY by Cecil Day Lewis

It is eighteen years ago, almost to the day –
A sunny day with leaves just turning,
Th e touch-lines new-ruled – since I watched you play
Your fi rst game of football, then, like a satellite
Wrenched from its orbit, go drifting away

Behind a scatter of boys. I can see
You walking away from me towards the school
With the pathos of a half-fl edged thing set free
Into a wilderness, the gait of one
Who fi nds no path where the path should be.

Th at hesitant fi gure, eddying away
Like a winged seed loosened from its parent stem,
Has something I never quite grasp to convey
About nature’s give-and-take – the small, the scorching
Ordeals which fi re one’s irresolute clay.

I have had worse partings, but none that so
Gnaws at my mind still. Perhaps it is roughly
Saying what God alone could perfectly show –
How selfhood begins with a walking away,
And love is proved in the letting go.

Elsa Eapen is a journalist and editor and wife of 
K V Eapen

BY Elsa Eapen 
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The Birthday Gift
Sometimes the best gifts in life are the ones we give, not the ones we get

I
t was a routine morning in the Angiography suite 
where I was posted as a resident doctor. Th e fi rst patient 
scheduled was a young married lady who had an 

acquired deformity in her right hand with an amputated 
thumb and two fi ngers. Th e poor hand seemed as though 
it would be of very little, if any, use to her.

Th e angiography revealed an occlusion in her subclavian 
artery for which we planned an angioplasty at a later date. 
Later on, while compressing her puncture site, I came to 
know that she was a seamstress by profession who had 
accidentally driven the sewing machine needle into her 
right hand following which she hadn’t taken tetanus shots. 
What followed was a terrible infection which lead to the 
amputation and deformity thereby depriving her of her 
bread-and-butter which was a big fi nancial loss to their 
family. She had three school going kids and her husband 
didn’t earn much as a driver. Th ey were on the verge of a 
fi nancial breakdown because of her health expenses.

I observed her puncture site which showed no signs 
of bleeding so I instructed her husband to take her to the 
ward for further observation when she called out to me, 
“Dr Saab , will my hand ever become alright?” I noticed 
a slight tinge of red in her eyes. I told her very objectively 
(as most of us doctors do), “ Th e hand will not become 
better, however you have a blocked artery in your arm 
which we can treat to prevent it from getting worse”.

Work went on as usual in the angiography room and 
we took up an angioplasty for  a fi fty year old man who 
had already lost his other limb to ischemia. Th e one-
legged man came to us carried on the shoulders of his 
young son. One look at him and I realized how lucky I 
was to have four functioning limbs.

Next we did sclerotherapy for a 25 year old girl with 
a large deforming arterio-venous malformation on her 
face which made her look like an alien. Multiple surgeries 
had left her with a terribly scarred and asymmetrical face, 
still she managed to give us a grotesque smile and thank 

BY Zohra Ahmad

us profusely for the last resort sclerotherapy we had 
done to give her some respite. Her mother came to me 
quietly when I was writing her notes. “ Beti, can you do 
something for her face?  No one is marrying her because 
of it.“ I was speechless as I knew there was not much 
improvement possible.

Th ere are so many ailments which people have, for 
which there is no known cure and doctors can’t do much 
to ameliorate them. Despite that, many brave ones 
manage to smile and fi ght their inadequacies  happily. 
Th ere are countless situations in which we privileged 
and healthy people crib every day about that exam we 
couldn’t clear, those pimples on our face, that expensive 
dress we couldn’t buy, the job we couldn’t qualify for and 
the like.

It is an irony that the most well-to-do and lucky 
people are the most thankless of all and the most lowly 
and unlucky ones somehow accept their fate and live life 
like a gift.

It was my birthday the next day and I was wondering 
what to buy for myself but after my experiences of the 
day, the lights of the malls I wandered into appeared very 
dull. A long lonely walk later it suddenly struck me.  I 
knew what I needed for my birthday gift.

Th e next day the young seamstress came for her report 
when I handed her husband another paper along with 
the report. He looked at it and then at me with puzzled 
eyes. “Its a voucher from a shop which makes foot pedal 
sewing machines,” I told him. “She’ll have some trouble 
initially using it, but with practice she’ll be able to do it.”

To this date I remember the gratitude in his eyes. 
Little does he know that I had just had a most memorable 
birthday.

Dr Zohra Ahmad, wife of Adil Khan, is a radiologist 
currently working in GMCH
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Walk the Talk
The simple pleasure of a morning walk is ruined by the condition of our roads 
and surroundings. Will change ever come?

A 
lazy person like me was advised by the personal 
physician to take a regular morning walk. Health 
becomes a priority once you are thirty fi ve. 

Considering the age, this is essential to keep the impending 
lifestyle diseases at bay. It took a great deal of eff ort and 
enormous courage to ignite the will power to be able to 
do some justice to the sincere advice of a well-meaning 
doctor. A new pair of jogging shoes and tracksuit had also 
made a dent on the pocket. With my alarm set for fi ve-
thirty in the morning and a bundle of positive energy, I 
started the morning walk on the streets of Guwahati. To 
my horror it soon turned out to be the most nightmarish 
experience that I ever imagined.

I had chosen a safe route towards Guwahati Medical 
College hill campus past the gate of GMCH. It was 
expected in Hindi-cinema style that the crisp breeze 
would soothe and rejuvenate the senses. Instead it was the 
stench emanating from the garbage heaps that fi lled the 
nostrils. Th e garbage bin had been overfl owing and the 
mountainous heaps had crossed all limits. Th e bins had 
not been able to invite the  attention of the municipal 
cleaner, but it had certainly attracted the street dogs in 
huge numbers,  plastic eating cows, vultures and crows 
from the skies and of course the ubiquitous beggars in 
search of leftovers.  Th e dogs and cows had scattered 
the smelly rubbish all across the street. I had to retrace 
my steps for some time as these stray dogs were fi ghting 
ferociously over the packets of litter. I was gripped by 
the fear of being bitten by a stray dog but did not want 
to reveal my anxiety to the few lazy people gazing at me 

BY Anamika Tewari

taking pleasure at my plight with their tooth brushes in 
their mouth. To express their amusement, they spat out 
foam as I passed by. Th e wall of GMCH smelt foul and 
on the road was dog litter and human excreta. It was a 
chaotic smelly scene in front of a premier institution of 
our State.  

Th e people of Assam often take pride in their self 
professed sense of cleanliness and general civic sense in 
comparison to their counterparts from Bihar and Uttar 
Pradesh. As such it is almost impossible to imagine such 
fi lth and squalor that surrounded me that day. I have been 
travelling through the same road in my air conditioned 
car greatly oblivious to the horrifi c red tobacco stains and 
nasal discharge all over the place.  And this is the situation 
right in the neighbourhood of Guwahati Medical 
College. Hard to fathom whether we as a community are 
totally hypocritical or have we forgotten all the values 
possessed by our ancestors and refuse to enthuse any 
civic sense in ourselves as citizens. Is it not the duty of 
every person to keep his surroundings clean? Th e typical 
Assamese movie isn’t complete without the ideal woman 
sweeping her compound spic and span.  Instead, now as 
I strolled ahead I realized that we keep our compounds 
clean but throw the garbage in front of the neighbour’s 
house or shop. As I passed by a few residential houses, 
I observed an elderly gentleman coming out quickly 
from his house and pouring out a bucket of his night 
urine into the drain just in front of his gate. Another 
man fl ung a packet of left-over food aiming accurately 
at the drain on the other side. It appears that if you feel 
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outraged by the stinking smell or ghastly sight of dirt just 
follow what the other  joggers do as they pass,  spit and 
move on; as if you have cleansed yourself by this ritual, let 
the surroundings not bother you.

Th e vegetable vendors, shop-keepers and street food 
vendors have been really consistent in their behaviour of 
regularly putting up their stalls no matter rain or heat 
and also in carrying out their regular duty of littering the 
garbage on the streets and in the city drains. I feel it is not 
only an isolated incident in this area but one can fi nd this 
kind of scene all over the city. Not one off ender seems 
to be conscientious enough to acknowledge their own 
violations. Th ese people, completely unaware of what 
they are doing, have been sitting happily on the heaps 
of garbage and running their petty businesses daily. How 
much does this cost them in terms of their heath and 
productivity, is something to be calculated and analyzed. 
Th e attendants of GMC patients were blissfully having 
their morning tea and breakfast in the tea stalls set up in 
the fi lthiest of surroundings. 

 
Anna Hazare is urging people of India to battle against 

corruption. But what about corruption of the mind? 
Isn’t it time that we wake up to our responsibilities-to 
make this place fi t for healthy living. How long will we 
keep our eyes shut and our senses numb? Can’t we take 
responsibility for  our  actions? Who will bell the cat? 
Simply by ignoring our duties we won’t get anywhere. 
Let’s say No to whatever we have done in the past. Let’s 
start afresh. Let’s promise not to litter our surroundings 
anymore and also let’s stop others too from doing it. It 
would take the sincerest of individual eff orts to accept 
our faults and educate ourselves to avoid such a social 
calamity.

We have been hearing a great deal, politicians 
clamouring about the huge amount of funds being 
invested in our beloved city under mammoth government 
scheme like JNNURM etc to convert it to a beautiful 
metropolitan city. Enormous amounts of time, energy and 

planning are  supposed to have gone into it. But as far 
as collecting garbage and maintaining basic cleanliness 
and hygiene is concerned, I think we have gone wrong 
somewhere. It needs basic understanding of the problem 
and the solution lies in simplicity and not complexity.

Where are the municipal workforce, have they not 
seen the dirt on the streets and clogged drains? I moved 
a little ahead from the GMC gate towards the hill road 
hoping that things will be better on that side. But to my 
dismay, I saw the plastic packets of chips, plastic cups 
and plates used and thrown by roadside food stalls, all 
on the street and deposited permanently on the roadside 
slope of the hill. Th e gruesome sight forces us to visualize 
our future and the kind of environment we are going to 
hand over to the next generation. 

All of us, the municipal authorities, the cleaners and 
workers, the people, the community, the school students, 
in fact all the stakeholders need to get their act together. 
Th ough it is a challenge to keep our environs clean,  I 
hope we will all agree that it is not to so diffi  cult if we 
take responsible and concerted actions and play our due 
roles as responsible citizens.

My morning walk was about to be cut short but 
thanks to my humble little handkerchief which came to 
my rescue with its wonderful property of sealing off  the 
nostrils. It became a daily fi ght of motivation with the 
unsavoury elements occupying the street to complete 
the ritual of the morning walk. Instead of a pleasurable 
exercise, it started becoming an abominable act to pursue 
a simple piece of healthy advice. When I discussed my 
problem with my trusted friends, they advised, albeit 
well meaning,  buy a jogging machine and complete the 
morning walk inside the safe environs of my house. Th is 
foolproof method may hopefully keep me in good stead, 
but I am surely going to miss the fresh air!

Anamika Tewari is an ACS offi  cer and wife of 
Ajay Tewari
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The Durga Temple of Nartiang
The 500 year old Durga Temple in the Jaintia Hills is well worth a visit

M
arch is a lovely time to be in  the hills of 
Meghalaya, when the climate is at its best. 
Th e weather was enticing and the scenery, 

picturesque. On one such pleasant morning, I decided 
to take a trip to the Jaintia Hills District. It was lovely 
driving through the hills, stopping occasionally to take in 
the tranquil surroundings. My destination was the Durga 
Temple of Nartiang.

 
We drove east from Shillong along the Jowai Road as 

the soft glow of the morning sun bathed the lush green 
hills.  Heavy traffi  c slowed us down to just 10 to 15 
kilometres per hour at the beginning but we gathered 
speed gradually as we proceeded after crossing the city 
limits. Driving past villages and pine covered hills was 
gratifying.

Nartiang is around 65 kilometres from Shillong. Th is 
small village was the summer capital of the Jaintia kings. 
My fi rst stop here was the Durga Temple. Th e original 
structure of the temple was similar to a typical Khasi 
house, with a thatched roof over a central wooden pillar. 
Later the thatch was replaced by a corrugated tin roof. 
It had been further modifi ed and reconstructed by the 
Ramakrishna Mission of Cherrapunjee in the year 1987 

BY Ruprekha Mushahary

to preserve, protect and encourage the tradition, faith 
and culture of the people.

Th e temple stands today, nondescript, to tell the tale 
of the Hindu heritage of the Jaintia kingdom which 
dates back to around 1446 A.D. Th is 500 year old 
Durga temple is one of the “Shakti Peethas” of Hindu 
Mythology. Although Shakti Peethas are well known all 
over, this particular one is an exception.

Shakti Peetha : Legend has it that King Daksha never 
liked his son-in-law Lord Shiva who is dressed in leopard 
skin, with snakes entwining his neck, body smeared with 
ash and with matted hair who went around begging for 
alms. But he had to bow down to his daughter Sati’s 
wish to be Shiva’s wife. Soon after the marriage King 
Daksha went to pay his daughter and son-in-law a visit. 
It was at noon while Lord Shiva was taking a siesta. 
His attendants had refused to wake Shiva up. Daksha 
felt utterly humiliated thinking Shiva did iton purpose. 
Daksha disliked Shiva more now and waited for his 
opportunity to take revenge.

Daksha’s opportunity to settle scores came soon. He 
arranged for an elaborate performance of holy sacrifi cial 
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ritual (Yajna). All important people were invited to the 
holy ceremony. All, except Lord Shiva.Even though Shiva 
has forbidden her, Sati went to attend the holy ceremony. 
After all, Sati thought, she did not need an invitation to 
attend a function at her own father’s home.

Daksha ridiculed Sati and belittled Lord Shiva in front 
of the guests as soon as Sati arrived. Unable to withstand 
the insult, Sati jumped into the sacrifi cial fi re before the 
very eyes of the entire gathering who  stood watching in 
utter disbelief. Shiva was mad with rage when the news 
reached him. He held Sati’s body up and started the 
“Tandava Nritya”. Carrying the body of Sati he travelled 
from place to place, crossing hills, valleys and rivers. Th e 
world shook under Lord Shiva’s fury. Frightened, the 
Gods went to Lord Vishnu for help. Vishnu released his 
“Sudarshana Chakra” which sliced parts of Sati’s body. 
Gradually Shiva calmed down. Th e places where parts of 
Sati’s body fell are known as “Shakti Peetha”. Temples are 
built on these spots and worshiped with great devotion.

Sati’s left thigh had fallen on Nartiang, Jaintia Hills. 
Durga is known here as Jainteshwari. Th e other two Shakti 
Peethas of North East are Kamakhya at Guwahati, Assam 
and Tripura Sundari at Udaipur, Tripura. Th e temple, 
which was a part of the fort of erstwhile Jaintia kingdom, 
was built by Jaintia King Dhan Manik. Goddess Durga 
appeared in his dream and narrated the signifi cance of 
the place. Th e Goddess also asked him to build a temple 
on that particular spot. Following his dream the king 
built this temple.  King Jaso Manik had married Lakshmi 
Narayana, the daughter of Nara Narayana the Hindu King 
of Koch clan. It is believed that Lakshmi’s infl uence was 
instrumental in Jaintia Royalties embracing Hinduism.

Rituals of this Durga temple are a blend of Hindu 
and ancient Jaintia traditions. Th ere are some 500 odd 
Hindu families who live around Nartiang and who come 

to worship in this temple. Th e chief patron is the Jaintia 
chieftain locally known as the Syiem.

Th e temple holds the same altar, idols and swords that 
were used for human sacrifi ce centuries ago before the 
idol of Goddess Durga. Th is practice was banned during 
the British rule. However, following local traditions, the 
custom of sacrifi ce still exists even today despite the ban.

On the 8th day of Durga Puja, Mahashtami, a goat 
dressed in a dhoti and human mask is sacrifi ced. Th e goat 
symbolizes a man, thus keeping the custom of human 
sacrifi ce. Th e heads of the sacrifi cials were disposed 
through an opening on the fl oor of the temple. Th is hole 
is linked to an underground tunnel which joins the river 
Mintdu. Th e same method is followed in the procedure 
of sacrifi ce and disposing the heads in the river even 
today.

A banana plant is dressed as Goddess Durga and 
worshiped during the ten days of Durga Puja and 
ceremoniously immersed in the river Mintdu with a gun 
fi re salutation.

A family of priests from Ujjain looks after and 
performs the religious rituals of the temple. During my 
visit, I met the present priest Uttam Deshmukh. He 
could not recollect much of the history. Th ough he did 
say that, he is the 29th generation of priests from his 
family.

A central Puja committee of the Hindu community in 
the state of Meghalaya takes care of the temple, including 
the maintenance. Devotees visit this temple from far and 
wide during the Durga Puja season.

Ruprekha Mushahary is a social activist and wife 
of Bhaskar Mushahary
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What Are You Afraid Of?
Phobias are anxiety disorders characterised by an irrational fear of people, 
places, activities and things

L
ike other emotions present in human beings, fear 
is also a normal human emotion. But if what you 
fear is not very dangerous but causes emotional 

and physical distress, you may be suff ering from anxiety 
disorder which is called a phobia, defi ned by a persistent 
fear of an object or a situation. Phobias may aff ect people 
of all ages and can include the fear of people, places, 
activities and things. Th e aff ected person will typically go 
to great lengths to avoid the situation or the object to 
a greater degree than actual danger posed. If the feared 
object or situation cannot be avoided, the aff ected person 
may suff er from signifi cant physical harm and mental 
distress characterized by rapid and irregular heartbeat, 
diffi  culty in breathing, an overwhelming desire to get away 
and in extreme cases fainting and loss of consciousness. It 
is important to note that many people may be aff ected by 
an anxiety disorder or depression either concurrently or at 
some point in their lives.

Criteria for specifi c phobias:

1. Marked or persistent fear that is excessive or 
unreasonable triggered by the presence or     anticipation 
of a specifi c object or situation.

BY Shobha Sarmah

2. Exposure to the phobic situation almost invariably 
provokes our immediate anxiety response or panic attack.
3. Th e person recognizes that the fear is excessive or 
unreasonable.
4. Phobic situation avoided or endured with intense 
anxiety or distress.
5. Symptoms interfere signifi cantly with the normal 
functioning of the person.
6. Duration of at least 6 months.

Some common phobias

Agoraphobia: Fear of leaving home

Fear of being alone outside your home, where escape 
and assistance might be diffi  cult, is called agoraphobia. 
Th is phobia may involve fear of being on a bridge, a 
busy street, or in a crowded mall or elevator. People with 
agoraphobia may only be able to leave home with friends 
or a family member. In severe cases, they may not be able 
to leave home at all, feeling that it is the only safe place to 
be. Th is phobia usually starts around age 30 with severe 
panic attacks.
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Social phobia: Fear of people
Fear of being embarrassed in front of other people is 

called social phobia. In mild cases it may be experienced as 
the common fear of public speaking, but for some people 
this fear may extend to something as simple as writing 
a cheque in front of another person or eating in public. 
Social phobias are also called social anxiety disorders.

Arachnophobia: Fear of Spiders
It is not abnormal for a child to have a severe fear of 

certain animals such as snakes or spiders. Th ese may be 
the object of childhood nightmares. But when an extreme 
fear of an animal persists into adulthood, it rarely goes 
away without treatment. Fear of animals is the most 
common type of specifi c phobia.

Acrophobia: Fear of Heights
Th is is another type of specifi c phobia in which a 

certain situation causes unreasonable fear or panic. 
Specifi c phobias, like acrophobia, are twice as common 
in women. Th ese phobias tend to start in childhood, but 
persist into adulthood. Many people use the term vertigo 
to describe fear of heights

Claustrophobia: Fear of Closed Spaces
Another common specifi c phobia is fear of closed-in 

spaces, or claustrophobia. Like other specifi c phobias, 
claustrophobia is more common in women.

Mysophobia: Fear of Germs
Th e excessive fear of germs is a common anxiety 

disorder in America. Th e medical term for this phobia 
is mysophobia. Mysophobia may be related to obsessive-
compulsive disorder (OCD) and hypochondria. 
Symptoms include obsessive washing and fear of public 
spaces.

Some uncommon phobias 

Alliumphobia: Fear of garlic
Alliumphobia is an intense fear of garlic. People 

with alliumphobia avoid consuming garlic at all costs 
and shudder even at the sight or smell of it. Other than 
humans, vampires and mosquitoes are reported to have 
alliumphobia.

Didaskaleinophobia: Fear of going to school
Didaskaleinophobia is characterized by an aversion 

to school.Th e root cause may be traced back to learning 
disabilities (like dyslexia), an inability to cope with 
academic pressure or traumatic events (such as being 
bullied, oppressed or marginalized), or being confronted 
in school. Teachers should be trained to nurture and 
counsel students and give them special time and attention.

Soceraphobia: Fear of in-laws
Soceraphobia is characterized by constant apprehension, 

anxiety or fear at the thought of interacting with one’s in-
laws. Pentheraphobia is the fear of one’s mother-in-law. 
Th e root cause of this fear lies in the often exaggerated 
imagination of the in-law’s similarity to one’s own, which 

often proves unrealistic. A surprisingly large number 
of newlywed men and women are seeking therapy to 
overcome this phobia.

Pogonophobia: Fear of beards

Pogonophobia is derived from the Greek word 
“pogono” meaning “pertaining to beard” and “phobia” 
meaning “fear.” Some people attach negative attributes 
of being disheveled, unhygienic and/or barbaric to 
men with beards and are repulsed by them (of course, 
elegantly coiff ed beards in agreement with women’s 
tastes are a diff erent topic altogether). Some women have 
turned down eligible bachelors due to this phobia and 
even consider men with facial hair to have a “suspicious 
streak of individuality and defi ance.”

Euphobia: Fear of hearing good news
We know that everyone loves to hear good news and 

dreads the bad, but here’s a shocking revelation – people 
suff ering from euphobia shun good news of any kind! 
A person suff ering from euphobia surrounds himself 
with negative or pessimistic perceptions intentionally. 
Behavioral therapy may help them to develop confi dence 
and optimism.

H i p p o p o t o m o n s t r o s e s q u i p e d a l i o p h o b i a / 
Sesquipedalophobia: Fear of long words

Th e name itself contains a frightful 35 letters and 
derives its origin from the root-word “sesquipedalian”, 
meaning “long word.” Th e words “hippopotamus” and 
“monsters” are simply added to it to intensify its terror. 
Fearful experiences with vocabulary or spelling contests 
during childhood and diffi  culty to memorize or mentally 
process multisyllabic words are some of the causes of 
this phobia. In today’s techno dependent society, many 
people who have given up the habit of reading can 
partially develop this phobia.

Caligynephobia/ Venustraphobia: Fear of beautiful 
women

Some people may suff er from a ceaseless fear, anxiety, 
uneasiness and even depression when coming in contact 
with beautiful women. Th is may stem from a traumatic 
incident in the past of confronting a beautiful female, low 
self-esteem and/or self-image, or an inferiority complex. 

Hexakosioihexekontahexaphobia: Fear of the number 
666

Th e number 666 or “six hundred threescore and six” 
is mentioned as the “number of the beast” in the Bible, 
people associated with this number were left to face dire 
consequences. In literature, fi ction and music, the evil 
of the number 666 has left an indelible mark. Many 
gothic, supernatural and sinister thrillers have endorsed 
this idea. Th e superstitious fear of “the devil’s number” 
has caused many people discomfort when encountered 
with it. 

Vestiophobia: Fear of wearing clothes
Vestiophobia is an aversion to the feeling of clothes 

on one’s body. People with this phobia prefer to dress 
in extremely loose garments or sometimes no garment 
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at all. Traumatic incidents of being bitten by insects (like 
spiders and wasps) hidden in the folds of the clothes 
are linked with vestiophobia. Sometimes wearing heavy 
clothes for a prolonged time may trigger such a phobia. 
Th e symptoms range between a sense of suff ocation and 
strangulation, to nausea, trembling and panic. 

Pneumatiphobia: Fear of spirits
Pneumatiphobia is a fear of the supernatural which 

many of us have to some extent. Th is phobia may be 
sub-categorized into Spectrophobia (fear of specters), 
Phasmophobia (fear of ghosts), Demonophobia (fear of 
demons), Bogyphobia (fear of bogeyman), Satanophobia 
(fear of Satan), Stygiophobia or Hadephobia (fear of 
hell) and Wiccaphobia (fear of witches). Th e symptoms 
include paranoia, panic attacks, nausea, sweating, mental 
breakdown and a feeling of being chased or persecuted by 
spirits. Stories of ghosts, demons and other apparitions 
popularized by literature, mythology and television may 
aggravate this phobia.

Paruresis: Shy-Bladder Phobia
A phobia that many people have never heard of is 

paruresis. Th is phobia has also been called shy-bladder 
syndrome and is considered one of the social anxiety 
disorders. People with this phobia are afraid of urinating 
in public bathrooms. Th e fear may be so great that it 
interferes with their ability to go to school, to work, or to 
travel, and can result in dangerous retention of urine. Th e 
fear may start with a traumatic event in childhood.

Necrophobia: Fear of Death
Death is the great unknown and a fear that most 

people share. But some people have an abnormal 
fear of death or of dead things, a condition known as 
necrophobia. Fear of death may be at the root of many 
other phobias such as acrophobia or claustrophobia.

Overcoming  phobias 

People who suff er from phobias usually know that 
their fears are somewhat irrational, but they feel that they 
cannot help themselves. When approaching a phobic 
situation, they are overwhelmed with fear and anxiety 
which may vary from mild feelings of apprehension 
and distress to full fl edged activation of fl ight or 
fi ght responses. Regardless of how they begin, phobic 
behaviors tend to be reinforced because everytime the 
person with a phobia avoids a feared situation, his or 
her anxiety decreases. In addition, the benefi ts derived 
from being disabled, such as increased attention and 
sympathy received from others help the aff ected person 
to regulate his behavior and thereby achieve control over 
the phobia. Visiting a counselor, clinical psychologist or 
a psychiatrist can help people to treat their phobias.

Shobha Sarma is associate professor in the 
Department of Education and in-charge, Department 
of Psychology, Handique Girls’ College. She is the wife 
of Utpalananda Sarma
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A Letter to Every Housewife
Housework is often regarded as not real work and housewives rarely given the 
importance they deserve. This is a tribute to every homemaker

Hello there! 

Hoping that you are alive, kicking and working hard 
all day! Managing the house and all the household chores 
is no joke. Often, people in our society or anywhere in 
the world for that matter overlook the eff orts made by 
housewives. Actually, I would rather call you home maker 
than housewife.

All the members in your family sleep in peace because 
they need not worry about what they would have for 
breakfast the next morning, only and only because you 
exist! You make everyone’s life way easier. I hope you 
realize that.

Th ere’s only one thing that I have always noticed and 
it is that people always overlook the time a home maker 
invests in all the household chores for all her family 
members. Th ey never appreciate what you do and only 
fi nd faults in everything. People at home don’t even 
consider your work as ‘work’.

Going to some corporate place and working there from 
morning to evening is not the only ‘job’. Men call their 
jobs tedious and monotonous, trust me, yours is more. 
Th e same every day after getting up from sleep.

All housewives work 24x7 - except for the time you 
sleep, you are always working. Yes! People don’t see that, 
maybe even you don’t. You don’t even consider your 
taxing household chores. Just because people think that 
home makers don’t work, does not mean you don’t work. 
You work more than any other human being.

You are a person who takes care of your children, 
buys, prepares and stores food and provisions for your 
family. Merriam Webster describes a housewife as a 
married woman who is in charge of her household. 
Th e British Chamber’s Twentieth Dictionary (1990) 
defi ned a housewife as “the mistress of a household, a 
female domestic manager”. Your occupation at home is 
running or managing her family’s home and looking after 
everyone’s needs in daily life. Sheila Hardy writes ‘ Books, 
magazines, fi lms and television programmes tried hard to 
reinforce the idyllic picture of the perfect stay-at-home 
housewife who took care of her home, raised her children, 
worked nutritious meals and provided a haven of calm for 
her hardworking husband when he returned  at the end of 
his working day’. I know running a house is a great, tiring 
and diffi  cult job. I think, all housewives should aim at 
making healthy meals to keep whole family feeling their 
best, healthy and strong. A good meal can be an expression 
of love and a warm welcome for the household. Further 

BY Shaguphta Parveen Hussain and Nasreen

having a clean house can reduce everybody’s stress and 
make things run much smoother. Do your best to make 
sure that everyone’s spiritual and emotional needs are 
met, to make your home the best. All housewives must 
discuss realistic expectations, and how to meet them as 
best as you can.     

It seems pretty basic right? But housewives can often 
get so busy that they forget to make time for their 
friends and maintain social relationships. Being a good 
housewife is about doing the best you can for the welfare 
of the entire household, so make it work for you, your 
partner and everyone else in the family.

You are awesome! Keep being awesome and show the 
world that you can shine brighter than others. Never 
forget to respect your work!

With love,
Someone who is awestruck by you!

Shaguphta Parveen Hussain is a homemaker and 
wife of Ahmed Hussain. Nasreen is an MBA student 
and a close friend of the Hussains
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The Wonder Fabric of Assam
The familiar white and red gamocha has come to be a symbol of Assam and part 
of the identity of the State

T
raditionally woven on hand looms, made of cotton 
yarns in diff erent sizes and colour combinations, 
and used in diff erent ways, gamochas (pronounced 

gamosa) are used to felicitate, to honour, and as gifts. It is 
truly multi-functional. 

It has evolved from merely being a piece of fabric used 
to cover the body (Angavastra) to an all-purpose fabric. 
Although the term defi nes specifi c application: ‘ga’ means 
‘body’ and ‘mocha’ means ‘wipe’ in Assamese;  in reality it 
means a whole lot more in our culture.

Th e gamocha is a symbolic representation of Assamese 
culture; one of the staples across all classes of Assamese 
society. It is part of the State’s identity and is one of the 
most indispensible and humble pieces of fabric that would 
remain integral to the people of this region besides being 
a symbol of love and regard. Th ere is historical evidence 
of its usage since the 15th century.

From the business perspective, irrespective of size, in 
view of its varied usage, the estimated consumption of 
the gamocha would be more than 2,00,00,000 pieces (2 
crores) annually. Given  its standard size - 1.5 m x 0.70 
m, weighing about 100 gm – cotton yarn consumption 
would be around  2,10,00,000  sq mts and 20,00,000 
kg (2,000 mts). History books such as Edward Gaite’s 
‘History of Assam’ reveal that the price of each gamocha 
used to be 6 paise in 1739. Considering today’s average 
price at Rs. 60.00 per piece, the total market value is Rs. 
120 crore.

From the socio-economic point of view, more than 
50% of the demand in Assam is met by gamochas 
manufactured outside, which means more than Rs 60 
crores of revenue  goes out of the State. Th e opportunity 

BY Indu Singh

of livelihood creation within the State is being lost. 
Considering the average productivity of two gamochas 
per day per weaver, there is a potential of creating about 
50,000 jobs in rural Assam.

Fabric Plus is initiating a project called Gamocha 
Village to showcase a model for livelihood creation, to 
be set up initially in Chatabari, Dakhin Kamrup, Assam. 
Th e rationale for such an initiative is that there is a big 
market within the country and outside and the product 
has varied functionalities and has scope of diversifi cation. 
It can also be a catalyst for livelihood creation and socio-
economic development in rural Assam.   

Th is for-profi t business model is likely to benefi t the 
community in many ways:

• Work culture development
• Better earning level
• Women empowerment (fi nancially empowered 

women will have a bigger say in family and social 
matters)

• Preservation of tradition
• Rural migration
• Improvement in quality of life etc
• 

Th e model is broadly based on the gaps that exist in 
the whole gamocha trade. Th e modus operandi of the 
project is under preparation with the following broad 
based elements. Villages where a large number of women 
weavers are available would be chosen. Hand looms with 
jacquard mechanisms will enhance weaving effi  ciency, 
and design fl exibility. Low cost yarns would be provided 
and initially weavers would be trained in the use of 
handloom with jacquard mechanism. Market linkages 
wuld be developed. Production will be actualised by 
distributing yarns to the local weavers in the interior 
villages of Assam and then linking the products with 
marketing channels through standardised quality control 
systems. Th e major gap in professional approach towards 
the entire value chain will be addressed. Once the 
gamocha village model becomes sustainable, the same 
will be replicated all over Assam.

Th e model aims to popularise the indigenous 
production of the gamocha, develop entrepreneurship, 
optimisation of local resources, and yarn manufacturing.
Th is initiative strives to make a small dent in a long-term 
mission of empowering our women, and keeping our 
heritage alive within our glorious State.

Indu Singh is a social entrepreneur and wife of 
Shamsher Singh
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Happiness in Feathered Bundles
Watching the birds in the trees outside the house proved to be an even better 
medicine than what the doctors prescribed

A
ll these years, I have only known about the presence 
of three families of birds in my premises. Th e fi rst 
is my pet pigeons. A pair appeared one day, out of 

nowhere, and built their nest in the gap of a ceiling. Now 
they are one big family. Th e second is a large family of 
house sparrows.  Th ey are permanent residents now and 
have multiplied so much in due course that I have lost 
count. And the third is the common Myna, apart from 
the common crows of course.

I was too busy with work and life in general to really 
take the time to look around. Th e hectic schedule at 
work and a busy social life left me with very little time to 
discover a beautiful side of nature - lovely creatures right 
at home. To be with nature I would always take a trip to 
some resort, wildlife sanctuary or some quiet countryside, 
ignorant of what I had at home.

Th en one day I fell ill. It gradually became worse and I 
had to have  complete bed-rest. I was devastated. I could 
not move out of bed or turn even on my side without 
help. I went into depression. Forget reading or writing, 
I even stopped answering phone calls. I would lie in bed 
upstairs, constantly gazing at the garden through the 
window, watching the seasons change. Th e neem tree by 
my window stood by me as if a witness to my pain, giving 
me strength. 

Th en it was midsummer and a lovely shower had just 
washed the garden. I saw a dove perched cosily on the 
neem tree, taking shelter from the rain. I called out to my 
husband and asked him to hand me my camera which was 
just lying around gathering dust. And that is when I took  
the fi rst photo of a bird. It triggered the fi rst ray of hope 
in me. Th en I took another, and yet another. Looking 
at these images made me feel better. Th en I would look 
around for more doves, but to my surprise, along with 
the pair of doves I noticed a tiny black and white bird 
too. I was overjoyed. I had something to look forward 
to. What would I see tomorrow? Would the pretty little 
black birdie or the green one visit again? I no longer felt 
depressed. I wish I had realized earlier that these sweet 
little birds could come to mean so much to me.

BY Ruprekha Mushahary

I had to then leave the city for treatment. A month 
later, I returned home, but was once again confi ned to my 
bed for a month. Gradually, I started to walk and move a 
little. Now I could sit on the balcony and on the terrace 
for short periods. But what I saw there was beyond my 
imagination. My joy knew no bounds. Words fail me as 
I narrate what I saw. Th ere were beautiful birds sitting on 
the apple blossom (Pink Shower) or the sheesham tree 
right next to me! Th ey fl y away to collect insects or fruits 
from nearby trees, but they always come back to perch 
themselves again on the trees by my side. Some just show 
up once in weeks for a few minutes. Sweetly enough, my 
presence didn’t seem to bother them at all.

Watching them and taking their pictures became my 
hobby. Every morning I would sit on the corner of my 
terrace and wait for diff erent species to show up. Now I 
no longer miss the busy life I once led. My depression 
slowly gave way to happiness and hope; and all this 
by just looking at these lovely little innocent feathered 
creatures go about their business.

Guwahati city is rapidly turning into a concrete 
jungle. Trees are being cut, hills are being destroyed to 
make highways or erect high-rises. Jungles and wetlands 
are being encroached on by humans, chasing away the 
fauna. We humans have become so insensitive. Till 
now, I was completely unaware of the fact that my 
neighbourhood, the heart of the city, was home to so 
many species of birds. Just a few fl owering trees can 
shelter so many species of birds in our gardens and in 
our cities! Although my garden had quite a few fruit and 
fl owering trees, I have planted a few more now. I hope 
more birds can enjoy and make these their homes. 

I feel content. In the darkest of hours, hope shines 
like a bright ray of sunlight. It’s up to you to look for it 
and seize it.

Ruprekha Mushahary is a social activist and wife of 
Bhaskar Mushahary
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Flawless Skin, Naturally
The most important part of skincare is cleansing and the best products you can 
use are natural, everyday ingredients available in your own home

(i) Honey : Honey is a great moisturizer. Mix one teaspoon 
of honey, two teaspoons of milk and one tablespoon of 
gram fl our thoroughly. Apply it over face and neck. Leave 
for 10 minutes and rinse off  with warm water. Th is face-
wash can be used once a week for fl awless skin.
(ii) Papaya : Take a little bit of milk, add mashed papaya 

and two teaspoons of oatmeal. Mix well. Scrub this over 
face and neck and wash off . Th is will help reduce dark 
patches and tan.

(iii) Aloe Vera : Aloe Vera moisturizes the skin and 
promotes skin cell growth. Apply the Aloe Vera leaf gel 
over your face. Leave for half an hour and rinse with 
lukewarm water for fl awless skin.
                                                                                                                                 
(iv) Strawberry : As beautiful as they are, they are also 
good for bright skin. Mash four strawberries and rub 
into the skin. Leave for fi fteen minutes and wash off  for 
fl awless skin. 

( v) Cucumber :  Cucumber repairs damaged skin cells 
and acts as a natural astringent. Take thick cucumber 
slices and rub them thoroughly over your face. Leave it 
overnight and rinse with lukewarm water for fl awless skin.

BY Nanda Jauhari

( vi) Tomato : Rubbing cold tomato halves on the face 
and neck will tighten your skin and will take care of your 
pores too. 

(vii)  Turmeric :  A very good skin tightening agent and 
antiseptic. Mix one tablespoon of turmeric powder, one 
tablespoon of honey, one tablespoon of gramfl our and 
a little milk. Apply over face and neck. Wash off  with 
lukewarm water after twenty minutes. Th is is a  very 
good scrub for fl awless skin.
(viii) Yoghurt : For those with oily and combination 
skin; yoghurt is very good. Massage two teaspoons of 
yoghurt daily and wash off  for smooth and radiant skin.

(ix)  Lemon :   Vitamin C content of lemon helps reduce 
dark spots. It has bleaching properties as well. Mix half 
of freshly squeezed lemon and two tablespoons of honey. 
Apply it over face. Leave for twenty minutes and wash 
off  with lukewarm water for fl awless skin.

Nanda Jauhari is a homemaker and  wife of 
Munish Jauhari
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Roots
The Living Roots Bridge in Meghalaya is a reminder of the ties that hold and 
bind us in life, as well as a synonym for the bridge between people and cultures

A
s my fl ight took off  for Delhi I peeked out of my 
window to see the green landscape I was leaving 
behind. My father had always been a lover of 

capturing images and he didn’t miss this one during the 
fl ight where he captured three pudding like layers of the 
spheres of the earth. A clear blue sky, a layer of dense 
cotton white clouds and the green land underneath. A 
masterpiece shot that made me nostalgic about my visit 
to North East India.

North East India!! Th ree vibrant words that still leave 
me  excited and exhilarated. My thoughts whirled inside 
my head. How energies, forces and destinies work in 
symphony. How powerful is God and nature that where 
a man fails  both these lift him up back to move on.  A 
man being the most intelligent and strongest creation 
of God, and when God merges his eff orts with nature 
nothing compares to what is created then. And God 
fi nally connects you with strings, which to you were once 
strangers and then the same strings become inseparable. 

Credits to this unimaginable insight goes to this 
village about 90 kms from Shillong (Meghalaya), called 
Mawlynnong. With the title of ‘Th e cleanest village of 
Asia’ this is a traveller’s pilgrimage. Th e locals here are as 
sweet as their tribe’s name Khasi. I got a chance to give 

BY Ambika Pipersenia

a vent to my adventurous spirit here at the ‘Living Root 
Bridge’ which dates back hundreds maybe even thousands 
of years. Th is is a living example of the farsighted vision 
of the Khasi ancestors and the present residents. 

After 15 minutes of trekking I was there on one of 
the most breathtaking natural bridges made by twisting 
the roots of the gigantic rubber trees. Th e roots made 
a pathway across a stream, for villagers to commute. I 
stood there awestruck at  this intertwined structure of 
roots which at fi rst looked creepy.  With the roots on 
your right and roots on your left, roots on top of you 
and roots underneath you, it’s all about roots. Th e rocky 
terrain and the fresh water always on run under the 
bridge could make anyone crave for meditation at this 
peaceful destination. 

It was my second visit here and this time I had come 
with my family. I had crossed the bridge along with my 
extended family scattered all over, each one of us seeking 
their own zones of adventure spots and picturesque 
backgrounds. We climbed down the rocks to get some 
good pictures and selfi es. I could see a big network of 
roots from one coming from the side of the tree with 
the other caging it to conjoin to another. We thoroughly 
enjoyed. On our way back I couldn’t forget the roots and 
their formations. 
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How signifi cant is this word in our lives. Roots: a 
synonym for base and foundation. A layer that holds and 
binds the entire structure upright and strong. Th e  way 
rubber roots connected themselves to bridge the two ends 
is exactly how we humans in life connect with each other 
to bridge our cultures,  traditions,  love, families and what 
not. 

We meet people and keep meeting till the end of 
our lives. Every meeting takes place through a source or 
medium. Diff erent energies work together to make two 
people come in contact with each other. Th is medium and 
source can be another person, an animal, an incident or a 
place. Th e medium comes in our contact though another 
medium and the chain continues. It is similar to this root 
web. Which root connects which one and where it ends is 
out of our reach because it’s a matrix. A matrix of energies 
in fl ow. A matrix of connections in synchronisation.  My 
nerves ache to even think where it all starts from.  It’s too 
diffi  cult to seek the origination point of the roots. 

Th ere are unending analogies about life but lessons 
from them work well. I was here with my family and 

friends. Each one of us had come from diff erent parents 
and our parents were from diff erent parents and diff erent 
families. What mattered was that we all were connected. 
Connected with forces of love and admiration. Th is 
network of mediums and sources like roots had brought 
us together and it worked pretty well because we shared 
positive energies. 

Th ese simple looking Khasi ancestors must have had 
real Einstein brains that fashioned and wove the roots 
of rubber trees across the rivulets and streams. Th e 
cantilevered mesh of the strong roots strengthened my 
faith in the connection between God, nature and humans 
because ultimately we all share the same energies. We just 
need to calm ourselves and let it in.

Ambika is the niece of Suman and Vinod K. Pipersenia

The Lonesome Fear

Away you please
do not go

With a face so sad so melancholy,
It makes me so.
Away you please

do not go
With a face so smiling bright

It makes me the contrary.
Why at all you go

Oh, dear?
Before you put the shoes on
Let this moment be frozen

Th e present be your present today
Let the past be buried

Future bartered.
If you must

Shed tears in my shed
If you must

Smile or laugh
Never except in this shed
In my shebeen, my shed.

Let here be the place
Till the curtain falls.

Paban Kumar Borthakur is Principal Secretary Personnel , AR&T 
and Education. Four books of his poems have been published

BY Paban Kumar Borthakur



March Melody

Tears of gaiety from the heavens,
Merrily pouring down

Like a March melody full of bliss,
In a splitter-splatter fun.

Ecstasy surround,
My restless, untamed mind

Out pours happiness unbound,
Making the heart waltz around.

Crystal droplets of drizzle,
Slide down my window pane

Washing heaps of agony off  the heart,
Like bubbles plop, melt and wane.

Lingering redolence of moist grass,
Freshens up memories of yore

When the heart thumped doing a solo,  
Tapping, jiving or doing a jig all day long.

Growing wings thus fl utters my mind away,
To an unknown mystique vale, where

Overpowered by colours, darkness fades away,
Ah, song of happiness, with me do always stay.

Ruprekha Mushahary is a social activist and wife of Bhaskar Mushahary

BY Ruprekha Mushahary
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Journey into Peace and Happiness
A personal encounter with the teachings of Lord Buddha creates a life-changing 
experience

L
ife is full of mysteries and surprises. Just when we 
think that we have learnt all we need to know we 
suddenly come across an amazing new path and 

embark on a new journey yet again. Th e same happened 
with me a year ago. I was quite unwell and in low spirits 
when suddenly I joined an organization which lead me to 
an incredible path of peace and happiness.

Th e organization is Bharat Soka Gakkai, the Indian 
branch of Soka Gakkai International(SGI).Under the 
guidance of President Daisaku Ikeda it has inspired 
millions of people to move on a path for happiness 
and goodness of humanity. SGI is an organization that 
embodies Buddha’s intent and decree dedicated to World 
Peace.

Today we are all talking about World Peace but little 
do we realise that to get World Peace we have to change 
our own negativities fi rst, become a better person and 
respect all people equally. Its tough but how can we 
change the society and world before changing our own 
self. I would  like to share a beautiful story.  One night 
when Buddha’s disciple returned from some errand he 
found him searching for something in the ground outside 
the hut . He curiously asked him what he was looking 
for in the dark outside. Buddha replied “ I have Iost the 
needle I was stitching with please help me fi nd it.” After 

BY Nirupama Cairae

a long search the pupil asked him where he had lost the 
needle and got the answer by the bed in the hut.Th e 
perplexed disciple asked him “if you say it was lost inside 
why are you looking for it here?”Gautam Buddha simply 
smiled at his disciple and said,” Exactly how can we fi nd 
peace and happiness outside while it is pitch dark inside.
Light the lamp within you and fi nd the treasure”.Th is 
is what this year long journey has taught me  - a new 
philosophy of life.

At fi rst being a staunch Hindu I had some 
reservations but little by little I realised that what I was 
practising, learning and experiencing had nothing to 
do with religion.It is a philosophy based on the aim of 
empowering people on a path of peace and happiness 
by practising the Mystic Law.Th e central premise being 
that each person has innate capacity to truimph in every 
circumstance in which they fi nd themselves, only we 
should chant whole heartedly for the happiness and 
wellbeing of others to embark on a path of tranquility.

When I fell seriously ill a few years ago I was in 
constant pain but after becoming a member of SGI I 
learnt a big lesson that we can make our illness, our 
problems a starting point for embarking on a course to 
greater happiness or decline towards misery and anguish. 
Choice is ours. And I made my choice.
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Let me tell you a little about this practice. We all our 
familiar with the story of Gautam Buddha and how he 
attained enlightment for the benefi t of mankind.Th e fi nal 
teachings of Shakyamuni are recorded in the Lotus Sutra.
Hundreds of years after his death Nichiren Daishonin 
a Buddhist monk in Japan crystallised the teachings of 
Lotus Sutra into a practical life philosophy accessible to 
all.Based on his study of the Lotus Sutra he established 
a chant known as the Mystic Law.When we chant this 
law we bring forth our highest ,most enlightened nature 
,trasform our lives and simultaneously bring about a 
positive change in society.Chanting is the foundation of 
changing our karma.Many a times we encounter a very 
good person encountering many diffi  culties and one 
questions Why???and we hear its the result of actions in 
our past life.However the Buddhist view of Karma is not 
fatalistic.Th is practice helps us to expand our capacity 
for compassion for others even while facing the negative 
impact of Karma.Nichiren Buddhism teaches us that it is 
by confronting and triumphing over our negative karma 
that we are able to devolop our life , polish our character 
and ultimately manifest our enlightment.

Daisukhu Ikeda is the third President of SGI.Th rough 
his writings and dialogues with world leaders he has made 
the wisdom of Buddhism acessible to more people.

SGI recognises faith, practice and study as three 
pillars of this philosophy.As we chant with continous 
faith we bring out the eternal life -state of Buddhahood. 
Practice involves doing Daimukhu(chanting),reciting 
Gongyo(parts of the Lotus Sutra).Study implies acquiring 
an understanding of Buddhist teachings.All three 
complement each other.Focussing on these three aspects 

SGI members strive to construct a holistic,compassionate 
and courageous self.

My study has led me to a new knowledge.My association 
with my Lord has not lessened in fact it is stronger today. 
Another important thing I learnt is,  to remove negativity 
from our own lives we have to stop seeing negativity in 
other people. I AM ONLY RESPONSIBLE FOR MY 
OWN ACTIONS. If we have to be free from internal 
misery we have to stop looking at others’ faults only 
then can our life force expand. Th ere is a famous story 
which you may have heard.Once a hungry cobra entered 
a carpenter’s shop looking for food.Th e carpenter had 
closed the shop and already left.Th e cobra accidently 
brushed against an axe which was lying on the fl oor.He 
got very angry on the axe and bit it.Nothing happened 
to the axe but the cobra got hurt.He got more infuriated 
and wrapped himself around the axe trying to smother 
it.What do you think happened?When the carpenter 
walked in next day he found a dead cobra wraped around 
the sharp axe Many a times we listen less,speak more and 
react double and in the process hurt our own selves.Our 
practice teaches us to especially   chant for the happiness 
of people who hurt us intentinally or unintentionally. 
Noble isn’t it.

My journey has just begun I am an infant learning 
to walk.I shall falter and fall at times but get up again 
stronger and wiser.With full faith in this practice and 
oneself let’s move to a more peaceful world.

Nirupama Cairae is a homemaker and wife of 
H. M. Cairae
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Fashion Technology to the Rescue
The Sualkuchi Institute of Fashion Technology was set up to give new life and 
impetus to the handloom industry

Fashion has always been an area of interest for all. 
Everyone likes to dress well and look good. Some people 
look for innovative new designs, some have specifi c choices 
while some others are ready to try new things all the time. 
New designs, creative presentation, acceptance from the 
ever-evolving Next-Gen, cheaper rates, originality etc 
have always been the catch phrases that we keep looking 
for in the apparel market. Th e market demand for good 
designs and good designers has been growing at a fast 
pace. Textiles contribute a signifi cant portion of economic 
activity. Many towns in the country are known for textiles 
and the most families in these towns have been making 
their livelihoods primarily from the textile business. 

Sualkuchi, known as the Manchester of Assam, 
is popular for its large number of cottage industries, 
especially silk handloom, the famous muga silk in 
particular. Th e silk woven here is known for its quality, 
indigenous appeal and a tradition of promoting incredible 
originality. Th e gamochas and the mekhala chadors made 
here are famous throughout the Northeast. An estimated 
one lakh plus weavers (registered with the handloom 
department) continue to weave in Kamrup district as 
of today. Mahatma Gandhi too visited Sualkuchi in the 
year 1946 and greatly appreciated  the local weavers of 
Sualkuchi. Handloom has been the spirit of Sualkuchi 
and the guiding light that once kept the town united and 
fl owing with energy. 

History apart, today Sualkuchi is suff ering for many 
reasons like lack of suffi  cient weavers, making costs, 
old fashioned designs etc. Many of the expert weavers 
have shifted base to Kokrajhar, Chirang, Baksa and 
Udalguri while the costs of production in Sualkuchi have 
increased. Th e result, a competitive business model that 
can survive in the long term hasn’t evolved. Even more 
worrying is the fact that the designs have not kept pace 
with changing demands and tastes and no longer appeal 
to the new generation. Most sales or orders are restricted 
to festive or religious occasions. With the handloom 
industry being closely associated with livelihoods of lakhs 
of families, power looms are out of the question. Th e 
costs of handloom cloth are linked to the labour costs 
and are sometimes high. Th e industry itself being labour 
intensive, struggles to keep pace with the modern apparel 
industry where machines have taken over. Standardised 
designs on design plates can print thousand of apparel 
pieces in no time, which the handloom industry would 
take months to complete. Nevertheless, the value and 
respect for handloom products is still very high. 

It is against this worrying backdrop but with a renewed 

BY Priya Vinod

resolute will to invigorate the silk town that SIFT was 
conceived and set up in 2008. Formally inaugurated on 
30th August 2008, SIFT was established as an initiative 
of the Kamrup District Administration and Government 
of Assam under the project title “Integrated Pilot Project 
for the weavers of Sualkuchi & adjoining areas” and 
tasked mainly with enhancing skill, off ering holistic 
development of weavers and entrepreneurs as well as 
promoting the silk industry in the new competitive 
market economy. 

Since 2008, SIFT has been providing integrated 
training programmes on Fashion and Textile design. SIFT 
is a registered society under the registration of societies 
act. Initially SIFT collaborated with the North Eastern 
Council & National Institute of Fashion Technology, 
Kolkata (NIFT). A Memorandum of Understanding 
was signed with NIFT, Kolkata to provide advisory 
and technical assistance for design innovation, product 
diversifi cation and to train 600 persons within a span of 
three years.

Since August 2015, there has, however, been a 
new specialist approach to the training programmes 
undertaken by SIFT. Th e old integrated training 
programme has been bifurcated into two specialist 
departments – ‘Fashion Technology’ and ‘Textile 
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Technology’. Th e institute has already trained almost 250 
students since August 2015, in the fi elds of Fashion and 
Textiles, sponsored by organisations like TATA Trust, 
Power Grid, SIRD, North East Transmission Company 
etc. SIFT is now exploring tie-ups with NRLM (the 
livelihoods mission) and also the Indian Institute of 
Entrepreneurship. Th e vision of SIFT is to emerge as a 
renowned centre for excellence and innovation in the 
fi eld of Textile and Fashion Design. 

SIFT has good infrastructure consisting of a modern 
building with fl oor space of 4500 sq ft., fully equipped 
lecture rooms, a seminar hall, separate furnished hostel 
facilities for boys and girls with capacity of 25 persons 
each, a textile CAD lab, dyeing and processing lab, 
stitching and pattern making laboratory with state of the 
art “Juki” lock stitch industrial machines and “Juki” over-
lock 5 thread machines, a handloom lab equipped with 
improved Jacquards as well as a quality control and testing 
lab equipped with modern equipment. Th e institute 
implements the following courses: (1) Th ree-month 
training programme on ‘Fashion Design & Garment 
Construction’ and (2) Th ree-month training programme 
on ‘Textile Design & Development’. SIFT also gives 
regular technical support to various organizations involved 
with silk fabric making. SIFT is now planning to open 
some outlets which will provide a platform to its students 
to display and sell their products directly to consumers.

Priya Vinod has an MTech degree and is the wife of 
Vinod Seshan
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Creating Opportunities
The Northeast region is full of promise and opportunities waiting to be tapped

T
he issue of employment is particularly crucial, 
especially from the point of view of income 
generation. In this context, the concern for 

creating jobs in massive numbers and at  rising levels of 
productivity have been subjects of intense public debates, 
especially in view of the fact that the employment 
situation since the 1990s or so has not been encouraging. 

In Northeast India, education has always been stressed 
on which in turn leads to educated unemployed, mainly 
due to lack of awareness of self-employment opportunities, 
lack of motivation, failure to acquire skills, etc.

Here I want to stress on the importance of 
entrepreneurship, and how self-employment can be 
achieved by fi nding products and services in and 
aroundthe regional environment i.e., indigenous products 
generating employment not just for oneself but for others 
too.

Th e Northeast is seeing a rapid and positive change 
– the rise of small urban centres, consumption habits 
of the population, growing trade with neighbours, new 
generation entrepreneurs, youngsters driving the usage 
pattern, increase in internet and Smartphone penetration 
even among the  lower economic classes. Th e golden era 
of the Seven Sisters seems to be here. Not only is the NE  
rich in resources like tea, silk, vegetation, local produce, 
etc. but  the cultural heritage is also strong like the 
clothing patterns, food habits, handicrafts, etc. Instead 
of looking at cluttered market spaces like traditional 
FMCG, automobiles, etc. and salaried jobs the youth 
needs to focus on what we have locally. Th is not only 
generates income but also brings the NE on the national 
and perhaps international map. Let’s look at the industries 

BY Anubhuti Jain Deorah

in Assam that have a strong origin eff ect.

Good quality tea is synonymous with Assam tea. 
Assam produces 51% of the tea produced in India and 
about 1/6th of the tea produced in the world (Govt of 
Assam’s offi  cial website). Th ere are 64597 tea gardens 
in Assam (Economic Survey of Assam 2012-13). About 
17 percent of the workers of Assam are engaged in the 
tea industry. Th e Guwahati Tea Auction Centre now 
auctions more than 150 million kg of tea valued at 
more than Rs 550.00 crores annually.  Korangani tea, 
Mangalam tea, Golaghat Tea, Mazha Gold, Upahar are 
some branded teas produced regionally. Today they are 
giving tough competition to national and global brands 
like Tata tea, Brooke Bond, Twinings, Dilmah etc. and 
have successfully created their own niche. Likewise other 
innovative concepts like monthly/annual subscription of 
tea, tea cafes along with book stores and libraries, etc 
are coming up. Th ere are opportunities in new product 
development like fruit and herbal teas. Rural India along 
with export potential needs to be exploited.

Next let’s explore traditional food products. Diff erent 
States of the Northeast have their particular traditional 
food items. For eg, Assam has pitha, ladoo, bhoot 
jalokia etc; Meghalaya has jadoh, ki kpu, tung-rymbai, 
and pickled bamboo shoots, etc; Nagaland has axone, 
anish, tathu, etc. Why not sell packed branded form of 
these on a national platform. With the surge of modern 
lifestyle and urban development there is a need of these 
ready to eat products to be made available in the market. 
One such brand example is Bhogali which derives its 
name from Bhogali Bihu of Assam. Th eir product range 
includes Milky Sandah, Masur Guri, Milky Jalpan, Til 
Pitha, Malbhog Cheera, Sandah, Pithaguri, etc.
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Th ere are more than 100 diff erent tribes in the 
northeast and they all have unique and traditional crafts.  
NE India is rich in natural resources like bamboo, jute, 
cane and water hyacinth. Th e place-of-origin eff ect is very 
strong with respect to bamboo, cane and jute. Fuzion 
crafts Pvt. ltd. is an emerging player in the handloom 
and handicraft industry. Th e marketing channels used 
are national and international trade fairs, personal selling, 
their own website fuzioncrafts.com and tie ups with 
craftsvilla.com and Alibaba.com. Th e company also has 
an international counterpart called the Fusion Crafts 
International. Handloom and handicrafts is the second 
largest industry in the northeast region and employs a 
large number of artisans. Carpets of Arunachal Pradesh, 
muga silk products of Assam, lashingphee of Manipur, 
shawls of Nagaland and Mizoram, common handloom 
products such as bed sheets, chadars, scarves and jackets 
are found in almost all the States of the region. Silkalay 
from Assam is one of the most successful entrepreneurs 
of all times and an inspiration to all young people. Apart 
from regular products they have diversifi ed into salwar 
suits, shirt pieces, Shawls, Assamese gamuchas (towels) 
etc. Today Silkalay sells Assam’s fi nest silk yarn to both 
domestic and international customers. Silkalay also has 
its own website through which it markets its products to 
Unites States, Canada, Australia, New Zealand and several 
European nations. Product innovation is where new 
entrepreneurs can work in the handicrafts and handloom 
industry, for eg, umbrellas made of muga silk are popular 
abroad as it is the best protector against UV rays.

Th e region is still in the Stage One of development 
in Tourism and Hospitality. Tourism creates 78 jobs for 
every million rupees invested in it. Th is is signifi cantly 
higher than Agriculture or Industry which creates 45 or 
18 jobs respectively for the same amount of investment. 

Th e Northeast is a paradise unexplored with so many 
diff erent attributes – natural beauty, ethnic cuisines, 
music, friendly people etc,  and it is about time that it was 
exploited and put on the tourism map of India. Prominent 
examples are- Natural resort: IORA, Kaziranga, Eco 
resorts: Potasali Nameri Eco-Cam, Nameri National Park, 
Assam, La Maison De Ananda, Majuli Island, Assam, 
Homestays: Th e Monpa Tribe, Th embang, western 
Arunachal Pradesh, tree houses and  tribal homestay with 
the Khasi Tribe, Mawlynnong, Meghalaya. But all these 
are not well known brand names yet. Other examples of 
speciality products and services (travel, restaurants and 
hotel ventures) are Bihu Bazaar in Delhi, Momo House 
in Bangalore, Paradise Hotel, Delicacy, Nagamese, Jungle 
Travels etc. 

Th ere are many species of ornamental fi sh and 
scope for expansion of fl oriculture, rubber plantations, 
mushroom cultivation and handloom industries. Not 
only that, Northeast India has a huge capacity of hydro-
electricity projects which if tapped, can be used to satisfy 
one third of India’s power requirement. Vast amounts 
of coal, petroleum and natural gas reserves also exist in 
the region. Almost all States share borders with other 
countries providing scope for trade through land.

It is clear that there is no dearth of scope for self-
employment in the Northeast, all one needs is the risk 
taking ability and planned out process to establish 
themselves as entrepreneur and hence become an 
employer not an employee.

Anubhuti Jain Deorah is a Senior Research Fellow 
in the Business Administration Department of Gauhati 
University. She is the daughter of Anjana  and  R C Jain
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A Comedy of Pairing Errors
What happens when an on-stage anchor at a school play mixes up genders? Read 
on to fi nd out

S
itting and sipping cream coff ee on my balcony the 
other day, which overlooks the street, I saw a young 
boy and a girl walking hand in hand, engrossed in 

each other, oblivious to the humidity and the strong sun,  
the traffi  c snarl, the cow on the middle of the street and 
the ragpicker changing his mobile phone’s ringtone. My 
heart warmed up and my mind strolled back to an eventful 
evening when a play was staged for Valentine’s day by our 
seniors in Shillong’s Pine Mount School, a long time ago, 
when we were just fourth standard kids learning genders 
and their opposites. Th e play was set in the ball room 
of an English lady. And it was required that there be no 
single actor but that they were all in pairs. So then the 
play opened, with the arrival of the guests to the ball of 
the English lady with their consorts upon their arms and 
the arrival of each couple was being announced to the 
rest of the guests with right royal courtesy. Th e actors, 
the costumes, the set, Ms. Lyndoh’s music, everything was 
ready down to the fi nest detail and just when the play 

BY Rashmi Narzary

was about to start on the big day, something happened 
backstage which we juniors were not aware of, at least 
not then. And this led to the sudden disappearance of the 
anchor. But the curtain had already been pulled so Ms. 
Marbaniang, panicking, hastily propped the student, idly 
standing nearest to the mike, to begin the show. ‘But…
Ms.Marbaniang…’, she stammered, surprised, ‘no 
script…’ ‘Oh! Be done with the script!’ Ms. Marbaniang 
whispered nervously, ‘Just recognize the actors and say 
out their titles as you see them…!’ Now this we heard 
because all this was whispered while the microphone was 
dutifully switched on.      

Nevertheless, music rolled out and the play began. 

And the stunned anchor’s shaky voice began the 
announcement, ‘….welcome to Lady Twinewipple’s 
Ball! Who should arrive fi rst but the …Duke! And his…
er…beautiful..er...yes, Duck!’ Th e silent auditorium 
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Purpose of Life
BY Armeen Shahneela

and Orlin Z. Haque

immediately fi lled with laughter. But the anchor 
continued out of fear of Ms. Marbaniang. More music 
and the next couple arrived. ‘Here! Here!’ the anchor 
spoke, ‘And now at Lady Twinewipple’s Valentine’s Day 
Ball…’, we could make out that she was buying time 
while working out who the next couple could possibly 
be, ‘…arrives the Vicar and his…his…lovely Vixen!’ 
More laughter rolled through the auditorium. But the 
show had to go on and so had to, our anchor. Which 
she bravely did. ‘Next at the grandiose ball of Lady 
Twinewipple appears His Excellency the Governor 
along with his…er…much kissed and loved…er…oh 
yeah! the Governor’s Governess!’ By now the audience, 
especially us fourth standard girls, didn’t want the play 
to proceed beyond the arrival of the guests because 
we were having a diff erent ball with genders and their 
opposites in a diff erent light. ‘And now at the ball,’ the 
anchor’s voice quavered, ‘arrives the Viscount. At his 
strong arm, clings his beloved…Viking, yes!’ Tears were 
rolling down our eyes by now. ‘Lady Twinewipple’s 
next guests,’ we could hear her swallowing down a 
lump of spit that forms when you’re crazily nervous, 
‘the charming Chancellor and his…his…why yes, his 
equally charming Charminar! Hold on, ladies and 
gentlemen, here arrives the next guests…the General 
and his…’ she looked around for some kind of help 
by way of prompting, but we were rolling on the fl oor 
laughing to even see her pleading eyes. So she went 
ahead with her own intelligent knowledge on genders. 
‘…Yes, the General and his generous Genital!’ Someone 
came softly running to tell us that Ms. Marbaniang 
had fainted. But the anchor continued.   ‘And now 
appears the Baron and the Bitch,’ she announced 
at one relieved breath because the next two couples, 
which were the last, were some Lord and His Lady, 
which she confi dently announced and that we could 
make out from the sudden clarity in her voice. And 
the last couple was the King and His Queen where she 
defi nitely made no mistake. Th us the morning passed 
by and took with it the rest of the play.

In our next grammar class, we found a senior girl 
sitting in the front row of our class, embarrassedly 
learning genders with us. We couldn’t see her face from 
behind but word soon trickled down from those sitting 
beside her in the front row that…

…she was the anchor of the Valentine’s Day Play!  

Rashmi Narzary is a Sahitya Akademi award 
winning author and columnist and wife of 
Hemanta Narzary

Hear you, O Busy One!
Who wakes up with the Sun,

You turmoil all day,
Giving blood and sweat the way!

Where is your ‘you’ time?
Give yourself a dime.

Always working for the pennies,
What will you do with  all the money?

Will those go with you
When you go through?

What have you brought, 
What will you take of the lot?

Stop, Stare and Introspect.
You have your intellect.

Find your purpose
Instead of all the cuss
Th at you put forward,

Try a smile, a healthy word.

Pause, Halt and Ponder
About things to wonder.

You will see suff ering around,
Alleviate some of that ground.

You will share and care,
Th en the world will seem fair.
Yours will be the key to hold,

Purpose of life will ultimately unfold!

Orlin Z. Haque is a boutique owner and wife of 
Imdadul Haque. Armeen Shahneela is the niece of 
Orlin and Imdadul Haque
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Amar, Ali and War
Two young boys meet in a disturbed area. Through their friendship, we see the 
futility of war and the beauty of human relationships

K
ASHMIR VALLEY HIGH SCHOOL. Amar was 
so proud of his father, his papa, Major Rahul Singh 
when he turned up in his dark green Indian Army 

uniform to take him home for his summer holidays. 
Major Rahul Singh was short but looked smart in his 
uniform. Amar gave him a salute – he loved giving salutes 
– and his father returned the salutation and followed it up 
with a hug and a kiss on the forehead.

Major Rahul was posted in the Line Of Control border 
area high up in the Kargil Tiger hills. His wife, Kumari 
resided at the foothills of the Tiger hills in an army 
cantonment. His son, Amar, used to attend a boarding 
school in Srinagar.

BASE CANTONMENT, KARGIL. “ I am going back 
to the army camp tomorrow and I want to take Amar with 
me,” said the Major to his wife. “But the border is too 
dangerous,” replied his wife. “Kumari, we are given 24-
hour protection up there. Amar is going to be absolutely 
safe. And moreover when Amar was a kid, I saw him grow 
up only in pictures you sent me and now, I feel I have lost 

out on so much. He has grown so big. I really want to 
spend some time with him”, said the Major.

And so, Amar travelled with his father to the border 
in a convoy. “Papa, why are there so many armed soldiers 
with us?”, asked Amar. “Th is area is full of militants and 
so, these armed guards are for our protection,” replied the 
Major. “Who are militants, Papa? Th e ones who kill other 
people?”, asked Amar innocently. “I really don’t know, 
replied his father, carefully avoiding eye contact with his 
son. Amar saw his father looking at the distant mountains 
lost in deep thought. He nudged him. No movement. 
Again the nudging. Still no movement. What was his 
father thinking about?

Th e next day at the camp, Major Rahul and Amar 
went out to fi sh. “I had a really good time, Papa”, said 
Amar genuinely. His father smiled. Amar smiled back 
too. Fishing early morning with his father whom he saw 
so rarely was something Amar only dreamt about.

Back in the camp, they went to the mess for breakfast. 

BY Aryaman Tewari
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As they and other junior offi  cers were eating, there was 
a call for the Major. “ Yes sir ....no problem sir...shall 
be done...Jai Hind”, said he over the phone. As soon 
as breakfast was over, he barked out a sharp order- “To 
the operations room. Immediately.” “Yes sir!” replied the 
junior offi  cers in chorus.

“Something’s up,” thought Amar. And he was right. 
“Amar, I have to go. Th ere’s trouble at the LoC side”, 
the major said shortly afterwards. “But papa, you said 
we would go mountain climbing,” said Amar. “Please 
understand, Amar. As soon as I get back. I promise,” 
replied his father. “No, no, Papa, you go catch the enemy. 
I’ll be alright,” said Amar trying to sound normal. “Th at’s 
my boy!” and saying so, his father left in a waiting army 
vehicle.

When his father left, Amar fi ercely wiped his tears. 
“Mummy never cries when papa is away. I won’t cry 
either,” thought Amar. Th e truth was that his mother 
cried on most nights but never in front of her son and so 
Amar never knew. Amar then wrote a letter to his mother. 
He described the fi shing adventure, life of the soldiers in 
the camp, and also about Papa’s sudden call to duty. Th en 
he went to a soldier guarding the camp and asked him to 
post the letter and also asked if he, Amar, could go and 
sit by the stream. “Okay, as long as you don’t leave the 
camp,” replied the handsome soldier.

Th e stream was clear blue, and Amar started tossing 
stones into the river. “What are you doing?” came a voice. 
Amar turned his head to the direction of the voice and 
saw a skinny boy of roughly his age in Kashmiri overalls. 
“Th rowing stones, can’t you see?”, replied Amar with a 
hint of condescension. “Let’s have a competition as to 
who can throw farther,” replied the skinny boy. Amar was 
game. But he lost fair and square. “By the way, I am Ali,” 
said the boy. “Amar. But what are you doing here in the 
camp?” questioned Amar. “We have permission to graze 
here. I am also collecting wood as I like making wooden 
fi gures,” replied Ali. Th en they talked for some time and 
as dusk fell, they parted with a promise to meet the next 
day.

Amar’s father was gone for 4 days. By then, Ali and 
Amar had become fast friends. For Amar, it was nice to 
have a friend. He always found himself wanting to meet 
Ali. Th ey talked about life, sports etc. Both of them liked 
Zinedine Zidane, though Amar had some doubts about 
whether Ali really knew who Zidane was. Because when 
Amar asked Ali, “Who is your favourite footballer?” 
Ali had replied, “Who’s yours?”. Amar said, “Zinedine 
Zidane”. Th en Ali had said, “Oh really? He is my favourite 
too.” 

“When do your school holidays end?” asked Amar to 
Ali one day. “I don’t go to school anymore. I have to work 
and look after my three siblings,” replied Ali averting his 
gaze. “Oh...but why do you work? Doesn’t your father 
work?” asked Amar who didn’t know better. “Abba...
Abba, he’s, he’s dead. He was killed by the Army. At fi rst, 
when I was 5, my father was taken away by men with 
guns. Th ey promised to give us a good life.....but they 

destroyed everything. Everything, including peace. After 
they took him away, he also became one of them. My life 
is now nothing,” revealed Ali. Pools of tears formed in his 
eyes. His father must have been a civilian who must have 
turned into a militant, and then got killed by the army, 
thought Amar.

Later that night, Major Rahul returned. “You’ll have 
to leave tomorrow, son, there’s big trouble at the border. 
I am sorry,” said the Major with tears in his eyes. “It’s 
okay,Papa, I understand,” said Amar. Tomorrow in the 
morning I will say goodbye to Ali,thought Amar. Amar 
also intended to give his Zidane shirt to Ali as a parting 
gift. He knew he probably would never see Ali again in 
his life and this thought made him sad. But he knew Ali 
would always be a part of his life.

Th e next morning Amar got up early and went to 
meet Ali. Th e two boys met outside Ali’s house and Amar 
told Ali about his having to leave that day. Ali didn’t say 
anything and went inside his house. He came out with 
a wooden statue in his hands which he had beautifully 
carved himself and said, “Th anks for being my friend. 
After my father had left me I had never felt happy,” said 
Ali, handing Amar the statue. Amar didn’t say anything 
and handed Ali the Zidane shirt. Th e boys hugged and 
bid goodbye to each other.

During packing, Major Rahul noticed the wooden 
statue in Amar’s bag- a wooden log carved into two hands 
folded into one another. It was crude yet perfect. “Amar 
how on earth did you get such a beautiful thing?” his father 
asked.  Amar told his father everything about Ali and the  
tragic story of how he lost his father at such a young age. 
Major Rahul Singh sat silent for some time and gave a 
deep sigh. “Why did Papa sigh?” thought Amar.

Infact as Amar told his father about Ali, Major Rahul 
could recall that Ali was the son of the Muslim man who 
had been mistakenly tortured and killed by his troops as 
a militant.  

Did the Major think that war and fi ghting were 
meaningless for both sides? If only there was a way to 
stop war? If only people from diff erent religious groups, 
communities, and ethnicity could come to know each 
other in a meaningful way, like Ali and Amar had, how 
could there ever be war again? 

Aryaman Tewari is a student of Class XII and the 
son of Anamika and Ajay Tewari



Nectar of Heaven Path of Forest, His Future
Th e nectar of heaven,

via clouds,
Comes to our globe

Symbolizing diff erent for diff erent.

For children,
A day to fl y

A time to make boats,
And see them dance in ponds.

A way to jump on puddles,
And splash water on others

Symbolizing diff erent for diff erent.

For lovers,
A day to smile.

A time to hold each other tight.
A way to spend time with each other
And look into the eyes with passion
Symbolizing diff erent for diff erent.

For man,
A day to be fresh

A time for tension to be refreshed.
A way to take leave,

And spend some time with family.
Symbolizing diff erent for diff erent.

For old
A day to have pleasure

A time to leave, of life, the tension.
A way to get a comfy space,

And remember the memory before that phase.
Symbolizing diff erent for diff erent.

Th e nectar of heaven,
via clouds,

Comes to our globe.

In the midst of the forest
He drifts alone.

Looking here and there
For a way to go.

For right is his love and passion.
For left is decision of others.

In grave tension and shortage of time,
To choose one he must.

Because, for him, he can never upturn.

Leaving his future to luck,
Chooses the path he loves.

Cause the others may not be there always,
But the love will never betray.

In the midst of the forest
He drifts alone.

Walking towards right,
Th e path he chose..

BY Shreya Sahu

Shreya Sahu is a student of class X and the daughter of Pallavi and Mukesh Sahu
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I am 
A frank confession from a young Gen-Next who is confused, precocious, open, 
vulnerable – all at the same time

I am your worst nightmare. I am detached. I am 
inattentive. I am disinterested. I am the 21st-Century 
child. I am Gen X or Y or whatever axis or alphabet you 
assign me, because it will not take away from the fact 
that I am miles away from your ideal. I am insensitive, 
one would even say desensitized. I am dangerously used 
to seeing trauma being infl icted on this planet because I 
have known no other reality. I am frighteningly adept at 
conjuring up a sympathetic yet politically correct response 
every time something - for the lack of a better word - bad 
happens. I know what to say, and I know what to post 
on my numerous social media accounts so that the sea of 
faceless combinations of ones and zeroes “following” me 
know - they know - that I, too, care. I, however, will not 
think about that particular event for more than a stipulated 
time slot. I will think about everything for short breaks 
of time, because I have lost all ability to concentrate on 
one thing for an extended period. I cannot bring myself 
to do that anymore. I was not taught its importance. I was 
taught that getting ahead, no matter what the price, is the 
most important thing there is. I, sadly, did not listen to 
that well enough, either, because I was not paying enough 
attention. I was paying attention on how everyone else 
perceives me, though. I pay a lot of attention to that; one 
could even argue that it is too much. I pay attention to 
what I wear, what I say, what I look like, what I eat, and 
what I do. I saw that fi tting in would not work anymore 
because on social media i.e. where it matters most, fi tting 
in meant obscurity. I could not aff ord that. I try hard to 
be slightly diff erent than my peers. I try to be “slightly 

BY Ruchi Singh Vasudev

diff erent” because, again, being too radical will not 
bring me the right kind of attention. I am, ergo, trying 
not to fi t in by trying to stand out. I want to be just 
there. I do not know where “there” is yet. I do not know 
where “here” is yet, because I am restless. I want to be 
everywhere, and nowhere at the same time. I don’t care 
how. I string words together with space-fi llers. I might 
just, it looks like, forget to talk to someone else soon. I 
am more comfortable staring at harsh blue lights than 
another human’s face. I am the most awkward around 
people I know. I am the most sociable around strangers 
that I have never met. I cannot read a book anymore, 
because my mind cannot keep up with the patterns on 
the page and I get lost. I am the epitome  of “TL;DR”. I 
will happily live ignorant because something might have 
been too long to read. I don’t care about knowledge as 
much as the previous generations did because I know I 
can have anything I want whenever I want. I care more 
about people I have never met and will probably never 
meet. I like to believe I know all, even though the reality 
creeps into me more often than not. I can’t handle the 
disparity between what I think I am and what I am not. 

I just want to be normal. I just want to be my version 
of normal. I just want to be noticed. I am the 21st-
Century Child. I am my worst nightmare. 

Ruchi Singh Vasudev is pursuing a Bachelors in 
Mass Media (Journalism) and is the daughter of Indu 
and Shamsher Singh
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A Trip To Sikkim
A family holiday in Pelling makes for some very happy memories

M
y family along with my two grandmothers went 
to Sikkim during  the Bihu holidays. We took 
an  Indigo fl ight to Bagdogra from Guwahati. 

From Bagdogra we took a taxi for west Sikkim. Th e name 
of the place where we were to stay in a lovely hotel, was 
Pelling.  It took 6 hrs to reach Pelling. When we reached 
there it was night. Th e hotel staff  gave us a warm welcome 
by giving us traditional scarves. Th en we got our rooms. 
We watched TV in our room, then went for dinner. For 
dinner we had Chinese food. Th ey gave me chowmein 
which I didn’t like but my grandmother liked it. After 
dinner we went to our room and slept.

Next morning we went to see the Kanchenjunga water 
fall. Th en we went to see the natural lake Khecheopalri 
which is surrounded by mountains. From there we went 
to see Asia’s second largest bridge. It was so amazing and 
scary to stand on the bridge which was so high. Th en we 
returned to our hotel. My two grandmothers wanted to 
go to the spa so they went for a  session. When they came 
back we all had our dinner then we went to bed. 

Early the next morning, it was bright and clear. We saw 
the view of the Kanchenjunga in front of us in between 

many snow-capped mountains. Th at day we went to 
Kalimpong but there was a big traffi  c jam so we returned 
but while returning we went for river rafting. I was doing 
it for the fi rst time. It was a great experience. After that we 
returned to our hotel.

On 4th day we went to Namchi where we saw the 
beautiful Timi tea garden which was on the slope of the 
mountain. We also went to see Char Dham temple which 
is very big .We spent the full day there. Th en we returned 
to our hotel.

Th e next day we had our return fl ight from Bagdogra 
so we  started our journey from the hotel very early in the  
morning.

Th e Sikkim trip was full of fun and excitement and I 
enjoyed it a lot.

Yajat Khare is a student of Class II and the son of 
Leena and Nitin Khare

BY Yajat Khade 
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Pick a Pickle
An adventure in which a little boy tries to get his hands on a bottle of pickles has 
a surprising end

W
hat is it like to be three and a half foot tall and 
not be able to reach the top shelf where your 
mother has hidden the box of pickles ???

Th ere he sat all day long, his piggy little eyes fi xed 
insolently on  the top shelf of the kitchen. When his 
mother fi nally realized that she could not get her son to 
get rid of this mad desire she placed the pickles on the 
top shelf of the kitchen where he would never be able to 
reach it, try as he might.  All his attempts to get to the 
pickle box had turned out futile.  He sighed deeply as he 
gazed at the pickles waiting on the shelf to be eaten by 
somebody.

But it was sitting in that corner for fi ve days, neglected 
by everybody. He sat there drumming his pudgy little 
fi ngers on the smooth marble fl oor, deep in thought.How 
could he possibly reach the top? Hmm…… if only I 
could get something to stand on…he thought. He got up, 
dusted his shorts and then strode into his mother’s room 
searching for something tall. He found a small wooden 
stool in the corner and carried it to the kitchen. He stood 
on it. But it was still not high enough. He raised his hand 
hopefully but it could hardly graze the lower shelf. He bit 
his lip in displeasure.  Suddenly he had an idea, jumping 
down from the stool he ran hurriedly towards the little 
storeroom. Th ere he discovered an old ladder, several of 
whose hinges had fallen off , stacked against the wall.   He 
somehow pushed it out of the room removing several 
objects that obstructed its path and dragged it into the 
kitchen. Positioning it against  the wall of the kitchen he 
climbed on it carefully avoiding the broken steps. Th en 
he raised his little toes and stretched his hand as far as he 
could to see if he could  at least touch the bottom of the 
shelf, but no!  Th e pickle box was simply out of reach!

He was furious. Stomping down the ladder he kicked 
the stool in anger. It was pushed to the far end of the 
kitchen and collided with the lower shelf, propping open 
the little door.  His eyes nearly fell out of his head! Inside 
the lower shelf were several jars of - Pickles! Th e whole 
shelf was fi lled with the green glass bottles. He crawled 
up to them hardly daring to believe what he was seeing.  
He picked up one of the bottles stacked neatly in the shelf 
and twirled it in his hand. Th en what was that on the top 
shelf? he wondered. He went into the garden picked up 
a small black pebble and came back into the kitchen. He 
hesitated.  What if it really was the pickle bottle?  Taking 
a deep breath he made up his mind. Shutting his eye he 
aimed the stone at the bottle and fl ung it with all the force 
he could muster.   Th ere was a small fl ump as the bottle 
collapsed on the fl oor. He did a winning gesture with his 
little fi st and let out a whoop of joy. Th ere was no bottle 
on the shelf, it was just a picture to distract him. Th e 

BY Ashmika Dwivedi

real treasure was buried deep inside the room. Nobody 
would search anywhere else because the picture was on 
the front.  Just as his mouth started to water with hunger 
his mother’s voice rang in the air.  Quick as a fl ash he was 
on his feet, forcing the old ladder inside the storeroom. 
It swayed for a second in mid-air and then bounced 
back towards his face.  He quickly slammed the door 
shut before the ladder could hit him. Th ere was a loud 
CRASH  from inside that indicated that the ladder had 
crashed against the door . Maybe a few more of its hinges 
had fallen off . Grinning in a satisfi ed sort of a way he 
sat on the table deciding that he would eat the pickle at 
night or else he was most likely to be caught red handed. 

As darkness fell he swallowed his dinner went straight 
to his bed and pretended to go to sleep.  At around 
midnight his alarm clock went off  whirring in a muffl  ed 
kind of a way as it had been secretly hid under the pillow. 
He bolted out of bed immediately and shut off  the timer. 
All was quiet. He slipped his toes into fl uff y slippers and 
sneaked out of the room. Th e lights had been turned off  
and it was pitch black. He groped his way to the kitchen. 
He crept to the kitchen on tippy-toes.  He took the 
spoon and turned. And dropped it in surprise.

A  bent fi gure was sitting in the darkness near the 
lower shelf.  Th e spoon clanked as it fell and the person 
turned. His jaw dropped, if possible lower than it already 
had. Mom! He cried surprised. What are you doing in 
the middle of the night? She looked as surprised as he 
was. He moved closer and another wave of shock hit 
him. Th e shelf door stood ajar  and a jar of pickle was on 
the fl oor with its lid open.

Th ey stared at each other for a moment. And burst 
out laughing. 

Ashmika Dwivedi is a student of Class VIII and the 
daughter of Smita and Krishna Kant Dwivedi



Let’s Save Forests

About Tonight

Th ere was a woodland worth its weight in gold,
Its leaves murmured in the mesmerising moonlight.
Frolicsome fauna and fabulous fl ora did we behold,
In the downpours or in the scintillating sunlight.
But the priceless foliage has now been reduced

To a frivolous frondescence due to the
Deforestation that has been induced.
Between human beings and forests

Th ere used to be harmony
But then came the market

As there came money
Soon timber was taken away to make

Railway sleepers and a huge colonial city
Oh! What a pity…

As the forests suff ered human wrath,
Elephants and humans started crossing path.

So symbiotic used to be the relation,
Alas! We now see alienation...

Th ere are now landslides, fl oods, soil erosion,
Th e forest dwellers’ exploitation,

Climate change, global warming, food shortage-
Th is calls for sustainability and conservation.

Let’s restore the forest to its old glory
Or else we will face nature’s fury.

 Sanjwala Mukund, a student of Class XI, 
is the daughter of Sanjana and Sanjeeva Kumar

Tonight is a beautiful night. 
Beguilingly astir in its lilac stillness- 
It glitters and quivers, unraveling 
From beneath a sheath of silver. 

Th e moonlight slips past willowy treetops 
In unslaked slivers. 

And the poplars so tall
Sway in voluptuous entreaty,

Serenading the night with a song as old as Time
As the wind soughs and the crickets chirp, 

And the frolicking waters of a nearby brook, babble and 
chime. 

Th ey cascade tonight: unfettered. 

Tonight is a beautiful night- 
Th e loveliest of crystal clear nights... 

Imploring one to drink in deeply 
From heady concoctions of puff y, airy delights. 

Drops of dew like dancing pearls, 
Wink and nestle amidst leaves unfurled

While rows and rows of white birches, glow milkily in sweet 
slumber,

Dreaming gentle dreams of past twilights, midsummer.
Sprays of tiny twinklers

Burst onto inky, fathomless skies.
Shooting high and bright-

Th e night’s cheery little beacons of light.

Tonight is a beautiful night. 
Wild berries lend their clear scent 

To the surrounding softness, 
Richly laden with the warm, wafting fl avours 

Of  honeysuckle and wood. 
Th e air crackles with the sheer explosion of

Sweet savouries on its palette. 
And junebells empurple the earth; 

Lush and eff ervescent. 
Rapturous- they devour the ground’s more brooding, russet 

tones. 
Th e land is alive and ethereal tonight 

By the hour’s alabaster allure.

Tanya Saran is a post graduate in Psychology and the 
daughter of Geeta and Prem Saran

BY Sanjwala Mukund

BY Tanya Saran
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The Stray Puppy

Brave Ana 

I
t was a beautiful rainy evening. I was sitting in the 
balcony and was enjoying aloo pakodas made by my 
mother. Suddenly, I saw a cute little puppy in my 

garden. He was so cute that I could not stop myself from 
lifting him. I went inside and left the puppy near the 
fi replace. Th en I gave him some hot milk. After drinking 
the milk he felt sleepy and he slept near the fi re. When 
my mother came, she asked me “From where did you 
get such a cute puppy”. I answered her that I found it 
in the garden. Th en I asked my mother can I keep it as 
a pet. She said “All right, but where will you keep him?” 
I replied I would keep him in a box. Th en I kept the 
puppy in a box and gave it a blanket. I named him Shero. 
Slowly Shero and I became good friends and then we 
started playing together every evening. Now Shero and I 
are very good friends.

O
nce upon a time, there lived a girl named Ana. 
She lived with her parents and a baby sister near a 
forest. One day her parents were going somewhere 

for their work. Th ey said to her “Be a good girl and take 
care of your sister, and don’t go to the forest”. But Ana 
forgot everything and went to the forest leaving her baby 
sister behind in her house. Soon she felt tired and started 
resting under a tree. Th en she saw a house nearby and went 
inside. It was the house of Suparna, the witch. Ana slept on 
Suparna’s bed.
 

When Suparna came back from the forest, she saw Ana 
sleeping on her bed and became furious. She said “Wake 
up” in anger, “How dare you sleep on my bed”. Ana woke 
up and on seeing the witch, dashed out of the house, but 
Suparna followed her. At last, Ana was able to reach home, 
but following her, the witch too reached Ana’s house. She 
said “What will you give me for sleeping on my bed”, 
“Food”, Ana replied “I will give you my crops”. “All right”, 
said Suparna, “But you have to give your crops now”. 
“Okay”, Ana said and quickly planted a mango tree. Th en 
she went to the witch, and said “You grow this tree with 
your magic and take all the mangoes with you”. Th e witch 
did as Ana said and then with the mangoes, Suparna went 
back to the forest.

BY Agrima Singh

Agrima Singh is a student of Class III and the daughter of Vandana and Siddharth Singh
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Magical Moments
Photos by Ritvik Raag
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Ritvik Raag, a student of Class X, is the son of 
Ruby and Rajesh Prasad
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Painted Stories
Drawings and paintings by the youngest members of the Prerana family

Arhant Tewari

Arhant Tewari Yajat Khare
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Yajat Khare

Anahita Singh

Vishal Vinod

Vishal Vinod

Agrima Singh

Arhant Tewari, Class 8, is the son of Anamika and Ajay Tewari
Yajat Khare, Class 2, is the son of Leena and Nitin Khare
Agrima Singh, Class 3, and Anahita Singh, Class KG, are the daughters of Vandana and Siddharth Singh
Vishal Vinod, Class 1, is the son of Priya and Vinod Seshan
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Tiger

He peeped out from a tree
Who were we, he wanted to see

We in our jeep froze
As he was standing really close

It was an amusing sight
But we were almost dead with fright.

He peered from the other side
Perhaps to get an angle wide

As we watched with bated breath
Hovering between life and death

He crossed the road in a fl ick
And our cameras furiously clicked
He trotted down the path in pride

And soon disappeared to the other side
We were all happy and relieved

For all of us really believed
We’d be in the tiger’s tummy

And he would say we were really yummy!!
But if you’d ask me
I’d rather say that

Th ere was no need for such a fuss
Because he actually looked more scared than us!

Ashmika Dwivedi, a student of class VIII, is the daughter of Smita and Krishna Kant Dwivedi

BY Ashmika Dwivedi
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