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United be your purpose, harmonious be your feelings, collected be your
mind, in the same way as all aspects of universe exist in togetherness.
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From The Editor’s Desk

Meenakshi Verma
W/o Sh. K. C. Verma
1971

The IPS Wives Welfare Association (IPSWWA) was formed in 2008. It was
established on the initiative of Ms. Padmini Narayanan, Ms. Sima Halder and a
few other spouses of senior IPS officers. They floated the idea of creating a
platform for the wives of officers of the Indian Police Service to meet
periodically and work towards making a fruitful contribution to the society. It
was decided that in addition to the wives of serving officers, the spouses of
retired officers should also be invited to join the Association. IPSWWA was
registered under the Societies Registration Act XXI of 1860 on 8th December,
2008 in New Delhi. Over the years, the Association has admirably lived up to its
objectives by organising welfare activities for the families of serving and former
police personnel. It has emerged as an effective rallying point for cultural,
sports, scientific, literary and charitable activities. IPSWWA has been
engendering a sense of belonging and camaraderie among the ladies, reflecting
the all-India ethos of the Indian Police Service. This year, the Association decided
to publish a magazine to mark IPSWWA Day on December 8. The magazine
reflects the varied experiences and the multi-coloured nature of the spouses of
the IPS officers—themselves a microcosm of our great and beautiful country.
Simultaneously, it showcases the creative writing talent of the members. The
editorial board would like to acknowledge the ready help of all the contributors
in bringing out this publication. Ideas were formulated through a series of
group discussions. Putting this magazine together was great fun, not the least of
which were the editorial board meetings when we enjoyed the hospitality of
Vandana, President IPSWWA!
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REMINISCENCES

t is with great pleasure that I sit down to pen this article for the

IPSWWA magazine. It is a journey down memory lane as I recall

the publishing of the first Newsletter in my tenure as President of
[IPSWWA. The first issue was launched in November 2009 followed by
two more in April, 2010 and November, 2010. IPSWWA had just been
constituted (formed) in October, 2008 with Mrs. Padmini Narayanan
as Patronand Mrs. Sima Haldaras the founder President.

. . . Surekha Mathur

From group discussions to guest lectures, wellness counseling, o sh, Rajiv Mathur
cooking and flower demonstration - it was a chance for members to 1972
come togetherand work, all thewhile havinga good time.

Soon, itwas time to highlight the talents of our
budding poets and writers. So began the history of
the Newsletter. The zeal of the members was
contagious and within a short span of time, we were
flooded with articles, poetry and write ups on
lifestyle and wellness, recipes and travelogues. It was
a period of frenetic activity followed by the
publication of the Newsletter and its subsequent
releasein November.

One of the major activities which I fondly
recall is the hosting of the two IPSWWA Melas. The first one was held in the PSOI
Grounds, Chanakyapuri with Mrs. Sheila Dixit, the then Chief Minister as the Chief
Guest. This mela was a resounding success, so much so, that the Honourable CM
requested [IPSWWA to organize a similar one coinciding with the Commonwealth
Games 2010.

Accordingly, in October 2010 the second

IPSWWA Melawas held at SDG Grounds, Ber Sarai.
This was inaugurated by Mrs. Gursharan Kaur, wife
of the then Prime Ministerand Smt. Sheila Dixit was
the Guest of Honour. The melas showcased welfare
activities of various Central Police Organisations
such as IB, SPG, CISF, CRPF, BSF, SSB, ITBP, NSG
etc., as well as networked with NGO’s to provide
thema platform to showcase their talent.

HIV(Aids) awareness workshops for police personnel and their families were
conducted in the SPG, SIB and CISF complexes. A new scheme of Education Incentive
was launched for children of CPO’s in which cash awards to student toppers of class 12 in
the Science, Humanitiesand Commerce streams from Delhi and NCR region were given.
Thiswasheld at ITBP, Tigri. Both theabove programmeswere greatly appreciated.

[ would like to conclude by wishing you all the very best in your future endeavours
and hope this publication of the magazine becomes a trademark of the IPSWWA

fraternity. .
aternity. PRSP




IPSWWA FORMATION..FROM AN IDEA TO A REALITY!

ometime in early 2008, Mrs Ammu Narayanan and Mrs

Sima Halder shared with me that they were toying with the

idea of starting an association of wives of IPS officers posted
in New Delhi.

Thisidea madealot of sense. Many IPS officers get posted to
Delhi at any given time in their career. There was no one platform
where wives of the officers from different cadres could interact. Soni Srivastava
There used to be various awkward moments where present in a wjo Sh. Vikram Shrivastava
common function, IPS wife of one cadre standing next to IPS wife 1973
of another cadre would not know of the common thread which
ran between them. So the idea of a clubwaswelcomed and much required.

Today, thanks to IPSWWA one sees in the IPS wives' fraternity cross
organisational, cross batch and cross cadreassociations. The bonding hastruly turned
into some fantastic friendships and a journey of exploring people within a common
platform. It has narrowed the inaccessibility. Irrespective of where the husbands are,
the wives have got to know each other well and are available to each other, keeping
heavy protocol toa minimum.

&

TR e

When the journey started we were not sure what
. path to take, there was resistance, there were
groups of organisations who preferred to
 keep to themselves. As the Founder
| Secretary of IPSWWA, under the able
/s‘ guidance of its Founder President, Mrs
/ Sima Haldar and its mentor Mrs Ammu

Narayanan, we started approaching each
Police organisation separately and
persistently. | remember writing to the DGP
of each state to let them know of a body which had
taken birth and that their officers posted in Delhi should be made aware of the same.
Within a month of the formation of the Association, it's logo was designed, its website
launched and very serious word-of-mouth campaign was started.

Soon membership started growing. Annual Membership of Rs 1,000 was opened
to wives of serving and retired officers based in Delhi and NCR. It's monthly meeting
was a much awaited event. Meetings used to happen in rotation at the different officers
mess of the Central Police Organisations. We organised the first IPSWWA Queen
event at the SSB Mess during one such meeting, it broke the ice to a great extent. [t was
truly amazing to see members of all age groups walking the ramp. A much retired
member was declared the IPSWWA Queen ! The younger lot wasn’t
complaining....the spirit of IPSWWA had taken wings ! The annual spouse's lunch
was another hitand identified couples as anentity.



[ had the privilege of being an office bearer member working closely with four
IPSWWA Presidents between 2008 until 2014 debuting with Mrs Sima Haldar later
with batchmate Anita Sandhu uptil Zeba Ibrahim's tenure. The Association was

shaping fast, necessary compliances pertaining to registration, audit, income tax,
bank account etc., were all being met. There was a method behind our fun. Being

—— IPSWWA's Secretary and Vice President later on
: . (20m), meantalotof hard work. Iwasalreadyina
\\ full time corporate job, heading a department
\ which meant endless tours, meetings and
' lots of public dealings. Vikram, being whose
wife 1 qualified for the IPSWWA
membership, went on to head three CPOs
- TN which came with its own set of demands on me
———  asPresident of HWWA & CWWA. We executed
various successful activities for IPSWWA.

The Association is today more than a decade old. It is vibrant and active,
members need to analyse whether it is fulfilling all the goals that were set up for the
organisation. IPSWWA can also consider opening regional offices where state based
members can align themselves with the Delhi IPSWWA to co-ordinate some
activities together. Eventually, when those ladies get posted to Delhi there would be
continuity towards alignments of [IPSWWA goals. Anita and I had tried hard to get an
allotment of an independent office building for IPSWWA. The plan did not
materialize then but considering having its own permanent office with small
secretarial support is a requirement that will help the Association in getting a
semblance of permanency and continuity.

I wish IPSWWA every success in all its endeavour and will remain its
lifetime well wisher.

Founder Secretary’s Reminiscence

“The best way to find yourself
is to lose yourself in
the service of others.”




IPSWWA : A FAMILY

hen I think of IPSWWA, it reminds me of a family

full of enthusiasm - a family in which all members

are willing to give their best - a family full of respect
for each otherand a family in which all members are equal. They
all belong to the same service and its president being just first
among equals within the family.

[PSWWA members are from different organizations. Manju Sharma
W/o Sh. Dineshwar Sharma

They bring experience and exposure of a different variety to 1979
[IPSWWA, enriching it with talent and capacity to organize any
type of programme, be it social functions or help to be provided for the poor and
downtrodden. IPSWWA, with members coming from different parts of the country
represent different States and Union Territories. Having personally seen the
problems of their respective places of posting represents in the true sense, the unity
in diversity of India. Our seniors were visionaries who in 2008, took lead to form
[PSWWA, with Mrs Seema Haldar becoming its first President. Since then, IPSWWA
has grown in terms of membership, programme formulations and implementation,
as well as members' participation. But the main achievement of IPSWWA has been
thatitbrought the entire IPS family on one platform.

Members of IPSWWA have
greater responsibility towards
their families. Police officers face
the bullets of the terrorists,
Maoists, criminals and other
violent groups. They fight with
them putting their life to risk for
protecting the unity and the
integrity of the nation and to
inculcate a feeling of security
among the citizens. But, often
the society and the system fail to
protect them when allegations of
human rights violations (and
such other specious accusations
are made). During such
situations, the IPSWWA
members have a huge
responsibility of standing by their husbands as pillars of strength, other members of
IPSWWA family must provide moral support.




[ consider myself blessed tobeapart
of the IPSWWA family, having also served as
its President for two years during 2015 and
2016. | received the co-operation and support
of each
member
including the
senior
members of
the
Association.

I cherish theirlove, affection and every moment
of IPSWWA activities that comes to my mind.
All members came up with new ideas,
participated in all programmes with
enthusiasm. I enjoyed every moment of all
[PSWWA programmes. [remain grateful toall
members for giving me wholehearted
support.

Let us strengthen IPSWWA in making it a real family platform with no
member exhibiting any kind of ego.

’g_.*g”_%‘



HAPPINESS FOR ALL

“Sarve Bhavantu Sukhinaha’.

This is a Sanskrit verse from our ancient Indian scriptures,
which means “May everyone be happy”. Thiswas the last mantra [ used
to chant with my grandmother during our evening prayers. Although I
have been chanting this mantra since I was five years old, I have

h f fi ing in th Anuja Tripathy
understood t .e true Pro oundness of its meaning 1‘n the past few Wio Sh. Jalad Tripathy
months, during which the COVID-19 pandemic has caused 1985

unfathomable turmoil across the entire world.

During this period of turbulence, as I was contemplating about the relationship
between humans and nature, I realized that there exists a common link between them -
that of constant change and progress. As time moves forward, nature undergoes changes
and so do human beings. Our outlook, behaviour, actions and inventions today are vastly
different from what they were in the last century, or decade, or even last year. Just like
nature, humans are born to embrace change and move forward towards progress. Yet, we
humans seem to be constantly caught in between a disappearing pastand an unpredictable
future.l believe that this is the root of our unhappiness.

In our childhood, we used to find happiness in anything and everything. A sunny
winter morning or a rainy summer afternoon would bring instant delight to our lives. Now
that we have grown up and become so-called adults, these things do not excite us anymore.
We have become entangled with past events and future plans - building houses, educating
children, saving for retirement and so on. We are driven by insecurities, artificial material
desires and a hollow sense of progress. Caught in a wave of confusion and delusion, we are
starting tolose theimperative to live in the present - to be happy.

Several great scholars and scriptures have noted that happiness is rooted in the
very core of the being, and that the self is the true source of happiness. I am a humble
follower of The Gita, a timeless source of wisdom which cuts across cultural lines. It is a
dialogue between Krishna and Arjuna, between two friends, between teacherand disciple,
and most importantly, between the ideas of sorrow and bliss. The initial segment of the
conversation, which is taking place in the middle of a battlefield, is known as Arjuna
Vishada Yoga. Arjuna, who is distraught about the war, is reassured by Krishna that the only
way to overcome conflict in life is to move forward despite our circumstances, and
continuously strive towards eternal happiness, which isalso knownasspiritual bliss.

In today's turbulent times which resemble the war-like situation of the above
conversation, we must draw on the above wisdom, to reject the illusions around us which
are termed as maya. By ceasing to be fixated on illusions, we can overcome fear and fragility,
and move towards true happiness.



As members of the police community, this wisdom is particularly applicable for us
and our families, as our brave corona warriors enter the battle field every day to win the war.
Despite the risks and challenges surrounding our lives, we must continue to strive towards
inner happiness, and not let our sorrows or insecurities define our lives. Only then can we
move forward towards the ultimate life objective of eternal bliss.

In more practical terms, the Gita emphasizes four divine paths to follow, in order to
achieve harmony and happiness. These are gyan yoga, bhakti yoga, karma yoga and raja
yoga. While my individual consciousness is too tiny to understand these paths fully, [ would
like to share whatever little essence I could absorb. Gyana yoga urges us to think positively.
Bhaktiyogadescribes that our heart should be full of loveand devotion. Karmayoga teaches
us about right actions. Raja yoga teaches us to lead a life of righteousness as a whole.
Synthesizing the aspects given in the four paths, we may evolve certain core values such as
positivity, kindness, love, honestyand compassion, all of which are vital weapons to be used
in the battlefield of life in order towin thewaragainst unhappiness.

Asindividualswhoare truly happy from within, we can ensure harmony in the family,
stability in the society and prosperity in the nation! Let us strive towards mindful living in
the present so that we overcome these turbulent times together, and achieve a future of
happinessand bliss. Iwish all warriorsagreat success!

PORNRNE DY
HUMOUR IN UNIFORM



YOGIC LIFESTYLE

n the times of lockdown due to COVID-19 pandemic yogic
lifestyle proved to be means to remain sane, healthy and
optimistic.

In the past few months, one got an opportunity to immerse in
yoga as a sadhak, with less distractions, hardly any social
commitments and interactions with the outside world. During these
times physical body got an opportunity to heal as the pace of life W /oAg;r."; 3i."gihngh
drastically reduced. The mind naturally got an environment, with 1986
lesser sensorial stimulation, to quieten, taking it towards the state of
pratyahara (introversion of senses), in which cobwebs of the mind started clearing.

In this situation the tools of yoga became the key to maintain a disciplined
lifestyle. In such disruptive times having a routine was extremely important. Beginning
the day with Morning Mantras with Sankalpa and ending with Review of the day,
were simple and beautiful practices to begin the day with positivity and end it with
cleaning the state of the mind. Weekly Shatkarma practices of Kunjal and Neti kriya
helped clear the pranic blockages which develop due stress of uncertain times. Asana
and Pranayama practices proved to be ideal to remove lethargy. They gave the required
stimulation to the muscles and organs to function optimally in the days of confinement
athome. Theyalso brought about a sense of balance and harmony in the energy systems
of the bodyresulting in equanimity.

Yoga Nidra practice in the afternoon, awonderful scientific means to disconnect
the mind from its continuous flow of thoughts led to the removal of tension from the
physical, mental and emotional realms. Evening mantra sadhana with resolve for
positivity and protection for everyone kept me optimistic. It was an effective way to deal
with pain and misery which is widespread due to the pandemic. Locked in our houses,
wewere not ina position to help directly. The mantrasarea constructive way to deal with
this distress. They heal not only the self but send positive energy to others. So
experientially speaking, integrating these practices in one's daily routine leads to
positivity and wellbeing.

One does not have to go far to get guidance and integrate the above. Satyam Yoga
Prasad website, which has all publications, yogic practices, satsangs of the masters etc.
is a wonderful instrument for inspiration and rejuvenation to any sincere aspirant in
these times. The Yogic Lifestyle program given in Satyam yoga Prasad app (SYP app) and
simple audio guided practices for everybody in Frontline Heroes app (FFH app) are
other immensely helpful resources given to humanity to cope with extraordinary times.
The Meditation practices given in Yogic lifestyle program are profound practicesyet easy
topractice and follow.



These practices kept me in a positive mental state, even when my daughter was flying
back from abroad with the risk of catching the infection during her long international
flights. Our family quarantined after that for a fortnight. It was a time when we, as a
family, used to do chores together, maintaining a cheerful environment. We enjoyed

the days together.
These difficult, uncertain times proved to be an opportunity to bring balance

and harmony within.
A means to face the Lockdown in good cheer.

" Yoga adds yeare to your lfe



MY REFRESHING COMPANION

very afternoon, without fail - my stout little, middle aged

Pomeranian arrives- sitting tight within the warmth of the

hand-knitted cover (that Mummy once made for me) and the
old faithful German cuckoo strikes four! These three treasured bits
from my collection are my daily companions.

Tea time is special in myriad ways to women in particular. It is

the perfect time to look out of your window with the rain clapping on

Ranjeeta Ranjan
W/o Sh. Rajesh Ranjan

the glass panes and your favourite Bollywood nostalgia humming by 1984
yoursideasyou pourthe 'oak brown'liquorintoyour Royal Doultonand

take a sip of life that belongs to you alone! The house is silent and [ am the Queen of all I
survey... This is the 'me time' when my little black diary sits in my lap where I scribble,

doodleand create.

My introduction to this beverage, when I entered my teens, was by Dadi who offered
metheeverlasting taste of adrak wali chai!

The aroma of tea has never been a static one
for me. I remember the 'chai biscuit’ at the
University tea stall where we sipped it slowly for
various good reasons. Proxy was pre-arranged for
the next class and time was precious with those
who could notenterourcitadel-Women's College!

As a Railway Officers daughter, 'kulladh wali
chai' was not strange to our palette. I fondly
remember the travels to the origins of tea many
times over. Darjeeling was our favourite summer
halt. Living in the luxurious Craigmont (railway
guest house) and be invited to visit the tea gardens
for freshly brewed 'white tea' was a repeated and
much relished exercise! Itwasagiantleap from the
experience of Planters Club on the hills and after
the flavour of "Makaibari' to reach the Assam tea

gardens and savour the maltiness and nutty strength of 'black tea'.
Once my father brought home a dried tea root for me that
served as my first tea table in the early establishment.

[ also remember the days when tea changed its
hues to 'amber orange’ when I reached my marital home.
Milk in tea was sacrilege there. I blended in the new
colourand stirred some more sugar in my cup to keep itan

experience-smackingsweet !



Tea has been intimately associated with me. It has been eavesdropping over the many
spaces I dwell in - be it the detox (gossip) sessions with friends or the plotting I did in my
mind to catch my naughty teenaged boys red handed with their pranks, the romantic
whispers of my personal lifeand of course the weakest moments of aloneness sometimes!

Tea has been a measure for many things. I remember going to the Finlay shop to buy
organdie of chai ka rang! I also recount the challenge of placing cucumber sandwiches
within the delicate muslin shadow work napkins for Mummy's impeccably organised tea
parties. Enid Blyton was the perfect guide for all the accompaniments of tea and therefore
how could I skip teawith sconesat Harrods when I firstvisited the Coloniser'sland.

Today my tea is an occasional 'jade green’ or 'honey yellow' to accommodate another
preference. I must confess that [ heartily agree to it. I succumb to my nostalgia that brews
backto1980's - it wasa proposal over tea!

It tip toes into my life.
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REVIVAL OF TALENT DURING LOCKDOWN

The pandemic and. the subsequent lochdswn led ts the pace of lije
owing dswn from a delightjud canten to @ how trot. Daced with this slowdown
walching and rediscover lost lalents. Missing lhe great suldssrs, I restarted
drawing particudarly landicapes. ) am sharing a Jew of them with you in the
hispe thit youenjoy losking al them as such as Jenjoyed making them.
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Saroj Modi
W/o Sh. Y. C. Modi
1984
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A JOURNEY THROUGH THE NORTH-EAST

India. Nestled away near the India-Myanmar border, the State

boasts of a rich cultural and tribal heritage. Popular for its local
festivals, my family and I had the privilege of attending the annual
Hornbill Festival in December 2014, when my husband was heading
the North-East Zone of CRPF and was posted in Guwahati, Assam.

I Vor several years, Nagaland was considered the 'wild east’ of

Mini Jha
My daughtersand [ were thrilled. It is not every day that we get to W/o Sh. Kishore Jha
run away from the hustle and bustle of New Delhi, only to witness 1982

nature's tranquility and to breathe in the fresh and crisp air of the hills.
We drove down to Nagaland, with a pit stop at the Kaziranga National Park. A UNESCO
World Heritage Site, Kaziranga is known for the
one-horned rhinoceros and is a place that
you mustadd toyour travel list. Sitting atop
an elephant at the crack of dawn, we were
guided through the tall elephant grass to
find these beautiful creatures running
about and getting on with their day. Upon
hearing the elephants, the little rhinos
would run closer to their mother seeking
their protection. By noon we decided to
continue our journey to Nagaland. A change in elevation meant that we were closing in
onour final destination — Kohima.

Sincewe went in December, Kohima's streets were bustlingand booming with the
smellsand sounds of Christmas. Tender meat was skewering away on hot ironrodsin the
Christmas market, trinkets for Christmas trees were being sold to little children, and the
airsmelled like cinnamon, baked bread and wine. The next day my husband was invited
to be a chief guest at the Hornbill Festival and so we drove down to Kisama heritage
village. Around 16 tribes across Nagaland come together annually to showcase their
traditional arts, crafts, cuisineand dance. Aswe sat there we were enthralled by the range
of colours, music, clothes, and dance on display, we witnessed a spectacle that has lasted
several generations and remains strongly
embedded in Naga culture.

The next day we began our
return journey to Assam. We decided
to visit yet another marvel of nature -
the world's largest river island,
Majhuli. Located in the Brahmaputra,
wetooka ferry (enjoyinga humble



spread of fish and steamed rice atop its roof) to get to this rapidly eroding island -
evidence of the havoc being played by climate change. The island has a rich cultural
heritage, and is also known to be the cultural capital of the Assamese civilization. Upon

e P
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our arrival we were greeted by a dance performance by dancers wearing locally designed
masks made at one of the several Satras or monasteries on the island, each known for
advancingatraditional art form.

[t was time to head back to Guwahati. It was a trip like no other. We were taking
back with us snippets of various cultures, arts, food, and nature, and most importantly
the tranquility of the North-East.

HUMOUR IN UNIFORM




MURDER IN MY TEA CUP

“Isitveryinteresting?”

To that question, I turn my head to see a twenty something
prettygirl.
"Yes it is". I respond to my co passenger of the Delhi Dehradun
flight.

The sweet thing carries on "you haven't taken your eyes off

thebook...it must bevery interesting!” Sandhya Ganapathy
"Of courseitis...it'san Agatha Christie"! W/o Sh. M. A. Ganapathy
"Who"?asksthe PYT...(Seriously, she can'tbe serious!) 1986

I sigh and reply,"” It's a murder mystery"... emphasising on the word

'Murder'!

She continueseversosweetly "Oh...I thoughtitwasa Romance"....

Bynow I'mtotallyaghast!

How can I tell herthat, at myage, if [ read aromance so earnestly, it wasa crime!

But because she is cute and friendly, I close the book and decide to give her a 15 minute

lecture on the "Acknowledged Queen of Detective Fiction" till the plane decides to

land.

Are there many who haven't read an Agatha Christie and not know, who Hercule Poirot

is?

To knowwhat peopleareall about, you have got to read her books.

Sure, it'sabout the murder..butit'sall about
"the people”. Just ordinary people, chillingly said, a bit
likeyouand me, who murderorget murdered....

[t'shuman nature, intricately woven by emotions

like greed, love, hate, jealousy and resentment, that
makes your friendly neighbourhood granny put
arsenicintoyourtea!

The Murders are antiseptic..no blood, no
gore...very clean...You never get that yucky
feeling..The build up is tremendous, sometimes from
the very first page or sometimes towards the very
end..Since its an Agatha Christie, you are sure there is

going to be a murder..but you don't know when or who is going to fall down-dead.
Sometimes the murder has already taken place years ago, like in "Sleeping
Murder"..sometimes in a different century, a different world as in "Death comes as the
end". In "Ordeal by Innocence”, the murderer is innocent..and in "A murder is
announced" every one turns up towitnessa murderincluding the murderer!!

Crime does not pay and one feels miserable for the victim(s).But with the likes of
detectives like Hercule Poirot, thelittle Belgian detective with hiswaxed moustache



and shiny patent leather shoes, Miss Marple (age 80 plus) with her knitting needlesand
the adorable Tuppence (of the Tommy and Tuppence World War Il vintage) you know,
that there is no such thing as the perfect crime...and eventually, you just can't get away
with murder.

The best part of her books is that Agatha Christie gives you a chance to play
detective. She keeps you guessing all along, taking you on a merry go round. She
purposely goes off on a tangent and you keep turning back the pages to see if you are on
track. But don't ever give in to the temptation of reading the last few pages...let Hercule
Poirotdoit foryou.

My all time favourite is 'Cat Among the Pigeons'. It was my first Agatha Christie,
and with that book,  embarked onajourney of 'reading’ crime!

What remains at the end of the day is sitting by the window reading “By the
pricking of my thumbs” with a nice cup of tea...hopefully without arsenic!
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CORONA WARRIORS
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Travelled through various destinations Madhumita Behera

: . W/o Sh. Loknath Behera
to find the triplet working as one soul Tog

Cap surrounds the stethoscope and broom covering both
Doctor oh doctor !
Police oh police !!
Oh sanitation worker !!!
The Warriors you all are !
‘Beaminyg, streaming ¢ Eowing
The world at your feet; the accolades, the salutes,
the pats e praises!
No effect on you warriors; only smiles
Fight, Fight e fight - Corona the enemy.
You gave everything today for our tomorrow
You die willingly to see smiles in us
Oh great warriors !
Brave, gritty, with courage and smile !/
You won the war without firing a shot !!
You brought smiles in us giving away your comfort;
You brought corona devil to the Knees;
You touched all softly the Healing touch.
Salute to you warriors!
Warriors — Salami Shastra

We Thank You
for your services
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FROM MISTS TO MELLOW FRUITFULNESS

elfare activities are indeed ennobling. Throughout our
formative years we are taught to seize all opportunities
that demand acts of care. Carpe Diem for our souls! As we

progress, with time and age, a constant association with humane
concerns offersa microscopicview of social disparity in diverse forms.

Sandiksha - SSB Wives’ Welfare Association-- has established an

enduring relationship with an Old Age Institution situated in Seema Prasad
Faridabad. The Earth Saviours Foundation is a home to many-- the Wjo Sh. K. R. Chandra
elderly, the destitute and the sick. I was told of how closely Sandiksha 1985

members are bonded with them. New Year is welcomed with a visit to

the home. Music is played, fruits and food are taken, blankets and woollens are distributed.
As theyear ended and January approached, hidden in the normal routine of my daily life, I
was a woman occupied with the thought of visiting the institution which to me meant a
home for the homeless. A place where people who were separated from their families,
found comfort. Suchvisits can bevery formal and so it was - excited children from a nearby
school which the institute has adopted lined up with flowers, the occupants of the homeall
dressed for the New Year celebrations, waited for their visitors. As we interacted with the
man behind the magnanimous humanitarian effort of providing love and care to people
from all over the country, Mr. Ravi Kalra, Ilooked around with guilt and remorse. I too
belonged toageneration that could havedone more.

With theinitial pleasantries exchanged, the programme began. We changed the
position of our chairs, for, after all the purpose of all social visits is a complete, wholesome
interaction between hosts and guests. We moved our chairs further back and they moved
theirs forward. Some smiled some were shy. Each one encouraged the other to join in. The
uniformly placed chairs became small hubs of conversations. Some engaged in the how
cold the weather was, how well the SSB band performs, how happy they were to hear songs
of their times and how much theylook forward to ourvisits. Our glee knew no bounds. Men
and women started consulting each other on the sizes of the sweaters, the colours of the
mufflers. Songs flowed, dances followed. It was obvious that Sandiksha had acquired a
place in their hearts. In that moment of intense emotion, I was gripped with all humility,
yet pride. Thesocial outreach programme had much to offer.

There we were ---all underoneroof, each
one of us havinga story. Although differences
did exist, in that space they seemed to have
vanished. We were governed by the urge to be
happy, to enjoy the moment. I realized that
notions and apprehensions continue to be with
us till it dawns that there isanotherside, more
beautiful, to the fears of the mind. Yes, I had
moved beyond the season of mists to mellow
fruitfulness.
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LIFE IN RETIREMENT

s the husband's retirement from Service approaches, one

feels that one is prepared for it. Our move to Chandigarh

was smooth as we already had a beautiful home awaiting
our arrival.

But there were many surprises awaiting us. Both husband and

wife had to readjust toa newroutine. From a life where in most cases Anita Sandhu
the husband was away for very long hours returning after nine pm W/ S Nt:l;;l;al Sandhu

every night, hewas now home full time.

To adjust to this change, I first got back to driving and being mobile on my own. I
did a refresher course with the Maruti driving school, got my confidence back and
started to do my own shopping and making friends with like minded people. The next
step was to learn Bridge in preparation for old age which will also come. The Bridge is a
game which has helped me in a big way to adjust to this beautiful city. It keeps the mind
alive and ticking. My husband Nehchal followed me six months later in learning Bridge
and joined our group. Now it is great that we are able to play Bridge togetherand it is time
well spent.

Prayers, exercise, gardening and the house, keep me well and happy. In spite of
both ourloving children livingabroad one hasadjusted to lifein our lovely home. I thank
God everyday foradaywell spentin thiscleanand lovely city of Chandigarh.

My regards and good wishes to all.



BREAKING SILOS

have held many roles and cheerfully broken many prototypes

in my life but the role of an IPS officers wife is one which I

cherish the most. Honestly, the first time I was introduced to
the wives of IPS officers post marriage, my heart had sunk down
to my chappals. How could I ever emulate these graceful Divas? As
a young doctor used to striding down hospital corridors with no
makeup, this presented a challenge worse than a case of rupture —
uterus. Thank God for my retired IPS in laws. They were my Wi R aar

. . . ) o Sh. Rajeev Rai Bhatnagar
saviours who eased me into the IPS way of life. As the time 1983
approached for me to pursue higher studies and my baby was
one year old, my family stood by me like a rock in the two years it took for me to
complete my MS in Obstetrics and Gynaecology. I will be forever indebted to them. I
resolved to be a good wife and mother and gave up a static Lecturer’s job in a top
Government Medical College to be able to move around with my husband with no
regrets whatsoever!

My resolve was soon put to test when my husband was selected to go to Mauritius
on deputation. We discovered that it is next to impossible for a spouse to get a work
permit in Mauritius. Realising that this is a great opportunity to catch up on all that I
had missed during studies, I decided to relax and just have fun. We were warmly
welcomed by Indian expat community. I was told that if you can't cook, can't drive or
can't swim, there is no problem, we will soon teach you and I was caught up in a
whirlwind of activities with no time to brood. I met the Health Minister of Mauritius at
an event. He told my husband that they are having an acute shortage of Gynaecologists
and it's a crime that this doctor is sitting at home. I was offered a consultant’s job in
their best hospital, much to the delight of the Indian Embassy Officers who told me that
the glass ceiling for Indian expats has finally been broken. I found on joining that I was
the youngest consultant in the Hospital and the only Lady Gynaecologist. I got teased a
lot but being a woman was never a problem workwise. I worked with consultants from
different countries and I was fondly called the Lady in Green because of my green OT
scrubs.

It was wonderful coming back
home and I joined the UP
Government Medical Services to
be able to follow my husband
around. Then came the,
'Deputation’ throwing my life
out of gear. My husband settled
us in Delhi and moved to the
North East and I was posted to
Ghaziabad. Fed up with the long
commute, | registered for a PG
Diploma in Public Health




Management to widen my scope of employment. On returning to UP, I was posted as
Joint Director in-charge of treating HIV + patients of the State. Looking at the data I
realised that the treatment dropout rate of women is much higher than that of men. I
realised that once their HIV + husbands die, there is no support whatsoever. Something
drastic needed to be done right away in order to catch the attention of the authorities,
the media and Civil Society. I asked my patients if anyone would volunteer to declare
their HIV+ status in public and talk about their hardships . I created an event to which I
invited the media, NGOs, friends and colleagues. Twenty of my girls spoke out fearlessly
and what followed was an avalanche of support from all quarters. My data began
reflecting a paradigm shift as the Government decided to link regular treatment with
monetary incentives. This endeavour earned me the prestigious FICCI FLO Award for
Excellence in Medical Category 2015. It was presented at a glittering award ceremony
by the then Chief Minister of UP, Shri Akhilesh Yadav Ji.

[ was better prepared for the next deputation. This time as President of CRPF Wives
Welfare Association I was able to create a synergy between CWA and FOGSI (Federation of
Obstetricians and Gynaecologists of India) and we systematically addressed women health
issues ranging from Puberty to Menopause. [ was surprised to be nominated alongside big
names but ours was hailed as the best Community health initiative of the year by the jury
and CWA won the prestigious “WE for STREE FOGSI” award 2019, awarded by the
Hon’ble Union Health Minister of India, Dr Harshwardhan. I was given The WONDER
FOGSIEN AWARD 2019 by FOGSI office bearers same year for seamlessly executing the
initiativeand also gotawarm letter of appreciation from Director Medical CRPF.

I need to thank my husband Shri Rajeev Rai Bhatnagar for my unique identity as a
wife of an IPS officer, now retired. He hasalways been very encouraging and supportive. This
identity has taken me out of my comfort zone to accept challenges, break silos leaving me
with never a dull moment. Life otherwise would have been predictable and boring, don't

you think?

~06 ;—_’
AWARD

DR. MANU
BHATNAGAR

For being an Inspiration to fellow FOGSIANS
and for exemplary efforts toward uplifiment of
women's heaith in India
FOGS! is Proud to honour you

ol

71 o 2300 | Mot

(Dae - P

s Atandiea Dalhathar

[ 39 _



S ERIG

GG
AT fRaT AYR B e afire
zad freel e & ol A AT e

1981

zq R & 9gd 99 B
AgHa, fasara @1 tedE ©

gy s w5 TP uedl ©

fefar, @ed, SEH g9 Iedll &
g B Sl agd
™ AT 96 H oA

sTeafadl & Sl Jagd

JAq= Sl 8
THH-HF G &
FHdl IoTar FH TJorT B
el AT H BATT B

ST 2 (ST 8T) oTeT 8! 9X O 2 |

zh A HY fHeprem B
JHE TS FHE ST 8
3T o el UX
JIAA H AT H
9T & HaX P 9T B
3T A 98U & AT |
U AR i e Y|




WANDERLUST

strong desire to travel and explore the world, that's how the

word 'Wanderlust' is defined. According to the mighty

internet, aperson suffering fromwanderluststarts planning
his next expedition right after his present holiday ends, howeverlong
itwas! [ am proud to accept that I perfectly fit into this description of
wanderlust. Recently there has been some research around this
subject and the researchers in all their humility have discovered Rashmi Sinha
'wanderlust genes' DRD4-7R. This phenomenon fosters strong  W/o Sh. D.P. Sinha
desire to travel among children, if the parents are also voracious 1979
travellers. After travelling to 30 countries and discovering nook and
cranny of India, I can say ['veimbibed the wanderlust genes from my parents.

[ remember my fatherused to have an Ambassador car back in the day, almost 50

years ago. My parents were great travellers and their favourite form of travelling were

the road trips. These

innumerable road journeys

developed my strong liking

for them. One of the

journeys etched in my

mind is the trip to Srinagar

from my home in

Dhanbad (then Bihar).

Invited by my father's dear

Kashmiri Pandit friend, we

were all excited and ready to take

over the long road to Srinagar driven by my father.  was the eldest of the three siblings

all of 15 years of age, my brother was the youngest, 11 years old. Now to think of it, it was

very brave of my parents to get on this adventure which happened almost forty five

years back. There were no modern facilities that the travellers today are exposed to.

The roads were basic, limited halting spots and lack of food stalls/dhabas on the go.

We would also travel on a limited budget with three young children. But as a family of

five we were used to these thrilling rides and always saw it as an adventure. My mother

would carryawooden box, which had a stove, pressure cooker, few utensilsand some

essential food items. On our way to the destination, we would take small breaks to

prepare some delicious khichdi cooked on the stove using local resources. By then my

mother had become an expert in organising these things owing to the countless trips
taken before. It took us one full week toreach Srinagar through the GT road.

We reached Srinagar after halting at innumerable places, It was an exhilarating
journey in itself. A beautiful Kashmiri joint family hosted us, exposing us children to
theirway of living through great food and hospitality. It was like a one big party with



picnics and excursions to local spots. As
the popular saying goes, if there is
heaven on Earth, it is Kashmir. I
wholeheartedly resonate with this
feeling, Kashmir was truly ‘jannat’ and
wedidn'twant to leave thisjannat.

This is how we took innumerable
trips, hats off to my father's courage to
drive single-handedly through these
long journeys. My father is no more but
my eighty two years old mother still has
the same zest to travel today. She took a
trip to Cambodia and Vietnam with me
last year. I strongly believe in the power
of travelling to new places, it enables you to see life from a new perspective. It teaches
you the most important life lessons thatany educational institution can impart. These
experiences have immensely contributed towards my holistic development making
mea more positive person.
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THE JOURNEY OF MY LIFE TO DISCOVER THE REAL ME

his is me, the person who lives the Motto “to live to inspire”.
Ever since my childhood I wanted to do something
exceptional and worthy.

Butwhat? [ didn’t know.

As life moved on, childhood transformed into adulthood,
circumstantial changes placed me into a new scenario of Neelam Shukl
e .. eelam Shukla
motherhood and respo.r151b111t1es. In factitis from here that mystory W/o Sh. Rishi K. Shukla
to discover myself begins. 1983

For any woman, this world of motherhood onwards is the real
world of facts, figures, fictions, fantasies, fulfilment, fun, fascination, footholds as also
pitfalls. The reality comes in, actuality comes in, and the imaginary fairyland vanishes
soon.

Having said that, it’s the time when one can grip the situations as they are and
attempt to start shapingyourown story to find successand that’'swhat I did.

The first trait or a must forany success story is being a responsible person. [ began
my responsibilities in a multi-folded aspect viz... a wife, a daughter-in-law, a mother, a
teacher and a soulmate of a self-made police officer, a man of principle and
wisdom.

The family loved, appreciated, honored, helped me unconditionally and the
workplace gave me many honour awards and recognition.

My biggest success has been as a teacher to thousands of my pupils. For 25 years, I
taught them with interest, care and great determination and they rewarded me with
their finest performances, awards, lots of respect and regards for measa person.

My true self, as a master of my area of knowledge, got its recognition in 2014, when
Iwas applauded asthe best teacherin my field.

Many of my facets, including my creative senses and my passion to strike for
perfection got an exposure, awide spread appreciation and a platform to perform. Itisso
amazing to witness a large section of my girl students attempt to emulate me. My walk,
the way I talk, my dressing style and meticulous upkeep seems to have inspired
thousands and have given many positive aspects to many budding personalities. Even
today, I get messages from a former student who says she is trying to teach History, the
way [ taught her.

Thisiswhat I call in my own humble way, “Live to inspire”.
Today I am full of gratitude to be the role model for many.

But toreach suchaplace, I had to definitely work very hard with selfless devotion,
dedication and determination, sacrificing many comforts. Many a times, the
unconditional loveand care, I receive as of today makes merealise that thiswasmy



childhood dream that [ wanted to achieve. That is: To do something
worthy.

Tobesomeonetolive toinspire.

Definitely mywork will continueand I still hope to inspire

many more.

Thereal truth lies here in the golden words of

His Holiness, Honourable Dalai Lama,

“you can’t help someonejust by makingawish todosoyou have totakeaction”
And that’sexactlywhat 1 did.

Doyou know me?

Yes, lam “Neelam Shukla”.

A sthong, positive sel-image o
the best fo00ille freparation for
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MY LIFE EXPERIENCES OF A PANDEMIC: COVID 19

humans. Back in 3000 BC, an epidemic wiped out a complete

population in China.

In 2019, the biggest pandemic of this century broke out in
China. It spread like wildfire across the world. This disease which is
popularly known as COVID 19 is caused by a novel Coronavirus and
causesrespiratory failuresand othersevere symptoms.

o . Pratima Shrivastava
Governments and organizations faced serious challenges. As .
: ) W/o Sh. S. N. Shrivastava

COVID cases spiked, most countries went under a complete 1985
lockdown. People couldn't meet their families and friends or go out
of their houses for fresh air. Schools, offices, markets, restaurants were shut down. The
lockdown delayed the spread of this disease, but couldn't deter it completely and soon
infections increased drastically. Meanwhile, medical research organizations dedicated
themselves to finding a cure for the disease. Although they made great progress, the hope
for vaccine continues.

I : very hundred years, an epidemic desolates the very existence of

As economies have been
running only essential services,
people started losing their jobs.
Students' education was
tremendously affected due to closure
of institutions.

It was again demonstrated to
theworld as to how resolute mankind
is and how man has always risen to
challenges. People were determined
to face the situation and searched for
alternatives to get theirwork done.

Technology came as a saviour during this timeand helped bridge gaps. Businesses
shifted their operations to online platforms. Educational Institutions started taking online
classes for students. People gradually adapted themselves to the changing needs of the
hour,and adopted technologies to lead theirlives in such away that it did not comprise their
needs.

As president, PFWS, I am extremely happy to state that our organization provided
masks, food, soaps and hand sanitizers to police personnel and people who needed
assistance. We helped people gain employment by supportingthem honevoluntaryskills.
We organized contests and online events to keep our community engaged, energized and
connected. Over one lakh people viewed our online concert “ WE CARE "and it was greatly
appreciated byall.

Complete normalcy hasn't been restored till now, but with continued perseverance
of mankind, optimum use of technology and with the emergence of avaccine, the world will
heal and start to bloom again. Pandemics such as COVID-19 bring a lot of change to society,
and weshould learn toacceptand adapt ourselves to face such challenges.
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A SOJOURN IN KINNAUR

ears back, it was in 1979 that we were posted to Kinnaur. This is

a picturesque district in the high Himalayas, bordering Tibet.

It's people are largely followers of Tibetan Buddhism mixed
with animistic practices and customs, very different from ours.

Arable land is at a premium in Kinnaur and cultivation is
confined mainly to the banks of the Sutlej which flows through the

entire length of the district. As division of land among brothers was Rita Lal
not an option, all brothers took a common wife in a polyandrous Wio Sh. Ajit Lal
arrangement. This left some girls without a husband and they had no 1974

recourse but to join a monastery as nuns.

For the SP's wife, there
was nothing much to do but I
did have my first-born, just two
years old then, for company.
The only social attractions were
parties at the army messes and
the local fairs which were very
colourful. While visiting one of
these, I saw, in the general
merriment around, a bunch of
boys approach a girl and one of
them physically lifted her and
started carrying her away. No
one seemed to mind very much
and a couple of constables on
duty made no effort to check
this daylight, very public
abduction.

[ turned to my husband
and was about to react when the kindly, old gram Pradhan, sensing the outrage
welling inside me, explained that this was only a pre-marriage ritual. The boy and girl
were known to each other and had agreed to tie the knot. What was left for the boy's
family was to go to the girl's house and offer compensation -- both in cash and kind.
If the girl's family was happy with the gifts, the marriage well solemnised. But if not,
the whole process would be a nullity. The girl was also free to come back if she did
not like her in-law's house. But these technicalities did not seem to bother the gram
Pradhan much. In real life, they rarely happened.

It is now nearly forty years since we left Kinnaur. There is little doubt that the
customs, prevalent then, would have undergone seismic changes. But whether it is
all for the good is quite another question.



A FAMILY LIFE IN THE "SHADOWS”

he life of an intelligence professional encompasses a
varied range of experiences. This holds true, in equal
measure, in the life of the spouse of an intelligence
professional as well. One is constantly forced to balance out
demands of a covert existence with that of the demands of

everyday overtroutines. Nishi Goel
Family life, when the spouse is working for the Secret Wio Sh. Samant Goel
1984

Servicealternates betweenalifein Indiaand abroad, for the better
part of one's life span. While there is an element of normalcywhile living in India, one
still has to maintain a low profile, because while interacting with peers orreplying toa
query from a neighbour or for that matter, attending a parent-teacher meeting at
school, one has to constantly deflect questions about the husband's work. This
dilemma, about constantly having to cover up or outrightly lie about the husband's
profession, continues when the husband is posted abroad, as a diplomat. From
fending off knowing smiles (and occasional jibes) from families within the diplomatic
mission, to denying the real nature of the spouse’s work at diplomatic events, one is
constantly wary of “exposing” the husband's “cover”.

While a posting abroad has undeniable benefits in terms of a higher quality of
living, financial compensation, travel, exposure for the children by way of
International Schools, et.al. somehow one is never really free to enjoy these riches ina
carefree manner. During the husband's stint abroad, it is as much the wife's
responsibility to maintain the cover of her husband's joband onesslip atan unguarded
moment, could result in premature recall and the attendant shame of having let down
the country.

At a more basic level though, it is on the home front that the demands of the
husband's profession prove the hardest to bear. It takes a toll on those spouses who
have alternate and enriching careers themselves. On far too many occasions, the
spouse has to make the sacrifice or “adjustments” while accompanying the husband
abroad, since the demands of an intelligence professional make it imperative that one
has to move asa family unit to a foreign country. Having to “coach” your children about
not lying about something as basic as their father's career, even while inculcating in
them parallel human traits of honesty and integrity, is often a painful experience.
Settlingand resettling from Indiatoaforeignland and thenreturning,and inthe



process dealing with the process of packing and setting up house every three years or
so, is another tiresome experience. While, the fact of moving on posting every three
years, in itself, is not alien to a government servant's family, it is the mental, physical

and emotional adjustment of moving abroad and back, thattakesitstoll.

And yet, one must emphasise the sense of quiet pride that comes with co-
participation in a profession as unique as the secret service. Only an insider can
comprehend the sense of responsibility that this profession instils in the family, while
in the service of the country. The need to maintain highest standards of personal and
financial integrity in the Secret Service also holds a compass to our private lives and
these are values that serve the intelligence community and their families, all through
theirlives. Aboveall, our lives are filled with a unique range of experiences comprising
of “thrills and dares”, which, though we may not always be able to share, nevertheless,
enriches our own existence. A chance to see the world, make friends, are only a small
facet of the myriad experiences of the families in the intelligence community. The
country comes first, always and every time and it is in this spirit that we happily adjust
to a “lifein the shadows”.



ONA VILLU

he offering of “Ona Villu” is a ritual that is observed
with great sanctity at the Sree Padmanabha Swamy
Temple in the capital city of Thiruvananthapuram in
Kerala.
The tradition of offering“Ona Villu” to the temple deity Sree
Padmanabha Perumal on Thiruvonam day during the

hingam month contin hisday. g 2 IS
- gé? A . ) o ues.to fL day W/o Sh. Rajan K. Medhekar
The origin of this temple ritual as per temple records dates 1975

back to 1502 AD during the reign of the then ruler of

Travancore, Veera Iravi Iravi Varma.

The age-old custom of making and offering the Ona Villu is adhered to even
today by the descendants of the carpenter Putanangadi Kannalen Mathevan
Kumaran Asari from Karamana.

The 'Ona Villu' or the Bow is not the normal bow but is flatterand broaderand is
made outof the “Kadamba” wood.

The Villuis made in four different sizes ranging from threeand a half to fourand
ahalf feetinlengthand about three fourth inchin thickness.

Five different colors made out of vegetable dyes are used for painting the images
of theavatarsof Lord Vishnu on the bow.

The eight oval-shaped 'Ona Villus' are made following Vastu traditions. Theyare
painted red on one side with illustrations of Lord Vishnuand his incarnationson
the other.

The largest of the 'Ona Villu'-
“Anantashaynam” i.e. the reclining Vishnu,
is four and a half feet in length. With the
“Anantashaynam” as the main theme, other
deities too like Lord Shiva, Bhoomi Devi,
Goddess Lakshmi, Markandaya, Bhrigu
Maharishi, and the various saints in the
main sanctum of the Padmanabha Swamy temple are also represented on the
bows. The two bowsare keptinside the sanctum of the main deity.

The next Ona Villu -“The Dasavataram Villu” is four feet in length and

» o«

symbolizes all the avatars of Lord Vishnu - “ Matsya”, “ Kurma”, “Varaha”,
“Narasimhan” “Vamana” “Parashurama”, “Shri Rama”, “ Balarama”, “Sri Krishna”
and “Kalki”. Thetwo bowsare keptinside the sanctum of the Narasimha Murthy.

The smallest of the “Villu”, three and a half feet in length is the “Shree

Krishna Leela,” which is kept inside the sanctum of the Thiruvambadi Krishna




temple.

The latest addition was a pair of bows
(from 1994) with the Shri Rama
Pattabhishekham i.e. the Coronation
ceremony of Shri Rama as its main
theme. These two bows are kept inside
the sanctum of the Shri Ramaswamy
temple.

The submission of the Ona Villuiis
an elaborate yearly ceremony. On
“Thiruvonam” day, two members of the
achari family bring these eight bows and place them on a cloth in the Natakasala
Mukhappu at the eastern entrance of the temple around 5.30 am. The Kurup
carries the bows inside and performs the rituals along with the executive officer
and the temple staff.

Then accompanied by the
“Panchavadya” and the sacred lamps, the
bows are taken in procession around the
temple. After the “pradakshina”
(circumambulation), the bows are then
placed on the “Abhisravana Mandapam”.
The “Periya Nambi” (senior priest) [
performs the puja and decorates the bow &
with red silk threads with tassels tied as
bowstrings along with strands of cadjan
followed with “Deeparadhana”.

The ritual complete, the respective Nambies take the bows to the respective
sanctums and position them near the Moorthy. The bows are kept there from
“Thiruvonam” till the “Ucha Puja” of Chatayam (fourth Onam) which comes two
days hence, afterwhich itisremoved and sent to the Maharaja.

The privilege of the first 'darshan’ after the puja and the placement of the
bows isthe prerogative of the Achari.

Binkumar Achari says that his family, Karamana Melarannoor Vilayil Veedu has
been making the Ona Villu for five generations during Onam, and before starting
work on the Villu, the family members observea forty one day fast.

“It is a matter of great pride and significance that the descendants of our
family continue to perform the sacred work”, concludes Binkumar.
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JOY AND PRIDE IN CALGARY!

he challenges faced by the wife of an IPS officer are often

spoken about. Happily, there are also good times we

experience. The memories of my visit to Calgary, Canada in
1997 where I accompanied my husband, KP Jain are quite
exhilarating.

As Secretary, All India Police Sports Control Board, he took the
Indian team to participate in the World Police amd Fire Games in Varsha Jain
Calgary. Till then, I had never witnessed many sports events — events  Wjo Sh. K. P. Jain
like wrestling, weight lifting. 1971

Calgary sojourn for me was
nothing short of a heady cocktail
with the right mix of moments of
happiness, fun, friendship and
above all a deep sense of patriotic
ecstasy. Team India won over 50
medals including 23 gold. Truly, I
don't have the right words to express
the adrenaline rush we all felt each
time our "Tiranga’ was raised and
'Jana Gana Mana' played! Despite
my terrible vocal chords, I sang
along to the highest pitch. The
Indian community in Calgary came
in full force to the stadia to cheer our
athletes. They invited us home and
to their restaurants, sent food to our hotel, displayed "Welcome team India’ banners
outside their shops, gifted sports kits to the participants, Indian taxi drivers refused
to accept money....the list is endless. This new experience of national pride was
absolutely overwhelming. For the Indian community, it was euphoria unsurpassed
when they witnessed the success of their athletes in a foreign land.

The Grand Finale was a function hosted by the Indian community in one of the
largest convention halls in the city. No acoustics could've matched the sound that
resonated when 'Saare Jahan Se Acchha'.. was sung by all present. What a moment it
was!

But my Calgary story would be incomplete if I did not write about the beautiful
Calgary and Calgarians. In summer, the city was like a bouquet of flowers. Beauty,
serenity and cleanliness were conspicuous everywhere. The citizens of Calgary are
exceptionally friendly and always eager to help the visitors/tourists. I could easily
relate their warmth and friendliness to our concept of 'Athithi Devo Bhava'.

I consider myself truly blessed to have such wonderful memories to cherish asa
member of our IPS Parivar!
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GRATITUDE

his small act of kindness is still so much fresh in my mind!

Even after fifty years, it brings a smile to my face. Travel

really excites all, especially, air travel. In 1969, I was also
excited to board Indian Airlines flight at Amritsar Airport going to
Srinagar (Kashmir) with my mother and my one and a half years
old brother. We were rushing home, as I had lost my dear uncle
and my father was awayin the USA, forhisdoctoral studies. Sunita Vashisht

My eight years old self, not much realizing the gravity of the W/o Sh. Shriniwas Vashisht
situation, was enjoying my journey in the clouds, when suddenly 1981
the plane landed in Jammu because of bad weatherand no hope of early improvement.
We decided to hire a taxi after having spent the night in a hotel in Jammu. Once again, I
started enjoying the zig-zag turns along river Chenab. However, darkness along with
rain, sleetand snow started to lash ourvehicle, making further progress difficult. Atone
of the barricades, all taxis were stopped and passengers were asked to move into waiting
buses, which could negotiate the treacherous road better. The bus also moved with halts
and breaks, as snow wanted to show the best of it's snow shower and rain wanted to
dancewith taking full circlesaround.

Finally, the busalso had to stop at Banihal, where we found ourselves at the mercy
of the locals for basic needs. While observing all green getting converted into white, a
sight so mesmerizing, [ was also observing the lines of worry on my mother's face as the
weather remained unforgiving for two days.The last jolt came when rations also started
becoming scarce and expensive. Spending day and night in the bus was another
problem. Among all this, one person who was taking constant care was our bus
Conductor-an enthusiastic care-giverand protector. | found him giving us preferential
treatment realizing "We' as vulnerable passengers. The best was he could convince
others that our family needed utmost care. Because of the empathy of this young man,
ourstayonroad becameallittle less painful.

The snowfall finally stopped. Our Conductor swiftly arranged a taxi for us as now
onlyasmall vehicleand not bus could move on the narrow cleared road. While thanking
this gentleman, my humble request to him was to visit our home in Srinagar. One, I
wanted to see that he had reached home safely and, two, I wanted to give him a good cup
of tea.

His sensitivity to therequest of this young girl made him ring the bell of our house
after four days. This was, of course, one of my happiest moments where I could usher
him in our living room and offer him a good cup of tea of 'gratitude’. My thanks to my
grand parentswho did all thisin middle of theirgrief.

Surely, these are the little things in life that count!
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MYSTICAL IMPRINTS OF PARADISE

wow! was the excited reaction of my friends when the news of
my engagement to an I.P.S. officer of Jammu & Kashmir cadre
was announced. Everyone wanted to have a vacation in

Kashmir. After making promises that [ would invite them, my family
and [ became busy in preparations for the 'big day'.

When the rituals, traditions, formalities of the wedding got over,
starry eyed me eagerly boarded the flight for my first rendezvous with Seema Agarwal

paradise on earth Kashmir. W/o Sh. Navin Agarwal

1986
After the flight landed at Jammu airport, we decided to take road

journey to admire, appreciate and drench in the mystique of this paradise. The blooming
mustard fields welcomed us! Endless paddy fields provided divine serenity no less than
heaven; picturesque saffron flowers sown and harvested by simple farming folks beaming
their smiles and delighting in the joys of their everyday existence, were real feast for the
eyes!

Lost in the breathtaking, picturesque ethereal

serene journey, when did we reach Pulwama

(hubby's first posting as ASP) didn't realize...Fell

in love with home at the first sight! Lush green

lawns and huge red, pink roses were very
captivating and inviting!

Next day a Kashmiri lady living in the

neighbourhood came visiting. I offered her

'namkeen pare'. After eating just a few, she

refused to eat more saying 'maida kharab

hai...". I tried my best to convince her that

maida was freshly got from market but she

insisted. Later, I came to know that maida means
stomach in common parlance there!

To my surprise, I found every lady passing by my window pregnant! Young and old
alike... one day sheepishly shared thiswith hubby. He aftera hearty laugh said that's 'Kangri'
(a small pot carrying hot embers) that these women carry under their
pheran (alongloose cloak) to keep themselves warm!

One morning as | opened my eyes the whole
landscape was pristine white covered with snow,
breathtakingly beautiful! Nature has abundantly
showered its blessing upon this place for the world to
marvel at, [ thought... couldn't resist myself from
touching and feeling snow! At night there was severe
itching both on fingersand toes due to 'frost-bite'.



While accompanying husband to Pahalgam loved eating freshly baked shirmal (tandoori
rotis) with Kahwa (saffron tea). Tasted Harisa, a Kashmiri delicacy relished a lot by people
inwinters. Found haakh saag (agreen leafyvegetable) omnipresent in every meal.

'Wazwan' my most amazing culinary
experience comprised of thirty six courses
served on a trami (large copper plate). Had
tabakh maaz, kabab, methi maaz and
kokur. The waza then served one
masterpiece after other, the last one was
Gushtaba, meat balls in yogurt gravy, a
fitting end to a most delicious, lavish and
sumptuous culinaryjourney!

Out of this world Shikara boat ride in

Dal Lake, vast unending meadows, countless breathtaking mountains, mesmerizing
streams, long winding Poplar lined roads with flowers borne meatkins , fiery autumn
Chinar leaves, exotic spices, walnuts, almonds, delicate aroma of saffron, a prized
condiment, handicrafts like Papier mache, somavars, other decorative items with exquisite
naquashi, carved walnut wood, the intricate unique Tila embroidery done with copper or
silver threads, not to forget the magnificent craftsmanship of the Jamavars and dourukha
type of embroidery,the more I discovered this paradise the more I realized that a lifetime is
notenough to experience this paradise on earth 'Kashmir'. This is theplace where heaven
meets theearthto'learntolive'!



CHERISHED MEMORIES

was born in a middle class family. My mother was a home maker

and my father was an officer with the Government of India. I

always cherish some of their strong beliefs and actions. I bow
down to them when I remember the way they faced the challenges of
life.

My mother was a very pious and religious lady. She was a very
loving, caring and contented person, with malice towards none. She
was undeterred by any problem that came her way. She always said Shashl Agrawal
« . . . W/o Sh. Ajay Agrawal
these are Gods ways of testing our patience and tolerance. He will set 1966

everythingright.”

IfTever found faultswith others, shewould say -

Her life was an inspiration to me. She was my best friend. I could confide in her for
everything. For me, shewasan epitome of strength. Her departure leftavoid in my life.

My father was a self-made man. He believed that we have many debts in this life, debt
towards our parents, our gurus and the Almighty. We must try our best to repay as much as
we can. He thought that the best way to do that was to serve humanity by imparting
knowledge and experience through education. He used to give free education to under-
privileged children. He taught children at home as also at an orphanage called Chandra
Arya Vidya Mandir near his house. His doctrine in life was-

(You are sinful if you trouble others.You are virtuous if you serve others)

He kept it upto till his last breath. He always inspired us to do whatever little we can
for the society. I got married in an equally religious family. My mother-in-law was an
educationistand my father-in-law wasa banker.

My mother-in-law was a strong follower of the Gita. She used to read the Gita,
translated in Hindi verses by Pandit Dinanath Dineshji. Her faith in Gita was so strong that
whenever there was a problem, she would sit calmly, read all eighteen chapters of the Gita
everyday. Shewas certain that Lord Krishnawould solveall her problemsand hedid. This s
whatIcall strongbelief (Aastha).
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AsLord Krishna propoundsinthe Gita-

“are g1 AR T B0 & IROT Sig a8
T g 94t § He g AT fiar @ @
She inculcated this in all her children and her daughter-in-laws. All of us have

immense faith in the Gita and we believe that Lord Krishna will solve all our problems if we
surrender to him unconditionally.

My father-in-law was alsoa philanthropist. Anyone comingto him forhelpwas never
disappointed. I remember once a man had applied for a constable job. He wanted my
husband to help him in thisregard. Finding, him reluctant, my father-in-law told him-

‘HEHl B =HS 9 S @l §d

So, aslong asyou are alive and in a positive frame of mind to help someone, you must
dothat.

Thereafter, my husband has never looked back and helped everyone who
approached him forhelp.

There are umpteen sweet memories that I cherish. The more I think of my parents
and my parents-in-laws, the greater veneration, I have for them. I will always remain
indebted to them for the values that they have inculcated in usand made it a point to pass it
ontoourchildren. Whatweare todayisall dueto theirblessingsand guidance.
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SOOTHING BALM
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Depression is a black hole Rimi Bhatia

Which c[estroys both feart and soul Wio sn.1ng.9§. Bhatia

It is a monster on the prowl
That has intentions foul
But you are not alone, be calm
I'm always there-your soothing balm
My doors are always open
With a cup of coffee as a token
And my balcony is all yours to share
Anyone who wants to chat is welcome there
No need to be quiet, feel low
Take small steps, go slow
I sure have listening ears,
Which will melt all your fears
These are our values to treasure
With a lot of joy and pleasure
Call me, send me a WhatsApp or text
We'll find a solution to this one and the next
I will be there for you anytime, anywhere
You are not alone in this journey of despair



THE STRANGER

knew mydear husband from manyyears before we got married. One
can say that we have almost grown up together, because it is now

more than half a centurysincewe first met. Andyet.

When we got married, I thought I knew him well and life would
continue in thesameway thatithad - attend some classes, doalittle bit
of lab work, eat golgappas in Kamla Nagar, have coffee in the Coffee
Houseand takeastroll in the University gardens. M .

] . eenakshi Verma

ButIwas in for a shock. Or, moreaccurately, aseriesofshocks. o sh. K. C. Verma

The first shock came when I saw his clothes and the number of 1971
shoes that he had. There seemed to be no end to his ammunition boots,
riding boots, jungle boots, office shoes, black formal shoes, bathroom slippers, leather
chappals, leather sandals black, leather sandals brown and whatnot. Khaki shirts, khaki
shorts, khaki trousers, khaki socks, khaki belts, khaki shirts, a khaki sweater and even one
khaki handkerchief. He had a few kurta pyjamas -- the only clothes that were not khaki. I
remembered that he used to wear colourful clothes in our college days, but now he seemed
to have no clothes to wear except his uniforms.

When wewent foradrive aweek after ourwedding, | was tempted when [ sawa mithai
shop, selling chaat. I asked my dear husband to stop but he refused. His logic sounded so
strange. He said that he being a senior police officer could not be seen eating golgappas by
the roadside. I thought that was funny because he never missed an opportunity to have
golgappas in Kamla Nagar. And that too from some thela wallah!

His behavior had also changed and [ was convinced I had married a stranger. One day
when a constable came to our house in the afternoon asking for leave, my husband went to
the verandah of the bungalow and shouted at him. He shouted so loudly that I started
crying, wondering why he was so angry. I thought I had married a cruel man; a person who |
never knew was so ill-tempered. A minute later he came inside and chatted with me as if
nothing had happened. I asked him why he was angry. He explained that he was shouting,
but that did not mean he was angry. He said he had already refused the constable leave in
office that day and yet the constable had come to our house, leaving the lines without
permission.

Over the years, there have been many occasions when I have wondered whether I
married a complete stranger, who remains a stranger. He is capable of being stupid and wise
atthesametime. Heis both, considerate and insensitive. He can be crass and also tactful. He
surprises me by sometimes reacting to people and circumstances in totally unexpected
ways. Once in a while, when I expect him to be decisive he dithers, when I expect him to
frown, helaughs.

Sometimes [ look at my husband, a husband of more years than I care to remember,
and [ wonder whether I truly know him. I am sure I am not alone and this happens with
many of us. Long-suffering wives that we are.! But the greatest satisfaction, we derive is
that more oftenit is the husbands who wonder whether they know us at all!

.’8_..-;-~_%¢.
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INTROSPECTION

ike so many, we started theyear 2020 with resolutionsand goals

in earnest. Some of us set realistic targets, a daring few planned

outrageously fun calendars, and still others merrily crossed the
barwith an optimism that the future would be good. Forall, there was
an undeniable excitement and hope about the year that was about to
unravel. [IPSOWA-AP started the year with a family evening named
“True Blue”, a colour associated with depth and stability, symbolic of Shilloi Sawang
Trust, Loyaltyand Faith —all attributes of a healthy family — which is Wio Sh. G?g;aem Sawang
the Police family.

While the world collectively experienced the trauma wreaked by a virus, plans were
postponed, and life as it were was put on hold. No longer could we physically meet to
“connect” and “nurture” like our IPSOWA-AP motto inspired. We shelved our chalked-out
plans and went the online way like the rest of the world. A grey foreboding crept in that
seemed to cloud every thoughtand purpose.

During this lull, each one (whether aware or not) looked inward, in retrospect and
introspection. This was a God ordained break for reset of spirit, soul and body, an interval
for humanity to stop and catch its breath, a season for Earth to rejuvenate and heal, a time
forre-alignment of values and priorities, a kairos moment for delving into the innerselfand

drawing out treasures that we never knew
resided within us.

Lockdown after lockdown, the
months rolled on, and there were a
thousand little lessons to be learned from
this larger experience as the senses perked
up to environs hitherto taken for granted,
such as the sound of chirping birds, or the
slant of the sun through the window, or the
smell of freshly fallen rain. For many,
complaining gave way to gratitude, hope
replaced despair, and love overcame
obstacles as we allowed ourselves to slow
downand heal.

(The painting above is a representation of
this experience - glimpses of color and
moments of epiphanies through the darkness)



Attheotherend of this colour spectrum were those who were not afforded the luxury
to pause and ponder. Their mission never stopped. These were the police force and the
healthcare workers who stepped forward as frontline heroes braving all odds for the sake
and safety of everyone else. And as wives of police officers, we sought to shoulder even a
small weight of what our spouses bore, and committed to colour the days in ways that each
knew how.

Footnote: During the rise of the pandemic, IPSOWA-AP members generously
contributed towards our “We Care” project of distributing food, medicines and refreshing
drinks to our forces and volunteers working in the COVID red-zones. While our modest
efforts seemed like tiny drops in the vast ocean of need, it was our way of showing
appreciation for our policemen and women on the ground who are always putting there
best foot forward! Ever Onward.



WALKATHON 2019



WALKATHON 2019



ETehl

63

o S9N
A B, "4 B, A T,
el J T A g, A Rig
FH G & 99 9 AfST, Tt At el AR
SAf=a, sRfa 2 1996

AR YS9 ARG T
el g JA A B
I SR I[SAEHAE I ARG T B
Grehl g AT RN 2 |

Al

SHYHY Bl UHIA, A B A,
AR T Rl J&hE 2,
FHoaed & Gl 9T Faq SelIHE B,
el AT A 2
ARSTE & TS g,

g & Iar g & gae
el g JA HATHA 2 |

wel X U FHAA T,
Gl J T S &, HI ATHHE 2 |

@@;9\\"3



OH! TO BE A POLICE WIFE, SINCE GENERATIONS....!

ecently, during chit-chatting with friends regarding what we
would like to be reborn as, in next “Janam”, [ happily desired
o again be an “IPS Officers’ wife” ! Expectedly, all my other

friends totally agreed !
No wonder, that in my family, now we are four generation

IPS/Police Officers’ wives !

My grandfather was in the British Police, posted at Peshawar Sumita Dutta
and shifted to India post-partition. As tiny-tots my brother and 1, W/oSh. R1u9%ik K. Dutta

were told exciting stories of his life and the royal life style my

grandmother had.
Thereafter, my father Ashok Banerjee even after double MA in Economics and

English from Allahabad University, chose to join the IPS of 1955 batch, UP Cadre.
I chose an IPS officer, over a successful technocrat settled abroad ! Though my

husband Rupak is from Karnataka cadre 1981 batch, the frills and trappings of IPS family

life luckily remained similar .
Though IPS officers' life is

not exactly a bed of roses, -
having to deal with frequent
transfers, hard and tough work,
risky life, disrupted schooling
for children, and difficulty in
changing locations for working
wives, practically negligible
leaves/holidays.

Now, you would
appreciate, that when my
daughter had to choose a life
partner for herself, obviously,
she also preferred to be an IPS
officers’ wife! Wife of

Kamnashish Sen, a 2014 batch WB Cadre Police Officer.
So this is the storyof four generations of police officers’ wives in our family!
In fact, there is a ritual in Bengalis where the little baby, at the time of

'Annaprashan’ is made to pick up any item from a tray in which money, pen, leaves,
medicines are kept just to see in what profession he will be, when he grows up. Our
little grandson Krishank, now three years, had surprisingly picked up the IPS lapel pin
and stars! So, hopefully, another IPS officers’ wife may join the family and keep up the
tradition !
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SURVIVING COVID-19 RESTRICTIONS

presented a huge set of challenges to my business which
consists of supplying Hindustan Unilever Products to major
outlets spread over the Union Territory of Delhi as well as areas in
UP and Haryana. On the one hand, we were mandated to ensure
uninterrupted supplies of essential goods like sanitizers, hand

' I Vhe imposition of a total lockdown due to COVID-19

washes, soaps, detergents and disinfectants, while on the other Rita Mukherii
hand the first few weeks post lockdown witnessed enormous Ww/o Sh. Udyan Mukherii
administrative confusion, turmoil and abrupt changes in decisions. 1980

My field staff (a workforce of about 130 odd), displaying

immense courage and commitment to duty, braved the risks posed by COVID-19 and
responded to the emergency by reporting for duty at my depots in Delhi, Gurugram and
NOIDA. In the process we all faced huge odds by way of uncertainties surrounding the
issue of curfew passes, capricious behaviour of police personnel and permits for
transporting goods within and across districts and states. Curfew issuing authorities
and conditions would actually change on a daily basis and my staff had to negotiate a
gauntlet of checks, arbitrary impositions and the vagaries of decision making at every
turn.

While  and my management team virtually had towork from early morning until
well into the night every day to address problems that arose frequently, it is to the
undying credit of my field staff that they braved the harsh environment, including lathi
blows from over enthusiastic policemen who refused to acknowledge either curfew
passes or the importance of essential supplies. The field staff (godown keepers, delivery
men, billing staff, transport staff) braved adversities, travelled miles to their places of
work (with no metro, buses or even autos available) and many indignities but they
manfully persisted and stood by my side throughout. It is only now that the situation has
eased considerablyand depredations — by those garbed in authority — havealso returned
tonormal levels.

All this while, we managed to reach many thousands of units of sanitizers,
cleaners and personal hygiene products to the outlets ensuring throughout that
supplies strong enough to meet demand without giving any opportunity to hoarders
and profiteers. It has been agreat learning experience.
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KERALA MEMORIES

O h Dear! [ am not a Malayali, [ answered laughing. A lady

from Kerala thought  wasa Mallu, may be by looking at my
swaying head movement or the way my hair was tied at the
back or probably the amount of gold she could place on my body.
Yes, it was just a week since I had moved from Thiruvanathapuram
to New Delhi after eight long years. I never realized how I got
“malluized” over these years so people would take me for a

. Pooja Kashyap
Malayah.. . . . L W/o Sh. Dinendra Kashyap
But, believe it or not, I was badly homesick. I was missing the 1998

Stateso much.....everybitof'it..even the mundu’ clad politicians on
Tv News channels. As monsoon brought whatever little shower in Delhi, I was left
reminiscing not only about the incessant heavy downpour we would be blessed with
back there, but over every other thing. [t would be as if the Gods wanted to wash away all
the dust from trees and roads making the surroundings strikingly green, fresh and
soothing. It instantly reminded me of people walking on the roads with huge black
umbrellas wearing rubbersandals. The swaying coconut trees and the smell of wet soil do
make me nostalgic!

Sitting inside our flat, though in Lutyen's Delhi, [ remember our abode back in
Kerala overlooking Agasthyamalai hills and its exotic view of Sunrise every morning. It
offered unhindered view of avariety of flora, chirping birdsand humming bees. I know it
sounds like luxury in Delhi.

Every morning, the smell of sambar cooked with fresh curry leaves, vegetables
stewed with fresh coconut milk and fish fried in coconut oil, would be a making its way
into our house from the neighbours'. The exotic cuisine of Kerala with variety of appams,
unniappams, chicken roast, fish and ‘Kappa’and elaborate ‘Sadya’ is being badly missed.
Though, at times Kerala House does come to our rescue with its canteen offering many of
thesedelicacies.

The small roadside eateries, 'tattakadas' selling meduvada, parippuvada, egg
bonda, puffs, keema samosa, beetroot cutlets with 'kattan chai' would be making quick
bucks in the mornings as locals would wait at nearby bus stands for the quintessential
government-run buses. Even these buses are peculiar with their shutters to keep rain
water from comingin. And, theyarean inseparable part of every Malayalam movie.

Indeed, I found Malayalam films to be far better than any of the Bollywood
flicks in terms of depth, essence, screen play, story and portrayal of emotions. Ennu
Ninte Moideen, Pathemari, Premam, Uyare and Sudani from Nigeria occupy special
placein myheart. They do give me company here whenever I am missing Kerala.

Weekends and holidays there would invariably mean evenings well spent at
beautiful beaches with friends and kids, generally followed by dinner comprising of
either 'meals’ (rice-sambar-papad) or dosa-sambar. Out of all Muzhapillangad's drivein
beach was my favourite where you could drive through the beach. And of course to this
never ending list, I cannot miss adding the smell of jasmine flowers (Malli poov) and
brightyellow Amaltas flowers. Oh!I missthemsodearly.

.’%_..-g-.._%‘.
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OUR HEART REALLY MATTERS

eing the fairersex hasits own disadvantageswhen it comes

to the matters of the heart- heart disease being the most

notorious. To our chagrin it tiptoes into our lives when we
have just proudly proclaimed ourselves as sexagenarians.

Women are from Venus hence heart disease affects women
differently as compared to men; both in physiology, presentation

and outcome. Heart diseases are caused due to deposition of Madhu Mary
cholesterol in our heart arteries which can eventually lead to Wjo Sh. Solomon Yash Kr. Minz
blockage and heartattack. In women smallerarteries of the heart 1997

are involved more than the big ones hence the presentation of
symptomsare less pronounced. However, this can behave like “silent killers” and are known
to cause more mortality than in men. Women also tend to have symptoms when at rest or
even when asleep unlike men who get symptoms during exertion.

Commonrisk factorsare-

« Diabetes-diabetic women are more prone. Diabetes alters one's pain perception
and therefore can lead tosilent heartattacks.

« Hypertension -uncontrolled BP (>130/85mmHg) weakens the heart.

« High cholesterols -( Triglycerides > 15omg/dl, HDL <50mg/dl) can clog the
arteries.

« Obesity -Women tend to have a pear shaped body (fat deposition around hips),
unlike menwhoareapple shaped (fat deposition around waist).

Familyhistoryofearly heartdiseasein firstdegreerelatives.
Sedentarylifestyle,Bad dietary habits, Smoking and alcohol.

* Menopause -. Our BFFs - Oestrogen and Oxytocin which protect us from heart
diseases and also enable us to cope with stress hormones, dwindle post
menopause.

* Mentalstressand depressionaffectthe female heart more.

Classical symptoms being severe chest pain, pressure or discomfort with
“ghabrahat”. However, womenalso tend to have more atypical symptoms like:

Neck, jaw, upper back, abdominal discomfort, Pain in shoulders, upperarmes,
breathlessnessonwalking, indigestion, nausea, vomiting, unusual fatigue, sweating.

Sowhatshould wedo to protectourheart?
1) Regularexercise — 150 min of moderate or 75min of vigorous exercise perweek

isadvised. Easiest is 30-40 min of brisk walk daily. There is a concept of NEAT
(non- exercise activity thermogenesis- calorie by movements we make when we go about
ourdailyactivities).
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Certain tips fora NEAT way of life

2)

4)

5)

6)

7)

Opttostand and do house hold/office activitiesratherthansitting
Takestairsinstead of elevators
Walkorcycle to the grocery shop orwork place
March in placewhilewatching TV
Park our carin the farthest parking lot from the house/mall/office.
Brisk 'mall walk' while window shopping (sounds like fun to me)
Increasing lifestyle activity like gardening, household work, walking breaks
whileatwork-like walking to the farthest washroom fromyourchamber
Walkingthedog
Maintain a healthyweight - aim forawaist < 35, BMI (weight/mz2 )<25kg
Quitsmoking- avoid passive smokingaswell
Stick toa healthydiet-
Preferto have more fruits, vegetables, whole grain, low fat dairy products, lean
meats, high fibrediet. Avoid trans fat &added sugars.
Limitalcohol to not more than 1 drink perday (approx. 360 ml of beer, 150 ml of
wine, 45 mlof vodka or whiskey)
Rememberall we need isjusta 'pinch’ —of salt
WHO recommends 5gm/day-one teaspoon of salt (2gm of sodium).
Stress management - yoga, meditation, recreation, participating in hobbies.
[ personally feel spending timewith ourgirl friends is the best stress buster.
Manage other health problems like diabetes, high BP, high cholesterol,
thyroid properly.
Regular follow up with yourdoctor - “Anapplea day keeps the doctoraway but
ifthedoctorisgood looking throw theappleaway”.
Soon this happynote- wishyou joie devivre withahealthy heart. Adieu.



THE FOREST OF ENCHANTMENTS

CHITRA BANERJEE DIVAKARUNI

Chitra Banerjee Divakaruni is an Indian-
American author and poet.

'‘One of the most strikingly lyrical voices
writing about the lives of Indian women’

Shashi Agarwal
W/o Sh. Ajay Agarwal
1966

The book is very well written. It is gripping and beautifully
projects the emotions of women. The book retells the story of the great epic
RAMAYANA in the words of Sita. Here the writer emphasises the role of the
prominent female characters in the epic , who had to suffer due to the love for either
theirson or their husband. A woman is prepared to sacrifice everything for the sake of
herlove but men have their own priorities in life. Kaikeyi, Kaushalya, Urmila, Ahalya,
Surpanakha, Mandodari, Sarama and of course, Sita, despite doing their duties
towards theirloved ones, had to sufferontheir account.

All these women were trivialized, misunderstood, blamed ,forgotten or
maligned for no fault of theirs. The writer has highlighted the character of Urmila
who was left alone by her husband for the love of his elder brother. Urmila was heart
broken. She wanted to end herlife. She meditated for days without eating or drinking.
God Yama appeared and blessed her to sleep in shav-aasan for 14 years to get over her
misery. She got up from her deep slumber only after the threesome came back from
the forest.

The writer has also written emphatically about the character of Sarama, wife of
Vibheeshan. She did not support her husbands going to join Ram and giving him the
secrets of Ravans empire. She was distressed when her son was killed in the war. She
blamed her husband forthe same but to noavail.

Above all Sita followed her husband to the forest because she loved him. She had to
suffer two agniparikshas for no fault of hers. The forest which always enchanted her,
proved to be a curse for her.

Once mistrust sweepsin, love cannot be healed fully. Thus ,after coming back to life
Ahalya went with her husband but she was so heart broken that she took a vow of
being silent all her life. After the second agnipariksha, Sita was so distressed that she
went back to mother earth. “ Come, it is time. You have suffered enough. You have
doneyourduty. Itistimetoreturn.”

“Thereisno friend asloyalasa book.”



MY HANUMAN CHALISA

DEVDUTT PATTANAIK
Reflecting on one of Hinduism's most
popular parayer for positive energy.
Acclaimd mythologist Devdutt Pattanaik
demystifies the Hanuman Chalisa for the
contemporary reader.,

Surekha Mathur
W/o Sh. Rajiv Mathur
1972

Books are the quietest and most constant of friends, they
are the most accessible and wisest of councellors and the most patient of
teachers as elucidated by Charles William Eliot, famous American
Academician. Druring the ongoing pandemic times, I too resorted to some
brain storming by browsing to some motivational and enlightening books from
the -e-library.

I came across to “My Hanuman Chalisa” by Devdutt Pattanaik, who
authoritatively writes and speaks on religion, mythology and history, their
scientific, indicative and exhaustive association with the mankind. In this book
theauthorhaselaborated on variousancient texts such as the Upnishads, Vedas
and Puranas linked to a particular chaupai/doha’s et.al. and their connectivity
with the Hanuman Chalisa. The author has gone deep in elucidating the origin
of Lord Hanuman, their relation with Lord Shiva, Maa Parvati and Lord Vayu.
How Anjana a vanara women gave birth to Lord Hanuman. The author also
deliberates on Hanuman Ji’s fatheri.e. Kesari (Kesari Nandan) the Vedic father
(Pavansutnama) and the Puranic father Lord Shiva (Shankarsuvanakesarinandan).

Further, the author also discusses the Bhim’s encounter with Lord
Hanuman wherein the Pandavas’ during their period of disguise / anonymity
for a decade in various jungles and hills. Lord Hanuman wanted Bhima to
disuade arrogance and use his strength for the betterment of mankind.
Similarly, the authors also elaborates on the importance of “Suryanamaskar”
designed by Lord Hanuman to venerate his guru Sun God. In today’s context the
Malakhamb a traditional gymnastics posture on a pole is done
synchromatically. This is popular in Maharashtra and Gujarat. For everyone’s
enlightenmentand understanding the book is a worth reading.



FOR A CACAMANDER

TANUJA MULLICK

The author, Tanuja Mullick, a post graduate in
Sociology has written two books before this
one. She has worked at an International School
in South Mumbai. Tanuja is the wife of aretired
Chief Secretary, Maharashtra.The design of
the book done by Teyesha, the author's
daughter, is very atfractive and the
illustrations are artistic. Aditee Padsalgikar

W/o Sh. Dutta Padsalgikar
1982
“For A Cacamander” is a compilation of a dozen short stories,

which are 'Dedicated To, A few good men (The best of whom aredead)'!

The author provokes the reader right in the beginning as the Dedication sets the tone of the
book - it is a very engaging reading, keeps you riveted to the book, the writing is with passion
and it makes you ponder. There are comments about human relationships, interpersonal
behavior, many of the storieshaveatwistintheend thatleavesthereaderrattled.

A curious normal reader would start off in a predictable manner by trying to ascertain the
meaning of “Cacamander” in the book's title. The internet based searches do not throw up
any leads but the answer is in the short stories. The reader will find Cacamander there and
much morein the book.

Whatstrikesyouwhilereading the book?

Style — The stories keep you engrossed and some of the twists unnerve the reader. The author
also builds up thereader's curiosityas the placesand characters unfold gradually.

Verse and versatility - There is poetry interspersed in one of the stories (Sleight of Hand) - a
rhythmic rendition and movement as the characters take turns to read the poems, there are
also metaphors, allegories, references to the Bible, Bureaucracy etc.

Imagery - is a visual delight as landscapes emerge in detail, akin to one of the photos of a
photographer character (Zehra in 'Wish Fulfillment') and “a green tree with leafy arms is
'moreright-handed'” (Sliding Windows).

Attractive play of words - The author displays her craft as a girl chewing her toe nails hasa -
“footand mouth disease” (The Agony Aunt), and a 'welcome drink for the new born babies is
—colostrum' (Sleight of Hand)!

There is Music of “Running waters, bubbling brooks, whistling winds, the song of
trees and rustling leaves.... Music that soothes, stimulates, even irritates....it is an
undercurrent to our collective subconscious” (The Flaws of Attraction). Most importantly,
there is a Prayer in the book, a prayer of a believer, it is in the form of a Novena, a multi faith
oneand evena Thanks giving Prayer, publishedin a newspaper. (Karma Sutra).

Cutting across the mosaic of all qualities mentioned above, there is an important
literary reference to a “Grecian Urn” in the short story - 'Carry the Can'. We are reminded of
'Odeona Grecian Urn' by John Keats. The ode of Keats ends with the followinglines: -
"Beauty s truth, truth beauty, — thatisall

“Yeknowon earth,and allye need to know”

Tanuja'swork has Beautyand Truthand that'sall ye need to know ....!

.’%_..-;-4_%‘.
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WEAVING INDIA'S COLONIAL TAPESTRY THROUGH THE WORDS
OF TWO ACCLAIMED AUTHORS
A SUITABLE BOY BY VIKRAM SETH
Written in 1993, A Suitable Boy by Vikram Seth, is

perhaps still the longest novels written. The book

generated widespread interest and continues to be in our

imagination, with Netflix releasing a new series on OTT.

The book was so widely acclaimed that there was world-

wide criticism when it was not given the Man Booker Prize,

the following year.

The story of one and a half years revolves around the Mini Jha
lives of Rupa Mehra and her endeavours to find a W/o Sh. Kishore Jha
suitable match for her younger daughter Lata, who is a free spirit. Lata's 1982

own life is dominated by her refusal to be dominated by her mother and

brother, Arun. Manyreaders of my generation had quickly identified themselves with firstly
the daughter and then later as a mother eagerly seeking a suitable boy for their daughter.
Most of Lata's life is busy trying to choosea groom amongst three characters Amit, Haresh
and Kabir. The plot is set in post independent India during the early fifties and peoples
novelty in an arround Brahmpur, Patna and Varanasi. As for me, I found a queer
resemblance in the name Brahmpur to Brahampura, my sasuraal, a chaotic mohalla of
Bihar's Muzaffarpur.

Reviewers have compared A Suitable Boy to the dozens of novels written by English
authors who wove the events unfolding in their novel around the changes that English
society was witnessing following the Industrial Revolution. This is a truly Indian novel, It
resonatesamong many of uswholived in Gangetic citiesand have gone through the process
of findingasuitable boy, either for us or forourdaughters.

SEA OF POPPIES
AMITAV GHOSH Sea of Poppies is a novel by Indian novelist Amitav Ghosh which was short-

listed for the Man Booker Prize in 2008.

I chanced upon this novel on one rainy afternoon while sitting by the
fireplaceataquaint SSB cottage in the midst of Ranikhet's tall deodars. A
first of the trilogy by the author, and is considered to be reflection of
British colonialism and imperialism. Although this book too is
historical, the story is woven around events a century earlier than the
Suitable Boy. The story tells the saga of complete mismanagement of
slaves inducted for journeys to Mauritius to help in the flourishing sugar
cane fields. Amitav Ghosh assembles from different corners of the world

sailors, marines and passengers for Ibis, a salvaging ship, converted into a carrier of opium
and slaves.The colonial upheaval has set of its tantamount as many Indianswho are on theill
fated ship develops closeness as Jahaj-bhais or Ship brothers. The Sea of Poppies is a
historical novel which makes a story of two great economic themes of the 19th century, the
cultivation of opium for transport to China and the transportation of slaves as indentured
labourers to harvest sugar cane in the thriving fields of Mauritius. Ghosh is a master
storytellerand successfully paintsa tapestry of Indian vividity.

Amitav Ghosh has written more than a dozen novels, with the Sea of Poppies, finding
aspecial placein my heart during that monsoon weekend [ spentat Ranikhet.
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CHHATH PUJA AND THE THEKUA

Chhath, though a puja, for those who perform this puja, it
is like a festival- a time for fun and fervour with family and
friends.

One of my fondest memories of all times with my family is
chhath puja and the THEKUA. It was my Nani and Mami who
observed the strict regimen of fasting as the puja demanded it.
The entire family looked forward to the chhath puja because this _ _
was one time in the year when everyone used to get together for Wi pinta AU

n 3 1 1 o Sh. Varun K. Kaumudi

Diwali and continue the celebrations until chhath. 1986

It’s called chhath because it falls on the shashthi tithi/ 6th
day after Diwali. A strong mind and a strong belief to get through the four days of
rituals is what you need the most to perform this demanding puja. You fast for almost
three consecutive days, sleep on the floor, walk bare foot and make the main prasad
of Thekua all by yourself. Sounds easier, but it is the most difficult of all pujas. People
have strong belief in this puja. Performing this puja, as the faith goes, fulfills one's
long cherished dreams and desires.

The chhath puja is mostly celebrated in Bihar and by Biharis across the world.
It is mentioned in the Rig Veda and has been observed for thousands of years. Now
even outside Bihar, elaborate arrangements for chhath are made, especially in Delhi
and Mumbai. One of the most religious pujas of all, the “Arghya”is offered first to the
setting Sun and to the rising Sun the next morning, wishing for health and well-being
of the family and for the human kind. Thekua is the main prasad of the chhath puja
and a prasad that cannot be refused to anyone. The more you offer this Prasad to
others, the more blessings you receive from God. Along with my fond memories of
the chhath and the famous Thekua, sharing the recipe as well with you.

THEKUA
500 gms Whole wheat flour
250 gms Jaggery dissolved
in a cup of water
4 thsp Ghee
2 thsp Grated dry coconut
1tbsp Fennel seeds

Ghee/oil for deep frying

In a mixing bowl, take the whole
wheat flour, add ghee, grated coconut and
fennel seeds. Mix it coarsely. Add the
jaggery syrup and knead into a hard
dough. Make around 25 balls and flatten it
with your hand or use a wooden thekua
mould. Deep fry on medium to low flame.
Storein an air-tight container.

<>



54ABUDANA KHICHADI

INGREDIENTS
1 measure Sabudana
Y5 measure peanut powder

1 medium sized potatoes (if boiled then diced or if raw
quartered and sliced )

1-2 tbsps Fresh grated coconut

Coriander leaves for garnishing Aditee Padsalaik
itee Padsalgikar

W/o Sh. Dutta Padsalgikar
METHOD 1982
Wash the sabudana and soak it in water - keep enough water to

cover the sabudana completely. Cover and keep it overnight / eight hours. Next morning /
or after the sabudana is well soaked (water will be completely absorbed, sabudana will be
almost double in size, it should feel moist but not watery) mix in peanut powder and salt to
taste. In a pan take approximately 2 tbsps ghee for tempering. Add jeera/ cumin, green
chillies and potatoes (diced if boiled, if raw then cut thin) and sauté them till cooked. Add
sabudana mixture, mix well and cover.
Allow to cook, stirring from time to time.
When sabudana becomes soft/translucent,
add a tbsp of fresh grated coconut,
coriander leaves. Add a dash of lemon juice
before serving hot. Some add a pinch of
sugar too. If you find green chillies difficult
to digest, you can add some red chilly
powder. The colour of the khichadi depends
on the colour of peanut powder and whether
you add red chilly powder or not.

SHRIKHAND

INGREDIENTS: Yogurt, Sugar, Strands of saffron,Cardamom or nutmeg

METHOD

Tie the curd in a muslin cloth and hang overnight or for 7-8 hours and allow all the
whey to drain. Put the hung curd in a bowl and add sugar (according to taste) a small pinch
of salt to balance the taste, mix well, and keep covered until the sugar dissolves. Strain this
mixture either through a soup strainer or over the muslin cloth or a foodmill to get a smooth
mixture, add nutmeg/cardamom powder, saffron (warm the strands in a katori, allow to
cool, crush with fingers and add a tsp of cold milk and
leave for the flavours to infuse). Garnish with chopped
pistas or chironji and serve cold. The thicker the curd,
the creamier the shrikhand. If it is made from
scratch, whole cow's milk or buffalo milk should be
boiled and curd made without removing the cream.
Cow's milk is easier to digest and has a natural

sweetness.




5ABUDANA WADAS

Soak the sabudana in the same way as above for
khichadi. After 7-8 hrs /next morning, add the moongfali
owder, chopped green chillies, salt and boiled mashed
otatoes and mix well. You may have to use a little water
or the mixture to come together.
ou can also add a little bit of boiled/cooked vrat ke chawal
for one cup sabudana add 2 tbsps of cooked vrat ke
hawal/ samaa chawal.
or extra crispness, add 1 tsp lime juice or little bit of
ncookedvrat ke chawal.

The wadas can be fried in any medium -oil or ghee.
Serve hot with coriander chutney.

5ABUDANA THALIPEETH

Another variation and especially if one wants to avoid deep fried things is
thalipeeth. Thalipeeth is a multigrain flatbread, and can be eaten as a snack or a
meal. Traditionally, there are two types of thalipeeth : vrat ka thalipeeth will have
amaranth, chestnut and sabudana flours and the other one will have flours of rice
and mixed dals and pulses. The flour is called 'Bhajani’ as the grains are dry roasted
and then ground. Today, this flour is readily available in the market making it easy for
working women.

For the vrat ka thalipeeth, a little amaranth or chestnut flour can be added to
the above mentioned sabudana wada mix. Moisten a plate or a plastic sheet with
water, take some dough and flatten it with your fingers. Put this on a warm griddle,
put some ghee around the sides, cover it. Remove the cover after two minutes and flip
the thalipeeth allowing it to brown on the other side. Serve with a dollop of white
butter or either curds or chutney.




AJUlAIN RAITA
(doddipatre tambuli )

METHOD
Take few leaves, nicely washed and cleaned.
Cut those leaves.Gentle Fry leaves with 2-3 green chillies and
5-6 peppers. Add fresh coconut or dry coconut. Grind it with
all other fried items. Add curd and mix it well. Garnish it with
mustard seeds, jeera, curry leaves & hing (if you want) 2 red

) chillies. And have it with hot rice
Brinda Jha

W/o Sh. Mithlesh Jha
1986

RASGULLA

Make paneer from 2 kgs full cream cow's milk with lemon
juice . Strain in a muslin cloth. Wash with fresh water and hang it
for halfan hour.

Remove and mash to smoothen with half a teaspoon of

maida. Make balls and keep aside.
Syrup is made with one cup sugar and five cups water. After

boiling for a few minutes drop the paneer balls into it. Boil covered Anita Sandhu
for five minutes and uncovered further for five minutes. Cover and W/o Sh. Nehchal Sandhu
1973

keep to cool.
This is a diehard recipe. Do try and enjoy.
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SURLICHI VADI / BESAN ROLLS

INGREDIENTS : GARNISHING :

1Katori / Cup Besan 3 Katoris scraped fresh coconut

2 Katoris / cup Buttermilk 1 Katori Coriander leaves

1Katori / cup Water a few sliced Green chillies

To add in Buttermilk 2 tbsp Mustard seeds e

1/2 tbsp Haldii.e. Turmeric Little oil o7

Y tbsp Hing i.e. Asafoetida Prepare a mixture of Coconut Devayani Pradhan Medhekar
Salt to taste and coriander leaves and add it o Sh. Rajan K. Medhekar
1/2 tbsp Chilli powder on the besan spread after the 1975

mustard seed seasoning is done.
Then add green chillies on top.

This light snack for teatime or cocktails too is a melt in
the mouth treat with its soft and light texture! The
Maharashtrians call it 'Surli Chi Vadi' and the Gujaratis,
'Khandwi' - but as they say - what's in a name- it is the same
product made from the versatile Besan and Buttermilk. Let's
just call them Besan rolls.

VESSELS FOR SPREADING THE MIXTURE

Thalis - Keep 4 Thalis ready, so as to spread the mixture on its backside when it is cooked.
Remember that no water should be on the backside of the thali and it must be absolutely dry.

METHOD

1) Sieve Besan so that no lumps are there, then add little water
and smoothen it and put in a vessel.

2) Add Buttermilk, Water, Salt, Haldi, Chilli powder and Hing.

3) Mix the above mixture thoroughly so that no lumps remain.

4) On slow fire keep stirring the mixture till it thickens just enough
to cover i.e. leave a layer on the back of a spoon when you dip the

Py | spoon in the mixture.
o 5) When thickened slightly, drop a little mixture on a thali or plate.
o If uncooked the mixture appears like a paste. If dry it does not
“ stick and then remove the vessel when the mixture leaves the sides of the plate.

BRI 6) Quickly spread a thin layer of the besan mixture on the back of the thali. (1Katori besan
N gives 4 thalis)
fs 7) Heat ¥ Katori oil, and add mustard seed. Once they stop spluttering add Hing and
} f then spread it with a spoon on each thali.
8) Then cut straight strips.
= 9) Sprinkle freshly grated coconut and coriander mixture and roll the thin layer of Besan
mixture.

10)  Oncetherolls are done add more coconut and coriander mixture on top and green
chillies, if preferred.

C e T /’ b b 4
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SINDHI TUTTON CHOPS

Sindhi mutton chops, a delicious mutton curry, is one of the
simplest dishes to make. It is so easy and tasty that even my
brothers love to try their hand at it. All you need to do is to mix
all the ingredients in a pan/cooker put it on a low flame and
literally forget about it. The pan/cooker has to sit on the flame
for 2 to 2 ¥2 hours and all you need to do is to occasionally

.. . Nalini Wanchoo
stirit till the meat is tender.

W/o Sh. Bharat Veer Wanchoo

1976
INGREDIENTS
Mutton Chops  500gms
Onion 300gms
Tomatoes 400gms
Oil 3 Table Spoons
Ginger Paste 1Tea spoon
Garlic Paste 1% Tea spoon
Green Chilies  3to 4 (asper taste)
Red chilies 2Tea spoons
Dhania 3 Teaspoons
Haldi 2Teaspoon
Salt 2 Tea spoons
Garam Masala Y2 Teaspoon
Hara Dhania For garnishing

Whole Garam Masala (Bay Leaf1,
Cloves 6 to 8, Elaichi Big 1,
ElaichiSmall 4 to s,

Nutmeg % Tea Spoon)

METHOD

Heat the oil in a heavy bottom pan/cooker. Add the whole Garam Masala and fry for
a minute. Add all the other ingredients, except for the Garam Masala powder and
Hara Dhania, and mix everything well. Cover the pan and keep the flame on low. No
need to add any water. Let it cook in its own juices. You can leave it for 2 to 2 2 hours
while you keep doing other chores. You should stir the mutton occasionally till it
becomes tender and the oil is released. Let it remain on low flame for another 7 to 8
minutes till it starts sticking to the bottom. Then add ¥z cup water to make the curry
;‘lhick/shemi dry. Before serving, sprinkle the Garam Masala powder and garnish with
ara dhania.



MASHINMIRI ALU DUIM

Kashmiri Alu Dum is a rather tedious and complicated dish to prepare but is definitely worth the effort.

METHOD INGREDIENTS

) ., Potatoes Small (round) 1Kg
Boil the Potatoes. Do not over boil Wi O (e fiing) » i

them lest they split. Peel the 3 Table spoons
Potatoes and prick them on all sides = cyrd 3 Table spoons
with a toothpick. Pour the Mustard = Jeera 1 Tea spoon
oil in a Karahi on a hlgh ﬂame. Sonth (Dry Ginger) 1 Tea spoon
Once the oil is hot put the Potatoes = Dhania 4 Tea spoons
in the oil for frying. Dissolve 1 Tea = Hing A Pinch
Spoon of Salt in half cup of water = Red Chilly 2 Tea spoons
and keep it handy. After the Salt As per taste
Potatoes are fried for 15 to 20 Garam Masala V2 Tea spoon
Hara Dhania For garnishing

minutes sprinkle some of the salt
water on the Potatoes. This has to
be done 3 to 4 times for the salt to be absorbed in the Potatoes. Once the Potatoes start
getting a little brown bring the flame to low and keep frying them till they turn Golden
Brown. Then increase the flame to high and fry for another 5 to 7 minutes so that the
Potatoes become hard from outside. Take out the Potatoes from the Oil.

Take a pressure cooker and pour 3 Table Spoons oil and put on high flame. Jeera
and allow it to splutter a little and then add the Sonth, Dhania, Hing, Red Chilly, Salt
and Garam Masala. Thereafter add the Curd and mix/fry for a minute or two so that
the Curd and spices are mixed well. Add the fried Potatoes and mix well. Add half a
glass of water and pressure cook for one whistle. Open the Pressure Cooker and check if
the gravy is watery in which case put on high flame till it comes on oil. Garnish with
Hara Dhania and serve.




MAACH BHAAPA PIyAZ DIYE
STEAIMED RIVER FISH IN MINCED ONION & VINEGAR

This recipe is a big hit in my household right from the oldest
member to the youngest (my grand-daughter), who absolutely loves this
dish. This dish works very well even for those really busy days when you are
completely strapped for time & yet want to light up everybody’s hungry
faces. This is a simple fish recipe, packed with flavours of the river with the
subtly steamed fish coated in the zest of minced onions, green chilies and
vinegar. This dish is a best served with steaming hot rice and guarantees

many repeats. Sima Haldar
. . . W/o Sh. P. C. Haldar
Yield: approximately 4 servings 1970
INGREDIENTS:

-Cut pieces of fish - 8 pcs.

(Fresh water fish like Rohu, Katla, etc.,
can beused)

-2 tbsp of heaped Maida / refined flour
-2 large onions

-Vinegar

-Green Chilies - 4/5

-Salt as per taste

UTENSIL: A steel container with a
closed lidis ideal for this preparation.

METHOD

Clean the fish and pat it dry. Marinate the fish in salt and vinegar.

Keep aside for a minimum of 30 minutes to an hour.

Take Maida in a bowl and mix it along with a pinch of salt. Keep it aside.

Mince cut onions and green chilies. Drizzle a tsp of vinegar along with salt. Mix

nicely and keep aside.

Coat the fish pieces with ‘Maida and salt mixture’nicely so that the fish is evenly coated.

In the chosen vessel, begin by putting a layer of onion / chili mixture. Then add one layer of
fish. Continue this way by alternating between the fish pieces’ layer and the onion/chilli
mixture till all are used. Drizzle one final round of vinegar. Close the lid of the utensil.
Steam the fish in a steamer for 25 to 30 minutes. Serve with hot rice.

@



PALAK-KI-IKADHI

PREPARATION TIME: One Hour

INGREDIENTS
Palak Puree: 1&1/2Cup (Blanch leaves and
make puree) Vineet Joshi
Besan 2Thsp Wio Sh%g«;c(;k Joshi
Curd 400 grams
Oil 2Thsp
Ginger garlic paste: 2Tsp
Mustard and methiseeds:  1Tsp
Garam masala: 2Tsp
Coriander powder: 2Tsp
Ghee: 2Thsp
Wholered chillies: 3/4
Hing/Salt/curry leaves

DIRECTIONS

1) Mix besan and curd together and beat well. Add about one litre of water and mix well.

2) Heat pan, put oil, add mustard and methi seeds, hing, ginger garlic paste and mix
well. Add coriander powder, garam masala, curry leaves and mix well. Add besan and curd
mixture. Stir well. Add palak puree and salt. Keep stirring till comes to boil.

3) Lower the heat and let it boil for 25/30 minutes stirring at reqular intervals. Do check
for consistency.

4) Heat ghee, add mustard seeds, hing, curry leaves and whole red chillies and add to the
kadhi.

SERVE PIPING HOT !!



IMURGH IMUSALLAIT

This is a family recipe and a must for parties.

INGREDIENTS
1.Chicken wholeWt. Approx 750 gms.(Without skin)

Make cuts on the breast and thighs.

Marination Masala (1)

Zeba Ibrahim
Khuskhush (Poppy Seeds) 1tbsp W/o Sh. Syed Asif Abrahim
Nariyal Burada (Powder) 1tbsp 1977
Chirongi 1tbsp
Badam 2
Kaju 2
Ginger Paste 1tbsp
Garlic Paste 1tbsp
Onion 1 medium size
Dahi 2 thsp heaped

Salt To taste
Red Chilli Powder to taste (very small pinch of red
food colour).

METHOD-1

Grind the masala and apply on the chicken. (Rub it well) Leave overnight. Next
morning tie the chicken with a string (see online how to do it).

Masala (2)

1. Onion nicely sliced & fried (medium size)
to a golden brown colour

Jaiphal Yth inch piece
Javitri 1inch piece
Safed Jeera 1tbsp

Syah Jeera Ya thsp

Chhoti Elaichi 4

Laung 2

Kaali Mirchi 7

Badi Elaichi 1

Grind all this to geter, along with the brown onion and keep aside.
METHOD-2

Heat oil, fry the marinated chicken (which you have now tied with a string) on all
sides for 4-5 min. (not more than that). Add the 2nd Masala and let it cook till it
becomes nice and tender. Cover it while cooking.

PS.: Some people stuff boiled eggs or dry fruits in the chicken before tying it. I don't.
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