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Raghu Rai with his work at
the retrospective

Beyond a moment in time

Photo by the writer

Photography has been his abiding passion for the past 40 years. His iconic works are currently on display at a retrospective in the
National Gallery of Moder Art in Delhi. Roopinder Singh takes a look at the world of Raghu Rai and his frames

Y Father and My Son, a stark, black

and white 1969 image of a child

grasping the hands of his father, shot

by Raghu Rai in Delhi, appears to
capture the world as you enter the National Gallery
of Modern Art at New Delhi.

What a beautiful moment in time, captured by India’s
foremost photojournalist, you feel, as you proceed to
explore the journey of a man whose 40 years of work as
a photographer are being celebrated by the retrospective
titled A Journey of a Moment in Time: Raghu Rai. It is
the first that a retrospective of a photographer is being
held at the gallery.

The exhibition, on till April 15, has allowed the lens-
man several independent spaces, depicting his journey
of the moment. On display are 185 exhibits captured by
the iconic photographer.

Movement marks the picture taken at Churchgate,
Mumbai’s famous railway station. It captures the stream
of humanity on the platform. You can feel the energy
and contrast it with the clarity and stillness of the com-
muters who are not in a rush.
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How well he captures people—a glowering, cigar-
smoking Bal Thackeray; Mother Teresa, the very pic-
ture of piety; the intense eyes of Satyajit Ray; the seren-
ity of the Dalai Lama, and the power as well as loneli-
ness that emanated from Indira Gandhi. In some images
you see the sycophancy that comes with politics.

Rai, 66, captures slices of life in a unique way. You see
a couple flirting on a Calcutta rooftop; the interaction of
people in a Rajasthani village, or the one photograph
that brings home the Bhopal gas tragedy, Burial of an
Unknown Child. You literally hear notes of music as
you go to his section on musicians of India. Music, Rai
says, has been a lifelong passion. He is now working on
a book on musicians.

Rai’s very first photograph, of a donkey, was published
in The Times, London, in 1966. The photograph occu-
pies pride of place in the exhibition, and he says it was
taken at the village of The Tribune’s Chief Photographer,
the late Yog Joy, near Rohtak. The animal also comes
again in another recent frame: Donkeys on Kargil
Heights Rai has extensively documented the Sikhs, and
even brought out a book by the same title, with the text

by Khushwant Singh. He has 18 books to his credit,
including Raghu Rai’s Delhi, Calcutta, Khajuraho, Taj
Mahal, Tibet in Exile, India, and Mother Teresa.

Soon after the Retrospective was inaugurated, Rai
“escaped” to Anandpur Sahib to revisit the Hola
Mohalla festival, which he also covered in the 1970s as
well as in 2002. He has photographed the Sikhs exten-
sively, capturing their traditions, customs, as well as the
traumas faced by them.

“India is a multi-religious, multicultural society in
which several centuries live together at the same time.
The experience of India has to be multi-layered and so
a moment in time is not enough. The vision is larger,
and what is captured is much more than what a photo-
graphs shows,” said Rai, explaining each frame in an
unhurried, intense manner.

At a Nihang Camp, Punjab 2001 gives a feel of
the centuries that co-exist in India as well as the
panorama format that Rai says is very important to
his work now.

“When you are young, you look for pretty things.
You look for small areas, small spaces, small experi-
ences. As you evolve as a human being, you start see-
ing more and you want to capture more. My panoram-
ics are my most recent and important work because in
them I capture much more than what a photograph
normally can. In pictures, often there is a thing hap-
pening, sometimes a thing with atmosphere. In these,
I capture many expressions. Explaining the picture of
a Punjabi wedding, he points out the wistful expres-
sion on the face of the groom, and the queer way in
which the bride and her sister are interacting, all cap-
tured in a single frame.

Even his landscapes have a sense of drama. Ladakh
and Lakshadweep harmoniously come together when
put together in adjoining frames and as you admire a
picture of stormy clouds, Rai says: “We were flying in
a helicopter and a storm was approaching. I took a few
photographs and moments later, the helicopter was buf-
feted by strong winds and we barely, made it.”

Rai’s journey, as seen through this retrospective, takes
us beyond A Moment in Time. When he is shooting, Rai
says, “the emergence of the unseen and the revelation of
the unknown leaves me amazed.” He could well be
articulating the reaction of many others who experience
India through Raghu Rai’s photographs.

Top: Churchgate Railway Station, Mumbai, 1995
Left: Dusk Time at Mahabalipuram, 1996

o

| don't believe in nostalgic nonsense

RAGHU RAIl was born in 1942 in a village in the Jhang area of Pakistan. He
spent some part of his youth in Rohtak and became an engineer. However,
he had been initiated into photography by his elder brother, S Paul, and it
became his abiding passion since the 1960s. He joined The Statesman as
its chief photographer. He was inducted into Magnum Photos in 1977 by leg-
endary photographer Henri Cartier-Bresson, who saw Rai’s photographs at
an exhibition in Paris. Rai also worked for Sunday and India Today.
Excerpts from an interview with the photographer:

On colour vs B&W

It's far more difficult to make a successful photograph in colour than in
black and white.
Each colour has
its physical
response, its
emotional
response and if
all the colours
put together don’t
gel, they make a
khichdi of colour.
To get a strong
image going in
colour, we have
to find colours in
which the place
blends in with the

place and
enhances its
emotional
response. To

understand and
respond to colour
is difficult.
Basically, human
mind wants con-
venience. We
see everything in
colour, so when
you put a black
and white filter
on life, it silences the noise of colour. It’s far easier to make a good
black and white picture and it is far easier to appreciate the black and
white picture.

: o

My Father and My Son, Delhi, 1969

Switch to digital technology

| don't believe in nostalgic nonsense and technology is something that you are
using to express yourself. Now, the technology of fim was very cumbersome.
When you shot using film, you were not sure about the results till it was devel-
oped and if your developer mucked it up, you had no recourse left.

Technology is your tool and new technology gives you greater freedom and
greater control in doing your work. Creativity means looking at the world with a
fresh eye, giving something new, not repeating the past...why would you hang
on to old technology then? You have to move with time and make a difference
with your expression.

The day | started taking pictures on a digital camera, about four years ago, |
couldn’t go back to using film. It is so much better, and then you have the ability
to click a picture and see it right then.

| still use film for my panoramic cameras because there is no digital camera
available for it, when | get one, | will switch.

His Rohtak connection

My father was posted in Rohtak. A kind of beginning was made then. | learnt
from my brother S Paul. Yog Joy and | interacted with the proprietor of
Grover Studio there.

| never wanted to be a photographer. | had great love for music, but my
father wanted me to be an engineer, which | did. | took up a government job
for a year, and then came to Delhi. When | was staying with my brother, |
came back to photography.

Advice for youngsters

Don’t take all those good pictures that you have seen before. We are
human machines which get programmed each day. When we are young,
our parents are doing it to us; in school, our teachers do it; our neighbours
do it. You need to de-programme your mind, your thinking, your attitude,
your mindset. Youngsters should look for their own kind of voice.
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Tracing Rahi’s journey

It has been a long journey for Chandigarh-based realistic artist Rahi Mohinder Singh. RM started by
drawing on a slate. Today his works hang in Parliament, writes Roopinder Singh
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Painting a legend: The artist paints Nek Chand, the creator of the Rock Garden, on location, in his office. — Photo by the writer

E calls himself a rahi or a
traveller, and his journey
into the world of art took
him to Andretta, where he
was inspired by the legendary artist
Sobha Singh. It has been a long journey
for Rahi Mohinder Singh, the
Chandigarh-based realistic artist, who
started by drawing on a slate with chalk.

The journey from slate to canvas is an
interesting one. It took him through
painting the bodies of trucks on which
he was a “child-specialist” who painted
the likenesses of Guru Gobind Singh,
and freedom fighters like Chander
Shekhar and Bhagat Singh. He drew
extensively and had started making pen-
portraits of other older passengers in the
train back home.

How did he get on the train? Well, his
village, Bharoli Kalan, in Gurdaspur dis-
trict, had only a primary school, and
after Class V, he was sent off to

Pathankot, about 3 km away. o 7

Like other children, he
hitched a ride on a train to
go to and fro to school.

“I was drawing a sketch
one day when a passenger
asked me, ‘Will you draw
my portrait?” I agreed and
quickly drew a pencil
sketch. As my home came
near, 1 tore off the sheet
from my copy and he
gave me Rs 1!” This start-
ed a wave and soon every-
one, co-passengers as well
as guards, TTs etc, all had

TELEPROMPT

their portraits made.

Today his works hang in Parliament,
and are in the collections of the
Department of Religious Studies,
University of California, Santa Barbara,
USA, and many private institutions. He
has illustrated books for the Singapore
Sikh Education Board with the support
of Ministry of Education, Singapore,
and also for state textbook boards of
both Punjab and Haryana. Prime
Minister Manmohan Singh unveiled his
portrait of Giani Gurmukh Singh
Musafir which hangs in Parliament. His
portrait of Nek Chand, the creator of the
Rock Garden, Chandigarh, earned him
much appreciation.

“I had adopted Sobha Singh as my
guru even before I met him,” says the
artist, who was born in 1965. While my
father, Mehar Singh, encouraged the

artist in me, he was looking for a
guru who could take me

. under his wings. I was

i ® h painting and earning
" \ money, but he wanted

; me to be a shagird of

an artist. One day, I

saw a full-page fea-

ture in Dharamyug,

Hindi magazine, on
Sobha Singh and his
works. 1 framed the
page and told my

father that I had

Grace of Punjab, a
sculpture by
R M Singh

Mannika Chopra

A self portrait

found my guru.

It was much later, in 1983, that RM
was introduced to the great artist at
Andretta. “Do your parents know what
you are doing,” asked the artist, whose
parents had discouraged him from
purusing art as a vocation.

“On the contrary, my father, and my
grandfather, Pritam Singh, had both
encouraged me. My grandfather was a
great craftsman. He also made mirrors,
and once he had fashioned a plate camera
under the guidance of a British officer.
They made two cameras and from him my
grandfather learnt the art of photography.
Both he and later, my father, had a portable
studio with which they would go to fairs
held in different parts of Himachal
Pradesh and take photographs on glass
plates. Later, they shifted to photographic

paper,” recalls RM. Cheap Soviet-era
books brought by vans operated by Punjab
Book Centre, Chandigarh, exposed the
young mind to Russian artists.

Andretta became a transit home for
the young RM. He would stay with
Sobha Singh for a few days, and then
go back to Palampur. It was the great
artist who encouraged him to join
Government College of Art,
Chandigarh, from where he earned his
bachelor’s degree in applied art in
1989. Even as a student, he was much
in demand. He started working for the
weekend edition of the Indian Express
while still in college. Readers of The
Tribune became familiar with his work
after 1990, when his illustrations
appeared regularly in weekend supple-
ments and special pages of the paper.

At Art College, he was exposed to
works of European artists like Ruben,
Michelangelo, Leonardo Da Vinci, and
US artists like John Singer Sargent
and Norman Rockwell, whom he
admires greatly.

“RM Singh has a great understanding
of the Punjabi way of life, which is why
we commissioned him to illustrate the
series on teaching Punjabi. He has illus-
trated books and they are being used not
only in schools in Singapore, but also
neighbouring nations,” says Bhajan
Singh, a retired official of the Singapore
Education Service.

The artist from Bharoli Kalan has
travelled far on his artistic journey, and
it is with interest that we will follow the
journey of this Rahi.

creepy conversations with Radia,

the-belt quality about the coverage

Journos and indiscretions

brokering. ~ With  admirable

; T HIS week was all about

24 making and breaking icons.
= Journalistic icons like Vir
Sanghvi and Barkha Dutt, private
sector icons like Ratan Tata and
parental icons like the Godhekars
appeared in the Big Switch-Season
2. In case you missed the story last
fortnight, stories about the taped
conversations of Niira Radia (a PR
person who represents the Tata and
Mukesh Ambani group) with lead-
ing journalists began to be aired.
Till the point last week’s column
was written, though Radia’s name
was being bandied about freely in
various discussions and reports on
TV, no channel thought it news-
worthy to identify the names of the
journos who had been at the
receiving end of Radia’s sweet,
sweet talk.

Media outrage was generally
missing and it was almost as if the
story had been blacked out. That
was last week. This week, TV
journalism, as we mostly know it,
was turned upside down. The
ongoing Radia story was full of
heroes and villains, actually most-
ly villains. Anchors began asking
pointed questions, threatening the
reputations of the identified jour-
nalists. Some names, basically
two, were labelled as go-betweens
of the powerful, and as, witting or
unwitting, brokers between the
lobbyists and law makers. The
remaining journalists, some of
whom who had really super-

somehow disappeared into some
kind of a black TV hole.
CNN-IBN’s Karan Thapar, the
prince of bait and beguile, in his
media programme, Last Word, and
then later in Devil’s Advocate, in an
interview with Arun Shourie,
referred continuously to Vir
Sanghvi’s and Barkha Dutt’s con-
versations with Radia. He ques-
tioned their willingness to act as

and analysis. While there has been
a belated charge of the media
brigade, I wonder whether, an
injustice of another kind is being
carried out now. Just as society
drives myths, so does the media.
By the end of the week, Sanghvi
and Dutt, both journalists who the
media gods had embraced, were
definitely persona non grata.

In today’s bottom-up media cul-

Arnab Goswami in Newshour asked sharp questions on the
appropriateness of the members of the media having cozy
conversations with Radia, a whiz corporate communication
expert. By the end of the week, Vir Sanghvi and Barkha
Dutt were definitely persona non grata

go-betweens, the damage to their
journalistic credentials and to that
of the news organisations they rep-
resent. Arnab Goswami in
Newshour (Times Now) also asked
sharp questions on the appropriate-
ness of the members of the media
having cozy conversations with
Radia, an acknowledged whiz cor-
porate communication expert, who
apparently has patented the con-
cept of Access Journalism.
Though I applaud the fact that at
least some TV news shows ended
up calling a spade a spade, there
has, I feel, been a certain below-

ture, thanks to tools like Twitter
and Facebook, both used by news
channels in order to enhance inter-
activity, it’s easy to become a target
for a technologically-savvy mob.
To clear the air, NDTV 24x7 aired
a special programme in which Dutt
gave her side of the story, perhaps
to air some hidden truth or an inner
rationalisation, to four senior jour-
nalists — Dileep Padgaonakr;
Sanjaya Baru, Manu Joseph and
Swapan Dasgupta. This was not
friendly fire. It was rapid fire. They
all quizzed her on blurring lines
between journalism and power

sangfroid, Dutt pleaded guilty to an
“error in judgement” but not to
charges of corruption.

Corporate giant Ratan Tata was
also at the receiving end of
Radia’s indiscretions. He was
given a chance to explain his posi-
tion through a one-hour exclusive
Walk The Talk with Shekhar
Gupta on NDTV 24x7. Only it
was not really a WTT; it was more
like a very respectful, sedentary
conversation among two friends
about placing private conversa-
tions in the public domain.

And now on to more innocuous
icons, like the Godhekars who
appeared in Big Switch-2. It’s all
about a widening generation gap.
The not-so-traditional Godhekars
are parents to a pair of wilful,
frankly badly bought up sisters,
Puja and Junaki. The siblings
want to wear skimpy clothes, chat
with boys all the time and gener-
ally want to do everything with-
out any parental control. Not
allowed, say mom and pop, and
so the sisters are paired up with
another set of parents who are
worse then the originals. In the
meantime, the shell- shocked
Godhekars are dumped with a
punkish, guitar- strumming, foul-
mouthed DJ as a replacement
daughter. But all is well when in
the end both parents and children
realise that they are better off
with what they have.

GOOD
MOTORING

H. Kishie Singh

VIP brats
are worst
offenders

ﬁ T the recently concluded Police Week celebrations,

everybody agreed on one point. VIP brats were the worst

offenders on the road, as were their drivers. Take a look
at any VIP car. Black film on the windows. What for? So that Mr
Brat can have a drink party in the market parking lot. A red beacon
on the roof. What for? So that toll booth attendants or parking lot
attendants can be intimidated. Take a closer look. Fancy curtains on
the rear door windows and rear windscreen in complete violation of
the motor vehicles rules. Every thing about the car is illegal; it should
not be on the road. If it is, it should be challaned. But who is going
to challan a VIP’s son, or even his driver?

It is an accepted fact in life that the offspring emulates his father. If
a man smokes while driving, or uses a cell-phone, or overtakes from
the left, or jumps the red light, that is what the youngster is going to
learn and do. If the dad drinks and drives, that is what the brat is going
to do. So who is responsible for the condition of the traffic chaos?

As you drive on roads built and maintained by the Border Roads
Organisation, they post slogans along the way which are to pro-
mote safety. One of the most meaningful slogans reads: “Your
behaviour on the road is the identity of your character!”

The accompanying photograph speaks volumes. It shows
Vladimir Putin, one of the most important and powerful men
in the world. He drives a Lada Hatchback, about the same as
an Alto; he is refuelling the car himself and is behaving like
an ordinary and responsible citizen. Conspicuous by their
absence are hordes of Kalashnikov-totting guards, a convoy

%‘,d !

Russian President Vladimir Putin drives a small
hatchback, refuels the car himself and behaves like
an ordinary citizen

Black film on the car windows. What for?
So that Mr Brat can have a drink. A red
beacon on the roof. What for? So that
parking lot attendants can be intimidated.
Fancy curtains on the rear door windows
and windscreen — all in complete violation
of the rules. Everything about the car is
illegal; it should not be on the road

of vehicles to carry the guards, ambulances and more.

Compare that with one of our VIPs on the move. A dozen or
more vehicles moving at high speed; the lead police car waving
the aam admi to move out of the way. Nothing disrupts traffic like
a VIP on the move. Where is the need for this show of strength and
importance? Where is the danger? Terrorism is long gone. It may
not be a bad idea for the VIP to move in a single car, incognito. Or
do what Sadaam used to do. He had a couple of look-alikes who
would leave his palace or office and go off in different directions
to fool the baddies. It worked. None of the attempts on his life
were successful. Maybe our VIPs should try this ploy.

There is another reason for chaos on our streets. Ignorance of
traffic rules, or if the driver knows these rules, they are ignored.
Two of the most ignored rules are stop signs. Cars coming out of
secondary roads, join the main road without as so much as slow-
ing down; never mind coming to a complete halt. They endanger
the lives of a dozen people other than their own.

In countries where traffic rules are observed, failing to come to
a complete halt could mean losing your licence.

Another road sign that is ignored is the solid unbroken yellow
line painted on the road. An unbroken yellow line is the equivalent
of a concrete road divider. Do not cross. Yet it is common to see a
car with all four wheels across the solid yellow line. This means
that the car is in the wrong lane and driving head-on into the
incoming traffic.

This scenario is the order of the day on Uttar Marg on the stretch
from the lake to the Rock Garden entrance. Cars coming from the
lake and wanting to enter the Rock Garden or go to the High
Court, do a right turn and cut across the solid yellow line. This is
an illegal move and consequently dangerous.

To make matters worse, this area has become a bus stop, again
illegal. CTU buses, huge tourist buses and an assortment of other
vehicles are parked on Uttar Marg illegally. Tourists visiting the
Rock Garden wander willy-nilly on the road. Confusion is com-
plete, with road-side hawkers selling drinks, gol-gappas and other
goodies. All illegal. Police and administration officials pass them
every day. No action has been taken.

It is an oft-heard refrain in Chandigarh — cars are causing con-
fusion on the roads. Cars are not the problem. The confusion is
caused by drivers and by the utter lack of concern on the part of
the authorities.

Happy motoring
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As a one-year-old in 1982, it was declared the ‘Person of the Year’ by Time magazine. Today, as it completes 25 years, the
Personal Computer can boast of turning the world around and impacting lives as none before. Roopinder Singh scrolls
down the eventful years of the smart machine, which refuses to slacken its drive

People’s Choice

EVOLUTIONS
come in all
shapes and sizes
and it is hard to
pin their origin to a partic-
ular event. The personal
computer (PC) came to the
fore, it is generally
agreed, when IBM intro-
duced its 5150 line in the
early 1980s, beige boxes
that sat on tables and
crunched numbers.

These were the unlikely
precursors of the PC as we
know it today. They were
expensive, with a starting
price of US $1,565 and all
that this money provided
was 16 kilobits of memory
and audio tapes to store
data, unless you wanted to
pay extra for a floppy drive.
The case in which this hard-
ware was fitted was an
uninspiring beige box.

However, what it gave
was the experience of
computing—up close and
personal, as opposed to
the formidable room-sized
mainframe computers,
which were tended by as
many as 60 technicians,
and refrigerator-sized
“mini” computers.

Today, there are over a
billion PCs. From beige it
went to black, the text-
only green screen was
replaced by a graphic-rich
colour desktop, comput-
ing power increased dra-
matically and people
found newer applications
for the computer, besides
its primary role as a pro-
ductivity tool. It revolu-
tionised the publishing
industry, has become a
gaming platform, music
and entertainment centre,
and thanks to the Internet,
a communications device
as well as a window into
the rich diversity of the
World Wide Web. Starting
with a peripheral role in
the lives of its users, it has
become ubiquitous,
spawning a new culture,
re-defining relationships
and even economies,
thanks to the information
technology boom.

Not the first

The IBM 5150 was
released on August 12,
1981. For the record, the
5150 was not the first per-
sonal computer, there had
been others before it, includ-
ing many from IBM itself,
but these were not so suc-
cessful. The team that built
the 5150 did so because
Apple II had taken the lead
in the market for small com-
puters, as PCs were called
then. In a few years, howev-
er, all others were the also-
rans in the PC race.

Computer enthusiasts
trace back the first personal
computer to Edmund
Berkeley who described his
computer Simon in his 1949
book: Giant Brains, or
Machines That Think and
went on to publish plans to
build Simon in a series of
Radio Electronics issues in
1950 and 1951. It was a
hobby machine and he sold
over 400 plans in 10 years.

Xerox introduced Alto in
1973, but they never com-
mercially produced it. A pity,
since it was innovative and
many of its features were to
be used by computers built
10-20 years later. Alto had a
mouse, a graphical user inter-
face (GUI), an object-orient-
ed operating system (OS).
Altair 8800 did well. As we
have seen, so did Apple’s 1
and II and Commodore
International’s PET.

Industry
standard

What the 5150 did was to
establish an industry stan-
dard. It was also important
that this computer did not
use only IBM products. The
hardware was built around
a central processing unit, or
“brain”, sourced from an
Intel chip and the software
had been contracted to a
company called MicroSoft,
as it was written then. The
word is an abbreviated
combination of “microcom-
puter software”.

It took computing from
the realm of techno-savvy
to that of the desktop of the
business world and, later,
creative people. It now
seems strange that before
the PC came, computers
typically cost as much as $9
million! At $1,565, the 5150
was a bargain. Its predeces-
sors from IBM were priced
at above $10,000.

Thankfully, computer
hardware followed Moore’s
Law, or the prediction made
by Gordon Moore (co-
founder of Intel) in 1965
that the transistor density of
semiconductor chips would
double roughly every 18
months. This observation
also held true for other com-
ponents like hard drives that
store data and RAM, and
generally as the capacity
doubled, the price of the
new product did not
increase, the old products
became more inexpensive.

There are over a billion per-
sonal computers in the world;
in the developed world, most

kids know how to use a com-
puter and computer skills are
a major parameter of gauging
the level of development in
any society.

PC’s evolution

The PC evolved, and
unlike calculators and
other dedicated devices

Operating System (DOS) by
Microsoft got the bells and
whistles of a GUI which
made using the computer
easier and fun. Only those
who have used a DOS com-
puter will realise how great
this change was, and how it
helped IBM-compatible
machines stand up to the

The PC has allowed a billion plus people
all over the world to use the power of the
computer. There are tens of thousands of
applications for computer users, practically
everything that you need is available, and
if it is not, someone somewhere is

prepared to make it.

before it, people found dif-
ferent and newer uses for
their PC. They needed
newer software for it, and
as they became more
demanding, the hardware
also had to be improved.

IBM has taken a long-
term view of allowing its
PC to be non-proprietary.
After seeing the success of
this product, other manu-
facturers too started mak-
ing computers based on
the IBM platform, often
under licence from IBM.
These were called IBM
clones, and notable were
those made by Columbia
Data Products and
Compaq Computer Corp.
Who would have known
that, in time, IBM would
sell its personal computer
business to a Chinese com-
pany, Lenovo? It did, in
April 2005.

Dell, Hewlett-Packard,
Acer, Lenovo, and Toshiba
are the main players in the
PC business, a significant
part of which are laptops,
something that would have
been the stuff of fantasy in
the 1980s.

The software that ran the
computer has evolved as
well. What started as text-
based interface of the Disk

graphically superior Apple
Macintosh computers.
Microsoft had licensed cer-
tain parts of its GUI from
Apple for use in Windows
1.0 in November 1983.
When Microsoft introduced
some Apple Macintosh-like
GUI features in Windows
2.0, such as overlapping
windows, Apple responded
with a law suit claiming
copyright infringement. It
ultimately lost the suit.

Bill Gates, founder of
Microsoft, was right in bet-
ting on software, as opposed
to hardware. He has become
the richest man in the world
proving this point.

Application

The first two major appli-
cations that made the com-
puter a business application
were both spreadsheets, or
programs that allowed users
to create a rectangular table
(or grid) of financial infor-
mation, like payrolls. These
were VisiCalc for Apple and
Lotus 123 for the IBM plat-
form respectively. The IBM
PC started selling well only
after the introduction of
Lotus 1-2-3, which had
many more features than
VisiCalc, including presen-
tation graphics and simple

database

application. VisiCalc
failed to evolve, and even-
tually disappeared.

The other important appli-
cation for the PC was word
processing, a computer pro-
gram used for the produc-
tion (including composi-
tion, editing, formatting,
and printing) of a text-based
material. With these pro-
grams, the original hard-
ware called word proces-
sors, which were basically
electronic typewriters with
a screen, would now be
replaced with software.
Word Star was a popular
program, though after
Microsoft Word was intro-
duced for the Apple
Macintosh in 1985, it
became the industry leader.
Incidentally, this program
was popularised on the
Mac, and then widely
adopted for PCs.

The history of computers
tells us that only what is use-
ful stays, the other may
become a fad only for a while.

What you see

The personal computer
had now come a long way
from what an IBM’s press
release described as the
screen’s “green phosphor
characters for reading com-
fort” and “easily-under-
stood operation manuals”
that made it “possible to
begin using the computer
within hours.”

With the introduction of
graphical user interfaces,
What You See Is What You
Get (WYSIWYG) became
possible. Till then, comput-
er screens only showed the
text, and you did not have a
good idea of how the print-
ed version of your work
would look.

This was the foundation of
desktop publishing that
began in 1985. The key
components  were the
PageMaker software from
Aldus and the LaserWriter
printer from Apple for the
Apple Macintosh computer.

The WYSIWYG ability of
the Mac was used to see
page layouts on screen. It
was married with the
LaserWriter’s capability of
printing it out at 300 dpi.
This was the first major step
towards putting the power
of publishing in the hands

of the masses, actually
small businesses and uni-
versities which could bring
out fairly well turned out
newsletters and circulate
these, without incurring the
costs associated with the
expensive commercial pho-
totypesetting equipment of
the day. Later, Ventura
Publisher was introduced
for the DOS machines. As
laser printers improved and
programmes with better
typographic controls like
QuarkExpress came, desk-
top computing became
more popular, even for
high-end jobs.

The Internet

A worldwide, publicly
accessible network of inter-
connected computer net-
works, or the Internet has
given the users of personal
computer an international
dimension. Your PC is now
your window to the world,
that you access through the
World Wide Web that con-
sists of interlinked (hyper-

linked)  docu-
ments and Web pages

that are a part of millions
of websites.

As of June 30 this year,
over 1.04 billion people use
the Internet according to
Internet World Stats, a web-
site that gives date on
worldwide internet usage.
Today if a PC is not con-
nected to the Net, it is con-
sidered an anomaly, in fact,

PC themselves have
evolved into laptops.
Impact on
society

The PC has allowed a
billion plus people all over
the world to use the power
of the computer. There are
tens of thousands of appli-
cations for computer
users, practically every-
thing that you need is
available, and if it is not,
someone somewhere is
prepared to make it.

When this writer first
started using the PC in
1984, it was a chore, but
even then a vast improve-
ment over the electronic
typewriters. The Macintosh
SE, introduced in 1986,
was fun. The tiny 9” black
and white screen seemed so
crisp, the 1 MB RAM was
blazingly fast, and the dot-
matrix printer gave print-
outs in which fonts came
out well and no matter what
you did, you could save it
all on a 40MB hard drive.

This article has been typed
on a computer that has a 40
GB hard drive, 512 MB
RAM, which one would
like to upgrade to 1 GB and
it is still used for typing and
processing graphics.

For users, ultimately, the
technological details did
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not matter. Computers were
to be used for carrying out
various tasks, and they per-
formed, well most of the
time, and crashed at other
times. Software have added
functions to it and hardware
the means to deliver what
the human masters want.
Within a year of its intro-
duction, the PC had been
declared by Time magazine
as its “Person of the Year”
for 1982.

Who could have imagined
online dating even a decade
ago? How exactly do you
classify cyber relation-
ships? How do you tackle
cyber crime? Is there any
way of preventing children
from pornography available
on the Internet?

Linguists expressed
anguish at the way lan-
guage and grammar has
been mauled because of e-
mail communication and
“lower-case anarchy”.
What do they say when
they have been confronted
with  the  abbreviated
English used for SMS.

Today the PC is ubiqui-
tous, but it faces a threat
from powerful hand-held
devices like mobile phones
that combine communica-
tion, portability and appli-
cations generally associated
with the PC. Still, it has
shown a surprising ability to
reinvent itself and become
useful in new situations.

It is ironic that the PC,
which liberated the users
from networked computers,
has not gained strength
from the super networking
of the Internet. Today’s
user has the best of both
worlds, the power of a
stand-alone, and the
strength of networking.
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4 Saturday

By Roopinder Singh

&
g%:{AT is it that would

make a comfortably ensconced
person take to a road less trav-
elled by? What makes hun-
dreds of people push them-
selves and their machines to
the very limit and a bit
beyond? What is it that makes
a father leave his little daugh-

rally there are many limita-
tions whereas in a Raid there
are few. A Raid is more gru-
elling and tests the man and
machine much more, she is
told.

After a quick bite media
teams are split up into various
groups and assigned different
vehicles. I head out in a Sumo
for Shoja so as to be in position
at the Time Control (TC) point
at the end of the first competi-

Diary of a

ter at home while he careens
across steep curves? What is it
that makes two mothers trade
their home and hearth for the
pleasure of negotiating up
mountain tracks? Why, it's the
spirit of adventure, of course,
and in order to share it with
our readers, we share with you
a rally diary of the recently
held Raid des»'Himalayas.
Wednesday

Up bright and early for the
drive from Chandigarh to
Shimla. Reach Himachal
Holiday Home at Shimla by 10
a.m. and find out that other
scribes have come in from
Delhi. Poor chaps, they had to
spenid two hours before the
Capital would let them out of

tive stage. It is a beautiful
drive on NH 22 through Kufri,
Fagu, Theog, and Narkanda.
We meet up with others at
Narkanda and Kingle where
we leave the national highway
and head towards Luhri, Ani
and Khanag. Shoja has a guest-
house, which we reach by
about 10 p.m. There is no food
available and the only thing on
our mind is to get some sleep.
We crash out, after a bit of a
snack organised by Sunny
Jind, scion of the Jind family.

Thursday
Early to rise, we get to see a
beautiful sunrise. A short drive
takes us to Ghayagi, where
Leg 2 of Day 1 will end. The
TC is at a point just before a
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tyre. The first car in is of
Satkiran Hara, followed by
Sanjay Sikand.

As evening approaches, it is
time to worry about filling the
day's despatch. A rushed ride
to Kulu, where a cyber café is
to be found. The sole computer
is being monopolised by a
tourist who is an excruciating-
ly slow typist. Once he leaves,
it takes a short while to punch
in the despatch and e-mail it to

Raid

Chandigarh and get a confir-
mation.

We go on to the Himalayan
Mountaineering Institute at
Manali te meet the rallyists.
After dinner, we decide to go
on towards Rohtang in order
to be able to catch the rally the
first thing in the morning. We
get reservations slips for the
Rest House to Marhi, 12 km
from the Rohtang Pass. On
reaching the PWD guesthouse
at Marhi we find no trace of
the chowkidar. Spend the
night in the Gypsy, not so gen-
tly rocked to sleep by ic¥-cold
winds. Thank God for sléeping
bags.

Friday

An early morning start

towards Rohtang at 14,000 ft.

PRy it

Lure of the mountains: Raid de Himalayas cov

its grip! They were caught in a
traffic jam just on the outskirts
of Delhi when they started
from there on October 5
evening.

This is the day for the scruti-
ny. Dozens of cars and bikes
are lined up at the venue
awaiting inspection by rally
officials. Is the roll cage up to
the specifications? Show the 4-
point seat belts, helmets, fire
extinguisher etc. Where is the
first-aid kit? The persons scru-
tinising the vehicles, both cars
and bikes have been rallyists
themselves and know various
tricks of the trade.

There are the yellow Esteems
from JK that have top-seeded
Satkiran Hara and P.S. Pruthi
as drivers, looking cool and
composed. There is the black
and red Gypsy of Sanjay
Sikand, Another two-toned
vehicle, sporting similar
colours is of the ladies team
comprising Mona Desai and
Rajni Nagu.

Bikes attract a lot of feminine
attention. The bikers are
resplendent in their chest, knee
and eibow guards that are
fixed atop their riding suits.
They will have a tough time
facing the elements.

There are two teams from
Chandigarh also. Atul
Mandhar in a Gypsy and
Viney Kumar in a Zen. Will
the latter be able to take the
rough terrain?

This is a Himalayan event in
ways more than one. It will
take the competitors 1,300-km
along a tough hill terrain, from
the verdant deodar greens to
‘barren rocks, across mighty
passes, past icy mountaintops.
-Rallying is returning to the
Himalayas with a vengeance.
They were the original host of
the Himalayan Rally_and the
Great Desert-Himalaya.

One car stands out amongst
the rest, a red Volkswagen
‘Beetle. It belongs~to Vijay
Parmar, president of the
Himalayan Motorsport
Association, who, along with

two other rallyists, Atul Handa -

and Manjeev Bhalla, is credit-
ed with putting the Raid de
Himalaya together. What has
also attracted much attention
from the motoring community
is the combination of the high-
est cash prizes and low
entrance fees.

How is a Raid different from
a rally, one scribe asks. in a

bridge. We get a sumptuous
breakfast at the local dhaba
while we wait for the rallyists.
As usual the road is blocked to
all traffic which leads to some
heated exchanges. Hear elec-
tion results on the radio and
see busloads of BJP revellers
celebrating the party's victory.
We are told that the Raid has
been flagged off as scheduled
from Shilon Resorts after

Coup de Dames: Grit and determination got Mona

which the rallyists drove
across the Ridge on to the
99.38-km competitive of Leg 1
from Guma to Nogli. This is a
beautiful, though taxing, drive
that we had covered the day
earlier. The second competitive
leg started at Ani after which
the competitors had to cross
the Jalori Jot at 10, 280 feet
above sea level. The route to
the Jalori Pass is a tough one,
with a steep slope and a bro-
ken-down road. Once you
cross the pass, the passage is
even steeper, downhill.

The first bikes reach Ghyagi
in the afternoon. Bitto Sondhi
is the first vehicle in at the TC.
He has recently been blessed

- with a baby girl, but that hasn't

kept him from biking.

He has had a good ride. It
was only yesterday that this
rider was recalling that his par-
ents and his wife had asked
him to take it easy. "Of course
when you go back after win-
ning, they all tend to forgive
you,” says this veteran of many
a rally. Following him are
other bikes, including a rider

.who did the last bit on a flat

FIN b 3 e

ered 1,300 km of mountainous roads.

Leave Marrhi at 4 am. There is
a beautitul dhaba at Gramphoo
soon after you cross the
Rohtang Pass. We meet the
Route Opener and other rally
officials. It's a beautiful morn-
ing and once you see the sun
kiss the mountaintops, your
day is made. Desolate, stony
granite rocks, formidable ter-

: Srain,
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lead of almost half-an-hour!
This leaves us with enough
time to contemplate on the
might of Nature that has carved

'B' pillar damaged, though the
rest of the car is untouched. It is

one of

~ the

winner’s trophy

out such mountains and gorges.
The Chandra flows just past us,
green and icy.

The rally streams through the
area. There have been no signif-
icant mishaps so far, though a
couple of vehicles have
dropped out due to mechanical

problems. Darshan
y Kaila, SDM, Kaza
is travelling in the
wrong direction.
Just as the event is
headed to his terri-
g tory, hehas to rush

‘to Manali to per-
o sonally hand over
1 the election-related
| documents!

By the evening it
g} is time for us to
| head back. We
cross the Rohtang
Pass at twilight
and head back
towards Manali,
past cannibalised
trucks and tourist-
oriented cateries
{ with blaring
music, quite in
contrast to the
homely dhabas
that we have been
frequenting lately.

On to the
Himalayan
Mountaineering
Institute, the rally
headquarters in Manali, and
then to the Himachal Tourism
log huts. A roof over our heads,
a hot bath, a good Tibetan din-
ner with Momos, after last
night at Marhi, we have learnt
how to appreciate the good
things in life!

Saturday

The rally is headed back here
from Kaza. Time to get a film

Losim-
\?‘&t .
A

ply beautiful.

We proceed cautiously along
the Chandra river towards
Chhatru. The road is badly bro-
ken at places, and the moon-
scape provides a rich contrast
to the verdant greens of deo-
dar-lined forests yesterday.

A Sumo carrying the other
media party breaks down and
we take in two fellow journal-
ists towards Chhatru. We all re-
group near Chhatru and attack
the dhabha, an interesting place
that offers you Maggi noodles
along with traditional fare.
Ilumination is provided by a
solar lantern, cooking fuel by
dung cakes.

We know we can't go further
because of the breakdown of
the Sumo. The organisers arc
facing a shortage of accommo-
dation at Kaza because two rest
houses on the way have been
dismantled, and the first priori-
ty is given to drivers and offi-
cials.

This is a long competitive
stage of 134 km of tough terrain
from Gramphoo to Kaza via the
Kunzam Pass (15,800-ft). As
usual the first vehicles in are
the bikes. The first bike has .

£

Desai and Rajni Nagu a trophy

developed. We have pho-
tographs but no scanner to send
them to Chandigarh. A scanner
is found after hours of search-
ing, but the person who can do
the job is not there! He is with
the Raid!

We get back to the rally head-
quarters to find that an Army
truck near Rohtang Pass rolled
back and banged Kultar Nutt's
Opel Astra. Both the side win-
dows have been broken and the

Champions: Sanjay Sikand and Ajay Jaggi were first at the last TC (left). They got the overall

freak accidents that happen.
Kultar is an old rallyist who is
now an official of the Raid. He
knew what he was doing when
he brought his car to the Raid.
Jagwant Gill, a Himalavan
Rally veteran, has also brought
in his Ford Escort to the Raid
and both these cars took the
punishing drive well.

This has been a day of prob-
lems for the Raid. Manoj Khan's
car turned on its side shortly
after he started from Karza in
the morning.

The competitors following
him stopped to help set the
car back on its wheels, only to
see it roll of the cliff. Bittoo
Sondhi also took a toss on an
icy patch, but he is back on the
job again.

The Zen has dropped out
from the rally, though the other
Chandigarh team is doing quite
well. Atul Mandhar doces not
have much rally experience, but
he is taking on the veterans.

Sunday

An early morning start. We
leave Manali at 4 am. After
crossing Kulu we head towards
Mandi at break-neck speed. We
want to beat the competitors to
Basantpur, the final TC of the
Raid. We race along the nation-
al highway and then branch on
to the state highway. We arc
making good time when we
have a puncture. A bamboo
shoot has driven through a
brand new tyre! A quick
change, an intense prayer, since
we can't get the puncture fixed
anywhere nearby and we carry
on.

We manage to reach the TC
by ' p.m. barely 20 minutes
before the first vehicle races in.
We have done eight hours ol
continuous driving, and we arc
the only three media persons
at the final TC.

The bikers are the first to
stream in, followed by Sanjay
Sikand in his Gypsy. Intense
competition is followed by
hugs of relief as soon as the TC
is crossed. It has been a hard,
gruelling Raid. The ladics tecam
has done well, making steady
progress.

The competitors regroup at
Naldera, where there 1s a
crowd of college girls from
Shimla milling around. The
regrouping takes place here
and on to the Shilon Resorts,
there the Raid de Himalaya
officially ends. Rdlly Steward
Tutu Dhawan is gung-ho
about the rally. He should
know, he has seen many, many
of them, both has a participant
and as an official. Dinner is the
time for bonhomie, and
exchanging stories. Did you
hear about fishermen'’s storics?
You haven't heard bikers yet!
"Sir, I was down to three
spokes on my rear wheel.”

Monday

The day of the results. The
provisional results are posted,
and of course there are objuc-
tions! Final results arc
announced by noon.

Sanjay Sikand gets the overall

trophy for the Raid de
Himalayas. Surhid Sharma is
declared the champion biker
Bitto Sondhi is second, though

— photos by the writer

he takes home the first prize in
his  category  too.  The
Chandigarh team also does well
with Atul Mandhar being the
first runner-up in the 13,000
Gypsy category, Group N.

The Coup de Dames Trophy
goes to Mona Desai and Rajni
Nagu. As the latter tells her
son: "Now vou can show it (the
photograph of them getting the
trophy) to the boys in Sanawar
who said vour mother would
never mahe it

The Chief Minister, along with
his Cabinet colleagues comes in
to give away the prizes.

Hev! It is a tradition to pop
Champagne at such events! The
management of Shilon Resorts
manages to.come up with the
politically correct alternative,
non-alcoholic apple bubbly!

The speeches are, thankfully
short, the trophies are beautiful,
and the cash prizes substantial.
It has been quite an adventure
just as promised
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ream analysis

In the last two-three months, I have often dreamt of get-
ting murdered by one of my classmates. We are in col-
lege together. He is also a good friend of mine.

It seems that you either harbour hostile feelings for him
or you do not have faith in his friendship. Be frank with
vour friends. It will stand you in good stead. If you feel
uncomfortable in a relationship, break it rather than carry-

ing on with it hypocritically.

I am 21 years old.

I dreamt | was walking
alone.Suddenly some people joined me and walked
along with me for some distance. Then they disappeared
and I was alone again.

A. Chauhan, Shimia

Relationships have their own life. You must have recent-
lv experienced the beginning or end of a relationship.

I am 13 years old. I am studying in Class VI!I and at
present my exams are going on. I am fully prepared for
them but twice I dreamt that I was sitting in an examina-
tion hall and could not answer any of the questions.

Sunita Behl, Sunder Nagar

Commonplace apprehensions, Sunita. So long as vou
have confidence in yourself, it's okay.

I am 21 years old. I dreamt of driving a two-wheeler.
Just as I passed a petrol station, | ran out of petrol and
couldn’t come back. Then I start flying in air. The more 1

Sonali, Palampur

tried to touch the ground, the higher I went.

“Think before you leap”

Sakshi, Jammu

Have vou got yvourself into a

problem and now find no way out. This is portraved by
vour inability to turn back. Your going higher when vou
want to descend shows that vou are getting deeper into
the problem. Try taking the advice of your elders.

I am 24 years old. J dreant that I undertook a journey
but something went wrong. I don’t remember what
exactly went wrong,

bew are of hyvpocrisy i relationships

Nof

Chandi Totn

i,

M&B Footwear Pvt. Ltd. Fax: 011-8-580913
Available at all premium Footwear and Departmental stores

Deaers : CHANDIGARH. Metro Shooz P 775692 Kelson Shoe

Abhinav Mathur, Kurukshetra.
A disastrous journey denotes incompetency and talse
show of atfections. Be sure of whatever vou undertake and

If vou ceant yoier dreams analysed, please

v Saturdau Plu

— Vinaya Katoch
rite to Dream

1A

proovy soles Casually

A char

Distributor - Delhl : M/s Aakash & Co.
103-B, Paimohan Ptaza Building, D.B Gupta Market,
Karol Bagh. New Delhi-110005. Ph 3557656, 7538833

P 702326, Chef Boot Hause Ph 701733, Anan Boot House Ph 702063 Truteal

Dert
PUNJAB. LUDHIANA : A’z Intematonal Ph-447011. LB W Ph 448900 PATIALA, Liberty Wak Wed Ph 213893 Cry Walk
House Ph:280079. HOSHIARPUR : Janata Boot House Ph 24786 H.P. SHIMLA Jagdish Boot House Ph 252187 PALAMPUR Vares, Shoe StorePh 33485
YANA. PANIPAT : Stiyam Sales Corp Ph 38897 KARNAL SaugatFootwearPh 255713

ShoesPn 704066
Ph 228408 Natona.

Shirt fabrics —

Trouser fobrics —»

An achievers collection of colourful cottons

Cord

Tussore

Satin

Dobby Twill

Rib Stop

Chino

1ICON

ashima

100% COTTON
Export Quality Fabrics

C@®NE

Fabrics Certified
by Come Milis. USA

TRITONICON103C

DISTRIBUTORS : Amritsar :
RETAILERS : Chandigarh : BOMBAY TRADERS, Sect. 17. Manimajra : MUNSH RAM AND SONS. Ambala Cantt. : SIALKOT HOUSE. Patiala : NAVDEEP EMPORIA @ DWARKA CHEAP STORE e NEW

CHEAP CLOTH STORE. Bhatinda : LAXMI EMPORIUM. Amritsar : J. ROSHAN LAL RAM PRAKASH e JOSHI TAILORS e SOBT! TAILORS. Jammu : PURI CLOTH HOUSE. Jalandhar : KALANIKETAN

J. B, ENTERPRISE, Katra Sher Singh, Tel : (0183) 55 2440. Patiala

o NEEL KAMAL. Ludhiana : CHEAP CLOTH STCRE e APSARA @ BOMBAY CLOTH HOUSE.

: J. B. ENTERPRISE, 5, Ranjit Bagh, State College Road, Tel : (0175) 20 8342.

Also avallable at other leading shops.



6 The Tribune,

October 17, 1998

Saturday Plus

I

By Roopinder Singh

z:{E French built a car

with a front engine and front
wheel drive; the Germans
built one with a rear engine
and a rear wheel drive; and
the Americans, characteristi-
cally, built one with a front
engine and a four wheel
drive. And they all did well—
they had all buiit vehicles that
became classics.

Along with the latest cars
exhibited at the recent auto
show in Chandigarh, were
some of these classics—as the
auto-expert H. Kishie Singh
puts it, cars with a lot of indi-
vidual character and impecca-
ble pedigree, be it British,
American or German— each
standing out even as they
were all lined together. Also
on display were motorcycles,
including onc dating as far
back as 1917.

“There are a lot of car lovers

in the city,” says, Kishie
Singh, who was responsible
for having collected these
machines. “The CII wanted to
show contrast and | thought
that this would be a great
time to see the evolution and
development of the automo-
bile.” )
Though the city has many
car lovers who own cars,
there was only one vehicle
that had been with the owner
throughout. This is a 1934
Ford Sedan which Daljit
Singh Chahal’s father bought
for him. The young Chahal
learnt to drive in this very
car, he drove from Lahore in
it across the “line of
Partition” in 1947. He brought
his wife home in this very car,
and still putts around in it.
Once you sit in the rear seat
of this car, you can stretch out

ars with character

Cjﬁamf'yarﬁ Heartbeat

fully and be comtortable. The
body does not have to be con-
torted to fit jnto the car; those
days the paradigms were dif-
ferent—cars were built for
people, you did not have to
squeeze yourself into a car.

In the first half of the 20th
century, car manufacturers
went about ensuring a com-
fortable and smooth ride for
their customers in various
ways.

The French car company
Citroen was a pioneer in
Traction Avant {literally front
drive); the front engine, front
wheel drive design. It was a
revolutionary step for its time
and along with other features,
Citroen Seven became a hot
favourite in Europe. Baljit
Singh Manco has one such
car. He bought his 1938
Citroen in 1983. He restored

PR 34

single nut, bolt has been
added to the car. The uphol-
stery, the roof, the running-
boards, instruments, gadgets
ctc. are all original and func-
tioning,” he asserts. As some-
one pointed out tongue-in-
check, the car also made a
name for itself as a
“Gangsters Car” in old
Hollywood movies.

In direct contrast to the mas-
sive Fleetmaster is the
diminutive 1951 Fiat. As
Kishie Singh says, this car put
Italy back on the road to
recovery because it was
slightly more expensive than
a sgooter but you could put
your mother- in-law, your
wife and children—seven
people which is the ideal for-
mat for an Italian to go on
holiday. It is only 500 cc.

“1 bought it in 1970 for Rs

(Right to left) 1938 Citroen, Austin A-40, Fiat 5()6, WW Beetle

it, though, as he says: “1t still
needs some work.”

Of course there were many
sceptics because the trend
had already been set by front
engine, rear wheel drive vehi-
cles. This concept caught on
so much that now, about 85
per cent of the cars manufac-
tured world-wide today arc
of this configuration, says
Kishie Singh

Baljit Singh’s other car has
what was then the conven-
tional configuration then. He
owns a front engine, rear
wheel drive 1948 Chevrolet
Fleetmaster, a straight six
cylinder engine car, popularly
known as “ the steel horse”
which he bought in immacu-
late condition from an old
British IPS officer who had
garaged his car in India. “Till
ioday, the engine has not
been opened and not even a

3,500, and after renovation it
cost me Rs 6,500 says A. S.
Sedhi, an agriculturist from
Punjab  who lives in
Chandigarh. 1 kept it for four
years and sold it. About four
years ago, I bought it again
for Rs 20,000 and now, after
restoring it, it has now cost
me Rs 65,000.”

“I am attached to it because
it is the first car 1 owned and
since we were newly married,
we travelled a lot in it. 1t still
gives a milcage of 20 km per
litre.

The British-made Austin
cars were very popular in
India too. There were two
Austin Seven cars, a 1927 con-
vertible that is the proud pos-
session of Ravi Mann, and a
1934 Sedan that belongs to
Raghav Khaitan. As Kishie
Singh says: “Seven means 700
cc. It was the ideal sized

engine capacity for the size of
the car, basically a four-
seater. A 700 cc would be suf-
ficient even today; you need
more for the accessories, the
air-conditioning and all that.

Another British car that was
a legend was the MG. At the
show was a 1949 MG TC, a
proud possession of Jaspal
Anand. It is low slung, has
exceptional road holding and
very fast acccleration. “Every
millionaire had one, as did
every sports lover,” says
Sashi Garcha.

Tejinder Singh brought in
his Willys Jeep in immaculate
condition, with its side valve
engines, which became
famous for its tractability,
which of course also depend-
ed on the distinctive non-
directional tyres. These tyres
had various advantages, not
in the least being that by look-

1976 WW Beetle
ing at the tyre treads, you
could not make out which
direction the vehicle had gone

in.

Brig Jiti Phulka (retd) and
his wife Sukhjiwan Phulka
have a 1935 a Ford Tourer, a
popular car of British origin
manufactured as Y model. It
was initially marketed in the
UK at £100 apiece. It has a
four-cylinder engine of eight-
horse power. The couple got
it two years ago.

“She wasn’t in a fully run-
ning condition at that time,
she came back partially
loaded and partially running
and thereafter 1 have been at
it and have got it to its pre-
sent state where you can con-
fidently take her out fer a
drive. I have been taking her
to the golf course, and going
for joyrides to the lake and so
on. Yesterday, I had an inter-
esting experience; 1 was talk-
ing to Mr Kim of Daewoo
motors. He saw my
exhibitor’s tag and inquired
about my car. I told him that
it would start before you

Photos by Gautam Singh
could say the word Kim. He
came over; I pressed the igni-
tion and the engine fired
magnificently. Izzat reh gai.”

A car that drew many appre-
ciative glances was the 1970
VW Beetle, lovingly main-
tained by Amarbir Singh. The
endearing curves and its
unique four cylinder, air-
cooled, rear axle mounted
engine made this car an endur-
ing icon of German automobile
industry. This Ferdinand
Porsche-designed, Adolf
Hitler-inspired Volkswagen
(people’s car) became the best-
selling car of all times.

Most of the motorcycles on
display were from the stable
of Kaka Singh, who has over
a dozen such two wheelers.
The ones he had on display
included the 1917 motor
cycle, which looks more like a
motorised cycle. It had a car-
bide lamp, and six hand-oper-
ated gears, and front exhaust.

Then there is the 1949 S-8
Sunbeam, nicknamed the
“Rolls Royce” of motorcycles.
It is a shaft driven motorcycle

Dream analjfif

I am 37. I dreamt of a dirty

|

| appearances.

tence.

chappati.

remember anything else.

Iam 11

1

\Chamiigarh-moozo.

pond with fish in it. Then I
saw a few dead fish beside the pond. 5

A muddy pond denotes illness. The dead fish foretell dis-
 tress shall come in the form of happiness. So, do not go by’

I am a 50-year-old central government employee. I
dreamt that a court of law had awarded me a death ]

Do you feel guilty about some wrong done? For your own
peace of mind try and correct the wrong you.could have
purposefully or unknowingly have committed.

In a dream, I saw a bitch and her pups at my doorstep. i
told my daughter to give her a chappati. The next day a
bitch actually came at my doorstep and I fed her a

It musn’t have been the first time the bitch came to you for -
food. Your dream portrays a feeling of guilt. Did you refuse :
her food that day? It is a good omen to see yourself feed anj- :
mals. There will be good times ahead. ' '

I am 41 years old. I saw my feet in my dream I do not

Seeing your feet in your dream is omincus of despair. It
means others will dominate over you. Try to be more
assertive if you feel your point of view is correct. .
old and in Class VIL I dreamt that a class-
mate, who has left the school, was coming to my house. I
told my mother to decerate the house and bring a garland
'to welcome her. When the bell rang, and beforz I could
| meet my friend, my mother woke me up.

. It seems that you really miss your friend. But that is life,
| Shubhdeh. Do not despair, you shall meet many more ggpd
' people who will become your friends.

Note: If you want your dreams analysed, please write to Dream
_analysis, c/o Saturday Plus, The Tribune, Sector 29,

Dhanlal, Kharar

P.L. Kochappan, Amritsar.

S.K. Bansal, Yamunanagar

Roop Kumar, Nay:

Shubhdeh, Nangal

— Vinaya Katoch
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with  single overhead
camshaft, twin cylinder in-
line. Also on display were
the 1952 BSA single cylinder,
350 cc, also a 1952 BSA
Bantam 123.5 cc engine two
stroke, single cylinder.
“When the whole world was
producing 100 cc, 125 cc, 350
cc etc. the British produced a
bike which was 123.5 cc. How
on earth do you come up with
such an absurd figure? You
can only do that if you have
been dealing with pounds,
shillings and pence!”
exclaims Kishie Singh
Alongside was a Triumph
Speed Twin 500 cc belonging it
D. S. Brar. Itis a 1951 and
from the late 40s to the late 60s
the name Triumph was syn-

onymous with British motor-
cycling excellence. Brar got it
from the original owner, an
octogenarian in Pune, after
much persistence! These
motorcycles won almost every
Tourist Trophy race in Europe
and weter(tyhpej chosen motorcy-
cles for the police forces
around the world.

The 1961 R-60 BMW is a
shaft dive, with horizontally
orrl)posed twin engines. As
S
the virtues of the bikes, some-
one asked him: “Don’t you
also have a BMW?”

“Yes, but it is a 1998,”
replied Sashi. It must have
been the ambience of the
place, but there was an apolo-
getic note in his voice. \

Doing up your holiday wardrobe

By Nikhil Bhagat

'

+4-O many of us, the onset
of the festival season means
travel time — taking a break
from work, going back home,
catching up with friends and
relations... in other words, let-
ting your hair down. Or it
could just mean a conscious
move to be away from it all,
as they say.

Either way, thoughts turn
towards a holiday wardrobe
— to be able to travel light
and yet, project a fun loving
image of being with the times
with an assortment of classic
cuts, a melange of colour and
references that are culture-
based.

This season, wraparounds
have become a hit in holi-
day wear, particularly in
striped buff, white and
brown knits. Jersey is a hot
favourite, though in warmer
climes, there are a lot of
organzas in ocean blues and
crisp linens in pure white
floating about.

Fashion pundits suggest
that the spotlight is currently
on gentle tailoring with a
good deal of soft:flowing
shapes and silhouettes, that
spell ease and comfort.

either sharp cuts nor
grunge has any takers this

season.

For the young and athletic
sort, designers are recom-
mending corset dresscs,
hussy skirts and nymph cami-
tops, besides mermaid dress-
es, ship blouses and pirate
shoes with buckles. These are

The spotlight is on soft-flowing
shapes and silhouettes

available in splashes of aqua,
metallics, pinks and burnt
orange.

If you not have the body to
carry these off, a safe bet
would be standard wrap-
dresses, wide-legged cotton
trousers, conventional jeans,
flattering shots and a sporty
shirt or blouse line in wool or
cotton knits, depending on
whether it’s hot or cold where
you are going.

For those in love, this sea-
son’s most romantic look
includes dresses in frothy cot-
ton and gathered cheese cloth
in double layers with kit. Try
them out in pastels or natu-
rals with shades of summer
greys, maroons and blues.
There are also chiffon coat
dresses with an underslip for
that sensuous look and feel.
Ruffle fronts are particularly
popular in such dresses, as
well as blouses with boat
necks and three-quarter
sleeves in lace.

Raw-edged cotton organdie
dresses with cap sleeves and
silk underslips are also rec-
ommended this scason. And
for the beach, go in for the
bikinis in candy stripes, flo-
rals and checks. They come
with matching slippers in the
same print.

A new entrant in the range
of holiday wear is the halter-
necked, crochet common biki-

ni, which presents a very
intersting look. It is best suit-
ed for the young and adven-
turous and needs to be com-
plimented with stylish
footwear and straw hats.

Shoes, this, season, take a
turn towards flirty kitten
heels and flats — a perfect
accessory to flippy skirts and
cut-off trousers. Wooden or
jute mules with raffia flowers
also look cool on those out to
project a sporty look.

Significantly, a lot of Indian
prints, ranging from the clas-
sical tie ‘'n’ dye bandhinis to
sober batik” works have
staged a comeback in holiday
wear this year. Besides the
prints, there is a good deal of
Lakhnavi chikanwork shirts
and skirts on show.

Paisley embroidered silk
sarongs and the Madras plaid
are also making it to holiday
wear. But then, keep it all
simple and understated.
Refrain from garish nail
colours and lip gloss of the
last season. Instead, opt for
soft colours, preferably shell-
pink or naturals.

The idea is to project a clean,
scrubbed look with comfort-
able, easy clothes and shoes.
Remember, on a holiday, the
way you feel will reflect on
what you wear. The time you
take to plan your wardrobe is
a worthy investment. (MF)

Bata 31
Sizes: 2-8
Rs 109.95
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Comfort 08
Sizes: 3-7
Rs 299.95
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Playmate 43
Sizes: 6-8, 9-11, 12-1
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Bubblegummers 31
Sizes: 6-11
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Roopinder Singh iooks at America

Beyond
Baywatch
and Picket

Fences

HE was pretty, confi-

dent and intelligent. Full

of life she was bubbling
with excitement at the idea of
going to the U.S. of A, the
land where dreams are
realised.

Yet there she was nervously
biting her fingernails, betray-
ing her apprehensions. After
all, she was starting her mari-
tal life. But this was not what
was on her mind.

“Is life in America like what
we see on TV?” she asked.
Ah! So this was it. No.
American girls are no more
like the cast of Baywatch than
Indian girls are like
;, Aishwarya Rai or Sushmita
“Sen. Most of them are plain

Janes, some obese, some not

— just like the rest of us. She

relaxed suddenly.

Believing that the American
way of life is like what we see
on the soap operas beamed
into every home is a bit like
imagining that the Bollywood
box-office masala films reflect
the Indian lifestyles. Yet it
doesn’t stop people from pre-

imagining, and

¢ deluding themselves.

»
'

The American dream as we
see it, is bil-
lions,
blondes and
Buicks. The
reality, on
the other
hand, is eco-
nomic dis-
parity and
struggle, of
people who
slip through
the social
security net "
into the dark
crevices of
non-exis-
tence; of
good sup-
porting fam-
ilies and bro- )
ken ones t
with 16-
year-old sin-
gle mothers;
of great
amount of
individual
freedom as
well as a sad
record of

_ civil rights’ violations.

In the past few years we
have been bombarded with a
barrage of images of the life
in the US of A, and most of
these images are far removed
from reality. But we have
been taken in by them. Do
you know what they do in
America in such a situation?
They take a cold shower, and
that's what we are about to
do.

Trying to ferret out the core
of America and the essence of
being American, is a rather
frustrating experience. You
peel off layers of capitalism,
entrepreneurship, social cohe-
siveness of the “melting pot”
and individual tensions
which are (at times)
expressed in the violence of
serial killers; the strong pres-
ence of the Catholic church
(in a land which is essentially
Protestant); the “Hippy”
movement and corporate con-
formity typified by IBM’s
workplace; the transaction
from Martin Luther King Jr to
Louis Farakhan etc, and yet
not find the core. Maybe,

Madison Square Garden, N.Y.

Americanism has no core, no
heart.

The USA we imagined to be
while we were students, is
rather different from the pul-
sating life of New York, with
its crime, grime, and the “I-
don’t-give-a-damn-for-you”
attitude. It takes some time to
realise that this is not really
an abuse. It is just a statement
which reflects the average
New Yorker’s attitude. In
New York, people come in all
shapes, sizes, races and kinds.
Some are good, some bad .
And most a mixture of the
two.

“Is there racial prejudice?”
Yes, there is. Not the obvious
kind, for that you have to go
a bit farther to Jersey City
where gangs of “Dotbusters”
exist. They haven’t been quite
stamped out despite all the
efforts of the police over the
zears. In most other places,

owever, the racial prejudice
is reflected in the way people
socialise , in the fact tﬁat most
Italian neighbourhoods sim-
ply won’t allow any black
person to their areas, and in
the way the prices of property
in a particular area fall when

a few black families move in.
Yet there is practically no
prejudice in the educational
system (ever since they
enforced mixed schooling for
black and white children), or
at the workplace. In fact, peo-
ple go out of their way to
make a newcomer feel com-
fortable. Of course the poor
are discriminated against, as
they are everywhere in the
world, and despite the Ku
Klux Klan raising its ugly
head, and its black counter-
parts tighting back, racism as
organised, accepted social
behaviour has been more or
less buried in history books of
a country whose Constitution
did not provide for any vot-
ing rights to (black) slaves.
he blacks have a large,
well-educated, upwargly
mobile middle class. They are
invariably immaculately
dressed, often a shade more
expensively and tastefully
than their white counterparts.
It is not surprising, therefore,
to learn that the black buying
power increased sharply last
year, outpacing white house-

Photos by the writer

spend- 2
ing ; L T
cars, chil- %
dren’s cloth- “
ing and perish-
able goods. .

One of the most per-

sistent images of America is
that of the impoverished
black community. It gets
shaken up when one meets
the well turned out black
white-collar workers. Of
course, there-are many home-
less men who roam the streets
in search of something useful.
Many of them are black,
though the scene which still
haunts this writer is the one
of watching 2 woman pick up
a half-eaten hamburger out-
side a McDonalds store. This
woman was not black.

“Most of those on the dole
are black,” is-a litany so often
repeated in America that you
tend to believe it. Yet facts are
otherwise: “Two out of every
three welfare recipients are
white, and, as a percentage,
13 per cent are black and 32
per cent are whites,” says
Safir Ahmed, Managing
Editor, Riverfront Times.

Incidentally, as far as the

res-aamam image of blacks
being criminals
goes, it is like all
other things, a
grossily
unfair generali-
sation. Petty
crimes do occur
in any poverty-
stricken area,
but it has often
been pointed out
that none of the
“serial killers”
kave been black
individuals.

Going on to
another myth, it
would  seem
from TV and
Hollywood that
the US of A is a
land of promis-
cuity. “How
many?” is a
guery which

ogs every male
who sets foot in
the land of
opportunity —
af:g this isythe
opportunity to exaggerate,
fib, lie, invent; in other words
go for it.

People are people, they have
rather similar values, which
they may express in different
ways. Girls and boys interact
more freely in the USA than
they do here, but that is the
way their society is. However
when an American girl goes
out on a date, her parents
worry as much as we would
here. They also check the
antecedents of the boy just as
we would do. And just as
wearing a jeans and a sleeve-
less is no invitation to any-
thing here, wearing bikini on
the beach has no hidden
“come hither” signals there.
Incidently, most foreigners
are scandalised by the num-
ber of “gay” men they see in
India. Abroad, holding hands
is seen as being gaz!

One of the best things about
living in New York is that no
one really %?ve a damn to the
kind of clothes you wear. You
can walk around in jeans, or a
kurta pajama with a colourful
turba:\, without attracting

attention.
It takes a mature
and, of course, self-occupied
society to be so bindaas about
how one dresses up.

This narcissistic attitude
gets one at times. Most
Americans don’t seem to
know where India is like, as a
survey by the National
Geographic magazine found a
few years ago, a vast majority
of high school students were
unaware of even the name of

capita: of the USA.

What is missed the most
while living in America how-
ever, is the family support.
The division of family into a
nuclear unit took its toll, but
one of the worst tragedies of
the USA is of kids having
kids. Single mothers have a
tough time trying to take care
of their offspring as well as of

Teen pregnancies
in a conservalive state like
Missouri run into horrifying
numbers — 14,000 in 1993,
and that was the lowest it had
dropped since 1991.
Nationally, the highest rate
was 120.3 per thousand girls
in 1991. And let’s not be
smug, this is the kind of a
lifestyle our youngsters are
trying to emulate. Of course
the traditional closeness our

8y keep a
check, but that
too is now break-
% ing up in the metrop-
olises.
And as research has often
shown, it is not all about sex.
It is often the need for com-
panionship which is missing
at home, peer pressure, need
for love, a cure for despair or
plain and simple impetuous-
ness which gets them into
relationships. In other words,
parents have a major role in
Kroviding a healthy and
appy intcraction at home,
they have to be understand-
ing without being too liberal;
aware without being nosey.
American parents are now
learning to spend rnore time

with their children and tc
take a break, to-“downsize’
their ambitions and wants.

It is ironic that at the time
Americans are downsinging
we embark on a massive
wealth-acquisition exercise —
1 want the latest car, the
biggest three-door fridge, anc
the home entertainment sys:
tem. The family here is taking
a back seat. Talk of being
completely out of sync! Can’
we ever learn from the
American mistake? Do we
always have to burn our fin-

ers to find out that fire is

ot?

This brings us to anothes
aspect — our latest infatua-
tion with capitalism
America’s experiment with
unbridled capitalism led tc
the establishment of banana
republics — what betier way
can there be to control the
cost of production and safe-
guard the capital investments
than taking over an entire
country and more or less run
it as a colony?

It was after this that there
emerged slowly, the concept
of a responsible democratic
capitalism which responds to
the social and other needs of
the societtr rather than profit-
making alone as the summun
bonum.

Safir Ahmed gave an exam-
ple of what happens when
utility (electric and gas) com-
panies run amuck. In
Missouri, the Union Electric
‘Company has a monopoly
over the supply of gas and
electricity to half the state. In
1993, over 40,000 residences
lost heat in the middle of win-
ter because the company said
that people were not paying
their bills.

The company was right, but
the hardship caused to hous-
es which could not be heated
in the midst of a harsh winter

Continued on page 3
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A well and Shiv Mandir at Dighal village.
These landmarks of our cultural heritage should be preserved, says Ranbir Singh.

ell, well, well !

ESTERN-STYLE poli-
cies had an adverse impact on
our traditional "water science”
and technologiesbecause west-
ern technology of piped water
was introduced in India with-
outassessing the socio-cultural
role of wells. Thus, local wis-
dom decayed much to our re-
gret.

The indigenous technologies
for obtaining drinking water
were soft in approach with re-
gard to the environment and
were rich in "philosophy”. Evi-
dence suggests that mechanised
methods were invasive and
caused heavy drainonprecious
and fresh ground water. Dur-
ing the British administration
in India, large scale power
driven water supply schemes
and projects came into vogue
Wih ' total disregard to tradi-
tional methods,

Our rural people have not
been able to adapt to these cul-
turally alien technologies much
to the dismay of our planners.
The natural process for making
a well in our rural society was
quite different from building
and energising a modern water
supply scheme. i

Recently, the society for
People's Advancement, Tech-
nology and Heritage, com-
pleted a random field survey
and interviews around Rohtak
tounderstand the various prac-
tices associated with wells.

Six decades ago, when the
need to build wells was
recognised for augmenting the
drinking water supply, a sur-
veyor would be summoned by
a tholedaar — a head of the fam-
ily. The surveyor possessed
appropriate knowledge forcor-
rectly identifying a site for a
new well. Often, it wason com-
‘munity land.

The surveyor would keep in
mirme the proximity of the site
to the dwelling area, the tex-
ture of the soil, underground
water the new well may yield,
water needs of the people, fi-
nancial resourcesavailable with
the commissioning community,
the capability of the terrain and
'djacent pond for recharging
Jhe acquifer and the vegetation
“over at the premises.

When so many parameters
were considered who would
dare say we were unscientific?
The true significance lies in the
depth of this traditional knowl-
edge gradually developed and
successfully utilised by the vil-
lage surveyors.

Anidealsite would bea high
corner on the bank of a pre-
existing pond. Certain plant
species were considered an
ideal indication of the type of
sub-soil, the taste of the under-
ground water and its quantity.
People knew that with a grove
of plant species like peepal,
bargad, pitkhan, goolar, neem,
jamun, mungo, sahjan and a thick
undergrowth otbushes, the top
soil at the site of the new well
was capable of holding mois-
turelonger during hot weather.

In the next phase, an archi-
tect-cum-mason would be ap-
proached who would under-

take construction on behalf of
the thola or pannaa i.e. several
groups of families of a lineage
in a village. The master mason
and the surveyor would decide
about the size and design of the
well.

Shortly, an old dhaak or jandi
tree in the bani i.e., community
forest, was logged to obtain
adequate quantity of wood to
prepare the neenic/iak — a circu-
lar foundation on which walls
or kothi of the well was raised.
Dhaak or jandi wood was con-
sidered ideal for a neemchak, for
itwould notdecay in mud even
after many decades. This wood
is capable of withstanding im-
mense pressure.

Till 50 years ago, lime rocks
dug out from the community
land and locally known as rori

patthar were shaped and sized.

according to construction plans
of a well. Our masons shaped

i £

£

A massive well at Farmana Baadshahpur village.

theseblocks with primitive toois
but exceptional skills. Later,
brick masonary was intro-
duced.

The diameter of the commu-
nity wells found in Haryana
ranged somewhere between
three to five meters. The quality
of binding material or mortar
forbricksisanother marvel The
fixing material, a thick paste,
consisted of limerock (rori),
accacia seeds (kakroli) or quar
seeds, white jute (called sun or
patsun), wholesome seeds of
urad pulse grounded with wa-
ter. In a circular trench a bul-
lock would roll a heavy grind-
ing wheel to crush this mixture
and prepare it for use.

When the wall of a well was
sufficiently raised, a chaboolra
would be built around it. The
final structure of a well were
the chabootra, parchha (a de-
pressed and sloped place ncar
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the rim of the well where water
would drop), bhaun (a large
wooden pully), burjec (mina-
rets) and khels kotie (tubs).
Theruggedness of masonary
wasremarkablein the sense that
it lasted 100 to 150 years. The
structure of most of the com-
munity wells in Haryana is vis-
ibly intacteven today. Four pil-
lar wells with four bhauns were
commonly builtin Haryana. But
wells with eight to 12 bhauns
were also built a 100 years ago
at Beri, Dujana and Manheru
villages in Haryana.
Tostabilise the structure, the
well was clad with fine white
lime. The local artists decorated
wells with devotion, by draw-
ing figures of sages, pheasants
and mounted warriors. To en-
hance the grace, chhatris (shel-
ters) adorned with wall paint-
ings were also builtata consid-
crable cost. Besides, the upper

~,

An artistically laid but abandoned well at Bhaini (f'handrapal village.

half of the pillars was covered
with colourfully drawn geo-
metrical designs.

The fineart work on wells in
south western Haryana was
inspired by later Kishangarh
(Rajasthan) style. Regretfully,
the fine art work on most wells
invillages of Mehamand Jhajjar
blocks including Beri haseither
faded or been defaced by ur-
chins. Artists, who made these
colours from local material
passed away without transfer-
ring the secret chemistry to their
heirs.

Installation of stone figures
of deities on wells was discour-
aged. Instead, building a well
near an existing temple or rais-
ingatemplenearawellorbuild-
ing both together was consid-
ered auspicious.

Wells are an object of our
rich cultural heritage. A cultur-
ally sensitive relationship
evolved between wells and our
rural people, especially in semi-
arid south-west Haryana and
vast desert areas of adjoining
Rajasthan.

The socially significant cus-
tom of ceremoniously taking a
bride to the well is on the de-
cline. Earlier, the new bride
wore colourful dress in the
evening and was decorated
with heavy jewellery of gold
and silver. She, then strode
gracefully towards the well
singing folk songs in chorus in
the company of senior women
of her husband's clan. Her
physical strength and sweet
voice was under scrutiny.

The well hummed with
colourfully dressed brides twice
during the day — late morn-
ings and early evenings. The
teej festival has historical links
with huge trees on the premises
of wells. If there were few wells,
there were few trees and the
celebrations would be a low-
key affair.

Nowadays, most wells are
dilapidated. The decaying old
trees stand mutely in the com-
pany of the deserted wells.
During the survey, he even
chased urchins defecating atthe
Dadoodayali well at Kalanaur.
The younger generation does
not possess the vision to pre-
serve theabandoned wellseven
as a landmark of cultural heri-
tage.
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Windows and

Performas

By Roopinder Singh

O NCE upon a time, there

were those monstrous machines
which promised to ease the te-
dium of your chores, whether
they were mathematical calcu-
lations (even determining the
trajectory of artillery shells) or
compiling lists (like addresses
of thousands of telephone sub-
scribers), but in turn they in-
timidated you and made you
learn arcane/esoteric com-
mands.

Computers they werecalled,
and even when the Big Blue
company finally made some for
homes, they were still, well,
anything but homely. Then
came two mavericks who took

Windows, the computer screen
more orless Jooks the samebe it
ona Macintosh oran IBM-com-
patible computer. Thus if vou
know how to operate one, it is
easy to use the other.

Windows 3.1 is a bit clunky
version of the Macintosh oper-
ating system. Windows 95 has
something for everyone, it is
also rather sleek and is full of a
host of features, including net-
working. Macintosh, onits part,
hit back at the software giant
Microsoft by pointing out that
mostof these features have been
available for Macintosh users
for a long time.

The changeover from 3.1
95isnotcheapand by introduc-
ing this operating system, Mi-
crosoft has managed to make
even last year's computers ob-
solete. Even though it savs ¢

omputer chat

abite of the forbidden fruitand
gave us the cuddly Macs, but
those had their problems....

That was the story. Now fast
forward to the present. Two
recent events have placed man
where he ought to be, on the
centre stage of the computing
world. People like me who love
computers but refuse to be in-
timidated by themorlearnany-
thing more than we have had
to, have a reason to rejoice.

The focus has shifted and
both the launching of Microsoft
Windows 95 as well as a less
publicised introduction of
Macintosh Performa comput-
ers in India are indicative of
computers becoming more and
more like any other gadget in
our fast-burgeoning electronic
marketplace.

That is welcome, because
once you strip it of all the hype,
a computer is nothing but a
machine which make it easier
for you to type in and edit and
store whatever you want to
(word processing), helps you
compile, sort and Fresent in
diferent ways lists of data (data

base management), performs
complex mathematical func-
tions etc. It can, of course, com-
bine all these functions in vari-
ous ways, and perform them at
an incredible speed.

One of the main problems
with computers has been the
fact that they don't talk to each
other. Various manufactures
decided that their machines
were superior to those of the
others and thus they either ex-
pected other to follow theirstan-
dards (IBM) or buy machines
only from them (Apple Macin-
tosh). Then there were others,
Dell, HP, Wang, Unix etc.

Thus, unlike an audio tape
or a CD, in a computer, you
can't play afloppy disk = for-
matted for, say IBM, on any
other etc, It is this lack of a
uniform standard which has
been a major problem for the
consumers.

There were some moves to-
wards compatibility, but com-
puters were a bit more like dif-
ferent types of aircraft than cars.
If you knew how to use one,
you would not necessarily be
able to use the other without
some re-orientation. Also the
"feel” was different.

All this has changed. With

Windows 95 is compatible with
a 386 machine and 4 megabyte
(Mb) of Random Access
Memory (RAM dynam
memory which can be ace

in microsecond s opposed b
magnetic data stored on a hard
disk whereittakes milliseconds
and is thus thousands of tinw
slower than RAM), what v
reallyneed is o ~aPentium
processor with 8 Mb or more
RAM.

All this is expensive
ness (upgrading a typical
Mb computer could cost a
much as Rs 30,000, and most of
the estimated 80 million users
ofthe previous versions of W
dows will probably run their
computers withwhatthey have,
and change the machine later
astheirnecdsincrease (and they
always do).

Macintosh's Performa was
launched with much hype, and
to be frank, it deserves some of
it. The Sunday Times, London,
said: "If you want to see today's
state of the art in home com-
puter design, you need to go
back to Appleand take alook at

§

(R
L
SIS e

its popular Performa 5200."

The Performa is a computer
which you can use to work on
office projects at home (even if
the office has an IBM-compat-
ible computer), do home ac-
counting, world processing ctc.
and so can your children, whao
also have numerous educa-
tional games and access taan
electronic dictionary, atlas and
encyclopaedia. All this in one
sleek package.

IBMand itscompatibles also
have similar computers which
let you perform similar func-
tions, though, of course, there
are shades of differences and
what suits you will depend on
what your need is (and what
you can afford).

Windows 95 and Performa
were both launched in India
with much fanfare. What does
itall mean? In short that we are
finally firmly on the interna-
tional computing scene. As
computer makers makeiteasier
for us to use their machines, we
will be able to concentrate on
the all-important tasks of using
computers—that's something
wewill get to in the subsequent
columns, where we will alse
discuss Windows and Macin-
tosh computers in maore detail

Tribune Features
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Will polo, long associated with Patiala, make a comeéback in

b > LR

ﬂN}AB, which produced

such polo legends as General
Chanda’ Singh, General Hira
Singh, his son General Jaswant
Singh and General Jaginder
Singh, may soon be back on the
polo map of India, and perhaps
the world.
The Indian Polo Association
(IPA) has recently decided to
nake an attempt to revive the
game in this region, and the
rst match is being organised
atJalandhar, says Col Devinder
Chand Katoch, Commandant
of the President’s Bodyguard,
and Honorary Secretary of the
IP.

Mhb has produced many
distinguished polo players,

. both from the Army as well as

civilians. Army officers, includ-
ing Col Kuldep Singh Garcha
(the non-playing captain-cum-
coach manager of the team
which has just scored impres-
sive victories over Zimbabwe
and Pakistan), and the two
Sodhi brothers, Billy and Pick-
les, have dominated the polo
scene for decades. :

The first Indian victory in
World Cup polo was in the fif-
ties at Peauville, France. The-
team was led by the late Maha-

By Puneet Joy

v;
AR away from the Goan

caps and pencil heels on the
Mall of a hill station, far from
the jungle of hotels with win-
dows peeping into each other,
lies this place in the Kinnaur
district. Chitkul is slightly re-
mote for normal holiday buffs,
but s definitely a Mecca for the
outgoing, adventurous types.
A selﬁ'sufficient village with

Lo

raja Swai Man Singh of Jaipur
and it included the legendary
Rao Raja Hanut Singh.

The recent Indian victory
over Zimbabwe at Harare, by
which the team qualified to en-
ter the World Cup finals to be
played in Switzerland in June;
and its March 11 runaway 18-5
victory over Pakistanat Sydney
have brought it many plaudits
and bouquets. As Colonel
Katoch says: “Polo is the only
game in which we have beaten
Pakistan so convincingly."

Contrary to conventional
thinking, a large number of ci-
vilian players also play polo.
"The IPA membership com-
prises 40 Army officers and 190
civilians,"” says Colonel Katoch.

Among the civilians is
Vikram Sodhi, who hails from
Anandpur Sahib. He has a
string of 20 horses and hasbeen
fielding his teamn, the Cottonian
Polo Team, in various national
and international tournaments.

"Punjabis love the thunder-
ing hoofs of galloping horses
and the swinging mallets of
spolo. I want to do all I can to
make them to revive this game
in Punjab. There are a number
of stud farms in Punjab and
once the game picks up, I am

a population of merely 500,
Chitkul is in the Sangla valley,
just 30 km away from the Chi-
nese border and is at the end of
the road, literally. From this

Q)estination

spot, ammunition, ration and
other necessities are supplied
to the Indo-Tibetan Border Po-
lice by ponies.

LA

.game of

‘Chanda Singh and Hira Singh,

Punjab, asks Roopinder Singh

BT

two young polo players of the
Indian cavalry, and inducted
them into the Patiala Polo team,
which made anameforitselfby
winning various tournaments.

In 1898, Patiala defeated
Jodhpurat Ambalaand thiswas
the start of a long rivalry be-
tween the two teams, which
clashed for the Polo Champi-
onship of India in 1920, 1921
(Jodhpur lostby four goalseach
time) and 1922 (Jodhpur won
by one goal).

ThePatiala team which com-
peted during the twenties com-
prised men who were legends
at the time: General Chanda
Singh (back); Major (later Gen-
eral) Jaswant Singh, Colonel
(later General) Jaginder Singh

pockets full of sweets for us.”

The IPA is seeking the help
of the Punjab Police in its ef-
forts to revive polo in Punjab.
"We have written to Mr K.P.S.
Gill,and itisin the PAPgrounds
in Jalandhar that the exhibition
match will be held," says Colo-
nel Katoch.

The logic, as Vikram Sodhi
putit, issimple. "The Army and
the policeare the two main gov-
ernment organisations which
maintain horses. In the absence
of any mounted cavalry units
in Punjab, itis the Punjab Police
which has the riders, the horses
and the or%anisational strength
to give polo a fillip.

"Once there is some infra-
structure and encouragement,

After decades, India will play in the World
Cup finals to be held in Switzerland

Prince Charles playing with prominent Indian players at a polo match in New Delhi.

sure it will get a very positive
response fromboth the connois-
seurs and the public at large,”
says Vikram, wholivesin Delhi.
"I am delighted that polo is
being re-introduced in Punjab,"
saysGurpal Singh, a keen Delhi-
based polo player. Gurpal also
maintains a string of horses.

Polo is a very costly game
and this is a major deterrent to
many &n aficionado, though
now corporatesponsorshipsare
coming ina big way to fund the
game. Vikram's team wasspon-
sored by the Hyatt Regency
group for a tournament. Other
teams werealsosponsored, and
lastmonthone of the mostglam-
orouseventstobeatin the Capi-
tal was the "Polo Ball."

Polo in Punjab was associ-
ated with Patiala. It was under
the patronage of Maharaja
Rajinder Singh, who led the
team himself, that the game was
introduced in the region. A
olo lasted eight
chakkars then (as opposed to
the present six) and each
cha was of a longer dura-
tion than now.

Mabharaja Rajinder Singh in-
troduced poloin Patialain1891.
and it was he who selected

arming Chitkul

Reaching by dusk through a
carefully carved kutcharoad via
Sangla, we were warmly
greeted by polite policemen in
civies. They subséquently asked
usforidentification documents,
a formality which didn't take
long. By now it was getting
chilly and dark.

Nextmorning, thebrightsun
dragged us out of our quilts to
show us the splendourithad in
store for us — a tiny village
‘humming with activity. As we

— photo by the writer

and Captain Thakur Singh, the
younger brother of General
Chanda Singh.

The game was also
patronised by Maharaja
BhupinderSingh and Maharaja
YadvindraSingh, both of whom
played polo. A big painting of
Maharaja Bhupinder Singh pos-
ing with his team after winning
the Dunlop Smith Club Open
Tournament is hung promi-
nently at Moti Bagh Palace,
Patiala, where Capt Amarinder
Singh, the scion of the Patiala
royal family, now lives.

The last time polo was
played in Patiala was in March
1985 when Capt Amarinder
Singh organised a cattle and
horse show in which he and his
son-in-law Gurpal played a
polo exhibition match, along
with Colonel Garcha.

"There was a tremendous
response from the people. In
places like Bombay nobody
comes to see polo matches,
whereas here we couldn't con-
trol the crowds,” recalls
Amarinder Singh.

"I would like to start a trust
and establish a corpus so that
we can have riding clubs in
Patiala, Ludhiana, Jalandhar
and Amritsar so that children
develop an interest in horse-
manship, and thus polo,” he
says, while pointing outthatan
expensivegame like poloneeds
corporate and governinent
sponsorship.

It also requires dedication
and practice. "You know, they
used to do stick and ball (hit the
ball as they rode along it) from
Patiala to Nabha and back ev-
((a:rhy day! I remember General

anda , Singh, always had’

walked up along the stream that
sliced the village into two
halves, we came across a water-
driven chakki.

Looking at the lush green
surroundings with slight
patches of rust and yellow, the

llution-free stark blue sky —

felt great and thought about
whatmy cousins living in Delhi
would ever be deprived of. Ev-
ery year they would take
evening walks on the over-
crowded Mall of Manaliand go
back to their carbon-filled
hometown.

They definitely live in the
21st century. Here at Chitkul
though, things are quiet differ-
ent. Time strides gracefully ata
beautiful snail's pace. No tar-
get-bound professions. No
deadline anxieties. No techni-
cal superiorities. No foreign
collaborators and no NRI par-
ticipation.

Till early sixties Chitkul was
an important part of a trade
route which stretched from Ti-
bet to Uttarakashi in Uttar
Pradesh. The main transactions
used to be in salt and wool.
Eversince the Chinese invasion
of Tibet, the trade ties snapped
and now Chitkul thrives on its
farmers and shepherds. There
areoverahundred childrenand
50 adult students at the local
school.

Now, with doors of Kinnaur
open to tourists, its time to dis-
‘cover what was hidden for de-
cades from us. Tourism should
be boosted here, but not to an
unprecedented scale. Itis for us
to see that the Sangla valley
should not become a Manali-
like disaster.

people will respond,” Vikram
adds confidently. He is explor-
ing theidea of putting up a polo
demonstration match at
Anandpur Sahib during the
Hola Mohalla festivities.

The world's highest polo
ground in Chail was converted
intoacricketground. In 1942 or
so, Patiala's Polo Ground be-
came a golf course, in time it
was used as a venue for sports
meets ... butit is still called Polo
Ground.

Will polo really make a
comeback in Punjab?

One wishes that
Nostradamus had predicted
something about this also. In
the absence of any such predic-
tion, all one can say is that there
are many who hope it will ...
soon.

— Tribune Features
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Those were the days: A painting showing the winners of thé Dunlop Smith Cup Open Polo
Tournament (from left): Captain Balwant Singh Harika, Thakur Baney Singh (Kiskengarh),

Niah

aja Bhupind
Jaginder Singh.

Singh, Colonel Chandz Singh, Captain Thakur Singh, and Captain:

— ploto by he wrier

The game of polo

OLO s a game played on
horseback between two teams
of four players each who use
wooden mallets with long flex-
ible handles to drive a wooden
ball down a (330 by 160 to 200
yards) grass field between two
wooden posts, eight yards
apart. A game consists of six
periodsof sevenand a half min-
utes each called chakkars.

Polo is of Central Asian
origin which was perhaps first
played in Persia sometime be-
tween 6th century BC and 1st
century AD. In time it became

FIOAT
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the national sport of Persia
which was played extensively
by the nobility, including
women.

Polo was introduced in
India in the 13th century by the
Mughals and the first Europe-
ans to play the game were Brit-
ish tea planters in Assam who
formed the first European Polo
Club in 1859 at Silchar. The
Calcutta Polo Club followed in
the 1860s.

After a Captain in the 10
Hussars saw a match in 1866,
polospread in thearmy cavalry
units, which soon started play-
ing against each other. There
were then eight players in a

team (as opposed to the present-
day four) and almost no rules.
The rules of polo have
been codified long since and
every player is rated from -2 to
10. Rating is based on horse-
manship, hitting ability, knowl-
edge of the game, quality of
horses and sportsmanship.

Polo soon spread to the
UK and then the USA after the
sportsmanand newspaper pub-
lisher James Gordon Bennett
saw polo and introduced it in
1876. It eventually spread to
every part of the world, and
now polo is played in practi-
cally every part of the globe.
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ELSON Mandela gave a

eck to Shabana Azmi on

m er cheeks. This outraged
enough of her countrymen to
whip up a major controversy. Four
women were branded ~ the word
jebkatri (pickpocket) was tat-
tooed on their foreheads by heart-
less, shameless, brutal creatures....
And there was nothing — not
‘the massive outrage which would
be expected in any civilised socie-
ty, nor any apology from those
who are purported to govern and,
thus, protect the citizens of the
state these unfortunate women
live in. And, of course, no action
has been initiated against the per-
petrators of this heinous crime.

An event which should have.

seared the conscience of all right-

29, 1994

Now Sansis are a tribe which was
branded “criminal” by the British
and, thus, this answer was
evidently considered an admis-
sion of their criminal behaviour by
the interrogating ufficer, who
ignored the fact that gencralisa-
tions like “criminal tribes” are
simply  untenable.  Incidently,
Maharaja Ranjit Singh was also o
Sansi.

They were kept in illegal deten-
tion for two weeks, allegedly on
the direction of Superintendent of
Police $.S. Chinna, who had car-

! 1§

Brandings, blindings, illegal detentions,
extra-judicial murders, etc., are violations
of the rights of man qua man, rights which
~w, have been recognised by all civilised

societies.

9=

thinking individuals is more or less
ignored and instead of action, we
find a degree of callous indiffer-
ence and apathy which would
have been shocking had it not
been so common-place now.
Let us now look at some of the
- bare facts of the case. According
to their version, Parameshwari,

Surjit Kaur, Mohinder Kaur and-

Gurdev Kaur had gone on De-
cember 8, 1993, from their vil-
lage, Bagrian, in Sangrur district,
to pay obeisance at the historic
gurdwara in Tarn Taran. They
were picked up from the bus
stand at Amritsar by the police
who suspected them of having
stolen a foreigner’s wallet. The
policemen asked them their caste.

“We are Sansis,” they said.

. “He hé;s_gone to the

m Y son gets his
strength  from  the
spirits of the people

e killed. He has gone to the
fevil.”
This is what Charles Sobhraj’s
! sobbing mother said in Paris when
" s 1976 arrest in Delhi and subse-
b juent ivestigation revealed the
« . rail of dead bodies of young
@ ‘avellers he left behind in Thai-
Vind and Kathmandu. He bef-

-7 ended, drugged and casually kil-

£

»d them for their passports and
cheir travellers cheques.

Today, when Sobhraj in fetters
comes to a Delhi law court to
stand trial for this escape from
Tihar Jail in March, 1986, he’s
ringed by policemen. But his
mother’s words about his strength
ring true. Nattily dressed, lithe and
strong, he walks jauntily. Jokes
with his guards, smiles pleasantly
at the world. Seemingly uncon-
cerned that a sure conviction
awaiting him will extend the 19
years he’s already spent in jail, not
to mention the death sentence
that awaits him in Thailand
~hould he ever be extradited
Bgoking at Sobhraj, it's hard to
believe he’ll be turning 50 in
another three months.

The son of a Saigon-based Sin-
dhi businessman and a Viet-
namese woman, Sobhraj will go
down as one of history’s most
fascinating and deadly criminals.
Wherever he was — France, Tur-
key or Thailand — he checked
into the best hotels and shopped
extravagantly with stolen cheques
and ook the first plane out of the
country.

He would make hundreds of
thousands of dollars and lose all at
a gambling table. A master of
disguise, he changed his appear-
ance and nationality. With stolen
passports he re-entered countries
where he was wanted as a fugi-
tive. A compelling talker with an
irresistible magnetism, he enthral-
led and nearly hypnotised his
victims.

He used an arsenal of drugs on
them — drugs for inducing di-
arrhoes, hallucinations, or sleep
before robbing them, and some-
times killing and burning them to
prevent identification. Cornered

policemen, he would smile and
invariably talk his way out, leaving
them feeling sheepish that they
could ever suspect this charrning,
rich businessman.

And when arrested, no jail or
policemen could hold Sobhraj.
Once in a Greek jail, he got his
jailers to take him to hospital by
“vomitting” blood that he had
taken from his arm with a syringe.

On the way he broke out of the
jait van. He escaped from the two
ﬁolicemen who had handcuffed

im by spiking their tea with a

lier served in Sangrur district as a
DSP and is said to harbour u
grudge against the family ot one o
the four women.

When members of the women
families filed a habeas corpus writ
petition, the infuriated policemen
tattooed the word jebkatri on the
foreheads of all four, who were
subsequently produced before a
magistrate, with duppattas ‘de-
murely’ covering their branded
foreheads.

The judicial officer, it has been
reported, enquired what the mat-
ter was about when the duppatia
from the forehead of a woman
slipped, but he still could not see
beyond the straight and narrow.

Chinna, on his part maintains
that the four ladies are known

thieves, members of a 25-strong

all-woman gang of criminals, who
had been booked for pocket-
picking a number of times. He
claims they had confessed to their
crime before the Amntsar police
and that their foreheads  were
tattooed by a mob when they
were caught picking pockets at

By Arvind Kala

appeared from a hospital though
two police guards had manacled
one of his legs to the bed by
shoving a hand down his baggy
pyjamas when he was being
shackled, and later shaking his leg
out of the loose manacie.

The second time again. in 1986,
he judged his four police guards
correctly, knowing they wouldn't
refuse the laddoos he offered
them. The laddoos contained po-
wered sleeping-pill

in Ashoka Hotel, Delhi. he
broke into the room ot o Hamenco

On way to court

dancer and charmed her into
allowing him to drill a hole
through. When the drill broke, he
persuaded the dancer to get the
jewellers to bring his collection to
her room. When -he came,
Sobhraj tied him up and escaped
with jewellery worth. US $ 10,000.

He took away his infant child
from his mother-in-law’s house in
Paris by rendering her uncon-
scious with a sleeping draught he
slipped into her coffee.

In Thailand, Sobhraj used drugs
to keep Frenchmen in a state of
semi-stupor for weceks. Mean-

Sobhraj’s room to see gems he
was selling started disappearing.
Among them was an American
girl, Teresa Knowltan, who was
drugged by Sobhraj and an Indian
accomplice of his, Ajay Chaudhry.

Others were a fone Turk male,
and a Duteh couple, Sobhraj and
Chaudhry killed them separately
and barnt their bodies on a beach,
They were  liquidated  because

Sobhraj suspected them of a being
smali-time drug couriers whose

Hong Kong
tivat

work was upe

narcntic wh voobhiraj

ate

photo: P.S. Girota / Fotolook

was working for. Sobbraj killed
these drug couriers as a warning
to their hirers.

Sobhraj’s father Hotchand and
his mother Noi knew Sobhraj’s
criminal nature intimately. Be-
cause Hotchand urged a do-
gooder in France, Auain Benard,
who took interest in Sobhraj, to
forget about him.

To illustrate his point, Hotchand
recited the story of a blind boy
sitting near a pond while other
boys were swimming, chatting

randed them, scarred us

By Roopinder Singh

e

“Our brand of

Bathinda

In a way, it does not really
matter if the ladies concerned are
pick-pockets or not. The police
had no business to illegally detain
them or of committing such an
outrage.  The  official  version's

painting of the infamy as a case of
vigilante justice just does not ring.

devil”

took pity on the blind boy and
prayed to God to give him cyes.
Cod agreed and gave the boy
light. The boy jumped into the
pond for a swim and began to
beat the boys, und later the priest.
So the priest told God to take
away the boy’s sight and God did
saying he knew the boy was
dangerous with his sight.

Dear Benard”, wrote Charles
Sobhraj’s father, “you have done
the same thing with this boy. Let
him be in prison rather than let
him be fieed. This was your great
mistake. You thought he would do
vood when he would be freed. He
hegged vou, and you took pity on
him.  This the result of your
mercy.”

Sobhraj’s closest relatives knew
he would never reform but his
most puzzling traits was his total
inabillity to learn from past experi-
cnee.

Right from his childhood on-
wards, he got love, affection, and
a chance to make good but he
remained a juvenile delinquent,
getting into a ship sailing for Viet-
nam as a stowaway, holding up a
woman in her house to rob her.

His father called him over to
Saigon to look after his shop.
Sobhraj went but started stealing
things from the shop and banging
up his father’s car which he was
forbidden to drive. He drew 6,000
francs from his sister’'s bank
account by forging her signature
and lost them in a casino.

And all those years while he
cheated, robbed, and killed, he
travelled so much, from Hong
Kong to Singapore, to Kathmandu,
france, Delhi, Bombay, or Tur-
key, and under so many identities
and in so many guises, that the
police of several countries had no
idea of Sobhraj’s true identity. He
was Alain Gautier, he was Daniel,
he was Jean, he was an American.

All this time, however, Charles
Sobhraj appeared to himself as the
injured party. Because from Tihar
Jail, he wrote this letter to his
well-wisher, Alain Benard: “I have
been searching only for a way to
live.... | promise you | did not kill. |
am not a liar....they are wrong
who say that | have committed all
those murders... They are all liars
and now | risk the laws on my
head.”

Finally, however, when you
read Charles Sobhraj’s life-story, it
seems in credible that Tihar jail
has manged to hold him. Because
he always succeeds in slipping out
of the confinement, the way he
did in 1986. “Remember,” he told
his brother, when the two were in
a Greek jail once, “their desire to
keep me locked up is no match for

11 | "

o

e

human rights.

true. If it is indeed so, then why
have the culprits not been identi-
fied and arrested?

If this barbaric action brings
back images of the Dark Ages, it is
indeed to be expected. This is just
not the way to behave in a society
which considers itself to be civil-
ised. A society is judged by the

World’s

b HE following lines are by
William Shakespeare. Iden-
tify the plays where they

figure:

1.1 hold the world but as the
world,... —

2. When we are born, we cry that
we are come
To this great stage of fools.

3. This wide and universal
theatre
Presents more woeful

pageants than the scene
Wherein we play in.

. As in a theatre the eyes of men
After a well-grac’d actor leaves
the stage
Are idly bent on him that
enters next,

B

way it treats the non-contormists,
the deviants, those who bend or
break its norms.

The difference between “is”
and “ought” has been recognised
since times immemorial. There
should be no crime but there is
and we have civilised (on paper at
least) ways of dealing with those

a stage

Thinking his prattie to be te-
dious.

5. In your imagination hold
This stage the ship, upon
whose deck
The sea-toss’d (Man) appears
to speak.

6. Bad is the trade that must play
fool to sorrow,

Ang'ring itself and others.

7. As an imperfect actor on the
stage
Who with his fear is put be-
sides his part....

8. That this huge stage presenteth
nought but shows
Whereon the stars’in secret
influence comment.

9. Life’s but a walking shadow, a

who are thought or alleged to
have committed any crimes.
Examples of tattooing as a form
of punishment exist since ancient
times. Romans tattooed and thus
branded criminals and slaves and
even as early as the 19th century,
tattoos also identified convicts in
the USA and army deserters in

Britain, i
Later, the Nazis adopted the

practice of branding jews they
held in concentration camps as
did Stalinist Soviet Union,

It has
been reported that the Punjab
police also toyed with the idea of
branding militants, but the move
was mercifully dropped.

That this incident of branding of
these four women is but one case
of grave human right violation by
those who are supposed to pro-
tect them “s obvious. There was
the recent case of the alleged rape
and torture in police custody of a
migrant woman labourer and her

minor sister. L
Human  rights  organisations

highlighted many more such
cases, at Chandigarh on january
23, the day which marked the
death anniversary of Kulwant
Singh, a Ropar-based advocate,
his wife and their two-year-old
son who were allegedly killed by
the police. The CBI was recently
ordered by the Supreme Court to
investigate this case.
Meanwhile, the Chief Minister
of Punjab declared at a public
rally in Ludhiana last week that
there are no human rights’ viola-
tions in the state. He had under-
taken an extensive tour of the state
and no one had complained to
him -about human rights’ viola-
tions. This was baseless propagan-
da against his government, he

poor player,

That struts and frets his hour
upon the stage,

And then is heard no more; it
is a tale

Told by an idiot, full of sound
and fury,

Signifying nothing.
. And like a strutting player
whose conceit

Lies in his hamstring, and doth
think it rich

To hear the wooden dialogue
and sound

“Twixt his stretch’d footing
and the scaffoldage.
. Would you have me

False to my nature? Rather say
I play
The man | am.

For they are actions that a
man might play.
13. 1t is apparent foul-play; and

—_
—_

12.

said.

Brandings, blindings, illegal de-
tentions, extra-judicial murders,
etc., are violations of the rights of
man gua man, rights which have
been recognised by all civilised
societies. They should not hap-
pen, but they do and will continue
to do so till such actions are
condoned on grounds of ex-
pediency.

Let’s take a concrete example.
If a domestic servant is suspected
of having stolen something, the
first reaction is threaten him and
tell him: “If you don't give what
you have stolen, we will call the
police. They will beat you and set
you right.” Why are we condon-
ing, nay, requesting his being
thrashed? “But this is different”,
you may say. No, not really. Let’s
remember that morality ends
where we make an exception of
ourselves or in a particular case

What happens at a small scale
on the domestic front gets magni-
fied at the level of the society and
leads to incidents such as these
brandings. In a democracy, ever.
of the kind we have, it is all in the
hands of the people. If we don't
condone such barbarism, if we
then make our feelings known—
through protests, letters, public
meetings etc., those who matter
will be put on notice. They will
have to respond.

“What is in it for me?” you may
well ask. The only answer to such
a question, which should not have
risen in the first place. is: “Every-
thing”. What would you have
done if this had happened to any
member of your family? if your
daughter’s husband told her to get
out of the house as she belonged
to a family which had been
branded jebkatri ? By branding
them they scarred us, the whole
society. All of us.

We are a democracy. We have
the options — provided we exer-
cise them.

By M.S. Aneja
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NEW PHILIPS HAIR DRYER

This could be the start of a long and meaningful
relationship ... with your new Philips Hair Dryer. Not only does
it give you the freedom to make your own choices (3 atractive
colours — yellow, blue and white), but it also understands your
need to express yourself (concentrator nozzle lets you style
your hair at 500 watts setting). And while it appreciates the
importance ofwour time (1000 watts setting for quick drying),
what is uppermost in its mind is your safety (xutomatic cut-off

facility) as well as your comfort (light weight with pistol grip).
In fact. the only imper- PHILEPS

fection in your relationship °
K:ifestylers

is the fact that it loves your
hair more than it loves you!
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A Punjabi woman’s fight against...

‘Sex bias & macho medicine

by Swaraj Chauhan

HEN the attractively
m dressed Ms Mantosh

Singh started talking ani-
matedly about the gross gender
bias that exists in “macho medi-
cine”, especially regarding re-
search and treatment of women
heart patients, while sitting in the
ambience of a Delhi’s five-star
hotel, | initially dubbed these as
the outpourings of an upper crust
feminist.

Almost 39 per cent of women
who have a heart attack die within
one year, compared to 31 per
cent of men.

In America, someone dies from
cardiovascular disease every 32
second; the ratio between men
and women being 50:50. “Surpri-
singly, women had been com-
pletely left out of major studies
until very recently,” says Ms Man-
tosh Singh.

A granddaughter of Sardar Bahadur
Jstice Teja Singh, Ms Mantosh Singh
realised the “brutal fact about gender
bias” when she herself suffered a heart

problem.

She was quick to detect the
sceptical look in my eyes and
placed before me the manuscript
of the book she has been working
on for the past three years. And
what a devastating treatise, which
is bound to make waves in the
tranquil’ medical fraternity.

Ms Mantosh Singh, who mi-
grated to the United States of
Armerica more than two decades
ago, has a strong Chandigarh con-
nection. She was among the first
group to pass out from the Depant-
ment of Mass Communications in
Panjab University. She did her
Masters in Political Science from
the same University. Her father,
Justice Gurdev Singh, passed
away recently.

AMgranddaughter  of Sardar
Bahadur Justice Teja Singh, Ms
Mantosh Singh first realised the
“brutal fact about gender bias”
when she herself suffered a heart
problem in the USA four years
ago.

Says Ms Mantosh Singh: “Often
women are viewed as complain-
ers, attention-seekers  and
hypochondriacs, who are ‘doctor
shoppers’ and have all their
symptoms in their head.

“If we are pre-menopausal, we
are not expected to have coronary
artery disease and our diagnosis
and treatment is neglected. If we
are post-menopausal, we are suf-
fering from the ‘empty nest syn-
drome’ and need an affliction to
fill our emptiness. Our iliness is of
the mind rather than physical.”

Even in the USA most doctors
still believe that women do not get
heart disease until after meno-
pause, despite the fact that heart
attack is the number one killer of
Amefican women (50 per cent of
the'5,00,000 annual cardiovascu-
lar deaths among women), the
figure is according to the Amer-
ican Heart Association.

One in nine women, aged 45-
64, in America has some form of
cardiovascular disease; rising to
one in three after the age of 65.

Awa

D_HAVE nothing against award-

giving; | have gratefully

accepted quite a few in my
time. At the same time | am aware
that there are now so many institu-
tions and individuals giving
awards that the whole business
has become a racket by which

award-givers get publicity by ex-v

ploiting names of recipients.

We cannot do anything about
regulating private institutions in-
dulging in this pastime, but we
should frame rules whereby only
the deserving get recognition from
the State.

In recent years Republic Day
aw have lost much of their
credibility. Most of this was due to
successive governments’ desire to
make political capital out of giving
Bharat Ratnas to dead heroes and
one to an ex-Prime Minister who
during his tenure had abolished
award-giving and proclaimed that
he would never accept govern-
ment recognition.

Amongst the posthumous reci-
dients are Netaji Subhas Bose,
sardar Patel, Maulana Azad, M.
3. Ramachandran and Rajiv Gan-
thi. The reluctant recipient is
viorarji Desai.

This year's recipients were by
ind large deserving of recognition

) —

‘ M. Mantosh Sgh

America’s National Institute of
Health (NIH) failed to follow its
own four-year-old policy to en-
sure inclusion of women in clinic-
al studies. “A National Heart-Lung
and Blood Institute study on the
effect of aspirin on heart disease
was conducted on 22,000 men,
and not on a single woman,” she
adds.

An example of gender bias in
testing: “Only 4 per cent of
women who tested positive for
heart disease were recommended
for further testing, compared to 40
per cent of the men for the same
symptoms.

Fewer women are referred to
specialists although they experi-
ence chest pain as their chief
symptom more often than men, or

even when non-invasive evalua-
tion indicates the high probability
of coronary artery disease.”

A doctor in India, Dr Bhavani
Shekar, gave her interesting insight
into the prevailing situation in
India. She was told that “a
woman's heart disease is often not
taken seriously, until it beings to
affect her housework. She has
then become a liability instead of
an asset.”

If a young Indian woman has
heart disease, which requires
surgery, very often her parents will
not get her operated upon. A scar
on her chest would hurt her
chances of marriage. Once she is
married and has a few children
she will not be as vulnerable, Ms
Mantosh Singh was informed.

In a similar context, she quotes

al decisions “based on evaluations
of social worth or preconceptions
about the probable roles of men
and women.”

The Council also recommended
that the patient/doctor rela-
tionship should not be comprom-
ised by “cultural and social con-
ceptions of gender”.

Recalls Ms Mantosh Singh:
“Some years ago | was attending a
dinner party in Phoenix (the USA).
| felt terribly ill. When my friend
turned to her husband, a doctor,
he replied that all ‘she needs is a
lover’.

“This may not be a typical
medical comment, but it is typical
of the ignorance, nonchalance,
indifference and even callousness
that the medical establishment has
exhibited towards women’s
health. In male-dominated cul-
tures where girls are not as impor-
tant as boys, treatment may be
delayed or denied.”

She says that her manuscript —
“Strong Women — Weak Hearts”
— is a cross-cultural medical jour-
ney which attempts to explain in
lay person’s terms causes,
prevention and treatment of heart
diseases in women.

“It is a book which combines
medicine and faith and it's
approach is holistic. This has been
possible with the help of four
eminent doctors — two in the USA
and two in India,” she says.

Ms Mantosh Singh agrees that
the wear and tear of life in Amer-
ica, the falling away of traditional
support structures, and the strug-
gle to make it as a single parent,
after separation from her husband,
may have led her to her brush
with heart disease. But with her
journalistic training; she launched
on her adventure of writing a
book, in the course of which she
found a lot of ignorance prevailing
among doctors and others regard-
ing women and disease.

“You would be surprised,”

=

“|f ayoung woman in India has a heart
disease, which requires surgery, very
often her parents will not get her
operated upon. A scar on her chest
would hurt her chances of marriage.”

from a report of the American
Medical Association which states
that social value judgements may
place women at a disadvantage in
receiving “certain major diagnos-
tic and therapeutic intervention”.
The Association's Council of
Ethics and Judicial Affairs roundly
condemns as inexcusable, medic-

— though Atal Bihari Vajpayee did
not accept his Padma Vibhushan
with grace.

Nobody forced it on him.
Hence his saying that he didn’t
care whether he got it or not was
in poor taste.

However, there was one award
for which | think the government
deserves the strongest censure.
This was to Seth Lalchand
Hirachand.

Let me tell you something about
this man. He is the younger
brother of Seth Walchand
Hirachand who was the first to
venture into commercial shipping
in British times.

In his turn, Lalchand went from
Sugar mills to construction: he
built HA.L. (Hindustan Aircraft
Ltd) complex in Bangalore in the
record time of one year. Then to
Hume pipes and copper en-
gineering,

He was the first to start manu-
facture of motor cars: the Premier
Automobiles, manufacturing Fiat
cars, was a pioneering venture. A
huge industrial township, Wal-
chand Nagar is his creation.

He was member of Bombay

Legislative Council and for six
years member of the Rajya Sabha.
He is today Chairman and Manag-

rds & ra

ing Director of 13 major industries
and Director of scores of others.

Innumerable Jain charitable in-
stitutions owe their existance to
him. In short, Seth Lalchand
Hirachand is in the same league as
).R.D. Tata (awarded Bharata Rat-
na) and is the head of one of the
top 10 industrial houses in the
country.

What do you think the govern-
ment gave him in recognition for
his services to the country?

Not a Bharata Ratna, not Padma
Vibhushan not even a Padma
Bhushan but a Padma Shri, the
lowest, in its list of awards usually
given to athletes, minor dancers,
musicians and pressmen.

Why did he accept this slap in
the face of Indian industrialists?
The only explanation | can offer is
that he is 88 years old and did not
realise that by accepting a Padma
Shri he was letting down Indian
entrepreneurship.

*

A bloody
lesson

All national papers of Tuesday,
April 7 carried photographs of two

M ——

says Ms Singh, “how soon you
become well-informed about a
subject when it is life-threatening.
My illness has allowed me to use
my personal experience and my
background as a writer to write a
book which may help other
women understand and conquer
heart disease.”

young Sikh boys lying dead on a
floor spattered in their own blood.
Both were terrorists shot by the
police.

On other pages were photo-
graphs of yet another young man,
a Hindu, killed in the cross-fire
exchanged between the terrorists

and the police. According to in- .

formation extracted during the in-
terrogation of two other terrorists
nabbed alive, they meant to ex-
plode bombs at Kalkaji Temple on
Navratri celebrations so that they
could kill a large number of pil-
grims.

What made these young plan
such a diabolical crime against
people who they did not know
nor had done any harm to them?

Killers can be putin three cate-
gories: one are psychopathic
cases who take lives because they
are mentally deranged. We have
the classic case of Raman Raghav
who killed over 40 men, women
and children and died in a lunatic
asylum.

A second gategory is of people
who kill for monetary gain or
when overcome with passion.
Such homicides are described by
the French as crimes passionel.

And there is a third category of
killers who take life to avenge old
wrongs done to them, their kin,
class or fellow citizens.

There is an element of mental

YOUNG student was trying

L \ to find ways of pleasing his

teacher. He asked a fellow
student what interested the
teacher most. “Sikh history”, he
was told.

The student, Hari Ram Gupta
wrote two books in Urdu, and
thus started his research on Sikh
history, a subject on which he was
to work till his last day.

Before his death on’ parch 28,
1992, the legendary scholar of
Sikh history, Dr Han Ram Gupta
had published four volumes on
Sikh history — the fifth is in print.
They covered a period from the
time of the Sikh Gurus to Mahar-
aja Ranjit Singh.

His books were based on ori-
ginal research and are, many
scholars contend, the most ex-
haustive treatment of the subject
by a contemporary historian in
English.

The life of the man who chroni-
cled the past of Punjab was en-
twined with that of the state. Dr
Gupta was born in Bhurewal vil-
lage, a part of the pre-Partition

Sa turdaY PILIVIS

Dr Hari Ram Gupta

Punjab’s great historian
passes away

rian. Who was this man? Well, he by Roopinder Singh

was a person of humble origin and
a meticulous mind. He was born
in Bhurewal village of Naraingarh
tehsil, Ambala district. He came
from a family of limited means —
he could not afford shoes when
he went to school.

He went bare-foot and had to
cross three choes (seasonal
streams) and the bed would be
very hot in summer. Hari Ram
would always carry a parna on his
shoulder and whenever it became
too hot, he would spread this
cloth on the sand, wait till his feet
felt a bit better and carry on.

o (| e—

Dr Hari Ram Gupta, a legendary schola

of Sikh history, was born in Naraingarh
tehsil (Ambala district). His books were
based on original research and provide
an exhaustive study on the subject.

Punjab in 1902. He studied and
taught in Lahore which was the
capital of Punjab then, and after
Partition he joined Panjab Uni-
versity (PU) which in July 1960
shifted to the new capital, Chandi-
garh.

As Sir jogindra Singh wrote in
1943, he had, “the gift of sum-
moning processions of the pic-
tures of the past and revivifying
them with the breath of life. He
has delved deep into the records
of nearly 200 years past and from
the fragments of scattered docu-
ments built up a connected story,
revealing the decay of the Mughal
empire and the adventurous rise
of the power of Khalsa.”

Dr Gupta’s Later Mughal His-
tory of the Panjab covered the
period from 1707 to 1793. During
this period, “Punjab witnessed a
clash of four great powers — the
Mughals, the Marathas, the Durra-
nis and the Sikhs; on the whole it
was a period of continuous war-
fare.”

On hearing about his death, a
former President Giani Zail Singh,
was the first to reach the house of
Dr Hari Ram Gupta’s son Surya
Gupta, in Delhi to pay his re-
spects. Gianiji recalled “When his
son called me to say that Dr Hari
Ram Gupta had passed away at
5.30 a.m. | immediately went to
their house in Greater Kailash.
There were papers and books
strewn around the room in which
the historian had died. He had
been at work till the very last. The
room was very spartan and it was
obvious that this great scholar was
not very well-off.”

At his cremation, Sikh leaders,
including Giani  Gurdit Singh,
president of the Kendri Sri Guru
Singh Sabha; the Secretary of the
Delhi  Gurdwara Prabandhak
Committee; and Dr Mohinder
Singh, Director, Bhai Vir Singh
Sahitya Sadan, Delhi, paid hom-
age to the historian.

This” was then the great histo-

1 Khushwant Singh

Confederacies, was examined by
among others, Sir Jadunath
Sarkar, the famous historian, who
wrote that it struck him as “a work
of outstanding merit which com-
pletely fills up a gap in our know-
ledge of modern [ndian history.”

Dr Gupta had a long teaching
career. In Lahore, he was a lectur-
er at Punjab’s famous Forman
Christian College, and the head of
department of History at Aitchi.
son College. After Partition, he
started teaching at Panjab Uni-
versity, where he was the Profes-
sor and Head of the Department
of History and the Dean, Universi-

r *ty Instruction.

After retiring in 1963, he taught
for another 14 years as the head of
the post-graduate department of
history at Dev Samaj College in
Ferozepore, as an Honorary Pro-
fessor. He then shifted to Delhi.

“A hard taskmaster, Dr Gupta
was for his students a paradigm of

Dr Harl Ram Gupta addressing a congregation
at Anandpur Sahib on Balsakhi, 1981.

“This poignant anecdote is un-
forgettable,” says Prof B. N. Gos-
wamy, Chairman, Department of
Fine Arts, PU, who was his stu-
dent, and who recalls Dr Gupta
telling the class this anecdote.

A good student, he had many
firsts to his credit. In 1937, he
became the first person to be
awarded a Ph.D. degree in His-
tory by Panjab University, Lahore,
and in 1944 he was awarded a D.
Litt in History, another first.

Or Hari Ram Gupta's Ph.D

thesis on the Evolution oz Sikh
Books by Dr Hari

Ram Gupta

* History of the Sikhs (Five volumes)

* Studies in the Later Mughal His-
tory of the Panjab

* Panjab on the Eve of the first Sikh
war.

* Marathas and Panipat

* Sir Jadunath Sarkar Commemora-
tive Volumes

* Life and Work of Mohan Lal Kash-
miri

¢ India Pakistan War, 1965

imbalance in these killers as well
but they are the ones who are
often lauded as heroes because
people regard them as righters of
wrong. Sucn were Bhagat Singh,
Rajguru and Udham Singh who
went to the gallows to avenge the
massacre of Jallianwala Bagh de-
cades after it had taken place.
In what categories fall terrorists
in Punjab, Kashmir, Assam and
Tamil Nadu? It is a very difficult
question to answer. The one com-
mon factor they have is a feeling
that the State and Society has
been unfair to them and their cry
for justice remained unheeded.

This brings me to the boys shot
by the police on April 7. One of
them was Rajinder Singh Penta
aged 18. His eldest brother Surjit
Singh Penta, who had the blood of
17 innocent persons on his hands,
committed suicide after he was
nabbed in Operation Black Thun-
der. A second brother, Paramijit
Penta, was killed in an encounter
with the police at Jabalpur. Now

the youngest of the three is also
dead.

How does one explain this kind
of dedication to crime? In the case
of the Pentas it can be traced back
to the massacre of Sikhs following
the assassination of Mrs Gandhi
and the reluctance of the govern-
ment to bring the perpetrators to
justice.

After seven years barely seven
persons have been convicted for
the murders of over 3,000 people.

Independent commissions of in-
quiries, including the one pres-
ided over by a retired Chief Justice
of the Supreme Court, have held
many Congress party leaders and
the police guilty of abetting or
active participation in that mas-
sacre.

One of the worst affected areas
was Gobindpuri. Criminals still go
about freely in the streets of this
locality.

The three Penta brothers lived
in Gobindpuri: Rajinder was 10-

while. If they say it s, | will let you
pursue your studies,” Dr Gupta
told his student. “Only a great,
open and imaginative mind would
acknowledge his own limitations
but throw open a new field for a
student,” says Professor Gos-
wamy.

“It is sad that he did not get the
honour and recognition that was
due to him,” laments Prof Mehra.

While this is true, many honours
did come his way. He was confer-
red the Sir Jadunath Sarkar Gold
Medal by the Asiatic Society of
Bengal, Calcutta, in 1949 for his,
“outstanding original contribution
to the history of the Panjab.” Here
this writer's ignorance forces him
to leapfrog a few decades, but...

In 1981, the Kendri Sri Guru
Singh Sabha honoured him at a
massive gathering at Takhat Sri
Keshgarh Sahib, Anandpur Sahib,
on the occasion of Baisakhi. Mr
Hukam Singh, a former Speaker of
the Lok Sabha and Jathedar Gur-
charan Singh Tohra, President
SGPC, were present on the occa-
sion.

He was also honoured by his
peers at the 23rd session of the
Punjab History Conference held at
Punjabi University, Patiala in
1989.

The Bhai Vir Singh International
Award was presented to Dr Hari
Ram Gupta by the Vice-President,
Dr Shankar Dayal Sharma at a
function held at the Bhai Vir Singh
Sahitya Sadan, New Delhi, on
December 15, 1989.

In the Preface of his History of
the Sikhs, Volume III - Trans
Sutlej Sikhs, which was pub-
lished by the Minerva Book Shop,
Lahore, in 1944, Dr Hari Ram
Gupta wrote: “From the time of
Guru Gobind Singh’s death in
1708, till Ranjit Singh’s occupa-
tion of Lahore in 1799, it was a
period of complete darkness not
only in the history of the Sikhs, but
also in that of this province. | have

Giani Zail Singh was the firstto reach Dr

Hari Ram Gupta’'s house on hearing
about his death last month.

a hard-working, dedicated and
meticulous researcher who ex-
Eected his students to come up to

is exacting standards,” says Prof
P. L. Mehra, a former Chairman of
the Department of History, PU,
who was a colleague of Dr Gupta.

“He was completely unsparing
with his daughter, Chandan Gup-
ta, who studied with us,” recalls
Professor Goswamy.

He never let his limitations be-
come an impediment in the
growth of those who sought his

*guidance. He even let a student of

his do his Ph.D. in Art History,
despite the fact that the subject
was beyond his area of expertise,
and even his ken of awareness.

“Get me the names of three
experts who can judge whether an
enquiry into your topic is worth-

year-old when he saw murder,
rape and arson with his own eyes.
He came back to settle old scores.
Fortunately he was prevented
from doing so.

*

The final
solution

Amir C. Tuteja who lives in
Washington and keeps me reg-
ularly informed with amusing
news items, has sent me the latest
crusade against failing of the en-
vironment launched by the 44
year old Les U. Knight.

He thinks (rightly) that there is
no hope for the world if humans
continue to multiply in the reck-
less manner they are doing. So he
has set up VHEMT - Voluntary
Human Extinction Movement.

He writes: “The hopeful
alternative to the extinction of
millians of species of plants and
animals is the voluntary extinction
of one species: Homo sapiens —
us.”

Knight declares in his VHEMT
newsletter, These Exit Times:
“When every human makes the
moral choice to live long and die
out, Earth will be allowed to return
to its former glory. Each time one

tried to shed some light on this
epoch... after continuous, persis-
tent and strenuous labour of 10
years, during which time | have
seldom observed any holiday en-
tirely to myself.

“The life of a researcher,
however, in this country is miser-
able. Not to speak of any en-
couragement, the teaching profes-
sion does not provide him with a
decent means of livelihood... |
find it unable to make both ends
meet. | therefore, feel compelled
to call a halt to research activities,
and re-direct my energies into
some other channel.”

Thank God he did not stop his
research and writing. What a pity
that what Dr Hari Ram Gupta said
about the life of a scholar in 1944
remains true in 1992,

of us decides not to add another
of us to the burgeoning billions
already squatting on this ravaged
planet, another ray of hope shines
through the gloom.”

Knight had himself sterilised 18
years ago and exhorts everyone to
follow his example: a baby bus-
tard may not be as beautiful as a
baby human but we must choose
to forgo one if the others are to
survive.

*

Engine to spare

A Sardarji bought a new car
which had its engine in the rear.
One day while driving his car
came to a halt, He got out, raised
the bonnet and was surprised to
see the engine missing.

While pondering over the next
step, another car of the same
model pulled up. lIts driver,
another Sardarji, asked if he could
be of any help. “My engine seems
to have dropped out,” replied the
first Sardarji.”

The other driver opened his
dickey and was surprised to see
an engine there. “You can borrow
mine,” he said generously, “l have
a spare one at the back.”

~(Contributed by Virender
K. Kaushal, Hisar)
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He fought for and against the British...

Punjab’s unsung Olympic star

by Prabhjot Singh

LIRMUT  SIMUGH KL AR,
w e was et inatine blend
ot g temarkable soldier and
dopreat Roches plaver  possed
awas ab Labandbar eaarh ghis
month T was HY

s wn s thie lasr s pong mem.
Far ot the Indian lumhey toam
webicty won e CMvmpncs peed
surdal ab Los Angoles (USA)Y 1n
TN

Lowrrmit Smgh woudar s e it
et pewluct o Sansappie the
rursery of lidendary hockey play -
tew ol Pueabs o pday n e
LRSS FHIT

Aoweoes b lote s death | had
PRyt et amd mber

b

fn iwiT when he wenl 1o the
Inchan Mibtary Acaden Ay a
Dehbra [un, among bis bach-
Talrs weas nGne other than 318
Mara, who allet plavese o the
Bethn Clympics. rose 1o 1he dhezy
hesphts Ly conteothing the Pakistan
Hlinckey Fedoration 1or a number
LIRS LN 1N

Atter e than twas aned a kalf
voeats b 1WA, Clurmit Simgh wont
ty Aakasa Lo ight far Ve Hetishon
Moorld Woar il He was captured as
d preecner ol war,

A ik would have o, Gurmit
e by eseape Ifemr the
PLBA camp und reached Swuiga-
pare where b tonh sheller i the

el 4 4

Qurmit Singh Kular,
= *Captain in the

who held the rank of

British Army, was

among the first group to join Subhas
Chandra Bose’'s Indian National Army
(INA). He commanded INA's guerrilla

unit. He also raised

INA's hockey team.
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Srew Here At e hangaslow on the
wisikrrts o1 fulanedhar

That eserming b cletingd by old
A and pam n kbee Juints to
atend  the recoption ot Indra’s
Mo hars star anet apdoan Pargat

b amet hos Dnede,  Baneder
At oy
Civinpean Lot wingh Rad

Hethur agie d stinct on — g1 nght-

T tar and wpairst thie Batsh as g

Satldier At donemog the aatiimal
st e the Los Apgeles Olym.

I Carnart Sangh parned Army in
LRt

The 1832

Pakistan

Foa Pubistann wire to wnlie a
J Btwenk, cart i s 4 debong o Seer
sicatss i inrdan eeacler would
st certogunty rase by e iche
o el sk What s the g
Feal? AV v i) shy tedlaw ot hys
bt b the subile propaganat”
Aol su oon
THrase we v 1y armibal pead tions
W recaenwip Fiza'vas Pryche af
he Pakistan Air Farce by Push-

ander sinub and Rave Kakbigr
hostadeed b Beler Stanenann
SNy M Akt e Shuglie)

Whar are st dngdiatos prenaagng -
[P IEEL I A NEA T, N VT A VNI T
wie bl they koow? How gn-
vt d an thes e

Sl SUSEHE R T St )
Qe e prages Posh-
LT T R T T R TR TI TR
rharlly the tghamg
atwety anid kue has wrdben g Lot
Lt theunr T same ot of
e Rikbpe swhe buy spra tabeaed
o Pakastann prrssosas Gn Hiee fuded
[ Leartle

Thew eied ned boavir airess 1o
Lasslel matenat il il nel
ok b propec t sk eather the
akystan gt the Lelign A [
A bl cotmpahing g oo tahe-
Al S mant oo s hiorn
vteatiare aerted phodoprapbaer

eroplanas

Nouse of A fvhar Singh

It wwas around the e when
Lenetal Mohan Sigh wac tnang
e vrgamse CPeace Aaa Conter-
vce’ Gorn wiegh, wha held
the tank ol o Captain inothe Brtsh
AL was among the el proup
o pn Netape Sablbas Chandra
Bose s ndin Natinnal  Arm
R

A gt dater, be anded i the
vistudy ot the lapanese again, It
Wb in the o ustody of the lapianese
that  all indian  soldiers  were
dlionwed o attend a conferern e

R e NI

P

Indian Olymplc tearm.

i Al

The authers have < ompared the |

prertarmanc es ol thie swe Agr
Fearcown the 39965 ard 1977 wars
Thes roncede that m 1965 con
Ireantatinn the Pakostam Ao Toroe
cied boerrer tain ours

I 1971 indians mone than sel-
thetd ther scores by cnppling
Fakistan o the ar The moe
upEaant caesThons are whot aee
their ¢ omparative strengths tuday
antl bt sl be thee autiome f
the townb Inedesfah WWar ¢

Sumenealty indty s many
mate fighter planes andd personned
than Pabiston But Pakestan s fon-
AR mite hahter plets thar inchia

Pk istaarn ko 1hey  cannot
e B nuantity and thercbore
oo entrgte on hodter Uity and
Py They  oegard  them-
seloin vggual, of pet bestliss, than this
leruetin webun are generally ack-
neass lisehgeed tes hawes He mest prrosfi-
caerd gubioty o thee worrdel

Flves biask swearn tlae Iakisdanis
agrest s danger of exaueerated
bl eateran el the Iadiane
aanst thee danges of complacen-
oy borrnant e oumere Al sepenior.
iy They wwas s bimedy + auhisn
ot ase pl another weir b b
Corard nrbid, wi may T W g
U TR TFIN IPREATY Y, TITR N

t .

4
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Gurmit Singh Kular

ctddresaed By Neta Subhas € an.
Ura Beose

Captam Gurmea Srgh repnned
dian Notional Army aml woa
elevated w the rank a3 Colane
He aven commuandio pucrnlla
repiment ol NS boglis s
INA& hackey 1eam

He woas soon capturer by the
British  Army  as a PNV and
brought sk te Red Fort 1a Deltn
from wwhere he was whified 1o
Bhopal alongwith some  haliun
PO,

At Bhopal camp, Colanel Gur
mi Singh started playing agamn
The camp «ommandant used 1o
take hrm ol 1o play tor bis 1eam
atter he dearst that he was an
Olyrapran and an outstanding in.
side-right nrward

When bis release was ordered
on April 19, 1936, Coloacl Gurmit
Singh was 17 (he was bora on
May 9, 1909 After Independ-
ence, the Indian Army matally
refused to induct INA personnel.
fnstead, in 1946 the Brinsh Cou-
erament cven withrrew pay and
allowances entitled to him

Like other INA arfivists, hee ro-
fused to repom mdian army as g
Second Liculonan)

Realistng his conatabution. o
the frerdom strugale as weil as his
talent as u hockey playr i, Co reel
Bhosale whno headed the MHanon.
al Dsciphne Schenns, marke ot
onel Gurmit Singhoarchdige o the
Lasterm ser tar | aler, he was trans-
frrred 1o Punjab

He dwed a retired Nfeo 1lockey
was fis man love. Fvenin s late
s and early BOs, boeowould oo

Sansarpur o feach lhe biny-tols
the incks o the gamye

in The end, he had sone peosis-
lvm i walkarng boecause ol unsi-
able knees o wsod 1w vake the
helps of s s whie woukd devee
hll'i'l {1} "t.lnsxxrpur AT S\Hnri-‘\v" ey
walth the game., Fle did aon s
airy muajer hockes event in falan-
elhiar

A frecdam Dghter he way the
e prent od Comteal Ues ornmend

TU

by Sarojini Chopra
L magestn Flimaleyas
S ke st e to the

f ey e duouded Iy o< and

pround mist mosd of the e, The
kites flodt vasihy | v ate lung the ther-
il The biue magpies of the hills
dart nowily and tash ther long
taily to Mok s static humans

Hut we are glad o be state
Awvay It Cshaban™ lite with s
vblizations to pay electe by bills
vider theedl or sutlon tany prAT
t 4ila

Hensal dhe clectnony tabs, you
shap having 0 bath and take o walk
rowad the hill instead. Soak i the
sun ek away the flies and swatch
shay beection nahing,

Methimg disturbe sue d habhooae
sofeurn thiouph the day an ey en
al anphit

Fhes thoee s Tulse Tuba ot the
mountins, The chowkndar's wife
froey Beaunful house s tiuippsd
wih A chowhidar, who e sap-
posed W guard the Heme o oas
renemlly “hasay gaya ho

F

The art of abuse

Inthe pvo yvears Hined oy Pans,
was al the roceving end of 2 lot of
huse rom car trvers, When on
1he rtadl the French are alwayvs in
4 thesperate hurry o pet some
place where they haye nothing 1o
do bt donk and oS

fam g very slow daver That
wrhead thet o esptode veerhally

I vz surprseed |k pote thear
rmbed vorabulardy ot ahuse It
weds wsually amed il my heared
gt oon grand-pere”  pramd-
tothee), wr “"Chameau”  amol”,

1 could pet mote than even with
my [Fungaln “teyree maon dee!
teyree Bhainer dee!*cte They s
et sl Banng unadibe o mdakd
aul wihat L was saving, would rane
thear caps, e oy pardon, anel
ITHL W T)F

1 FLLLARRY FEL o |‘ tht’fl’ WS A anter
ahinnal  competiine 1or abuse,
Punpabis would be i the running
tr g pnld medal Most otier
Indian languagis rarely po boyond
Suale  throtheincdawt, Aaram-
zaada {bastard) or imputing mnees-
lunis colatininsiigs

Fhiswasver, Duoone ede that { aye
carely heard raything e in the
ferrns of abiase my loidvg Arabis are
M anvenilive g hMay wour

rce

armpnts heoantestod awoth amuthion
Iree-

The [atest i o Maledicta
= Thr Iuternationel Journal of
Verbaf  Aggressinft  pohliied
e aoyear has dovatnd an oshire
ediion to abuse amd o urang m
dilterent languapes

Aceoring to Reinhold aman,
Amency's leadng expert on the
subtect, the nchest vor abulary ot
atrive 15 to be mund in Hunganan
closely tallowed by Yiddish.

Stronp language  dovs ot
arcessarily add punch o abuse:
hds oy he so sulile that the e ejv-
vr has to work oul s double
meaning o g "May voun hecome
lamaous; they should rame o tis-
vane alter you!”

Amen whi has Dactorale on
Cursolngy nbstrves that had lan-
R s by 0y mpan. a monopnly
ot the uneducaternt Iwer lasses,

MNatiens and races 1hat have
sutfered most without having 1he
BICANS o pive Gt for bat o the field
ol hatliee make up Iy nvenung
nuwe fonnulas o arse thyey -
Cubors,

ncis the Jews have « entunes of
suttering hehind them, they are
viipped with the rnaul veno
Ly fongues b fight their battles
¢ "May your benos e broken
mure eften than the Ten Com-
Manidiaents ! o Moy pou inhet

LS| OF T

penson beaides drawing persion
as an old sportanan of Punjal,
Decause of his old age, he could
nol g o Hyderabod in Jancary
this year where lormer Olympians
from Senvnees were honoured

He asked e whelher the Pun-
fab Government was akso plan-
rung to honour Olympians from
tha State

“Thore 15 a sea of chanpe in
hukey,” b commented  when

asked cbout how the game has.

changed since his plaving days

i ar Sansaipur, he had his
prmary education at MNaran Dut
Victor High School befure oining

-Duaba High School mm where

b elid hus Matnculstion He com-
plted fus F e rom Khalaa Cal-
lege Amntsar, bufure yoning Agn
cultare Cullege at Lyallour tnew
Lamalabadh tac lus B Se dieproe

Hie weas o shudent ot the H b
tthird year when he was seledted
t represent the countiy an the
1932 Olympics. Fhs lather g doc-

“torin Indan Anmy, wanted him to

alf 1f AN estrance cxarunation o
doe he degree i medicme from
Britain tle did take somne of the
exainy it was later prrsuadierd by
s teami-mates o oss the fast
exam and plav 2 crucial inter-
culicge match at Labire

Thin unated b tather by
Gty love o hockey stoud
unraffien.

Unabe the present pmes, thye
Los Aapeles hound Indian hackey
team had nn coarhing camp
There was inter pros sn aal how ke
vhampronship  at Calerita in
felurch where a tHe-membeor team

HE

which could ten mean the e al
|pub
Tulst's dnt is the same  As her

hrushatd atten does the vanrshing

tick she as the doer of many
thiigs She s the keeper of the
cstate, the commanion, mother,
couk  cleaner  masseur to the
“memsahib . She even buys attg
trom dimtant stores,

She ss there Gl the nme doing
even Thing for her voing, onerge-
i grosving lamily She provides
lerves aned whachks as the (rcasion
demanids, bemg whackod Bl
i urn by her hushand when he
dors turm

She «antunly hopo thai the prho
o1 her wanls wanlt arioss e
valley to sympathetic sars

Tulss, whu must wake up carly,
prerpreruadly smells Ll a minture of
comeling and wond smoke, I8k
the "pabarr smell”,

Sle s a proud and beawiful
worrnan, Her clear skin and reguiar
teatures are like 2 Chamba rminig-
tere. Carrying ioads of gras on
her head may reduce her capacity
1o think  hat 3t heeps her hack

d
should oot pay fir your docnes
Imlls!”

The trauble with such long im-
preg ations is that by the time you
fimsh utterning them, the intendod
recipient orav be uut of carshot,

Maledicta  alsy peunts ool
ethme dificecaces m abuse. The
Monglend races who have hitle
hair and therelore less hody Ldour
ditect their ahuses o hrusioness
wnd smell of sweeat

The: Lakiny use sevual terminoin-
gy, the fermans have anal fivg-
ton; the Enplish break rehigious
labows  the cammnnes hring
dam. Llsody. biast, hell Znd gorb-
Imey

Australians who are desconded
from [nglish  convien  whose
ane estors wele Cockneys mabe
the upper cliss Faghsh s therr
lavounlv tarpers When thay talk
of the Enplish. the usaal epithet 1
“Pomnw bastard”

I has Besen nghtly observsd that
swennng o the poetry of the ex-
plented ¢ lass The Australizns were
eaplateed By Trghsh oloruss

the pentec] have therr brand of
pontle abuse as when referimg o
the ald and wemtle they (alk at
them as senior cinsens, old AR Ak
the: polden years, ete, when they
reallv mean "You putrefying old
Luise”

wab seleted,

He was the oniy 9kh an the
weam.

The team on ts way o Los
Anacles played a seties of match-
es, 15 ty be precise, esghtoin India,
o on Ceylon, ane in Singapore
and four m Japan

In the Olvmipics, there wore
unly o otbier teams. india beat
lapan 11-1 and the USA 24-1, the
highest scure in the competilive
hese kew s far The team, betare o
returned home  after a seven-
month around the world jaunt,
played 20 more matches.

In the 37 matches, mcluding
Iw o in Qlympics, the !adian team
scored 338 goals and conceded
unly 44, tda) Dhvan Chand, who
lud the tcam, was the highest
sconet with an indnadual 1ally of
133 pnals. He wads followed by his
biresther, Rup Singh. who scored
M poals,

Ciurrmit Singh was the thied high-
csl seorer with o tally of 55 poals.

I taok the Indian team more
1han a month ro reach Los Angeles
by ship, They travellod by Irain in
the LSA, Europe and in Indis

M team which assembled in
Dethi in Aday dispersed on Octo-
Ler 1n at Labore after playing s
last match against Pamab  Unj-
LTty

Cinrrmt Singh could not play for
e country alterwords because he
juined the Army

He believed that present day
Indian players lacked the will or
deternunation ta win, which play-
ory ol his day had in abundance,

——

INS

sbasht tlor gat is lovely n s
rhythrn

We need Tuls evervday when
in Balhousic. She ensures a regu-
o weater supply frem warer ranks.

When we fail 1o pet waler our
took and |are net perturbed. We
have 3 tew trchs dp our slesves.
But my poar husoand chews his
pencil faster and faster and. A
ACCASNIL, pvEs  up wnling
altogether As our hread and But-
ter depends on his thoughts
ApPeatng an paper, water has 1o
he reund for im o splash in.

A such oa hime Tolw roveals
anather facet of her character,
Tulst the thief She gets water from
Hnsuspecing neiphbaurs, She s of
course 100 proud o ask,

She tncks the net door choawk-
dar’s wile by jnitating  langeor
sounds. The owner vapshes tor a
while to chase 1he non.eaisting
smans Tuls quickly manages (¢
it o iow buckets and several
plastic containers,

Even with all this going on Tulsi
fnds wme to npen her cucumbers
and watih minfar®icorn}
bilossom.

Xhushwant Singh

When Prince Charles visited
St Stephen’s i

by Roopinder Singh

b TEPHANIANS have a repu-
8 tation of affecting 4 casual

air. A visit lo the college by
Pnnce Charles was nol going to
change bur humdrum, existence
Or o it seemed.

The year was 1980. He was sull
counted a5 the most  eligible
hachelor in the woidd H.E, The
Frince of Wales was coming to St
Stephen’s College, Delhi, to pre-
sent o our college a scroll on
bahalf of University of Cam-
bridge, UK.

That year the college was celeb-
rating its centenary and we had
become blase  abour  celebrity
visits OF course, there was no
gueston of admitting that a Royal
visit was, after all. an exciting
arfamr

The wsuval preparations were
being made by the callege author-

Prince Cha

| ties tor the lunction which was

scheduled for November 325,
1980, 1f memory serves ane righl,
there was also a bir o1 painting and
sprucing vp of the campuos, but
the swidernils feipned a casval ami-
tude,

As we wonl for breakfast 1o the
college mess on the 25th, we saw
a number of plainclothesmen
weanng balaclavas and regulation
brown shoes,

Instead of the vsual crumpled
kurta-pajamas, there were blaz-
ers galore on the break{ast tzble, A
bt of a shock since the college
autharities had not leo long ago
posted notices informing “gentle-
men a resrdence” thar bathroom
slippers and vests were ol to be
waorn inside the mess

4 plance outside the mess
showed that mast gils were de.
cked up in sarecs. The jeans and
kurtas had besn given a break
and had probably been whisked
away to the dhobis by the long-
suficring wards.

Mot everyone was pleased. A
number of students from the col-
lege and Dethi University staged a
rally owside the college tapratest
aganst his visit and the harass-
ment of Indians by the Bntish
immigration departoent,

At last Prince Charles arrived.
He managed 1o keep the atiention

Blasphatny and sexuval obscen.
iy lack subtlety of the kind com.
man n Yddish: “May your tapc-
worms develop constipation! May
they ciumere vour son  and
thiuw away the wronp picce!”

Collector Sahib
recollects

L am nat enamoured of my
memones of Civil Servants Aul
¥ D Gundevia's In The Districts
of The Raj (Disha Books — Onent
Longmans 15 an exception he-
vause w makes  very pleasent
reading,

it 1s about Lundewia's 15 years
11930-45) 1n the 0.5, 1n dirferent
distric t« of Uttar Pradesh before he
Juined the Toveipn Senvice to sorve
e Burma, Mowcow, Switzerland,
tandun and Sn Lanka.

He ended his career as Foreign

Secretary and Secretary to Presi-
dent Radhakrishnan. Gundevia
died of cancer in 1986,

Gundevia enjoyed  himselt
hugely wherever he was posted.
After a day's work in office or
touring villages he plaved renmis
and billiards,

He and his wife became heen
shikaris  and  crvironmentalists
They shot ngers, panthers and
spearcd wild  hoar They  made
tlose friends with their English and
Indian colleagues.

Gundevta, who had not en.
ioyed hus student days i London
because of Englsh boys reluct-
ance to belriend coloured peaple
had no problem with them in
India,

He was one of the very few
Indians in the 1.C.5. who always
ware khadi. Gundevia's descrip-
tions of the UP jungles, rivers in

ol m packed auditorium by sprnk.
ling his lecture with anecdotes.

Cammenting on the noisy demon-"

stration, he said: “You know, it
reminds me of the ime | weni to
Scotland At first, they dug up the
tootball grourd so that my hel-
copier couldn’t land Whuen it ch,
they wouldn't let o ake off,”

Aftet the funchon, he was iniro.
duced to the Secretaries of vanous
college  socicties  lke  the
Shokespeare Society, the Fhila-
sophical Soviety, etc, and laken
argund the college campus

I was standing next o a prelty
young lady. | must confess that |
was  somewhat  self-conacious

since an iy on my b toe
“meant that | had to wear Y hig.
conspicuous  handage  This re-
sulted in my spurting a blazer and
a tie as"well as sandals uite a
sipht indeed!

ries in 1980.

t shaok  hands with Pance
Charles, exchanged a few.polite
words, and that was i, Fhis anen-
tion was rivotted on ihe gir who
was standing next 10 me, They
spiske sbout Shakespeanan plays
ard chatted for a while before the
Frince moved an,

I dom't quite know what impact
she had op him, but as soon as ke
was oul of sight {and | hope oul of
hearingl  she scrramed  whal
seemed hke: * Wow! He spuke to
me! He actually spoke o me! He
shook hands with me! Yippee!”

It was gune a sipht. | had always
scen her as caim, poised, and
quite 0 command af every situa-
tican,

Then there was tea with stafi
members. The excited girt had not
eganed  hor compusure even
then.

Whenever any of us weased her
about the incident and asked her
1o shake with us the hand she
shook wilth Prince Charles, she
would bunch n up into a fisl and
tuck it inside her shawl,

Douhts were exprassed about
whether she would ever wash the
hands that had been honoured
withi the royal touch

But nexi marning she was her
vsual {oldy self. So was life in
college - the dull rouline of cfas-
scs, cafe and cofiee

—_—
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spate, tensions in villages follow-
ing murders and attempts at Sati
stay in the reader’s mind for many
days. He can also be witly — as
the following passage shows.

“l am tempted ta tell ansther
stale. We had bought irom Robin-
son a4 par ot beastiful Rhode
Istand Reds al an enormous price
four rupees {or the par The ock
whom we called, Frank was
almost the wze of a turkey. He
cauld mech up crumbs Iram z
breakfast table in our camp hy
merely sttaimng nes nech, Frank
and his ladya Linda, travelled with
usfrom camp to camp in a special
hox made for them for the por-
pose. Almost every marninp Linda
would lay a lovely egg for us, but
she made it a point of laying her
egs only on the rerai or eder-
down. on my stenographer’s hed,
n s ehholdari o tent. Subrama-
niam, the stenographer, who spelt
his name the real Dravadian way
a5 Yes-Yu-Bi-Yar-Yeh .Yem-Yeh
Yen-Ai-Yeh-Yem, was a good
orthodox Brahmin, Linda always
made it a point of laying her
blessed epg, much to Subrama-
niam s disgust, alter he had his
marning bath. Subramaniam was
2lways late « ophng to me in mom-
ing, brecause he bad w have a bath
yer agamn, after he had faund the
yogl o s rezad.”
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