           ABOUT  THIS  THING  AND  THAT ”

                   Entrance


It is very easy to write about oneself.   And it is also very difficult if one wants to be objective and truthful.   But why do I attempt to write about myself?  Perhaps I love myself and want to open up my mind to all around me; perhaps I have nothing else worthwhile to occupy myself with during my post-retirement years when   hours look like days and days like weeks and time hangs immobile like a clock unwound.



When and where I was born is immaterial.   Why was I born?   That’s a profound philosophical question which is difficult to answer.   Instead, let me expose a few glimpses, here and there, of my long life.   Let me talk about ‘this and that’ as they come to my mind.


(((((((((((((((

In Aruppukottai


My earliest memory of my school days was in Aruppukottai.   Dressed in clean and pressed half-pants and shirt, stockings up to the knees, a pair of polished shoes with leather straps fastened to buttons on the sides and bushy hair oiled and combed by my mother.   I must have looked odd in such an attire amidst dhoty-clad , bare-feet boys.   Those were days when school uniforms were not even thought of by any one.   My class master was a lean and not-too-cheerful a man in dhoty and shirt.   His skin was oily and shiny.   They called him                                                  , for, it was suspected  that he once ate the meat of a skinned rat given him by an unkind neighbour swearing that it was squirrel meat.   His oily skin was attributed to the eating of the rat meat! 

                                                   (((((((((((((((
                                                   In  Ramnad



From S.B.K.Elementary school, Aruppukottai, to Schwartz High School, Ramnad, it was a big change.   A huge compound, big buildings with wide verandahs, airy class rooms, play grounds around and a sprawling banyan tree in the wide court yard (which was cut down later to give room for a new building).   From fifth class to fifth form:  it was good sailing in that lovable school.



Mr.Thomas, the Headmaster, a lean, tall, famished-looking gentleman in suits of Fuji Silk , shirt and tie to match, did not spare his cane when it was a matter of indiscipline.   There was no dearth of occasion for wielding  his cane because it was a co-educational  school and the students from the predominant local community were too mature for their age and were as much daring as the girls were timid.   I wouldn’t say I was faultless but was afraid of the watchful eyes of my younger sister, Flora, one year behind me in the same school.   Hence I befriended, instead, the younger brother of the prettiest girl in the school, which was the cause of jealousy of most of the boys of my class.   It wasn’t an act of indiscipline to make friends with the brother of a pretty girl in a co-ed school.   Mr. Thomas held me in high esteem.



Mr.Ramkrishna Iyer was a born teacher who enjoyed teaching mathematics.   We, his students, looked forward to his class.   He was a man of medium height, fair, with a pair of twinkling, intelligent eyes.   He wore his dhoty in the traditional Brahmin fashion, a leather belt to hold the dhoty in place, his shirt tucked in and a coat single buttoned in the front.   He wore a nice white muslin turban (under which he tucked in his tuft of hair,‘kudumi’ ) folded, ironed and pinned in the rear to keep the turban in shape.   He walked with a straight gait, his chin held up.   A man of knowledge, of principle and loud voice that reached the other end of the long verandah of the main building.



I always wanted to pay him my tribute in whatever humble way I could.   I dedicate this paragraph to his memory.   It is only men like Ramakrishna Iyer who make one feel life worthwhile with his exemplary dedication to duty and loyalty to his profession.   He was a real ‘Guru’ to the pupils whom he taught.



The choirmaster of Ramnad Church was a domineering person.  Short, corpulent, bald at the top of his head and grizzly hair on the sides.   He also had a grumpy voice and a sadist look.  He was the headmaster of the elementary school inside the Church compound.   We didn’t enjoy the choir practice.   Instead of correcting us when we went wrong he scolded us and when we sang well he simply said “h..m..m”.   He never said once, “Well done boys”.   Most of the boys joined the choir because their parents wanted them to be seen walking down the aisle in white cassock and an impressive, flowing white surplice.   The congregation did not know how we perspired under those ecclesiastical accoutrement, especially when the Ramnad sun was unkind.



North Street of Ramnad where we lived, was predominantly Hindu in religion and culture.   My thinking and behaviour were considerably influenced  by this environment, during my early impressive age.   I developed a taste for Carnatic music, which I retain even to this day and my ardent faith in the Indian National Movement and struggle for independence.   I found myself an odd person among our families, having held values different from those cherished by them.   My love for literature both English and Tamil, for Carnatic music, Indian dances and fine art in general had given rise to doubts as to my Christian standing.   Later, during my college days the influence of the writings of Thomas Hardy, George Bernard Shaw, H.G.Wells, Thomas Paine,     Guy de Maupassant and others has been lasting and persistent.   It is not surprising therefore that I was looked upon with a certain amount of misgiving, if not contempt, by my elders.



1930s were eventful years.   The Spanish Civil War, Mussolini’s war in Abyssinia, Gandhi’s imprisonment and fasting and in 1939 the Second World War.   They were also the beginning years of evangelism among Christian congregations by roving, free-lance evangelists like Ponnammal Sanyasini, Sadhu Kochikunju, Vedanayagam Sastri and others.   



The wide court-yard of Schwartz High school was the venue for Ponnammal sanyasini’s meetings.   Her meetings were well attended.   A lot of singing preceded her message.   “Yesuraja varuvar, innum konjam kalamthan ……..” was a very popular song in which the entire gathering joined in singing.   The evangelist herself joined in singing, loud, breaking the syllables now and then for effect, beating her tambourine to keep the beat and rhythm of the singing.   She was just eighteen when she left her home, she said, just walked out of it with a Bible in her hand and never regretted her decision.   She was in her youth when she came to Ramnad.   And she attracted a large crowd.



“Young man”, she would say pointing vaguely at the far end of the gathering, “ You better stop smoking cigarettes and beedi”.   Each one of the habitual smokers within the hearing range thought it was addressed to him and felt his pocket if he had any of the prohibited stuff tucked in there.   “Young girls”, she would call out facing the women’s group, “Do not wear flowers on your heads”, quoting every time some authority from the Bible, in support of her inhibitions.   And finally, just before she wounded up her sermon for the night she asked, “If you died tonight, are you sure you will go to heaven?” To many it was an inconvenient question .   There was pin drop silence.   Some were visibly disturbed, keenly searching their hearts for an honest answer.   I was knocked off my balance, scared.   But then I was not too sure of the possibility of dying that night.   The fear melted away as soon as the meeting ended and all went home, discussing on the way, what there was at home for dinner.



 She is alive today in her  nineties, living in Bangalore, very much disappointed that the Christian world continues as sinful today as it was in 1930s and just as indifferent.

                                                    ((((((((((((((

Call  to  the  Arms



When I decided to join the Indian Army in September 1943, the Second World War had been going on for four years.   Hitler’s major offensive against Russia was stopped and severe casualty inflicted to the Nazi troops.   They had started to retreat under extreme conditions of snow and slush the Germans were not used to.   That was the beginning of Hitler’s fall.   But he would hold on for another eighteen months.   Mussolini was stripped of his powers and kept under arrest for a couple of months before  specially trained Nazi air-men rescued him from his high security captivity in the mountains of North Italy.



The Indian National Congress had passed the Quit India Resolution in Bombay in August 1942.   Gandhi and the Congress did not cooperate with Britain in the war efforts.   But this did not have any effect on the recruitment to the Indian army.   Thousands got into combatant forces and went to active fields.   I had my post-war career to think about.   I was encouraged to join the army.   Timid as I was, I decided to join a non-combatant unit: Indian Army Ordnance Corps.



I took the Grand Trunk Express at Madras Central some time in the middle of September 1943.   That was my first journey north of Madras and I enjoyed traveling “Interclass” to which I was entitled as a recruit to the  cadre of Viceroy’s Commissioned Officer.   In those days there were four classes in the Indian Railways: I, II,’ Inter’ and III.   After the Indian independence the name of the cadre was changed to Junior Commissioned Officer.   When I alighted at Katni in Central Provinces an army truck was awaiting at the station to collect all new recruits  to be taken to their respective units several miles away from the town of Katni.



Soon I was shown my place in one of the barracks.   I was summoned before the barrack commander, a sepoy from Madhya Pradesh who asked me if I knew how to sign my name!   When I answered him in Hindi he was surprised and immediately became very friendly and made me the leader of six more boys from the south of India.   



I had learnt Hindi in the days of Anti-Hindi agitation in Tamil Nadu  (then Madras Presidency) with the Dakshin Bharat Hindi Prachar Sabha, an organization that was propagating Hindi on payment of a nominal fee of  four annas per month!



The three months’ training in Katni did a lot of good to me both mental and physical.   Woke up at 4:30 in the morning, had a full mug, about half a liter, of hot  tea at 5:00 and ran to the parade ground in formation, carrying the Physical Training equipments.   It was still dark in Katni and cold, being the onset of autumn.  Two rounds of jogging round the extensive parade ground followed by P.T. and military drill occupied two hours of our morning exercise.   Breakfast between 7: 30 and 8:00.   Ordnance Instruction classes between 9:00 and 12:30.   From the class we could watch dozens of naked- neck-vultures circling in the sky over our unit,  an indication that it was meat day!   The instructors did not very much like this kind of distractions and “punished” us by making us stand on the benches!   It was fun watching the tops of the heads of those sitting below – bald heads, uncombed heads, greying heads, round heads and so on.  Mostly we looked out from our elevated position at other military training activities going on outside.   I recalled R.K.Narayan’s  “Swamy and Friends” in which Swami’s friend Mani was made to stand on the bench in the Mission School of Malgudi.   From his elevated position he could see the wide landscape beyond the school compound,

the railway bridge over the Sarayu river and a train slowly moving over the bridge.   Standing on the bench had no corrective effect on Mani.   Nor on me either. 



Within a couple of hours of our commissioning we were whisked away from our training unit to avoid a chance meeting with our platoon commanders who would then have to salute us as officers senior to their ranks and avoid the possible embarrassment to them.   I was posted to Central Ordnance Depot, Dehu Road near Poona.   When our train arrived at the Dehu Road Station a little past midnight that  December night  there was no transport awaiting us. We slept on the rough platform of the station under the over-bridge, spreading our kit supplied by the army, shivering under the winter sky.   The transport arrived at 6:30 a.m.   That was Christmas morning of the year 1943, 25th December.             



                      (((((((((((((((


                        I  Get  Married



As a youth I had the nagging fear that I would not be well employed.   Perhaps that was the reason why I had been hopping from job to job, not satisfied with any.   It was  an unusual thing to do in the forties.   Men clung to their jobs and tried to make the best of their jobs as much as they could.   But not me.   I wanted the best job to come my way.



Immediately following the Second World War there was a world-wide economic recession and jobs were rare to find.   Many companies were laying off their employees.   My effort in Bombay, after my release form the army, searching for jobs in dozens of firms and companies did not bear any fruit.   My ambition as an ex-service man to get into a reasonably high level direct recruitment post in the State government ended in frustration.   My employment in sugar factories did not show much of a promise for the future.



My parents showed infinite patience and waited with their fingers crossed hoping that, one day, their wilful son would get settled in a job and decide to marry.   By the time I was settled and ready to marry I was thirty-two.



Mine was an arranged marriage.   The decision was taken far south in Thirunelveli District while I was doing My Teachers’ Training Course in Meston Training College, Madras.   My first acquaintance with my bride to be was a postcard size black and white photograph  ( strictly returnable ) shown me by her sister in Madras.   This was followed by a letter from home informing me that a girl has been fixed for me and no question to be asked!   And that settled it.



My sister Flora, Joyce Chithi and Chinnadurai chitappa of Rajapalayam made the choice for me and on behalf of me.   They had made a trip to Idaiyangudi to ‘see’ the girl and they were satisfied.   They weren’t wrong in their choice.   Nor in their judgment.   Soft spoken, well trained in good manners and fully informed of her domestic responsibilities as a daughter-in-law and as a wife.   And good looking too, though lean as a totem pole.   I had never had an occasion to regret their choice in all the years of our married life.   But what does Padma think?   You better ask her confidentially!



When I was leaving Madurai to take up a teaching job in Bombay Scottish School, Bombay she offered her necklace to be sold to meet my expenses.   I did 

not replace it even to this day.   In later years when occasionally she sulked she would make a tangential reference to the necklace that had not been replaced and admonish me with an enticing smile! 



                          (((((((((((((
                                          Manthramoorthy

The ancestry of Thangammal, wife of the first member of our family, Swamidoss Vedamuthu Norman is not known to many of us.   Here are some excerpts from a paper submitted to Thirunelveli Diocese by Rev..Dr.Joseph G. Muthuraj, Professor of New Testament Studies,  United Theological College, Bangalore.   He is the great-great-grandson of Manthramoorthy Nadan, father of Thangammal.



(Note: Nadan became Nadar at a later date)  



Rev.S.G.Yesudian reports the conversion of Manthramoorthy, son of Sivananaintha Perumal, from Hinduism to Christianity thus:



“ We have had also several accessions during the year, and the conversion of Manthramoorthy Nadan ( a cloth merchant in Nagalapuram with his wife and children ) and two other respectable families cannot be unnoticed.  He had no secular motive in becoming a Christian.   He had been a private enquirer for sometime and became a non-heathen to begin with.   He gave up idol-worship and all heathen superstitions and remained a sort of monotheist, praying with his family in a private room in his own house, to the Supreme Being as he termed the object of worship.   He was also very charitable.   On reading Christian books and the Gospel, his heart was lit up and the Great Being before whom his prayers had gone, vouchsafed to bestow His grace on him.   He became a Christian and was baptized with several other adults by the Rev.T.Adamson in my Church  on the 9th May  (1875) by the name of Vethamanikom.   May he be the gem , as his name means, here and in the world to come.”



There are two brass lamps in the church in Nagalapuram each about six feet high and weighing about 50 Kg.  Manthramoorthy donated one of them in the year 1879.  The inscription in the lamp reads as follows: “An offering placed at the feet of Lord Jesus by Sri. Manthramoorthy Nadan of Nagalapuram on the festival of Christ’s Resurrection on 13 April, 1879.   The cost is Rs 61.”  …….  The place of worship in the market place of Nagalapuram was donated either in full or in part by Vethamanikom. ……….    It has  now been converted into a school (Monica English School).   The tradition of meeting at this place for worship still continues as worship is held in this school once in a month.



Manthramoorthy had owned several acres of land for cultivation and agriculture.   .Socially, conversion had a telling effect upon him and his family members and upon the properties he owned.   He had to undergo persecution faced by the early converts to Christianity ……….



One of Manthramoorthy’s daughters, Thangammal was married to a young man, a convert from Hinduism, named Swamidoss Vedamuthu Norman  who worked as a catechist and teacher for many years in the Nagalapuram district and for sometime in the Madurai-Ramnad region.   He was a dedicated catechist and has rendered memorable service to the Lord .   He died at the age of 72,  on 21 June l939.     




(((((((((((((
                                   In the City of  Bombay           


The city of Bombay has a beauty of its own.   It also has its share of ugliness, perhaps, more than any other city in India.   The city has its advantages

side by side with  disadvantages.    Extremes of affluence and  poverty co-exist in this metro city from which is collected one-sixth of the total national revenue through Income Tax.



Bombay was not a new city to me.   I had been there on and off during my days in the army stationed at Dehu Road, between 1943 and ’46.   But I never imagined for a moment that I would be a resident of this lovable city for thirty years of the best part of my life, living in a very pleasant , central locality, working in one of the best schools in the city.



The beauty of the place was not in its weather, its cleanliness, its sanitation or its crowded streets and markets but its people.   Friendly, smiling, hard working, along with good neighbourly.relationship.   One lived in Bombay side by side with a Bengali, a Punjabi, a Maharashtrian, a Gujarathi an Andhra and a Keralite, you name who.   You hear all languages of India spoken and see people of all religions living in peace and harmony.   You may call it Bombay; you may call it Mumbai or by any other name but it will continue as it always had been all the years in the past, a mini India.



We lived in Mahim, a fairly decent locality on Lt. Dilip Gupte Marg, a road named after the young Lieutenant who died in action in Kashmir during the 1971 war with Pakistan.   His parents Dr. Gupte and Dr.(Mrs) Gupte lived in the same road, not far from our compound.   They were running their own clinic in a portion of their residence.   Dilip was their only son.



Initially we lived in a one-room apartment, Padma and I and our three kids.   The rent was a modest Rs.125 which was approximately one third of my very modest salary in the school.   That was in 1959 when  rupee was a much more valuable currency than it is today, and had a high purchasing power.



The owner of our flat, Mr.Shobani, was a Sindhi gentleman, a displaced person, a refugee from Karachi after the partition of India in 1947.   He was also a retired employee of the Indian Railways.   A lovable man with a loud voice (all Sindhis tend to speak loud ), open hearted and spoke out what was in his mind without any reservation.   Sometimes he might sound harsh but he was only exposing his mind without any malice.   He  increased our rent by Rs 25 at frequent intervals on the plea that the Society charges went up year after year.   He was kind enough to provide us with two cots which we wouldn’t have afforded at that time, and felt sorry that we did not provide a couple of mattresses for the comfort of the children.   When one of his flats in the same society fell vacant he offered to sell it to me at the lowest possible price. .   Encouraged by his liberal gesture I mobilized enough funds from my savings and through an interest-free loan from the school management.   I became the owner of my own flat in Bombay in 1971, twelve years after I started my life in the city.



                      (((((((((((((
I  Buy  a  Car  



Mr.Rao was our neighbour to the left of our flat.   He was from Karnataka but spoke good Tamil.   He was past forty-five, a bachelor and  his morals not above reproach.   He was a dealer in old cars and a successful businessman.   I suddenly developed a desire to own a car and approached him if he could help.   He sold me an old Fiat in fairly good condition but he made a serious mistake.   He hadn’t verified the earlier record of the vehicle.   It had an entry in  police books.



The car that I had bought originally belonged to an elderly Muslim gentleman who lived alone, estranged from his family and was too proud to live under the care of his children or relatives.   His memory was failing and he could not recall even recent events.   One evening he parked his car along the sea-front of Marine Drive and took a bus back to his place,  forgetting that he drove to the sea-front in his car!   He passed away in his sleep at his residence that same night.   His people were not aware that he had bought a car.   The abandoned vehicle was picked up by the  Municipal Corporation Squad after a complaint from the local residents.   The car was dumped in the park for abandoned vehicles along with hundreds of other vehicles.



Mr.Rao and his partner purchased a number of vehicles in one lot at the Municipal auction, got them repaired and made them roadworthy.   They were then sold along with the relevant document from the Municipal Corporation , registration etc.   The car he sold me was one among that lot.



Not long after the death of the old gentleman his relatives sensed the existence of the car and filed a police complaint and claimed insurance against the theft of the vehicle.   In the meanwhile I had been driving the car through the streets of Bombay unaware of the history behind it.



One evening Mr.Rao dropped in art my place and with profuse apology narrated the fact that the law enforcing authority had approached him  and had started investigation .   To save me from the embarrassment, he offered to buy back the vehicle from me, though at a slight loss to me.   I was only too glad to get rid of the vehicle under such circumstances.   When the case came up for hearing before the court he took the full responsibility on himself.   I had only to tell the court that I had no claim whatsoever to the car.   Mr.Rao won the case and got the legal right of possession of it.



He was quick in selling the same vehicle to an young, up-coming engineer of L&T, Bombay.   The day after he bought the car, the young man left for his work in his scooter, promising his wife a joy ride in the  ‘new car’ in the evening when he returned.   But he didn’t.   He met with a fatal accident on the way to his work and died.   The young wife was grieved beyond control.   She attributed the death of her husband to the unlucky car that he had bought and requested Mr.Rao to take back the vehicle: which he did in grace and dignity.



This time he did not resell the car.   He had it dismantled limb by limb and sold it as scrap to second-hand dealers in automobile spare parts in Chor Bazaar, Bombay!   In spite of his weakness for wine and women, Mr,Rao  was an honest man and continued with his business when I finally left Bombay for good, without  a car!        

                                                  ((((((((((((
                              Doctors …. More  Doctors



Dr. Mansukhani was a retired physician from Sind, a migrant from Karachi to Bombay.   An elderly man, possibly in his seventies, fair, corpulent, a bit more wider at his waist than  necessary and not too healthy.   He missed his native city where, perhaps, he had had a flourishing practice.   Partition of India intervened and put a stop to the prosperity in his own      native 

city.   Years after his migration he had accepted his retirement  and attended only to a few cases from the residents of our society.   He was not known outside our buildings, nor did he care to be widely known.



An old time medical man who had imbibed medical ethics from his British bosses he was honest to the core.   He prescribed minimum of medicines and more frequently advised home remedies which cost less than nothing.   Living opposite to his ground floor flat, we came to know each other well.   Mansukhani couple had no children of their own and they loved to watch the children of the society play noisily in front of their place.


Ably assisted by his wife, he pulled through his ailments.   He was susceptible to common cold for which he had no resistance.   I do not remember exactly the cause of his death which was sudden.   People of Bhatia Building missed him.   After the passing away of her husband, Mrs.Mansukhani felt lonely and desired a change.   A few months later she shifted to an all-Sindhi colony in Central Bombay and was lost to our sight and contact.  
       

.          

                                              ((((((((((((((


When Dr.Govekar moved in with his family into the flat adjacent to ours we were curious to know what kind of a person he was.   He turned out to be a friendly and jovial young man from Goa.  He had a slight squint.   A light- hearted person was this Dr.Govekar who took his profession even lighter.   His clinic was at some distance from our area, in Prabhadevi.



Dr.Govekar, his wife and three teenage girls were a happy family.   Mrs.Govekar was the daughter of a judge of the Indore State High Court.    A very sociable lady and easy to befriend.   Besides she was highly cultured and polished in her social intercourse with others.   And Dr.Govekar was very helpful whenever we needed medical assistance.



I do not know what kind of medicine he prescribed to his patients at his clinic, but to us, his neighbours, he recommended simple native medicine first rather than allopathic cures.  When I went to him with a severe sprain in my right foot expecting him to advice X-ray followed by Infra-red treatment, he just asked me to go to a nearby grocer’s shop to buy a packet of what appeared like crushed dried leaves called                                                 and 

directed me to wet it in water and apply where it hurt.   The next morning the sprain disappeared and I could walk in comfort.   The medicine cost me less than a rupee and his service free.   On another occasion when Subha and Suha had measles he recommended a herbal concoction called 

which controlled the irritation and brought comfort to the patients.   The cure followed.



When their daughters grew up and joined Medical Colleges they decided to buy their own flat closer to his clinic and shifted to Prabhadevi.   We continued to contact him whenever we were in need of medical help. 

                                                         (((((((((((


Among the many students of mine who became physicians and surgeons I may mention a few.   Mahul and Mithual Amin were sons of Dr.Bhanu Amin, a native of Gujarat and a great friend of mine.   I had always been grateful to Dr.Amin for the medical help he extended to me, gratis, out of his love and regard for me.  And he, in his turn was very grateful to me for the care I bestowed on his sons’ studies.   Both Mahul and Mithual completed their post graduate  degree in medicine and migrated to Canada where they have settled to a well established medical practice.



Before migrating to Canada, Mithual gave us a surprise by dropping in at our place in Bangalore along with a daughter of Mr.B.F.Deasi, my colleague in the Bombay Scottish School.  She had also had just completed her medical course.   They were on a tour of South India, he said.   A Gujarathi young man with a Maharashtrian young woman on their own on a tour of South India?   They were Bombayites you see.   They think differently.



The Pintos were a medical family in Dadar,   Bombay.   They were originally from Goa, traditionally rich, with nostalgic memory of the Portuguese Government there.   The elder Pintos spoke Portuguese.   Dr.Charles Pinto was a well- known Plastic surgeon of Bombay and Dr. (Mrs) Pinto a 

Gynecologist.   Their daughters Sunitha and                       were both doctors and their son-in-law Dr.Vaz was a neurologist.   Their two sons Anil and Arun were my students who later became doctors themselves.   They were an affable family, modest and courteous.   Anil became a surgeon and practiced in their family clinic.   Arun migrated to the United States and settled there.



Pradeep and Praveena  were born in Dr.Pinto’s clinic;  Subha’s tonsils was removed by Dr.Charles Pinto.   Dr.Anil Pinto did my bi-lateral hernia operation in the same clinic.



                    ((((((((((((


Jesse Levi was the son of Dr. (Mrs) Levi, an Indian Jew and a hard working lady whose clinic was in the labour area and she worked till midnight  most days of the week.   Jesse was an adventurous boy and a student of B.S.S.   Pampered at home and very childish till he passed out of the school, no one expected him to take up medical profession.   But he did and did it well.   He moved to Australia leaving his mother and sister behind in Bombay in the hope that they would follow him later.   I do not know if they also migrated.



Varsha Shridhankar was from a middle class Maharashtrian family.   A quiet girl, unassuming, very respectful in behaviour, never raised her voice  and was above average in her studies.   Within a few months of her graduation from  the Medical College she found herself cheated in a love affair and committed suicide.   A nice Maharastrian Hindu family, not strictly traditional.   They were not aware of Varsha’s love affairs.   Had they known they would have given her proper guidance and helped her avoid that extreme step.



Dr.Neville Doctor, a Parsi doctor and Dr.(Miss) Kavitha  Puri were also students of Bombay Scottish school  .   The last time I saw them they were working in K.E.M.Hospital, Bombay.



All those students who passed out of this school remained grateful and loyal to the institution and to their teachers.   They remembered their school days and all that the school did for them in all humility and admiration.   Good children they were – the students of B.S.S.

                                                ((((((((((((
                 


Free  Fall




To black-out while walking in the middle of a road and drop unconscious at a road junction under the very nose of a traffic constable, at 8 O’clock in the morning was not a frequent occurrence in Mahim, Bombay.   I had that unique experience of free fall under gravity while returning from ‘Prabhat Dairy’ which sold good, fat, fresh broilers.   I held one such delicacy in a bag in one hand and a folded umbrella in the other.   Even while falling I had held on to the chicken but let go the umbrella!


When I was recovering my consciousness a moment later, I recognized a small crowd around me and a curious constable who was unable to 

decide if I tripped and fell or a passing taxi knocked me down.   He had actually stopped a taxi that was just passing me when I fell down, on suspicion of an accident while the cabman denied that his car touched any one on the road.   A student of mine who happened to watch my fall came running from his third-floor balcony and took command of the salvage operation.   He dismissed the constable, helped me walk to the steps of ‘Band Box’ laundry and made me sit there.   The cabman offered to drive me to my family doctor wherever he was.   I had sustained a few bruises.   I was not aware at that moment that I had fractured a rib.


Dr.Bhanu Amin took me gently to the examining table of the clinic at R.B.I.Quarters, Mahim (he was the official doctor of R.B.I.) and made me lie down without a pillow and asked me not to stir from there until he came back to me.   But a few minutes after lying on the table I got over the initial shock of the fall and felt better.   I got down, defying the doctor’s instruction and walked towards the adjoining room where he was attending to his other patients.

I suddenly swooned once again and fell into the arms of the medical attendant standing near by.   Then I had a vague feeling that something had terribly gone  wrong with me, leading to an emergency situation.   When I came round after a couple of injections Dr.Amin chided me for not heeding his words .   He also informed me that it was a case of cardiac arrest which could have been fatal had it not been for the immediate medical attention.


He didn’t permit me to go home but took me to his own clinic for treatment of the bruises.   On the way, while passing in front of the gate of our  society, I handed over the chicken to Thomas, the watch-man, to be given to ‘mem- sahib’ and to tell her that I was visiting a friend and would be coming  home late.  Blissfully unaware of what had happened to me, she had made nice chicken gravy for lunch that afternoon. 


A week later Dr.Amin had me examined by another friendly Parsi doctor, a cardiologist, who after examining me diagnosed that the cause of my black-out was insufficient blood supply to the brain, a condition called “Vaso- Vagus Syndrome” – the narrowing of the Carotid Artery which carried blood to irrigate the cells of the brain .   After a couple of weeks’ of treatment he certified that all was well with me and gave me his parting advice.  “Mr. Norman”, he said with a smile, resting his hand on my shoulder, “Don’t turn your head as if it is screwed on to the top of your neck.   If you want to take a second look at a pretty Parsi girl walking on the other side of the road, please turn your body as a whole, not the head alone, like a statuette carved in rose-wood by Tanjore craftsmen.”


I followed his advice enthusiastically until people began to notice how I turned around and thought it odd, almost bordering on a mild mental imbalance.   I had to take steps to save my reputation.   Doctors’ advice are seldom infallible, I argued within myself and went back to the natural way of turning the head, as if screwed on to the top of my neck.   I neither  fainted nor fell unconscious, thereafter, on the road.   But then there weren’t many pretty Parsi girls walking on the other side of the road, either.


As for the fracture in the rib, Dr.Amin didn’t even mention it to me.   When I came to know of it a couple of years later from an X-ray film of my chest, he explained that there was nothing a doctor could have done except to leave it alone and let nature do the healing.   “Anyway that saved you from additional fright that day, didn’t it?”, he queried with a smile.


(((((((((((((

            Loose  Noose







It is generally believed that the independence of India was achieved by the untiring effort of Gandhi and Nehru which is true to a large extent, but the part played by the Indian National Army under Subash Chandra Bose and the Naval mutiny in Bombay which hastened the dawn of freedom cannot be under estimated.


Men of the I.N.A. were recruited from p.o.w. under the Japanese who opted to fight for Indian freedom.   They were highly motivated men and women who believed that they were only doing their duty as patriotic citizens of India.   But thy turned a blind eye to  two things:  1)  that they were already under oath of loyalty to the Government of India and the Crown  2)  the Japanese design of expansion of their empire not only to countries of Far-East but also India.


The thirst for national freedom in the minds of the Indian soldiers of the I.N.A. was stronger than the loyalty oath sworn to the their British overlords.   The Japanese design on India could have fragmented our country and brought about much more difficult situations than we are facing today.   Carving out the North Eastern and Eastern parts of India into the Japanese Empire was their dream.   It was therefore in the interest of India that the progress of the I.N.A. should be stopped even before they threw open the country to the Japanese.   The defeat of the Japanese in 1946 changed this view in favour of the I.N.A. and they were accepted as patriots and freedom fighters.   And later honoured when India became free.


Living in the isolated atmosphere of the Central Ordnance Depot at Dehu road, we were unaware of what was going on in other military stations, until one day the news broke out that all arsenals in Western India and magazines have been taken over by the British troops and that the Indian soldiers have been eased out of their responsibilities of guarding arms and ammunitions.   It became clear that the British had sensed some kind of mutiny brewing in the Indian Army as it happened in 1857.   They also were aware that in case of a general mutiny they would face much more fierce challenge now that they did a century before.


Indian fighting forces not only outnumbered the British troops many times over but also could boast of the best of leadership among the higher and middle levels of military hierarchy.   During the second world war tens of thousands of well educated Indian youths got into the fighting forces and most of them were efficiently trained in the use of most modern weapons and techniques of warfare.   The mutiny of the Navy in Bombay in 1946 was the earliest symptom of what was cooking in the minds of the Indian fighting forces.


Major.Charnock, the Security Chief of C.O.D.,. made a surprise visit to the V.C.O’s Mess one evening along with a couple of British lieutenants.   A few of us were in the mess playing in-door games.   The unusual visit of the Security Officer to our mess aroused suspicion in the minds of my Bengali colleagues who sensing some sort of trouble, withdrew quietly from the mess.   The others let me do the talking as if  I were their elected representative.


After informal talks on how we were carrying on, how the mess was functioning, the quality of food served, adequacy of recreational facilities and so on, the major came down to happenings in Bombay and the mutiny of the Naval cadets.   The easygoing conduct of the conversation by the British officers enthused me to  talk freely  without any fear or reservation.   And to their query about I.N.A. and the Indian National Movement, I frankly admitted that to fight for the freedom of ones own country wasn’t a crime in spite of the oath of allegiance to the ruling nation.   “After all the I.N.A. was fighting for what it thought right”’ I said.   “In that case”, said the Major, “ I shall let the H.Q. know your opinion.   They are collecting the opinion of the Indian troops in this matter.”   I was shocked.   If the Major had been serious he could have had me arrested for holding such an opinion and expressing it openly.   But he didn’t.  He let  the noose go loose.   The fact was that Britain had already started the  process of granting substantial freedom to India.


It became clear to us now that Britain was preparing to leave India in a peaceful and orderly manner.   There must have been thousands in the fighting forces who held and expressed views similar to mine.   The British administration, the Viceroy of India, the General-Officer-commanding-in-Chief     

In Delhi, all knew what the Indian troops thought about the future of the country.   It was mainly this opinion of the Indian fighting forces that influenced   

the decision of the British Government in favour of their withdrawal from India as early as they did, granting India its full political freedom in an honourable and peaceful manner


Had the I.N.A. penetrated deeper into India or a mutiny had broken there could have been disastrous consequences.  All these were avoided by the sagacious and timely decision on the part of the rulers to transfer power in peace and leave the country with the good will of the people of India.


                 ((((((((((((((
                                       Bitter  Sugar


Madura  Sugars & Allied Products Ltd. Had a humble beginning.   Initially it had a low crushing capacity of 300 tons of cane per day which wasn’t economical for a sugar factory.   The machinery were bought second-hand from a dismantled unit in U.P.   Mr. Sonderapandian Nadar, a gentleman farmer of Pattiveeran Patti and an industrialist was the Managing Director of the factory.   A & F Harvey of the Madura Mills were very much involved in the health of Madura Sugars especially when the factory’s finance dipped and went ‘red’.   



Mr.Soundarapandian was the proud owner of a Rolls Royce Convertible.   He was always on  the move in his  car from morning to night, visiting his agricultural farms, especially those on the hills.   It was believed that he got the Rolls Royce by winning a raffle in London.   Though old by then , it was held very prestigious.   He was the only person in the whole of Madras Presidency to own a Rolls.   And it was he who sent me to Bobbili (now in A.P.)with a letter of introduction to the Raja of Bobbili requesting  him to take me in as apprentice trainee in his factory .



The Raja of Bobbili did not give me an audience because I was too small a fry for the Raja Sahib to be called to his presence.   He directed me through his P.A.to his Dewan who sent me to the Administrative Manager  of the Bobbili Sugar Mill who sent me to the Chief Chemist who recommended me to the Laboratory-in-charge who let me apprentice under him for three months.   I was in Andhra for two seasons, first in Bobbili and the second in Sitanagaram.



The Diwan of Bobbili was a gentlemen from Madras who on knowing my interest in books , threw open his library to me.   He recommended that I read all novels of Charles Dickens in his collections, which I did.   He was happy with me because, he said, none of h is children were interested in books.



The Chief Chemist of both the factories of the Raja of Bobbili was an energetic man, about fifty, from the Tamil speaking area of Madras Presidency.   A man who peppered his talks with jokes and very fluent in conversation.   He motored every day from Bobbili to Sitanagaram, a distance of about 15 kilometers.   He drove his jeep along the dusty road, maneuvering through the slow moving buffaloes and bullock carts laden with sugar cane, as though he was flying his Microlite plane dodging between masses of clouds in the sky.   We were scared of the jeep ride whenever he was behind the wheel.   He was a happy soul, adjusted to lonely living in Bobili, while his family lived in Madras.   If you could imagine a man whose countenance  was always bright with a smile it was he, the Chief Chemist of Bobbili Sugar Factory.



The Lab-in-charge, Srinivasan was a Tamil Brahmin, son of a Deputy Collector, a bachelor,  over qualified for the post he held in the factory.   But he believed that one day he will be the chief of the factory.   Very talkative, as most Brahmins are, he used to narrate lots of h is personal experience  with full of humour.    Having lived in Bobbili for a number of years he had adapted to Andhra culture and spoke fluent Telugu.   I was in Bobbili on 30 January 1948, the day Gandhi was assassinated in Delhi.   Srinivasan and I sat glued to the radio listening to the news and commentary on  the tragic event – and wept!

We were an all-Tamil team and enjoyed the company of each other.



I was accommodated in an old type tile-roofed house, but spacious, surrounded by a compound wall.   That house was the Raja’s guest house for less important guests (like myself) under the shadow of the 20 ft. high wall on the zanana side of the palace.   I was the lone occupant of that house which remained isolated at nights on the deserted street except for the stray dogs which more often howled than barked.   At the mid of night a man clad in a

 black robe came ringing a bell and shouting ‘Abracadabra’ to drive away the evil ghosts around the palace.   He also threw a few pieces of cooked meat to appease the devils and to distract them away from the zanana.   It was scary to hear his foot- steps at mid- night  walking past in front of the gate of the house where I stayed.  I kept my eyes tightly closed till he was well past the house and his bell was heard no more.



The most interesting person in  Sitanagaram was a mukhadam, (chief labourer) who had eight wives, simultaneously, all living in different huts.   Those who are familiar with the love life of king Solomon and the Maharjas and Nawabs of India may not be much impressed.  Mere eight wives is pea-nuts compared to the harem of those luminaries.   But a labourer with eight wives?   “How do you manage them?”, I asked him out of curiosity.   “Well Sir”, he said “It is simple.   They all are agricultural and rural workers earning their own living and hardly depending on me for maintenance.   We are economically independent of each other.   My job is only to co-ordinate   them  and   supervise

their activities and give them protections when threatened.  They like it that way.”   Rural Andhra women do not mind sharing their husbands.



When I returned to Madurai I got appointed as lab-in-charge of Madura Sugars at Pandiarajapuram.   The factory was still under construction.   The chief erection engineer was a Maharashtrian gentleman, the chief engineer (Mr.Limaye), the chief chemist (Mr.Kulkarni) and the store-keeper (Mr.Masurkar), all Maharashtrians.   I could fit into their company easily because of my three years’ stay in Bombay-Poona area during my army days.



The factory quarters were still under construction and I commuted to factory from Madurai.   I left the factory at 5 p.m., walked an hour to Vadippatti Rly.Stn. three miles away, waited at the station for the evening train at 7 p.m. and reached Madurai Bridge station (now abandoned) around 8-15 p.m. and walked to Goripalayam to reach home at 9 at night.   The next morning I woke up at 4:30 am., left home around 5:15a.m., walked to Madurai Bridge Stn. to take the early morning train that reached Vadippatti around 7 a.m.   After a walk for an hour I was at the factory on time to start my work.  That was my routine for six days a week – all for a salary of Rs.150 per month!



When a family quarter was allotted to me I occupied it but soon got tired of the life in the factory, far from the city.   A number of misuse of the facilities offered by the factory and misappropriation of materials belonging to the factory were brought to light and I did not keep my mouth shut about them.   One evening, after returning from the factory I had a bath and was getting  ready for an evening walk, when a sealed envelop was handed over to me by the office messenger.   It read: 


Dear Mr.Norman,


We regret to inform you that your services are no longer  required.

You are hereby relieved of your responsibilities w.e.f. today.                

           
You may collect your arrears from the office, tomorrow.



                                                               Yours ………



                                                                Soundarapandian




The same gentleman who recommended me to the Raja of Bobbili  had personally signed the letter terminating my services in the factory.   That  day sugar tasted bitter! 

                                      ((((((((((((((((
                                                                   Exit



I suppose it is time now to exit, like in any stage play the actors exit when their parts are done.   No one could hold on to the stage indefinitely.   The time is now for me to exit after being on the stage with so many write-ups if I desire to save myself from a rain of over-ripe tomatoes and rotten eggs thrown at me.



But in producing this volume I have fulfilled my desire to reach the wider family of Normans.   Whether it is worthwhile for any one to  know about me or not is a different matter.   Before I am asked to stop writing and shown the door let me quit quietly.   Bye …..bye ……



                          (((((((((((((
          
