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SVC BANK’S In-House Magazine FOCUS wins Accolades & Awards

SVC Bank’s in-house magazine “focus” has been adjudged the “Best Magazine among
Banks” at the In-house Communication Excellence (ICE) Awards 2015. The award was
received by the Bank at a ceremony organized by Shailaja Nair Foundation at MCA, BandraKurla Complex on Saturday, June 6, 2015.
The first runner-up was Federal Bank and second runner-up was Union Bank. SVC’s magazine
‘FOCUS’ was show-cased along with 100 other in-house magazines from different sectors
viz., Banking, Insurance, Pharma, Education, Government etc. The Chief Guests for the
function were Dr. Vithal Kamat, Dr. Vijaya Venkat, Ms. Vinta Nanda, Mr. Ketan Bhagat,
Mr. Resul Pookutty.
During the award presentation ceremony on Saturday, June 6, 2015 the grand finale was
through the announcement of an award for the Best In-house Magazine with “Active
Employee Participation” and SVC’s “FOCUS” was adjudged the winner of this award too!

Dr. Sonali Nair, of Shailaja Nair Foundation which organized the ICE Award announced
that the Jury was really impressed with the quality and contents of “FOCUS” magazine
and also with the fact that there was contribution from all levels in the organization
viz., Board of Directors, Executives and staff members from various grades, which they
felt was truly amazing and therefore decided that it deserved another award under the
“Active Employee Participation” category.
The first runner-up in this category was Kirloskar Brothers and the second runner-up
was Reserve Bank of India.

The Kanara Saraswat Association congratulates SVC Bank on yet another feather in
their cap!
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60th Diamond Wedding Anniversary
on May 13, 2015
Smt. Suneeta Vasant Kalbag (née Naimpally)
and
Shri Vasant Mangesh Kalbag

May 13, 2015

May 13, 1955

We pray to our Kuldevata Shri Mangesh and Mahalaxmi,
our revered Guru Parampara
H.H. Param Pujya Sadyojat Shankarashram Swamiji
and
elders to bless them with good health, peace and happiness.
Hearty congratulations and with lots of love and best wishes from:
Vijaya & Manohar,
Vandana & Ravindra,
Ashwin,
Mugdha & Tanmay,
Purva & Pranay,
All relatives and well-wishers.
July 2015
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KSA KALA VIBHAG

In Memory of 4th Death Anniversary
Of

Late Shri Sadanand G. Bhatkal,

Ex-President, KSA & Founder Member, KSA Kala Vibhag
Cordially Invites You
For A Classical Music Concert
(Remembering Gayanacharya Pt. S.C.R. Bhat)
by

Dr. Ramdas Bhatkal

And Smt Suniti Gangolli (Daughter Of Gayanacharya Pt. S.C.R. Bhat)
Accompanied by : Pt. Omkar Gulvady (Tabla), Hemant Hemmady (Harmonium)
Compered by : Shri Uday Mankikar and Smt. Deepa Savkur
On Saturday 8th August 2015 at 5.30 P.M.
In Shrimat Anandashram Hall, Association Building, Talmakiwadi,
J.D. Marg, Mumbai- 400007
Admission Free
All Are Cordially Invited
Gurunath S Gokarn
Hon. Secretary, Kala Vibhag

The Chitrapur Saraswat Education & Relief Society, Santacruz
The Sixty Ninth (69th) Annual General Meeting of the Society will be held in Shrimat
Anandashram Hall (Saraswat Club), Saraswat Colony, Santacruz (W), Mumbai 400 054, on
26th July 2015 at 10:00 a.m. All members are requested to attend.
We are happy to announce that during the financial year 2014-15, we received a total
Donation of 55,02,585/ - including Priya Hattiangdi Scholarship Fund.
We have disbursed the following;
A) Educational Aid		
8,38,000
B) Distress Relief		 10,76,000
C) Medical Relief		
6,06,000
		
Total		
25,20,000
We have enrolled 60 new members
We request community members to donate generously to help us to serve better. Forms
can be downloaded from our website: www.csers.org. Annual Report will be dispatched to
members in due course.
Gurudas Gulvady, Hon Secretary
Mob: 98 33 99 76 46
July 2015
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From the
President’s Desk ....
The only thing greater than the power of mind, is the courage of the heart... so says John
Nash.
I agree with him wholeheartedly. The heart may only silently whisper now and then but its
courage is immense. I read an interesting viewpoint, on what should be our choice … there
is an angel on your shoulder who is cheering you on, motivating you to appreciate how much
you offer, to reflect on how kind and sincere you are, and to be proud of your accomplishments.
Then, there is a devil on the other shoulder, judging you callously and telling you that you
aren’t good enough for certain things you want in life, reciting your mistakes, and criticizing
even your most incredible qualities. Which of these two has the loudest voice and whom
should you be listening to? The angel or the devil; the heart or the mind? You should tune
out one and tune the other one in louder. You should know which one.
So many times in life, we strongly feel that we should ignore what our mind is telling us
and go by what our heart is suggesting. There are times when you feel that your plan of action
is failsafe, except perhaps for the intimidating possibilities that may be rattling through your
mind. Like they say, your heart may be on the left, but it is almost always right. All you need
to do is listen to its whispers, lasso in that confidence and you’ll have a smooth ride ahead.
I feel I have somehow become a story teller this past couple of months. But then the point
that one story can clarify, cannot be expressed in paragraphs written together. This one I read
the other day and goes like this ...
Grandpa, what you are whispering? – a small boy asked his grandfather, after noticing that
he was whispering something to himself before going to bed.
I put a thought on the Heart - the grandfather said.
The boy was surprised - What does it mean?
The grandfather told him: I do not want to quarrel with my long time best friend who let
me down, but I do not know how to behave. So I will put a thought on the Heart and go to
sleep, and in the morning the Heart will tell me what to do.
And where does the Heart know it from? - asked the confused boy.
The wise grandfather said - The Heart knows everything, I’m learning from it all my life.
And I may advise you; when looking for an answer to a difficult question, when something
is not clear, put a positive thought before going to bed at the Heart, and next morning the
answers will be opened for you. Just do it with faith.
And that, I think sums up what I have to say about having faith in the decision your heart
makes. Not everything in life is practical, logical or mathematical; and that’s because life itself
is unpredictable. Our life is made up of lot of intangible, transcendent things that cannot be
explained but only felt, through the heart, which beats rhythmically, uninterruptedly from
birth till death.
Listen to your heart…. and you will never go wrong.
Suresh S. Hemmady
July 2015
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Letters to the Editor
Dear Editor, The Times of India Mumbai
edition dated May 03, 2015 carried  articles with
headlines that read “Heart attacks claim 80 per day
in Mumbai” and “Life style triggers heart problems
in Mumbaikars”. The articles reported that lack of
open spaces where people can walk or exercise, easy
availability of high fat food items / sugary drinks,
mechanisation that reduces manual effort, polluted
air and stress makes urban dwellers more prone to
lifestyle diseases like obesity, diabetes and heart
disease. It is also seen that the age at which heart
attacks strike is reducing and reports indicate that
even those in their twenties and thirties are victims
of heart attacks and cardiac ailments. Prevention is
better than cure and all ( and particularly youngsters
many of whom these days work 60 hours and more /
week ) should ensure that they pay attention to their
diet, sleep adequately and most important, exercise
regularly. I have heard many say that they do not
have time to exercise. Where there is a will there
is a way. It is not necessary to have a park close by
or register with a gym to exercise. Plain and simple
walking (going to the market on foot instead of using
auto or one’s vehicle, not using a shared cab/ auto or
vehicle for travelling moderate distances, using sky
walks for morning walks which enable walking even
during the monsoon or simply walking early morning
in a lane with less traffic) and avoiding usage of
an elevator at home and in the office can help provide
much needed exercise. So get going with a regular
exercise regimen before the doctor asks you to do so.  
In one of the earlier issues of KSA magazine, I
had written about the need for retirement planning
to ensure a financially secure retirement. It is also
essential to address the issue of succession so that
transmission of assets to heirs upon death of an
individual happens smoothly with minimum time,
effort and cost. This includes comprehensively
addressing issues like nominations, joint holdings,
will, written clarity about division of property among
children to avoid disputes and possibly expensive
litigation , providing heirs with a list of assets
owned and where  original title deeds / investment
certificates/ demat statements are kept (it may be
July 2015

at home or in a bank safe) and  keeping investment
in real estate to the bare bone ( apart from the house
used as residence) since disposal of real estate is time
consuming (more so if it is land) and with many
Amchis having their children abroad, hasty disposal
of real estate in the limited time available when a
person comes from overseas could mean not getting
the best possible price.
Gokul Manjeshwar, Santacruz - Mumbai.
Dear Editor, We have been receiving a lot of
paper communication on the KSA Anand Chhaya
project. Congratulations to KSA on their efforts to
provide senior citizens with inexpensive homes in
their later years.
I would at the same time like to make a suggestion.
If you could send your information - the building plans
and other details - over the email you would be saving
a lot of precious paper. Paper means wood and wood
means forest, which, we all know, is getting depleted
at an alarming rate.
You could of course send hard copies to those who
might not be using computers. Their number must
be small. The rest of us could access it all over the
internet.
I realize that we cannot save forests by ourselves.
But shouldn’t the buck start with us?
Especially since we like to think of ourselves as an
enlightened community?
Asha Gangoli, Pune

DONATIONS RECEIVED

The Kanara Saraswat Association is grateful to
the following donors:
MEDICAL RELIEF FUND
Rs
5000.00

Ashok B Ulman
(In memory of friend Anand G Balwalli)
Vinaykumar Rao
25000.00
(In memory of mother Smt Sheela
Ramanand Rao (Molahally)
Emergency Medical Fund
Smt Nirmala Nagesh Murdeshwar
5000.00
(In memory of husband Shri Nagesh
Manjunath Murdeshwar)
GENERAL FUND
Shri Bhavanishankar Gulwadi
20,000.00
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Chitrapur Saraswats excelling in Academics and Sports
Professor Ramchandra Gokarn who retired as
Dean of post graduate studies from IIT Kharagpur
in 2002 was honoured by IIT Kharagpur by starting
scholarships & grants in his name for deserving
students. Very rarely is such a thing done by the
IIT. It is a great honour indeed. The money for
this scholarships was given by his students to show
their love & respect. The scholarships & grants will
be given out every year in his name from this year
onwards.
Prof. R P Gokarn (Ex-Professor of Naval
Architecture and Ex-Dean of Post Graduate Studies
I.I.T. Kharagpur) is a world renowned authority on
Naval Architecture and propeller design with over
forty years teaching experience. Prof Gokarn is also
a Distinguished Alumnus of IIT Kharagpur.
One of his students, Mr Tilak Sarkar (B Tech
1985), through the Tiara Charitable Foundation, has
set up a grant in honour of his teacher.
Prof. Gokarn joined the IIT Kharagpur faculty after
studying Naval Architecture at the IIT Kharagpur. He
did his Ph. D. from the Institute in 1971 and became
the Head of the Department of Naval Architecture
twice between 1980-1984 and 1989-1990. He
also held the office of the Dean of Post Graduate
Studies from 1993 -1996 and Member of the Board
of Governors from 2000-2001. He was given the
Distinguished Alumnus Award by the Indian Institute
of Technology, Kharagpur. The citation given to him
at the presentation of the Distinguished Alumnus
Award, reads as follows: “Prof. R. P. Gokarn is
renowned as an excellent teacher. In his long teaching
career at IIT Kharagpur spanning nearly four decades,
he inspired a whole generation of Indian Naval
Architects.” During the thirty-nine years that he was
at IIT Kharagpur, Professor Ramchandra Prabhakar
Gokarn taught a variety of subjects including
Resistance, Propulsion and Manoeuvrability of Ships,
High Speed Marine Craft, Ship Power Systems,
Stability of Buoyant Systems, Shipyard Organisation,
Shipbuilding Management, and Ship Performance.
The grant called “Prof R P Gokarn Innovation
Grant” shall be in the categories of ‘Marine Design
and Innovation Challenge Grant’, High-Value
July 2015

PhD Fellowships and Visiting Faculty / Professor of
Practice / Workshops. The Grant is in keeping with
a philosophy of honouring an inspirational Professor,
an influential academic and gentleman extraordinaire
who has influenced countless batches of students of
IIT Kharagpur with his very special personality and
achievements and hopes this Award will be a source
of inspiration and pride to the recipients and to the
Grant.
The primary recipient of this Grant is the
Department of Ocean Engineering and Naval
Architecture, represented and administered by the
Dean, Alumni Affairs, Indian Institute of Technology
(Kharagpur). It is intended mainly to undertake
and develop innovative multi-disciplinary research
or experimental projects with special emphasis on
Marine Design and hope to generate research and
empirical material for both academic papers for
Academic and Conference journals as and as well as
patentable ideas and inventions.
Even at the age of 75 years, Professor Gokarn
continues to be active in his field. His book “Basic
Ship Propulsion” has recently been published. He
continues to teach Naval Architecture and Marine
Engineering at the OERC Academy, Mumbai and is
a visiting professor at the IndianMaritime University,
Visakhapatnam. He is also a consultant with various
shipyards. He is married to Nita, daughter of the late
Sashittal Nagesh Rao, and has two sons, Prabhash
and Prashant.
Mrs. Gayatri Subodh Sirur was conferred the
Ph. D degree by the Honourable Chief Minister
of Maharashtra, Shri Devendra Fadnavis at the
convocation of Maharashtra University of Health
Sciences held on 22nd May, 2015 at Nashik. She
submitted a thesis titled “Age Related Trends In
Suspicion, Identification & Educational Intervention
In Children With Hearing Impairment In Special
Schools & Their Relationship With Receptive
Language Skills” in fulfilment of her Ph.D degree in
Audiology. She is the first candidate to be conferred
a Ph. D degree in Audiology by Maharashtra
University of Health Sciences. Dr. Gayatri Sirur
went to complete her M.Sc. (Speech Pathology
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and Audiology) from All India Institute of Speech
and Hearing, Mysore after doing her B.Sc. (Speech
Pathology and Audiology) from T. N. Medical College
and B.Y.L. Nair Hospital, Mumbai. She is currently
an Assistant Professor at Hashu Advani College of
Special Education.
Ms. Namita Kishore Masurkar is a UK registered
Clinical Pharmacist currently working at the Royal
Berkshire NHS Foundation Trust in Reading, UK.
She completed her MPharm degree from Kings
College London (University of London) with First
Class Honours in 2012 and subsequently did her preregistration training at the highly reputed Chelsea
and Westminster Hospital, London.
Having a special interest in Pharmacovigilance
and Regulatory affairs, she is undertaking a postgraduate course with TOPRA (The Organization for
Professionals in Regulatory Affairs).
Namita is the daughter of Rita & Kishore
Masurkar, and grand-daughter of the Late Mr.
Gurudas Masurkar & Mrs. Meera Masurkar and the
Late Mr. Dattatraya Nilawar & Mrs. Lila Nilawar of
the UK.
Akhil Ubhayakar, son of Yashoda and Mahesh
Ubhayakar, captained and won the 2 nd Manoj
Memorial under 18 Basketball Tournament, for the
2nd year in a row. He also won the most valuable player
award which included a sports cycle. Having scored
76% in II PUC and thanks to his sports’ exploits, he
is now with the prestigious St. Joseph’s College of
Commerce doing his Ist year B.Com. Moulded by our
very own ‘Karnataka Bhushan’ coach, Sachin Belvadi,
he trains with the Bharath Sports Union Club. He
is the grandson of late U.S.Ganesha Rao & Shaila
G.Rao of Malleshwaram, Bangalore and Gangadhar
& Suvarna Nadkarni of Bailur.
Siona Kalambi (Age 11) Austin, Texas, has won
the President’s Award for Outstanding Academic

Excellence. This award was presented to her at her
5th grade graduation Ceremony at Brushy Creek
Elementary. The Certificate was awarded to her
under the (USA) President’s Education Awards
Program .The purpose of this award is to recognize
academic success in the classroom. To be eligible for
the President’s Award for Educational Excellence,
students are to earn a grade point average of 90
or more on a 100 point scale, demonstrate high
motivation, initiative, integrity, intellectual depth,
leadership qualities and/or exceptional judgment
High achievement in reading or math on state tests
or nationally-normed tests. Along with the certificate
bearing President Barrack Obama’s signature, Siona
also received a letter from the US Secretary of
Education.
Siona’s interests include Arts, Literature and
music. Siona has won Several Awards at District
Level for her Art and Poems for ‘’Reflections’’ a
National Level Art Program. Siona was chosen to
represent her School at the Battle of the Bluebonnets
where the children participate in a quiz competition
based on Award Winning Children Books. She
also represented her School for University Level
Interscholastic Competition.
In addition to Academics Siona is also an excellent
Kathak and Ballet , Tap and Jazz dancer who has
given multiple performances at various programs.
Also this year Siona participated in a national level
competition by ‘MIDI for Kids’ where the piano song
ensemble that was composed by her along with some
other team members in her School, won at National
level and their song was featured on the MIDI for
Kids 2015 winners CD. She has been elected to be
class representative for Student council.
Siona is the daughter of Pallavi and Mahesh
Kalambi, grand-daughter of Shri Shivshankar &
Smt. Aparna Murdeshwar and Dr. Suresh and
Smt. Geeta Kalambi.

Pandit Indudhar Nirody being honoured by the President of India
We are extremely delighted to share the news that Pandit Indudhar Nirody of Mysore is being
honoured by the President of India for having been nominated by the Sangeet Natak Academy
New Delhi as a Fellow. The function will be held in Rashtrapati Bhavan in the near future.
The Kanara Saraswat Association congratulates Pandit Nirody on this honour and wish that
he may scale greater heights in music in the years to come.
July 2015
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5th Death Anniversary

Padmanabh (Maruti) Vithal Masur
(25th September 1920 - 4th July 2010)

Greatly missed and fondly remembered by:
Wife: Jayashree

Masurkars, Jadhavs, Padbidris, Sawants, Naiks and Vaidyas,
Bagwes and Bhapkars
All near and dear relatives and friends

July 2015
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Sandhya Bhandarkar (nee Lajmi)
(August 12, 1950 – May 20, 2015)

Sandhya was born to Dr. Ganesh and Shalini Lajmi in the town of Dharwar, Karnataka in 1950.
She was brought up in Bagalkot and completed her BSc. in Zoology from Belgaum. She married
Sharad Bhandarkar in 1972; they were happily married for 42 years. They have two children, Rahul
and Priyanka.
Her passion for teaching and love for children led her to pursue a course in education following
which she taught in Ramabai Paranjpe pre-primary school for 17 years. She was loved and respected
by her class parents and all her colleagues. She had a true passion for children, which is evident
in how engaged she was with her grandchildren even during her last few years when she was not
in the best of health.
Her other passion was Art, starting off with oil painting, she later developed a keen interest in
water-colors and produced numerous pieces of beautiful art work that now adorn the homes of
family and friends.
Sandhya had an infectious smile, she was brave, open and had a deep appreciation for nature
and life. She set an outstanding example of the power of the human spirit and positive thinking
while battling cancer for 9 long years.
She devoted her last few years to the intense study of ‘Advaita’ and never missed an opportunity
to attend her weekly Vedant study group. We will always cherish the bits of knowledge she shared
with us on these topics, which has helped us to seek solace in our time of grief.
Sandhya left for her heavenly abode on May 20th, 2015. Her beauty radiated on the inside and
out, and she will be dearly missed by every life she touched.
She is survived by her husband Sharad, children Rahul/Sonia and Priyanka/Mohan Babu, and
grandchildren Anushka, Aashna, Ariya and Kabir
Fondly remembered by all
Bhandarkars, Lajmis, Masurkars, Dalvis, Relatives & Friends
July 2015
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KSA’s 17th Saraswat Sangeet Sammelan
A passage to Nirvana through Music
Prakash Burde sums up the 17th Saraswat Sangeet
Sammelan held from May 1, 2015 to May 4,2015, in
honour of the Tabla and Pakhawaj maestro Acharya
Hattangadi Taranathrao on the occasion of his Birth
Centenary (1915-2015). A special review of the
individual sessions by Ms. Smita Ullal will appear in our
next issue.
Once again, esoteric, mystifying and soothing
sounds were permeating the atmosphere morning
and evening for four days in the holy presence of
the portraits of our much Respected Swamijis and
in presence of enthusiastic connoisseurs. It was
truly quite an impressive Sammelan, this. The 17th
Saraswat Sangeet Sammelan turned out to be the
most memorable one among all the Sammelans held
till date in Shrimat Anandashram Hall, for reasons
more than one.
Normally, these days, music festivals do not
last more than two or at the most three sessions.
Pandit Arvind Mulgaonkar as a Chief Guest while
inaugurating this Sammelan, candidly referred to this
marathon music session and nostalgically remembered
the days he spent attending such sessions daily in the
bygone era.
Secondly, the sheer variety of the fare presented
varied from pure unadulterated art music in which
happily, young promising musicians excelled, to the
music of light classical genre like Thumris, Dadras,
Ghazals, Bhajans and even film music! Only thing
missed out from the fare was perhaps Qawwali!
Till this Sammelan, the Compere was an integral
part of the stage management. In this Sammelan, the
Compere became a focal point, attracting generous
applause from the Rasikas and favourable acceptance
from the performers as well. It is also to the credit of
the organisers that despite the number of artistes was
more, and with varying genres of music, they were
able to sustain the interest of the audience from the
start to finish. For the first time ever, chaste Hindi
could be heard and enjoyed when Ms.Kalindi Kodial
regaled us with her impeccable Hindi commentary
July 2015

while presenting ‘Indradhanush’ comprising Bhajans
from Jnanadev, Namdev, Eknath, Tukaram, Tulsidas,
Kabir, Meerabai, Muktabai, Janabai, Raidas and
Rahim. One felt that how well spoken Hindi
could be so beautiful! Uday Mankikar is a master
narrator in Marathi and also in Konkani and it was
a sheer pleasure to listen to his commentary in both
languages spoken with glamour and also humour! Prof
Sadhana Kamat has a last word as a narrator! Her
impeccable sense of timing, her thorough research
prior to her presentation lent extra grace to the
event, ‘Chitraragini’ held on the last session of this
Sammelan. Deepa Savkur too did not lag behind in
lending her grace and charm, though her presence
was of short duration.
For the success of such mega events it is necessary
to have excellent planning, fairly good organizational
skills and effortless control. Shri Gurunath Gokarn
and his team from Kala Vibhag exactly did that. With
the knowledge that a Tabla maestro was to inaugurate
the Sammelan, thoughtfully a Tabla solo was arranged
on the opening day. As this Sammelan was dedicated
to the memory of Acharya Hattangadi Taranathrao,
it was in the fitness of things that Pandit Mulgaonkar
was called upon to inaugurate the Sammelan.
Seeta Heble, as a guest of honour, spoke how
music has influenced her life. In fact her speech was
like a guideline for those who wish to take up music
as their hobby. Therefore, we have reproduced her
speech elsewhere in this issue.
The last but not the least, in the beginning as we
said, it was like a passage to Nirvana. Yes, we had all
kept our fingers crossed and our daily prayers done,
hoping nothing comes our way to our passage to
Nirvana! In the supreme spirit of music!
Pandit Arvind Mulgaonkar released the Souvenir
brought out by The Kanara Saraswat Association
Kala Vibhag on the day of Inauguration. It carries a
message from our most revered Swamiji and we wish
to reproduce the whole message as it is to be read by
everyone who loves music.
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KSA’s 17th Saraswat Sangeet Sammelan
Address by Smt Sita Heble, Guest of Honour
Ladies and Gentlemen, I feel very happy and highly
honoured today because I have been invited by the
members of The Kanara Saraswat Association to preside over the 17th Sangeet Sammelan of Hindustani
Classical Music, both vocal and instrumental.
I am equally happy to note that several popular
and well known Artists have come here to encourage,
upcoming youngsters whose ambition is to strive for
success in the world of music.
I must thank Geeta Yennemadi, Gurunathmam
Gokarn and Prakash Burde for giving me this opportunity to attend this Sammelan.
Geeta needs no introduction. She is completely
dedicated to music; she has been conducting her very
popular bhajan classes over the last so many years.
Needless to say, both Gurunathmam and Prakash are
genuine connoisseurs of the Fine Arts, especially music. They have organized so many music programmes
which have delighted followers of music.
I am actually a very small person to talk about
Hindustani Classical Music. Music , in fact, is a vast,
deep ocean. Nobody knows the full extent of the
treasures that lie in the ocean. Divers dive into the
oceans to explore and experience the ocean’s unseen
and unknown treasures. But the more they dive, yet
more are the mysteries. Each diver does however
enjoy some satisfaction of discovering a few precious
things like pearls, corals etc.
The same is the case with Hindustani Classical
Music. The ocean of music is deep and vast. Nobody
knows its depth, expanse or range. Like the divers,
the musicians too must work hard and persevere.
To the youngsters, I will advise this: Train very
hard and very regularly. Study under the guidance
of your Gurus. Take your riyaz very seriously. From
ancient times, music has been following the system
of Guru-Shishya Parampara. It is your Guru’s blessings and guidance which will help you to explore the
Ocean of Music.
In Hindustani Classical Music, there are several
Gharanas- e.g. Kirana, Agra, Gwalior, Mewati, Atrauli etc. I will advise you youngsters to carefully choose
the Gharana which suits your voice best.
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Remember : Try, try and try again – you are bound
to succeed! Do not be discouraged. There will be
periods of progress and some periods of frustration
in your quest to master Hindustani Classical Music.
Music has always been a source of inspiration,
guidance and a form of expression, I want to sing for
the rest of my life. I will never break up with music.
I thank you for the patient hearing. I wish you all
young aspirants Good Luck and all Success in Music.
My blessings are with you. Thank you all.

3 BHK Flat Available
For Outright Purchase at
Pune Bhusari Colony
Kothrud
3 BHK with 3 Bathrooms Westerly corner
Ground Floor Flat with attached Garden,
dedicated stilt Parking – Low Outgoings,
Security, Well Maintained Residential
Complex, Spacious Rooms with Lofts, Built in
wardrobes, Kitchen amenities, 3 phase power
Location: West End Village, Bhusari
Colony Kothrud Pune 411038 Close to
Chitrapur Math and Markets / Medical
Facilities.
Please Contact: emails to:
guru.bellare@gmail.com;
sanjaybellare@gmail.com
Cell: Sanjay Bellare +919833306330.
Brokers Excuse.
Errata
In the Centenary remembrance of Late Shri
Sheshgiri Balwally on page 39 of KS June 2015 issue
the name of his Son-in-law Shri Durgadas Ramesh
Kallianpur and family has been inadvertently missed
out. The name Gowda should be read as Goud
……… With apologies from Arvind Balwally

Kanara Saraswat

20

The Runaway
Sadhana Khambatkone
Mr. Kailash Satyarthi made India proud by winning
the Nobel Prize, a prize shared with the Pakistani
teenager Malala Yousafzai of Pakistan. They stand
out like rays of light, in an otherwise bleak scenario
of conflict, revenge killings and rising prices. Mr.
Satyarthi’s tremendous courage in his fight against
child labour and trafficking in India is truly inspiring.
Child labour and runaway children... this thought
brings to my mind an incident which happened a
few years ago, while I was on a short vacation in Goa
with my husband.
We were on our way to Goa from Mumbai, by train.
We alighted at Madgaon and hired a taxi to reach our
hotel, which was close to Ponda. The faint light of
a beautiful dawn brushed aside the dark shadows of
the night and gradually lifted the veil of darkness, to
reveal the lovely, lush green landscape. The shadowy
spire of a church and the fluttering flags atop small
temples were gradually emerging in the reddish glow
of a resplendent dawn. The faint smell of spices,
which I always associate with Goa, soon enveloped
me. I felt a sense of homecoming, the comfort of being in the land where Konkani is spoken in various
dialects! A sense of history and antiquity draw me
to Goa again and again. As our taxi sped ahead, I
dreamily absorbed the lovely scene rushing past and
felt a sense of calm serenity descend upon me.
We were at the hotel soon after. We planned to
visit our ancestral temples and a few interesting spots,
which were outside the scope of the usual tourist itinerary. After settling into the hotel room, we reached
the adjoining restaurant for an early morning cuppa.
Nobody seemed to be around. After a long wait, a
young boy came to take our order. Finally, our patience was rewarded with our favourite beverage...
steaming hot cups of tea.
That night, we were back at our table after a long
and tiring day, anticipating an early dinner. This was
not to be, as another lengthy wait ensued. Our previous stay at the same place had been comfortable. The
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service had been prompt and efficient. What could
be the problem now...? The boy who had served us
tea, came out of the kitchen languidly. He offered us
the menu-card. As I perused it with my husband, the
boy stood waiting by the side of our table, talking all
the while. My attention was drawn to his appearance.
He was very fair, tall and lanky. He looked about 14
or 15 years old, with an air of child-like innocence.
Though fairly well-dressed, he did not seem to belong
to this region. Quite loquacious, he spoke in Hindi,
but it was Hindi in its pure form, undiluted by slang
or colloquialisms. I surmised that he must be from
the north of India, perhaps from Delhi or Madhya
Pradesh... he had probably come recently and had
yet to pick up the local lingo. We got busy eating and
I thought no more about him.
The next morning was a replay of the earlier day.
There was only an elderly man, besides the young
boy, waiting at the tables. It finally dawned on us
that there seemed to be a severe shortage of staff. As
we spent the day in a whirlwind of temple visits and
pujas, thoughts of the boy drifted in and out of my
mind; he seemed so very out of place in the milieu.
I felt that there must be something more to this boy,
than met the eye.
I am not one to strike conversations with unknown
people, but on the second evening, I did exactly that!
I asked the boy his name. “Neeraj”, he answered
cockily. “You do not appear to belong to these parts”
I said, to which he replied that he was from Madhya
Pradesh. So my guess had proved right! Was he here
with his family, I enquired and was taken aback when
he casually told me, that he had run away from home.
Indeed! I thought. He went on to say nonchalantly,
that he belonged to a good, middle-class family. Back
home, he bragged, he had lived in a nice house with
his parents and siblings. Life had been good, he said,
but... There! This ‘but’ which rears up its ugly head
in so many of our conversations had made its appearance. I would be happy we say, but for... This is the
‘but’ which is the imagined hurdle in the enjoyment of
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the present. If only we could enjoy the present rather
than hanker after the past or the future. I digress...
Anyway, to continue, he said, he was terribly unhappy,
since his parents insisted that he went to school. Of all
things... SCHOOL! What a waste of time! He simply
hated going to school, he burst out in disgust! He was
fed up with his mother nagging him to study. With
an expression of a long-suffering martyr, he told me
that, in retaliation, he had simply left home.
A life-changing decision made on the spur of the
moment, without a thought of its consequences!
“What about money?” I asked. Neeraj said that
the little pocket-money he had collected saw him
through, till he eventually reached Goa after a few
months of wandering through Gujarat and Maharashtra. Fortunately, he had not fallen prey to the child
trafficking racket, I mused.
“Have you informed your parents about your
well-being?” the question suddenly popped out of
my mouth. “Oh yes I did, when I came here”, he
replied casually, “but my mother started crying when
I telephoned, so I have not called them again.”
Well, well...how sad! I thought. I surmised that the
call must have been made by him, after putting his
parents through months of anxiety! He looked back
at me, seemingly unperturbed. “Do you not feel any
remorse about having left home?” I asked. He fidgeted
and looked away. “You are lucky to be blessed with
parents, fortunate that they provide you money for
food, clothes and school. Beta, there are innumerable
children who are homeless and orphans, who would
willingly exchange places with you.” I would have
carried on but I could see that he was not impressed
by my homily.
I decided to change track and asked him, “What
will you do when you grow up? Would you like to
remain in this job only, or do you wish to move on
in life?” Something prompted me to press on, while
the going was good. “Do you wish to continue taking
orders from others, standing by humbly and obsequiously or do you see yourself in these seats where we are
sitting, placing orders for Tandoori chicken and fish
curry? On which side of the table do you see yourself
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a few years from now?” Ah... now I caught a flicker of
uncertainty in his eyes. I had finally roused him out
of his complacency! I probed further, “Who do you
want to be when you are older? Have you thought
of it?” Now I got a reaction and he blurted out, “Of
course I know that! When I grow up... I want to be
a rich man and enjoy life”. “How do propose to go
about it?” I asked. No answer... Ah! Here was my
chance...I pushed on, “Neeraj, education is the only
ladder to success in life. There are no shortcuts, no
easy way out. Return home now beta, continue your
studies. Go back to your family! I am sure you will not
regret it.” I could see that he was thinking deeply, as
he listened to me intently, with a grave expression.
“Perhaps we will meet a few years hence, enjoying
food on adjoining tables or on a river cruise, here in
Goa... wouldn’t that be wonderful?” I asked with a
smile. There was a sparkle in his eyes! I felt that I had
touched a chord and left the conversation at that... I
dared not speak more, for fear of appearing to preach.
The next morning, there was no sign of any
movement in the restaurant. No tea! Oh no! Our
day does not start without it, so this was nothing
short of a calamity... yet, I felt strangely elated! The
restaurant wore a forlorn, deserted look. All the
chairs remained upturned on the tables. The Manager
scurried around trying to get a grip on the situation.
The boy was nowhere in sight. Ha ha! This seemed
too good to be true! Had Neeraj returned home? I
fervently hoped he had. As we went out in search of
tea, I kept my fingers crossed and ventured to blurt
out my thoughts to my husband...the boy must have
surely gone home...yes surely he had!
Our enquiries soon revealed that the restaurant
would remain closed, for lack of staff. The boy had
unexpectedly left for his hometown, without even
giving prior notice, the old man too had fallen ill,
the Manager said in frustration. New staff was being
recruited and they would soon be joining, so he hoped
we would put up with the inconvenience for a short
time. Thank God! My prayers had been answered!
Sometimes, right words at an opportune moment, do
work wonders, don’t they?
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ltÀ`m H$m§hr gwIX Am{U ~moYàX AmR>dUr
grVmam_ ^Q>
JUoeMVwWu Odi Amcr H$s CM§~iyZ `oVo. JUnVrMm
gU åhUOo Am_À`m BWo gd©Ì AmZ§Xr AmZ§X. AemM gUmcm
XmoZ {Xdg ~mH$s hmoVo. amÌrMm A§Yma nS>cm Am{U EH$m Xwï>
~mV_rZo Ë`m A§Y…H$mamcm J§^raËd AmUco. ""ltZr g_mYr
KoVcr'' hr Vr ~mV_r hmoVr. H$mZmda {dœmg ~goZm, VarnU
_Zmda O~aXñV Y¸$m ~gcm. Amåhr ltÀ`m N>m`m{MÌmg_moa
C^o am{hcmo. S>moio ^ê$Z Amco.
""Aao doS>çm! emoH$ H$emcm H$aVmog? Amåhr AmVmn`ªV
Xohê$nr qnOè`mV AS>Hy$Z hmoVmo. øm jUmnmgyZ Amåhmcm
XohmMo ~§YZ Zmhr. nydu Vy Amåhmcm ^oQ>m`cm `m`Mmg,
AmVm Amåhr VwÂ`m OdiM AmhmoV, BVHo$M Zìho Va Vy
{OWo {OWo Omerc {VWo {VWo Am_Mr ñdmar VwÂ`mnmer
AgUma. VwÂ`mOdi Am_Mr Ag§»` N>m`m{MÌo AmhoV,
Amåhr ñdhñVmZo {c{hcocr nÌo AmhoV, Am_À`m nmXwH$m
AmhoV. \$ma Va H$m` Am_Mr {Q>ncocr ^mfUo nU AmhoV.
Mc CR>! _m eyM…Ÿ&'' Ago H$mhrgo eãX EoH$ë`mMm Amåhmcm
^mg Pmcm. ltMr Vr {Xì` Xoh`ï>r öV²nQ>cmda {damO_mZ
Pmcr.
""OoWo OmVmo VoWo Vy _mPm gm§JmVr, Mmc{dgr hmVr,
Yamo{Z`m'' ho g§V{eamo_Ur VwH$mam_~wdm§Mo dmŠ` Amåhr AZoH$
doir AZw^{dco Amho. g§gma gmJamÀ`m cmQ>m H$Yr H$Yr C§M
åhUOo A{Ve` Xw…I_` AgV. nU ltÀ`m AZno{jV CnXoemZo
Ë`m {dê$Z em§V hmoV hmoË`m. AZno{jV åhUÊ`mMo H$maU åhUOo
Amåhr ltÀ`m g_moa Am_À`m Xw…ImMm ngmam _m§S>Ê`mnyduM,
_m§S>Ê`mMm {dMmagwÕm H$aÊ`mnydu, Ë`m§À`m _wIH$_cm§VyZ ghO
A_¥V_` CnXoemMo CX²Jma ~mhoa nS>V. EH$Xm Am_À`m _ZmV
Amco H$s Amåhr OmUyZ~wOyZ H$moUmMo H$mio~oao Ho$co Zmhr,
eŠ` Vmo Xwgè`m§À`m _XVrcm YmdyZ Jocmo AmhmoV, Ago AgVm§
Vo cmoH$ Am_À`mda H$m KgaVmV? Amåhr ltÀ`m nm`mnmer
~gcmo hmoVmo. H$moUr EH$ gX²J¥hñW ltZm ^oQ>m`cm Amco. gmï>m§J
Z_ñH$ma H$ê$Z ltÀ`m AmkoZwgma OdiM ~gco. Z§Va XmoKm§Mm
g§dmX gwê$ Pmcm. _Ü`oM lr CÎmaco, ""Amnë`m _mJm©nmgyZ
Xya OmD$Z (out of the way) H$moUmMo gmhmæ` H$aÊ`mÀ`m
^mZJS>rV _mUgmZo nSy> Z`o.'' Am_À`m àýmMo CÎma {_imco.
Ë`m§Mr VoO…nw§O H$m`m, gwdU©H$m§{V, hmñ`_wI, VoOñdr
ZoÌ, J§^ra AmdmO gVV Am_À`m _ZmV d öX`mV dmg
H$ê$Z AmhoV. W§S>r Agmo AWdm CÝhmim Agmo Vo H$mfm`
dñÌ n[aYmZ H$arV d Im§Úmda Ë`mM a§JmMr emc. `oWo
Amåhmcm XmoZ àg§J AmR>dVmV. ltMr ñdmar _§w~mnwarcm ^oQ>
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XoÊ`mg aoëdo _mJm©Zo `oV hmoVr. gXZ© aoëdoÀ`m N>moQ>çm JmS>rZo
(_rQ>a JoOZo) nwUo ñWmZH$mda ^a nhmQ>og lr CVaco. Vmo
Zmoìh|~a _{hÝ`mMm CÎmamY© Agmdm. W§S>r _r _r åhUV hmoVr.
Amåhr ñdmatÀ`m ñdmJVmgmR>r AJmoXaM amÌrÀ`m JmS>rZo
nwUo ñWmZH$mda hOa hmoVmo. W§S>rcm Vm|S> XoÊ`mgmR>r Amåhr
cmoH$arMm OmS> gyQ> d AmV ñdoQ>a nU KmVcm hmoVm. Var nU
Hw$S>Hw$S>V hmoVmo, nU ltMr ñdmar JmS>rVyZ Ooìhm ñWmZH$mda
CVacr Voìhm Ë`m§À`m Im§Úmda \$º$ EH$ nmVi emc hmoVr.
ho nmhÿZ Amåhmcm ñdV…Mr cmO dmQy> cmJcr. Amåhmcm
nmhÿZ ñdmar qH${MV hgcr d Amåhr ea_oZo {daKiyZ Jocmo.
Ë`mM jUr""{OVmË_Zm àemÝVñ` na_mË_m g_m{hV…Ÿ&
erVmoîUgwIXw…Iofw VWm _mZmn_mZ`mo…Ÿ&&
""Á`mZo Amnco A§V…H$aU (AmË_m) qOH$co Amho
Am{U Ë`mcm eº$s àmá Pmcr Amho. åhUOo AmË_g§`_ Omo
na_oœaê$nr (na_mË_m) ~Zcm Amho Ë`mcm erV, CîU,
gwI, Xw…I, _mZ d An_mZ gd© H$mhr gmaIo Amho.'' ho
lr_X²^JdX²JrVoVco eãX Ë`m§À`mM EH$m àdMZmV Ë`m§Zr
Cƒmacoco Amåhmcm AmR>dco Am{U AmnU {H$Vr jwÐ
AmhmoV `mMr àMrVr Pmcr.
Xwgam àg§J Agm- CÝhmù`mMo {Xdg hmoVo, {eamcrV
{MÌmnwa _R>mV ltMo dmñVì` hmoVo. gH$mir 9 Vo 11 n`ªV
EImXo Cn{ZfX² KoD$Z Ë`mVrc _§Ìm§Mo Vo nR>U H$ê$Z d Vo
{deX H$ê$Z gm§JV hmoVo. Vo åhUm`Mo, ""Vwcm gm§JÊ`mÀ`m
{Z{_ÎmmZo Am_Mr COiUr hmoVo.'' CÝhmim dmT>VM hmoVm
Am{U Amåhmcm A§Jmda dñÌ ZH$mogo dmQ>V hmoVo. BVŠ`mV
lrgy`©Zmam`U ^Q>Or hmVm§V W_m©_rQ>a KoD$Z Amco. Amåhr
Amü`m©Zo AdmH²$ Pmcmo. lr åhUmco, ""Amåhmcm Zoh_r
Km_ \$ma `oVmo. Ë`mVyZ AmVm CÝhmim, nU Ago AgyZhr
A§Jmcm Km_ Zmhr. Voìhm åhQ>co W_m©_rQ>a cmdyZ nmhÿ.''
Z§Va Vmn nmhÿ cmJco Va Vmo 103 hmoVm. Va _J AmVmn`ªV
Cn{ZfX² ^mî` Mmcco AgVmZm A§JmV BVH$m Áda hmoVm!
Amåhr åhQ>co A§JmV Áda AgVmZm ltZr dmMÊ`mMm Ìmg
Z KoUo ~ao. Va lr H$m` åhUVmV? ""A§J VmnUo AWdm
W§S> nS>Uo hm earamMm JwUY_© Amho, Amåhmcm Ë`mMo {deof
H$mhr dmQ>V Zmhr.'' åhUOo earamÀ`m ì`WonmgyZ lr AJXr
A{cá! ømdê$Z ho {gÕ hmoV Zmhr H$m H$s erV-CîU dJ¡ao
{dH$mam§da Ë`m§Zr {dO` {_i{dcm hmoVm?
lr gd©k hmoVo. Ë`m§Mr ñ_aUeº$s Xm§S>Jr hmoVr. EH$Xm
EImÚm _mUgmcm nm{hë`mda Ë`mMr g§nyU© _m{hVr Ë`m§Zm
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àmá hmoV Ago. àË`oH$ _mUgmV H$mhr XwJw©U Va H$mhr gX²JwU
AgVmVM. Vo Zoh_r åhUm`Mo, ""AmnU Xwgè`mnmgyZ Ë`mÀ`m
gX²JwUm§Mm Cn`moJ H$ê$Z ¿`mdm d XwJw©Um§H$S>o Xwc©j H$amdo.''
EH$Xm EH$ J¥hñW ñdm_tOrZm ^oQ>md`mg {MÌmnwa _R>mV
Joco. ltMo dmñVì` _R>mV daÀ`m _mS>rda Agm`Mo. da
OmVmZm Ë`m J¥hñWmÀ`m _ZmV Amco. ""Amåhr d§{VJm XoVmo
Am{U VoWo Ë`mMm Xwén`moJ hmoV Agmdm. Amåhr d§{VJm H$m
åhUyZ Úmdr. _r AmVm ñdm_rOtZmM øm~Ôc {dMmaUma''
Agm {dMma H$ê$Z Vmo gX²J¥hñW ltZm ^oQ>md`mg da _mS>rda
Jocm. nU VoWo Vmo Amncm àý ltZm {dMmamd`mg YOoZm.
ltZr Ë`mMr {dMmanyg Ho$cr d ~mocVm ~mocVm ghO _R>
åhUOo H$m`, Vmo H$gm MmcVmo, cmoH$ d§{VJm H$m XoVmV,
Ë`mMm Cn`moJ H$gm H$m` hmoVmo øm gd© Jmoï>r Ë`m J¥hñWmZo
Z {dMmaVmM nyU©nUo {deX H$ê$Z gm§{JVë`m. Ë`m J¥hñWmMo
öX` ^ê$Z Amco d ltZm gmï>m§J Z_ñH$ma H$ê$Z Vmo Imcr
Amcm d Pmcoë`m gd© Jmoï>r Ë`mZo Amåhmcm {ZdoXZ Ho$ë`m.
Z§Va Vmo _R>mÀ`m _°ZoOaH$S>o Jocm Am{U AmVmn`ªV gmMcocr
gd© d§{VJm MoH$Zo VoWo ^acr Amnë`m _ZmVcm g§e`
ñdm_rOtZm H$gm H$icm d Vmo Ë`m§Zr H$gm Xya Ho$cm øm~Ôc
Ë`mcm Amü`© Pmco.
ltZm JrVoVrc H$mhr dMZo \$maM AmdS>V Ago {XgVo.
H$maU {eî`dJm©nH¡ $s H$moUr Ë`m§Mr ñdmjar _m{JVcr Va Vr
dMZo {chÿZ Vo ñdmjar H$arV. Ë`mn¡H$s H$mhr `oWo CX²YV¥ H$aVmo.
""AZÝ`MoVm… gVV§ `mo _m§ ñ_a{V {ZË`e…Ÿ&
Vñ`mh§ gwc^… nmW© {ZË``wº$ñ` `mo{JZ…Ÿ&&
hm ûcmoH$ Ë`m§Zm \$maM AmdS>V Ago, Ago {XgVo.
H$maU Ë`m§À`m àdMZmV gwÕm Vo hm ûcmoH$ CƒmarV. `mV
Vo ""gVV§'' Am{U "{ZË`e…'' `m XmoZ eãXm§Mo OmñV {ddaU
H$arV. ""gVV§'' åhUOo EH$gmaIo Am{U ""{ZË`e…'' åhUOo
amoO, Omo H$moUr AZÝ`^mdmZo \$º$ _mPoM åhUOo B©œamMo
ñ_aU H$aVmo Ë`mcm B©œamMr ghOM àmár hmoVo.
""_Ý_Zm ^d _X²^º$mo _ÚmOr _m§ Z_ñHw$ê$Ÿ&
_m_¡d¡î`{g `wŠËd¡d_mË_mZ§ _Ënam`U…Ÿ&&
_mPoM ñ_aU H$a, _mPr ^º$s H$a, _mPr nyOm H$a
Am{U _cm Z_ñH$ma H$a, gd© {R>H$mUr _rM Amho Ago
g_OyZ _mPo {ZË` qMVZ H$a, _Ënam`U hmo åhUOo _mPrM
gd© ê$no AmhoV Ago g_O, åhUOo, eodQ>r Vy, _mÂ`m
ñdê$nmg `oD$Z nmohmoMerc.
""_ËH$_©H¥$V² _Ëna_mo _X²^º$… g§Jd{O©V…Ÿ&
{Zd¡a… gd©^yVofw `… g _m_o{V nmÊS>dŸ&&''
Omo Ho$di _mÂ`mgmR>rM H$_} H$aVmo åhUOo gd© H$_}
_mPrM g_OyZ H$aVmo- \$imMr BÀN>m H$arV Zmhr- Á`mMo
gd©ñd _rM Amho åhUOo _mÂ`m{edm` Xwgao H$mhr Á`mcm
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AmdS>V Zmhr, Omo _mPm na_ ^º$ Amho, Omo gd© àmÊ`m§_Ü`o
_cmM nmhmVmo åhUyZ H$moUmer Ë`mMo d¡a Agy eH$V Zmhr
VmoM ho eara gmoSy>Z _cm `oD$Z {_iVmo-_mÂ`mer VÐÿn hmoVmo.
""AZÝ`m{üÝV`ÝVmo _m§ `o OZm n`w©nmgVoŸ&
Vofm§ {ZË`m{^`wº$m§Zm `moJjo_§ dhmå`h_²Ÿ&&''
Ë`m§À`m {eî`dJmªn¡H$s H$mhr Amncr g§H$Q>o ltÀ`m nwT>o
_m§S>rV, Va H$mhr _ZmVë`m _ZmV ltMo qMVZ H$ê$Z Ë`m§À`m
N>m`m{MÌmg_moa C^o amhÿZ Amnë`m g§H$Q>mMo {ZdmaU ìhmdo
åhUyZ àmW©Zm H$arV Am{U ltÀ`m H¥$nmàgmXmZo Vr gd©
hiyhiy Xya hmoV AgV. darc ûcmoH$mV ^JdmZ lrH¥$îUmZo
hoM gm§{JVco Amho H$s, ""Oo cmoH$ gd© ^mdo H$ê$Z Amnco
{MÎm _mÂ`m {R>H$mUr R>odyZ _mPr CnmgZm H$aVmV Ë`m _mÂ`m
na_^º$m§Mm `moJ-jo_ _r Mmc{dVmo'' åhUOo Vo Oo Oo H$mhr
EH${Zð> A§V…H$aUmZo _mPo qMVZ H$ê$Z _ZmV AmUVmV Vo
gd© _r nyU© H$aVmo. Ë`m§Mr BÀN>m _r nwa{dVmo Am{U Ë`m§Mo
ajU nU _rM H$aVmo
da {Xcoco Mma ûcmoH$ Ë`m§Zm H$m A{Ve` AmdS>V Agm
Am_À`mg_moa nwîH$iXm {dMma `oD$Z OmV Ago Am{U ho
H$moS>o Voìhm CcJS>co, Á`mdoir Ë`m§Zr CƒñdamZo ›H$mamMo
CƒmaU H$ê$Z AmËå`mcm na_mË_m§V {dcrZ Ho$co. ^JdmZ
lrH¥$îUmZo JrVoV åhQ>coM Amho H$s...
Amo{_Ë`H$mja§ ~«÷ ì`mhaZ² _m_Zwñ_aZ²Ÿ&
`… à`m{V Ë`OZ² Xoh§ g `m{V na_m§ J{V_²Ÿ&&
""Omo _mÂ`m › øm EH$mja na_ñdê$nmMo ñ_aU H$ê$Z
XohË`mJ H$aVmo Vmo {Z{üVnUo CÎm_ JVrcm OmD$Z nmohmoMVmo.''
gd©gmYmaU _mUgmcm ›H$ma åhUOo H$m` ho ¹${MVM
_mhrV Agoc Am{U AÝË`g_`r B©œamMo ñ_aU hmoV Agoc
`mMr dm Z dm. Á`m Jmoï>r _Zwî`mcm \$ma AmdS>VmV d Á`mMo
Vmo gXm qMVZ H$arV AgVmo, Ë`mMmM Ë`mcm _aUg_`r
Ü`mg AgVmo. darc gd© ûcmoH$ ltÀ`m A{Ve` AmdS>rMo
hmoVo H$maU Ë`mV gVV hoM {dMma hmoVo H$s B©œamMo {Za§Va
ñ_aU H$a, B©œamMr ^º$s H$a, nyOm H$a, gd© H$_mª_Ü`o
Am{U gd© {R>H$mUr B©œamcm nmhm åhUOo AÝË`g_`r gwÕm
B©œamMoM ñ_aU hmoB©c Am{U B©œa àmár hmoB©c.
Agmo. eodQ>r Á`m {R>H$mUr dmMm nmohmoMy eH$V Zmhr
Am{U _ZmZo {OVHo$ qMVZ H$amdo {VVHo$ WmoS>oM Aem Ë`m
VoOñdr JwénXm§À`m {R>H$mUr ZV_ñVH$ hmoD$Z ho àH$aU
g§n{dVmo.
d§Xo JwénXÛ§Û_dmL²>_ZgJmoMa_²Ÿ&
aº$ewŠcà^m{_l_V©Š`§ Ì¡nwa§ _h…Ÿ&&
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Memories of Parampujya Shrimad Anandashram Swamiji
-Narendra Narayan Ubhayaker

maI zoivatao mastk jyaa izkaNaIM |
toqao tuJao sad\gau$ paya daonhI ||
On the wonderful occasion of the centenary
of Paramapujya Shrimad Anandashram Swamiji’s
Sanyasashram, my thoughts instantly go to the
Golden Jubilee in 1965. The celebration commenced
in Mumbai on 1-1-1965 with Hattangadi Gopalmam’s
“dyyaa svaamaI pampa ”, Maharudra, etc in Shirali, the
main function being on 24-5-1965 and the finale
in Bangalore in December. The Sadhana Saptaha
programme was cut short to only 3 days due
to Swamiji’s health. Gopalmam’s “Pandurang,
Pandurang” and “Fifty Years of Bliss” vividly depict
the unforgettable Charitra of this “ordinary sanyasi”.
It is indeed our good fortune and God’s grace
to have come under the kRpaC~ of this great sa%pu$Ya.
Shri Shankara Bhagavatpada was considered as
SaMBaaomaUi- tScairt Bauvanao SaMkracaaya- $pa. Hands fold in Namaskar
and heads bow in reverence to young Haridas
Shantamurti who became Swami Anadashram. There
are still elders amidst us who have seen Him. My
father, Late Narayan Devarao Ubhayakar always used
to say, “His life itself was Miracle”. My grandmother,
Shanthabai Devarao once gave me an envelope on
which she had written “svaamaIjaIMcaI p~o” which she took
out from her Almirah Locker. This contained few
letters in Kannada written by Swamiji Himself to my
grandfather, Devarao. After customary blessings, one
of the letters said “(Translation) This body having
been born and grown up in this place itself can
withstand the heat here. We are unable to leave from
here now. Therefore, you with your wife do come to
Shirali”. I infer this must have been the time around
when the most revered Mother of His Purvashram
was in her last days. Gopalmam has written about
her in Fifty Years of Bliss under the subtitle Three
Charitable Souls. This lady gave birth to a gem who
was to be an invaluable treasure not only of Chitrapur
Saraswats but everyone without exception who came
under His kRpadRYTI.
July 2015

Swamiji after his ablutions, used to come and stand
before Hodi Samadhi at 6am to the accompaniment
of mangalavadya. I’m able to recollect, as an 9 year
old boy I had been to Shirali with my maternal
grandparents during Sadhana Saptaha after visiting
Hubli, Bankikodla-Gokarn and Chandavar-Mallapur.
On the night before leaving Shirali, I mustered
enough courage and went up to Him and offered
pranams. I said something which made Swamiji give
a loud hearty laugh, which I still remember every
o ” from our Shri Gokulashtami
night; “hisat mauK Ait saurK
Bhajan.
Shivshankar Shantaram Ubhayakar and I
performed Padapuja when PP Swamiji along with
PP Shishya Swamiji graced our Munji Hall in the
evening in May 1964. On returning to Bangalore
from Shirali after the Golden Jubilee celebrations in
May 1965, I left home and went back to Shri Math
to stay at His Lotus Feet. Swamiji’s benevolent
words of blessing and Karunya during the interview
upstairs after my elders came from Bangalore have
been highly cherished in my memory and have
influenced my entire life. Swamiji was soon after,
brought to Bangalore for treatment. Consequently I
had the opportunity of staying in His Sannidhya till
He attained Mahasamadhi. During His stay Mother
Nature must have been happy for flowers and fruits
grew in abundance in the Shri Math compound.
Sant Shri Bhadragiri Atchyutha Das of Bangalore
who has since attained Mukti and whose Hari Kathas
overflowed with Bhakthi was greatly devoted to our
Swamiji. He was very particular about performing
Keerthana in our Shri Math every year. The high
regard Shri Heggade, Dharmadhikari of Shri Kshetra
Dharmasthala had for this “ordinary sanyasi” was seen
when He was taken in procession from Yerdur House
Guruvayinkere to the Temple.
I n M a y 1 9 6 5 , S w a m i j i w a l ke d t o S h r i
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Shambhulingeshwar Temple behind Panchavati in
Shirali. After offering Namaskar He spread out His
bhairas and sat there in deep meditation for some
time. On the way back He halted near a narrow XUnm°
Using His walking stick as a support He jokingly
remembered that someone used to say that his wife
who had a big stomach could not pass through the
same.
Swamiji’s beautiful stotra in praise of His Guru
appears in “Pandurang Pandurang”. I chant this daily
during puja. Members of our family have been blessed
by Swamiji with murtis of Shri Ganapathi, Ishwar
linga and Shree Dattatraya. PP Shrimat Sadyojat
Shankarashram Swamiji is the present guiding light of
our Shri Math under whose guidance there has been
renewed religious fervour. The centenary celebrations
have been marked with intensive Samuhika Sadhana.
My humble offering at those Divine Lotus Feet of
hallowed memory is a Bai> ibalvap~ comprising of one
Maharudra Avartanas.
%vamaova maata ca ipta %vamaova|, %vamaova baMQauEca saKa %vamaova |%vamaova
ivaVa d`ivaNaM %vamaova | %vamaova sava-ma\ mama dova dova ||

July 2015

&& lr AmZ§Xml_-ñdm_r AmZ§Xñdénm&&
Jwé_mD$cr Vy§ ^º$OZm§Jocr, qMVm ha¡Vm gd©OZm§Jocr &&Y¥&&
H$mf`m§~a MaUt IS>mdm, éiVm Jù`m§Vw éÐmjmMr _mim
emo^Vm H§$R>r Vwier_mim, Xe©Z_mÌo g§H$Q> haVm &&1&&
em§V gm¡å` h| _wIH$_ct, _YwadmUr _¥Xþ Am{Z H$mo_c
pñWVàk pñWaào_ñdénm, ^{º$ OZm§Jocr OmÎmm à~c&&2&&
Xod nXH$_cm§Mr hr nmXnyOm, {d¿ZhVm© Vy§ {dîUwñdénm,
YÝ` YÝ` YÝ` gd© {MÌmnwagmañdV
lr AmZ§Xml_-ñdm_r AmZ§Xñdénm &&3&&
- _§Jcm ZmJaH$Å>r, A§Yoar
Errata : In the list of Donations received by the
Saraswat Mahila Samaj, Gamdevi (printed on page
52 of our June issue) the amount donated by Smt.
Nirmala Phatarphekar for the Smt. Sitabai Padbidri
Distress Relief Fund has been erroneously printed
as Rs. 5,000/-. This stands corrected to Rs. 50,000/We regret the error
….. Editor
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Acrostics on Nalkur Sripad Rao Mam
By Vinayanand Kallianpur
Nalkur Sripad Mam, with his never-say-die attitude and pioneering spirit, started from scratch –
An empire he founded - for his extraordinary vision and personality there is no match.
Love in abundance he showered upon all; he also possessed knowledge in almost every field;
Kind-hearted, he pardoned mistakes, yet to compromise on core values he never did yield.
Unlimited was his generosity, he was a god-father to people beyond count;
Remembered fondly he is now, for his concern for others’ welfare was paramount.
Sincere and genuine, this man of conviction exuded confidence;
Round the clock he studied varied subjects, hence was a source of immense guidance.
In many a situation, he displayed his sense of humour and quick wit,
Playing on words, ‘Moosaka maarnu kaas korche’ was the secret to his success, he would admit.
At all times, he extended a helping hand with untiring zeal and vigour,
Donated extensively to the Maths, schools and welfare tasks - among philanthropists, he was a towering figure.
Rotarian in spirit, he built goodwill in society as a trustee, entrepreneur and director of many a Board;
An Amchi who is and will remain an inspiration to many – he truly had a heart of gold.
Oh God! We truly pray to you to grant eternal rest and bliss to his soul,
May his vision and values always guide us in the pursuit of our goals.
Always pursuing, always achieving, the journey of his life will offer lessons to all,
Most inspiring even in death – for he donated his body for research – his contribution to humanity is in no
way small.

gdmªJocmo lrnmX_m_w
gwZrVm à. ~JS>o, gm§VmH«w$P
Am_Joco gw{dMma Am{Z ~aoo CJS>mg dmng Xþgè`m§H$
gm§Jë`mar Am_Joë`m OrdZmH$ EH$s gwIX n[anyU©Vm `oÎmm,
Aíer _mJ©arV {W`mo\$sc åhUVm-h| dmƒyZy _m¸$m ñ\y${V©
Am`cr.
ZmcHw$a lrnmX_m_w, _Joë`m Amå_mJocmo AmÎmo^mdw
åhù`mar, _Jocmo _mdimo. lrnmX_m_w, {c{„_m_rH$ Am{Z
MoS²>©dm§H$, [åhù`mar, à{_cm (nm_y) Am{Z _mohZ (Amßny)]
KoìZw _w§~B© Am`cmo V| gm§VmH«w$O! VmJocmo _mdg^mdwXÎmmam_ M§Xmda hmÞo Vm§§H$m§ AmnUmJoë`m Kmam amã~yH$ {X„|.
{c{„_m_rH$ {VJocr Ama_o{Z`Z ^mg gmoÊUw Am{Z I§Mr`r
^mg `oZm{ecr. Amå_r hmÎmmZt gÞr H$moZw© {c{„_m_rH$
H$ñc| Om`r Zm¸$m åhmoUy {Z_{JVmct Am{Z JUyH$ g_OmìZw
gm§JVmct (_Joë`m Amå_mZo, Am_Joco _XVZrg JUy Am{Z
OmZH$s hm§H$m lrnmX_må_mJoar H$m_ {X„oc|.) nm_y Am{Z
Amßny _Joct gmÞ ^md§S>§er Om„t. hm§d§ AmßnyH$ hmS>}ar KoìZw
IoiVmct. H$mcm§VamZo Vm§Þr H$mH©$i dƒZm\w$S>o, hm§d Vm§H$m§
July 2015

qhXtVw§ H$mJX§ ~a¡Vmct. BË`mH$ H$s åhù`mar, Vmìdir _m¸$m
B§½cre `oZm{ec|. ho§ gd© CJS>mg XìdmoaZw, lrnmX_må_mZo
Am_Moar _ñV _m`m Ho$„r.
_Jocr Ywd cú_r Ý`m`mYre Om„r Vmìdir lrnmX_m_w
EHw$ hmoSw> nwînJwÀN> KoìZw H$O©VWmZw Am`cmo, AJXr IwerZo.
JmoH$U© JwéZmW_må_mZo, _Jocr ZmVr {e~mZrJocmo, g§JrVmMmo
H$m`©H«$_w Vmc_H$sdmS>tVw Xìdacocmo. Ë`m H$m`©H«$_mH$,
Am_Moner n¡c|Mr lrnmX_m_w CnpñWV Ampíecmo. AmnUmJocr
àH¥${V ~ar Zm{ecr VarH$B© {e~mZrJoë`m c¾mH$ Vmo AJË`mZo
Am{`cmo. 1 Zmoìh|~a, 2014 øm {Xgw na_nyÁ` gÚmoOmV
e§H$aml_ ñdm_rOtJoë`m OÝ_{XdgmÀ`m {Z{_ÎmmZo Am`mo{OV
Ho$coë`m H$m`©H«$_mH$ lrnmX_m_w Am{`cmo. _m§Q>dm§Vw§ ~¡gwH$
Om`Zm åhmoUy {eXm Am_Joë`m Kmam Am`cmo, VrZ Vmg Amam_
H$moZw©, WmoS>|§ OodZw _mp½Jar dMwJocmo. VrúU ñ_aUeº$sgJù`m§Jocr, Zm§d§ KoìZw Mm¡H$er Ho$„r. cú_rJoc| (O‚mmJoc|)
gmVmamM| Ka hm°S> Am{Z Jmo_Q>|Mr Ampíec|. Eg. ìhr. gr.
~±H$mÀ`m H$amS> emIoÀ`m CX²KmQ>ZmH$ Am{`ë`mdoimar _wÔm_
Am_Joë`m Kmam Mmar{Xg am~cmo. _H$ag§H«$m§Vr Am`cr H$s,
VriJyi Am{Z {VimC§S>o KoìZw Amå_r Ho$XZm `oÎmmVr åhþUw
dmQ> amH$Vmcmo. Aíer Jm°È> ñd^mdmMr Ampíect Am_Joct
lrnmX_m_w Am{Z {c„r_m_r. (nwT>rb ‘OHy$a nmZ 32 da)
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My Aunt, Sunderpachi

A Life Sketch of Mrs. K. Sundari Bhat

By Late Shardu Sirur
“They are not a bundle of clothes to be distributed all over the place. I will look after them.” Brave words
to be spoken by a young widow in her early thirties.
This happened in 1930. I was only five when, with my three older brothers, my mother came to Bombay
to stay with her younger sister. Bereaved by the loss of her husband, my mother followed him after a few
months, leaving her young widowed sister to shoulder the responsibility of bringing up six children: her own
son and daughter, and the four of us. She took up the
challenge, refused to let us be parted, and brought us
all up with a love and tenderness which was equal to,
if not more than, a mother’s love. I have yet to see a
woman so full of courage and determination, love and
humour, and dedication towards duty and honour, as
my aunt, Sunderpachi.
She was born in the tiny village of Mundkur in
South Canara, where her father was a small landholder and did a little farming. Here, she wandered
through the rambling house and fields, played with her
elder sister, teased the farm animals and bossed over
the farm workers. The apple of her father’s eye, she
could twist him round her little finger and persuaded (L to R) Shardu Sirur (author and niece), Meera Nabar
him to send his daughters to school in Karkal. “There (daughter), Sashidhar Bhat (son), Sunderpachi Bhat ,
Mohan Hattikudur (nephew).
was an outer room,” she told me once, “where we had Non of the people
in the photograph are living today.
to cast off school clothes and don the house ones. Other children brought up by Sunderpachi (not in the
photograph) Ratnakar Hattikudur and Dinkar HattiWe could enter the house only after we had washed
kudur who are also no more.
thoroughly. The maid would take away the school
clothes to be washed.”
School days were happy days but alas! They only lasted a few months. Marriages took place at an early
age and, as a very good offer had come for her sister (my mother), both the little girls were called back home.
The crowded and exciting days of preparation, wedding and departure were followed by a few months of
loneliness, till Sundari herself was married to a handsome and dashing young doctor, Narahari Bhat.
The young doctor took his little bride to Kerala, where he set up practice. Sometimes he had to treat
patients residing in hilly tracts and would go away for days together, leaving his wife alone in new and
strange surroundings. Her courage and loyalty were evident when she fell ill and refused to go home even
when her parents entreated her to do so. Finally, her mother came to live with her till she recovered. Once,
she willingly sold her gold waistband to help her husband through a difficult period.
Dr. Bhat soon became popular and his practice increased. Happy times followed when a little daughter
was born to them. Dr. Bhat proudly bought a sewing machine on which the young mother stitched pretty
frocks. She used this machine till the end. A son was born two years later and they shifted to Bombay.
The First World War began and Dr. Bhat joined the Navy. He was now Captain Narahari Bhat. The war
came to a close and Captain Bhat set out on his homeward journey. His happy and excited wife waited
with a garland of flowers on the pier to greet her husband. But God willed otherwise. The ship struck a
mine within sight of the shore and went down with all men on board. It was a cruel hand for fate to play
on a young girl, hardly twenty-one years old.
After a period of loss and grief, she rose to the occasion. Helped by her uncle, Mr. Mundkur, she rebuilt
her life around her two children. Friends flocked round, offering help and advice. The Christian Mission
July 2015
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of St. Columba Girls High School took her under its wing. She stayed in the hostel and mastered English,
Marathi and Hindi. While in South Canara, she had learnt Kanarese and Tulu. In Kerala, she had learnt
Malyalam. Always alive to the world, and eager to learn, she absorbed other crafts: stitching, embroidery
and knitting. A master cook, she could create culinary miracles out of meagre resources. Her larder was
never empty and her welcoming smile ever present for guests and visitors.
As her children grew, she took part in several activities. Congress workers like Sitabai Padbidri and
Kalyanibai Samsi encouraged her to work with them. She took with her a group of women for Home
Education classes and was an active worker in the Saraswat Mahila Samaj and the Arya Mahila Samaj.
She found a philosopher and guide in a gentle scholar, Mr. Gurjar, who taught her son Sanskrit and
French. Mr. Gurjar taught her the beauty of the Dnyaneshwari and the Gita. The strength that she absorbed
from the constant perusal of these two books sustained her all her life. Once, Mr. Gurjar mentioned that
he longed to buy a book on homeopathy but that it was beyond his means. He said he had borrowed it
for a few days from a friendly bookshop. Sunderpachi took it home, saying that she also wanted to have a
look at it. When she returned it the next day, Mr. Gurjar found that she had enclosed the amount within
the leaves of the book. All this was done without fanfare and trumpets.
When we came under her wing, we found that she was a second mother to us. In fact, I never missed
my own mother. Sunderpachi was all in all to me. She stitched all my clothes, made tempting dishes, dried
my tears when I was hurt, and encouraged me to do my best in school. She would never scold us. If we
did something that did not meet with her approval, she would remain very quiet for a day and we realised
we had done wrong. It was because of her that all of us worked hard and got top positions in class. When
any visitor asked, “What is their number in class?” She would reply with a proud and quiet smile, “One,
only one.”
She taught me how to knit my first pair of bootees, to make scrambled eggs and chocolate fudge, and to
love books. A strict vegetarian, she would make exotic non-vegetarian dishes for us. Her energy and zest
for living would often put us to shame.
Once, my brother Dinkar had high temperature on the last day of his final examination in school. He
protested angrily that he did not want to lose his position in class. “Do you really want to go?” Sunderpachi
asked him. When he nodded, she asked him to get ready, brought a taxi, and took him to school. She
waited till he had answered the paper and only then took him to a doctor.
She was fiercely loyal to her friends. When two of them fell into bad circumstances, she seized opportunities like weddings and other such occasions to give them saris. All this was, of course, done without
letting anybody else know. It was only later that we came to know of this and other similar incidents.
She would tell us stories of Akbar and Birbal and Tenali Ramkrishna and make us roar with laughter.
She made the Ramayana and Mahabharata so familiar that we considered the characters in it as friends.
She read out classics like David Copperfield, Les Miserables, and The Channings to us. She read aloud Three
Men in a Boat by Jerome K. Jerome and laughed with us. She disliked comics and called them trash. She
retained her passion for reading and studying till the end. She knew many a Sanskrit quotation. Once,
when my brother came forth with a fairly unsavoury quotation, she replied with a stronger one that left us
all agape. She taught us to pray and to sing beautiful bhajans.
After I married and came to Hubli, we were parted only in body. She wrote regularly from Bombay,
Delhi, Rajkot, Ahmedabad, Poona or Ernakulam, wherever she went with her son. Once she wrote, “I am
trying to learn the 12th and the 15th chapters of the Bhagvad Gita by heart.” This was at the age of seventy.
She came to me when my sons were born, to fondle them and bless them. Once, when I was worrying
myself to tears because the baby would not take its feeds, she remarked quietly, “When I was younger than
you, I became a widow with two young children to support. I did not weep half as bitterly as you do now.”
I felt so ashamed that my tears dried up instantly.
Once, when the baby was crying loudly, a neighbour’s wife poked her head in and asked, “Why is the
baby crying?” She replied, with a glint of mischief in her eyes, “Because he’s a baby and not a doll.”
July 2015
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As she had devoted her life to her children, she now devoted her remaining life to her grandchildren.
She loved them and they adored her in return. Annamma, as her son’s children called her, or Sundiamma,
as her daughter’s children called her, was a beloved figure in both the homes. She kept a toothbrush, a comb
and a set of clothes in each house, so that she could rush wherever she was needed. Her grandchildren
would wait eagerly for her and protest loudly when she left. The sweaters, pullovers and coatees that she
knitted for her children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren, if laid end to end, would have covered miles.
With a capable daughter and daughter-in-law managing their own homes, she turned more and more to
religion. She regularly attended talks and discourses by eminent religious leaders like Dandekar and Swami
Chinmayanand. She subscribed regularly to a Hindi magazine called Jeevan Vikas , which contained articles
by Ramakrishna Paramhansa. Her ambition was to learn Bengali, so that she could read his original works.
Towards the end, life in Bombay became too crowded for her peace loving soul. She expressed a desire to
stay with us in Hubli. I also tempted her, saying that Swami Shantanand, a brilliant young teacher of Hindu
religion, was coming to Hubli to give a series of talks. So she came and spent six memorable months with us.
She was never still, never idle. She renewed her tatting and created innumerable designs, she helped to
knit sweaters for my husband and children. She quietly entered the kitchen and cooked mouth-watering
delicacies.
Once, she said to me, “Shardu, I want you to bring me a globe.”
“What for?” I asked in surprise.
“I read and hear of so many places like Kuala Lumpur, Uganda, and many others. I want to know exactly
where they are.” I got her a globe the next day.
For a month or two, I had to attend rehearsals for a drama and she came with me. “You should not go out
alone at night. It is not safe. I will come with you.” She was seventy-eight and I felt as if I had an armed
escort. During the rehearsal she would watch enraptured, while the director coaxed or raved alternately
at the young actors. She would laugh at the humourous scenes or quietly wipe her eyes at a pathetic one.
“I have seen some plays,” she remarked, “but I had not realised the effort put behind each play. Rehearsals
are definitely more interesting than the real plays.”
Once, I wanted to see the movie The Summer of ‘42, and she offered to accompany me. I was a little
doubtful, expecting her to criticise it all the time. During the love scenes I hardly dared to glance at her.
When we came out of the theatre, she said, “Why were you so glum? I enjoyed it, didn’t you?”
Another time, when we took her to a movie, we were shown the trailer of Psycho. I thought she would
feel scared but she remarked drily, “I have seen this picture already.”
When Swami Shantanand came to give his talks, she was very happy. We went regularly to both the
morning and evening sessions. Once, when he came for breakfast, she just sat there gazing at him. I asked
her if she wanted to ask him any questions. She replied, “I get all my answers just by looking at him.”
When we held a Fancy Fete in aid of an institution, she knitted coats and bootees, stitched small frocks,
and took her turn sitting at the stall. She was never tired, ever energetic. When I asked her hesitantly if
she cared to come with us, “Sure, let us go!” she would say and, taking her purse and shawl, go down
the steps before I recovered my breath.
We had a Bengali friend and, knowing that Sunderpachi wanted to learn Bengali, I asked her if she could
spare some time. My friend replied, “At this age, if she is so keen on learning, I should be ashamed if I do
not teach her.” So Sunderpachi bought a slate and pencil. She did not believe in wasting exercise books.
She continued her studies till she fell ill.
Pleasant days came to an end all too soon. A virus ‘flu raged through the town and Sunderpachi went
down. After fighting with fever and cough for a week, she recovered but the cough persisted. She started
moving about the house and expressed a desire to visit the Chitrapur Math at Shirali.
Taking the doctor’s permission, we made preparations for a two- day stay but, on the day before our
departure, she had a slight rise in temperature.
“Please go ahead and get this pooja performed for me. It is for my son’s welfare,” she told us. “Perhaps
God does not wish me to go to Shirali”.
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So we left. We returned the next day to find Sunderpachi seriously ill and the doctors looking grave.
They advised us to inform her relations in Bombay. She was still determinedly cheerful and refused to
allow people to wait on her. She had a dread of becoming helpless and dependant on others. “I want to
leave as quickly and quietly as possible,” she would say often.
She delighted in listening to Bhimsen Joshi’s records of bhajans. One line used to haunt her: “Enough
of seeing this life; take me to you, Lord!” She would listen, nodding her head. “Yes, yes, it is true, sing it
again. I can never listen to that particular record without feeling a constriction in my throat and chest.”
She recovered after a while and resumed her tatting and walks in the garden, often holding a rose tenderly in her hands while inhaling its fragrance. When a new batch of chicks arrived on our poultry farm,
she even walked up to the shed to watch and exclaim over the little balls of yellow fluff.
The end came suddenly. Her daughter had come to see her. We sat chatting for a long time, then she
told us, “Go and sit on the verandah. I will join you in a few minutes.” She left the room, her tatting still
in her hand. We waited for a little while. Then the servant maid rushed out, scared, saying, “Sunderpachi
has fallen on the bed!”
It was all over. I foolishly rubbed brandy on her hands and feet, trying to revive her. Her daughter, who
is a doctor, knew better. “I can’t feel her pulse,” she said and sat still as a statue.
Sunderpachi left us as she wished, without any trouble, without any fuss. Till the very end, she made
light of her illness, refusing to take it seriously. She is gone but it is not possible to forget her. She was like
a candle, casting a mild and peaceful light all round while she herself dwindled into nothingness.
(Sponsored)
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Personalia
Pramod Karnad, Managing Director, of Maharashtra State Co-operative Bank Ltd.
(MSCB), Mumbai, has been elected unopposed for the post of Director for the 2nd
consecutive time on National Federation of State Cooperative Banks (NAFSCOB).
The appointment was declared at the AGM of NAFSCOB held in Mumbai on 8th
June, 2015. The NAFSCOB was established in 1964 to facilitate the operations of
State & Central Cooperative Banks in general and development of cooperative credit
in particular. The objective of NAFSCOB is to provide a common forum to the member cooperative banks in the country to examine the problems of cooperative credit,
banking and allied matters and evolve suitable strategies to deal with them.
Pramod Karnad is the only Managing Director on the body of NAFSCOB amongst
21 Directors & all other Directors being the Chairmen of various State Co-operative Banks in the country.
Shri Dilip Sanghani, of Gujarat State Co-operative Bank (Ex-Cooperative Minister & four times Member
of Parliament of Gujarat) unanimously got elected as Chairman of NAFSC OB in this meeting.

Hemalatha Gurudutt Tonsey
Courtesy - “Amrita Prakasha” monthly magazine, dated
15th March 2015, Mangalore, Translated by Smitha Tonsey

Mangalore is a place where
traditional values are alive. Mrs.
Hemalatha Gurudutt Tonsey
was born at such a holistic place
on 23 rd October, 1931. She is
the daughter of Late Shri Kodial
Raghuram Rao and Late Shrimati
Kodial Krishna Bai and the wife
of Late Shri Gurudutt Mangesh
Tonsey and third daughter-in-law of Late Shrimati
Tonsey Bhavani Bai and Late Shri Tonsey Mangesh
Rao - who was the first person to write Science Physics, Chemistry and Biology - with illustrations in
Kannada for children during the early 20th century.
As the proverb says “Best from Waste”, Mrs.
Hemalatha G. Tonsey, by her own efforts, would do
“Crochet work” reusing the thread from dried flower
garlands which we usually throw away. She keeps herself busy in doing the table mats of different designs
and sizes by crochet, using that old thread. Each one
is a unique piece. She is not referring to any books
for the designs. She does it with her own imagination
and calculation. She has also prepared dolls by using
cloth and cotton, which she learnt in the doll-making
class in Mumbai during 1962-1964. Stitching, singing
bhajans and cooking were her hobbies. But now, as
she is unable to continue all of them, she has opted
the “Crochet work” and is enjoying her life. Patience
July 2015

and dedication are two important factors in crochet
work, to achieve perfection, which she has at this
age of 84 years.
She is a proud mother of a son- Shri Dinesh G.
Tonsey, who resides at Mumbai and a daughter Smitha, who stays at Mangalore. Both are supporting
in bringing out the best in her. For learning there is
no time and age limit. Anyody can learn anything,
at anytime and at any age. “Where there is a will,
there is a way.”
“Dream and destiny are two destinations of life.
But it would be a fantastic and memorable incident
when they finally meet.”
Shrimati Hemalatha G. Tonsey is a great example
to show that “AGE” is not a limit for achievement.

gdmªJocmo lrnmX_m_w
(nmZ 27 dê$Z) nr.gr. Am`m§Vw H$m_ H$moZw© {eH$Vë`m
H$_©Mmè`m§Jocr \$s ^moaMr, nmdgmS>tVw§ gdmªH$ N>Í`mo qXdÀ`mo,
Xm°ù`m§Ìmgw Am{eë`m H$O©VÀ`m OmZm§H$ Zo_mZo Owhÿ cmoQ>g
XdmImÝ`m§Vw§ hmS>m|dM|, Aíer MmarH$S>o VmJoc| cj AmgVmc|.
AmnUmJoë`m Hw$Qw>§~r`m§Jocr`r VmÞo {àVrZo H$miOr KoËcr.
OrdZm§Vw àJ{V H$moZw© K|dÀ`mH$ gdmªH$ _XVrMmo hmVw {X„mo.
\w$„§, cVm, d¥j Am{Z _mZdVoMoar Á`m _Zwî`mZo {Zñn¥h
{àVr Ho$„r Vmo 08 E{àc 2015 øm {Xgw XodmH$`r {à`
Om„mo.
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Rice Cultivation – Part 3
Rice Transplant
Tanuja Nadkarni
Some folks transplant rice for wages,
but I have other reasons.
I watch the sky, the earth, the clouds,
Observe the rain, the nights, the days,
keep track, stand guard till my legs
are stone, till the stone melts,
till the sky is clear and the sea calm.
Then I feel at peace.
A Vietnamese poem after my own heart!
Our rice nursery, after its tryst with a bunch of
bovine grazers, still survived and after 4 weeks is now
ready to be transplanted into the main field. These
little, baby rice plants, lovingly protected so far are
now ready to venture out into the big world!
So D-day dawns with a clear bright sky. It has been
raining quite consistently but the field is only wet
and not yet waterlogged. So our irrigation channel
has been opened up and the water is flowing into the
fields. Ganapati is ready with his bullocks and plough
at 7 am. This is something new that we learnt – just
tilling the land is not enough, you have to ‘muddle
up’ the land to a fine squelch now! As the bullocks
walk through the field, the plough churns up the soil
with the water. Up and down, over and over again,
till the mud looks like brown porridge. By 9 a.m. one
section of the field is done and the 6 women have
arrived for the actual transplantation.
They walk over to the nursery, their sarees tucked
up to avoid trailing in the mud. When they near the
nursery I hear an audible cluck-cluck of sympathy.
“What is it?” I ask them. “Oh these saplings are so
small – You don’t put fertilizer is it? You should have,
the saplings would then have been this high” one
of them explains holding her hand a good 6 inches
above our saplings. It is alright I explain – Fertilizer
is not good – it will ruin the soil I say, but their blank
look seems to say “Oh these mad city folks”.
Anyway, they start pulling up the saplings. Their
movements are smooth and swift, they work with
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both hands – a fluid movement akin to churning
buttermilk with a rope wound around the churner.
When the bunches in their hands reach a particular
size, they bind them with a couple of saplings and toss
them aside. They find it very amusing when I do the
same, gingerly, not wanting to hurt the roots of the
delicate looking plants. But a swift brisk movement
is what you need to uproot the saplings and with a
little practice I get it right.
By mid morning, all the saplings have been
uprooted and tied into neat little bundles. A short
break with a meal of idlis, chutney, a sweet potato
patty, some tea and it is time to do the transplantation.
Squelch, squelch , the mud is unbelievable soft and
squidgy – all you do is pull out 3-4 saplings from
the bunch and push them deep into the squidge.
The trick is that when you pull your hand out, the
saplings should stay in and stand erect. Mine looked
pathetic at first but soon I learnt the trick and could
do it almost as well as the others, though not at that
speed. And definitely not for that long. My back
was already beginning to sing a different tune. The
others continued until the entire field was covered
with neat rows of saplings.
The evening sun reflected on the still waters
in the field and the little saplings revelled in their
new found space. Have we really made a mistake by
stubbornly refusing to use chemical fertilizers and
pesticides? Will our home-made mixes of Jeevamruth
and Panchagavya work? Well, all I can say is Wait,
and we will soon find out.
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Golu’s Diwali Holidays
Veena Bantwal
Little Golu had grown older since his Diwali
resolution to speak in pure amchi. Golu had realised
why it was important to retain the purity of the
language when speaking it and although his ‘amchi’
was not yet that pure; both - he and Chimney; had
resolved that they would not mix amchi words when
speaking in English, and likewise when speaking in
‘amchi’, as far as possible; they would not lapse into
English.
But to resolve had been easier than to practice.
And in this – Golu and Chimney had met with far
greater success in speaking ‘pure English’ without
using amchi words in-between than in speaking ‘pure
amchi’. Although they did not lapse into English at
the drop of a hat when conversing in amchi; still there
were many English words for which they did not know
of the correct ‘amchi substitute’.
And now - Golu or Hrishab was 10 years old. And
this Diwali Holidays, the Talgeri family had decided
to visit the Shri Guru Math at Mallapur. And even
Ammama who had come to stay with them in the
Diwali Holidays, would be accompanying them.
The fun-filled but noisy Diwali week was over
and the sound of crackers had also dwindled. And
Chimney and Golu were excited about getting away
from the noise and pollution of Mumbai to the serene
settings of Mallapur and of travelling by the Konkan
Railway. They had heard about its scenic beauty and
chattered excitedly about their train journey.
“I want the window-seat” Chimney had told Golu
authoritatively, being the elder sister “Yes, yes” he
had nodded eagerly and she had been surprised till
Golu had added with a cheeky grin “You take the
window-seat first till we leave the pollution behind,
but once the coastal belt starts, I want the windowseat to enjoy the scenery”. And Chimney had realised
that her ‘smart’ younger brother had once again
outwitted her.
Not wanting to give up easily; she had declared
“And this time I am going to be sleeping on the upper
berth” And Hrishab had simply smiled in return and
she knew that ‘the monkey’ of her younger brother
would be up in a trice and take the upper berth while
she would still be clambering. Shaking her head she
had just sighed. She knew that she could never beat
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her brother at some things.
And then – it was Ammama who had beaten
them to the window. She had been silently listening
to all this bickering and after everything; she had
simply said, “I will be taking the window”. And both
the kids knew that they had been defeated. And the
matter had been quickly dropped.
Both Golu and Chimney were keen and eager to
know more about our Fourth Guru P.P.Shankarashram
Swamiji (II). And so they had pestered Ammama
to tell them what she knew. Ammama had started
telling them a miracle. Most of the bhanaps knew of
this. But Ammama knew that Golu and Chimney
being kids were not aware of this miracle. And so,
Ammama had settled comfortably in her recliner and
started telling them –
“Param Pujya Shankarashram Swamiji preferred
a simple diet of pej and payas. One day – it
happened to be the punyatithi of His Guru – P.P.
Parijnanashram Swamiji (II). So that day; following
shishya Keshavashram Swamiji’s instruction;
the cooks had not prepared pej. So Param Pujya
Shankarashram Swamiji had not been served pej.
And this had gone unnoticed.
But in the Kitchen, the Cooks had found that
the ‘vades’ were just not getting fried. The news had
spread around and some of the devotees had then
gone and told this to Param Pujya Shankarashram
Swamiji. Swamiji had exclaimed – “the agni in here is
intense perhaps that is why the vades are not frying!”
Immediately the people had understood that their
Guru’s words were implying that “the fire in their
stomach was intense”. Realising their folly; the Cooks
had been asked to prepare the pej. And the Guru had
been served their pej”.
Both Golu and Chimney had been wonderstruck
listening to this miracle. “We are going to visit their
Samadhi at the Guru Math” was all that the awestruck kids had been able to say.
<<<>>>
When the day of the journey had dawned; Golu
and Chimney were hardly able to contain their
excitement. Though Ammama pretended not to
show it, she too was just as excited as the kids about
the train journey.
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After Pappa had found their compartment and
pushed in the luggage; the kids had jumped in and
then Amma had helped Ammama to climb in. And
for all their debating about the window-seat; they had
been allotted two window-seats. “Amma and Pappa
can take one Window and Golu, I and Ammama will
take turns and share the other Window”, Chimney
had decided for everybody. She liked deciding things
for everyone. It made her feel very grown-up. And
everybody had agreed with this decision.
And then at last – the train had blown its whistle
and started chugging out of the station. “Bye Mumbai
– Mallapur, here we come” Golu had shouted out
of the window as their train had slowly left the
station. And the Talgeri family had just settled back
comfortably into their seats and started enjoying the
journey…
The kids had just heard about the scenic beauty
along the Konkan Railway, but actually seeing the
breath-taking beauty of nature the kids were just
spell-bound.
Their train journey had brought them to Kumta.
From there; a bus had trundled them to Mallapur. By
the time they had reached Mallapur; dusk had fallen.
Although they felt very tired from the train journey;
the sanctity of the surroundings somehow made them
feel invigorated. The serene sanctity of the village
quietened the children and the excitement of their
train journey had soon been left behind.
The evening puja would be starting in a while.
Their lodging boarding had been taken care of, and
accommodation had been provided at the Guru Math
itself. After the evening puja and the prasad bhojan,
the Talgeri family had retired to their room.
The next day they had attended the noon puja.
And afterwards; the Archak had started telling them
about the jagrut Samadhi. Golu and Chimney had
once again heard him recount the same miracle that
Ammama had told them. “And so this Ksheeranna
Seva is the special seva that is offered at this jagrut
Samadhi” the Archak had told them at the end.
That evening, the Talgeri family was just taking a
walk. An amicable mam had joined them and started
recounting some more incidents from the life of this
revered Guru. “Param Pujya Swamiji was a great Yogi.
Every day, Param Pujya Swamiji used to go for a long
walk in Hoovinhittal near Chandavar. And He would
sit for long hours in meditation in a jasmine flower
garden. While returning, devotees would be standing
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to seek His darshan and blessings. And Param Pujya
Swamiji would just point out to any one bhanap who
could then perform the Bhiksha seva”. The mam,
then, had told of another miracle. ‘When Param
Pujya Swamiji had been ill due to Malaria; He had
transferred the fever to His danda so that He could
perform Anushthan”.
After listening to all this, both Golu and Chimney
had fallen silent – neither felt like talking. Dusk had
started to fall. The serene environs of Mallapur and
the sanctity of this place had a strange effect on Golu
and Chimney.
After a long silence, Golu had in a thoughtful voice
admitted to Chimney – “I am feeling a strange sense
of calm and I don’t feel like being cheeky anymore.
Is this feeling called a ‘spiritual experience’?”
And Chimney had responded in an equally quiet
voice – “Even I am feeling calm and I don’t feel like
being loud and dominating anymore. Maybe this is
what they call a ‘spiritual experience’”.
From the noise and crackers of Diwali to this
serene calm; Golu and Chimney’s Diwali Holidays
had ended on a different note.
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Luxury – 5- Star to 5000 Stars
Shivshankar N Surkund, (From his book Ad-ventures of a PR Man)
FIVE STAR luxury and comforts constitute a
much sought after mirage by an average middle
class family. In the early 60’s I used to take so much
pride in my Dakota flights to Mangalore on way to
Udupi, I would preserve / retain the baggage tags
for many days, displaying them as a sort of status
symbol. Though the office reimbursed 95 percent of
the airfare, hi-fliers were a rare species!
Why not the full fare, you are bound to ask.
Well, the calculation was simple and elementary,
my dear Watson! I was entitled to first class fare
Mumbai-Mangalore via Arkonam by train, which
amounted to Rs 58. By adding only Rs 8 more I
could fly to Mangalore and spend three days more in
Udupi, apart from saving on three days food expenses
on the train!
On the eve of my 25th Wedding Anniversary, a
dozen suggestions were thrown up for exclusive celebrations, including a 3 days + 2 nights package at
some faraway 5star hotel! Finally we decided to visit
Pushkar, near Ajmer, in Rajasthan, which boasts of
the only temple in the world devoted to Lord Brahma. Added temptations included the nearby famous
Durgah of Chisti, another only one of its kind, plus
glimpses of historical monuments at Jaipur, Jodhpur
and Jaisalmer.
Return air tickets to Jaipur by Indian Airlines were
confirmed. At Ajmer, we stayed in a hotel managed
by the Rajasthan Tourism Development Corporation
(RTDC), as it was quite near Pushkar. At Jaipur, Laxmi Vilas Hotel provided breakfast, accompanied by
peacock dance, on a garden lawn! It was rounded off
with a visit to the Jodhpur Fort and Palace, converted
into a 5-star hotel. We left Ajmer by car around 3
p.m. so as to reach Jaipur airport before 7 p.m. to
catch the 8 p.m. flight back to Mumbai
When we left Ajmer, it never occurred to us that
we were destined towards 5-star luxury! On reaching
Jaipur at around 7.15 p.m. we noticed an unusually
large crowd outside the airport. The driver of the car
whispered that some VIP must be either landing or
catching return flight. But, to our utter chagrin, the
cause of the chaos turned out to be a flash strike by
IA pilots. The flight from Mumbai was not likely to
arrive at Jaipur at all!
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While the crowd swelled, the prospects of the unlikely flight dimmed still further. Then around 10.15
p.m. the public address system blared out the bad
news; that all flights had been cancelled. Refund will
be paid at the IA booking office the next day in case
the ticked had been bought against cash. Otherwise
‘Cancellation’ will be stamped on the ticket so that
reimbursements could be claimed later at the point
of purchase-our destination in our case.
It was only after a few upcountry passangers like us
raised a hue and cry that we were promised overnight
stay at a 5-star hotel for 24 hours as per the prevailing
rules. We were bundled into an IA bus and dropped
like hot potatoes, in the lounge of 5-star hotel. Since
the hotel management also knew that we were not
‘real’ tourists with dollars, but mere 24 hour transit
passengers, scant attention was paid to us. Somehow
we had dinner by 11.30p.m. and slept like logs.
When we got up the next morning, it took some
time to realize that we were the ‘honoured’ guests
in a 5-star hotel. The dream was shattered suddenly
by the intercom, which reminded us that we should
vacate the rooms by 3.00 p.m. !
That day being a Sunday, all offices were closed.
A couple of phone calls to the residences of office
colleagues for help were not in our favour. Our enquiries at the hotel reception counter revealed two
alternatives, Take a train or taxi to Sawai Madhavpur
to catch a train bound for Mumbai. Alternatively,
take a train or bus to Ahmedabad and from there
board a Mumbai bound bus or train. The first option
appeared better. From Jaipur, Sawai Madhavpur was
not faraway and we could easily board from there the
8.30 p.m. train for Mumbai.
Bidding goodbye to 5-star luxury, we left for
the railway station and boarded a train for Sawai
Madhavpur. On the way, some one pulled the chain,
resulting in our reaching S M Pur only around 9.15
p.m. Thus we missed the 8.30 p.m. train to Mumbai.
The next hope was at 12.15 midnight! Tickets will be
issued only 30 minutes before arrival time.
We were quite hungry. But not even a single
refreshment stall was open. Being end December, it
was pretty cold. Somehow we never felt like drinking
the hot liquid called ‘chai’ hawked in small earthen
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cups on platform. Since only a small portion of the
platform was covered with a roof, we realized that we
now enjoyed open air luxury under the 5,000 stars on
the sky above! What a memorable way to celebrate
the finale of our Silver Wedding Anniversary!
Suddenly the platform became active as the imminent arrival of the midnight train was announced.
We swiftly moved towards the middle of the platform,
all set to enter the first class compartment. Emitting
an ear-piercing whistle, the train arrived, spreading
dust all over. Chaos prevailed, the screams of passengers getting down and those trying to board the
un-reserved coaches mingling in the air.
To our dismay, all the doors of first class compartments were closed from inside, the windows shuttered
down. We made several trips, banging on the doors
and windows, but to no avail. And the train slowly
chugged away from the platform, taunting us that
we deserved a longer stay on the platform under the
5,000 star luxury!
First we rushed to obtain a refund, since it had to
be done within half an hour of the train’s departure.
(We were slowly learning the intricate rules of railway
journey). The next train was at 4.20 a.m. – a wait of
another 4 hours. Naturally, the tickets will be issued
only at 3.50 a.m. ! So we were back to square one…..
stranded on a by-now-deserted platform with only a
few urchins and beggars to keep us company.
A beggar family sleeping near the seat seemed
bent on preventing us from stealing a few winks. Its
members shot a barrage of interesting questions at us.
“Are Mumbai and Bombay the same or different?”,
“How many trains and buildings are there?”, “Are the
railway platforms there longer and cleaner?”, and,
finally, “How much does a cup of ‘chai’ cost there?”
My wife patiently answered all their queries. At
the end of it all, they made a frank confession: they
could hardly ever get a chance to exchange words
with anyone on the platform in this manner. We
felt we were also sailing in the same boat… at least
at that moment of time.
Suddenly we woke up from a near slumber by the
familiar sound of train’s arrival. Once again the platform started buzzing with activity. And once again
we girded our loins to run around with our baggage
looking for the first class compartment, fervently
praying to god that at least this time someone would
open a door!
At last our prayers were answered. A TC opened
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a door to check the cause of the commotion outside.
But, when I tried to enter the compartment, the TC
bluntly told me “This is first class, for second class
you have to move further”!
For a while I was taken aback. Then I glanced at
myself- at my attire and appearance. The TC was
right. With crumpled clothes, unkempt hair and
sleepless eyes I did not look like first class material.
Outraged all the same, I pulled out our first class
tickets and flourished them in front of the audacious
TC’s nose. But, once again, I was shown the door, the
excuse being “no berths vacant”!
I was determined to board the train. So I pushed
my baggage in and told my wife to get into the train,
indicating that we would sit in the corridor of the
compartment if need be. Once the train moved, I
breathed a sigh of relief.
At the next station, to my astonishment, I saw the
TC coming out from one of the coupes! That, I told
myself, is the limit. So, as soon as the train moved, I
rushed towards the coupe, where the TC was about
to sleep on a lower berth.
The upper berth was empty. Hence I pleaded with
him to allot at least the upper berth to my wife as she
could rest a while. To buttress my case, I narrated to
him the long list of our travails – of a missing flight
and a truant train and the ordeal of an unending wait
on the deserted platform.”
Apparently the TC was not taken in by all that,
but he agreed to allot a berth on the condition that
we pay ‘extra’ for it. I agreed to his unreasonable
demand since we had no other option. However,
once we shifted the baggage into the coupe and
my wife relaxed on the upper berth. I bluntly told
TC that I had no money to pay him ‘extra’ . We
had spent all we had on buying first class tickets.
Whatever little we were left with would be needed
to buy some food to keep us alive and going till the
next morning.
I gave him my visiting card and told him to see
me whenever he was in Mumbai to settle the ‘extra’
amount. On top of that I urged him to arrange for a
good breakfast at Kota for two poor starving souls. To
our surprise, the TC complied. At Kota, around 9.00
a.m. we were treated to a good breakfast.
The rest of the journey proved quite uneventful.
All the same, we reached home cheerfully, cherishing
the experience of 5-star to 5000 star luxury.
Life is like that!
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NOTE : For information of accommodation availability at Kumta, please visit
Math website: www.chitrapurmath.net or contact Shri Nagesh Turme on 9343510407.
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Down Memory Lane

A Woman Undaunted
Nalini Nadkarni
Stirring the moogaa aatval turned my thoughts
to my remarkable mother, Ramabai Kulkarni (nee
Durgabai Mudeshwar) born on 6 December, 1900.
She learnt Marathi in Hubli; and later picked
up Kannada and English and colloquial Tamil in
Bangalore.
At 14, she married Sanjeev Kulkarni of Gokarn,
who worked in Bombay leaving her behind with two
old widowed uncles and two shaven-headed aunts.
They constantly criticized her – for “screaming at
the sight of a harmless divodu” or “showing off her
educated status by reading the newspaper”, but
she bore the insults with silent fortitude. One good
outcome of her stay was that she acquired excellent
cooking and housekeeping skills while still in her
teens..
On one of Dada’s visits, he sensed the undercurrents
and insisted on taking Amma to Bombay for “lack
of proper home-cooked meals”. She adjusted to life
in a small Girgaum flat with five to cook for – two
old uncles and a college-going nephew, Dinu, who
lived with them. Everyone greatly appreciated her
vaallaa-birde and doddaks made from magge/duddi/
toushe. Dinu had high regard for his “Ramaahonni”.
When she returned to Gokarn for her delivery,
however, she developed a serious back problem. But
she was anxious to join Dada even before complete
recovery. The uncles having passed away and Dinu
having shifted, the three of us lived in a chawl
with a common toilet; the kitchen mori serving as
a bathroom. Despite the hump on her back, she
painstakingly taught me English to help me cope
with ‘convent’ standards! My Parents never discussed
money problems in my presence; such was their bond.
Amma was in and out of the hospital, being in a
plaster cast from chest to waist. She could neither
sit nor sleep on the floor. And yet, she produced
mouth-watering Cabbage-koftas, Dum-Aloo, Mixedvegetable pies, Phirnee, etc. on a stove set on a table.
Deeply pious, Amma and Dada observed umpteen
fasts. When more were suggested, I protested that the
fasts had in no way lessened their hardships. Shocked
at my ‘verbal rebellion’ Amma said we should be
“grateful” that God had blessed us with “enough food
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to eat and a roof over our heads”, while most people
didn’t even have that.
While Amma and I were at Gokarn during
wartime, Dada had a serious heart attack which
undermined his confidence. In spite of recovery, being
unable to work, he joined Amma at Gokarn. After
completing my matriculation at Karwar, I was married
to Police Sub-inspector Sanjiv Nadkarni; and left for
my new home in Karad in 1944.. In August that
year, Dada expired, leaving us bereft; and Amma
came to live with us in Karad.
I was planning to do BA by correspondence but
since it required me to appear for exams at Nagpur, I
dropped the idea. Amma advised me to get the course
material and increase my knowledge regardless. I
regret not having heeded her words.
On my husband’s transfer to Bombay when I
took up a job, Amma single handedly managed the
housework. When My daughter Nina was born, she
did baby-sitting as well, despite health problems. Nina
participated in extra-curricular activities, thanks
to her efforts. If Nina loved Amma more than me,
Amma well deserved it.
Being fiercely indepencent, even In her late 60’s,
she travelled alone to Bangalore, carrying “pitvandidhornu-saalni-thaai”. On reaching Dadar to pick her
up, I saw a pile of luggage on the platform, guarded
by a Railway Official. Shortly, Amma arrived with
another Railway Official who demanded not only
“penalty for excess baggage” but also “charges for
guarding it”. Driving home from the station, I heard
the whole story. Apparently when she was about to
unload the last piece of luggage, the train moved
on and she persuaded a fellow passenger to pull the
chain to stop the train at Byculla! She begged the
Station Master there to call up the Dadar Railway
officials to guard the luggage piled up on the platform
“till she came to claim it”. She concluded, grinning: “
Jeeb aaslaeri Kaashi suddha votchun yenvcha zaattaa”.
Phew! So much for my anxiety!
Guilty about depending on her son-in-law
financially, she scanned the newspaper and made
inquiries about getting compensation for Dada’s
share of the ancestral property at Gokarn. In 1977,
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her cousin Sheshagiridada of Bankikodla, helped her
claim Rs 11.000/-, a princely sum in those days!
In !981 when Nina brought her daughter Pia from
New York to meet elderly relatives in India, an excited
Amma carried the stout little great-grandchild
everywhere!
Whenever Revatipachi came from Bangalore to
visit her son Sunil in Bombay, she invariably spent
a day with us. Apparently, her mother advised
everyone to have Durgabai (Amma) as a role model.
Twice, when Amma was in the Sion Hospital, my
cousin Sarojini came all the way from Grant Road
to relieve me in the evenings.
When I was making Godda Undae for
Gokulaashtami, she asked me to make Moogaa Aatval
too. When I approached her to feed her the Aatval,
she neither spoke, nor responded. Her shoulder was
cold; her open eyes, blank.. The Doctor confirmed
that she had slipped away an hour before. Oh! Why
had I been planning a menu when I should have been
at her bedside?
At 82, she left us, having silently borne Life’s trials
:while spreading happiness everywhere. She’d wished
Dinubappa to perform her last rites. His fever had

stopped us from contacting him. Neverthless, he
arrived the next day and completed all the ceremonies
himself, refusing the taxi-fare we offered, travelling
by public transport at his own expense. He even
immersed her ‘asti’ in the Ganges at Benares. Such was
his regard for ‘Ramaahonni’ . Condolence letters and
calls poured in from all known relatives and friends.
Later, when I had to visit Nina’s in the US, the
travel Agent swindled me. To buy a new air ticket,
I had to use ‘Amma’s money’:-. her generosity had
reached out from Up There!
Born on Datta Jayanti she was reunited with Dada
on Gokulaashtami.day.
Shri Krishna Jayanti Programme, 2015
Shri Avadi Math, Mallapur
19-8-2015 Wednesday

Naga Panchami Dolara Utsav
Starts

28-8-2015 Saturday

Rug Upakarm Janve Parab

30-8-2015 Sunday

Ghata Sthapan,Divti Seva starts

5-9-2015 Saturday

Shri Krishna Janmashtami

6-9-2015 Sunday

Shri Ramavallabhdas Punyatithi

7-9-2015 Monday

Shri Avadi Mata Samaradhana

9-9-2015 Wednesday

Dwadashi,Pushpalankar,Jagaran.

10-9-2015 Thursday

Gopalkala,Palki Utsava,Ede Puja

PFS

PANDIT FINANCIAL SERVICES
DIRECT SELLING ASSOCIATE (DSA) OF REPUTED NBFCs
&
PRIVATE SECTOR BANKS

OFFERS FOLLOWING ADVISORY SERVICES :











Mortgage based Loans (Residential & Commercial)
Home Equity Loans
Home Loans to Non Resident Indians (NRIs) & Person of Indian Origin (PIO) .
Repatriation of Sale Proceeds of Immovable Property in India by NRI/PIO up to USD 1 Million per
Person per Financial Year i.e. April to March under FEMA
Permanent Account Number Card (PAN Card) for Indian Citizen, NRI/PIO & Foreign Citizen issued by
Income Tax Department of India.. PAN Card is an Excellent Form of Acceptable Identity throughout
India. It is not a Scheme of Indian Government to keep an eye on NRIs/PIOs.
Long Term Capital Gain Tax and Exemption under Section 54 , 54EC & 54F of Indian Income Tax Act
1961 arising from Sale of Residential Property/Other Immovable Property by an Individual/HUF.
Term Loan & Working Capital Finance.
Equity Financing.
Loan/Overdraft against Shares.
E Stamping

Contact : Rajaram (Raja) D. Pandit

Address:- 3-5/22, Talmakiwadi CHS Ltd, Tardeo Road, Mumbai 400007.
Landline: 022-23811583, Mobile: 9821049688 Email : rajadpandit@gmail.com
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Nepal Diaries
Maithili Basrur, Mumbai
(This article is written based on my trip to Nepal 2 weeks before the devastating earthquake.
Our thoughts and prayers go out to the people there…)
Inner Peace, it was something which I never was
bothered about amidst the hustle bustle of life. Work,
studies, entrance exams, responsibilities etc. were on
priority list and I had completely forgotten about my
Inner Self constantly craving for peace.
One Sunday afternoon, I got a call from my cousin
in Bangalore saying that he and his friends are going
on a trip to Nepal in the month of April and whether
I wanted to join in. I had always heard about Nepal
and the snow clad mountains and the scenic beauty
of it and I thought that this is a great opportunity for
me to explore a new place as I very much needed a
vacation! I agreed to join in and the preparations for
the trip began!
We had planned to go to Delhi, stay back for 2 days
for some sightseeing and then go to Kathmandu. In
Nepal, we had also planned to visit a small village
called Pokhara surrounded by mountains. Our stay in
Delhi was great as always! The beautiful monuments
and heritage sites with exquisite carvings and designs
took our breath away.
Our next destination was Nepal. We had planned
to reach Kathmandu and take a flight to Pokhara, stay
there for sightseeing and then come to Kathmandu as
the only airport in Nepal which connects us back was
in the capital city. We were travelling from Delhi to
Tribhuvan Airport, Kathmandu, and were just taking
a nap when suddenly I woke up. Our flight had still
not descended and was on a very high altitude. I just
happened to see outside my window and I woke up
with a start! I could see the Annapurna range with
snow clad mountains right outside the window! The
mountain range was so high that it felt as if we were
sitting in a bus and not in a flight, watching mountains
pass by us. A thought came in my mind that no matter
how high we can fly in the sky, these mountains are
higher than us. But are still down to earth welcoming
every trekker to explore them, protecting the country
and also acting as a source of tourism to help the
common man earn his daily bread. “However great a
person you become, never forget your roots and never
forget to extend your helping hand for the needy ones”
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said my inner voice.
On reaching Kathmandu, we went to the domestic
terminal and were waiting for our flight to Pokhara. At
that time, we met this huge group of foreigners with
haversacks and track suits. On further introduction,
we came to know that they were trekking to Makalu
Base Camp. We boarded our flight which was the fun
part. It was a small 20-seater aircraft with 10 people
on each side. It was an adventure trip after all!
The mini flight started and in a short time we
could get a bird eye view of the whole city with the
mountain range always by our side. We had a lot of
air turbulence and air pockets which shook the plane
like anything but instead of panicking; a voice inside
me said to me; that Humans made aircrafts and think
that they the most superior to have created so many
things. But the air in the atmosphere can shake such
a giant plane scaring the people inside it. “No matter
how high you fly, never have airs about yourself.
Having airs about oneself can just lead to turbulence
of the soul and scare of falling down from the heights
we have achieved” said my inner voice.
We reached Pokhara and reached our hotel
room. I opened the curtains of my room and the first
glimpse I got was of the “World Peace Pagoda”. My
heart skipped a beat. Somewhere my inner self was
telling me that we are very close to Inner Peace. We
freshened up and left for sightseeing. The driver took
us to the same World Peace Pagoda on the top of a hill.
The scenery, the panoramic view and the sanctity of
that place was out of the world! Surrounded by snow
clad mountains on all sides and the view of the Phewa
lake, there was pin drop silence with only the sounds
of the Buddhist chants in the background. I had kept
my cell phone in the hoteI room as it was anyway
useless without any network. I stood at one place
mesmerized by the surrounding nature and closed
my eyes. No phone calls, no whatsapp, no social
networking sites, all the tensions of the world at bay
and the cold winds sway underneath my hair… for
the first time my mind was calm and still… without
a thought just glaring in the universe. This peace was
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addictive. My inner voice said, “Look at the snow on
top of the mountains. It is cold. Its past was water
and future will also be water. Just like us Humans.
We have come from soil and will eventually turn
into ashes. Then why keep egos, grudges, jealousy
and hatred towards anyone. Keep your inner self
calm as the snow.”
Tears rolled out of my eyes. Never had I felt so
close to Nature and Peace. My soul was healing itself
from the endless torture we keep giving to it in the
hustle bustle of routine life. We saw the sunset and
along with it I felt a heavy load of clutter leaving my
mind… forever!
The next day we got up early at 4.30am and
drove to this place called Sarangkot on the peak of
a mountain to watch the sunrise. That was the best
memory of the trip! We perched ourselves on the
topmost hotel balcony waiting for the sun to rise.
My cousin was getting ready with his Canon to shoot
the time lapse and we were sipping hot coffee in the
cold environs. The sun was slowly rising from behind
the mountains and initially all we could see were the
sunrays. The rays fell on the tip of the mountains of
the Annapurna range. The snow on the tip of the
mountain looked orange and the sky was a perfect hue
of purple and orange. After a while the sun peeped
from between 2 mountains saying hello to all of us
leaving everybody enchanted and mesmerized!
My inner voice reminded me of a quote, “Nothing
is impossible when you want to fulfill a dream. A lot
of people will tell you that you can’t do it, that you
don’t have what it takes, but if it is in your heart
and you feel it, there is nothing that will stop you.
It is like the sun - you can’t block it. Even the tallest
mountains couldn’t block it. It will shine regardless
of any obstacles.”
After the sunrise, we went to Davis Fall which
is a waterfall going inside a tunnel. The water flows
underground through its natural 500 feet tunnel
made by water currents beneath the ground. After
that, it passes through a cave called Gupteshwor
Mahadev. The cave is deep with many curves and
bends. It was peaceful and cool with moist soil. At
the end of the cave was the waterfall flowing from the
previously mentioned Davis Fall. Most of the inside
part of the cave is made from calcium carbonate
dissolved from the surrounding limestones. The cave
reminded me of the movie Kungfu panda and master
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Shifu’s cave of meditation.
Later we went for boating in the Phewa lake
surrounded by mountains on all sides and the super
flowing Seti river. My inner voice reminded me of
a saying,” Time is like a river. You cannot touch the
same water twice because, the flow that has passed
will never pass again. So always live every moment
and value time.”
After a lot of sightseeing, interacting with
foreign tourists, shopping and roaming around we
left for Kathmandu. In Kathmandu, we visited
the Swayambhunath temple and the Boudhanath
Temple. They were magnificent structures adorned
by colourful prayer flags. Moving the prayer wheels
was also a part of the culture. We also went to many
Durbar Squares and captured the places in our cams.
We went to the famous and the oldest temple of
Pashupatinath, a huge magnificent structure with a
huge statue of Nandi bull in bronze on the western
door facing the temple.
We later drove to Nagarkot to watch the sunset
from the Himalayan Club. Anywhere we went we
were surrounded by snow clad peaks and mountains.
These mountains were so tall that for a minute we
would think it is a big cloud and after sometime realize
that it wasn’t a cloud but a snow clad mountain peak.
The Nepali cuisine was also delicious with a wide
variety of cuisines of the other Asian counterparts.
The people were warm and welcoming and always
made an effort to show us as many places as possible
so that we don’t go back disappointed. There are
many market places where you get excellent Tibetan
jewellery and souvenirs. You get excellent trekking
gears here and a plethora of spices and tea. Shops
which sell gems, rudraksh, corals and pearls are also in
plenty. After roaming and filling our hearts with deep
thoughts and wonderful memories of this beautiful
place it was time to bid adieu to Nepal. We left for
India with loads of memories, panoramic sceneries,
and deep learnings.
On 25 th April 2015, Nepal was struck by a
devastating earthquake which happened just 2 weeks
after I came back from the trip. The earthquake not
only killed and injured many people but has also
instilled deep fear in the minds of the people. Nepal
is a country mainly based on its tourism and majority
of its people earn a living from tourism and tourism
related jobs. I saw photos of heritage sites which we
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had clicked on our camera and the ruined remains
of it now in the newspaper. My heart reached out to
the people we met in Nepal, their warm welcome,
their hospitality and care wherever we went and
their strong urge to help us enjoy our stay in Nepal.
The devastated monuments were one of the main
sources of tourism for this country. Seeing these
monuments affected so severely by the earthquake is
unbearable. Although Nepal was the epicenter, the
earthquake affected other northern parts of India too.
Our thoughts and prayers reach out to the people
there and hope that they recover their losses and
again build up a strong nation. I hope Nepal gets
sufficient help from India and other countries with
their rescue and relief operations and are again able
to regain back their day to day life soon.
Thinking about all this inner voice said, “Mother
Nature teaches us so many things. Her beauty and
calm which gives us immense peace of mind is like the
Goddess Durga and her fury is like Goddess Kali. No
matter how much ever powerful human beings can
become, Mother Nature has still kept the ultimate
power of Life and Death in her hands, unescapable
by even the most powerful human being. Earthquakes
remind us that how fragile life is and how connected
we are as a world family. The tectonic plates don’t
care about the boundaries we draw on Mother Earth.
Truly said By Charles cook, “Your deepest roots are
in nature. No matter who you are, where you live,
or what kind of life you lead, you remain irrevocably
linked with the rest of creation…
Rates for Classified Advertisements
in Kanara Saraswat w.e.f. Feb 2014
For the first 30 words: Rs. 650/- for KSA Members
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All remittances are to be made by D.D. or cheque, in
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Reunion, Reunion, Reunion
Reunion, Reunion, Reunion
Has been the mantra of this generation
Amidst the profusion of contributions
stands out the genuine intentions
Of meeting, chatting and reminiscing
beside a placid riverside setting
can one forgo the simple joy and pleasure
of frolicking in the adjacent river
Forget not the meandering trails
that will lead to many fireside tales
of strange creatures that from tall
branches hung
and of sticking your feet in elephant dung
Nostalgia, Euphoria, Paranoia
all these emotions rush forth
like a hot wind from Arabia
for a moment you wonder if this could be
Utopia
looking across the vast blue yonder
it will make you wonder
after a quarter of a century
life is still quite a mystery
Commerce, Science and Arts
was what we pursued in parts and past
in between the kicks, volleys and left hooks
we would reluctantly hit the books
So come one Come all
let us make this reunion an event that we
will all call
the most talked about show of them all
and have a new generation enthralled
Krishnanand Khambadkone,
Santa Clara, CA

EXAMINATION RESULTS
Students who have passed in the various examinations
held in Mumbai, Pune, Bangalore and other parts of
the country, are requested to send their details in the
following proforma to the Editor, Kanara Saraswat, before
31 August, 2015.
Name (in full):
Address and Telephone No.:
Examination passed and Board / University:
Marks obtained (Please enclose a photocopy of the
Marks Sheet duly endorsed):
Merit or Prize/s obtained:
P h o t o g ra p h s w i l l b e a c c e p t e d o n l y o f t h o s e
students who obtained 80% and above in
SSCE/HSCE/ ICSE/ CBSE, and above 75% for graduates.
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Jocm _mohZ Hw$UrH$S>o
- gm¡. e¡cOm d¡Ú (_gwaH$a)
Am_Mo {à` _oìhUo, lr. _mohZXmg ZmB©H$ `m§Zm AMmZH$ Xodmkm Pmcr. A{Ve` ào_i, em§V d CXma Ago ho ì`{º$_Ëd gdmªMo cmS>Ho$
hmoVo. Am_Mr ~{hU (gamoOAm¸$m) d Ë`m§Mm ào_{ddmh 1955 gmcr Pmcm hmoVm. `m {ddmhmMm 60 dm dmT>{Xdg gmOam hmoÊ`mÀ`m
\$º$ 15 {Xdg AmYr Ë`m§Mo XohmdgmZ Pmco. Ë`m§À`m ào_i ñ_¥Vrcm hr H${dVm An©U H$arV Amho.

AmOhr AmR>do Vmo {XZ gmR> dfmªnyduMm
ew^{ddmh Pmcm hmoVm Am¸$m§Mm {Z Ë`m§Mm
ñdmJV g_ma§^ CÎm_ g§Ü`mg_`rMm
Amáoï>, {_Ì_§S>ir O_cr gmar
Jßnm _marV AmñdmX KoVr ^moOZmMm ^mar &&1&&
AMmZH$ `oVr ~moc Hw$Rw>Zr
Kw§Jwa dmOdrV nm`r n¢OU
EH$ hm¡er ~mcJmo{nH$m ZmMy cmJo
^mdJrV cmS>Ho$ gdmªMo dmOy cmJo &&2&&
[a_{P_ nmD$g nS>o gmaIm
`_wZocmhr nya MT>o
nmUrM nmUr, MhþH$S>o
J ~mB© Jocm _mohZ Hw$UrH$S>o &&3&&
Zm_gmYå`m©Zo CnpñWV Vwåhm§g {MS>{dVr
{_îH$sc hmñ` C_Q>o gdmªÀ`m AmoR>m§daVr
n[a VoM eãX AmO AmR>dwZr
amYm Vw_Mr ì`mHw$i hmoD$Zr
AmoK Aly§Mo nmPaVr Z`Zm§_YwZr &&4&&
CXma _Z, ñd^md em§V, A~moc
àg§Jr n[a {H$Vr _m{_©H$ ~moc
gXm gpñ_V Moham {d{dY {df`m§Mo kmZ gImoc
qZXm Z Ho$cr H$Yr Hw$UmMr
ñVwVrM Ho$cr `mo½` Ë`m ì`º$s¨Mr &&5&&
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{eñV AZ² H$mQ>oH$moanUm dmJÊ`mV
Varhr {à` gd© OZm§g, chmZmnmgwZr Wmoam§g
H$V©ì`Xj gXm Vwåhr Anwë`m H$m_mV
Á`oð> dm H${Zï>, H$m_Jma, ghH$mar qH$dm d[að>
Zm {Xcr g§Yr Hw$Umg H$mJmir H$aÊ`mg
{demc öX`, gdmªg coIwZr g_
gXm VËna, hmV nwT>o AmYma XoÊ`mg &&6&&
{Zd¥Îmr nümV H$a_UwH$sMo gmYZ
nÎ`m§Mo S>md _m§{S>co, {_Ìm§g g§JVr KoD$Z
dfm©Zwdf} Mmcco ho, Zm Hw$Umg H$gco ~§YZ
{H$Vr IoimSy> Amco, Joco, IoimV a_{dVr _Z &&7&&
nmoaHo$ nS>co AmO Vo nÎmo, nS>co g§^«_mV
H$m§ Z {\$ao nmR>rdéZr Vmo AmoiIrMm hmV
_yH$ IwÀ`m©-Q>o~cohr hmoVr {Zame
gh-gd§JS>rhr ~gVr CXmg
gwH$cr ~mJ {~Mmar Jßn H$m nhmQ>oMr Mmhÿc &&8&&
Zm ^éZr `oB©c hr CUrd Hw$Qw>§{~`m§À`m OrdZmV
Pmco H$mimÀ`m nS>ÚmAmS>, CXmÎm Vo ì`{º$_Îd
àmW©Zm Vwcm Xodm, cm^mo Ë`m no«_i AmËå`mg em§Vr
Ooìhm Ooìhm `oB©c AmR>dU, Voìhm§ H$a A_wMo OwiVr &&9&&
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""gm{hË`-n§T>atV'' {dR>mo~m-aIw_mB© åhUHo$ Am{ect gXmZ§X Am{Z {Z_©cm ^Q>H$i hm§Zr _mH$m H${dVm ~moam|dMr gwIoH$ C_oXr {Xcocr.
gXmZ§Xmë`m 80 dgmªÀ`m Om`{XgmH$-g_ma§^m§Vw dm{Mcr H${dVm. Ë`m§Joë`m ñ_¥VrH$ An©U

{dR>mo~m-aIw_mB© Xe©Z
{dR>mo~m-aI_mB©c| Xe©Z K|dÀ`mH$ hm§do H$moaH$m åhmoUw Zm
n§T>anwaMr dmarAm_Joë`m eoOmaÀ`m ~mJ|Vw _mir Amñg
VmH$m {dR>mo~mc| ê$n Amñg
Xmoù`m§Vw VmJoë`m _m`m Amñg
Xmoù`m _yim§Vw qMVm Amñg - OUy gJio OJmMr?
Vm|S>mar Vmo AñdñW {XgVm
dÅ>m§ar {XgVm g_mYmZ-VmQ> ^moaZw {Z{dÚmÀ`|!
~mJoÀ`m _yë`mH$ gmZr PmonS>r{Z_m©U H$aVm Vmo nmÞm§-\w$„m§Mr g§wXa g¥{ï>Ÿ&&
Ë`m joÌmar Vmo AmgVm, hmcVcr McVcr EH$ _yVu!
MoaS>dm§H$ Vmo ~mJ|Vw _Z^moaZw IoiyH$ gmoS>Vm
EImX Më`mZo g§V Zm_Xodm åhUHo$ hQ>mZo
{Xcocmo \°$S>mo Vmo ImVm
VmZ cm{Jë`m MoaS>dm§H$ VmJoc ~m`c aIw_mB©
_mR>m§Vwco W§S> CÔmH$ IwerZo qndÀ`mH$ {XÎmm

EH$ {Xdgw hm§d¡ dMwJct- Kmam CÔmH$ nrZm{Vc|{M
{VJoë`m hmVmÀ`| M§Ð^mJo CÔmH$ nrdZwghO åhmoUw {VH$m {dMmac|Vw_r I§À`o Jm§dMr?
Vr åhUmcr - n§T>anyaMt!!
{dR>mo~maI_mB©c| Xe©Z K|dÀ`mH$ hm§do H$moaH$m åhmoUw Zm n§T>anyaMr
dmar!
- AéUm H§w$S>mOo

Anand Caterers

Mrs. Shanta H (nee Nileshwar)
9870070772

Mr. Hemant S.
8108018812

c/o Shri Vamanashram Hall,
Haridas Nagar, Shimpoli Road, Borivali
(West), Mumbai-400092
Tel: 022-28982600
anandcaterers1978@gmail.com
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First Death Anniversary

RAMDAS PADUKONE
(March 4, 1930 – July 30, 2014)

You will always live in our hearts forever. Rest in Peace.
Wife:
Ranjana (Anila)
Children:
Jaya (Vidya) & Jayapal Shirodkar

Vandana & Prasad Gullapalli
Grandchildren:

Manasvini & Karan Hemmadi

Krishndutt Shirodkar

Ushaasri & Anjali Gullapalli

&
Padukone, Kabse, Shirodkar, Gullapalli, Hemmadi families & friends
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“I -------------- WE”
“Haanv – Aammi”
By Parama Pujya Swami Parijnanashram III
(Part 9)
Here is the ninth excerpt of the ongoing
serialization of our
Parama Guru - Parijnanashram Swamiji’s
insightful, multi-layered spiritual narrative.
We present Guru Swami’s original,
hand-written manuscript in Konkani along
with Dr. Sudha Tinaikar’s
in-depth commentary

July 2015
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“I -------------- WE”
“Haanv – Aammi”
By Parama Pujya Swami Parijnanashram III
(Original in Konkani)

English translation and explanatory notes by Dr Sudha Tinaikar
Material happiness has no meaning, including
family life. It only gives rise to unhappiness – due
to one event or the other. Has anyone said boldly
that he is blissful in his family life? I see how
people are running after something or the other,
for the so- called momentary happiness. I have
seen big books giving the know-how of various
rituals for material happiness. Accordingly, the
Vaidikâ-s are doing those rituals for happiness
and security - not in this world alone, but also for
the world after-death. In spite of this, I have not
seen that bliss on their faces or in their lifestyles.
“This whole cycle of trying for happiness is so
ridiculous! First try for happiness in this world,
then right here, ensure that you go to the right
loka after death - like heaven - once that punya
is over, come back again to this sphere and try
again! This endless wheel of bondage goes on and
on. Where can this type of never-ending cycle of
samsara lead me?” The more I thought about it,
the more disheartening it was.
Notes:
Human beings are naturally drawn towards physical
and material prosperity. The desire for security and
happiness makes them do many things. This is because
they do not know the true source of the peace, security
and happiness that they are looking for. The Veda-s,
in the karma-kânda (ritualistic portion of the Veda-s),
give various sâdhana-sâdhya-s (means and ends) for all
possible human desires. Human desires can be basically
grouped into three groups: putra-eshana (desire for
progeny), vitta-eshana (desire for money and security)
and loka-eshana (desire for conducive situations in life).
Man not only wants to enjoy them here in this world, but
wants to ensure that after death too, he reaches a loka
where he is happy and secure. Hence, he follows the
means given by the Veda-s to attain his desires. However,
these rituals give rise to temporary happiness or punya
(merit) which is short-lived and makes one come back
again and again into the never-ending wheel of samsara.
July 2015

But, the actual purpose of the karma-kânda is to make
a person see the futility of the whole thing and bring in
detachment.
In spite of these traditional means of getting
happiness, I knew that there was only one
permanent source of happiness and completeness
for which I had to travel on a different path. This
path was narrow, difficult and slippery but I was
convinced and was trying to walk that path.
Notes:
A mature intellect which understands the futility of
temporary means of happiness, tries to find a solution to
end this never-ending wheel of samsâra. He realizes that
there is a straight path to that destination which is the very
abode of peace, security and happiness. But he also knows
that the path is extremely difficult to traverse as one has
to literally flow against the current. Kathopanishad(
1-2-13, 1-3-14) says that this path is like a razor’s edge
and difficult to tread without the help of a Guru who
has already traversed this path. Shankara, without any
help, was already aware of this fact, but needed a Guru
to guide Him forward.
The word sanyâsa is understood differently in
different contexts. As per the exact meaning of the
word, it may appear to point to a person ‘who has
given up everything’. But actually, the meaning
of this word is much deeper. It points to a person
who has understood His own true Self, a person
who has given up everything out of fulfillment,
a person who is perfect, a person who finds the
same essence in Himself and in everything else.
These meanings are contextual.
Samyak nyastha (one who is totally detached
or uninvolved) was the word for which I had my
own explanation. Taking all my associations with
me and at the same time understanding myself and
seeing that Self in everything around me was my
idea of sanyâsa. I was convinced of this and had
decided to take up sanyâsa.
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Inauguration of PARIJNANASHRAM VIDYALAYA
On June 15th, 2015, Parijnanashram Vidyalaya was inaugurated at Karla, at the Holy Hands of Parama Pujya
Sadyojat Shankarashram Swamiji the visionary 11th Mathadipati of Shri Chitrapur Math. To be run on progressive
lines by the Karla Education Trust, the school will fulfil the long- standing desire of parents in and around Karla to
educate their children in an English medium school.
Based on the ‘constructivism’ approach that allows a child to observe, analyse, enquire and then absorb any concept, Parijnanashram Vidyalaya is a befitting outcome of the successful Vikas Ghar run under the Shri Chitrapur Math
umbrella with guidance from the NGO, Gram Mangal. Located in the premises given by the Karla Gram Panchayat,
the school will be run by the Karla Education Trust with the eminent educationist Smt Shobhana Bijoor, who established Vikas Ghar with management-support from Shri Vivek Bijur under the Math’s Srivali and Shree Trusts.
The inaugural function was addressed by Smt Shobhana Bijoor, Shri Kiran Hulawale of the Karla Gram Panchayat,
Shri Praveen Kadle, Trustee, Karla Education Trust and was blessed by Pujya Sadyojat Shankarashram Swamiji with
an Ashirvachan in flawless Marathi! Launched with nursery and junior KG to begin with, the Parijnanashram Vidyalaya
promises a bright future for local children!

The phrase -‘giving up everything’ is interesting.
Initially, one begets what he never had in the
first place, makes whatever he begets close to
him and ultimately decides to give it up. Can
one give up what was not his at all, that which
came incidentally sometime later? Is this not
contradictory? What does one beget and what
does one really give up? Is this not just an illusion
due to attachment and involvement? If one does
not get involved with anything whatsoever, where
is the need to give up and what is to be given up?
With the upanayana samskâra, I had acquired
the right to be a performer of many rituals
(karmâ-s). However, all these karmâ-s bind the
performer in the cycle of birth and death which
I did not want. But as per the scriptures, once
a person gets the adhikâra for certain rights, one
cannot omit doing them. Not doing what one is
supposed to do gives rise to a type of pâpa called
pratyavâya (akarane pratyavâya is what the scriptures
say). Once one gets involved in compulsory
karma-s as per the injunctions of the Veda-s, one
cannot escape their results. I was caught in this
conflict. My state was like that of a person who
has entered into a holy river at an auspicious
time for a holy bath and is caught by a crocodile.
There is neither the possibility of an auspicious
bath nor of saving his life.
Notes: Any karma, be it Vaidika (scripturally
injuncted) or laukika (worldly), will attract its result
in the form of karma-phala. Karma-phala is the
momentum which perpetuates the cycle of birth and
July 2015

death forever. There is only one way of jumping out
of this wheel of samsâra and that is- the knowledge
of the Self which burns away all the karma-phalâ-s.
This is because, the knowledge that the Self is neither a
doer nor an enjoyer, nullifies the jñâni’s kartrutvambhoktrutvam. The doership-enjoyership attributed to
the Self is only out of ignorance and the knowledge of
the Self actually cuts that very ignorance. (ref: Bhagwad
Gîta, Chapter 15-3, Chapter 4-19)
I realized that getting permission from my
mother for sanyâsa was impossible. At the same
time, I had to do it as it was my deepest calling. To
escape this situation I had to enact a short drama.
The entire village was running in fear. People
were shouting “Shankarâ is caught by a crocodile
in the river”. Some people brought my mother to
the riverbank. She must have literally run across,
knowing that I was caught by a crocodile.
“Mother—————!” I screamed. “Mother,
this crocodile is not leaving me and I have not
even completed my bath. I cannot come out
without taking a bath.” Mother was looking
aghast at my leg caught by the crocodile.
“Mother, if you permit me to take up sanyas,
this crocodile will let go of me. Please give me
the permission—- fast—-because I am getting
pulled deeper into the river”.
“I agree to your request child, I just want to
see you alive. Please come out of water. You have
my permission to do what you wish to do.” The
moment she said this, I came out of the river and
prostrated at her feet.
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THE SOUNDS OF SPRING

Kiddies’ Corner
Is she laughing or shouting?

Smriti Kumta (13 years)

When I got up this morning
I noticed something different in the air
Something changed, but it didn’t drive
me to despair
When I had breakfast and went outside
There was something that made my
whole face smile
The birds were chirping, our dog was
barking
This went on for quite a while
I rushed inside and saw the calendar
Today’s date was circled with a bright
red pen
I looked it up on a computer and found,
today is special!!
The hen!!
I ran downstairs and into the garden
And heard a ‘Cheep! Cheep! Cheep!’
In the chicken coop I found a chick
The other chicks were fast asleep
Ring! Ring! Ring! Ring! Ring! Ring!
Lots of bells rung
That was the final sign
Spring had sprung!!!!
By Anya Bailur(8 years) London, UK

A pretty girl!

Link to other Institutions from
KSA Website
KSA’s Website www.kanarasaraswat.in
is widely accessed by members of our
Community.

We invite our Community

Members who are managing any Institution
to send the http link of their Website to us.
We will set up a link from our home page to
their website.
Our email ID is admin@kanarasaraswat.in
Smriti Kumta (13 years)
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With best compliments from:

STANDARD GREASES
& SPECIALITIES PVT. LTD.
an ISO 9001 : 2000 Company

Manufacturers of Lubricating Oils, Greases
& Specialities

ROYAL CASTOR PRODUCTS LTD
an ISO 9001 : 2000 Company

Manufacturers /Exporters of Hydrogenated Castor Oil,
12 Hydroxy Stearic Acid

101, Ketan Apartments,
233, R.B. Mehta Marg, Patel Chowk, Ghatkopar (E),
Mumbai - 400 077.
Tel: 25013641-46 Fax: 25010384
Email: standardgroup@standardgreases.co.in
Web: www.standardgreases.co.in
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Here and There
Chennai: On April 10th, Mahila Samaj organized
Microwave cooking demo of Cheese cake by Aarti
Gulwadi and Oats Cookies by Shilpa Acharya, what
more we got to eat the yummy goodies too at the end
of the session. “Shiromani” Preetham Chandavarkar,
had undergone the Yoga Teachers Training Camp at
Kerala and she shared with us her experiences there at
the Ashram. Punyathithi of PP Shrimath Parijnanashram Swamiji I of Gokarn was observed with Bhajans.
Sadhana Panchakam too was observed.
Centenary of P P Shrimat Anandashram Swamiji’s
Pattabhishek on 11th May was observed with Devi
Anushtan, Guru Pujan & Bhajans. Bhajans were offered
on 19th May - Punyathiti of PP Shrimat Pandurangashram Swamiji.  
Reported by Kavita Savoor
Goa : Goa Sabha members were blessed to be in
the Sannidhi of Parama Pujya Sadyojat Shankarashram Swamiji during His visit to Goa from April 30 to
May 2, 2015, at the invitation of Shree Mahalaxmi
Saunsthan, Bandivade, Ponda, to grace the occasion
of Rajata Mahotsava of Punarprathisthapana of the
Deity. It was a week-long event with several Homa-s &
Yajna-s & concluded on May 1, 2015, with Purnahuti by
the President of the Temple Committee in the Divine
Presence of Mathadhipati-s of Shri Chitrapur Math &
Shri Kavale Math.
The highlight of the event was Ashirvachana-s by
the Mathadhipati-s followed by Suvarna Palkhi Utsava
in which the Beautiful Goddess Mahalaxmi was taken
around the temple & then in the Sarovara for Nauka-Vihar accompanied by spectacular fireworks in the
Divine Presence of Parama Pujya Swamiji.
Reported by Sabita Harite
Mangaluru : The A.G.M. of Mangaluru Local Sabha was held on 24-5-2015 at Shri Vamanashram Hall,
Mangalore. The following members were elected as
office bearers for the year 2015-1016 – President-Sri.
Savnal Janardhan Rao, Vice Presidents-Sri. Shailesh
Bellare and Smt. Deepali Khambadkone, Secretary-Sri.
Ganesh Damble, Treasurer-Sri. Gurudath Padubidri, Jt.
Secretaries-Sri. Yellore Bharath Rao & Smt. Sandhya
Manjeshwar. 9 other members were elected to the executive committee.
On 25-5-2015 Prathishta Vardanthi of H.H.
Vamanashram Samadhi was celebrated. Ashtavadhana
Seva was performed by the devotees and Prasad was
distributed to all.
Reported by Ramkishore Yellore
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Mumbai – Santacruz : Our Sabha observed the
Punyatithi of HH Shrimat Pandurangashram Swamiji on
19th May, 2015 at Shrimat Anandashram Hall, Saraswat
colony. After DeepNamaskar, the “ Parijnan Bhajan “
group and other devotees offered their Bhajan Seva,
followed by Ashtak and Mangal Aarti. To celebrate the
auspiciousness of the 100th year of MAHASAMADHI,
many devotees had gathered that evening. Prasad was
served later. On 24th May, 2015, our Sabha devotees
had been to Karla for Sannikarsha.
Reported by Kavita Karnad
Mumbai Grant Road : On 10th May the centenary of
Shishya Sweekar of HH Shrimad Anandashram Swamiji
was observed with SadhanaPanchakam and Samuhik
Gurupoojan followed by Prasad Bhojan.
Shri Chitrapur Guru Parampara Charitra Parayan was
done from 11th May 2015 to 20th May 2015 culminating
in a discourse by Dharmapracharak Shri Rajagopal Bhat
on ‘Bhagavat Dharma’ on 21st May.
Reported by Smita Mavinkurve
Mumbai - Vile Parle : We celebrated Ugadi on
21st of March 2015 officiated by Vedamurti Honnavar
Yogesh Bhat. The function was well attended and was
concluded with distribution of traditional powder of
neem leaves and sugar and vitaran of Panak Panvar.
Our veteran and ex managing Committe member Pt.
Guudutt Heblekar shared his experience of seva saptaha
at Karla.
To help and assist needy and senior citizens, a free
health camp was organised by Gurupraad Society on
Sunday 8th March 2015.The aim of the camp was to
create an awareness among our residents especially
senior citizens about keeping the heart healthy. Well
trained doctors in various fields in their profession were
invited to talk. The camp was well attended.
A full day session was held on various old age problems in the form of discussion and demonstration by
physiotherapist Dr.Siddharth Bhat on Sunday 29th
March 2015 at Khar Anandashram and was very educative and informative. He touched upon most of our
day to day problems like sprains, joint pains, arthritis,
osteoporosis, frozen shoulders, cramps and even Bone
Mineral Density test.
D.N. Shirur Balakashrama, a home for orphan boys
is located at Prarthana Samaj Road, Vile Parle East.
The Home was establised and founded in 1932 by our
great philonthrophist Shirur families of old Modern
mills(Bombay) and Minerva Mills (Bangalore). The two
floor building with a decent surrounding playground
has more than 70 boys residing. The Home has all basic
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aminities and is well organised and managed by local
experienced staff.
Recently they won the coveted 1st prize in Universal
folk dance competition held at Shanmukhanand Hall,
King’s Circle. The programme was organised by “Our
Children Charitable Trusts”. Many of our Mumbai local
Sabhas and individuals donate in kind and cash to this
Balakashrama as helping hand.
Reported by Shrikar Talgeri

durang dhyani...”.
Inspired by Gopal Hattangadi maam’s book “Pandurang Pandurang”, passages from chapter 5 were read
out by Yuvas.
After Mangal arati and nitya path, sabha samapti
prarthana was folllowed by naivedya of special amba
hashallen and sumptuous prasad bhojan.
Reported by Vidya Kumtakar Kumar

New Delhi : * Adi Shankaracharya Jayanti - Delhi
Local Sabha commemorated Shri Shankara Jayanti on
3rd May 2015 at Shri Kavale Math, with the Yuva-centric programme packed with activities and involvement
by all members. Sabha commencing prayers were led
by Delhi Yuvadhara. Life sketch and works of Adi
Shankaracharya were presented through Power point
presentation by children and Yuvas. Bhashya pathanam
(full introductory chapter of the Bhashya to the Bhagvad
Gita) was read out in Sanskrit with Hindi translation,
individually, by Yuvadhara and children. Excerpts from
a film on “Rediscovery of Kalady” was shown by Shri
Ashok Kini, who also spoke on his travel experiences
from Kalady to Kedarnath (to promote the reconstruction of the Adi Shankara Memorial at Kedarnath), last
year. Art and craft done on the theme of Adi Shankaracharya’s life and works. was displayed. Essays on the
life, works and philosophy of Shri Adi Shankara were
written by Saikrupa Nalkur, Mangala Tavanandi and
Lakshmi Udyavar. Mementoes were presented to all
participants by Shri Ashok Kini.
** 100th Shishya Sweekar Jayanti of PP Anandashram Swamiji - Delhi Sabha celebrated the 100th
Shishya Sweekar Jayanti of Parama Pujya Anandashram
Swamiji at Shyamala and Dipak Hemmad’s residence on
11th May 2015.  A Slide show presentation “Premanand
Lahiri “ was made by Mangala Tavanandi pachi on the
Life and times of Shrimat PP Anandashram Swamiji,
using references from Gopal Hattangadi maam’s book
50 years of Bliss, Shri Guru Parampara Charitra Sundar Hosangadi’s article from KSA souvenir “Ananda”
and Tribute from “Suvarna Sudha” by P.P. Parijnanashram Swamiji to P.P. Anandashram Swamiji. Bhajans,
Mangal arati and Dipanamaskara, led to Sabha Samapti
pararthana followed by Prasad vitarana.
*** Samaradhana of HH Shrimat Pandurangashram Swamiji - Samaradhana of HH Shrimat
Pandurangashram Swamiji was held by Delhi Sabha,
on 19th May 2015, at the residence of Vidya Kumtakar
and Rakesh Kumar. Sabha opening prayer was followed
by Stotra pathan and bhajans with special mention to
Tukaram’s “Aanika dusare maza naahin aata... Pan-
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The Saraswat Mahila Samaj, Gamdevi announces
the forthcoming programme to be held on Monday,
July 27th 2015 – Ashadhi Ekadashi Celebrations –
“Bhakti – Bhava – Smriti” old popular devotional
songs by Saraswati Vridagaan. Lead singer Smt. Geeta
Yennemadi. Commentary by Prof. Sadhana Kamat.
Prasad sponsored by Smt. Geeta and Smt. Shyamal
Yennemadi in memory of Smt. Varadabai Mulky and
Smt. Lalita Yennemadi. Refreshments sponsored by
Smt. Geeta Yennemadi in memory of Smt. Sumitra and
Shri Krishnamurti Nadkarni and Smt. Lalita and Shri
Devrao Yennemadi.

Vinay V Gangavali
Phone: 2380 0460
Mobile: 9892407934

WE ACCEPT OUTDOOR CATERING
ORDERS FOR
GET-TOGETHERS, BIRTHDAY PARTIES,
MARRIAGE, THREAD CEREMONY AND
ANY OTHER OCCASIONS.

3-5/18, 2nd Floor, Talmakiwadi, Tardeo,
Mumbai - 400 007.
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Classifieds

Domestic Tidings

MATRIMONIAL
Seeking alliance, for slim, pretty, working girl, CSB,
34 years, 5’3”, B.A. , also specialization diplomas, well
acquainted with U.S.A. life, from well-to-do Mumbai
Hindu residents. Age gap upto 3 years acceptable.
Willing to go abroad. Contact : 9821890619.

BirthS
We welcome the following new arrivals:
Apr 16 : A son (Kabir) to Sonia and Rahul Bhandarkar at Seattle, USA.
May 4 : A daughter (Aishwarya) to Anuradha and
Jyotin Prakash Basrur at Shrewsbury, MA,
USA.
Jun 6		: A daughter (Avantika) to Arpita (nee Masurkar) and Anshul Ullal at Goa

Boy, DOB: 22/08/1979, 5’7 Height, MBA from
University of Glasgow. Recently moved to India
(Ahmedabad) and in the process of setting up a film
production company. Girl preferably between 27 -29
years. Contact boy’s father on : 09724422665.
Alliance invited for 32 yrs csb girl, B.Tech, 5’3
fair from csb/gsb boys preferably from same field
residing in India/abroad.
Contact anvis2010@gmail.com
Engagement
Varun, son of Mrs. Meenal (Kulkarni) & Mr. Bharat
Bhaskar Heble engaged to Teja, daughter of Mrs.
Lalita (Savanal) & Mr. Dilip Ratnakar Amladi on 24th
May, 2015 at Mumbai.

Kartik, son of Chetana & Praveen Purushottam Kadle, Mumbai, grandson of Geeta & (late) Purushottam
(Vasant) Kadle and Kumud & Anand Mangalore with
Tanya, daughter of Jyotsna & Cdr. Gurunandan Gangolli, Surat, granddaughter of (late) Meera & (late)
Raghuveer Gangolli and Tara & Col. Suresh Gangoly,
Pune on 1st May 2015 at Mumbai.
Acknowledgements
Thread Ceremony of Chi. Samarth Vinay Koppikar
(Son of Vinay & Leena Koppikar (nee Nadkarni) was
on 10th May 2015. Thanks to all relatives & friends
for coming and giving your blessings.
Neeraj and Sunandini join their parents Deepa
and Raghunandan Bangalorekar and Bina and Chandrakanth Haldipur in thanking all relatives and friends
for their gracious presence and blessings on the occasion of their wedding on May 11, 2015 at Bengaluru
and reception on May 17, 2015 at Andheri, Mumbai.
CHANGE OF ADDRESS
Arvind S Dhareshwar , 4-f, 4th Floor, Clivia Block,
Royal Habitat, 19th Main, 27th Cross, Sector -2, Hsr
Layout, Bengaluru- 560102. Tel No – 09004207609
and 09591324451.
SANGEET CHOREOGRAPHY
Blend into the current trend of sangeet ceremonies!
Make your wedding a Memorable one! 20% discount
on first 10 bookings. Email –dvsangeets@gmail.com
Purohit Girish R Chandavarkar available for
all dhaarmik vidhi , Address - Kandivali,Charkop
Mumbai-400067, MOB-9869079229 / 9702289229,
EMAIL:-grsh.chandavarkar@gmail.com
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Apr 30 :
May 1 :
May 1 :
May 10 :
May 27 :

Thread ceremony
We bless the following batus
Vinaykumar Vasant Kombrabail at Bantwal.
Aarush Nitin Gangoli at Shri Admar Math,
Andheri West, Mumbai.
Prajwal Pranav Kaushik at Shri Durga
Radhakrishna Temple, Malleswaram, Bangalore.
Samarth Vinay Koppikar at Mumbai.
Samvit Sandeep Kallianpur at Shri Durga
Parameshwari Temple, Karla.

MARRIAGE
We congratulate the following couples
Apr 26 : Natasha Deepak Rama with Abhijit Vivek
Trikannad at Auckland, New Zealand.
May 11 : Sunandini Chandrakanth Haldipur with
Neeraj Raghunandan Bangalore at Bengaluru.
obituaries
We convey our deepest sympathy to the relatives
of the following:
Apr 19 : Anjani K Kokradi (76) at Belthangady.
May 16 : Nalini (Sindhu) Dattatraya Kulkarni (75) at
Mumbai.
May 20 : Sandhya Sharad Bhandarkar (nee Lajmi of
Bagalkot) (64) at Vileparle, Mumbai.
May 22 : Vinod Ganesh Nadkarni (71) of Prabhadevi
at Pathankot, Punjab.
May 26 : Anand Ganpat Balvalli (75) of Bangalore at
Mumbai.
May 28 : Lata Deepak Kumta (61) at Hyderabad.
May 31 : Suresh Shivanand Bankeshwar (73) at
Ahmedabad.
Jun 1 : Gauri Gurudas Kaikini (nee Konaje) (66) at
Ahmedabad.
Jun 1 : Gurunath Vishwambhar Honavar at Mumbai.
Jun 8 : Manoj Anant Kulkarni (58) at Malad,
Mumbai.
Jun 8 : Dr Durgaprasad Mohan Mankekar at Virar.
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~~~~~~ Parisevanam ~~~~~~

A unique centre for learning was inaugurated in June 2012 at Karla by Pujya Swamiji to pay
befitting homage to His visionary Guru - Parama Pujya Parijnanshram Swamiji III.
JYOTHI DIVGI gives an insider-report on the success story of

Inauguration of
PARIJNANASHRAM VIDYALAYA
The bright and beautiful April morning beamed
through the smiles of the little children who had
gathered at Vikas Ghar, Karla for they and their
dedicated teachers had put in immense effort to
exhibit their awesome talents as well as the unique
teaching methods in their ‘different’ learning centre!
Yes, Shri Swami Parijnanashram Vikas Ghar
is very special for the people of Karla village. Set
in a sylvan landscape, adjoining a large pond and
surrounded by trees, Vikas Ghar is a unique centre
of learning for village children in and around Karla.
Parama Pujya Parijnanashram Swamiji’s love for
children is legendary and Vikas Ghar is dedicated
to our beloved Guru Swami.
Vikas Ghar was inaugurated in two rooms given
by the Gram Panchayat at the Holy Hands of Parama Pujya Sadyojat Shankarashram Swamiji on June
16th, 2012 . It started with just 17 children but has
96 children registered this year! The children pay
a nominal fee per annum. Those who come from
very poor families are exempted. Apart from the
stimulating training, the children get a delicious
nutritious meal every day provided from the Karla
Math kitchen! Initially, parents were puzzled for
there was a misconception that this is a tuition class
but soon, after seeing the teaching aids at a meeting
and watching their children’s progress they grasped
the concept that is helping their children to learn
a lot without even realizing they are absorbing and
retaining so much!
What makes Vikas Ghar special?
Vikas Ghar supplements the school curriculum
with its innovative methods and a host of intelligent
and simple teaching aids. It was set up under the
judicious guidance of Smt. Bijoor Shobhanapachi
with the ‘spadework-support’ of Shri Vivek Bijurmam. Shobhana-pachi, who is an M.Ed and has also
studied Child Development is a well- known educationist and erstwhile Principal of the renowned
July 2015

Parle Tilak Vidyalaya English Medium School. An
inspiring teacher and keen environmentalist, she is
virtually the vital force behind Vikas Ghar!
Vikas Ghar uses the ‘Constructivism Approach’
for early childhood learning. The team of four teachers from Karla - Sheetal-tai, Jyoti-tai, Sujata-tai
and headed by Karuna-tai, were trained by the
Gram-mangal Institute. They underwent an intense
training course to teach Marathi, Mathematics and
Environmental Science. This was reinforced with
subsequent refresher courses. The Gram-mangal
trainers come off and on to observe teachers and
guide them.
Using the strategy of ‘constructivism’ as against
opting for the traditional ‘behaviourism’ approach
has helped greatly to encourage interaction and
step-up a child’s intellectual grasp and performance.
In education, ‘behaviourism’ denotes passively
receiving information. This assumes a child comes
to school with a blank mind which educators seek
to fill.
‘Constructivism’ emphasizes active engagement
of learners through strategies such as interaction
and activities. Studies and research have shown
that learning is more effective when a student is
engaged in the learning process. Building on a child’s
experience more and more enables a child to grasp
and learn on his/her own. In constructivism, direct
instructions are avoided. Attempts are made to
lead the student into a concept through questions
and activities to discover, discuss, appreciate, and
verbalize the new knowledge.
For instance, instead of teaching alphabets in the
usual way, a child is introduced to the sound ‘maa’ .
The child is then asked to recollect words that have
the ‘maa’ sound – for example – mama; maakad;
maazha; motha; The alphabets of ‘Ma’ are then
shown to the child who associates the sound with
words he is already familiar with. Similarly, pictures
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~~~~~~ Parisevanam~~~~~~
of fruits/vegetables that he/she sees everyday are
shown with the name written under the picture.
The child slowly, but surely begins to identify the
word with the picture and eventually can read the
word even before knowing the alphabets!
Likewise, mathematics is taught to them with
the help of grains, seeds, buttons ,ice cream

The tireless team of dedicated teachers

slippers neatly on the stand before eating and so on.
The Vikas Ghar exhibition was inaugurated by
Yennemadi Vinodmam on 11th April, 2015. The
Sarpanch and dignitaries from the local school were
present on the occasion.
Children began with
their prarthana and also
chanted the Sanskrit
shloka taught to them
by Pujya Swamiji. Next,
they narrated a story in
English followed by a vibrant action song ‘Where
is Kittu?’ The teachers
explained to all the vis- Shobhanapachi shares
itors the motive behind the success story of
Vikas Ghar
the charts and teaching
aids on display.
The exhibition showcased in
so many ways the happy fact that
all the love and sincere effort
being poured into this small
but significant nation-building
activity is showing results.
Shri Swami Parijnanashram
Vikas Ghar laid the firm foundation to take Shri Chitrapur
Math’s education-promotion
to its next logical phase...On
June 15th this year, our beloved
Guru Swami’s Janmotsava was
commemorated with the inauguration of the Parijnanashram
Vidyalaya at the Holy Hands
of Pujya Swamiji. (A detailed
report will appear in a forthcoming issue). This has further
ensured holistic development
and a bright future for the lucky
children in and around Karla!

sticks and a host of everyday items. Adding, subtracting is thus taught hands-on! The basics of
Mathematics and Marathi are thus strengthened
with these methods of teaching.
Conversational English was introduced to the
children of Vikas Ghar in July 2014. I am one of
the lucky members of this
team along with Archana
Hemmadypachi and Deepa
Murdeshwarpachi. We use
flash cards or sight words
to teach concepts. Story
–telling using pictures and
simple sentences, songs
based on the theme learnt,
games and role -play - have
all gone a long way in giving
these children total confidence in
speaking simple sentences!
These children have been
doing well in their regular school
too. For instance six topped their
class, a decided improvement is
evident in their writing skills and
they work on one project each
month, like on different kinds
of vehicles, for example. At the
PTA meeting happy parents told
the teachers how children were
saying their prayers, keeping their The happy group of children and their
July 2015

creativity unleashed!

Photo credit: Devyani Divgi
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SAD DEMISE

Our beloved Shri SURESH SHIVANAND BANKESHWAR,(darling Pappa/Ajju &loving Sureshbappa/mam to
his nieces & nephews) passed away on 31st May 2015 at the age of 73, at Ahmedabad, after a valiant 11 year battle
with chronic renal failure, leaving behind a deep void of grief for his family, friends and all those whose lives he
had touched.
Suresh Bankeshwar was a reservoir of affection, compassion and generosity from whom we could draw liberally
when the chips were down. A brilliant Banker (retd. AGM, SBI), an accomplished cricketer and a fine writer, yet
humble and modest to a fault, he believed in motivating and encouraging others. An eternal optimist, his glass was
always half-full rather than half-empty, even in the most adverse circumstances. He was always the first to extend
help to others and the last to seek it, regardless of his own constraints, which explains the enormous goodwill he
generated in his lifetime. Despite his affliction, he remained active with his articles in the Financial Express and his
posts on FB. He overcame the pain of his illness with sheer positivity, strong will power and a never-say-die attitude.
We miss you dearly,dear Suresh (Pappa/Ajju, bappa/mam), but your zest for life and your undefeatable spirit
continues to inspire us and give us strength to move on in life without you.
In Grief: Vijaya Bankeshwar (wife), Children: Preeti Bhatt, Neeti/Aniket Khandekar, Grandchildren: Sarthak Bhatt
& Prathaa Khandekar; Brothers: Sumant, Prakash, sister: Kumud, sisters-in-law: Suman, Gayatri, Rajool, Deepti.
Nieces & Nephews: Smita-Harish Chandaver, Savita-Ravi Karnad, Anita-Hemant Hemmady, Savita-Michael
Parissis, Natasha Bankeshwar; Sanjay-Shantal Bankeshwar, Ashok Chavan, Sandeep- Meetali Bankeshwar and
Jayshiv Bankeshwar and their families.
July 2015
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