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A Confused
Debate

he  recent  parliamentary

elections, as most have
observed, were bereft of debates on
policies, on strategies, or on issues
of worth. Fingers were pointed at
each other, personalities clashed
and dubious means were sought to
attract eyeballs and audience.
Significantly, both electorate and
political entities seem to have lost
sight of the distinction between the
three levels of democratic decision-
making — the nation, the state, and
the local administration. Each of
these tiers of democracy has well
defined roles and responsibilities.
Congruence of these roles alone, as
opposed to confused intermingling of
the issues involved, would lead to
desired democratic outcomes.

Parliamentary election may
not be appropriate forum to discuss
water supply, drainage, street lights
and other local issues that are
normally  the responsibility  of
panchayats, municipalities and the
state. Yet, such issues were
predominant in  the  present
elections. As a result, short shrift
was given to pertinent issues of
national importance - protection
against terrorism, economic policy,
education, human rights, food
security and energy security.

A public that is duly
informed of the distinctions augurs
well for a vibrant democracy. On
their part, serving and aspiring
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parliamentarians need to be
conscious of their leadership status
and raise the level of debates in both
the Houses. Till such time, we can
only be nostalgic about the goals set
and path envisaged by the authors
of our Constitution. = (Editorial
Team)

SS Dodd Retires

Mr. Satyabir Singh Dodd, IAS 1973,
Additional Chief g

Secretary (GAD)
and Special
Enquiry Officer | |2
superannuated
on 300 April
2009. We wish -

Mr. Dodd a very happy and healthy
post-retirement life. m

Ramesh Kumar and
Ranjana Sinha are ACS

Mr. M Ramesh Kumar, Principal
Secretary (Relief & Rehabilitation),

| ’ - =

Revenue & Forest department and
Ms. Ranjana Sinha, Principal
Secretary (Textiles), both 1AS 1975,
have been promoted to the rank of
Additional Chief Secretary in-situ.

We congratulate both the
officers on their promotion to the
rank of ACS. m
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Growing Old

On the first day of school our
professor introduced himself

and challenged us to get to know
someone we didn't already know. |
stood up to look around when a
gentle hand touched my shoulder.

| turned around to find a
wrinkled, little old lady beaming up at
me with a smile that that lit up her
entire being.

She said, "Hi, handsome.
My name is Rose. I'm eighty-seven
years old. Can | give you a hug?"

| laughed and enthusias-
tically responded, "Of course you
may!" and she gave me a giant
squeeze.

"Why are you in college at
such a young, innocent age?" |
asked.

She jokingly replied, "I'm
here to meet a rich husband, get
married, have a couple of children,
and then retire and travel."

"No seriously," | asked. |
was curious what may have
motivated her to be taking on this
challenge at her age.

"| always dreamed of having
a college education and now I'm
getting one!" she told me.

After class we walked to the
student union building and shared a
chocolate milkshake. We became
instant friends. Every day for the
next three months we would leave
class together and talk nonstop. |
was always mesmerized listening to
this "time machine" as she shared
Continued on Page 3
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Deadly Piracy dinosaurian and Jurassic hook-up the love of the seas, the love of
By VS Gopalakrishnan and hang-up that victimised all power, the love of physical
children across the globe. The adventure and endurance, the love of
We come across pirated books Superman came and went and the dispensing one-sided sexual 'favours'
and Spiderman alone is perhaps there to to women and so on and so forth.

pirated CDs only
too frequently, but
here we tak |
about piracy at
sea. The act of
piracy is in fact an |
art! It is not like .
the simple hijacking of a plane but
calls for ship-crafting, sailing skills,
extraordinary devilry etc.

We have news that on 15th
November 2008 the Japanese
merchant vessel MT Stolt, which was
hijacked by Somali pirates nearly two
months ago, off the Somalian Coast,
was released along with the 22 crew
members, of whom 18 were
Indians, who were kept in captivity,
after the pirates collected a ransom
of up to 2.5 million US dollars.

The revival of the pirate-cult
has taken place with Hollywood
getting into the act a few years ago,
with the incomparable Johnny Depp
and the meltingly sweet Keira
Knightley taking the Caribbean by
stormy movies. The
pirates were the 16th
to 18th  century
ancestors of the
modern car and
plane hijackers. One
almost thought that
the pirates were
totally forgotten,
when Detter sea-
going vessels such
as the  Titanic
captured the modern
screen.

Hollywood
went through the
phase  of the

save the distressed damsels in cities.
And then came the Potter-mania with
the Potter films  sequentially
captivating the youngsters' minds.
The wheel has turned a full circle and
we are in the midst of enthralling
pirates once again.

Pirates were merciless men,
real killers, marauders, arsonists and
were blessed with every type of evil
endowment that God could confer on
a human being. The list of famous
pirates in the world runs longer than
the list of all the Presidents and Vice-
Presidents of the United States
(hopefully the similarity ends there).
There were wonderful women pirates
too such as Anne Bonney and Mary
Reade. This was however a men-
dominated area, and in terms of
national contribution of men to the
piracy-enterprise, England takes the
cake, followed perhaps by France,
the Netherlands, Portugal, Spain etc.

Piracy was born from several

loves - the love for looted treasures,

Piracy was lawless, vyet fully
supported by the Governments of the
pirating nationals! The English throne
and aristocracy financed several
pirating endeavours, targeting the
ships bearing the enemy-countries'
flags, particularly the Spanish ships!

The loot was firstly given by
the pirates to the Members of the
Parliament and other aristocracies
that financed the expeditions with the
written  permission (!) of the
Government. After they hogged up
the lion's share, they gave some
crumbs to the pirates. Often, the
pirates spirited away a portion of the
loot before rendering unto Caesar
what was Caesar's! Who has not, in
the school days, read about Sir
Francis Drake and Sir Richard
Hawkins? Pirates with knighthoods,
how wonderful of the British! If the
Governments  could indulge in
slavery and slave trading till nearly
the middle part of the 19th century,
Continued on page 3

To those who can dream there is no such place as faraway
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Deadly Piracy

Continued from Page 2

the knighthood of the pirates should
not be surprising for us!

Captain William Kidd's real
story is perhaps the most striking of
them all. In 1698, England's King
William Il offered a pardon to all
pirates with two exceptions, one of
whom was Captain Kidd who was
somewhat unfairly hanged. Kidd was
an authorised ‘privateer’ with a
licence obtained for him by an MP,
and not a 'pirate’. A'pirate’is one
who even attacks his own country's
ships, whereas a ‘privateer' is
allowed to loot foreign ships only.

There was a mutiny on
Kidd's ship. A mutineer gunner was
hit by a bucket by Kidd and that
fellow died. Secondly, Kidd saw a
ship with an Armenian flag. He had it
attacked. The Captain of that ship
claimed that he was an Englishman
but he carried a 'French Pass'. The
looted booty was not sent by Kidd to
England. Kidd was tried for murder
(of the mutineer) and piracy. Despite
Kidd's pleas, the Court did not bother
to obtain the French Pass to prove
his innocence on the piracy charge.
In 1911, that French Pass was re-
discovered - it was lying in the Public
Record Office, London.

The piracy stories of Irving,
Poe and RL Stevenson were often
built around Kidd's story. RL
Stevenson's ‘Treasure Island’ s
even considered a ‘classic’. | still
wonder who the real hero was in that
book. | feel that Long John Silver
was more of a villain than a hero. He
was very well-mannered and was
sweet-tongued but he was a deadly
schemer. Jim Hawkins, the inn-
keeper's son, was perhaps meant to
be the real hero. But as the novel
proceeds, the limelight is hogged by

Long John Silver. Jim appears less
and less. Although he is clever and
brave, he keeps bumbling and is
irresponsible, not really heroic traits.

Today's world has rampant
piracy in the realm of Intellectual
Property Rights. But remnants of sea
piracy are still there! Would any TV
Channel undertake a reality show of
a real act of sea piracy? m

(Mr. VS Gopalakrishnan is IAS 1962,
Retd. and can be contacted on
Phone 022-24936429 or on email:
vsgopal20002yahoo.com).

Growing Old
Continued from Page 1
her wisdom and experience with me.

Over the course of the year,
Rose became a campus icon and
she easily made friends wherever
she went. She loved to dress up and
she revelled in the attention
bestowed upon her from the other
students. She was living it up.

At the end of the semester
we invited Rose to speak at our
football banquet. Il never forget
what she taught us. She was
introduced and stepped up to the
podium. As she began to deliver her
prepared speech, she dropped her
three by five cards on the floor.
Frustrated and a little embarrassed
she leaned into the microphone and
simply said, "I'm sorry I'm so jittery. |
gave up beer for Lent and this
whiskey is killing me! Il never get
my speech back in order so let me
just tell you what | know."

As we laughed she cleared
her throat and began: "We do not
stop playing because we are old; we
grow old because we stop playing.
There are only four secrets to
staying young, being happy, and
achieving success: You have to

laugh and find humour every day.
You've got to have a dream. When
you lose your dreams, you die. We
have so many people walking
around who are dead and don't even
know it!

"There is a huge difference
between growing older and growing
up. If you are nineteen years old and
lie in bed for one full year and don't
do one productive thing, you will turn
twenty years old. If | am eighty-
seven years old and stay in bed for a
year and never do anything | will turn
eighty-eight. Anybody can grow
older. That doesn't take any talent or
ability. The idea is to grow up by
always finding the opportunity in
change."

"Have no regrets. The
elderly usually don't have regrets for
what we did, but rather for things we
did not do. The only people who fear
death are those with regrets."

She concluded her speech
by courageously singing The Rose.
She challenged each of us to study
the lyrics and live them out in our
daily lives. At the year's end Rose
finished the college degree she had
begun all those years ago.

One week after graduation
Rose died peacefully in her sleep.

Over two thousand college
students attended her funeral in
tribute to the wonderful woman who
taught by example that it's never too
late to be all you can possibly be.

Remember, GROWING
OLDER IS MANDATORY,
GROWING UP IS OPTIONAL. m

“It's a recession when
your neighbour loses his
job; it's a depression
when you lose yours.”

- Harry S Truman

Once the game is over, the king and the pawn go back in the same box
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My Take......
By Vinita Porwal
We are living in sad times.
Year
after disastrous
year unfolds
before us and
we just nod

sagely and say,
“Yes! Life’'s ups
and downs...!” Man-made outrages
like terror attacks, mob attack on
girls, financial scams et al - all are
getting worse by the day. The Telgi
scam is miniscule vis-a-vis the
Satyam story, and Bofors was
honestly much ado about nothing!!
In fact, natural calamities seem
almost kind!

A few weeks back girls were
attacked in a Mangalore pub and the
media went into a frenzy making
heroes or villains of the perpetrators
of the incident. | had not heard of Sri
Ram Sene, and its president until
then. | know of them now. | had not
heard their views. Now | know. | take
no names because to me they are a
faceless, nameless mob. One person
admitted on national media that he
would have treated his “daughter” the
same way. That reeks of double
standards - and maybe he would
have not been as harsh to a son. But
what if the “son” was with someone
else’s daughter!

They are the “Custodians of
Indian Culture”. A lofty claim indeed.
These are truly knowledgeable men.
And of course there may be
knowledgeable women with them
too.

Our culture has defied
definitions. It is an assimilative
culture which proclaimed

“Vasudhaiva Kutumbakam:” a culture
which is romantically called “Ganga-

Yamuna” (hindu muslim bhaicharal).
It believes in “yatra naryastu
pujyante; ramantey tatra devata”
(freely translated as ‘Gods reside
where women are worshipped™!), a
culture of 33 crore Gods because in
the Vedic age our venerable Rishis
may have accurately figured out the
numbers of living beings. If they were
present today, | am sure they had the
vision, the understanding, the
compassion and the realization to
say that today we have 10 bhillion
gods and goddesses. Closer to our
century we visualized a world where
“the mind is without fear and the
head is held high”; a world “which is
not broken up into fragments by
narrow domestic walls”.

Reams and reams have
been written, said, and in praise of
the Hindu way of life, the liberal and
“gagan sadrashyam” (sky-like) nature
of our culture. By virtue of being born
in Bharat | am an inheritor, a
participator and a custodian of this
culture.

The story of Samudra
Manthan comes to my mind. When
the ocean was being churned, the
goddess of Sura (wine) was taken by
the Gods. That is why the demons
came to be known as “Asura™!! Wine
hides in the sound of “divine™!!!

The girls at the pub were
indulging in drinks and dance. They
may or may not be doing drugs. They
were there with friends, lovers, boy
friends, colleagues, clients...
whatever. They were good, bad,
conscious or misguided...it should
primarily be a concern for
themselves or of their parents. On
the other hand, every day we see
reports of crime against women for a
myriad of reasons. Are these dowry
deaths, female foeticides, female
infanticides, a part of our culture??

The latter should be a matter of
societal concern.

Who was Ram? Ram was
the symbol of “Maryada” - the
appropriate the limit. The
Ramavatar showed a way of life.
Krishna, the “Purnavatar” also
showed another way of life. The
stories of Mahabharata with legends
of Karna, Pandava, and Kauravas
again showed ways of life. The
Shrimad Bhagwad says that the
relationship between Bhakta and
Bhagwan is intensely personal.
Juxtaposed against one another
there  would be interesting
contradictions between Ram and
Krishna, between views of Draupadi
and Sita. Ram, who is a symbol of
monogamy, revered his father who
was polygamous. We live with
legends for all situations, and find
riddles, solutions, questions and
answers everywhere. And that, to my
mind, is the true essence of being an
inheritor or custodian of Indian
culture.

The beauty is in the non-
judgmental nature of our scriptures
and of our culture. The worlds of
nagar vadhus and the devdasis co-
existed with exalted concepts of
virtuous Savitris and Ahalyas. The
very fact that Mahavir and
Siddhartha renounced the kingly
pleasures, after having surfeit of
them, shows that the society always
had its share of so-called fun places
as “pubs” of different eras!!

Whether | cover my head, go
to temple, touch my elders’ feet,
wear jeans, visit pubs, drink a glass
of rum, or enjoy a dance amid friends
or even strangers......... all this is
and much more is being Indian. My
culture is not affected positively or
negatively by my diverse actions.
The self-styled custodians of culture

He has the right to criticize who has the heart to help
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with their violent and mean streak
are just political light-weight
wannabes, trying to hog publicity and
do not deserve instant fame
conferred on them by media.
Imagine, when | googled this
incident to refresh my already jaded
memory and rekindle my already
dying sense of outrage | found
3,57,000 connected references in a
10 second search. So much for
information overload in the IT age.m

(Ms. Vinita Porwal is Regional Manager,
National Insurance Co. and the wife of
Mr. Sunil Porwal, IAS 1983, Principal
Secretary (EGS & WC). She can be
contacted on Ph. 022-23633057.)

The Perfect Poha
By S Shankar Menon

On a vast seashore where do
you find the ideal grain of
sand? Or even, for that matter, the
most well crafted pebble? In this
State where a million bowls of Poha
are made every morning, where is
the ultimate, that perfect confection
that can be conjured up in a trice, but
can cause regret ever after?

My search began as a Sub
Divisional Magistrate in the Sarf-e-
Khas of the Nizam of Hyderabad,
now part of the new, confident State
of Maharashtra. After a ride on a
horse or in a bullock cart, we were in
the cusp of the jeep age, at a dak-
bungalow or a village, breakfast was
generally a greasy omelette and
parathas as dry as a mother-in-law's
kiss. The Poha had not fully
appeared as part of domestic
cuisine. Its appearances were
hesitant, soggy in the under-belly,
nuts too small, too burnt, or large
enough to choke the horse tethered
outside. The onion component had
its shy share of diffidence, miniscule

enough to need a microscope for
morning sighting, the chillies flung
with abandon in a haphazard way, or
barely there to add season to the
bland well and truly, leading the
bland.

Years later at a Cabinet
Meeting, i discovered the essentials
of the green chilly. In full flow
explaining some intricate proposal, i
was transfixed by my Minister
carefully separating the chillies from
his plate of Poha served to
everyone. The CM wolfed away
merrily, no one else seemed to care
much whether the new Arts Centre
came up at Prabhadevi or Film City,
the Mantralaya canteen Poha helped
establish the Pu La Deshpande
complex and the lowly dish had won
yet another major victory. That,
though, was a long way off. In
District headquarters and Divisional
seats of high governance, the perfect
Poha eluded. Served in a ceramic
plate, it just does not have the rich
body it deserves on a steel surface.
You imagine the serving dish
gleaming on a kitchen wall, scrubbed
with water drawn from a well by a
lady singing on her way to and fro,
vessels all polished in a proud
household and you, like all the
others, a very honoured guest. The
Poha is almost incidental to the
production. The dish can be over
cooked, each bit of puffed rice
burned to a crisp, or the salt thrown
at it like a fast bowler who bends his
elbow. For the whole complete
production, there seemed to be only
one perfect moment in the history of
the State of Maharashtra which for
me came thanks to the begum's
ghost.

As MD, MTDC, i was told of
the lady who surfaced nightly at a
dak bungalow in Yeldari in Parbhani

that we wanted to take over to help
with Jyothirlinga pilgrimages. She
had followed her hushand from
Hyderabad, to find the Nawab
dallying with a courtesan in the
bungalow. She killed them both and
herself on the spot and wandered
after dark where she died pining for
pure and beautiful love.

| will provide that, i told the
MTDC General Manager
Promod Mane. | spent a night in the
haunted house, to, ahem, lay the
ghost. The lady appeared, faint,
ethereal, delicate and what seemed
to happen is not for the pages of a
government publication filling in time
with food before the elections. Let it
be said that i came out drained, but
happy. Not like the others who had
emerged white haired and quivering
from every pore. And there on the
breakfast table, cooked by a very
nervous MTDC chef was Poha
radiant in a golden glow, its back
arching over the lip of a bowl, waiting
to be distilled into a gleaming metal
plate, lime arranged neatly to be
squeezed delicately, drop by drop.
The ingredients matched, the
temperature could have been
measured by a barometer for
precision, the texture was that of a
finely wrought century in a key
cricket match.

This was the Sachin
Tendulkar of all Pohas. | was
delighted i had come to Maharashtra
to work. | knew that all my life, i will
sing of culinary perfection that came
from dallying with a ghost, in the full,
splendid profusion of a world where
body met mind in a thrilling
culmination.

(Mr. S Shankar Menon, IAS 1963,
Retd. can be contacted on email
sshankarmenon@hotmail.com.)

One doesn't discover new lands without consenting to lose sight of the shore for a very long time







