




¼v#.kh Mksoky½¼v#.kh Mksoky½

Jherh v#.kh MksokyJherh v#.kh Mksoky
iRuh Jh vthr MksokyiRuh Jh vthr Mksoky

lans'klans'k
fnlacj 2008 esa gekjh laLFkk fnlacj 2008 esa gekjh laLFkk IPS Wives Welfare Association (IPSWWA)IPS Wives Welfare Association (IPSWWA) dh  dh 

LFkkiuk gqbZ FkhA bl o"kZ fnlacj 2024 esa gekjh ;g laLFkk 16 o"kZ iwjs dj jgh gSA LFkkiuk gqbZ FkhA bl o"kZ fnlacj 2024 esa gekjh ;g laLFkk 16 o"kZ iwjs dj jgh gSA 

fiNys 4 o"kksaZ lsfiNys 4 o"kksaZ ls IPSWWA IPSWWA viuh if=dk ^çokg* dk lQy çdk'ku djrh vkbZ gSA bl  viuh if=dk ^çokg* dk lQy çdk'ku djrh vkbZ gSA bl 
o"kZ Hkh lksygosa LFkkiuk fnol ds volj ij çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k dk foekspu gksus tk o"kZ Hkh lksygosa LFkkiuk fnol ds volj ij çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k dk foekspu gksus tk 
jgk gSA ;g ge lcds fy, vR;ar g"kZ vkSj xoZ dk fo"k; gSAjgk gSA ;g ge lcds fy, vR;ar g"kZ vkSj xoZ dk fo"k; gSA

çokg us gekjh çokg us gekjh IPSWWAIPSWWA lnL;kvksa dh çfrHkkvksa dks fu[kkjk gS vkSj gels mudk ifjp;  lnL;kvksa dh çfrHkkvksa dks fu[kkjk gS vkSj gels mudk ifjp; 
djk;k gSA vk'kk gS vkxs Hkh ;g ç;kl tkjh jgsxkAdjk;k gSA vk'kk gS vkxs Hkh ;g ç;kl tkjh jgsxkA

vki lHkh dks vki lHkh dks IPSWWAIPSWWA ds 16osa LFkkiuk fnol vkSj if=dk çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k ds  ds 16osa LFkkiuk fnol vkSj if=dk çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k ds 
foekspu dh vusdksusd c/kkb;ka vkSj 'kqHkdkeuk,aAfoekspu dh vusdksusd c/kkb;ka vkSj 'kqHkdkeuk,aA



¼vkdk'kh Msdk½¼vkdk'kh Msdk½
v/;{kkv/;{kk

lans'klans'k Jherh vkdk'kh MsdkJherh vkdk'kh Msdk
iRuh Jh riu dqekj Msdk

IPS Wives Welfare AssociationIPS Wives Welfare Association  ¼¼IPSWWAIPSWWA½½ dh if=dk ^izokg* ds ik¡pos  dh if=dk ^izokg* ds ik¡pos 
laLdj.k dks vkids le{k izLrqr djrs gq, vf/kd xoZ vkSj izl=rk dk vuqHko gks jg gSAlaLdj.k dks vkids le{k izLrqr djrs gq, vf/kd xoZ vkSj izl=rk dk vuqHko gks jg gSA

cgqr mYykl ds lkFk eSa ;g Hkh crkuk pkgrh gw¡ fd uUgsa&uUgsa dneksa ls pyrs gq, vkt cgqr mYykl ds lkFk eSa ;g Hkh crkuk pkgrh gw¡ fd uUgsa&uUgsa dneksa ls pyrs gq, vkt 
IPSWWAIPSWWA  us vius lksygosa o"kZ esa izos'k fd;k gSA 2008 esa xfBr us vius lksygosa o"kZ esa izos'k fd;k gSA 2008 esa xfBr IPSWWAIPSWWA us vius  us vius 
NksVs&NksVs iz;klksa ls iqfyl dfeZ;ksa vkSj muds ifjtuksa ds thou esa ifjorZu ykus dk fujarj NksVs&NksVs iz;klksa ls iqfyl dfeZ;ksa vkSj muds ifjtuksa ds thou esa ifjorZu ykus dk fujarj 
iz;kl fd;k gSA lhfer lalk/kuksa vkSj vU; pqukSfr;ksa ds ckotwn dY;k.k dk;ksZa dks viuk iz;kl fd;k gSA lhfer lalk/kuksa vkSj vU; pqukSfr;ksa ds ckotwn dY;k.k dk;ksZa dks viuk 
/;s; cukdj vkxs c<+rh gqbZ /;s; cukdj vkxs c<+rh gqbZ IPSWWAIPSWWA ;g vk'oklu nsrh gS fd og iqfyl dfeZ;ksa ds  ;g vk'oklu nsrh gS fd og iqfyl dfeZ;ksa ds 
ifjokj ds lkFk lnk [kM+h gSAifjokj ds lkFk lnk [kM+h gSA

^izokg* us ^izokg* us IPSWWAIPSWWA }kjk o"kZ Hkj lapkfyr dh xbZ xfrfof/k;ksa vkSj lnL;ksa dh  }kjk o"kZ Hkj lapkfyr dh xbZ xfrfof/k;ksa vkSj lnL;ksa dh 
jpukRed {kerk dks iznf'kZr djus ds fy, ,d lkFkZd eap iznku fd;k gSA eSa if=dk ds jpukRed {kerk dks iznf'kZr djus ds fy, ,d lkFkZd eap iznku fd;k gSA eSa if=dk ds 
lHkh ysf[kdkvksa] laiknd eaMy ds lnL;ksa vkSj izf=dk ls tqM+s gj lnL; dks /kU;okn nsrh lHkh ysf[kdkvksa] laiknd eaMy ds lnL;ksa vkSj izf=dk ls tqM+s gj lnL; dks /kU;okn nsrh 
gw¡ ftuds iz;klksa vkSj dfBu ifjJe ds dkj.k ;g if=dk ewrZ #i esa gekjs lkeus vkbZAgw¡ ftuds iz;klksa vkSj dfBu ifjJe ds dkj.k ;g if=dk ewrZ #i esa gekjs lkeus vkbZA

eq>s vk'kk gS fd ^izokg* ds izfr vius izse vkSj vkReh;rk dks vki lnSo cuk, j[ksaxs eq>s vk'kk gS fd ^izokg* ds izfr vius izse vkSj vkReh;rk dks vki lnSo cuk, j[ksaxs 
rFkk vkidk lg;ksx o lkFk gesa fujarj feyrk jgsxkArFkk vkidk lg;ksx o lkFk gesa fujarj feyrk jgsxkA



¼xhrk ikBd½¼xhrk ikBd½
lfpolfpo

lans'klans'k Jherh xhrk ikBdJherh xhrk ikBd
iRuh Jh nhisanz ikBd

IPS Wives Welfare AssociationIPS Wives Welfare Association  ¼¼IPSWWAIPSWWA½ ½ vkt viuh LFkkiuk ds ;kSou :i esa vkt viuh LFkkiuk ds ;kSou :i esa 
1616 o"kZ iwjs djus tk jgh gSA ;g ge lc ds fy;s xoZ vkSj g"kZ dk fo"k; gSA  o"kZ iwjs djus tk jgh gSA ;g ge lc ds fy;s xoZ vkSj g"kZ dk fo"k; gSA IPSWWAIPSWWA ds  ds 
lfpo gksus ds ukrs eSa vki lHkh dk vkHkkj çdV djrh gw¡ vkSj c/kkbZ nsrh gw¡ A lfpo gksus ds ukrs eSa vki lHkh dk vkHkkj çdV djrh gw¡ vkSj c/kkbZ nsrh gw¡ A 

gekjh lHkh ofj"B v/;{kkvksa vkSj lHkh lnL;ksa ds ekxZn'kZu] vFkd ç;kl vkSj lg;ksx dk gekjh lHkh ofj"B v/;{kkvksa vkSj lHkh lnL;ksa ds ekxZn'kZu] vFkd ç;kl vkSj lg;ksx dk 
gh ifj.kke gS fd gh ifj.kke gS fd 20082008 ls vkt rd  ls vkt rd IPSWWAIPSWWA u;s vk;keksa dks Nwrs gq, vkxs c<+ jgh gS  u;s vk;keksa dks Nwrs gq, vkxs c<+ jgh gS 
vkSj iqfyl&ifjokjtukas ds fy, dY;k.kdkjh dk;ksaZ esa tqVh gqbZ gS AvkSj iqfyl&ifjokjtukas ds fy, dY;k.kdkjh dk;ksaZ esa tqVh gqbZ gS A

vkt ^çokg* if=dk ds ikpos laLdj.k dk foekspu gksus tk jgk gSA if=dk esa laLFkk ds vkt ^çokg* if=dk ds ikpos laLdj.k dk foekspu gksus tk jgk gSA if=dk esa laLFkk ds 
dk;ksaZ dh tkudkjh ds lkFk gekjh lnL;kvksa }kjk fyf[kr jpukvksa dk ladyu gSA dk;ksaZ dh tkudkjh ds lkFk gekjh lnL;kvksa }kjk fyf[kr jpukvksa dk ladyu gSA 

 /kU;okn vkSj 'kqHkdkeukvksa lfgr  /kU;okn vkSj 'kqHkdkeukvksa lfgr 
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ABOUT THE COVER PAGE

The serene face on the cover page symbolizes the modern woman, a beacon of 
calmness, love, and affection, who has gracefully evolved with the times while staying true 
to her nurturing self. It reflects her integral role both in family and society.

The flying birds illustrate the multifaceted nature of women, symbolizing their rise and 
success across diverse professions — whether in administration, defense, science, or other 
fields.

The theme, Beyond Boundaries, celebrates women’s limitless potential. It highlights how, 
with willpower and intellect, women are breaking traditional barriers and excelling in every 
facet of life, proving that their contributions know no limits.

Women — A force of nature, gentle and grand.  
She is the spirit that never fails to rise even in storms. 



laikfndk dh ys[kuh lslaikfndk dh ys[kuh ls

IPSWWAIPSWWA dh vksj ls çdkf'kr gksus okyh if=dk ^çokg* ds ikaposa laLdj.k dks vkids le{k j[krs gq, eq>s vikj  dh vksj ls çdkf'kr gksus okyh if=dk ^çokg* ds ikaposa laLdj.k dks vkids le{k j[krs gq, eq>s vikj 
g"kZ dh vuqHkwfr gks jgh gSAg"kZ dh vuqHkwfr gks jgh gSA

eSa v/;{kk eSa v/;{kk IPSWWAIPSWWA Jherh vkdk'kh Msdk dh vR;ar gh vkHkkjh gwa fd mUgksaus xr nks o"kksaZ dh rjg bl o"kZ Hkh  Jherh vkdk'kh Msdk dh vR;ar gh vkHkkjh gwa fd mUgksaus xr nks o"kksaZ dh rjg bl o"kZ Hkh 
eq>s if=dk ds eq[; laiknu dk volj çnku fd;kA dksj dfeVh dh vU; lHkh lnL;kvksa& Jherh xhrk ikBd] Jherh eq>s if=dk ds eq[; laiknu dk volj çnku fd;kA dksj dfeVh dh vU; lHkh lnL;kvksa& Jherh xhrk ikBd] Jherh 
flejçhr ywFkjk]rFkk Jherh ufork vk;kZ] esjh lg&laikfndk Jherh xkSjh lsB dh Hkh eSa vR;ar vkHkkjh gwa] ftudk flejçhr ywFkjk]rFkk Jherh ufork vk;kZ] esjh lg&laikfndk Jherh xkSjh lsB dh Hkh eSa vR;ar vkHkkjh gwa] ftudk 
lg;ksx eq>s ix&ix ij çkIr gqvkA n`';&iVy ds ihNs jgdj lg;ksx djus okys gekjs VsDuhf'k;u rFkk ,uhes'ku Vhe lg;ksx eq>s ix&ix ij çkIr gqvkA n`';&iVy ds ihNs jgdj lg;ksx djus okys gekjs VsDuhf'k;u rFkk ,uhes'ku Vhe 
ds lnL; Jh jfoUæ flag cYgkjk ,oa Jh , jkek jko dk Hkh eSa ân; ls vkHkkj O;ä djrh gwa] ftUgksaus çdk'ku dk;Z  ds lnL; Jh jfoUæ flag cYgkjk ,oa Jh , jkek jko dk Hkh eSa ân; ls vkHkkj O;ä djrh gwa] ftUgksaus çdk'ku dk;Z  
lQyrk iwoZd laiw.kZ djus esa gekjh gj laHko lgk;rk dhA bu lcds lg;ksx ds fcuk ;g dk;Z vlaHko FkkAlQyrk iwoZd laiw.kZ djus esa gekjh gj laHko lgk;rk dhA bu lcds lg;ksx ds fcuk ;g dk;Z vlaHko FkkA

gekjh laLFkk dh çfrHkk'kkyh ysf[kdkvksa dk] ftuds fcuk ^çokg* dk çokg çokfgr gksuk vlaHko gS] eSa rgs fny ls gekjh laLFkk dh çfrHkk'kkyh ysf[kdkvksa dk] ftuds fcuk ^çokg* dk çokg çokfgr gksuk vlaHko gS] eSa rgs fny ls 
'kqfØ;k vnk djuk pkgwaxhA ;s lHkh ysf[kdk,a gekjh laLFkk dh vewY; /kjksgj gSaA'kqfØ;k vnk djuk pkgwaxhA ;s lHkh ysf[kdk,a gekjh laLFkk dh vewY; /kjksgj gSaA

IPSWWAIPSWWA dh lHkh lnL;kvksa dk eSa ân; ls vkHkkj çdV djrh gwa fd mUgksaus çokg if=dk dks ilan fd;k vkSj  dh lHkh lnL;kvksa dk eSa ân; ls vkHkkj çdV djrh gwa fd mUgksaus çokg if=dk dks ilan fd;k vkSj 
viuk I;kj fn;kA vki lcds le{k iqu% ^çokg* mifLFkr gSA vk'kk djrh gwa fd vki lc ^çokg* ds çokg dks] blh viuk I;kj fn;kA vki lcds le{k iqu% ^çokg* mifLFkr gSA vk'kk djrh gwa fd vki lc ^çokg* ds çokg dks] blh 
çdkj çokfgr djrh jgsaxhAçdkj çokfgr djrh jgsaxhA

esjh dkeuk gS fd vkxs vkSj Hkh ubZ&ubZ çfrHkkvksa }kjk çokg dk :i fu[kjsAesjh dkeuk gS fd vkxs vkSj Hkh ubZ&ubZ çfrHkkvksa }kjk çokg dk :i fu[kjsA

vki lcdks vki lcdks IPSWWAIPSWWA ds lksygosa o"kZxkaB vkSj çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k ds foekspu dh cgqr&cgqr c/kkbZ vkSj  ds lksygosa o"kZxkaB vkSj çokg ds ikaposa laLdj.k ds foekspu dh cgqr&cgqr c/kkbZ vkSj 
'kqHkdkeuk,aA'kqHkdkeuk,aA

Jherh :ch prqosZnhJherh :ch prqosZnh
iRuh Jh ';ke prqosZnhiRuh Jh ';ke prqosZnh

19901990



 Editor's Note Editor's Note

Dr. Gauri Seth
W/O Dr. Deepam Seth

1995

As we step into another promising year, it is both a privilege and a pleasure to reflect on the 
transformative journey of the Indian Police Service Wives Welfare Association (IPSWWA). Over 
the years, this remarkable organization has stood as a beacon of support and empowerment 
for the families of our nation’s police personnel—a mission that grows more significant with 
each passing day. The word 'Pravah', meaning "flow", perfectly encapsulates the spirit of our 
association: dynamic, resilient, and ever-evolving. This annual souvenir is much more than a 
compilation of memories, activities, and creative expressions. It is a tribute to the strength, 
dedication, and collective ethos of our community—a testament to what can be achieved 
when united by a shared vision.

I am deeply grateful to Smt. Akashi Deka, the spirited President of IPSWWA, for entrusting 
me with the opportunity to helm this publication as its Editor. It has been a labour of love, 
and I am confident that the contributors have poured their creativity, energy, and passion 
into their pieces, crafting a magazine that resonates with the aspirations of our members and 
readers alike. This year marks 16 years of IPSWWA’s extraordinary work since its inception—a 
journey defined by impactful welfare programs and meaningful educational initiatives.These 
endeavours not only strengthen the bonds within our community but also underscore our 
collective commitment to fostering unity and purpose. Each initiative reflects the tireless 
efforts of our members, whose dedication is the bedrock of our success. I extend my heartfelt 
appreciation to the core committee members—Smt. Geeta Pathak, Smt. Reena Luthra and 
Smt. Navita Arya—whose vision and steadfast efforts have been instrumental in the success 
of IPSWWA’s initiatives. Their guidance has consistently steered us toward new milestones, 
ensuring that our programs remain impactful and relevant. I am also thankfull for the 
unwavering support of my co-editor Mrs. Ruby Chaturwedi. 

Looking ahead, we recognize the importance of evolving with the times to meet the 
changing needs of our community. The future presents exciting opportunities to expand 
our reach and deepen our impact. Initiatives around mental health support, educational 
empowerment, and skill development will take centre stage, driven by a commitment to 
innovation and inclusivity. By harnessing the power of technology and collaboration, we aim 
to touch more lives, providing the tools and resources necessary for growth and fulfilment.
IPSWWA remains steadfast in its mission to support the families of police personnel, ensuring 
they are equipped to face challenges with resilience and strength. 

Finally, I extend my profound gratitude to all those who have contributed to our journey—
members, volunteers, and well-wishers. Your unwavering support and generosity have been 
the cornerstone of our achievements. Together, we embody the essence of 'Pravah'—a 
community that flows forward, constantly adapting, growing, and thriving. Here’s to celebrating 
our journey, our achievements, and the limitless possibilities that lie ahead. 

Happy reading!
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Contribution of Computer System by IPSWWA to NPM 
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OUR PRESIDENTS 
OVER THE YEARS 

Smt. Sima Haldar
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Smt. Anuradha Jain
1-1-2017 to 30-06-2019

Smt. Zeba Ibrahim
1-1-2013 to 31-12-2014

Smt. Ranju Kumar
30-06-2019 to 30-06-2022

Smt. Surekha Mathur
1-1-2009 to 31-12-2010

Smt. Manju Sharma
1-1-2015 to 31-12-2016
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REDISCOVERING
MYSELF

I got married to Arun Bhagat when I was 19 and we were 
together for nearly 60 years. When I lost him on my birthday 
last year, I felt a big void. I hadn’t known me without him 
for so long, and my life was anchored with his in substantial 
measure.

I’m an optimist and believe crises in life are an opportunity 
to change for the better. In all these years, I was missing me—
the 19 years old maiden girl. These 60 years felt like just a few 
days, and I had to find a bridge to get back to myself. For 
that to happen, I had to go to a new place and start afresh.

I had always wanted a house in the hills and felt the 
strongest at this juncture. As luck would have it, my younger 
son, Arjun, had built a cottage in the hills, which we called 
‘The Wild Cherry Padam Cottage’. I moved in there when 
Delhi was getting warm—in the early summers, with my dog 

Smt. Livleen Bhagat
W/o Late Shri Arun Bhagat

1961

Moca and my woman Friday, Sanjana, and her life 
partner.

Life in Delhi is sticky; my children and grandchildren 
are here, so it took me a month to adjust and make the 
cottage my quintessential space. I lived there for the 
next six months, and I feel that I rediscovered myself to 
quite an extent.

In the early days, it was raining all the time; I felt that my 
past had been washed away. Thankfully, four days after 
I arrived, I had four guests over; they were an extension 
of my family, and they didn’t hide their affection for me, 
which made the transition smoother.

So, I was there, in my cottage nestled in nature, 
overlooking the icecaps that define the Himalayas, 
glowing in the golden hue of the summer sun. The blue 



sky and green mountains were therapeutic. The setting inspired me to paint. I painted 
mountains on chairs and doors of my cottage, in different seasons. The mountains seem to 
transform visually with every season, though inherently, they are the same—a static witness 
to the unfolding of time. I painted the Padam tree on the glass-pane of the kitchen window, 
the same tree for various seasons. Likewise I have witnessed so many ups and downs in life, 
yet, I realise my core has remained hopeful, innocent and genuine.

I made friends with the locals and participated in the village life, whether it was dealing 
with a local sadhu who had travelled the world or working with the local school. They all 
accepted me with open arms, and I became integral to the local life like a village elder.

Also, I met with a lot of outsiders, mostly from Delhi, who like my son, have or are trying to 
build a cottage in the hills. One of them was a young man in his mid-twenties, who’d join 
me for lunch regularly. He had been having a great experiential life and, perhaps, for this 
reason, was happy that his father had made enough fortune for them.

Besides my sons and grandchildren, I had friends from Delhi visiting me, including a young 
woman of 98 years. Age is not the number of years spent on this planet but a lot to do with 
the zest for life, continued learning, curiosity and embracing change.

I’m an artist by heart, and now I’m living this artistic aspect of me in full measure. Arun’s 
absence in my life fills me with a sense of responsibility to myself paint a beautiful picture.

I’m grateful for what life has given me, and there’s no malice for what was taken away.
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Trees are tall, yet well grounded
Standing in rows, as some brigade founded
Wearing leaves, flowers and fruits around,

To spread their beauty all along

Branches sway with gentle breeze
Giving peace and shelter, to all underneath

Making windows – for sun to peep
Whispering secrets to all at ease

Trees teach us patience, as they grow slow
Standing happily in rain and snow

Envy, anger they never feel
Rather, donate their wood, when they leave

Trees are hope- depicting life
Without them no oxygen hence no life

Vast, elegant, standing free
They are the guardians of you and me

We have to say and believe
Trees Live – We Live, Trees Leave – We Leave

Without them, we all will fade,
In their arms our future is safe!

TREES
Smt. Suneeta Vashisht
W/o  Shri S.N. Vashisht

1982
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15TH FOUNDATION DAY CELEBRATION
AND RELEASE OF THE

4TH EDITION  OF PRAVAH- 2023
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nzks.kkpk;Z dk i'pkrkinzks.kkpk;Z dk i'pkrki
Jherh :ch prqosZnhJherh :ch prqosZnh

iRuh Jh ';ke prqosZnh
1990

eSa tc Hkh ,dkar esa gksrk gwa] esjk çfrfcac eq>ls dgrk gS] ^^æks.kkpk;Z] rwus ;g D;k fd;k! vius fç; f'k"; vtqZu  
ds }kjk æqin dks canh cukdj mldk vk/kk jkT; ys fy;k!** bZ";kZ] }s"k] çfr'kks/k dh Hkkouk] çfr}af}rk ,slh fodjky 
vfXu gS tks euq"; vkSj mlds lkjs laca/kksa dks vius vanj lekfo"V dj mudk uk'k dj nsrh gS vkSj ih<+h nj ih<+h 
çfr'kks/k dh Tokyk HkM+dk nsrh gSA euq"; le; jgrs ;g le> ugha ikrkA vkSj tc ckr le> esa vkrh gS rc ogka 
cprk gS i'pkrki--- dsoy i'pkrki!

esjk laiw.kZ thou bldk Toyar mnkgj.k gSA ;gh egkHkkjr ;q) dk vk/kkj gSA
viuh ijkt; ls æqin vR;ar gh viekfur gqvk vkSj çfr'kks/k o'k esjs fouk'k ds fy, mlus iq=sf"V ;K fd;kA ;KkfXu ls mls iq=  

/k`"V|qEu vkSj iq=h d`".kk çkIr gqbZ] tks ækSinh ;k ikapkyh uke ls vf/kd çfl) gqbZA æqin dks ;Klsu Hkh dgk tkus yxk 
vkSj mldh iq=h d`".kk dks ;kKlsuhA

yk{kkx`g dh nq?kZVuk ds i'pkr ækSinh dks Lo;aoj esa thr dj ikaMo gfLrukiqj i/kkjsA xoZ ls esjk eLrd vkSj Hkh 
Å¡pk gks x;kA vkf[kj esjs fç; f'k"; vtqZu us ;g lkfcr dj fn[kk;k Fkk fd og vk;kZorZ dk loZJs"B /kuq/kZj gSA 
baæçLFk esa ikaMoksa ds jktlw; ;K us dkSjoksa dh bZ";kZfXu esa gfo çnku djus dk dk;Z fd;kA QyLo:i |wr ds iklksa us 
egk;q) dk chtkjksi.k fd;kA Hkhe dh Hkh"k.k çfrKk fd og ;q) esa nq%'kklu dh Nkrh QkM+dj mldk jä iku djsxk 
vkSj ækSinh ds [kqys ds'kksa dks mlds jä ls jaftr djsxk] xnk ls nq;ksZ/ku dh ta?kk rksM+sxk] us iwjh lHkk dks fgyk MkykA 
vkSj.. Jhd`".k dk peRdkj! ækSinh us tc vlgk; gksdj d`".k dks iqdkjk! iwjh lHkk us ns[kk.. ækSinh ds phj dk dksbZ 
var ugha! ml vuar fojkV ds leku mldk phj Hkh vuar vkSj fojkV Fkk! nq%'kklu vpsr gksdj fxj iM+kA vfXuf'k[kk 
ds leku çTofyr ækSinh dk Loj xwat jgk Fkk& ^^tcrd bl nq"V nq%'kklu ds jä ls vius ;s [kqys ds'k ç{kkfyr u 
d:axh os.kh u cka/kwaxhA** lHkk LrC/k FkhA vkt Hkh eq>s bl ckr dk i'pkrki gS fd ml fnu eSa ækSinh ds fdlh ç'u 
dk mÙkj u ns ldkA mlds çfr gks jgs vU;k; dk fojks/k u dj ldk vkSj ewd n'kZd cuk jgkA

varr% nwljh ckj fQj Ny ls |wr esa gkj ds i'pkr ikaMo ckjg o"kZ ds ouokl vkSj ,d o"kZ ds vKkrokl ij 
fudysA ouokl ds nkSjku xa/koZ jkt fp=lsu ds paxqy ls vtqZu us dkSjoksa dks cpk;kA ,d ckj iqu% mlus viuk loZJs"B 
gksuk çekf.kr dj fn[kk;kA vKkrokl esa Hkhe }kjk dhpd dk o/k] rRi'pkr dkSjoksa ds fojkV uxj ij vkØe.k djus 
ij vdsys vtqZu }kjk leLr dkSjo lsuk dh gkj us ;g lkfcr dj fn;k fd ikaMo bu rsjg o"kksaZ esa Lo.kZ dh rjg 
ç[kj rst ds leku ridj fudys gSaA
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vkf[kj 'kkafr lans'k ysdj Jhd`".k gfLrukiqj i/kkjsA mUgksaus izLrko fn;k fd vk/kk jkT; ugha rks ikap xzke gh lgh] 
ikaMoksa dks ns nksA fouk'kdkjh ;q) dh Hk;kogrk ls rks cp tk,xh i`Foh! ij nq;ksZ/ku dh efr ij rks iRFkj iM+k FkkA og 
lqbZ dh uksd Hkj Hkh i`Foh nsus dks rS;kj u FkkA blds foijhr mlus Jhd`".k dks canh cukus dh ps"Vk dhA ml vlk/; 
dks lk/kuk fdlds cwrs dh ckr gS! lHkk esa vn~Hkqr peRdkj gqvkA Jhd`".k us viuk ,slk fojkV :i fn[kk;k fd lHkh 
grçHk jg x,A leLr czãk.M muesa lekosf'kr FkkA ;q) dk Hk;adj ifj.kke Hkh lkeus ifjyf{kr FkkA iwjh lHkk Fkj&Fkj 
dkai jgh FkhA

Jhd`".k us viuk Lo:i lesVk vkSj /khj&xaHkhj es?k lh ?ku?kksj xM+xM+krh /ofu esa j.k dh xtZuk dj lHkk ls ckgj 
fudy iM+sA nq;ksZ/ku ewfrZor [kM+k jg x;k] mlesa ekuksa çk.k gh u gksaA vn~Hkqr] vo.kZuh;] foy{k.k vkSj HkO; n`'; Fkk! 
vkt Hkh mldk Lej.k dj lkjs 'kjhj esa jksekap gks vkrk gSA fQj Hkh vYicqf) nq;ksZ/ku vius gB ls ckt ugha vk;kA

;q) vkjEHk gks x;kA nlosa fnu xkaxs; 'kj&'kS¸;k ij vklhu gq, vkSj eq>s dkSjo lsuk dk lsukifr cuk;k x;kA eSa 
foo'k FkkA iq=eksg us eq>s dgka yk [kM+k fd;k Fkk! ;q) ds rsjgosa fnu eSaus pØO;wg dh jpuk dh] ftls ikaMo i{k ls 
dsoy vtqZu vkSj Jhd`".k gh Hksnuk tkurs FksA vtqZu la'kIrdksa ls ;q) esa f?kjk FkkA vc pØO;wg Hksnu dkSu djrk! ijUrq 
;g D;k! vtqZu&iq= vfHkeU;q j.kHkwfe esa çy; epkrk gqvk pØO;wg esa ços'k dj x;kA nq;ksZ/ku dk iq= y{e.k mlds 
gkFkksa ekjk x;kA lkjh dkSjo lsuk =kfg eke dj mBh! mldh ohjrk us mls lgh vFkZ esa vtqZu dk iq= vkSj Jhd`".k dk 
;ksX; f'k"; lkfcr dj fn[kk;k Fkk! og pØO;wg Hksnrk gqvk vanj rd çfo"V gks x;kA rFkkdfFkr dkSjo egkjfFk;ksa us mls 
?ksjdj cM+s gh vU;k;iw.kZ <ax ls mldh gR;k dhA mlds lkjFkh vkSj v'o ekjs x,] jFk VwV x;k] og Lo;a fu'kL= gks 
x;k] varr% jFkpØ mBkdj ;q) djus yxkA og fu'kL= ohj bl çdkj ?ksjdj dkSjoksa dh dk;jrk }kjk ekjs tkus ;ksX; 
u FkkA ?ksjdj ekjus okyksa esa eSa Hkh FkkA eq>s cM+h vkReXykfu gqbZA eSa Hkwy ugha ikrk mls] tc mlus ;q)Hkwfe esa esjs 
pj.kksa ds lehi nks ck.k ekjs Fks vkSj dgk Fkk fd esjs firk ds xq# ds pj.kksa esa esjk ç.kke! Jhd`".k dk Hkkatk Fkk] mUgha 
ls ;q) fo|k lh[kh Fkh mlus! og dk;jksa }kjk ?ksjdj ekjk x;k fQj Hkh eSa lsukifr in ij cSBk gwa! f/kDdkj gS eq>s! ;g 
;q) ekuork dks dgka ys tk,xk! lcdqN u"V gks tk,xk] rc cpsxk D;k\ fo/kokvksa] cPpksa vkSj vukFkksa dk gkgkdkj!

tc dksbZ cpsxk gh ugha rks jkT; dkSu Hkksxsxk\ dk'k nq;ksZ/ku Jhd`".k dk laf/k&çLrko eku ysrk! dk'k eSa iq= çse esa 
iM+dj viuk LokfHkeku u [kksrk! dk'k /k`rjk"Vª dh egRokdka{kk mlds iq=ksa dh bZ";kZfXu u curh! dk'k eSa æqin ds çfr 
çfr'kks/k dh Hkkouk ls u Hkjrk! dk'k yk{kkx`g dh ?kVuk u gksrh! dk'k |wr ØhM+k u gksrh! dk'k ikapkyh dks Hkjh lHkk 
esa viekfur u gksuk iM+rk!

;g dk'k eq>s psSu ugha ysus nsrk! fuæk eq>ls dkslksa nwj gS] fpÙk esa 'kkafr ugha! vHkh ;q) lekIr ugha gqvk gS! ;g 
pyrk jgsxk fujarj ;qxksa&;qxksa rd! ekuo viuh gh lH;rk u"V djrk jgsxk! ekuork Nyh tkrh jgsxh!

gs ds'ko! ;g D;k ek;k gS! vc rks viuk Lo:i lesV yks! {kek djks oklqnso ! {kek!
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A TRIP TO THE PEARL OF 
INDIAN OCEAN

Sri Lanka, the “Pearl of the Indian Ocean”, is a resplendent and magical island, a treasure 
of sacred temples, rock caves, and ruins from glorious ancient kingdoms. It was a bright 
August morning when we landed at the Bandaranaike International Airport, an excited 
bunch of 12 ladies out to have a great trip!

Dr. Madhu Mary Minz
W/O Shri. Solomon Yash Kr Minz

1997

Day 1- Our itinerary began with a visit to the 
Dambulla Cave Temple, a UNESCO World 
Heritage site built around 100 BC. Over 350 
rock-cut steps lead to this well- preserved 
cave monastery, with scores of Buddhist 
mural paintings and Buddha statues in 
various poses, including a 30-foot-long 
reclining Buddha carved out of rock. The 
rock-cutting technology and craftsmanship 
of yesteryears are indeed a technical 

marvel. Later, we took a Jeep safari to Minneriya National Park to explore its diverse 
landscapes, which provide an excellent backdrop for spotting the endemic mammals and 
birds.

Day 2- We headed to the most imposing archaeological site - Sigiriya Rock - located amidst 
the ruins of a 5th-century city with moats, wall fortifications, landscaped gardens, and a 
monastery with ancient murals. We climbed 1200 steps up to a 200-metre-high granite rock 
with its exquisite frescoes and remains of a royal palace and were treated to a breath-
taking 360-degree view from the top.We spent a heavenly evening at a seaside hotel 
with a pristine palm-fringed  beach in Trincomalee. The twilight with sand, sea, dance and 
coastal food was ideal for beach bums like us.

Day 3- Koneshwaram Temple, also known as “Kailash of the South”, lies on the same 
longitude as Mount Kailash. It is considered to be one of the PanchaIshwaram (one of the 
five abodes of Lord Shiva). Interestingly, a giant idol of King Ravana also stands there. This 
was followed by a visit tothe Spice & Herbal garden, which is the habitat of exquisite herbs 
& species like Peppercorns, Turmeric, Cardamom, Cloves, Nutmeg, Cinnamon,and many 
oils. We also had time to indulge in Noritake crockery from Japan, cheaper than any where 
else. Then we visited another Buddhist pilgrimage site-“Temple of the Tooth Relic”-which 
houses the sacred tooth of Buddha in a giant stupa made from 320 kg of gold.
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Day 4- Seetha Amman Temple (Ashok 
Vatika) is where Ravana held Sita captive.
Deep impressions on a rock are believed 
to be imprints left by Hanuman. The Seetha 
Devi Agni Pravesha was nearby, where Sita 
was said to have given her Agni Pariksha. 
Later, we set off for Ella- the ‘Paradise of 
Beauty’ with diverse landscapes, waterfalls, 
and green lush ‘chai bagan’. It is known for 
its colonial-era bungalows with manicured 

hedgerows and pretty gardens, roadside cafés, 
street- sideshopping and pulsating nightlife.

Day 5– We started early and trekked to “Nine 
Arch Bridge”. Built by local labour under British 
supervision, it is a testament to the engineering 
and architectural brilliance of the early 20th 
century, which was entirely made of rocks, bricks, 
and cement, with no use of steel or metals. We 
managed to capture the magical moment 
when the locomotive came barrelling along 
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in its supreme arrogance. Next, we took a motor boat rideon the Madu River along the 
mangrove forest to Cinnamon Island and visited a Sea turtle Hatchery and workshop for 
the famous Sri Lankan masks.

Day 6- Our last day -we set off for the spectacular Galle Fort in the Bay of Galle on the 
southwest coast of Sri Lanka, built in 1588 by the Portuguese, a trading port for spices for 
over 200 years. Finally, the time had come to roll up the magical carpet and return to 
Colombo to take our flight back to Delhi.

Sri Lanka is like a pandora’s box of mystical elements with the essence of herbs,  spices, the 
best Ceylon tea in the world, mouth-watering cuisines, gems and masks. It wraps its charm 
around its visitors, capturing their imagination to get lost in a throwback to bygone eras.
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HERITAGE WALK  AT  
SUNDER NURSERY  

 HOSTED BY DELHI POLICE, JANUARY-2024 
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VISIT TO PRERNA DEVELOPMENTAL CENTRE 
NSG (MANESAR), JANUARY-2024 



 THE CENTURY-LONG LEGACY
OF READER'S DIGEST Smt. Mini Jha, 

W/o Shri Kishore Jha
1982

Reader's Digest, a beloved publication, has been a staple across 
generations, entertaining and enlightening families for a century. 
Jogging my memory back to a generation to which I belong, Reader’s 
Digest was an essential part of our adolescent reading habit.

Founded in 1922, it condensed complex articles into bite-sized, 
easy-to-read formats, making knowledge accessible to all. With its 
iconic logo and trusted brand, Reader's Digest became a household 
name, bridging generational gaps.

For grandparents, Reader's Digest or RD, as it was popularly 
known, was a trusted source of news, inspiration, and humour. Its 
condensed books and articles introduced them to new ideas, 
sparking conversations and debates. Parents enjoyed reading aloud 
to their children, sharing tales of adventure, history, and values. For 
younger generations, Reader's Digest was a gateway to the world 

beyond their community. Its "Word Power" section expanded vocabularies, while "Laughter, 
the Best Medicine" brought joy. 

As children, we were encouraged to become almost addicts of this monthly 
magazine,which inculcated a good reading ritual for the discerning mind.

RD had a novel series, too, in its content, and one such series that had a lasting impact 
was ‘For the Love of Ann’. I reread the book sometime back and found it as refreshing as it 
was the first time! This book is the epitome of how parents never gave up on their disabled 
child and wanted her to live a normal life. 

Born at a time when little was known about autism and the support services that were 
available, Ann’s family refused to give up on her even when the doctors said that there 
was nothing that could be done for her. Ann’s father kept a journal of every detail of those 
painful years when Ann had to grapple with her autism. The journal entries served as the 
basis of this book. The book is a capsule of hope and resilience, but more importantly, it’s a 
reminder of the power of family.

The closure of Reader's Digest's print edition (2013 in the US, with international editions 
following) marks the end of an era. For many, it's a nostalgic loss, a reminder of simpler 
times. The shift to digital-only content underscores the evolving nature of people’s reading 
habits. 

Though its print run has ended, Reader's Digest's influence remains a testament to the 
power of storytelling and knowledge-sharing across generations. Its closure serves as a 
reminder to cherish memories and inculcate the habit of reading and learning at an early 
age. 
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dkyk jaxdkyk jax

,d fnu fdlh us eq>ls iwNk fd dkyk jax v'kqHk D;ksa gksrk gS\,d fnu fdlh us eq>ls iwNk fd dkyk jax v'kqHk D;ksa gksrk gS\
vkf[kj fdlh 'kqHk volj ij dkys jax ds diM+s D;ksa ugha igus tkrs\vkf[kj fdlh 'kqHk volj ij dkys jax ds diM+s D;ksa ugha igus tkrs\

ç'u isphnk gS] nqYgu yky jax dh lkM+h igu dj vkrh gS D;ksafd yky jax dks ldkjkRed ÅtkZ dk çrhd ekuk tkrk 
gSA vusd LFkkuksa ij nwYgk&nqYgu yky] ihys vkSj xqykch jaxksa ds oL= /kkj.k djrs gSa D;ksafd bu jaxksa dks lkSHkkX; dk 
çrhd dgk x;k gS] tcfd dkys jax dks fujk'kk dk çrhd ekuk tkrk gSA

;g lgh gS fd thou dh 'kq#vkr ldkjkRedrk ls gksuh pkfg,] rks D;k uhys] Hkwjs vkSj dkys jax blds foijhr gSa\ esjs 
fopkj ls 'kk;n ugha] rHkh rks tc dksbZ u;k edku curk gS rks mls yksxksa dh utj ¼udkjkRedrk½ ls cpkus ds fy, 
dkys jax dk eq[kkSVk yxk;k tkrk gSA blh çdkj NksVs lqanj cPpksa ds ekFks ij dkyk Vhdk yxk fn;k tkrk gSA ,slk djus 
okyksa dk ekuuk gS fd ns[kus okys dh utj dkys jax ij fVd tkrh gS ftlls mudh udkjkRedrk dk cqjk çHkko u"V 
gks tkrk gS ysfdu ç'u rks gS fd D;k dkyk jax okLro esa v'kqHk gS\

gekjs ns'k ds fofHkUu çkarksa es gj txg vyx&vyx vo/kkj.kk,a gSaA blhfy, vius&vius ifjos'k dh ekU;rkvksa ls 
tqM+dj ge vDlj çpfyr ijEijkvksa dk ikyu djus yxrs gSaA

dkyk jax gj fLFkfr esa v'kqHk gh gS] ,slk ns'k ds fdlh Hkh çkar] lekt vFkok lEçnk; esa ugha gSA gj ?kj esa [kkuk 
cukus esa ç;qä gksus okys crZu rok] irhyk] d<+kbZ vDlj uhps ls dkys gksrs gSaA rok rks 'kr&çfr'kr dkyk gksrk gh gS] 
ysfdu ge lcdk issV Hkjrk gSA bu dkyksa ds lg;ksx ds fcuk gekjh fLFkfr ,d gh fnu esa [kjkc gks ldrh gSA ftl 
rjg dkyh HkSal ds lQsn nw/k ls ngh] ?kh] eD[ku] feBkbZ;ka curh gSa] mlh çdkj dkys crZu gekjs thou esa fofHkUu 
O;atuksa ds Lokn ds ek/;e ls thoUrrk ?kksyrs gSaA nqYgu ds fy, ge yky dks çkFkfedrk vo'; nsrs gS] ysfdu jlksbZ 
esa yky fepZ ds ewY; vkSj Lokn ij dkyh fepZ Hkkjh gSA ifjokj esa Lokn vkSj laokn dk okrkoj.k jlksbZ dh vaxhBh es 
Mkys x, dkys dks;ys gh yky gks dj cukrs gSA

dkys jax dks v'kqHk dSls dg ldrs gS¡ tcfd nqfu;k Hkj dh lHkh lM+dsa dkyh vkSj mu ij nkSM+us okys 'kr& çfr'kr 
okguksa ds Vk;j Hkh dkys gSaA dkyh Nrjh cjlkr ls cpkrh gS rks rst/kwi ls Hkh cpko djrh gSA ;wa rks vusd jaxksa dh 
Vksfi;ka] p'esa] twrs feyrs gSa ysfdu nqfu;k Hkj esa dkyh Vksih] dkys p'es vkSj dkys twrs dk çpyu gh lcls T;knk gSA 
tc ge fdlh fookn esa my> tkrs gSa rks dkys dksV okys odhy lkfgc gekjs ennxkj curs gSaA 

Jherh pk#yrk vxzokyJherh pk#yrk vxzoky
iRuh Jh ih-,u- vxzoky

1981
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cs'kd vkt jax&fcjaxs dacy vkus yxs gSa ysfdu tks ckr dkyh dEcyh esa gS oks nwljksa esa dgka\ D;k ;g vthc ugha 
fd] ,d vksj rks ge yky >aMh dks jksdus ;k lko/kku djus dh fu'kkuh ekurs gSa rks nwljh vksj yky pqujh ls lth 
nqYgfu;k dks lalkj esa vkxs c<+us dk vk'khokZn nsrs gSaA 

dkys jax dks yk[k cqjk dgks ysfdu ckyksa ds tjk ls 'osr gksrs gh mUgsa fu;fer :i ls dkyk dj ;qok cus jgus dk 
Hkze ikyus okyksa dk loZ= cgqer gSA ^dkys dtjkjs* uSuksa ij >weus okyksa dh dgk¡ deh gSA e/kqesg ls cpuk gks rks dkys 
tkequ vkidh enn dj ldrs gSaA iwoksZÙkj Hkkjr esa dkyh iwtk dk çpyu gS rks gekjs d`".k dUgS;k dkys ¼lkaoys½ vkSj 
jke th Hkh dkys ¼lkaoys½ gh rks FksA 

çdk'k ckaVus okyk fn;k dkyk] rks fnuHkj dM+h esgur ds ckn foJkafr  çnku djus okyh jkf= dkyh] ?ku?kksj o"kkZ ykus 
okys ckny dkys] e/kqj xhr lqukus okyh dks;y dkyh] rks ,d tekus esa [kwc /kwe epkus okys ,p,eoh ds fjdkMZIys;j 
Hkh rks dkys gh gksrs FksA

xzsukbV rks dkyk ilan gS ysfdu dkyk jax v'kqHk! blds t:j dqN dkj.k gksus pkfg, vki tkurs gh gS fd iqLrd  
/kkfeZd gks ;k ikBîØe dh] lkfgR; dh gks ;k dkuwu dh] euksjatu dh gks ;k yksdjatu dh nqfu;k dh gj iqLrd dh 
NikbZ dkyh L;kgh ls gksrh gSA ckr fcYdqy Li"V gS fd dkys v{kj Kku ckaVrs gSa ijarq dqN yksxksa ds fy, ;gh dkys 
v{kj HkSal cjkcj gksrs gSaA ,slk yxrk gS dkys v{kj dks HkSal cjkcj ekuus okyksa dh n`f"V esa dkyk vkSj dky lgksnj gSSaA 

dkykikuh] dkykgkaMh] dkykMwaxj dks dkSu ugha tkurk\ cs'kd vkt iksVZCys;j vkdf"kZr djrk gS] ysfdu vke vkneh ds 
eu ij Loar=rk laxzke ds nkSjku dkykikuh dh ;krukvksa dh bruh xgjh Nki gS fd og vkt Hkh Mjkrk gSA mM+hlk dk 
dkykgkaMh xjhch vkSj fiNM+siu dk i;kZ; gksus ds dkj.k] rks ikfdLrku lhek ij dPN ds jsfxLrku esa fLFkr dkykMwaxj 
vifjp; ds dkj.k v'kkar djrk gSA dgha ,slk rks ugha fd T;knk ^dkao&dkao* djus okys dkys dkS, dh ddZ'k vkokt 
ls yksxksa dks bruh v:fp gks xbZ Fkh fd os dkys dks gh v'kqHk ekuus yxs FksA 

vc rks eku yhft, fd dkys ds dqN d`".k i{k gS rks 'kqDy i{k Hkh de ugha gSA dqN yksxksa ds ncko esa vkdj vki 
'kqDy i{k dh vuns[kh ugha dj ldrsA ;fn ,slk fd;k tkrk gS rks bldh x.kuk dkys dkjukeksa esa dh tk;sxhA ;fn dkys  
/ku esa dqN xyr gS rks vki fu;eksa dks mnkj cukdj mudk funku dj ldrs gSa ij gka] ftuds eu dkys gSa mudk 
dqN ugha fd;k tk ldrkA fuf'pr :i ls czãkaM ds CySd gksy ljh[ks eSys eu okys /kwrZ yksxksa ds dkj.k gh ^dkyk* jax 
cnuke gqvk gSSA
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Dr. Gauri Seth
W/o Dr. Deepam Seth

1995

SUCCESS ON YOUR 
OWN TERMS

India stands at a pivotal juncture in its socio-economic and cultural evolution, where the 
emergence of women in leadership roles across domains signals transformative change. 
This journey, however, is fraught with systemic barriers, entrenched patriarchy, and societal 
expectations that make the path to leadership challenging. To unlock the full potential 
of women in leadership, it is essential to embrace a mindset that challenges stereotypes, 
fosters inclusivity, and ensures equitable opportunities.

While modern India has witnessed a significant shift, with women excelling in politics, 
business, science, and the arts, the weight of tradition still casts a long shadow. The "glass 
ceiling" refers to invisible barriers that prevent women from advancing to the highest 
levels of leadership despite their qualifications and potential. These barriers often stem 
from gender bias, unequal opportunities, and ingrained societal norms.  Compounding 
these challenges is the "double burden" syndrome, where women are expected to 
juggle professional responsibilities alongside caregiving roles. Balancing their professional 
ambitions and personal lives can be one of the greatest challenges for many women in 
leadership roles. The pressure to "do it all"—leading organizations, managing teams, and 
nurturing personal relationships—can often feel overwhelming. Women in leadership often 
face disproportionate scrutiny for their decisions and personal choices, such as parenting 
roles or appearance. Changing this narrative requires reimagining leadership as a path 
accessible to all, irrespective of gender.

 The journeys of trailblazers demonstrate that ambition in women, often viewed as a 
threat, is, in fact, an asset.  Research has shown that women-led companies are usually more 
innovative and better at fostering a positive workplace culture. Women are challenging 
conventional notions of power and influence, creating leadership approaches that are 
more authentic, relational, and sustainable. This shift towards a more holistic, people-
centered leadership model is changing the corporate and political landscape for the 
better.

India’s journey towards an inclusive future, where women lead unapologetically, is both 
a moral and economic necessity.  By promoting education, tackling workplace biases, and 
harnessing the power of technology, we are in the process of unlocking the vast potential 
of half our population. Women leaders are not merely participants in India’s growth story—
they are architects of its transformation. To be unapologetically ambitious is not just a 
personal choice but a collective responsibility, a call to action for families, organizations, 
and society.
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Our Africa trip
Held everyone in its grip

Planning for an year or more
With presentation of everyone’s ideas galore

Bachho ne kari is programme ki shuruwat
Phir hui aur cousins se, hum sabki mulaqat

After careful thought and planning, the much awaited day came
When things were not the same …

It was a day of excitement, hustle and bustle 
when we- the Grandparents and Children at Mumbai arrived

Very happy and slightly sleep deprived

We went to NMACC to watch ‘The Sound of Music’-a play
The ambience, acting, and meal,

Did our power of speech steal

The flight to Nairobi was a breeze
And the visit to the Giraffe Manor made our hearts trapeze

In Masaimara,the lions, cheetahs, gazelles, elephants, zebras, leopards
and giraffe etc so docile

Filled us with wonder and joy and hands constantly held the mobile
Landing at Cape Town,  viewing the Cape of Good Hope and Cape Point was a dream 

come true

TRIP TO AFRICA: 
JUNE 2023 Smt. Surekha Mathur

W/o Shri Rajiv Mathur
1972
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Filling our hearts and minds with sights and sounds difficult to eschew
V and A Waterfront was as beautiful as can be-full of shopping, colour and different hues 

of paint
The walks so educative, the Old Biscuit Mill and Farmer’s Market so quaint

The Father’s Day Lunch with the three fathers so precious
With free wine a treat at the Lobster and Burger- Oh! so gracious

The visit to theWine Country(Franschhoek and Haute Cabriere)
re-created history for us

As did Robben Island and Table Mountain….and all ate/travelled without a fuss

The Taj Hotel was a king indeed
and Happy Hours -an unforgettable treat

Hamare group ka naam ‘Africa Next’, Africa Now’ se bana ‘What Next’
Ho aaye Kenya aur Cape Town aaj

Mauj masti karte, khaate peete
Bachchon ki tarah koi na aaye baaz

Looking forward to more such excursions
Where old memories revive and new ones it sows

I hope in progress and stature it grows

Thank you God for this holiday so rare
Where three generations united without a care.
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She always knew she was different
Different from the rest of the flock
From the moment she could talk

And decipher the disdain
That rained

No, it pounded on her tender being
Who was seen

As amounting to nothing more
Than just a dark girl 

This precious black pearl
Fated to be devalued and pitied

From her first breath
That coincided with the death
Of any decency she received

At the hands of those who believed
She was doomed

A non-starter, they said
Now who will wed this pitiful thing

This obsidian bird with a broken wing
As if matrimony was to be

Her only savior
And their rotten, rancid behavior

Well, it never changed
Only worsening with time

A crime unpunished
Worry laced with contempt

In their apparent abhorrence 
They whispered to her kin 

That her future
They were sure, would be
Just as dark, as her skin.

The finality of their words
Coated and compounded
By the mentality of a herd

Built over centuries of prejudice
The impoverishment of calcified beliefs

Seeds sown in the varna system
Bolstered by the mulch of colonial grief

A nation free…
Yet shackled by the “gora” mindset

Seeking a fleeting fairness 
Chasing an ephemeral relief

From darkness
Fueling an industry

That profits from the pain
Now who is to be indicted for this?

Who is to be blamed?
The systemic othering of the dark

The hardening of the colour divide
The tyranny of skins

This brutal war of human hides
This malady of colour blindness
A blight we can no longer deny
This contagion of complexions

Aneverlasting, awful pandemic
That just refuses to die.

So, there’s no vaccine for colorism
The beautiful black pearl soon realized

Now baptized
By her own self-worth that lay within
Her chatoyant, agleam ebony skin

Curious about the exact tint?

THE TYRANNY OF 
SKINS

Smt. Priti Singh
W/o Shri Sanjay Singh

1990

27



Well, let me give you a hint
Like the rain-soaked musky earth 

A bread overbaked
Or the quills and feathering

Of ambrosial cinnamon flakes 
She was beautiful 

But the nasty comparisons
They continued even as she aged

A soul finally uncaged
By the reflection in the mirror
A countenance, she knew

Was much darker than the rest
From damsels who were blessed

With a milky fairness, bland at best
A beauty unsurprisingly
That wasn’t skin deep

And they called her everything they 
could

From an ugly duckling, a hideous crow, 
To the proverbial black sheep.

Though the unyielding sniggering
Cemented the fact

That she was to be treated 
Perpetually like an outcaste

The knifing, the invectives
This burden she’d carried as a child

Her pride often pierced, but unpunctured 
Her dignity dented, but undefiled

She roared like a lioness
Soared like a creature divine

Wild with wonder, unabated, unbeguiled
Questioning the noxious narratives
The dodgy, uneven playing field

Was humanity a brochure of shades cards
She asked,

Were the fortunes of the dark
Forever sealed?

Why should the dermis define me?
And not what actually lay within
Underneath this walnutty veneer
Stretched over my slender frame

Tempered by vicious, verbal barbs
But never stamped or tattooed with shame

I know if you’re dark, this world is unfair 
For I’ve seen it first hand
Had more than my share

We, the tribe of a moonlit crust
We, the children of the colour divide

Dark, yet determined
Battered, not broken

Strengthened by captious storms
But people who never had to wear the evil eye

Our chest, bronze and beautiful
Embellished with the scars of hate

Electroplated with the pigment of grit
Living in a sheath ordained by fate

So, who are you to question my colour
To heap pity on what you see as flaws

My darling, let me tell you 
I am not a sheep or an ugly duckling 
What I am is the dazzling, dark horse.
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VISIT TO RED FORT- A JOURNEY THROUGH TIME 
HOSTED BY CBI, MARCH-2024 
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nkfgus ck,¡nkfgus ck,¡

nkfgus ck,¡ Fkenkfgus ck,¡ Fke Jherh pk#yrk vxzokyJherh pk#yrk vxzoky
iRuh Jh ih-,u- vxzoky

1981

nkfgus ck;s nkfgus ck,¡ Fke nkfgus ck;s nkfgus ck,¡ Fke 

gk¡ vc Fke x, gS¡ ge gk¡ vc Fke x, gS¡ ge 

ftUnxh Hkj iqfyl ds vuq'kkflr thou esa ftUnxh Hkj iqfyl ds vuq'kkflr thou esa 

;gh djrk vk;k Fkk ;gh djrk vk;k Fkk 

vc galus&galkus] ekSt mM+kus dh mez gSvc galus&galkus] ekSt mM+kus dh mez gS

;s dc gekjs dekus dh mez gS;s dc gekjs dekus dh mez gS

mez ds mrkj&p<+ko mez ds mrkj&p<+ko 

brus yEcs le; ls                            brus yEcs le; ls                            

tek gksx, Fks tek gksx, Fks 

fd eu mnklhu gks x;k gS fd eu mnklhu gks x;k gS 

vkRe&larqf"V o [kq'kh ds Hkko vkRe&larqf"V o [kq'kh ds Hkko 

esa xksrs yxkrk gS eu esa xksrs yxkrk gS eu 

Hkfo"; cgqr NksVk gS Hkfo"; cgqr NksVk gS 

vrhr cgqr yEck gks x;k gS vrhr cgqr yEck gks x;k gS 

lkfcr dqN djuk ugha gS lkfcr dqN djuk ugha gS 

rst xfr ls pyrh ftUnxh esa rst xfr ls pyrh ftUnxh esa 

lq[kn Bgjko lk gS lq[kn Bgjko lk gS 

'kkar unh eas gh xgjkbZ nh[krh gS 'kkar unh eas gh xgjkbZ nh[krh gS 

xgjkbZ esa [kqnk dh Nfo fn[kkbZ nsrh gSxgjkbZ esa [kqnk dh Nfo fn[kkbZ nsrh gS

vkbuksa dks ns[krk Fkk igys vkbuksa dks ns[krk Fkk igys 

vc muls ckrsa Hkh djus yxk gw¡ vc muls ckrsa Hkh djus yxk gw¡ 

pedrs gq, pkanh ls cky pedrs gq, pkanh ls cky 

mez ugha vuqHko fn[kkrs gSa mez ugha vuqHko fn[kkrs gSa 

vius vki esa LoLFk vius vki esa LoLFk 

vkSj eLr jguk lh[k fy;k vkSj eLr jguk lh[k fy;k 

fd;k djk;k-- vPNk cqjk-- fd;k djk;k-- vPNk cqjk-- 

lc lkxj esa Mky fn;k lc lkxj esa Mky fn;k 

ftanxh dh gdhdr lsftanxh dh gdhdr ls

vk¡[k feykuk lh[k fy;kvk¡[k feykuk lh[k fy;k

lquk gS lquk gS 

jgksxs mnkl rksjgksxs mnkl rks

dksbZ gky Hkh ugha iwNsxkdksbZ gky Hkh ugha iwNsxk

eqLdqjkrs jgksxs rkseqLdqjkrs jgksxs rks

yksx otg rks iwNsaxsyksx otg rks iwNsaxs

^^rqe bruk D;w¡ eqLdqjk jgsa gks** ^^rqe bruk D;w¡ eqLdqjk jgsa gks** 
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vlevle
Jherh jf'e vxzokyJherh jf'e vxzoky

iRuh Jh jkds'k vxzoky
1994

eqLdqjkrs ls eklwe lqgkus eq[kM+s eqLdqjkrs ls eklwe lqgkus eq[kM+s 
Hkwy fnu&jkr ds >a>V vkSj lkjs nq[kM+sHkwy fnu&jkr ds >a>V vkSj lkjs nq[kM+s
Fkki tc <ksy dh lqurs gSa laoj tkrs gSaFkki tc <ksy dh lqurs gSa laoj tkrs gSa
chgw dh /kqu ij fQj iSj fFkjd tkrs gSaAchgw dh /kqu ij fQj iSj fFkjd tkrs gSaA

;gka QSyk, ckgsa fo'kky nwj ryd ;gka QSyk, ckgsa fo'kky nwj ryd 
unh'k czãiq= tSls pwerk gks QydAunh'k czãiq= tSls pwerk gks QydA

lqugjh lh lqcg vk tkrh gS lcls igys lqugjh lh lqcg vk tkrh gS lcls igys 
ugykus /kjrh dh lCt pknj dks ugykus /kjrh dh lCt pknj dks 
'kke fey&tqy ds dksbZ xhr xquxqukrs gSaA'kke fey&tqy ds dksbZ xhr xquxqukrs gSaA

gjh&lh pknj fcNh pk; ds ckxkuksa esa gjh&lh pknj fcNh pk; ds ckxkuksa esa 
<yoka Nr ij yxh lfCt;ka edkuksa esaA<yoka Nr ij yxh lfCt;ka edkuksa esaA

es[kyk&pknj esa lth xksjh dksbZ bBykrh es[kyk&pknj esa lth xksjh dksbZ bBykrh 
ckal dh Vksdjh esa gS ifÙk;ka fy, tkrhAckal dh Vksdjh esa gS ifÙk;ka fy, tkrhA

gksjbZ&xeNs ls iwtk dk ?kj ltkrs gSa gksjbZ&xeNs ls iwtk dk ?kj ltkrs gSa 
ikV gks ,jh gks ;k rksl] jax dksbZ Hkh ikV gks ,jh gks ;k rksl] jax dksbZ Hkh 
cqudjksa dh rky ij ltrs tkrs gSacqudjksa dh rky ij ltrs tkrs gSa
vkSj cu tkrh gS es[kyk&lkM+h vycsyhvkSj cu tkrh gS es[kyk&lkM+h vycsyh
ltkrh ru lHkh dk] gok esa djrh vB[ksyh Altkrh ru lHkh dk] gok esa djrh vB[ksyh A

lqvkYdqph dh xfy;ksa ls tks xqtj tkrs gSa lqvkYdqph dh xfy;ksa ls tks xqtj tkrs gSa 
[kudrh jaxhyh jaxkyh chgw dh /ked [kudrh jaxhyh jaxkyh chgw dh /ked 
;k Hkksxkyh ds idokuksa dh rktk egdA;k Hkksxkyh ds idokuksa dh rktk egdA
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jklyhyk esa lts eap dkVh chgw ds jklyhyk esa lts eap dkVh chgw ds 
xqtjs lky dh ;knksa esa eqLdqjkrs gSa Axqtjs lky dh ;knksa esa eqLdqjkrs gSa A

lksa/kh [kq'kcw feys ekVh ij tc cwan fn[ks lksa/kh [kq'kcw feys ekVh ij tc cwan fn[ks 
ihfrdk&ihBk tSls vufxur idoku p[ks  ihfrdk&ihBk tSls vufxur idoku p[ks  
Lokn ehBk&lk fy, gjs ukfj;y dk tyLokn ehBk&lk fy, gjs ukfj;y dk ty
NksVs dVgy] dkys pkoy Lokn ykrs gSaA NksVs dVgy] dkys pkoy Lokn ykrs gSaA 

eka dkek[;k dk }kj tkx`r vkSj iou lk eka dkek[;k dk }kj tkx`r vkSj iou lk 
ektqyh dk oks lQj cM+k euHkkou lkAektqyh dk oks lQj cM+k euHkkou lkA

vkSj D;k fy[kwa fd 'kCn gh ugha feyrs vkSj D;k fy[kwa fd 'kCn gh ugha feyrs 
I;kjs yksxksa dk I;kj ik ds f[kyf[kykrs gSa I;kjs yksxksa dk I;kj ik ds f[kyf[kykrs gSa 
nwj calh ctk jgk dksbZ nwj calh ctk jgk dksbZ 
/kqu ,slh ehBh lqgkuh lquk jgk dksbZA/kqu ,slh ehBh lqgkuh lquk jgk dksbZA

[khaprh rku vkt Hkh eq>s ml vksj dgha [khaprh rku vkt Hkh eq>s ml vksj dgha 
cl x;k gS vle dqN bl rjg eq> esa dgha cl x;k gS vle dqN bl rjg eq> esa dgha 
;kn vkrh gS vle esa chrs gj iy dh ;kn vkrh gS vle esa chrs gj iy dh 
xSaMs] gkFkh ls cls ?kusjs taxy dhAxSaMs] gkFkh ls cls ?kusjs taxy dhA

fMiksj chy esa fNis tydqaHkh dh gjhfrek fMiksj chy esa fNis tydqaHkh dh gjhfrek 
Hkksj dh vkl esa QSyh r#.kh ykfyek AHkksj dh vkl esa QSyh r#.kh ykfyek A
cjl chrs tks iqjkuh iM+h ;knsa fdruh cjl chrs tks iqjkuh iM+h ;knsa fdruh 
exj tks yEgs lesVs Fks cgqr [kkl ls gSa Aexj tks yEgs lesVs Fks cgqr [kkl ls gSa A

vle] rqe yxrs ugha gks dksbZ xqtkjk fdLlk vle] rqe yxrs ugha gks dksbZ xqtkjk fdLlk 
esjs thou dk ,d [kkl cu x, gks fgLlkAesjs thou dk ,d [kkl cu x, gks fgLlkA
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VISIT TO RASHTRAPATI BHAWAN 
AND MEETING WITH HON'BLE 

PRESIDENT OF INDIA, APRIL-2024
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JAHAJI BHAI 

The Indian Diaspora: Ambassadors of Indian 
Pride and Global Influence

The Indian diaspora, or Pravasi 
Bharatiya, has been pivotal in 
shaping India’s global image. From 
indentured laborers migrating 
during colonial times to modern 

Smt. Renu Sharma
W/o Shri J k  Sharma

1982

professionals excelling across 
industries, they have become informal 

ambassadors of Indian heritage and achievement.
The term largely refers to those who left India during British rule as indentured laborers, 

seeking better opportunities. Though not labeled slavery, the conditions they endured were 
harsh, closely resembling it.
The Historical Journey of the Indian 
Diaspora

The Indian diaspora began during the 
colonial era, when millions were sent 
as indentured laborers to colonies like 
Trinidad and Tobago, Suriname, Mauritius, 
Fiji, and South Africa. Known as Girmitiyas, 
after the girmits (agreements) they signed, 
these laborers faced severe exploitation, 
harsh punishments, and grueling conditions but displayed remarkable resilience.

The term Jahaji Bhais (“ship brothers”) symbolized the camaraderie forged during perilous 
sea  journeys.  British authorities strategically selected young couples to maximize productivity, 
trapping them in bonded servitude. Despite these adversities, these communities laid the 
foundation for vibrant Indian societies abroad.
From Hardships to Global Leadership

Today, the descendants of these laborers have achieved extraordinary success. 
Prominent leaders include:
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•	 Kamla Persad-Bissessar, Trinidad and Tobago’s first female prime minister.
	 •	Chandrikapersad Santokhi, president of Suriname.
	 •	Sir Seewoosagur Ramgoolam, Mauritius’ “Father of the Nation.”
	 Their contributions extend beyond 

politics, driving economic and social 
transformation in their nations while 
inspiring future generations.

The Global Reach of the Indian Diaspora
The Indian diaspora, numbering over 32 

million, is present worldwide. From North 
America to Southeast Asia, Indians have 
established themselves as entrepreneurs, 
professionals, and community leaders.

In the U.S., Indian-Americans are one of the 
most successful immigrant groups, excelling 
in technology, medicine, academia, and 
business. Notable leaders include:

	 •	Sundar Pichai, CEO of Alphabet 
(Google’s parent company).

	 •	Satya Nadella, CEO of Microsoft.
Beyond these fields, the diaspora has made significant contributions to arts, sports, and 

philanthropy, strengthening India’s soft power and fostering global collaboration.
Cultural Ambassadors of India

The diaspora plays a vital role as cultural ambassadors, preserving Indian traditions, 
festivals, and values abroad. Celebrations of Diwali and Holi, yoga classes, and promotion 
of Indian arts introduce India’s rich heritage to the world.

These efforts build bridges between India and other nations, boosting trade, investment, 
and tourism while strengthening bilateral ties.
A Proud Legacy, A Promising Future

The contributions of the Indian diaspora are a testament to resilience and strength. From 
overcoming exploitation to becoming political leaders and cultural ambassadors, they 
embody India’s values of hard work and community spirit.

As global citizens, they act as intermediaries between India and the world, driving 
economic growth, innovation, and diplomacy. Initiatives like Pravasi Bharatiya Divas, 
celebrated on January 9 to mark Mahatma Gandhi’s return from South Africa, honour their 
legacy and inspire future contributions.
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This is the story of a dream 
come true. In 1975, I completed 
my MA in Literature from  
St. Theresa’s College Kochi, but 
you see, despite my considerable 
literary talents, I couldn’t tell the 
difference between a ladle and a 
spatula. Thus, my mother packed 
me off to Vimalalayam, a finishing 
school of sorts. Her logic was, “If 
my daughter can’t cook, she’ll 
surely cut a sorry figure in her future 
husband’s home.”

THE DREAM!
Smt. Susan Koshy

W/o Late  Sh. K. Koshy
1973

Well, what could I say? I wasn’t exactly over the moon, but to my surprise, I rather enjoyed 
it! My mother, bless her heart, was delighted to discover that her tea-challenged daughter 
could now whip up a veritable feast. I, too, was feeling quite pleased with myself. Then 
came the dish that would change my life forever - “Prawn Pulao”. My mother insisted I 
recreate it at home, and much to everyone’s astonishment, including my own, it turned 
out rather splendidly. 

Around the same time came a marriage proposal from a prospective groom, an IPS 
officer undergoing training in Phillaur. My mother suggested I prepare my now famous prawn 
pulao when “the parents” came to see me. My future mother-in-law, an accomplished 
cook herself, was suitably impressed by my culinary skills. “Any girl who can whip up a novel 
delicious dish like this will surely make her way to my son’s heart!” And thus, my fate was 
sealed.

Soon enough, my fiancé and I were exchanging letters. One day, he wrote to me about 
a dream about our honeymoon where we were at the beach in Kanyakumari. We decided 
to sit by the sea, only to be confronted by a policeman who mistook us for runaway students 
and marched us off to the local thana. Fortunately, his batchmate was stationed there, 
sparing us further embarrassment.

As our wedding day drew near, we dreamed up all sorts of romantic honeymoon 
destinations. My husband-to-be had just taken over his new posting at Rohtak, Haryana 
and was all set for our wedding on June 29th. But fate intervened in the form of a National 
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Emergency on the 25th of June and leaves were cancelled. Fortunately, the then SSP took 
pity on us and granted my fiancé a special leave of five days—just enough time for the 
wedding, possibly with no honeymoon in sight.

My in-laws suggested a quick trip to Kanyakumari, just four hours away. In the evening, we 
decided to visit the famous beach, where you can see both the sunset and the sunrise—a 
perfect end to a less-than-perfect honeymoon. After strolling along the seaside, we 
decided to sit by the water’s edge and enjoy the view. It was a romantic scene straight out 
of a movie. Suddenly, he spotted a policeman in the distance and jokingly said, “There’s 
the cop from my dream, coming to take us to the thana.” We laughed it off, but moments 
later, there he was, right in front of us, wielding a lathi in hand.

“Where did you kidnap this girl from?” he demanded, looking at us suspiciously. My 
husband calmly replied, “She’s my wife.” The constable, unimpressed, retorted, “We’ve 
seen plenty of couples like you. Come with me to the thana.” Realizing things were getting 
serious, my husband handed over his card. The constable, upon seeing "Indian Police 
Service" printed on it, did a double take. He hesitated, then snapped to attention, and 
saluted.

And so, with a mix of relief and amusement, we were spared further trouble, our 
“honeymoon” ending on a note of hilarity rather than romance—a fitting start to a marriage 
filled with more surprises than a mystery novel!

Happiness is not something that is ready-
made. It comes from your own actions. 

When you stop chasing the wrong things,  
you give the right things a chance  

to catch you - Dalai Lama 
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ygjsaygjsa
Jherh vpZuk vuqfiz;kJherh vpZuk vuqfiz;k
iRuh Jh izoh.k flUgk

1988
dqN gS tks py jgk gS gj iydqN gS tks py jgk gS gj iy

D;k gS oks\D;k gS oks\
le;] tTckr] /kM+dusa csdy--\le;] tTckr] /kM+dusa csdy--\
dqN gS tks <y jgk gS gj iydqN gS tks <y jgk gS gj iy

D;k gS oks \D;k gS oks \
mez] pkgr] thou] lk¡lsa fu'Ny--\mez] pkgr] thou] lk¡lsa fu'Ny--\

bl pyrs] <yrs flyflys esa Hkhbl pyrs] <yrs flyflys esa Hkh
dqN gS tks 'kk'or gSdqN gS tks 'kk'or gS

D;k gS oks\D;k gS oks\
mEehnsa] reUuk,¡] bZ'ojRo dh eafty--\mEehnsa] reUuk,¡] bZ'ojRo dh eafty--\

le; ,d vn`'; 'kk'or flyflyk gSle; ,d vn`'; 'kk'or flyflyk gS
;s l`f"V ds egklkxj dh ygjsa gSa;s l`f"V ds egklkxj dh ygjsa gSa

curh gSa] yqIr gksrh gSa] fQj curh gSa--curh gSa] yqIr gksrh gSa] fQj curh gSa--
,d ygj lkxj dh----fHkxkdj pyh xbZ A,d ygj lkxj dh----fHkxkdj pyh xbZ A

,d ygj g¡lh  dh----- xqnxqnkdj pyh xbZA,d ygj g¡lh  dh----- xqnxqnkdj pyh xbZA
,d ygj tTckrksa dh--- #ykdj  pyh xbZaA,d ygj tTckrksa dh--- #ykdj  pyh xbZaA
,d ygj cqjs oä dh--- feVkdj pyh xbZA,d ygj cqjs oä dh--- feVkdj pyh xbZA
,d ygj yksd/keZ dh--- fuHkkdj pyh xbZA,d ygj yksd/keZ dh--- fuHkkdj pyh xbZA
,d ygj vk'kkvksa dh--- yqHkkdj pyh xbZA,d ygj vk'kkvksa dh--- yqHkkdj pyh xbZA

vdsyh ekSu [kM+h ftanxh]vdsyh ekSu [kM+h ftanxh]
pqipki tw>rh jgh]pqipki tw>rh jgh]

lksprh jgh---lksprh jgh---
ygjksa dk flyflykygjksa dk flyflyk
;w¡ gh pyrk gS];w¡ gh pyrk gS]

gj iy dksbZ fxjrk gS]gj iy dksbZ fxjrk gS]
fxjdj fQj l¡Hkyrk gS]fxjdj fQj l¡Hkyrk gS]

bUgha ygjksa esaa dksbZ Mwcrk gS]bUgha ygjksa esaa dksbZ Mwcrk gS]
dgha dksbZ rjrk gS--dgha dksbZ rjrk gS--
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tUeksa ls cgrhtUeksa ls cgrh
bu ygjksa ijbu ygjksa ij

dksbZ o'k ugha gS gekjkdksbZ o'k ugha gS gekjk
fdruksa dks Mqcks;k blusfdruksa dks Mqcks;k blus
dbZ;ksa dks fd;k fdukjkdbZ;ksa dks fd;k fdukjk
Hkwr] orZeku] Hkfo";&Hkwr] orZeku] Hkfo";&

lHkh pysa buds cycwrslHkh pysa buds cycwrs
=srk] }kij] dfy;qx&=srk] }kij] dfy;qx&
dksbZ Hkh ugha vNwrsdksbZ Hkh ugha vNwrs

jktfryd ds fnu jke dks fd;k cuokljktfryd ds fnu jke dks fd;k cuokl
d`".k igq¡ps Fks xksdqy] rksM+dj dkjkokld`".k igq¡ps Fks xksdqy] rksM+dj dkjkokl

xk¡/kh th dh ygj us lcdksxk¡/kh th dh ygj us lcdks
ns'kHkfä fl[kyk nh--ns'kHkfä fl[kyk nh--

fuHkZ;k dh ekSr us tx dksfuHkZ;k dh ekSr us tx dks
ukjh & 'kfä fn[kyk nh--ukjh & 'kfä fn[kyk nh--
bUgha ygjksa dh FkisMksa esabUgha ygjksa dh FkisMksa esa
ftanxh vkxs pyrh gS--ftanxh vkxs pyrh gS--

euq"; tc deZ djrk gSeuq"; tc deZ djrk gS
rHkh fdLer cnyrh gS--rHkh fdLer cnyrh gS--
blhfy, er #dks dghablhfy, er #dks dgha
viuk deZ djrs tkvks--viuk deZ djrs tkvks--
ygjsa yk[k jksM+s vVdk,¡ygjsa yk[k jksM+s vVdk,¡
rqe vkxs c<+rs tkvks--ßrqe vkxs c<+rs tkvks--ßeu gh eu ;g lksp ftanxheu gh eu ;g lksp ftanxh

fQj vkxs py iM+hfQj vkxs py iM+h
vius deksaZ ls lkjs tx dhvius deksaZ ls lkjs tx dh
fdLer cnyus fudy iM+hfdLer cnyus fudy iM+h
eu esa Bku tks fudy iM+seu esa Bku tks fudy iM+s
og çsj.kknk;h fprou gSog çsj.kknk;h fprou gS
tks #ds ugha] pyrk jgstks #ds ugha] pyrk jgs

mlh dk uke rks thou gSAmlh dk uke rks thou gSA
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and rewards. It is a life that demands resilience, patience, and adaptability, shaped by 
the ever-evolving nature of the law enforcement profession.  Here is an insight into the 
experiences that come with this role.

One of the most defining aspects of being married to a police officer is the unpredictability 
of daily life. The job's demands mean that my husband is often on call 24/7, responding to 
emergencies, dealing with law and order situations, or managing crises that arise without 
warning. This unpredictability affects family life in profound ways. Plans are frequently 
interrupted, holidays may get cut short, and family gatherings often happen without him. It 
takes a lot of understanding and acceptance to navigate this, but over time, it becomes 
a part of our routine.

There is also an inherent sense of pride in associating with someone who selflessly serves 
society. The respect and admiration people show for my husband because of his uniform 
and the authority it represents are humbling. However, this respect comes with its own set of 
expectations. As a Police officer's wife, there is a constant need to maintain decorum and 
uphold a certain image in the community. The concern for safety is another omnipresent 
aspect of this life. With rising crime rates and the increasing complexity of policing, there 
is always a lingering worry about my husband’s safety. Every time he steps out, especially 
during volatile situations like riots, anti-terror operations, or high-profile investigations, there 
is an underlying fear that I must manage. This concern extends to our children, who, too, 
live with the reality of having a parent in a potentially dangerous job.

Despite these challenges, there are also several rewarding aspects. The camaraderie 
among police families is a unique bond forged by shared experiences. The support system 
is robust, with other spouses and families understanding the ups and downs of police life. 
This sense of community helps in navigating the challenges, providing emotional support 
and practical advice.

Living as a police officer's wife also involves a great deal of flexibility. Transfers are a 
regular part of the job, which means frequent relocations. Each move is an opportunity 
to experience a new place, meet new people, and adapt to new environments. This 
can be both challenging and exciting, especially for our children, who must constantly 
adjust to new schools and social circles. However, it also broadens one’s horizons, fostering 
adaptability and resilience. In conclusion, being the wife of a police officer is a life of 
constant adjustments, great pride, and unwavering support It is about finding balance 
amid chaos, being a pillar of strength, and celebrating the small moments of togetherness. 
While the challenges are many, the sense of purpose, pride, and contribution to society 
makes it a profoundly fulfilling experience. Three Cheers for Us, the proud wives.

FROM THE DIARY 
OF A POLICE 

OFFICER'S WIFE… Smt. Ritu Mehra
W/o Shri Santosh Mehra 

1987 
Being the wife of a police officer is a journey filled with unique challenges, responsibilities, 
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INNOCENCE AND 
WONDER-A REFLECTION 

ON BEAUTY

On a warm sunny 
Sunday morning as 
I dusted a shelf, I lay 
hands on an old album 
of my first born… Flipping 
through the pages, 
a wave of cherished 
memories washed over 
me, each photo a 
treasure from the past. I 
settled down with a cup 
of tea and reflected on 

Smt. Priya Garg
W/o Shri Anurag Garg

1993

how images shape our lives and leave behind a reason to smile, ponder and much more, 
yet each one a treasure that unfolds memories….  

The complex tales that images convey—stories so profound that entire books are devoted 
to them—are frequently manifestations of beauty that rises beyond the surface. Adults often 
show the signs of their toil and responsibility, whereas children, with their small, flawlessly 
formed hands and feet, embody innocence and delight. This contrast is evocative of the 

natural world, where even the most colourful species lack the innocence that may be 
seen in a child's play. It is a poignant observation: the average adults often disregard their 
own looks, letting a child's amazement and charm show in every action. A child's delicate 
hands and feet in this dynamic exude beauty and wonder, representing a spirit of play 
and inquiry. Their fragile feet take tentative but daring steps, exploring new frontiers, while 
their little fingers clutch at the world with unadulterated joy. This purity acts as a reminder 
of the delight in wonder and simplicity. When we look at a child's delicate hands and feet, 
we perceive not only their physical beauty but also their capacity for development and 
connection. The infinite possibilities that life presents are symbolized by their hands, which 
are eager to create and explore, and their feet, which are ready to run and dance. The 
belief that genuine beauty is found in the pure joy they provide is reinforced by every 
moment spent with them. As my cup of tea finished and my mind filled with thoughts, I 
realised that if we expand our definition of beauty, we may discover that a child's cherished 
hands and feet hold a profound elegance that teaches us to appreciate and embrace 
the world around us. 
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MY FIRST EXPERIENCE AS 
A POLICE OFFICER’S WIFE

It was a crisp, cold evening in the small, remote town of Chamba, nestled in the hills of 
Himachal Pradesh. My husband was posted there as a probationer in January 2001, and 
I accompanied him. I was still adjusting to life in this quiet, picturesque place, far from the 
hustle and bustle I was used to in Delhi. That night, we were invited to a party at the district 
SP's house. The gathering was warm and filled with laughter; the conversations were new 
and different for me as it was my first dinner as a police officer’s wife. It went late into the 
night, which, in the hills, means around 11 pm. 

As we were heading back home, the roads were nearly deserted, save for the sound 
of our car cutting through the silence. Suddenly, we saw a figure standing by the side of 
the road, an elderly woman, her frail hand raised; instantly and curiously, we stopped the 
vehicle, anticipating some crime situation as we approached her, AND it turned out to be 
a request for a lift to the next locality. I was surprised and a bit apprehensive. Where I came 
from, a place steeped in feudal traditions, it was uncommon for strangers, especially for 
women, to ask for help at such an hour from a police officer’s vehicle with beacons swirling.

Without hesitation, my husband, the ever-kind-hearted officer (recently out from the 
academy with an enthusiasm for serving people), welcomed her into the car. As we drove, 
the woman talked about her family and her trust in the local police.

At that moment, I saw a side of the police I had never fully appreciated before. Here, 
in this small town, far from the cynicism of big cities, people still had faith in the system. 
The police were not just enforcers of the law but protectors of the community, seen as 
approachable and humane.

It was a humbling experience for me, realising that the role of the police, especially in 
such close-knit places, went beyond duty and power. It was a relationship built on trust, a 
face of humanity I had never witnessed before. That night, I learned that policing wasn't just 
about authority; it was about being a part of the community and serving it with empathy.

As we dropped the old lady off at her stop, she thanked us with a smile that carried the 
warmth of genuine gratitude. And in that smile, I saw the true spirit of this town and the 
state of Himachal Pradesh, where faith in humanity and the system intertwined effortlessly. 
I felt a new sense of belonging to this remote place and the police family. Incidentally, this 
remains an immortal memory for me as I delivered my first child there.

Smt. Anju Gyaneshwar
W/o Shri Gyaneshwar Singh  

1999
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CHOLESTEROL REALLY
MATTERS: MYTH OR FACT 

For decades, there has been a controversy regarding the role of cholesterol in heart 
health - does it affect our heart? Extensive studies have come up with evidence that 
lowering bad cholesterol reduces the risk of death due to heart disease and stroke.

Cholesterol is a greasy, fat-like substance in the blood. It is needed by our body - to build 
cells and to make vitamins and other hormones. It is not “bad” unless we have too much 
of it. 
The major types of cholesterol are: 

●	 HDL - “good cholesterol” because it picks up cholesterol and takes it back 
to the liver for disposal

●	 LDL - “bad cholesterol” which clogs arteries
●	 Triglycerides are another type of bad fat in our body 

Too much of the bad one or not enough of the good cholesterol can put us at a higher 
risk of heart disease or stroke. Over the years, ‘bad cholesterol’ in our blood combines 
with other fatty substances, cells and fibrin to form a thick, hard deposit on the inside of 
the arteries called plaques. These plaques make arteries less flexible and narrower and 
eventually cause blockage, leading to a heart attack or stroke.

Cholesterol comes from the food we eat - primarily from animal products like meat, egg, 
cheese & other dairy products and some tropical oils, such as palm oil, palm kernel oil and 
coconut oil, that contain saturated fat. Our liver, too, makes cholesterol.
Factors that can contribute to elevated triglyceride and LDL levels with low HDL include:

●	 Genetic factors 
●	 Diabetes mellitus, hypothyroid
●	 Excess sugar intake & alcohol
●	 High saturated fat intake and processed foods  
●	 Physical inactivity & obesity

A simple fasting blood test – ‘Lipid profile’, gives results for total blood cholesterol, HDL, 
LDL & triglycerides.

●	 Various research studies have shown that LDL 100 mg/dL or lower have lower 
rates of heart disease and stroke- “lower the better.”

●	 For individuals with a history of heart attack or stroke - at least a 50% reduction 
in LDL level to 70 mg/dL or lower is advisable

Dr Madhu Mary Minz, MD
W/O Shri. Solomon Yash Kr Minz

1997
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What to avoid?
Avoid trans-fat and saturated fats found in food products like
●	 Commercial baked goods, such as cakes, donuts, cookies and pies
●	 Fried foods, including French fries, fried chicken, samosas, kachori
●	 Red meat, processed meat
●	 Whole-fat dairy products such as butter, cheese, cream

Incorporate some of the following healthier options in your diet :
●	 Fiber-rich diet has cholesterol-lowering effect
●	 Whole grain cereals (dalia, oats, corn), whole pulses and millets 
●	 Brown or whole wheat bread
●	 Do not sieve wheat flour (atta); add chana/soya, oat bran to wheat flour (multigrain 

atta)
●	 Include sprouted pulses in the diet as a salad, raita or a filling
●	 Include plenty of fresh vegetables as a salad in both meals
●	 Consume a minimum of 2-3 whole fruits daily
●	 Choose fat-free or low fat or plant-based milk
●	 Choose skinless poultry and lean meats
●	 Choose fatty fish, such as salmon, sardines
●	 Prefer plant-based sources of protein, including nuts and seeds (flax seeds, Chia seeds), 

tofu, beans, peas, and lentils
Healthy cooking tips

●	 Use mustard oil, olive oil, canola, sunflower oil 
●	 Grill, broil, bake, steam instead of frying

Remember:
●	 Check your cholesterol levels regularly to know your risk
●	 Change your diet and lifestyle to help improve your levels
●	 Control your cholesterol with help from your health care professional if needed 
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 gj ?kj fnokyh gj ?kj fnokyh
  ij vlyh [kq'kh rks feyh   ij vlyh [kq'kh rks feyh 
   >ksiM+h esa fn;k tykdjA   >ksiM+h esa fn;k tykdjA

   [kqn ls viuk le; pqjkdj   [kqn ls viuk le; pqjkdj
  dh t:jreanksa dh lgk;rk  dh t:jreanksa dh lgk;rk

 rks gqbZ vewY; [kq'kh] rks gqbZ vewY; [kq'kh]
jksrs dks g¡lk djjksrs dks g¡lk dj

viuk xe Hkwy tk,¡ x, A viuk xe Hkwy tk,¡ x, A 

         NksVh NksVh [kqf'k;k¡ ck¡Vdj          NksVh NksVh [kqf'k;k¡ ck¡Vdj 
          I;kj ds ehBs 'kCn cksydj           I;kj ds ehBs 'kCn cksydj 
          djrs tc lg;ksx ge           djrs tc lg;ksx ge 

          f[ky tkrsa gSa rc vareZu A          f[ky tkrsa gSa rc vareZu A
          eglwl gksrk gS rc thou           eglwl gksrk gS rc thou 
          dh lkFkZdrk vkSj [kq'kh A          dh lkFkZdrk vkSj [kq'kh A

Jherh xhrk ikBdJherh xhrk ikBd
iRuh Jh nhisanz ikBd

1990

[kq'kh[kq'kh
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BOOK REVIEW 
(THE MAN FROM THE EGG,  
BY SUDHA MURTHY) 

This storybook by Sudha Murty is very interesting and engaging, written in simple words. 
The stories in this book are related to the trinity: Brahma, Vishnu, and Mahesh. First, Brahma, 
the creator; second, Vishnu, the preserver; and third, Mahesh, the destroyer. All three great 
Gods (Tridev) can be referred to in a single word, "Omkar"(vÅ¡e). 

Incidents are depicted to showcase the eternal struggle between good and evil, the 
Devas and the Asuras. The story begins with the creation of Shatarupa by Brahma and his 
subsequent folly. The book concludes with the creation of Ardhanarishvara, the combined 
form of Vishnu and Shiva, who was created to kill the Asura Guha. 

The short stories explore various aspects of the lives of Devas, humans, and Asuras. They 
highlight how Brahma exercised the power of granting boons to the Asuras, because of 
their devotion and Tapasya. Sometimes, Brahma himself got trapped in his own boons, 
such as the one granted to Kamdeva and his wife Rati. This boon involved a special bow 
and arrow that made anyone it was aimed at fall instantly in love with the nearest person. 
Kamdeva used it on the most beautiful woman and fell in love with  Shatarupa. Another 
example is Bhasmasura, who burns himself by mistakenly applying the boon to himself. 
Sund and Apsund, two brothers, tragically killed each other over the beautiful Tilottama 
created by Brahma. The second part of the book narrates the stories of Shiva, Sati, and 
Parvati. It describes how Shiva destroyed everything and beheaded Daksha, replacing the 
head with that of a goat. The book also explains the birth of Parvati and Kartikeya, who 
was born to kill the Asura Taraka. Additionally, it recounts the story of how Parvati created 
Lord Ganesha. 

In a nutshell, the book explores the roles of the three supreme gods in maintaining the 
cosmic balance. It highlights the perpetual struggle between good and evil, which is 
reflected in the human psyche. The book encourages readers to imbibe their inner divinity 
to overcome their negative tendencies and seek the blessings of the divine. Overall, the 
mythological stories in this book are taken from our Puranas and represented in a very 
simple and engaging manner for all age groups.

Smt. Geeta Pathak
W/o Shri Dependra Pathak

1990
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DAONO HAIN HON
A traditional Dimasa chicken curry

Dr. Ajita Thaosen  
W/O Shri S. L. Thaosen

1988  

What makes Daono Hain Hon particularly appealing is its simplicity, combined with the 
health benefits of its ingredients.

Serving Suggestions:

Daono Hain Hon tastes best when eaten with plain steamed rice. It can also be paired 
with sautéed or smoked mixed vegetables and a tangy, spicy chutney.

Whether you’re exploring new cuisines or simply craving a hearty, home-cooked meal, 
Daono Hain Hon will take your taste buds on a journey through Dimasa culture.

Recipe Card

Prep Time: 15 minutes
Cook Time: 30 minutes
Serves: 4

Ingredients:

	 •	 Chicken – 1 kg, cut into pieces
	 •	 Onion– 2 large, chopped
	 •	 Garlic – 7-8 cloves, crushed
	 •	 Ginger – 1 ½ inch piece, grated
	 •	 Coriander powder – 1 tsp
	 •	 Red chilli powder – 1 tsp
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	 •	 Turmeric powder– ½ tsp
	 •	 Bay leaves– 2
	 •	 Whole green chilies – 2
	 •	 Rice powder– 2 tbsp
	 •	 Cilantro/Culantro– 2 tsp, chopped
	 •	 Salt to taste
	 •	 Mustard oil– 2 tbsp for cooking

Instructions:

	 1.	 Heat oil in a pan, and sauté onions and bay leaves until golden.
	 2.	 Add ginger and garlic, cook until fragrant.
	 3.	 Add the chicken, cover, and cook for 7-8 minutes.
	 4.	 Stir in coriander, red chilli, turmeric, and salt. Fry the chicken until 
		  well-coated with spices.
	 5.	 Add hot water, and simmer for 15 minutes, or until the chicken is tender.
	 6.	 Mix rice powder with water to create a thin mixture, then stir it into the 		

	 curry. Adjust thickness to your liking and cook for another 2 minutes.
	 7.	 Garnish with cilantro or cilantro, and serve hot with plain steamed rice.
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illish Parturi 
Smt. Seema Haldar
W/o Shri P.C. Haldar

1970
Fish infused with the pungency of ground mustard 

seeds, fiery green chilli and tender coconut,  
wrapped and steamed in a fresh banana leaf. 

With the monsoon’s arrival, a ritual unfolded in my childhood home—an excited  fish 
buying spree that seemed to mirror the season’s rhythm. And not just any fish, but the 
regal Padma Hilsa, the illish—queen of the waters & the heart of every Bengali kitchen. 
In Bengal, fish is more than a meal; and in my home, it was no different. 
I remember fondly,  the symphony of voices echoing from the kitchen. My mother, Mejo 
Ma, Kaki ma & Chhoto Mashi—all of them immersed in spirited debates about how best 
to honour the illish that day. The men, naturally, couldn’t resist poking their heads in, 
offering opinions, as if their voices could sway the sacred culinary ritual. And really, who 
could blame them? The illish maach stirred emotions like few things could. Its presence 
was more than just nourishment—it was a celebration, a reminder of the river's bounty 
and the memories it carried. 
The slow grinding of mustard seeds with fresh green chilies and mustard oil in a mortar 
and pestle creates an aromatic paste that coats the fish, soon to be swaddled in 
banana leaves for steaming. The air fills with anticipation as each banana parcel is 
placed on the plate beside a mound of rice. Few things compare to the fragrance of 
mustard clinging to the delicately steamed fish… as lively conversations ripple across 
the dining table. Give this recipe a try— you won’t be disappointed!
Ingredients 
• For the mustard paste 

♣ Yellow mustard seeds 	 :  	 50 gms (optionally, you could add some black 	
				   mustard seeds too for extra pungency) 

♣  Curd                             	 : 	 2 Table spoons 
♣  Green Chili                   	 : 	 3 or 4 (more or less as per your taste) 
♣  Turmeric powder         	 : 	 A pinch (more or less as per your taste) 
♣  Oil                                  	 : 	 Mustard Oil 
♣  Freshly grated coconut 	: 	 4 Table spoons 



The Fish 
♣	 Hilsa Fish (Ganga Hilsa or Padma Hilsa) 		 : 1 kg 
♣	 A big banana leaf                                           	 : 6 leaves 
Utensils  
♣	 A steamer 
♣	 A steel box 
♣	 Cotton strings that are slightly thick 
Procedure  
For the fish 

•	 Make a fine paste of the mustard seeds. Add a tsp of salt.  Add the grated 
coconut. You could grind the paste in a mortar-pestal for a more vibrant 
flavour or in a mixer as per convenience. 

•	 Mix the mustard paste along with salt ,curd , 1 tsp of turmeric powder and 
1tbsp of mustard oil.  

• 	 Cut some green chillies longitudinally and keep aside.  
• 	 Take 6 good pieces of Hilsa fish. Wash and pat them dry. Marinate these 

fishe luxuriously and generously with the mustard paste and keep aside.  
For the banana parcels 

•	 Wash and dry the banana leaf. With a knife…cut them into 6 sections in 
such a manner that they can fully cover the fish pieces.  

• 	 Gently toast the leaves on very low heat. Use a cloth to pat them while 
doing so. Be careful to not burn the leaves. (This will prevent the leaves from 
cracking when folded. ) 

• 	 Oil the first leaf and arrange the fish piece on it. Pour 2 tbsps of mustard oil. 
Place the sliced green chilli on it. 

•	 Wrap the leaf well covering the fish from all sides and secure the parcel 
with a string. Repeat this for all the fish.   

• 	 Place the fish parcels in a steel box. Put the box in a steamer and steam 	
it for 15 minutes. 

• 	 Once the utensil is cooled at room temperature, serve the fish parcels with 
plain rice doused in some ghee. 

• 	 Bon Appetite
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Smt. Simerpreet LuthraSmt. Simerpreet Luthra
W/o Shri Tajender Singh Luthra

1990Avocado  Cucumber Salad
Salad Ingredients:

Baby Spinach leaves
Romaine Lettuce
Diced Avocado
Cherry Tomatoes – halved
Diced Cucumber
Finely chopped coriander leaves
Finely chopped parsley
Crumbled feta cheese
Pumpkin seeds (dry roasted on pan)
Flex seeds (dry roasted on pan)

	
	
	
	
	
	

1. Wash well spinach leaves 
2. Break Romaine leaves- broken with hand
3. Dice avocado 
4. Cut cherry tomato into the halves 
5. Chop coriander leaves & parsley finely 
6. Dressing 

In a bowl add the below ingredients & keep aside to be poured later on the salad: 

	 White wine vinegar		   1-2 tbsp
                	 Extra virgin olive oil                       1-2 tbsp
               	  Honey                                           1 tbsp
                	 Minced Garlic                               5-6 pieces
                	 Oregano/ Minced herbs       	  1 tbsp
                	 Dash of whole grain mustard
7.       Put all the ingredients (salad) in the serving bowl
8.       Crumble feta cheese on top of the salad
9.       Sprinkle pumpkin seeds & flex seeds on the salad
10.     Pour the prepared dressing over the salad and enjoy

Note: 		 Please adjust the sweetness & sourness of the dressing according to your 	
		  personal taste.



OATS & DATES BISCUITS Smt. Devyani Medhekar
W/o Shri Rajan K. Medhekar

1975
Ingredients 
			   Oats - 1 cup
			   Wheat - 1 cup
			   Dates (seeded and mashed) - 1 cup
		             (but if you want it sweeter take 1 1/2 Cups)
			   Cinnamon Powder - 1 teaspoon 
			   Green Cardamom Powder -1 teaspoon 
			   Clove Powder -1/4 teaspoon 
			   Ghee - 1/2 Cup 
			   Sunflower Seeds / Pumpkin seeds -(Optional)- 
			   you can add but I haven't added this time as I forgot.
			   Fruit puree of Apple, Banana will make the biscuit slightly soft 
Method 
			   Mix all the ingredients and let it stand for a whole day.
			   Preheat the Oven for 20 minutes at 160 degrees. 
			   Bake at 160 degrees for 15 minutes one side and 15 minutes
			   after flipping it over.
			   However, keep a watch that it does not burn or gets undercook
			   as each oven is different as I learnt. 
			   Do not remove from the oven immediately. Let it cool.

OATS & DATES BISCUITS  

 

 

Ingredients  

Oats - 1 cup 

Wheat - 1 cup 

Dates (seeded and mashed) - 1 cup (but if you want it sweeter take 1 1/2 Cups) 
 
Cinnamon Powder - 1 teaspoon  

Green Cardamom Powder -1 teaspoon  
 
Clove Powder -1/4 teaspoon  
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Flaxseed Chutney

‘No fuss’ Maithil recipes

Smt. Anuja Jha
W/o Shri S.C Jha 

1981

Ingredients: Flaxseeds, bay leaf 2-3, dry red chillies 2-3, a few drops of mustard oil, a little 
lemon juice & salt
Go with your gut & tastebuds where measurements are concerned because, to date, I 
have not measured any ingredient. It has to come from hits and misses.
Method: Roast the flaxseeds along with bay leaves & red chillies. When you start getting 
the aroma and your nose starts twitching, switch it off. Grind them coarsely or give them 
just one swipe in your mixer. Then, as per your taste, add the remaining ingredients like 
salt, lemon juice and a dash of mustard oil. Taste it before serving for the right balance 
& consistency. If you feel it’s on the drier side, then you can add a little water. Another 
variation can be done by adding some chopped onions and coriander leaves.
In our Maithil homes, flaxseed powder is always ready.  On demand, this chutney is 
produced in a jiffy.
Since flaxseeds now come under miracle food, let me share another no frills recipe using 
flaxseeds.

For quite some time now,Geeta has been coaxing me to share 
some recipes for the magazine.  Mind you, all my efforts to deflect 
her persistence came to naught, and here I am, finally succumbing 
to her wishes. Well, how could I tell her that my love for cooking 
now is more a folklore than reality! My husband also proudly shares 
with guests that Anuja used to be a great cook.
Now a days, my love affair with cooking is only to the extent when 
someone else does it, and the highest gratification I get is when, 
even without being consulted, the food is served at the table. 
Culinary pleasure, I feel, has to be swift, simple and basic with no 
fuss. Just like my life right now. So, on Geeta’s request.
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Lauki with flaxseed
Ingredients: 1 lauki, mustard oil, methi or jeera seeds for tadka, salt & haldi.
Method: In a pan, add very little oil, put the tadka, let it sputter, and then add the lauki 
(finely chopped) . Add salt and haldi and cover it. 5 minutes before your lauki is done, add 
2 heaped spoonfuls of flaxseed magic powder. Remember no need to add mirchi as your 
powder already has it.
Girls, now that I am on a roll, here comes the third recipe.
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Kathal
(for English born it’s the jackfruit) & aloo (potatoes)

Take the quantity of kathal and aloo as per your requirements and boil them both. Then, in 
a pan, take a little ghee, sputter some jeera with 1/2 split green chillies, and add the boiled 
vegetables. Saute it with salt, haldi, dhania powder, a little garam masala and lastly, the 
magic flaxseed powder. For gravy, add some water. Once everything comes together, 
squeeze a little lime. Garnish it with coriander. A flavourful healthy dish is ready to be served 
with steamed rice.

Enjoy the recipes courtesy Geeta Pathak
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Women − Her strength is  
her silent power. With grace, 
courage, and boundless spirit, 
she shapes the world anew. 
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