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And so, the National Eligi-
bility cum Entrance Test

(NEET) for medical and dental
undergraduate courses has come
to stay. It will be applicable
across the country and will
therefore be a standard yardstick
for admission. At least some-
thing can now be measured uni-
formly in an education system
that has increasingly become
fractured along State boundary
lines. The judgement to this ef-
fect by the Supreme Court of In-
dia has, of course, riled Tamil
Nadu no end, for the State has
for years been setting its own
standards in education.

Our sympathies are with the
students who now need to pre-
pare themselves for a com-
pletely different kind of test.
But to enthuse them we need to
only tell them to look back and
realise that the same kind of
stresses were faced when the
education system changed from
the Pre-University scheme to
Plus Two and also when engi-
neering courses switched from
five-year duration to four. The
fundamental difference here is
that those were changes within
a curriculum, while this poses
challenges for aspirants and is
therefore a bigger obstacle to
surmount.

The stance of private col-
leges and the State, both of
which till last year conducted
their own examinations for col-
leges under their control, is that
the new ruling has taken stu-
dents unawares and that tests
that are held under NEET are
of a very high standard and

Time to
lift up
State
exam
levels

Mount Road 75 years ago as seen by George Hasson. More pictures and story on pages 4 and 5.

� by A Special Correspondent

Elections for the post of
mayor of London have just

concluded and received world-
wide publicity. Chennai’s mu-
nicipal body is said to be the
second oldest after London’s in
the former British domains. Of
course, we don’t expect elec-
tions here to attract the same
attention but will our civic body
begin to emulate some of the
good features of the Corpora-
tion of London, at least some
time in the future?

To be sure, the Corporation
of Greater Chennai has been
ahead of its London counter-
part in having a directly elected
mayor. The practice began here
in 1996 while in London it
came about only in 2000 after a
referendum decided to this
effect. Since the time the post
of mayor became a matter of

public contest both in Chennai
and London, candidates have
been fielded from the dominant
political parties and the results
have gone in the way of one or
the other. The similarity, how-
ever, ends there.

In London, though Mayors
may have come from a particu-
lar political ideology, they begin
to represent the city’s interests
once elected. This is not to say
that they become independent
of their Party’s influence, but
they do have the freedom to
think about their city’s priorities

and put those ahead of Party
considerations. Thus, we have
had occasions when both Con-
servative-and Labour-backed
mayors have taken a line mark-
edly deviant from the stance of
the Prime Minister of the coun-

try. In Chennai, this would be
unthinkable. Mayors here, and
for that matter our elected mu-
nicipal councillors as well, view
the civic body to be an exten-
sion of the Legislative Assembly
and carry forward the same con-
flicts into their chamber. Most
often than not, the city’s priori-

ties are given the go-by. If you
look at the records of our
Corporation’s council meetings,
you will invariably find that
most bills are passed in the ab-
sence of any opposition. The
latter inevitably invite eviction
on the grounds of unruly
behaviour as soon as the Coun-
cil meets. How then is any de-
bate on civic issues possible?

London’s Mayors have in the
past decade and a half had a his-
tory of implementing what were
feared to be unpopular deci-
sions. There was the matter of
congestion tax, to restrict the
influx of cars into the city. A
public backlash was feared, but
the proposal went ahead never-
theless. It not only contributed
to the reduction of vehicle
population that entered the city

(by The Editor)
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Electioneering reaches fever
pitch said the newspaper

and The Man from Madras
Musings could not help reflect-
ing that it was a low-grade
fever if at all it was that. If the
daily felt electioneering was fe-
verish, then it must be run by
a hypochondriac. In all his
years of observing polls, MMM
has never seen a duller election
than this.

And for this lackadaisical
approach to what ought to
have by right been full of
drama, thunder and lightning,
MMM blames the Election
Commission. By cracking
down on our native culture
and imposing something alien
called discipline, the EC has
almost become a colonial
power. In fact it ought to
change its name from EC to
EIC to be in line with the other
colonial power that ruled long
over us.

Where for instance are the
posters? Don’t these EC people
know that Chennai derives its
colours from posters? And
much of its humour as well?
What about large digital ban-
ners welcoming our leaders as
they hop, skip and jump, (or
stagger, or inch forward or
wheel about depending on who
it is) from meeting to meeting?
MMM is of the view that most
of the malaise of low-key elec-
tioneering has been caused by
the absence of the digital ban-
ner. Without seeing this, and
most of our leadership expects
this en route to anywhere and
everywhere with the exception
of the privy, our political chiefs
are a depressed lot. Unless
they read praises of themselves
how can they be expected to
exude confidence?

Just imagine you are a
democratic leader accustomed
to people singing your praises
via digital banners at all events,
venues and functions. You ex-
pect it as a matter of right. You
in fact peer through your
glasses as you are whizzed
along in your high security ve-
hicle at all the banners and
make note of who has praised
you and who has not. And you
plan rewards and retribution
on that basis. What happens if
you suddenly find no banners?
You become confused. You
think your flock is deserting
you. You wonder if there is a
dip in your popularity. And
then when you open your
mouth to campaign you lose
your grip. You babble. You de-
part for the next venue hoping
to see banners. There again…
In short, you come home feel-
ing all is lost.

And what is an election
meeting without song and
dance? MMM learns that
sound pollution rules too come
into effect when the EC is in
charge. So no high decibel
speakers. No songs parodying
the opposition and praising the
leader. And, above all, no
meetings after 10 pm. Have
you ever heard of such a thing?
Don’t the EC people know that
it is only at around midnight

that the speakers on the dais
complete recognising everyone
else and welcoming them be-
fore coming to the burden of
their speech? With such re-
strictions in place how can po-
litical invective flow? Just as
our orators warm up to their
task along comes the EC tell-
ing them to be sure to brush
their teeth, change into loose-
fitting clothes, embrace teddy,
say their prayers and go to bed.
This is just not working.

What about liquid refresh-
ments? There are two that
MMM is referring to. The first
is cash. Unless this flows freely,
where will the cheering multi-
tudes get their incentives to
cheer? And can you call this a
democracy when you are not
allowed to carry cash in your
own vehicles? Just imagine all

An electoral silence
fodder that has been supplied.
You need to drive them back
into their pen, but you are so
busy browsing on your free
laptop that you just cannot get
up and do this. You bide your
time hoping that soon it will be
time for the next elections and
one of the promises will be free
domestic help.

Done with browsing? May-
be you need to order some-
thing that you liked? Use the
free smart phone that has been
handed over to you for that.
You can then spend the rest of
your day whatsapping and for-
warding messages that other
people like you are sending
each other. Feeling hungry?
Some milk may be in order. It
is, after all, available at a
throwaway price from a sachet
– that is if you feel too lazy to
milk your cow. Just cut open
the pack, add some sugar and
if you want to see some fizz in
it, pour into the free mixer that
has been given to you. You will
need to wash up though, for
the Government has not yet
seen its way to giving you free
domestic help. But be of good
cheer. Remember what MMM
said in the previous paragraph.
Better days are ahead.

Need to get some subsidi-
sed food from outside? No
problem. Your Government
sponsored two-wheeler awaits
your command. Just get on it.
Yes, you need to fill in petrol.
But just remember if you play
your cards well, the next
election will promise you free
fuel as well. And, by the way,
don’t bother with the helmet
for, after all, you do have free
insurance. Given that much of
healthcare is free anyway, you
may as well injure yourself and
get the doctors to do some-
thing. Not everybody can be
idle can they? Now that Prohi-
bition has come, you may find
the evenings hanging some-
what heavy on your hands.
But you did remember to col-
lect your free television set,
did you not? Switch it on then.
And, sorry, we cannot provide
you with some handyman to
flip the channels for you.

Tailpiece

The Man from Madras
Musings could not help

wondering. If the Government
is so keen on having a picture
of a diseased lung on cigarette
packets, it ought to feature
failed livers at TASMAC out-
lets should it not? And yet the
present signage, as can be seen
in the accompanying picture,
does not carry anything
beyond some tiny warnings
that you can barely see with a
magnifying glass!

– MMM

the hard work that has gone
into collecting the moolah. You
hoard for years, evading the tax
authorities. You spend hours
cajoling industrialists to part
with money for electoral ex-
penses. You worry several
nights over how to conclude
land deals in cash so that
money can be made available.
And then, just as you sit back
and relax and go for a soothing
drive with your stash, along
comes the EC and takes it all.

As for the other liquid, and
here MMM is not referring to
tea, it appears doomed anyway.
Everyone wants to do away
with it. All MMM can say is if
this lifeblood of electioneering
is abolished we cannot be an-
swerable for the consequences.
People will vote overwhelm-
ingly in favour of NOTA –
Nothing Other Than Alcohol.

A rosy sunset

By the time you receive this
issue, the electioneering

will be over, as will the polls.
And if the postal authorities
dawdle over delivery of this
issue, overly fond as they are of
reading every copy of what we
print, chances are you will
know who has come to power
in our State. Whoever it is, be
of good cheer for The Man from
Madras Musings assures you
that you have a bright future
ahead.

Bright because you can
keep all your electric bulbs
burning, assured as you are of
free power. Outside in your
garden, your cow, the one that
came free to you as part of the
electoral promise, is
lowing gently, re-
minding you that it
is time to milk it. In
the far distance of
your garden, your
goats, the ones you
got free as well, are
grazing on the free

SHORT

’N’

SNAPPY

MADRAS MUSINGS ON THE WEB

To reach out to as many readers as possible who share our keen
interest in Madras that is Chennai, and in response to requests from
many well-wishers – especially from outside Chennai and abroad
who receive their postal copies very late – for an online edition.
Madras Musings is now on the web at www. madrasmusings.com

– THE EDITOR

(Continued from page 1)

each day, but it also made
people use public transport to a
greater degree. Another Mayor
threw his weight behind exclu-
sive lanes for cycles. This too
was received with a hue and cry
about how the idea was reduc-
ing road space for vehicles. The
plan has, however, since been
implemented.

In Chennai, Mayors have
tended to be populist.
Chennai’s Corporation has in
the last two decades been more
a vehicle for implementing the
schemes of the Party in power.
If at all any civic amenity, such
as widening sidewalks or doing
away with large outdoor adver-

tising, has come about it is be-
cause of public interest litiga-
tion and not due to any enlight-
ened leadership. Our Mayors
have generally been happier ap-
proving schemes that never
take off or spending time re-
naming roads. You need to just
look at the plan to segregate
garbage at source to get the
idea. It has been hanging fire
since 1996! It is no wonder then
that the city is forever on the
brink of disaster – being it in the
matter of infrastructure or qual-
ity of living.

With the State Assembly
elections getting over in Tamil
Nadu, it will soon be time for
civic body polls. Will the new
incumbents be any different?

Is Chennai India’s
accident capital?

A tale of two
corporations

‘Several killed in road accidents.’
    ‘Bus rams onto pavements killing four.’
We are so used to these headlines that we don’t even bother to

go through the gory details. Beware; if stringent steps are not taken
to curb this, the next victim could even be you.

Yes, last year it was Tamil Nadu that topped the country in the
number of road accidents.

Chennai has gone one step ahead this year, and that too on a
world wide scale. Based on the Global Report on Urban Health,
released by UN-Habitat and WHO, our Metro is second on the list
of 47 cities across the world to register the highest rate of road
fatalities. Boasted of as the Detroit of the East, the city has a very
high motor vehicle density. At 44.7 lakh vehicles at the end of
March 2014, the blood pressure on the roads can only be high.

Though laws mandate wearing helmets and seat belts, it is sel-
dom followed. Road safety takes a back seat on our roads. It is
necessary for the transport officials to step in and set things right.
Stringent laws like cancelling licences and stepping up road safety
awareness would help.

Other Indian cities like Jaipur, Kolkata, Delhi and Bengaluru
ranked 4th, 23rd, 24th and 25th respectively. The report suggests
measures to reduce accidents, with interventions to reduce speed
in urban areas and by making public transportation convenient.
Hopefully, one day the city will become a safer place to commute.

*   *   *

Tambaram rises...
Gearing up to become Chennai’s third railway terminal soon,

Tambaram will also host India’s largest railway station food court.
The station is to be developed to decongest Chennai Central and
Egmore rail terminals. At present, more than 90 Express and Pas-
senger trains and at least 240 suburban trains halt at the station.

As a pilot, the Railways plan to operate five southbound express
trains from Tambaram. The infrastructure is being upgraded. State-
of-the-art display boards, telephone booth and passenger-friendly
seats are all planned. The food court will be spread over 15,000
square feet across three areas and will host at least 25 brands that
will dish out Indian and continental foods. More than a lakh of
people use this station regularly and upgrading it as a third termi-
nal will help meet better the transport needs of the growing city.  –
(Courtesy: Industrial Economist.)

Jayanthi Raghunathan
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Memorable teachers
The world is celebrating four centuries of William

Shakespeare. I have been remembering the masters in
Madras, who taught Shakespeare to scores of Part I English
learners of the University of Madras. I have not personally known
of the first two I will be referring to, but have only heard of their
mastery over the dramas of the most celebrated writer of the
English language. They are the late K. Swaminathan (KS) of
Presidency College, Madras, and the late A.L. Krishnan (ALK) of
Agarchand Manmull Jain College, Madras. I have heard from
many, who remember these men, that they kept their students
enthralled in their Shakespeare classes.

For those who may not know, the following piece of informa-
tion could be relevant: English Language and Literature as a sub-
ject under Part I was taught, until the 1980s, using two
unabridged dramas (usually one comedy and one tragedy). When
I was pursuing my BSc at Loyola College, I studied Antony and
Cleopatra (exemplifying a tragedy) and the Twelfth Night (exem-
plifying a comedy), but I have nothing to speak of the uninspiring
lecturer who taught me these dramas.

The other person I remember here is the late Lawrence
Sundaram (LS), a dedicated and committed Jesuit of Loyola.
Many who studied under the tutelage of Sundaram will remem-
ber the exciting Shakespeare classes of his.

My elder brother, Dr. A. Parameswaran, who was a student of
ALK, when ALK was a lecturer in English at Loyola in the 1950s,
used to tell me that ALK never used a book to read passages while
teaching in the classroom. Teaching Othello, he would transform

himself into various characters in the play, reciting verses from
memory, using the most elegant diction and enchanting articula-
tion. It so happened that once, while dealing with an emotion-
packed scene from Othello, he forgot himself and fell from the
narrow wooden platform on which he was teaching, suffering
either a fracture or a sprain (I am not sure of exact details), which
cost him a few days of medical leave.

I have known Sundaram, quite closely, when he lived in the
Loyola Jesuit Residence in retirement in the 1980s and 1990s
when I was teaching there. I used to meet Sundaram to clarify
doubts in English-language use and he used to pleasantly chat
with me whenever I went to him. Many a time, he clarified how
to say some of the tongue-twisting, difficult-to-say words of Latin
roots, such as ‘caveat’.

Although we, citizens of Madras may not have much to
proudly refer to Shakespeare on the present occasion of global
celebration, certainly we had great masters such as KS, ALK, and
LS, who marshalled Shakespeare with excitement and taught
Shakespeare to their wards with genuine joy.

Laurence Murphy, a Jesuit teaching in Loyola, and William
Miller and Alexander Boyd of the Madras Christian College were
equally versatile masters of Shakespeare. But we need to remem-
ber that Murphy, Miller, and Boyd were native-English speakers
whereas KS, ALK, and LS were not and yet these men of Madras
made the cut as brilliant exponents of Shakespeare.

– A. Raman
araman@csu.edu.au
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Presidency College – I

Presidency College (MM,
May 1st) once enjoyed cer-

tain privileges. The posts of
Principal and Director of Public
Instruction were interchange-
able. Many Principals had
adorned the D.P.I.’s post with
distinction. At the same time,
many declined to take up the
Director’s post which was con-
sidered as just an administrative
post far removed from academ-
ics. I know of at least two
Directors who chose to revert
back to the Principal’s post. The
first was S.R.U. Savur who,
though a successful Director
found the job uninteresting and
went back to the College.
Dr. B.B. Dey, an eminent
Chemistry Professor, could not
continue as Director even for
three months and found job sat-
isfaction as Professor of Chem-
istry guiding a good number of
students in research.

turers and Lecturers, those in
Presidency were designated As-
sistant Professors and Profes-
sors. Not only that, there was
the post of Chief Professor in
each Department which was
filled up by the Public Service
Commission by direct recruit-
ment. It was not a promotion
post. T.P. Meenakshi-
sundaranar was a distinguished
Chief Professor.

When the Duke of
Edinburgh visited the College
and 150-odd members of the fac-
ulty were introduced to him as
Professors, he exclaimed, “So
many Professors.” In Oxford and
Cambridge it is not easy for any-
one to be designated Professor.

The students used to pride
themselves as Princes of Presi-
dency. Alas, this is all past glory
and it is sad the college has lost
its sheen.

S.S. Rajagopalan
30, Kamarajar Street

Chennai 600093

II

Indeed Presidency College,
Chennai, the oldest in South

India and the most prestigious
institution of yore, is marking its

175th year in a muted fashion. In
1991 the old students’ (alumni)
association celebrated the post-
centenary Golden Jubilee rather
well. There was a slew of activi-
ties announced then, like a com-
memorative building, sports,
seminars, exhibitions etc. I
became a life member then. I am
not sure how many projects
envisaged were taken up and ful-
filled. I did not get even a souve-
nir, if one had been published. It
had Justice S. Mohan as Presi-
dent and former DGP K.R.
Shenai as V.P. I received invita-
tions for some meetings till 2006,
thereafter there’s been no com-
munication.

Be that as it may, what is the
College administration going to
do about the present occasion?
The College had several lumi-
naries as its alumni and had a
good reputation for research in
Organic Chemistry (headed by
Dr. T.R. Govindachari), Botany
and Geology. Being a Govern-
ment College, its labs were very
well equipped and we could im-
mediately get a replacement for
a defective gadget, unlike pri-
vate colleges which were stingy.
All that has gone to seed now.

The College has become au-
tonomous, but how much it
has progressed is anybody’s
guess. It witnesses unruly,
rowdy behavior of students who
not only fight among them-
selves but also with other col-
lege students. They indulge in
unnecessary activities like Bus
Day, etc. What an abysmal fall
from a glorious past!

Students carry lethal weap-
ons instead of books. You enter
the portals with trepidation.
The photo (MM, March 1st)
taken against an evening sky
amply reflects the situation: the
setting of Presidency Sun.

Some time ago there was an
idea to make the institution one
only for post graduate study.
May be that will help resurrect
its prominence.

R.K.Natarajan
10, Rajeswari Apt., Kalyanapuram

Street, Chennai 600 004

that, therefore, most students
may not clear them. Well, what
exactly is wrong with a high
standard? We are, after all,
dealing with a life science here,
one in which graduates will
have to contend with human
health and well being. Can any
standard be too high for such
things? We would expect that
merit of the highest order would
be the sole criterion for letting
in students into such courses
and those that do not qualify
will need to look at alternatives.

Unfortunately, the private
colleges and, let us face it, the
State-run institutions do not

exactly stand for that. While
the former believe in casting a
wide net and dragging in any-
body and everybody who aspires
to become a doctor provided
they have the financial where-
withal, the latter is invariably
governed by principles of popu-
lism. The former may be moti-
vated by greed, but the latter
definitely has perpetuated low
standards in every aspect of
their administration and results.
When we tell you that one of
the arguments put forward
against the bringing in of NEET
in Tamil Nadu was that stu-
dents here do not know how to
answer questions in a multiple
choice format, you need no bet-

ter illustration of the levels to
which we have sunk. Today
most international examina-
tions are in that format and if
we do not train our younger
generation to handle that, too
bad. We are not going to be
competitive, that’s all. The
world has plenty of other
choices, thank you.

There are two ways of look-
ing at education. The first is to
consistently raise standards and
ensure that aspirants are
trained to handle these require-
ments via adequate coaching at
all levels. The other is to dumb
it down to the lowest common
denominator. That latter is
what Tamil Nadu specialises in,

in the name of inclusion. Can
the excuse that the State’s sec-
ondary level/matriculation
board is of a lower standard
than the Central Board and so
the students in the former
would be disadvantaged hold
any water? If that be the case it
is high time we upgraded our-
selves and helped the students
to come up to par. If we are hop-
ing that the Central Board will
lower itself to help us, then we
are living in a world of illusion.
NEET becoming mandatory has
no doubt come as a rude shock.
If we are to prevent others of
this kind, it is time we shook
ourselves out of the cosy cocoon
we have made for ourselves.

(Continued from page 1)

MUST SSLC LAG BEHIND CBSE?

While the faculty in all Gov-
ernment and Aided Colleges
were designated Assistant Lec-

� The nicest greeting Madras Musings received on its 25th birthday
was this card from Harry and Jillian Maclure and their Anglos in the
Wind team. The message inside read:

Madras Musings and you... Your journey has touched the

lives of thousands of people who call Madras home...

A pity we can’t reproduce the card as it is; it’s a beautiful design.
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Madras as seen
75 years ago

� by

Andrew Hasson

Moore Market The Central Station minus its cap owing to war security

The Southern Railway (then M&SM) headquarters with Dr. Rangachari's statue outside GH.

� It was around a month ago
that we received an email
from ANDREW HASSON. His
father had served briefly in
India during the Second
World War and had taken
some photographs while
here. He wanted us to iden-
tify the places. Going
through them we were
delighted to discover six
pictures pertaining to
Madras. Andrew was kind
enough to share with us
high-resolution copies of
these pictures so that we
could carry them in Madras
Musings. He has also penned
a brief note on his father that
we publish here.

It’s often the way, isn’t it? The
questions you want to ask of

loved ones only really occur to
you after they have died.

So it is with my father.

In my case, it’s because I re-
cently found a box of old photos
when clearing out the house af-
ter his death. The pictures were
taken in India in the late 1940s,
but I had no information about
them. No names, no locations,
no clues.

I am sure this is a common
experience.

He served in the Royal Air
Force just after the war and
found himself posted to India for
a year or so. In one of the few
conversations we had had on this
subject while he was still alive, he
told me he adored India, and re-
gretted never going back.

Here then, is the sum total of
my knowledge about my dad’s

service time in India. He was a
radar operator who flew there on
several different planes, sitting
on the floors of many unknown
aircraft. It was loud and bumpy
and felt dangerous. He saw the
Taj Mahal. He crossed the coun-
try on a crowded train. He once
woke up, he told my mother, un-
aware of having been shaved

while he slept by local men who
catered for the airmen.

That, I am sad to say, is pretty
much it. And now he’s dead, I
can’t ask him and discover the
details hidden within the photos
that I would like to know.

The one thing I am able to do
with any degree of expertise, is
restore the pictures and make
them look presentable. I am a
professional photographer by
trade, so I was able to use my very
best Photoshop skills. When I

George Hasson and friends at an airbase in India.

got hold of them, they were
wrinkled, scratched and covered
in dirt. They were also very small;
I am sure he would have appreci-
ated the results.

In another nod towards the
wonders of science and modern
technology, I was able to appeal
to the internet for help in identi-
fying the locations of these pic-
tures People responded positively
and it turns out many of the pic-
tures appear to have been taken
in Madras.

My favourite appears to be of
Mount Road. It must have been
taken from a reasonable height;
maybe on top of a nearby build-
ing or something. It’s the details
in this kind of photo that I love
and this one doesn’t disappoint.

There is a crowded tram in
the foreground and the New
Elphinstone cinema on the left.
The pavement is well-tended
and clean. Men on bicycles are
going about their business. A
group of children stand chatting
on the road, one of them with a
laundry basket on his or her
head. I think I can see a police-
man up the road in a pith helmet
and shorts.

Among the businesses visible,
there is the E.N.T. Surgery,
Odeon Hairdressers, The Ma-
dras Swadeshi Emporium and A.
Subramanam & Co. At the far
end of the road is the Casino
Stores and, below that sign, in
large letters, are the words To-
bacco Shop.

Some of these photographs
have been noted as having been
of buildings and views that no
longer exist, such as the late la-
mented Moore Market, or the
Central Station with its cap re-
moved, and I am pleased to be
able to present the pictures to
people who may appreciate them
for their historical value.

When he was alive, my father
would watch any and all TV
programmes that featured India
and would say, with a faraway
look in his eyes, “God, I loved
India.”

Looking at these photos, I can
see why. My father’s name was
George Hasson. He was born in
Glasgow in Scotland in 1925. He
died at the age of 84, having lived
a good life.

The Indian on a
Japanese stamp

� Sailendra Bhaskar writes: I
read this recent post in an
internet magazine called The
Better India and thought you
would find this article of
interest.

In the 1980s, Japanese national
Shuzo Matsunaga and S.M.

Muthu from Tamil Nadu devel-
oped an unlikely friendship over
their common love of literature.
In 2007, this friendship resulted
in the Japanese government issu-
ing postage stamps in honour of
Muthu.

In libraries across Japan, you
are likely to stumble upon a book
by Shuzo Matsunaga titled
Thirukkural, nestled among their
classics. The book is a Japanese
translation of a Tamil classic by
the same name.

Through a marvellous se-
quence of events, the book led to
the Government of Japan felici-
tating an Indian man named
S.M. Muthu, by issuing com-
memorative stamps with his pic-
ture on them.

The story begins in the 1970s
when Japanese national Shuzo
Matsunaga chanced upon a few
translated lines from Thirukkural.

Thirukkural is often lauded as
Tamil’s greatest contribution to
Indian literature. The book is
believed to have been penned by
a renowned writer and poet,
Thiruvalluvar, either in the 6th
or 1st century BC. Over 133 sec-
tions and through 1330 couplets,
the author discusses virtue, love,
governance, and society. This
seminal work is believed to have
had a great impact on Tamil lit-
erature, culture and society.

The universality of its apho-
risms translated into a global au-
dience for the book. It is no won-
der then that years after Shuzo
first came across a few lines from
the book, he was still fascinated
by it.

He reached out to Shekar, his
pen-pal in India, telling him that
he wanted to read more of the
work. Shekar then put him in
touch with his father, S.M.
Muthu.

Born in Omalur, near Salem,
S.M. Muthu loved Tamil litera-
ture with a passion. He sent
Shuzo, G.U. Pope’s English
translation of Thirukkural. And a
friendship was born.

Letters in Shuzo’s neat even
hand began finding their way to
Muthu with greater frequency as
Shuzo set out to translate
Thirukkural.

“We exchanged about 50 let-
ters when Shuzo worked on
Thirukkural. He would send me
photocopies of the pages in
which he sought clarifications
and I would write back to him,”
Muthu said.

By 1980, Shuzo had com-
pleted his translation of
Thirukkural and in 1981, he
made his maiden trip to India
where Muthu had arranged for
him to attend the 5th World

Classical Tamil Conference in
Madurai.

“He was tall and fair. When
he saw me, he bowed and folded
his hands to say vanakkam (wel-
come),” Muthu recalls. It was the
first time the two friends were
meeting, after having corre-
sponded for over a year.

At the conference, Shuzo pre-
sented his research essay on
Thirukkural.

During his visit, Muthu
brought up the idea of introduc-
ing his Japanese friend to an-
other renowned Tamil poet,
Bharathiar. Shuzo, whose fasci-
nation with Tamil literature had
only grown over the years,
readily agreed.

With each letter they ex-
changed, the friendship between
the two grew, cemented further
by their common love of litera-
ture and respect for each other’s
cultures.

In the swishes and swirls of
Muthu’s handwritten letters,
Shuzo saw – and fell in love with
– India. From learning about fes-

tivals like Deepavali and Pongal,
to understanding the different
rituals followed during weddings
and funerals, Muthu’s letters
took Shuzo on an unforgettable
journey through India.

Shuzo even went on to com-
pile these letters into a book
titled, My India as Seen through
Letters.

Over the next couple of de-
cades, Muthu helped Shuzo

translate several
popular titles, in-
c l u d i n g
M a n i m e g a l a i ,
N a a l a d i y a r ,
Panchathanthira
Kathaigal and
Voice of Vallalar.

In turn, Shuzo
began to share En-
glish translations
of Japanese books
that Muthu went
on to translate
into Tamil.
Muthu’s work
soon found its way
to newspapers,

magazines and publishing
houses.

Across a distance of 5,956 kms
and over a period of more than
three decades, the steadfast
friends helped contribute greatly
to the literary discourse in their
respective countries.

In 2007, the Government of
Japan recognised Muthu’s con-
tribution towards Japanese lit-
erature by issuing a commemora-
tive postage stamp with his
photo.

In an interview in 2012,
Muthu spoke about the fact that
the two friends had met only
once: “We are now in the final
stages of life. I don’t think we will
meet again. He called me when
my wife passed away. But these
days, he’s hard of hearing and I
too can’t follow what he says.”

Despite age catching up with
them, the two friends continued
to write to each other regularly.

Muthu passed away recently,
but not before showing us that
friendship and literature tran-
scend borders, culture and lan-
guage.

A suburban train outside Egmore station.

The stories auto drivers have to tell
I have a working title. A mar

ketable one.
It could be for a book. And I

wonder if a publisher is inter-
ested.

But for now, my first working
title is simple – Madras Auto
Stories.

Till now, I have known over
10,000 auto rickshaw drivers.
They used to be the city’s lifeline
in many ways.

Not any more. They are being
wiped out. They know it and it is
a painful and wretched death.

Maybe some of them will sur-
vive. Or maybe the Metro will
kill the weak who hang around
the stands and stations.

I have had a love-hate rela-
tionship with these men. But I

can tell you that they have the
best stories to tell. And on a
summer’s evening or a December
night, on a long sawari, all they
need is a tickle – to open up.

And that is what I have been
doing for a long time. Getting
them to open up even as I get
transported to my destination –
Mylapore, Central Station,
Vepery, Guindy...

The other night, Sekar was at
the wheel. That extra revenue
was the hint that triggered our
conversation. And it was all
about auto racing on the high-
ways outside our city.

Auto racing is an awfully dan-
gerous, no-holds-barred sport.
Drivers don’t spill blood (they do
get scraped) but many put their

own vehicles on the betting
blocks for the ‘auto-or-nothing-
at-stake’ race.

I have had a taste of the races.
One driver took me on a recce
ride in Tambaram on a misty
Sunday morning and gave me an
adrenaline high.

challenged to a race. “They get a
high from taking on strangers
from other parts of the city,”
Sekar said.

He had to keep his word and
be on the grid for the start of the
race the following weekend, just
past midnight.

underbelly of the city. And of our
neighbourhoods. And these are
the stories that also tell you what
your city and mine is all about. I
listen to them.

Stories of Mylapore’s advo-
cates and Vadapalani’s stunt ac-
tors. Of Kasimedu’s fishermen
and Koyambedu’s flower traders.
Of wealthy north Indians on the
Marina and petty criminals of
Walltax Road.

Stories of the changing faces
of colonies and galloping real es-
tate prices in our
neighbourhoods. Stories of the
eating hot spots of the city in the
1960s and movie-going trends in
the 70s. – (Courtesy: Mylapore
Times.)

An English translation of
Thirukkural.

S.M. Muthu Shuzo Matsunaga.

A commemorative postage stamp
with Muthu’s photo issued by the Japa-
nese Government.

� by Vincent D’Souza

It was, and is, illegal but when
you want to witness the stories
and get to the bottom of them,
you break some laws.

Sekar told me how on one
weekday, just outside
Tambaram, he was accosted by
two autos on either side, and

Auto racing is a blood-thirsty
sport. And as you can imagine
the driver’s animalistic trails take
over.

Sekar won and went home
with some decent booty.

Every auto driver has stories.
Mostly of the underground. The
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(Current Affairs questions are
from the period April 16th to
30th. Questions 11 to 20 per-
tain to Chennai and Tamil
Nadu.)
1. Near which mighty river have
oceanographers discovered an ex-
tensive reef system estimated to
span an area of 3,600 square miles?

2. Name the iconic singer and
songwriter, winner of seven Gram-
mys and an Oscar for his song Purple
Rain, who passed away recently.

3. April 23rd saw the literary world
observe the 400th death anniver-
sary of possibly the greatest English
playwright and also that of a Span-
ish writer. Name both.

4. Which famous Italian club won
the Serie A football title for the
fifth straight year?

5. The IRNSS-1G, launched by In-
dia on April 28th, is the seventh
and final series of satellites for
NAVIC and ensuring its own GPS.
Expand NAVIC.

6. Name the anti-slavery crusader
who will become the first African-
American on the face of U.S. paper
currency and the first woman in
more than a century.

7. Where in New Delhi is the
world’s biggest charkha, 27-foot
wide and 15-foot tall, being in-
stalled?

8. The Union Government’s recent
statement that a fabled jewel was
gifted to the English monarch and
not taken away has created a con-
troversy. Name this famous piece of
stone.

9. Dipa Karmakar has become the
first ever Indian woman in which
sport to qualify for the Olympics?

10. Rahul Johri is the first-ever
CEO of which influential and pow-
erful sports body?

*     *     *

11. Which party’s HQ in Chennai
stands on what was once the Lodd
family’s Pater’s Gardens and its
grounds?

12. In 1927 there was an agitation
to remove the statue of a Scottish
soldier, dubbed ‘Butcher of
Allahabad’, that stood at the
Spencer’s junction. Name him.

13. Name the Jain, a resident of
Mylapore in the 12th Century, who
wrote Nannul, a book on Tamil
grammar.

14. What was located in the East
Nook building on Marshall’s Road,
Egmore from its inauguration in
June 1938 to July 1953?

15. R.S. Lakshminarasimhan took
his screen name after becoming fa-
mous while playing the lead char-
acter in a play penned by the leg-
endary Pammal Sambandha
Mudaliar. Name him.

16. Which team was the first to lift
to the Rajah of Palayampatti Shield,
named after the donor, in 1932?

17. After who is the auditorium of
the South Indian Artistes’ Associa-
tion (Nadigar Sangam) named?

18. What does S.V. stand for in
thespian S.V. Sahasranamam’s
name?

19. Which North Madras academic
institution was founded by a
Gujarati named R.Sivasankara
Pandya in 1899?

20. What is the lasting, visible con-
tribution of comic actor P. Pandu
to Tamil Nadu politics?

(Answers on page 8)

Exploring
Shiva
Kanchi

�
 Kanchipuram visited – the second of a three-part series.

� by Prema Nandakumar

It is now time to move towards
Shiva Kanchi. Unlike Budd-

hism and Jainism still struggling
to keep some space for them-
selves, Saivism waxes strong,
with the temple of Kamakshi as
the leader. Known as
Kamakottam, the temple may
have begun as a Shakta centre
of worship. Archaeological
studies suggest a much earlier
origin to the temple as Vimala
Tirupalli, dedicated to a Jain
yakshi.

Coming to the importance of
Kamakshi for Shiva Kanchi, the
Puranic narrative says she was
originally worshipped as the
consort of Ekambresvara, and
was part of him, as the
Ardhanariswara. This takes us
to the legend in Kanchi
Puranam when Parvati once
covered the eyes of Shiva in
Kailasa, plunging creation into
darkness and was cursed. She
expiated it by taking a human
birth and worshipping a linga
made of sand. When the river
was in floods, she embraced the
linga to guard the image. She is
Kama-kodi, the loving creeper
that has entwined herself with
the Lord. In the course of the
evolution of worship, the god-
dess began to be worshipped as
the Durga of Kamakottam (old)
and later the present temple of
Kamakshi was raised on what
was obviously a Jain temple
dedicated to a yakshi.

The glorious city of Kanchi
was put the sword by the Islamic
general, Malik Kafur, in the
14th-Century. Idols were bro-
ken and the Kamakshi temple
was one of the major victims. As
in other Kanchi temples, wor-
ship was stopped for some de-
cades, till Kumara Kampana of
Vijayanagar drove away the
Muslim invaders like Malik
Kafur and Muhammad Gawan
and restored religious rituals.
From then onwards, the
Vijayanagar kings took good
care of Kanchi and Emperor
Krishnadeva Raya loved visiting
the great city.

Kamakshi temple today is at
the very centre of the city with
the Ekambaranatha temple to
the northwest and the
Varadaraja temple to the south-
east. It is interesting to note
that all the major temples in the
city are structured to face the

temple of Kamakshi. The seated
Kamakshi is a noble image and
to her front is the Sri Chakra in
which the Mother Goddess is
said to reside in her subtle form.
In this legend-rich area, I am
told that Adi Sankara installed
the Sri Chakra which trans-
formed the fierce goddess
(Ugraswarupini) into the calm
and beautiful Kamakshi
(Brahmaswarupini).

While I am standing in the
sanctum the priest offers infor-
mation which shows this is a
legend-rich space. Coming out
I am shown the santana
sthambham, indicating the place
where King Dasaratha gained
the boon of progeny from God-
dess Kamakshi. This is news to
me, but is there an inch of space

in India which does not feel
close to the Rama story? In the
first prakara we have the niche
of Dharma Sastha (Ayyappan)
with Poorna and Pushkala. Tra-
dition avers that Karikala Chola
worshipped Sastha who gave
him the weapon called chendu
which ensured the king’s vic-
tory in the Himalayan regions.

A visitor can never exhaust
Shiva Kanchi. There are innu-
merable temples dedicated to
Shiva around and one can wan-
der into any one of them and
remain absorbed in the visuals
as well as the devotional fervour
with which aspirants go there to
worship. Since Kamakshi is the
Supreme Goddess honoured
here, none of the Shiva temples
have a separate shrine for the
goddess, though an image is
kept for ceremonial (utsava)
processions. Many of the
temples are considered to have
been present for several hun-
dred years. For instance, com-
ing out of the western gate of
Kamakshi temple, you can walk
to the Makaliswara temple, said
to be the special residence of
Rahu and Ketu.

Walking out of the southern
gate of Kamakshi temple, we
come to the celebrated
Kachabeswara temple where
Vishnu in his Tortoise avatar
worshipped Shiva here. Enter-
ing a mandapa within, I found a

series of Buddhist figures on the
stone pillars. It is very obvious
that these pillars had been re-
trieved from a Buddhist vihara
several centuries earlier. Per-
haps the vihara was the original
structure and when it came
down to make way for a Shiva
temple, the pillars were set up
again to form the present
mandapa and some of the ma-
sonry was used by the builders.

The various temples to Shiva
interest us in some way or the
other. Ekambranatha’s raja-
gopura, built by Emperor
Krishnadeva Raya in the 16th
Century, rises to 192 feet. The

Lord here represents the ele-
ment of earth (prithvi). The
consecrated tree is mango and
the guide assures me that it is
3500 years old. I believe him.
Disbelief has no place here
which is a citadel built on faith
in the Supreme. Despite all the
activities around, time stands
still in this area. It comes to a
complete stop as I enter the
Kailasanatha temple built by
Rajasimha (Narasimhavarma
Pallava II) and his son
Mahendra III.

If it is exciting to go into the
smaller Shiva temples in
Kanchi, it is a life-time experi-
ence to enter this structure at
the periphery of the city. The
sanctum has a huge Linga,
symbolising the Supreme while
on the rear wall you can watch
wide-eyed the sumptuous
Somaskanda panel. Shiva and
Parvati have Subramania be-
tween them (on the lap of his
mother) with Brahma and
Vishnu watching the group
with adoration. The outer wall
of the sanctum is an amazing
presentation of gods and god-
desses. In between the two walls
we have a very narrow passage
for parikrama. You have to crawl
to enter it and also crawl to
come out of it. The officiating
priest did tempt me by referring
to it as the Gateway to Heaven,
but I decided that discretion is

the better part of valour!
Apart from the abundance

of carved sculptures every-
where, there is also a treasure-
trove of paintings in this
temple. It was growing dark, so
once again I succumbed to my
‘discretion’, though I had read
in a book about them.

“The cells of many of these
contain traces of old paintings
on plain walls or painted stucco
over reliefs. The external reliefs
of these parivara shrines of the
malika contain a variety of
sculptures, both Saivite and
Vaishnavite, of varied iconogra-
phy, thus making this temple
complex a veritable museum of
iconography and plastic art.
The sculptures include the
dikpalas and Ganesa, who
makes his first appearance in
Pallava temples, as also the
Saptamatrika group, Chandesa
and other parivara deities.”

For Shiva Kanchi, the
Kanchi Kamakoti Math is a
major Saivite presence. Tradi-
tion avers that Adi Sankara
went to the Himalayas where he
had darshan of Shiva and
Parvati. He brought the
Sphatika Linga given to him by
Shiva to Kanchi where he es-
tablished a monastery and in-
stalled the Linga for worship.

Among the pontiffs who
graced the Math in recent
times, Sri Chandrasekharendra
Saraswati, popularly known as
the Paramacharya, took the
Math to great heights by initi-
ating a resurgence of Indian cul-
ture. Vedic studies, renovation
of temples and a fillip to tradi-
tional arts like sculpture and ar-
chitecture have been given
great importance by the Math,
as well as medical help for the
masses. Priceless service to
Shiva Kanchi through propa-
gating Saiva Siddhanta has
come from Jnanaprakasar
Math, probably the oldest of its
kind. Apart from ritualistic wor-
ship of Meykandeswara in the
Linga form, the Math arranges
lectures on philosophical and
theological aspects of Saivism,
as propounded in the 14
Meikanda sastras.

(To be concluded)

The Kailasanatha temple in Kanchipuram.
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Cartoonists
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celebrate...

When cartoonists celebrated World Cartoonists’ Day in the City (from right
to left): Ganesh Mahadevan, Ramki, Rahnu, S. Devanathan, Aras, G.K. Gokul
Raj and Siva.

Freelance cartoonist Ramki,
in association with fellow

cartoonists like Devanathan,
Siva and Ganesh Mahadevan,
organised a gala function to cel-
ebrate the World Cartoonist’s
Day in Madras on May 5, 2016.

A dozen children out of over
100 who participated in the
drawing competition were given
certificates and cash prizes
sponsored by RmKv. Renowned
octogenarian cartoonist Rahnu
and the versatile Aras were
honoured on the occasion and
they handed over prizes to the
children, urging them to take
drawing as a serious hobby.
Young Shreeya spoke on her
‘Favourite Cartoon Show’. G.K.
Gokulraj, CEO, Mycopie, was
the Chief Guest.

When this writer was asked
to speak on the late R.K.
Laxman, he paid tributes in his
opening remarks to the stal-
warts such as Mario Miranda,
Rajinder Puri, Sudhir Dhar,
O.V. Vijayan, our own Ajit
Nainan (of ToI), Keshav and
Surendra (of The Hindu),
Madhi (of Dinamani) and
Madhan (ex-Vikatan) and the
score of others who contributed
to several regional papers and
periodicals.

Recalling a meeting with
R.K. Laxman, as a freelance
journalist in Chennai some
years ago, I still cherish the
memory of getting a picture of
his favourite crow drawn very
quickly by him.

When Laxman was asked by
an American cartoonist, where
Laxman stood among the car-
toonists of India, he had replied
without any hesitation: ‘I know
I am in the first, second, third,
fourth and fifth place. I do not
know who is next!’

That was the confidence
Laxman had.

For 57 years, he drew car-
toons for The Times of India and
only once in September 2003,
when he was in hospital after a
paralytic stroke, was he absent
from the newspaper. After re-
covery, he routinely began his
work daily at 8.30 in the morn-
ing and dispatched his cartoon
by 4 in the evening.

Laxman’s sense of humour is
legendary. In his autobiography,
The Tunnel of Times, he de-
scribes his tryst with the Padma
Bhushan awarded to him over
four decades ago, during Indira
Gandhi’s reign. “A circular from

the Prime Minister followed
from Delhi, asking me to be
present in the capital for re-
hearsals. If I was to bring my
spouse, I had to bear the ex-
penses of her travel and on the
day of the function, she should
dress soberly wearing a saree,
whose border should not be
more than two inches broad.
Fortunately, I was spared of the
ordeal of attending the re-
hearsal, as well as the ceremony.
Ten months later, the citation
declaring that I received a
Padma Bhushan and two med-
als – one big and one small –
were delivered by a postman to
my flat. There was a note from
the Home Secretary stating that

the big medal was to be worn for
formal occasions and the small
one on informal occasions.
However, it hinted that neither
should be displayed conspicu-
ously. I am still to understand
what these instructions meant.”

Whenever I visited Pune, I
never missed looking at the
statue of the Common Man in
the Symbiosis Institute. L.K.
Advani said once: “R.K.
Laxman is the most brilliant
cartoonist in India. It is no small
feat to draw cartoons on con-

temporary politics for so many
decades. Commenting on politi-
cal events is a journalist’s job
but the ability to do it with wit
and humour with the help of a
few lines is remarkable. Two
years ago, Symbiosis Institute in
Pune presented me with a
modified statue of the Common
Man with my face topping the
statue. Of all the things that
people have given me over the
years, this is my favourite me-
mento.”

Somnath Chatterjee, former
Speaker of the Lok Sabha, once
said: “It gives me immense plea-
sure to say that I am an un-
abashed admirer of Laxman’s
work. We cannot think of The
Times of India without his car-
toons.” Bal Thackeray, Shiv
Sena chief and a cartoonist
himself, said: “Of India’s car-
toonists, Laxman is the last
Roman. Craftsmanship and
consistency are his two biggest
strengths.”

It is no secret that Laxman
admired President Kalam. R.K.
Laxman himself wrote an article
in The Times of India on January
29, 2006, in which he had men-
tioned an incident:

“I had asked him on phone,
what he wanted from Mumbai.
He had laughed and said, ‘I
want all of you to come, that is
the best gift.’ Nevertheless, I did
a drawing for him of Ganesha
being worshipped by the Com-
mon Man. Since I had to get it
framed immediately, my wife
took it to one of those little
Gowalia Tank shops and said
she wanted it done by evening.

The framer’s first reaction was,
‘So little time? It will cost you a
bomb.’ Then he surveyed the
sketch with an expression that
said: ‘What is so great about
this?’ My wife told him that the
sketch was a gift for the Presi-
dent. It has been done by R.K.
Laxman.’ ‘What?’ he ex-
claimed. And not only did he
have it ready in time, he also
refused payment, eventually ac-
cepting only a nominal sum,
when pressed.”

President Kalam carried this
picture to the Jaipur Art Show
and he repeatedly told visitors,
“See, this is what Laxman gifted
me.”

President Kalam praised him
saying, “Laxman had the
unique ability to bring out hap-
piness and sadness with the
same stroke. The Times of India
cartoonist manages to bring out
the human element in a beauti-
ful manner.” Laxman, in turn
said that it was an honour to
receive the Padma Vibhushan
award from a person like Kalam.

When Laxman went to re-
ceive the Padma Vibhushan, he
had carried the sketch he had
done for Times of India, of the
Common Man garlanding
Kalam. Laxman writes: “When
I gave it to him, he promptly
framed it and put it on his desk.
His comment was characteristi-
cally self-deprecatory. ‘The
Common Man garlanding a
Very Common Man’.”

What was the secret of
Laxman’s energy, wit and
humour? Said Laxman:
“Thanks entirely to politicians.
They have made it possible for
me to retain it even in the worst
of circumstances.” He went on
to recount an encounter with
Lalu Prasad Yadav, alternating
between amusement and
visible aversion. “That man was
born for caricaturing,” he
declared.

Morarji Desai once report-
edly held a cabinet meeting on
how to suppress the irrepress-
ible Laxman. Did Laxman ever
meet him? “Fortunately not,”
said Laxman, with a grin.

... and

Charukesi

recalls

R.K.

Laxman
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Answers to Quiz
1. The Amazon; 2. Prince; 3. William Shakespeare and Miguel

Cervantes; 4. Juventus; 5. Indian Regional Navigation Satellite System; 6.
Harriet Tubman will replace former President Andrew Jackson on the $20
bill; 7. The Indira Gandhi International Airport; 8. The ‘Koh-i-Noor’; 9.
Artistic gymnastics; 10. The Board of Control for Cricket in India.

*     *     *
11. Congress (Sathyamurthy Bhavan); 12. James George Smith Neill;

13. Maiyilainathar; 14. AIR Madras; 15. R.S. Manohar (after Manohara);
16. Triplicane Cricket Club; 17. The doyen of Tamil, Theatre Sankaradas
Swamigal; 18. Singanallur Venkataramana; 19. The Hindu Theological
High School; 20. He drew the AIADMK party flag and also help create its
symbol of ‘two leaves’.

Golf on a Sunday

� by V. Kalidas

Morning walkers in the
Boat Club area often

tend to gravitate into small
groups which become a con-
stant factor and morph into a
kind of a mobile club. After the
morning constitutionals, they
assemble at a fixed rendezvous,
which is a street corner and, be-
fore dispersing for the day, dis-
cuss the affairs of the world
ranging from politics and sports
to global finance and medicine.

Thus on this level playing
field, though drawn from differ-
ent walks of life, industrialist
and entrepreneur, chairman
and architect, income-tax com-
missioner and journalist, aging
actor and IT professional strike
up a fellowship and even, occa-
sionally, socialise with their
families in tow but take care to
restrict such get-togethers to a
‘stag’ session whenever it is at a
bar! Short jaunts to
Pondicherry or Mahabalipuram
come in handy when there is a
long week-end.

One recent Sunday morning
the conversation veered from
humorous asides on Zomba
Dance and Yoga to Tai Ichi for
senior citizens and ultimately
arrived at the Tamil Nadu
Government’s laudable prog-
ramme launching a new scheme
for growing more trees in a
phased manner.

That led to a senior member
of our group, a Golf addict,
swinging into a ‘greening’
mood. He offered to take us to
the TNGF Cosmo Golf Club in
Nandanam for a communion
with Nature and its green fields
topped by a sumptuous break-
fast at the clubhouse restau-
rant! The offer was too tempt-
ing to be passed up. And so it
came to pass that nine of us

piled into three vehicles and
drove off from the Boat Club
area to the Golf links in the
Nandanam area adjacent to the
YMCA grounds.

The transition from the con-
crete chaos of Anna Salai to the
serene surroundings that gradu-
ally unfolded as the road snaked
its sinuous way from the YMCA
fringe to the golfcourse was
virtually an exhilarating meta-
morphosis from concrete to
G O L F !

The very mention of Golf
conjures up visions of sprawling
greens, verdant expanses, cano-
pies provided by trees hugging
each other, swaying to the or-
chestration of birds, and long
walks across undulating grassy
lands, rough patches and sheets
of water – all laid out in a
planned manner – far away
from the maddening city
crowds!

Our reverie in the car turned
into reality as we stepped into
the golf course which had its
beginnings in the early ’90s. Its
hoary tradition can be traced to
the fact that it was inaugurated
on January 13, 1938, by the
then Governor General of In-
dia, Victor Alexander Hope.

Sprawled over 90 acres, the
18-hole golf course in
Nandanam is a golfer’s delight.
Bunkers, sheets of water (never
mind their quality), mounds,
sand patches and deliberately
varied levels of manicured grass
on the fairways pose challenges
to the golfing fanatic. Some-

times a golfer will have to hit
the ball over the sheets of water
or over tree tops to complete his
round. His challenge is to cover
the course – putting the ball
into the 10 holes in the least
number of strokes to emerge the
winner! Stress is the bête noire
in an otherwise serene environ-
ment for which Golf is well
known. Handicaps and other
related matters go into the
mechanism of a tournament.
What happens to the balls lost
in the waterways? They are later

picked up by the local lads,
given a fresh sheen and sold
afresh as new ones!

It is a wondrous sight to see
well-turned out men with caps
moving around with their
clutch of golf clubs (metallic,
wooden etc) in buggies on the
neatly laid out buggy-paths af-
ter playing the first stroke from
the Tee Box.

We moved into the club
house, called the ‘India Ce-
ments Hut’ (the Big Boss of this
corporate happens to be the
President of the Club) for a
break. At first we were taken
aback by a poster pasted on the
wall stating that a 15-minute
break was permissible for Play-
ers in between games.

Comforted by the knowledge
that this “time-out” rule did not
apply to us, we gorged ourselves
leisurely on a sumptuous break-
fast of pongal and piping hot
vadais washed down with large
glasses of fresh lime, papaya and
watermelon juices. The Japa-
nese and the Koreans seemed to

love not only their golf but also
masala dosai and vadai-s, han-
dling the snacks with the some
expertise required to negotiate
slippery noodles, sushi and
dimsums!

After browsing around the
fairways which seemed to
stretch into the distant horizon,
we realised that our Golf
friend’s “lean and mean” look
could be attributed to his golf-
ing activities on Fridays! In-
deed, deceptively tucked be-
hind the languid, lazy move-
ment of the game is a nagging
determination to walk miles
and miles lugging the kit. But
Golf also affords players the op-
portunity to relax and network
with clients and friends, apart
from quaffing a glass of beer to
regain the calories burnt ear-
lier!

 And, at the end of the day,
the communion with Nature is
a priceless boon.

No wonder a former Golf
champion once remarked with
pride: “No other game com-
bines the wonder of nature
with the discipline of sport in
such carefully planned ways. A
great golf course both frees and
challenges a golfer’s mind.”

Till May 31: Exhibition of paint-
ings and drawings by
Veerasanthanam (at
DakshinaChitra)

Till June 10: Movement of the
Edge – A Point of View, an exhi-
bition of paintings by Rajeev
Kumar & Manish Nai.

Rajeev and Manish use
ideas of history and look at
their roots in sophisticated ren-
derings. Rajeev uses his dra-
matic calligraphy as an expres-
sion while Manish looks at his
own family history on his asso-
ciation with the material “jute”
and his connections with it (at
Apparao Galleries).

Till July 25: What a Colour –
Watercolours, collection of water
colours. The fluidity of water
along with the drama of colour
in a series of works where art-
ists have explored many facets
of the medium is what this en-
tire show is all about (at
Apparao Infinity).

Till July 31: The Moon City &
The Sun Dream by Bhavna
Sonawane & N.
Ramachandran (at Apparao
Galleries, The Leela Palace).

WORKSHOP

May 21: Card Modelling work-
shop for children (at
DakshinaChitra)


