
 by The Editor

The city has had a bountiful 
monsoon that is extend-

ing well into January if the 
weather charts are anything to 
go by. Politicians, bureaucrats 
and others who have a say 
in matters of administration 
are busy congratulating each 
other on the way the heavy 
rains were handled, and we do 
agree that they need a pat on 
the back, though this can only 
be for firefighting. Long term 
measures such as road align-
ments and heights, desilting of 
tanks and waterways, ensuring 
proper stormwater drains and 
ensuring buildings have proper 
facilities for drainage are all a 
long way off. But it cannot be 
denied that the reservoirs are 
full, the excess water did not 

 by Our Special 
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departments still view lakes 
and reservoirs as so much real 
estate that is lying waste. And 
a section of the general public 
still appears to think tossing 
garbage into waterways and 
lakes is a good way of disposal. 

However, lakes, whatev-
er their problems, appear to 
be far better off than temple 
tanks, which it would appear 
the administration and the 
public have completely for-
gotten about as spaces that 
can be used for storing copious 
amounts of water. Thus, while 
reservoirs are brimming and 
lakes are looking full, most 
temple tanks present a desolate 
picture, with the little water 
that is in them being entirely 

cause flooding and so the city 
can breathe easy. 

Various lakes in the periph-
ery of the city are also full. One 
of the chief reasons for their be-
ing able to store the water is the 
greater awareness that people 

Lake restoration 
is good but what of 
temple tanks?

have about their importance 
to Chennai’s wellbeing. Vari-
ous NGOs and Government 
agencies have played a vital 
role in this resurgence though 
it is still early days to celebrate. 
Not everyone is sadly on board 
when it comes to waterbody 
conservation. Land developers 
and even some Government 
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Phase 1 of the Chennai Met-
ro Rail project was fully 

launched in February 2019 
with a network range of 2 lines 
comprising 32 stations across 
the city. It currently covers 
45 kilometers, with the Blue 
Line providing connectivity 
between Washermanpet and 
the Airport and the Green Line 
between Central Metro and St. 
Thomas Mount. The project is 
claimed to be the first Metro 
Rail system in India to connect 
the city’s railway terminal, bus 
terminals and airport in the 
first phase itself. One of the 
problems that Chennai Metro 
has been grappling with is 

Last mile connectivity – 
a challenge for CMRL

last-mile connectivity, the lack 
of which, most agree, have 
contributed to lukewarm com-
muter patronage.

Chennai Metro Rail now 
prepares for the inauguration 
of the Washermanpet-Wimco 
Nagar stretch and has an-
nounced its plans for Phase 
II. Will last-mile connectivity 
problems be addressed in the 
new phase? 

CMRL’s immediate plans for 
Phase 1 extension from Wash-
ermanpet to Wimco Nagar 
took a hit from the covid-19 
crisis that gripped the city last 
year – the project was to have 
been completed by June 2020, 
a deadline by which initial 
work on Phase 2 was expected 
to begin as well. Following 
an inspection by the Indus-
tries Minister M.C. Sampath 
last week, the inauguration of 
the phase 1 extension project 
was announced to be in late 
February this year. Costing an 
estimated Rs. 3,770 crores, the 
phase 1 extension is expected 
to cover a little over 9 kilo-
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metres, with 8 metro stations 
(two underground and six 
elevated metro stations) that 
will provide connectivity to the 
northern part of the city.

Phase 2 is touted to be the 
largest metro rail project in 

India to be implemented in one 
stretch. It aims to cover 118.9 
kilometers via three corridors 
(3, 4 and 5) at an estimated 
cost of Rs. 61,843 crores. Corri-

Dry temple tanks despite good rains

Our old, taken in 1990 by Ajay Khullar for S Muthiah’s 
Madras, the Gracious City, features a bone-dry Kapaliswarar 
Temple tank. This was how it was for most of the years since 
1975, when ill-advised constructions at key catchment points 
prevented water from percolating to the tank. Our (not so) new, 
taken in 2016, features a brimming tank, as it should be. This 
was an outcome of cleaning and desilting efforts since 2001, 
after which water began coming into the tank. What is puzzling 
in recent years is the reduced inflow, despite good monsoons. 
Are we back to blocking the inflow channels? And if this be the 
fate of the Kapali tank, what of the numerous other waterbodies 
attached to other shrines elsewhere in the city? 
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Lake restoration is good 
but what of temple tanks?

due to direct precipitation. 
This will soon evaporate, leav-
ing the tanks dry. Even the 
Kapaliswarar Temple tank in 
Mylapore has hardly any water 
in it, despite there having been 
copious rains in the last two 
months. It simply indicates 
that the channels that brought 
surface run offs from the sur-
rounding areas to the tank are 
all clogged, or worse, the latest 
construction of stormwater 
drains has ensured that no wa-
ter can percolate to the reser-
voir. Either way, this is nothing 
short of a disaster. If this be the 
fate of the Kapaliswarar Temple 
tank, which is something of a 
showpiece for the city, what of 
less privileged reservoirs such 
as the Tiruvottriyur and Tiru-
vanmiyur tanks and the smaller 
ones attached to the numerous 
temples in areas such as Myl-
apore and George Town?

We need to only contrast 
this with what happened 
around 15 years ago. It was 

in 2001 that the State Gov-
ernment made rainwater har-
vesting compulsory, at least 
on paper. The Kapaliswarar 
Temple tank was desilted, 
renovated, and the channels 
leading to it were opened up. A 
couple of years later, there was 
a good monsoon and the tank 
filled up. Since then, however, 
maintenance has been spo-
radic at best and the reservoir 
has never been as full. In the 
past few years, it has held even 
less water. As a consequence, 
during the float festival, the 
next edition of which will be 
by end January/early February, 
the temple authorities buy 
water to fill the tank! In a 
city where water is a precious 
commodity, this would seem a 
farce, even more so when there 
are ways and means by which 
this reservoir can be made full 
with just rainwater. The same 
can apply for all other such 
temple tanks in the city as well. 
Will someone in power ponder 
over this? 

dor 3 plans to connect 45.8 ki-
lometers from Madhavaram to 
SIPCOT via 50 metro stations 
of which 20 are planned to be 
elevated metro stations and 
the rest, underground metro 
stations. A North-South line, 
it is expected to provide easy 
connectivity to areas such as 
the IT corridor, Adyar, Myl-
apore and Purasawalkam. 

Corridor 4 plans to cov-
er 26.1 kilometers from the 
Lighthouse to Poonamallee 
Bypass via 30 metro stations, 
of which 18 are planned to be 
elevated metro stations and 12, 
underground metro stations. 
An East-West corridor, it aims 
to connect commuters to the 
Nandanam, T-Nagar, Vadapal-
ni, Valasaravakkam, Porur and 
Poonamallee areas. 

Finally, corridor 5 plans 
to cover 47 kilometres from 
Madhavaram to Sholinganal-
lur via 48 metro stations (42 
elevated metro stations and 6 
underground metro stations). 
It will connect locations such 
as Villivakkam, Anna Nagar, 
Koyambedu, Virugambakkam, 
Ramapuram, Madipakkam and 
Medavakkam. CMRL plans to 
complete all the three corridors 
under Phase 2 by 2026. 

As the plans for the Phase 1 
extension and Phase 2 projects 
are announced, it is worth 
recalling that, according to 
pre-pandemic data reported 

in November 2019, daily rid-
ership numbers on the Chen-
nai Metro ranged between 
118,000 and 121,000 – well 
below the Metro’s daily tar-
get of 776,000. This has un-
derstandably dropped even 
further in pandemic times 
– Chennai Metro resumed it’s 
services in a graded manner 
from September 2020 and re-
ports that a total of 31,52,446 
passengers have travelled in 
the metro trains since then 
until the end of December 
2020. 

To overcome the problem of 
last mile connectivity, CMRL 
has been experimenting with 
feeder services such as mini bus-
es, share autos, share taxis and 
even a low-cost, app-based cab 
service at select stations. How-
ever, the efforts don’t seem to 
cover much ground in meeting 
passenger needs. For instance, 
pre-pandemic commuter sur-
veys revealed a lack of cabs 
available to meet demand, espe-
cially during peak hours. There 
is also scope to integrate bus 
connectivity and other facilities 
such as proper footpaths and 
overbridges to improve access 
to and from metro stations. The 
Phase 2 network is being built 
with the aim of further allevi-
ating these issues by integrat-
ing metro services with other 
modes of public transport, such 
as the Suburban Rail, MRTS 
and the city bus service. 

Last mile connectivity – 
a challenge for CMRL

Sorry, wrong wedding
(Continued from page 1)

(Continued from page 1)

A December evening was 
drawing to a close and a 

group of friends had gathered 
at chez Man from Madras 
Musings. His good lady, also 
known as She Who Must Be 
Obeyed had earlier that week 
declared that she had had 
enough of COVID restrictions 
(had not we all?) and it was 
high time we began meeting 
up in person with friends. 
She was, she said, sick of all 
these virtual get togethers. In 
matters concerning his good 
lady, MMM is one with Rud-
yard Kipling (remember “but 
the head and hoof of the Law, 
and the haunch and the hump 
is – Obey”?), a poet and writer 
whom he does not otherwise 
admire. And so it was that a 
chosen few were invited and 
after dinner the conversation 
somehow drifted to weddings 
– how everyone had survived 
a year without attending any 
in person and how if all went 
well, it would be possible to 
attend a few in the new year. 
The topic then morphed into 
wedding gaffes and one and 
all present agreed that the 
one mistake that practically 
everyone had committed was 
to attend the wrong wedding. 

Mind you, this was not 
always in error. In MMM’s 
college days, the hostel over-
looked a historic church 
whose vast compound was 
often let out for weddings of all 
religions. Many of MMM’s fel-
low students (and here MMM 
must say he abstained) wore 
their best and gate crashed. 
Some of the burlier spec-
imens even had the bridal 
couple touching their feet 
for blessings and they were 
all agreed that the food on 
offer was far better than that 
available at the hostel. Having 
come to man’s estate as the 
expression is, hardly anyone 
would dream of barging into 
a wedding uninvited but wan-
dering into a wrong marriage 
ceremony was quite common. 

MMM’s favourite story is 
of an expatriate couple in the 
Madras of the 1960s, who had 
been invited to attend an Indi-
an colleague’s daughter’s wed-
ding. They donned their best 
and drove off to the venue and 
were given a rousing welcome. 
They were lovingly escorted 
to the front row and had a 
soft drink pressed into their 
hands. It was only after they 
had settled in did they realise 
that they could not recognise 
a soul, including the bride and 
her parents. Realising they had 
made it to the wrong venue, 
they then hastily beat a retreat, 
much to the surprise and 
distress of the hosts who had 
been delighted with the pros-
pect of two white skins landing 
up. The bride and the groom’s 
families had assumed that they 
were guests and special invi-
tees of what is known in legal 
terms as the party of the part. 

MMM narrated this tale 
with gusto and it was received 
well by the assembled guests 

but one of the invitees came 
up with an even better story. 
She and her mother-in-law 
got ready to attend a wedding, 
bouquet of flowers in hand. 
They reached the venue, were 
duly escorted to the dais, and 
there they handed over the 
bouquet, posed for the oblig-
atory photo and were then 
escorted to the dinner. They 
had not seen anybody they 
knew but assumed that those 
who had invited them were 
busy elsewhere. They had the 
dinner and having accepted the 
bag of betel leaf and nuts were 
just walking out when they 
realised that the wedding they 
had to attend was in a different 
part of the same complex. They 
decided that it was best that 
they at least registered a token 
presence and so began walking 
towards the correct venue 
when they realised that the 
bouquet had been handed over 
to the earlier bridal couple. 
MMM’s friend said she was in 
half a mind to nip back, explain 
the mistake and retrieve the 
bouquet when wiser counsels 

colleague to come, MMM 
was allocated a different ta-
ble which was disconcerting 
enough. And there was no sign 
of the lady. He kept looking out 
for her. These are pessimistic 
times and MMM assumed 
the worst. The best he could 
conjecture was that she had 
retired or had been settled by 
the company owing to her age. 
Lots of the ‘elderly’ had been 
put out to pasture this way. 

MMM’s colleague came 
and the breakfast was had, 
followed by coffee– it was just 
not the same. MMM was going 
to accept it all as a sign of the 
times when like a radiating 
power she appeared. It was 
all MMM could do to prevent 
himself from going up to her 
and giving her a hug. With a 
view to reducing exposure the 
management had moved her 
to billing (kudos to them) she 
said, and all was well. Then 
her eye fell on the coffee – 
“Does it not need more decoc-
tion?” she asked. How did she 
know? But she did. This was 
asked for and when it was add-
ed, the coffee was just right. 

All was well. God was in 
his heaven, or rather that 
manifestation of divinity that 
works as a motherly waitress at 
a restaurant in the Manchester 
of the South was going strong. 
There is little more to ask for. 
All is right with the world. 

The Elections are 
Coming
The Superstar, so the Man 

from Madras Musings no-
tices, has opted out of the 
race even before it began. But 
World Star has his hat in the 
ring. And as his name also 
means Lotus Smiles, MMM 
assumes that the Lotus Party 
is smiling at him as much as 
it is supposed to be smiling on 
Tweedledum and Tweedledee, 
who are the two leaves of an-
other party. In the matter of 
the last named, MMM notices 
that Tweedledum has stolen 
quite a march on old Twee-
dledee, for the latest batch 
of newspaper advertisements 
extolling the achievements of 
the party has got only one face, 
which is of Tweedledum. As 
Romulus did unto Remus, we 
now find our State being taken 
forward by one great leader. 
As for the Rising Son party, 
MMM notes that the grandson 
is also rising, while disgruntled 
brother down south is showing 
signs of uprising. The chief son 
is at present sporting a new 
toupee. As for the Grand Old 
Party, it appears that it will not 
be dealt an even hand. In the 
meanwhile, moolah and free-
bies have begun raining down 
on the people. Santa Clauses 
this time are expected to be 
around till at least mid 2021. 
So let us extend the festive 
season and be of good cheer. 

–MMM

SHORT ’N’ 
SNAPPY

prevailed and the two decided 
to just go in, greet the correct 
couple and leave. After all they 
reasoned, they had had a good 
dinner at the earlier venue 
and the bouquet was in some 
ways a compensation for that. 

A Dickensian 
 Moment during 
 Covidian Times
Apart from going about 

meeting people, the Man 
from Madras Musings has had 
to travel as well. Thus it was 
that last fortnight he had to 
visit the city that was once 
known as the Manchester of 
the South. This has always 
been one of MMM’s favourite 
destinations. Sadly, what with 
this pandemic he had stayed 
away for more than ten months, 
feeling rather like Peri who if 
you recall stood disconsolately 
outside the Garden of Eden. 

Over the years it has been a 
tradition of sorts that each of 
MMM’s visits to the place begin 
with breakfast in the company 
of a dear colleague, at the same 
restaurant. And each time the 
meal is had at the same table. 
And MMM and colleague have 
been invariably waited upon by 
the same lady. A short, stout, 
motherly woman, in her sixties 
maybe, it was always a plea-
sure to meet her. She had an 
imperceptible way of making 
sure you were comfortable, 
your dishes arrived on time 
and the coffee was just right. 
All of this was done without 
intruding in any way on the 
conversation that MMM and 
his colleague were having. 

Arriving at the restaurant 
this time and waiting for his 
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Winners of the Cavinkare-MMA Chinnikrishnan Innovation Awards posing with dignitaries.

Putting to public use an 
unused lane

Under the Smart  City 
Mission, the Greater 

Chennai Corporation [GCC] 
has been coming up with var-
ious projects  in T Nagar, os-
tensibly to provide hassle-free 
movement of the public. The 
continued apathy of the of-
ficials to the ever-growing 
encroachment by the shops/
commercial establishments/
hawkers/vendors on Ranga-
nathan Street/Natesan Street 
and Railway Border Road 
near Mambalam Railway Sta-
tion, has led to the GCC 
planning a sky-walk connec-
tion the Railway Station and  
T Nagar Bus Stand at a cost 
of  Rs.29 crores.  It is a classic 
case of setting fire to a house 
just to avoid a few bugs. Had 
the officials cleared/curbed  
the encroachment, the GCC 
would not have to build the 
sky-walk. 

One could infer from the 
going ahead of the construc-
tion of the sky-walk that the 
GCC  does not want to dis-
turb the encroachment and 
that  this attitude would only 
encourage the encroachers 
to usurp further road space, 
leaving the lanes narrower 
with every passing day.

 If the encroachment is 
not removed/curbed, it could 
prove disastrous, as, there 
is not much space left on 
Ranganathan Street/Natesan 
Street/Railway Border Road, 
and in case of any untoward 
incidents taking place, even 
the emergency services like 
ambulance/fire tenders will 
find it difficult  to navigate to 
reach the spot through these 
narrow streets. In the interest 
of the public, the GCC should 
remove the encroachment.

In between Ranagnathan 
Street and Natesan Street, 
there is a  parallel lane.  The 
resurrected lane was cleaned 
up and made usable by the 
GCC decades ago, mainly to 
relocate  the vendors/hawk-
ers.  But the plan did not go 
well with many spurning the 
decision.  Since then,  the 
lane has become a public 
urinal, and, a place to throw 
rubbish by the close-by shops/
commercial establishments.  
Had it been kept neat and 
clean, the pedestrians could 

have utilized the lane to 
reach the bus-stand/railway 
station and and thus  avoid 
the ever-busy and highly 
encroached Ranganathan 
Street. 

Despite repeated appeals 
to the GCC to clean up the 
lane, no action has been tak-
en so far.  At a time when the 
need is  to make use of  the 
existing facilities, it is sad that 
the GCC is allowing the lane 
to decay.

T Nagar Residents’ 
 Welfare Association [Regd]

30, Rangan Street 
T’Nagar, Chennai 600 017

Sachet revolution and 
plastic revolution

Refer article in MM, January 
1st, it must be remembered 
that with the sachet bringing 
in a revolution in packing 
of oils, shampoos, talcum 
powders and toothpaste, we 
are now in a situation won-
dering as to how to get rid of 
the plastic which chokes our 
drains and rivers, seas and 
mountains and in some cases, 
kills our livestock.

The problem now is what 
to do about this plastic? How 
to get rid of it?

Professor Chandrasekhar
professorvcc@gmail.com

It’s been two weeks now. Lots of time to 
think, reflect, here in the Past Times Pen.
The new one, who took over, is hoping 

fervently that it has been given a completely 
different script. 

No one wants to be like me – ever.
Yet no one is going to forget me either.
The thing is, we have no control over what 

is allotted to us, you know. Look, we all want 
to be linked to glory, okay? Filled with shiny, 
happy memories, landmark events and those 
will-forever-be-celebrated dates for all things 
bright and beautiful. 

But, in the Great Beyond, it is Time, 
and those in the Head-of-all-Head-Offices 
(HHO), who make all the decisions.

I tried to protest, ask for a better deal, but 
Time, backed by the mighty and powerful 
at the HHO, wouldn’t budge. Now there’s 
someone who is just impossible to argue 
with. Keeps ticking away in that implacable 
manner, leaving no room for any negotiation. 
And there was no one else I could appeal to.

So, I crept in, saw the lights, heard the fire-
crackers, the cheering, everyone wishing one 
another…even those who were so filled to the 
brim with party spirit, they had only a hazy 
idea why or what everyone was celebrating. 

I watched all of it, brows crinkled in pity 
and terror.

For those who had the luxury of choice, 
there were flashes of re-thinking, transfor-
mation…. as devices became bridges over all 
these troubled waters.

With all the WFH, came all that cooking. 
And cleaning. And endless washing at sinks 
that seemed to fill up magically with dirty 
dishes at such amazing speed. And with that, 
bloomed a new respect for all homemakers 
and all those who take on the spirit-crushing 
tedium of our daily chores.

And very strange – people who usually 
saw clicking ‘Cook’ on a rice cooker as ex-
haustingly dull, suddenly discovered their 
inner gourmet chef. Others found, rather to 
their own shock, that they had been artists, 
writers, poets and musicians all along, but 
just hadn’t realised it, in the mad dance of 
everyday routine and multiple distractions. 
Many stumbled across treasures they had 
assumed lost forever in cupboards that were 
finally cleared. Of course, amidst all this 
positivity, there were those (as always) who 
grumbled, their main objections directed 

 by Ranjitha Ashok

I knew what was coming, you see.
What had already begun, actually.
I lugged this heavy sack of days and nights, 

of hours, minutes and seconds, around for 
my allotted months, as dislike of me grew 
and grew.

Illness, Death, Social Distancing – Lock-
down, Loss and Loneliness. These are the 
words that will forever be linked with me.

And zoom calls. 
Good HHO, what an explosion of talking 

faces on grids happened the world over. On 
every device possible. Even Luddites and tech-
no-phobes took a deep breath and plunged in. 
With suitcases getting dustier, how else would 
you see your grandchildren grow?  There was 
also a total re-vamping of the term ‘getting 
dressed’, as the Half-and-Half Look took the 
world by storm. Presentable, if not actually 
dressed up, upper half in sharp contrast to 
the below-gaze section, where pyjamas, track 
suits, shorts ruled – anything loose, comfy 
and old, yanked out from that mostly ignored 
bottom shelf in cupboards. Humanity swiftly 
found a way of staying in touch, and many 
discovered, not just long-lost friends, but 
also, to their astonishment, brand new friends 
among family members who had otherwise 
drifted about in those shadowy outer circles. 

towards the daily invasion of determinedly 
cheerful, sappy forwards, asking everyone to 
count their blessings. Promises made to ‘self ’ 
were kept…well, most times – like exercise, 
diet, personal CV-improving classes. Big fat 
books that had spent a long time drooping re-
proachfully finally began breathing, now that 
they were being read. Others binge-watched 
their eyes into a pretty shade of red that went 
well with the ashy dark circles under them. 

I must hand it to you guys. Amidst ev-
erything, you never gave up hope.  I can see 
what HHO sees in you people. That’s why 
they didn’t stop the supply of babies. A clear 
sign HHO still has optimistic expectations of 
this planet. 

But I – I will always be ‘That One’ – the 
one you want to forget.

I began on a Wednesday in the Gregorian 
calendar; initially so proud I was going to be 
the first of this decade. Well, that turned sour 
all too soon, right?

Listen, despite everything, so many of you 
have made it. But remember to remember all 
the lessons you have learned. 

You really don’t want to see anyone like 
me ever again.

Remember my name.
2020.

Don’t look back, it’s all right
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Where Nawabi families 
once resided

One of the last exploratory 
outings I had before the 

whole world went into lock-
down owing to Covid was to 
the Government Hobart Higher 
Secondary School for Muslim 
Girls. That was in February 2019. 
That it has taken me more than 
a year to write this account is a 
reflection of my laziness and also 
perhaps of the times we live in. 
But looking back, it would seem 
like that visit was in another era. 
Children were playing in the 
vast grounds of the school. From 
somewhere came the sounds 
of a class (a real one) in prog-
ress. Students were chanting 
something together. Teachers 
were walking around busily. My 
friend Nikhath Suhail took me to 
meet the Principal and then, we 
walked around the premises till 
we came to the oldest building – 
known simply as the palace. 

A two-storeyed structure, this 
was once the only building on 
the premises. The entire precinct 
was known in the early 19th 
Century as the Shah Sawar Jung 
Bagh though it is quite clear that 
the structure that I am gazing at 
is of late 19th Century vintage at 
best. In earlier times, this must 
have been an Arcot grandee’s 
garden, with perhaps a pavilion 
in the middle. Fortunately for 
us, we know who Shah Sawar 
Jung was. 

The year was 1802. Around 
12 months earlier, the last ruling 
Nawab of Arcot, Umdat-Ul-Um-
rah Bahadur had passed away. 
Taking advantage of the confu-
sion that usually accompanied 
the succession to any Indian 
kingdom, the British, led by Gov-
ernor Edward, the second Lord 
Clive had waded in. The crown 

was offered to Ali Hussein, the 
first son of the late Nawab, on 
terms that were not acceptable. 
This was probably premeditat-
ed, for the British immediately 
offered the throne to Azeem Ud 
Dowlah, a cousin, provided he 
agreed to hand over civil and 
military administration to them, 
in exchange for a pension that 
would maintain him and his im-
mediate family. One of the chief 
challenges that the new Nawab 
would therefore face, was that of 
the disgruntled descendants of 
the erstwhile ruler. They had af-
ter all been used to the trappings 
of state by virtue of being princes. 
It is also quite likely that Azeem 
Ud Dowlah hoped that by alien-
ating these people, he would be 
rid of the responsibility of main-
taining them on the pension that 
the British paid him. 

It is therefore no surprise that 
we find a letter dated Decem-

the Government Hobart School 
in memory of the Governor who 
had initiated the efforts for its 
founding and who in 1875 died 
in the city. The school has since 
prospered. 

But not so the palace that 
stands in the middle. A visit to 
the place only highlights what 
poor maintenance, combined 
with lack of awareness of heritage 
can do to a historic structure. It is 
a two-storeyed building, fronted 
by what must have been a portico 
with a verandah on top. This has 
a railing of bellied balusters run-
ning around it. With time, both 
portico and verandah appear to 
have been walled in to make way 
for classrooms. But this was done 
very elegantly and care was taken 
to ensure that the new enclosures 
sported the same louvered win-
dows topped with sloping tiled 
sunshades supported on wooden 
brackets that are present in the 
older parts of the building. It is 
clear that this renovation was 
done sometime in the 1920s or 
earlier. 

What is interesting is that 
the entire building was cooled 
by means of terracotta flues – air 
ducts that opened on to the roof 
and therefore took away the 
heat. Walking into the dimly lit 
interior reveals a grand stairway, 
with wooden steps that are so 
shallow that they pose no strain 
to the feet. The bannisters on 
both sides look surprisingly mod-
ern though they are of wrought 
iron. The stairway divides on 
the first floor into a broad gallery 
that runs all around, with doors 
leading to the various chambers. 
The doors to the various rooms 
and the verandahs follow the 
same pattern as the windows – 
slats and louvres. The flooring on 
the first floor is entirely of wood, 
which creaks as you walk. It also 
sags in a few places. The rear 
wing of the palace sports a veran-
dah on the ground floor, fronted 
by a series of twin Doric pillars. 
The corresponding space on the 
first floor is a long corridor, lit by 
a series of windows that are be-
tween the Doric pillars that rise 
from their counterparts below. 
The windows are of full height; 
they extend from floor to ceiling. 

As a residence this must have 
been a delight. As a school, even 
more so. Imagine studying in 
such historic surroundings, with 
airy and naturally lit classrooms. 
But then the craze for modernity 
is inescapable and the school has 
now shifted to various humdrum 
structures on the campus. The 
palace is now a dump yard for 
old furniture. It is rarely opened. 
Plants grow from the crevices. 
Some of windows have fallen 
in. Lack of basic maintenance 
is what has caused the building 
to come to its present state. It is 
still structurally sound but do not 
be surprised if it is soon certified 
unfit for occupation and slated 
for demolition.

LOST LANDMARKS OF CHENNAI
– SRIRAM V

ber 30, 1802 from Azeem Ud 
Dowlah, to the Governor Lord 
Clive complaining that Shah 
Sawar Jung, “the reputed son by 
a Courtezan of the late Nawab 
Omdut ul Omrah” had behaved 
in an insolent manner towards 
him and this had necessitated 
his being confined to his apart-
ments in Chepauk Palace, with 
sentinels posted at the door. The 
Nawab claims in his letter that 
he had however instructed that 
the prisoner ought to be given 
all that he desired by way of food 

but notwithstanding this, Shah 
Sawar Jung had thought it fit to 
complain to the Sudder Court of 
Madras that he was being denied 
basic necessities and therefore re-
quested for safe passage out of the 
palace and permission to settle 
elsewhere in the city. The Nawab 
considered this an affront to his 
dignity and desired that the pen-
sion of Rs 15,000 per annum that 
was Shah Sawar Jung’s share be 
denied him. If he hoped that this 
amount would therefore accrue 
to him thereafter, the Nawab was 

sadly mistaken for the British 
immediately stopped the pay-
ments to Sawar Jung but did not 
think it fit to add the figure to 
the Nawab’s pension. Anyway, 
Shah Sawar Jung moved out of 
Chepauk and  it is quite likely he 
settled down in this vast garden 
on White’s Road. 

Not much is known of what 
happened to Shah Sawar Jung 
but sometime in the 1850s or 
so, the property passed into 
the hands of Mir Humayun Jah 
Bahadur. The ancestry of the 

new owner remains something 
of a mystery but he was certainly 
exceedingly wealthy. It is rather 
erroneously reported in most 
accounts that he was a descen-
dant of Tipu Sultan. It was his 
wife who came from that lineage. 
Another account has it that Mir 
Humayun Jah was a descendant 
of Mir Asadullah Khan Bahadur, 
who was once preceptor to Safdar 
Ali Khan and sometime in the 
18th century officiated as the De-
wan of Tiruchirapalli during the 
absence of Chanda Sahib. Mir 
Humayun Jah, whatever be his 
source of wealth, was a man with 
multiple interests. He was one of 
the first Indians to be nominated 
to the Madras Legislative Coun-
cil, interested himself in numer-
ous charitable causes, endowed 
scholarships at various schools, 
colleges and the University of 
Madras and was frequently called 
upon to be a member of various 
committees of the Government 
of Madras. He was awarded the 
CIE for his services. He was, 
despite his loyalty to the British, 
also a member of the Congress 
party. His son Nawab Syed Mo-
hammed was also a staunch 
Congress supporter. 

In the 1870s, when Lord 
Hobart was the Governor of Ma-
dras, a primary school for Muslim 
girls was begun in the Royapet-
tah area. This peregrinated till 
1873 when Mir Humayun Jah 
Bahadur donated his property 
to the institution. It was named 

The Adyar that was

 by 
Raghunathan 

Jayaraman

In the 1960s, if you took a right 
turn onto the main road – once 

called as Guindy Road – from a 
deserted Kasturba Nagar First 
Cross Road, you would come 
face to face with a long thatched-
roof structure, about 25-odd feet 
long and perhaps 12 feet wide. 
It was right on the platform that 
separated Guindy Road from 
the First Main Road of Gand-
hi Nagar. This establishment 
housed a long row of bamboo 
plates and containers that would 
brim with fresh vegetables and 
green leaves. A simple black 
board on the premises carried the 
structure’s name, handwritten in 
Tamil – “nyaaya vilai kadai” or 
the fair price shop.

The shop would buzz with 
activity in the mornings and 
evenings. It would be visited 
by housewives accompanied by 
their children, tufted uncles and 
moustachioed gentlemen. The 
affable manager would be all 
smiles at his customers, even as 
he enforced a reign of terror over 
his employees. Children at the 
billing counter would invariably 
be gifted a small banana or a to-
mato with his best compliments. 
A native format of the much 
acclaimed but failed concept of 
uzhavar sandhai, this fair price 
shop was a grand success to the 
best of my memory.

From there, if you continued 
further East towards the Anan-
thapadmanabha Swamy Temple 
– a happy jaunt in those days, for 
a car or a bus crossed the main 
road only once every fifteen min-
utes or so – you would hit upon 

a small booth that distributed 
milk in bottles. An earlier avatar 
of Aavin, the booth had plump 
half-litre bottles with caps made 
of aluminium foil – the blue 
capped ones contained buffalo 
milk and the red capped ones, 
cow’s milk. The Gandhi Nagar 
First Main Road on that stretch 
was quite deserted in those days. 
It had a couple of large and 
patronising banyan trees, which 
gave shade to a community of 
narikuravas in the area.

You would also spot the Be-
sant Hotel, now known as the 
multicuisine restaurant Coro-
net. The whiff of fresh, hot idlis 
would fill the air, along with the 

shops opposite the fair price shop 
– Hongkong Tailors, Gentle-
men Laundry, Adyar Bakery and 
Amrutha Coffee Works. In the 
evenings, the owner of Hong-
kong Tailors would invariably be 
spotted outside his shop, smiling 
at you as you passed him by. Ad-
yar Bakery was a small shop then, 
selling out-of-the world cakes 
and bun-butter-jam pastries! It 
also carried Coca Cola in 200ml 
bottles costing 25 paise each. 
This was a key incentive for me 
to walk back home instead of 
taking a cycle rickshaw ride – a 
clear half-a-kilometre distance 
to my house from the main road! 
I remember being afraid of the 
owner of Amrutha Coffee Works. 
A short, dapper, dark man in a 
white shirt and half white dho-
ti, his pockets bulged with his 
leather purse and soiled notes. 
I have never seen him smile. 

aroma of lip-smacking sambhar. 
Unfortunately, Adyarites in the 
60s didn’t eat out much. Besant 
Hotel did not survive and gave 
way to Coronet Hotel, an estab-
lishment which flourished until a 
couple of years ago.

Right next to Besant Hotel 
was a factory, Ganges Printing 
Ink. One could see blue-uni-
formed workers loitering around 
in front of it and on Saturdays – 
payday – rows of street vendors 
would sell their wares, which 
included ready-made clothes, 
fruits and home-baked biscuits. 
If you walked back westwards, 
you would see a row of low-roofed 

The old Elphinstone Bridge, for the long the gateway to Adyar.

The store roasted and ground 
coffee seeds for its customers, 
a tremendously noisy process. 
It had two machines, one for 
roasting the seeds and one for 
grinding. The owner would deftly 
scoop the coffee powder from 
the machine’s tray, pack it into 
a butter paper cover, which was 
stapled and duly handed over 
to waiting customers. He never 
smiled at his patrons, even if the 
shop was serving a young boy like 
me. At home, I would wait for 
my mother to empty the coffee 
powder into a tin and grab the 
butter paper cover – it ballooned 
quite nicely if you blew into it 
and closed its mouth, and made 
a satisfying noise like a Laksh-
mi vedi when you smashed it.  
The son of the owner of Am-
rutha Coffee Works studied in 
the same school that I did, in a 
class senior to mine. He was a 
shrewd kabaddi player as well 
as a playful prankster. He was 
often seen standing outside the 
class-room in punishment. Sadly, 
he passed away at an early age. 
Within a year of his death, Am-
rutha Coffee Works vanished. 
Adyar Bakery took over the 
space, and you can still see it 
there today.

Along with the petrol pump, 
the Runs Hotel and its bunk 
shop are one of the few surviving 
landmarks of yesteryear Adyar. 
The hotel remains popular and 
continues to see significant foot-
fall even today. 

The Adyar of the 60s had an 
old-world charm that is missed 
by the long-term residents 
of this wonderful neighbour-
hood! Today, as I pass Ramkay 
 Motors or the Ambika Appa-
lam  junction into Sardar Patel 
road, I am greeted with dizzying 
traffic, a crowd of pedestrians, 
a plethora of unfamiliar fruit 
vendors and a row of tea shops. I 
can’t help but recall the old days 
in a fit of nostalgia – the Adyar 
that was. 
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1. What important decision was 
the Congress deliberating on 
January 6 when Trump’s support-
ers stormed the United States 
Capitol?
2. Which reigning seven-time 
World champion was honoured 
with a Knighthood recently?
3. Who is/are Time magazine’s 
Person(s) of the Year for 2020?
4. Which’s country’s men’s cricket 
team has topped the ICC Test 
rankings for the first time in its 
history?
5. The remains of a ‘Thermo-
polium’, a ‘fast food’ shop, which 
was destroyed in a catastrophe 
almost 2,000 years ago were on 
display for the first time. Where 
is it located?
6. Name the famous French de-
signer, known for his avant-garde 
style and Space Age designs, who 
passed away recently aged 98.
7. Several Persian Gulf countries 
recently signed an agreement 
to end a three-year blockade of 
which nation in the region?
8. On Jan. 8, India began its eighth 
term as a non-permanent member 
of which important UN body?
9. Billionaire businessman Ron 
Burkle made news by buying a 
world-famous deceased enter-
tainer’s home ‘Neverland Ranch’ 
for just $22 million four years 
after it was listed for $100 million. 
Who used to live there?  
10. Which cricket-playing coun-
try recently altered its National 
Anthem with its second line 
reading ‘For we are one and free’ 
instead of the previous line ‘For 
we are young and free’.?

* * *
11. Dr. Jonas Salk is credited with 
developing a vaccine against ___?
12. What is the common name 
for the disease ‘varicella’?
13. Name the 19th Century-born 
British surgeon considered the 
father of antiseptic medicine and 
a pioneer in preventive medicine.
14. Which prominent part of the 
body does a ‘Rhinologist’ treat?
15. Which deadly virus is named 
after a river in the Democratic 
Republic of the Congo?
16. If a person has lockjaw, what 
condition is he or she suffering 
from?
17. Name the form of health care 
that strives to improve the quality 
of life of terminally-ill patients 
through prevention and relief of 
suffering.
18. Simple one. For developing 
which ‘wonder medicine’ is Dr. 
Alexander Fleming remembered?
19. What eight-letter term is used 
for an infectious disease that has 
jumped from a non-human ani-
mal to humans?
20. Which of these is not caused 
by a virus: dengue, chikungunya 
and malaria?

Quizmaster V.V. Ramanan’s 
first 10 questions are on cur-
rent affairs and next on medical 
conditions, ailments and cures.

(Answers on page 8)
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When the Japanese (never) 
came 

O Pulla Reddy ICS was one 
of Madras Presidency’s 

most distinguished civil ser-
vants. Born in 1902 in a village 
in Chittoor District, he had his 
early education at the Mission 
Hope High School in Mad-
anapalle. He passed the SSLC 
exams with flying colours and 
was awarded a scholarship for 
his Intermediate course at the 
Voorhees College in Vellore. 
He then graduated with a BA 
degree from the Madras Chris-
tian College, before taking the 
ICS examinations successfully 
in 1925. He was one of five 
selected from more than 250 
aspirants who took the exams. 
After his probation in England 
(during which stint the Raja 
of Panagal and Sir K.V. Reddi 
stood as sureties for the allow-
ance paid to him), Pulla Reddy 
started his career as Assistant 
Collector of Madurai in 1928, 
marking the beginning of a dis-
tinguished journey that would 
take him all over South India 
and culminate in his appoint-
ment as the Secretary to the 
Ministry of Defence, Govern-
ment of India. He served as the 
Commissioner of the Madras 
Corporation between 1940 
and 1944 and later became the 
first Indian Home Secretary, 
Government of Madras. This 
two-part series recounts a few 
interesting experiences during 
his aforementioned stints in 
Madras as narrated by him in 
his memoirs, Autumn Leaves.

One of the first episodes 
Reddy writes about is regard-
ing a meeting with Prakasam 
Pantulu, the freedom fighter 
who was in hiding following 
arrest orders issued against his 
name during the Quit India 
movement. Surprised at receiv-
ing a call to meet him through 
an emissary, Reddy says that 
he decided to meet Prakasam 
notwithstanding the risk he 
was taking given his official po-
sition, owing to the great regard 
he had for the leader. He recalls 
donning the guise of a villager 
to meet him in a dingy lane off 
General Patters Road (using a 
code word to gain access to the 
building!), only to see him in a 
sorry plight, starving with no 
money to feed himself. Helping 
Prakasam with the little amount 
then with him, Reddy made a 
trip again a few days later with 
a bigger packet to sustain the 
leader for some more time. 

Looking back at his tenure 
as Commissioner of the Madras 
Corporation, Reddy mentions 
that there always seemed to be 
an endemic friction between 
the Mayor and the Commis-
sioner for the number one po-

sition. He however adds that 
he got on well with the Mayors 
that he served and pays tribute 
to the exemplary work of S 
Satyamurthi, during whose 
tenure the Poondi reservoir was 
conceived in 1940. Pulla Reddy 
recalls being bombarded with 
about a thousand D.O letters 
from Satyamurthi (their re-
spective offices being just a few 
yards away from each other!) 
on the subject which had to be 
suitably acknowledged and ad-
dressed. The project, which was 
launched amidst constraint of 
resources due to war demands 
was completed in 1944.  

In 1942, the Second World 
War at its peak brought about 
fears of the city coming under 
Japanese attack. Orders were 
issued amidst great commotion 
for the Government to move 
out, with the major Secretariat 
machinery moving to Nilgiris. 
Pulla Reddy recalls getting offi-
cial confirmation of this move-
ment only a few minutes before 
the Blue Mountain Express 
carrying the contingent left for 
Mettupalayam. The First Advi-

about five feet of 
water. Reddy writes 
that he sent out a 
word to the peo-
ple that they could 
seek shelter in the 
Ripon Buildings if 
they wished to. The 
offer was gladly ac-
cepted and Reddy 
recalls hundreds of 
people occupying 
three floors along 
with their goats, 
dogs and all their 
belongings. It took 
more than a week 
after they had left 
for the subsequent 
clean up and disin-
fecting operation to 
make the headquarters suitable 
for normal work.

It was not all work however 
for Pulla Reddy. He encouraged 
several cultural shows at venues 
such as the Victoria Public Hall 
and Gokhale Hall. He picks the 
show titled the ‘’The Pageant 
of Stars’ organised by him in 
1942 at the Banqueting Hall 
for raising money for the War 
Fund as one of the highlights. 
The show featured several stars 
such as M.S. Subbulakshmi, 
M.K. Thyagaraja Bhagavathar, 
Balasaraswathi, Suryakumari 
and the comedy duo of N.S. 

Krishnan and T.A. Mathuram 
and was a great success.  

Pulla Reddy’s stint at the 
Corporation came to an end in 
1944. He had been given two 
brief extensions, which was 
then considered unusual. It 
was probably recognition of his 
wonderful service to the city. 
He would however come back 
a couple of years later to join 
the Government of Madras, 
beginning yet another remark-
able stint.

(To be concluded 
next fortnight)

 by
Karthik Bhatt

sor to the Government Sir GT 
Boag then informed him that 
the city was being left under his 
(Pulla Reddy’s) and Sir Lionel 
Gasson, the Commissioner of 
Police’s charge. A short while 
later, Reddy received a call from 
Sir Lionel, with orders to shoot 
down all the animals in the zoo 
as a precautionary measure, as 
they could be out on the prowl 
in case it came under attack 
and cause bigger damage to the 
city. Reddy recalls advising Sir 
Lionel to wait and watch, but 
to no avail. A platoon of the 
Malabar Special Police was then 
despatched to carry out the 
ruthless task, which was carried 
out in quick time. Reddy also 
recounts patrolling the empty 
streets of Madras with a torch-
light occasionally flashing, as 
no street lighting was allowed. 
The Japanese eventually did 
not land in Madras and people 
starting coming back to the city. 

Then, as now, the overflow-
ing levels of Chembarambak-
kam tank seem to have caused 
as much distress as exhilaration. 
In 1943, heavy rains caused a 
breach in the walls of the tank, 
which resulted in the Cooum 
becoming a raging torrent. With 
water not being discharged into 
the sea, several parts of the 
city came under severe flood-
ing. Chintadripet was under 

O. Pulla Reddy
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50 years of the Madras Youth Choir
(Continued on page 8)

(Continued on page 8)

When Krishnan led India to the 
Davis Cup challenge round

Is it really 54 years since I 
heard the lady announcer 

over All India Radio give lis-
teners all over the nation the 
joyous news? For me it’s so 
crystal clear that it might have 
been yesterday. “India has en-
tered the Davis Cup Challenge 
Round for the first time,’’ she 
said in a controlled, balanced 
voice no doubt trying her best 
to suppress the happy emo-
tions she was going through. 
It was headline news, one we 
thought we would never hear. 
Yes, Ramanathan Krishnan was 
among the leading players in 
the world and he had able sup-
port in Premjit Lal and Jaideep 
Mukherjea. It was also true that 
the Indians had made it to the 
Davis Cup inter-zone final on a 
few occasions but over the years 
had faltered at this last obstacle 
the hurdling over of which was 
the passport to the title clash 
and the right to challenge the 
defending champions.

In those days the Davis Cup 
mainly kept changing hands 
from Australia to the USA and 
back again. But India thanks 
in the main to Krishnan’s feats 
 remained a serious challenger. 
India entered the inter-zone 
final for the first time in 1956 
only to lose to the USA. Three 
years later we went down in the 
same round to Australia despite 
Krishnan’s brilliant victory over 
the then Wimbledon runner-up 
Rod Laver. In 1962 India had 
the advantage of playing the 

inter-zone final in Krishnan’s 
hometown of Madras but we 
went down to Mexico whose 
challenge was spearheaded by 
Rafael Osuna, one of the fastest 
movers on court. The following 
year India again played at home 
but this time it was the USA 
with Wimbledon champion 
Chuck McKinley in their team 
who emerged triumphant at 
Bombay. Two years later India 
lost in the inter-zone final to 
Spain. 

players in world tennis proved 
too strong for Mukherjea but 
Krishnan restored parity by 
outplaying Mandarino. A lot 
would now depend on the dou-
bles which pitted Krishnan and 
Mukherjea against Koch and 
Mandarino. It was a thriller that 
went to a fifth set before the 
Indians raised the level of their 
game to break through.

India were in front but on 
the third day Mandarino and 
Mukherjea fought a ding-dong 

following day he quickly settled 
down and raced to a 3-0 lead 
which he stretched to 5-2.

Krishnan had always been a 
slow starter but was he leaving 
it a little too late? Koch needed 
to win only one game to wrap 
up the tie for Brazil and steer 
them to the Challenge Round 
for the first time. But even in 
this precarious position Krish-
nan was a picture of poise and 
perfection. Possessing the ideal 
temperament he first held serve 
in the eighth game and then 

Given this background it did 
seem unlikely that India would 
ever make it to the Challenge 
Round. In December 1966 
the Brazilians descended on 
the grass courts at the South 
Club in Calcutta to play the in-
ter-zone final. The visitors were 
favourites for they had a young-
er and fitter two-man squad 
in Thomas Koch and Edison 
Mandarino who had shocked 
the USA 3-2 in the previous 
round. But with Krishnan and 
Mukherjea spearheading the 
Indian challenge it could still 
be a close finish possibly going 
down to the fifth rubber.

This is exactly what hap-
pened. On the opening day 
Koch, then one of the fast rising 

commenced an astonishing 
turnabout. Under the relentless 
pressure exerted by Krishnan 
Koch’s game collapsed. Even as 
the capacity crowd went wild 
with delight Krishnan reeled off 
nine games in a row winning the 
fourth set 7-5 and then going 
ahead 4-0 in the decider.

Now surely it was a matter of 
time before Krishnan wrapped 
up things and he did not falter. 
Koch had the consolation of 
taking two games but it was 

A chorus of voices begin sing-
ing, perfectly in harmony. 

As the beats of a mridangam join 
in to accompany the singers, 
you quickly realize that this 
choir is a rather unusual one. 
As the male and female voic-
es fuse to create an intricate 
musical landscape, the song 
unfolds as a lovely, full-throated 
tribute to Mahakavi Bharathiar, 
rendering the iconic poems 
Thedi Choru and Achamillai in 
a form that is stunningly fresh 
in its interpretation as a west-
ern group harmony – a format 
that is seldom seen in classical 
South Indian music. Welcome 
to the Madras Youth Choir, a 
remarkable organisation that 
pioneers the cause of Indian 
choral music. With 50 years 
of composing and performing 
choral music under its belt, the 
group is celebrating its golden 
jubilee this year.  

The Madras Youth Choir 
owes its origin to the acclaimed 

music director M.B. Sreeni-
vasan, who wished to popu-
larize choral singing in India. 
The organisation began in 
1971 as a choir composed of 
college students called the 
Bharathi Ilagnar Isai Kuzhu. 
With Sreenivasan at the helm 
– the dynamic founder took on 
the roles of the group’s com-
poser, conductor and director 
– the group introduced listen-
ers to its fresh interpretation of 
choral music through a radio 
show called Ilaya Bharatham 
on the All India Radio. Much 
like the poet Bharathiar that 
he idolized, Sreenivasan too 
was a passionate man who 
sought to spread ideals that 
he believed had the power to 
drive social progress – peace, 
national integration, women 
empowerment and environ-
mental consciousness, to name 
a few. He strongly believed that 
group singing could nourish na-
tion and society by inculcating 

good values in the people. The 
choir channelised this spirit 
through its music – audiences 
which had come to equate cho-
ral music with western hymns 
and carols were treated to 
choral renditions of a stunning 
variety of poetry and songs by 
Mahakavi Bharathiar, Rabin-
dranath Tagore, Jayakanthan, 
Sir Muhammed Iqbal and many 

Akademi award for his contri-
bution to Indian choral music. 

“Through our music, we 
spread messages of love for hu-
manity and celebrate the rich-
ness of our country’s languages 
and literature,” said Ram S, 
the current secretary of the 
MYC. It’s not just the messages 
in their songs that makes the 
Madras Youth Choir unique. 

Choir today comprises 40 mem-
bers and the group brings a rich 
range of scales to their songs. 
Their voice range includes 
three men who cover High 
Tenor, Middle Tenor and Bass as 
well as three women who cover 
Soprano, Mezzos and Altos. If 
you’re a layman to music ap-
preciation, like me, it’s perhaps 
hard to understand the tech-
nicalities in theory – but the 
intricate richness of the choir’s 
songs are immediately evident 
to a listener. For instance, the 
song Mazhai, available on the 
group’s YouTube channel, un-
dulates with an astonishing va-
riety of voices coming together 
in melody.

There must be some kind of 
magic in voices joined together 
in song – Ram’s descriptions of 
singing in the MYC choir are 
all about the joy of togetherness 
and unity. Little wonder then, 

 by Varsha Venugopal

others. The group’s success 
encouraged Sreenivasan to 
compose choral music in dif-
ferent languages and the choir, 
now a non-profit organisation, 
took on a new name – the Ma-
dras Youth Choir. Sreenivasan 
went on to create more than 
200 choral compositions and 
received the Sangeet Natak 

They create complex vocal 
harmonies while minimizing 
the use of musical instruments. 
“The vocal shades add colour 
to the music,” explains Ram. 
“Our compositions are a blend 
of Indian classical melodies and 
western techniques of harmo-
ny, counterpoint and counter 
melodies.” The Madras Youth 

 by Partab Ramchand

tussle that again went to the 
fifth set. This time it was the 
Brazilian who emerged victo-
rious and Koch and Krishnan 
took the court with their teams 
having everything to play for.

It was youth vs experience. 
The 21-year-old Koch was the 
higher ranked player but the 
29-year-old Indian maestro 
though perhaps a little past 
his peak could still present a 
formidable challenge especially 
when it came to Davis Cup. 
The players won a set each and 
midway through the long third 
set it was obvious that the tie 
would be extended to a fourth 
day. Koch however won the 
third set to gain an important 
lead and when play resumed the 

Ramanathan Krishnan (seated), with Ramesh.
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50 years of the Madras Youth Choir

The Madras Youth Choir performs at the Kennedy Center, Washington.
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Answers to Quiz
1. Certification of the presiden-

tial election, 2. Lewis Hamilton, 3. 
Joe Biden and Kamala Harris, 4. 
New Zealand, 5. Pompeii, which 
was destroyed by the eruption of 
Vesuvius in 79 AD, 6. Pierre Car-
din, 7. Qatar, 8. United Nations 
Security Council, 9. Michael Jack-
son, 10. Australia

* * *

11. Polio, 12. Chicken Pox, 
13. Joseph Lister, 14. Nose, 15. 
Ebola, 16. Tetanus, 17. Palliative 
care, 18. Penicillin, 19. Zoonosis, 
20. Malaria 

(Continued from page 7)

(Continued from page 7)

that the group takes children of 
all backgrounds under its wing, 
training them in the unique art 
they practice. In fact, the Ma-
dras Youth Choir is recognised 
by  Sangeet Natak Akademi, 
the premier body in India for 
Fine Arts and also the NCERT 
for training young children in 
the art of choral singing. The 
organization receives annual 
grants from the Sangeet Natak 
Akademi and IC Trust New 
Delhi in order to sustain its ac-
tivities, which includes weekly 
rehearsals by the members, 
training programmes for school 
children and workshops for 
music teachers. The Madras 
Youth Choir also includes a Ju-
nior Choir group of 32 students 
in the age group 6 to 15 years, 

drawn from different schools in 
the city.

To encourage young singers, 
the Madras Youth Choir also 
conducts inter-school competi-
tions for choral groups, award-
ing prizes and participation 
certificates. These competitions 
are reportedly quite popular, 
with the last such event seeing 
a record participation from 550 
students across 22 schools. The 
Madras Youth Choir them-
selves participate in various 
music festivals in India and 
around the world. Over the 
years, they have been invited 
to sing at many prestigious 
events,  including the 150th 
birth anniversary celebrations 
of Tagore at the Music Acade-
my in Chennai, the centenary 
celebrations of Bharat Ratna 
awardee M.S. Subbulakshmi 
at Mumbai and the Shreshta 

feel the music that we created 
together.”

The Madras Youth Choir has 
also released a twin-CD album 
– Pallu Paduvomey showcasing 
a series of live recordings of 
choral pieces performed by the 
senior choir and Poo Venuma 
presenting Tamil pieces for 
children composed by M.B. 
Sreenivasan, singing of the ide-
als of social values, morals and 

environmental consciousness 
he set so much store by. The 
group continues to meticu-
lously rehearse together on a 
weekly basis, shifting to virtual 
platforms to circumvent the 
coronavirus. The pandemic 
also set back the group’s plans 
to mark its Golden Jubilee, 
but it plans to celebrate the 
occasion with gusto later this 
year when normalcy is hopefully 
restored. Driven by a great love 
for Indian choral music, there’s 
no stopping the Madras Youth 
Choir. Their motto says it all – 
Come, let’s sing together. 

Bharat function organised by 
the Sangeeta Natak Akademi at 
Thanjavur. When asked about 
the group’s most memorable 
performance, Ram spoke about 
their participation at the Inter-
national Choral Music festival 
at the iconic Kennedy Centre 
in Washington DC in 2017. 
“The festival celebrated John 
F. Kennedy’s 100th birth anni-
versary,” he recalled.” It was a 
matter of pride and honour for 
an Indian choral group to be 
given a platform to showcase 
Indian choral music to an inter-
national audience.” The group 
sang a French song under the 
direction of world-renowned 
conductor Joshua Haberman, 
an experience that Ram says 
is unforgettable. “Music has 
no language barriers,” he said. 
“Making music with 375 other 
singers was amazing – we could 

Krishnan who won the set 6-2 
and amidst jubilant scenes car-
ried India virtually on his shoul-
ders to the Challenge Round.  

A little later came that AIR 
announcement for final confir-
mation of Indian tennis’ most 
historic moment. And the fol-
lowing morning Krishnan re-
ceived a hero’s welcome. When 
he arrived at Madras airport he 
was profusely garlanded and a 
guard of honour was provided 

by members of the Madras 
Cricket Club holding tennis 
rackets under which Krishnan 
walked. This welcome was or-
ganised by the MCC’s S.R. 
Subramanyan aka Ayya. 

I shall never forget those 
four memorable days when I 
sat glued to the radio listening 
to the commentary as history 
unfolded. Naturally I did not 
miss the running commentary 
on the title clash held three 
weeks later. There was never 
any chance of India pulling off 

a victory against the awesome 
champions who had two-time 
Wimbledon champion Roy Em-
erson and three-time runner-up 
Fred Stolle playing singles and 
reigning Wimbledon champions 
Tony Roche and John New-
combe on duty in the doubles. 
In fact I remember after the first 
day when both Krishnan and 
Mukherjea lost in straight sets 
to Stolle and Emerson respec-
tively one of the commentators 
prophesized that India would 
not even win a set.

The following day came 
a glorious moment in Indian 
tennis when Krishnan and 
Mukherjea shocked New-
combe and Roche in four sets. 
So the tie was still open going 
into the final day and even 
though Emerson outplayed 
Krishnan in straight sets to 
make sure the cup would stay 
‘Down Under’ Mukherjea won 
a lot of friends by taking Stolle 
to five sets. Australia won 4-1 
but the Indians were far from 
disgraced.

When Krishnan led India to the 
 Davis Cup challenge round
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