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Foreword

[ feel privileged in writing the foreword of Amma and Babuji: Our life
at Allahabad. Truly speaking, any living record of human existence
is priceless because it contains culture, civilization and heritage.

Valuing the old, Sri Gopalji has presented a mirror of life at Alla-
habad. The sweet fragrance of the glorious past smells like perfume
in his every word. Allahabad, then, was the seat of learning and
culture. Allahabad University was known as the “Oxford of North
India”. Sri Gopalji’s writing is a source of inspiration, in which Ba-
buji (Late Sri Vishveshwar Prasad) can be seen, felt and realized.
One incident of his life, mentioned, is enough to bring Babuji in
flesh & blood. Truthfulness, honesty and devotion to higher values
were deep rooted in Babuji’s personality. His was an emphasis on
human scale and purpose. This is why these qualities are evident
in his progeny.

Malati’s narration is full of life and it flows like a river. Though
Babuji and Amma both appear in her writing, Amma is the central
figure. Due to her ill health, she used to be in bed but her generos-
ity, kindness and genuine love were like electric currents. She was
always surrounded by maids, peons and outsiders other than family
members. Malati’s writing is an embodiment of Amma’s soul.

Govindjee has aptly expressed in words, “She was peaceful, frail,
slim and a slight person wearing a whitish ‘Dhoti’.....” He mentions
an incident and he says, “Amma’s forgiveness made me a stronger
and a much better person”. This in itself is enough to transform a
reader.

Likewise, Bimlaji’s and Nirmalaji’s recollections present an ideal
to a house holder. Rajniji has also added her sweet and short recol-
lection of a very brief visit in 1961.

Needless to say, these records carry the tune of time, space and



characters. Here I am reminded of a few lines by T. S. (Thomas
Stearns) Eliot (1888-1965):

...A people without history
is not redeemed from time, for history is a pattern
Of timeless moments...

“Little Gidding,” pt. 5, Four Quartets (1942).

Lastly, thanks to Govindjee who imagined, planned inspired and
collected materials and finally gave them a shape.

Radha Krishna Sahay
Bhagalpur, Bihar, India
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Preface

The story of our family Amma and Babuji: Our Life at Allahabad
is presented here for the benefit of all in our extended families,
especially our grand children. Allahabad is the city in Uttar Pradesh
(1t was called United Provinces of Agra and Oudh during the Brit-
ish time), India, whose people and institutions have propelled our
lives. Allahabad is dear to us as it was the home of Pundit Jawaha-
rlal Nehru who had played a crucial role in the creation of modern
India. I remember walking past his home during 1943-1948 when I
studied at Colonelganj High School; we knew that history was be-
ing made there, as many leaders including Mohandas Karamchand
Gandhi (Gandhiji) would come to visit there. For me, the Company
Bagh (Alfred Park) provided a place to walk in peace and to ward
off many problems that faced my youth — my father (Vishveshwar
Prasad, whom we called Babuji) had passed away in 1943. The
Public library, in the premises of the Company Bagh, provided me
with the possibility of reading newspapers and the llustrated Weekly
of India when 1 was only 9 years old. However, it was my family,
particularly my eldest brother Krishnaji (whom we called Dada) that
played a crucial role in our lives. His guiding spirit led me to think
of initiating the preparation of this document.

My elder brother Gopalji (whom I call Bhaiya, for older brother)
recently wrote to me, “It reminds me of the days when we lived
as kid siblings with no inhibitions in life. It also takes me back to
insecure feelings when a father suddenly leaves us from our gentle
scene. But Dada always said ‘nothing to worry; you are all on your
way up.’ That kept us going.” It is our good fortune that Bhaiya has
written for all of us a beautiful account of our Babuji. My elder sister
Malati (whom I call Didi) has given us a charming account of our
dear mother (Savitri Devi, whom we called Amma) in beautiful Hindi.
Her daughter Anju Okhandiar has translated Didi’s text into English
for the benefit of those who cannot read Hindi. Both the English and
the Hindi texts are printed here. Recollections of my sisters- in-law
(Bimla, my Bari Bhabhi, wife of Krishnaji; and Nirmala, my Choti
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Bhabhi, wife of Gopalji) have provided important insights into the
personal characteristics of our family. My wife Rajni has written
a brief account of her short stay in 1961, in our last home at 14 B
Bank Road (officially called Ram Narain Lal Road). Lastly, I have
written a very short section of my own recollections.

Didi has provided us with a copy of the 1930 group photograph
and three pages from Babuji’s 1930 diary that are included in this
book; other photographs were provided by two of Dada’s grandsons
(Soubhagya Deep and Sanket Ranjan), some of the photos of the
houses we lived in were provided by Sanjay Govindjee and the rest
are from my own collection. I am thankful to Anju Okhandiar, Anita
Govindjee, Chitra Kumar, Rajni Govindjee and Marilyn Govindjee,
and others, for correcting errors in the text.

Akhilesh Shrivastava, of Bhagalpur, India, was of much help,
through his e-mail, in communicating with Didi. Telephone calls
to Bhaiya (in Gurgaon, India) were of great help in finishing this
project.

I am highly grateful to my friend Larry Orr for typesetting this
book as a gift to my family.

The greatest tragedy of our lives has been the death of Krishnaji
(January 13, 1922—-August 14, 1997). It has dampened our lives to
a large extent. He was my mentor, the most loved and respected
person in my life, and the one who was responsible for what I am
today. I am, however, fortunate that I was able to overcome my emo-
tions and have been able to initiate the publication of this book of
our family. We dedicate Amma and Babuji: Our Life at Allahabad
to our loving Dada. It is my hope that we will follow this book with
the next: Dada: Our Life at Allahabad.

Govindjee

2401 South Boudreau

Urbana, IL 61801, USA

e-mail: gov@uiuc.edu

URL: http://www.life.uiuc.edu/govindjee
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List of our Inmediate Family Members

List 1*

1.

)

Our grandfather (father’s side: Baba): Ganga Prasad
(Asthana)

. Our father (Babuji): Vishveshwar Prasad

Our mother (Amma): Savitri Devi

Our eldest brother (Dada): Krishnaji

(also written as Krishna Ji)

My elder brother (Bhaiya): Gopalji

(also written as Gopal Ji)

My sister (Didi): Malati Sahay

My eldest sister-in-law (Bari Bhabhi): Bimla
(wife of Krishnaji)

. My elder sister-in-law (Choti Bhabhi): Nirmala

(wife of Gopalji)
My brother-in-law (Jijaji): Radha Krishna Sahay
(husband of Malati Sahay)

10. My wife: Rajni
* We are not aware of our grandmother’s name; also, we

don’t have information on our Nana and Nani (grandfather
and grandmother on our mother’s side); our father had one
brother Har Prasad, and two cousins Bireshwar Prasad and
Sidheshwar Prasad. Information on the extended family is not

included in this list.

List 2

(Family of Krishnaji and Bimla)

i

Elder daughter: Ira (nickname: Meenu); husband: Suresh

Chandra; their son: Sunil Chandra (Sunil’s wife: Elfi
Chandra); their daughter Neera (deceased)
Elder son: Deep Ranjan (nickname: Deepak); wife:

Madhu; their son: Soubhagya Deep (nickname: Monu);

their daughter: Priyanka (nickname: Pinky)
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List 3

Younger son: Raj Ranjan (nickname: Ranjan; deceased);
wife: Poonam; their daughter: Tanima; their son: Sanket
Younger daughter: Chitra Kumar; husband: Satyendra
Kumar; their daughters: Garima, Tripti, and Shruti

(Family of Gopalji and Nirmala)

1

List 4

Eldest daughter: Manju (deceased); husband: Randhir
Saxena; their sons: Rajya Ashish (deceased); and Rajya
Vishesh (deceased)

Middle daughter: Rita; husband: Shekhar Sinha; their
daughter:Nandini (nickname: Ninni; Ninni’s husband:
Tanu Shankar Bhatnagar); their son: Nitin

Youngest daughter: Ila; husband: Avinash Varma; their
daughter: Isha

(Family of Malati and Radha Krishna Sahay)

1.

List 5

Elder daughter: Anju; husband: Ashok Okhandiar; their
daughters: Neha, Richa, and Ambika

Elder son: Anshu Sahay; ex-wife: Manisha; their sons:
Tanmay and Mayank

Younger son: Anupam (nickname: Anat); wife: Shilpi;
their son: Anav

(Family of Govindjee and Rajni)

1.

Daughter: Anita; husband: Morten Christiansen; their
daughter: Sunita

Son: Sanjay Govindjee; wife: Marilyn; their sons: Arjun
and Rajiv
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Current Names of Towns and Roads

Previous Names Current Names
(Still used)
Banaras Varanasi
Bank Road Ram Narain Lal Road
Bombay Mumbai
Calcutta Kolkota
Kanpur Road Shri Purushattam Das

Tandon Road
Madras Chennai
Park Road Panna Lal Road

Thonrnhill Road Swami Dayanand Marg
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Photographs

This section of photographs stands by itself. We do not cite them
in the text.

e Figs. 1-3 are photographs of my grandfather, father and
mother, respectively.

e Figs. 4-14 are photographs of 8 out of the 15 houses we lived
in, as described in section 1 by Gopalji.

e Fig. 15 is a road scene of the Bank Road, where we lived
last.

e Figs. 16-20 are photographs of the family in the 1930s.

e Figs. 21-25 are photographs of my mother during the 1950s-
early 1960.

e Figs. 26-28 are photographs of some of the buildings where
we studied at Allahabad.

e Figs. 29-36 are photographs of children, Amma and Gov-
indjee at 14B Bank Road.

e Fig. 37 is a 1953 photograph of Krishnaji and Bimla at the
wedding of Malati with Radha Krishna Sahay.

e Fig. 38 is a 1968 group photograph taken after the wedding
of Meenu with Suresh Chandra.

e Figs. 3941 are photographs of Gopalji, Malati and Govin-
djee, among others.
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o Figs. 4244 are photographs of Babuji’s handwriting in three
languages, ~1930.

e Figs. 45 and 46 are two photos of Krishnaji with Prime Min-
isters Jawaharlal Nehru and Indira Gandhi, respectively.

e Figs. 47-51 are color photographs, taken during late 1970s—
late 1990s, of Krishnaji, Gopalji, Malati and Govindjee,

and their spouses. Color photographs are shown on page
73-15.

This section ends with a photograph of Krishnaji (Fig. 52) to whom
we dedicate this book.

Govindjee
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Photographs

i

Fig. 1: Ganga Prasad Asthana (Baba, our father’s father). Gold medalist (in mathematics) from
Calcutta University; Sub-judge of the Allahabad High Court.

Fig. 2: Vishveshwar Prasad (Babuji, our Fig. 3: Savitri Devi (Amma, our mother), home-
father). A language scholar (English, maker.

Persian, Hindi, Urdu; graduate of Banaras

Hindu University); General Secretary,

United Provinces Teachers’ Association;

representative of the Oxford University

Press (UK) for the Northern Provinces

of India.
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Fig. 4: Darogaji’s house in Bai Ka Bagh Fig. 5: *Lalaji Ka Ghar" (Ram Niwas) at 47

where Krishnaji (Dada, our brother) was Bai Ka Bagh, where Gopalji (Bhaiya), Malati

born in 1922. (Bitti; Didi), and Govindjee were born in
1926, 1929 and 1932, respectively.

Fig. 6: Ram Niwas, top portion.
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Fig. 7: Ram Niwas, ground floor.

Fig. 8: Ram Niwas, side door, looking
inside the inner court yard; servants and
vendors entered through this door.
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Fig. 9: Purana Bairahana house is in the center where 3 persons are standing; the house
on the left of it is where Govindjee’s friend Rishi and Dada (Krishnaji)’s friend Om
Prakash (Dhruv) lived. This is where Dhruv and Krishnaji played chess

Fig. 10: New Bairahana house that Gopalji called ‘Bhutaha’ (1.e., ghost infested)
house.
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Fig. 11: 4 Bai Ka Bagh house that was near the Crosthwaite Girls College, where
Malati studied.

Fig. 12: Madhokunj house that Bimla (Mrs. Krishnaji) remembers in her write-up.
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Fig. 13: A recent photograph of the house at 3 Kanpur Road, where we lived after we left
our uncle’s home at Park Road.

Fig. 14: The front of the house at 14 B Bank Road. This is where our family
lived for many years. It was this house where many marriages took place.
It was this house from where Govindjee left for USA, and where Amma
(our mother) passed away.
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Fig. 15: A scene of the Bank Road where all of us walked almost everyday when we
lived there, many times on our bicycles or in rickshaw. It is the same street where the
famous poet Raghupati Sahay Firaq as well as the famous Indian historian Ishwari Prasad
lived. On a street rather close to it, the famous Hindi poet Harivansh Rai Bachchan
lived; for a long time, his son Amitabh Bachchan has been one of the most famous
movie idols of India. (What is not a common knowledge is that Amitabh’s name at birth
was Amit Shrivastava.)
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Fig. 18: A 1933 photograph. Left to right:
Bhaiya (Gopalji), Dada (Krishnaji; in his lap
is Govindjee) and Didi (Malati).

Fig. 17: A 1930 photograph. Left to right:
Dada (Knshnaji), Amma (Savitni Devi; in
her lap is Malati, her daughter) and Bhaiya
(Gopalji, sittting on the floor).

Fig. 19: Bhaiya (Gopalji), Didi (Malati), Jagdish
Chandra Asthana (Munna Bhaiya).

Fig. 20: A 1936 photograph of Dada
(Krishnaji) (right) with his friend Uma
Kant Pandey (left).



Fig. 21: A 1959 photograph taken at 14 B Bank Road. Left to right:
Ranjan (Raj Ranjan; now deceased), Meenu (Ira Chandra), Amma
(Savitri Devi; in her lap is Rita), Manju (now deceased) and Deepak
(Deep Ranjan).

Fig. 22: Amma (Savitri Devi, with Anju,

Malati’s daughter).
i) Fig. 23: Amma (with Rita, Gopalji's

daughter).
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Fig. 24 : Amma, a photo taken in 1961.

Fig. 25: A 1961 photograph taken at 14 B Bank Road. Left to right: Ram Avtar , Amma, Ranjan
(Krishnaji’s son), Bindeshwari, Chitra (Krishnaji's daughter) and Sant Lal. [Ram Avtar and
Bindeshwari, employees of the Physics Department,University of Allahabad, often visited
Amma. Sant Lal was employed by Dada to do house chores. All were considered as family
members. ]
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Fig. 26. The front portion of the Kayastha Pathshala Intermediate College (now
called Munshi Kali Prasad College) where Gopalji and Govindjee studied before

entering the Allahabad University.

XXVili

Fig. 27. The Muir tower and the Muir
College, the Science Faculty of the Al-
lahabad University, where Krishnaji and
Gopalji studied Physics, Chemistry and
Mathematics, and Govindjee studied
Botany, Zoology and Chemistry.



Fig. 28. One of the entrances of the Botany De-
partment of Allahabad University. Govindjee (&
Rajni) studied Botany and specialized in Plant
Physiology in this building.

Fig. 29. Amma lying on a cot, with (left to right) Deepak, Maniju,
Meenu, Anju and Ranjan.
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Fig. 30. Left to right: Ranjan, Anju, Govindjee (in front of him is Manju),
Deepak and Meenu (on a tricycle).

Fig. 31. Left to right: A neighbor’s son, Deepak, Meenu, Manju and
Ranjan.
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Fig. 32. Left to right (back row): A neighbor’s daughter,
Meenu and a neighbor’s son. Front row (left to right): Ranjan,
Sant Lal (who worked for us, but was considered a part of
our family), Manju and Deepak.

Fig. 33. Left toright: Ranjan, Manju, Govindjee, Meenu and Deepak.
This is the gate of the rented home (14 B. Bank Road). Whenever the
gate was left open, cows would come in and eat all our vegetables
in the small vegetable garden we had.
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Fig. 34, Left to right:
Ranjan, Deepak, Man-
ju and Meenu. They
are posing before all
their clay toys and clay
deities. Inthe frontisa
clay statue of Mahatma
Gandhi.

Fig. 35. Left to right:
Deepak, Ranjan, Manju
and Meenu donning base-
ball caps. There must be a
story behind it.

Fig. 36. Choti Bhabhi (Nirmala) playing Sitar for us. Left to right: spectators included
Anju, Ranjan and Manju, sitting on the lap of Bari Bhabhi (Bimla).
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Fig. 37: Bari Bhabhi (Bimla) and Dada (Krishnaji) under the ‘Mundap’ during a ritual at the
wedding of Malati with Radha Krishna Sahay. This photo was taken in June, 1953.
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Fig. 40. Left to right: Bari
Bhabhi (Bimla), Didi (Malati)
and Choti Bhabhi (Nirmala),
under a mango tree.

Fig. 39. A photograph of Gopalji taken by a photog-
rapher in Hazaratganj, Lucknow.
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Fig. 41. Left to right:
A photograph of
Govindjee, Krish-
naji and Gopalji.
In the foreground
is Gopalji’s grand-
daughter Ninni.



Fig. 42. Handwritten notes of Babuji (in English), 1930.



Fig. 43. Handwritten notes of Babuji (in Hindi), 1930.
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Fig. 44. Handwritten notes of Babuji (in Urdu), 1930.
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Fig. 45: A photograph of Dada (Krishnaji) with Pundit Jawahar Lal Nehru, the first Prime
Minister of India. Nehruji was very much interested in Dada’s research that dealt with radar
technology for the defense of India.

Fig. 46: Dada (Krishnaji, right) receiving the prestigious Sir C.V. Raman Award from Indira
Gandhi (Prime Minister of India) for his pioneering basic research on Microwave Spectroscopy,
Microwave Transmission and Solid State Physics.
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A Tribute to our father (Babuji) and our early
life
in Allahabad

Gopalji*

am the second son of Savitri Devi and Vishveshwar Prasad; I

was born on December 20, 1926. My recollections follow. I

note in the very beginning that the following is not a historical
account with dates, but instead, it is a sort of Memoir for ourselves
and for our next generations to develop an understanding of our
family character.

Further, I note that our mother had a special flair of changing rented
houses during her life. We never owned any property. We can count
15 houses, in Allahabad, during our mother’s life: 3 in Bai-Ka-Bagh;
1 in Keetganj; 2 on D-Road (near a bridge); 1 in Madhvapur; 3 in
Bairahana; 1 in George Town/Lowther Road (where our father died
in 1943); 1 on Park (Panna Lal) Road (where we lived temporarily
with our uncle Har Prasad, after our father’s death); 1 on Kanpur
Road (Purushottam Das (for short P.D.) Tandon Marg); 1 in Mad-
hoKunj; and the last one on Bank Road (Ram Narain Road), where
our mother died in 1966; it is from this house that Govindjee left
for the USA in 1956. Photographs of some of the houses we lived
in are shown in the section ‘Photographs.’

I. December 3, 1943, the day our father passed away,
related events, ancestry and our father

Going down the memory lane, I recall the chilly morning of December
3, 1943, when my father (we called him Babuji) came back from one

*H37/2 DLF, Qutab Enclave, Phase I, Gurgaon, Haryana-122 002, India
(e-mail: gopal 1926@yahoo.com)



round of his walk—a routine that he had followed for years. He used
to go to the Alfred Park (colloquially known as Company Gardens
(Bagh)) along with his two walking partners Rai Bahadur Kaushal
Kishore and Mr. Justice S.P. Sinha, living not too far from our resi-
dence (a rented house at 34/3 George Town, in a huge compound
owned by Mr. T.N. Chaddha). In the center of the Alfred Park, stood
a Gothic building housing the Public Library of Allahabad, whose
librarian Mr. A K. Sen was a great friend of father. My father, be-
ing in the publishing business representing Oxford University Press
(OUP), was on friendly terms with persons dealing with books like
University Professors, the Director of Education, and Principals of
Colleges. In particular, I mention the name of Mr. Amar Nath Jha,
Vice Chancellor of Allahabad University. With OUP books around
us, Oxford English Dictionary became my early companion.

I remember vividly December 3, 1943, morning, as it was the day
of celebrations for the founder of our College (Kayastha Pathshala),
Munshi Kali Prasad; I was excited about it since I was going to par-
ticipate in it donning a yellow turban and khaki uniform. Soon in
a few months time, I was to appear for my examinations to enable
me to join the University. My father, after his first round of walk,
used to drink a glass of milk and again go out for his next round of
walk with his other late-coming walking partners. That day he asked
me —Well, are you going to be a Doctor or an Engineer after class
XII. I felt a bit odd because he knew that I had left the “medical
stream” after class X. Anyway, I replied “God willing I will be an
Engineer”. He took his walking stick and placed his Beret Cap on
his balding head and left for the second round of the famous Alfred
Park—a park that was crossed over by Mahatma Gandhi on foot
in 1939 after attending the All India Congress Committee, where
Mr. C. Rajagopalachari (later the first Indian Governor General of
India) had opposed the resolution of full freedom for India from the
British regime. This Park had also seen the shooting down of the
freedom fighter Chandra Shekhar Azad. Alfred Park is overlooked
by Muir College; there is a tower across the Thornhill Road (now
called Maharshi Dayanand Marg) , and it houses the Faculty of Sci-
ence of the Allahabad University. It was here that we three brothers
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(Krishnaji (born on January 13, 1922); Gopalji (myself) and Gov-
indji (who spells his name now as Govindjee, born on October 24,
1932)) studied and took our Masters Degrees (M.Sc.) in Science.
But our father could not see this and enjoy our achievements. The
year | was to appear for my Class XII, my elder brother Krishnaji
was to appear for his M.Sc. (Physics).

As I wrote above, my father, with his walking stick and Beret cap
on his balding head, went out for his second round of walk on the
fateful day of December 3, 1943. After an hour or so, our neighbor’s
son came rushing to tell us that my father sat down on the chair in
his verandah and collapsed. We ran out to his house (2 houses down
from ours) and found him lying in perfect and permanent silence.
My mother (we called her Amma) was uncontrollable and could not
be consoled by anyone. That was the end of a perfect gentleman and
a great human being, our dear father, at an early age of 53 years.
This early age factor tormented me for many years to come in my
life though I just celebrated my 80™ birthday in 2006.

Itso happened in the family: our grandfather Munshi Ganga Prasad,
who was a gold medalist in Mathematics from Calcutta University
and served in the Judicial Services as Sub-judge of the High Court
of Allahabad, also breathed his last at the age of 49 years. Munshi
Ganga Prasad had two brothers: Munshi Yamuna Prasad, who died
at a very young age, and Munshi Saraswati Prasad who lived with
us. The names of our grandfather and his two brothers were given
after the 3 sacred rivers at Prayag, which met at Triveni or Sangam.
(The name Allahabad was given by the Muslim rulers of that time
(see Appendix 1).) A great grand uncle of ours Munshi Kashi Prasad,
an eminent lawyer (Advocate) at Allahabad High Court and a close
contemporary of Pundit Moti Lal Nehru (father of Pundit Jawaharlal
Lal Nehru, our first Prime Minister) had also died at the early age
of 49 years. Whenever I used to see their photographs, their close
resemblance used to worry me that I am going to meet the same fate
and I will not be able to fulfill my responsibilities of life. That was
what had tormented me for many years.

Talking about ancestry, our recorded (from conversations, during
the early 1950s, with our grand uncle Munshi Bhagwan Prasad, who
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lived with us on 14 B Bank Road) ancestor’s name was Munshi Peth
Mal from Agra (1600s); he was said to be a close cousin of Raja
Todar Mal, one of the “Nav Ratnas” of Emperor Akbar when he had
shifted his seat of governance from Delhi to Agra.

Our father Late Mr. Vishveshwar Prasad was born and brought
up in the Holy City of Banaras (also spelled as Benaras, and even
Banares, now called Varanasi). He was a voracious reader and was
given a letter by the librarian of the Queen’s College of Banaras
certifying that he had browsed through almost all the books of the
English language kept in that library. He knew several languages,
namely Sanskrit, Hindi, Persian and Urdu, besides English. I had
seen him writing letters to his uncle in Urdu.

Our father was a person of great honesty and integrity; he started
his life as a member of the ‘Servants of India Society,” where he
was to receive a very small amount of money out of his earnings,
and the rest was to go to the Society for the welfare of downtrodden
persons in the Indian Society. (This is the same Society whose early
member was Shri Lal Bahadur Shastri, the second Prime Minister
of India.) Later, because of family circumstances, our father had to
leave the Society, and he was appointed into the publishing business
of the Oxford University Press (OUP), England, UK. There he was a
complete convert into a perfect English man (so to say) in his dress
and food habits. While traveling in winters, his attire was so-called
“Plus Four” with matching cap; otherwise, he wore a full suit and
a “Felt” hat. In summers, a ‘Sola’ hat was a regular feature. When
he was home, his tea time was 3:30 PM. A tray was brought before
him with tea in a round tea pot, a cup , a saucer, and milk in a pot,
but there was no sugar pot as he was highly diabetic—a disease of
killer nature. I do not recall if he ever drank alcohol, but he smoked
heavily—cigars of the best quality and tobacco in a pipe.

Il. The first and the second house in Allahabad

After graduating from Banaras, our father moved to Allahabad. He
rented a house in a locality (Mohalla) called Bai-Ka-Bagh. Our el-
dest brother Dada (Krishnaji) was born, in 1922, as noted above, in
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a house in Bai Ka Bagh, opposite to Lalaji’s residence (Darogaji’s
house); it was the first house for the family in Allahabad. The family
then moved to another house whose number was 47 (called Ram
Niwas). This is where 3 of us (I; my sister Malati; and the youngest
of us (Govindjee)) were born. We had a group photograph of all
the members of the extended family taken in the courtyard of the
house at 47 Bai Ka Bagh (see the section on ‘Photographs). It had 4
bedrooms, one living room, a kitchen open to a courtyard, and two
toilets, one each on the two floors. The first floor had 2 bedrooms and
three open terraces. The house was in a forest-like area; sometimes,
a fox-like animal called “Oodbilau” (in Hindi; perhaps, a smooth-
coated otter) visited the upper floor. From day one, our parents had
house guests for extended periods. The first one I remember was
the son of a close friend of father from Banaras. P. Kumar was his
name. (Much later, he moved to Calcutta (now called Kolkata).) He
had come to study for a graduate degree at Allahabad University;
he stayed with us for two years. He was a brother like figure to us
throughout his life. (We called him Puttan Bhaiya; his brother was
called Jittan Bhaiya.) The other person was an uncle of father, Mr.
Saraswati Prasad; he was called Katghar-walé Baba, and he is the
one who gave us our names. Krishna Ji; Gopal Ji; and Govind Ji.
Krishna, Gopal and Govind are different names of God and he
added “Ji” to show respect to God’s name. [There is only one God,
but the so-called different gods simply represent different aspects
of the same God.] Baba was more or less a permanent member of
the family, visiting once in a while to live with his son, i.e., our
uncle Mr. Bireshwar Prasad (called by us as Katghar-walé Chacha
as he lived in an area of town called “Katghar”; he later worked as
a representative of the MacMillan Press, UK).

Connected with this house, the 47 Bai Ka Bagh, is another subject
of interest: the owner of the house. We used to call him Lalaji. His
daughter was married to Sri Harivansh Rai “Bachchan,” a Kayastha.
Bachchan was his name as a Hindi poet who wrote a famous Hindi
poem collection “Madhushala”. It was unfortunate that his wife
—daughter of Lalaji- died of Tuberculosis, an incurable disease in
those days. Harivansh Rai moved away from his parental house in
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Kydganj-Katghar area. Bacchanji, as he was called, had obtained a
doctorate in the English literature from the Cambridge University,
UK; he was a Lecturer in English at Allahabad University. He later
married Teji, a Punjabi woman—mother of now the celebrity movie
actor Amitabh Bachchan. I remember Kydganj-Katghar locality of
Allahabad because our uncle, whose father lived with us, had rented
a house in Katghar and the house adjacent to it was rented by Sri Lal
Bahadur Shastri (he was also a Kayastha; as I mentioned earlier, he
was the 2nd Prime Minister of India). During those days, Sri Shastri
(called Shastriji), as a Freedom fighter, was in and out of the jail;
my recollection is that once Mrs. Shastri did come requesting for
something for a meal. The Shastris lived a very simple life with bare
necessities (very little furniture). Shastriji was a very honest and fine
person. As a child, I had the privilege of meeting him once.

Our father never owned a property. The only house which our
grandfather had built (or bought) in Banaras was sold away under
difficult circumstances. Our grand uncle Munshi Bhagwan Prasad,
son of Munshi Kashi Prasad, a celebrated rich lawyer of Allahabad
High court, had large landed property near Banaras, and a row of
houses in Daranagar, Banaras, and two mansions in Allahabad.
Munshi Bhagwan Prasad never earned for his living. His source
of income was his property which he slowly sold off to the extent
that he came to us and lived with us at Allahabad when my brother
Krishnaji (Dada) was a Professor of Physics at Allahabad University.
Munshi Bhagwan Prasad died in the house (actually a Bungalow)
at 14B Bank Road—a University of Allahabad house. I mention
this as our family followed the tradition of having house guests for
extended periods, set by our father.

Ill. A third house in Allahabad

Owning a house was difficult for service class people as there were
no facilities to obtain loans in those days. The next house that I
remember was at 4B Bai Ka Bagh. This was a longish house with
a garden in the back and a very large courtyard; it was here that we
slept during the summers under the open sky with mosquito nets
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fixed to our cots. My father used to go for walks early in the morning
and as soon as he left his bed, I used to occupy his bed as it used to
be a pretty comfy one.

I became a dog lover at an early age. I used to bring home newly
born puppies from the street and keep them in my bed. Once during
winter, a puppy slept with me and in the night he cried and snuggled
between my body and hand. He did not open his jaws and died; per-
haps, it was because it was too cold and he could not drink milk given
to him. I was in shock, but father was there to help me recover.

My mother had never been in good health. Her regular treatment
was looked after by one Dr. Misra (Misraji as we called him), who
was a weekly visitor to administer some kind of injection. She used
to refuse to take it, but Dr. Misra patiently cajoled her till she some-
how became unconscious (cannot say how) and only then the needle
could be poked into her arms. For me it was agonizing to watch this
routine. The injection was probably Calcium to give her strength to
fight the ailment for which no cure was possible.

I enjoyed living in this house with the garden. There was a large
lemon tree, a banana plant, a flower tree called ‘Harsinghar’; its
flowers, with white petals and orange stems, gave a very fragrant
smell. We used to collect and dry them and use them during “Holi”
(the festival of colors); when soaked in water, it gave lovely colored
water for spraying on people celebrating Holi festival. I remember
that this house was located at the dead-end of a street, which was
blocked by a high wall extended in our courtyard, as there was a
girls’ school/college on the other side. This school called Crosthwaite
School must have been named after some British lady’s last name.
The Principal, Miss Pooviah, was a person well known in the elite
circle of Allahabad. My sister (Malati; her nickname was “Bitti™)
started her studies in this school and completed her class X1l and then
joined the Allahabad University to finish her B.A. (in Humanities)
and then M.A (in Hindi). Several of her classmates were married
off by their parents when they reached the age of 16 years. This was
conventional in those days, but our father had promised my sister
that she can study as long as she wanted. The tragedy is that he could
not live long enough to see us all when we completed our studies
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and were properly educated at the University. Our father’s role was
taken over by my elder brother Krishnaji (Dada); he remained a
father figure to all 3 of us (Bitti, Govindjee and 1) till his death on
August, 14, 1997 (August 15" is the Independence Day of India;
next day was the Golden Jubilee of that day).

We loved as well as feared our father. He used to travel frequently.
Once when he was ready to leave and sit on a “Tonga,” a nice horse-
driven carriage, my sister came running and hit his suitcase; it fell in
a manner that she was hurt and started bleeding profusely. Everyone
was disturbed considering it a bad omen. But, our father was cool;
he bandaged her and then left for his job. He never believed in su-
perstitions and used to say that he is an “Atheist”. He was, however,
influenced by ‘Arya Samaj’ (as indicated by the fact that he did not
believe in the caste system, and the family name Asthana , that in-
dicates caste, was never used). On the other hand, our mother was
a regular visitor to temples and called “Pundits” (Brahmins) for
religious rituals (Puja) and the ‘Satya Narain Baba’s Katha’ (Story
of the God ‘Truth’).

Our neighborhood was such that to run the household, my mother
had to rarely go out of the house to get the daily requirements of
life. To start with breakfast, there was a hawker who delivered bread,
butter and eggs; then, there was the fruit vendor (‘Phalwala’) and
a vegetable seller (‘Sabjiwala’); even goat’s meat (or chicken) was
supplied at home. There was also the ‘Dudhwala’ (the milkman) who
came with the cow and milked her right before us. For evening snacks,
there was the ‘Chatwala,” and for sweets a Bengali ‘Mithaiwala’. We
used to look forward to Chatwala, Mithaiwala and ‘Pastrywala’. In
spite of our mother being a religious Hindu woman, she allowed us
to buy eatables from vendors of any caste or religion. I think it was
the influence of our cosmopolitan father. The economy and the cus-
toms of those days was that the cloth seller (‘Kapréwala’), the tailor
(“Darji’) and even the utensil seller (‘Bartanwala’) and the *Sonar*
(jewellery dealer) used to come to the house. It was a scene to see
buying ‘Ghee’ (clarified butter) from the visiting villagers: haggling
price and weight! The most colorful scene was when ‘Chooriwalis’
(bangle saleswomen) came to visit us. All the children would collect
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there; maidservants and our mother would be selecting and wearing
‘chooris’ (glass and ‘plastic type’ bangles) and even singing songs.
God bless them.

There was a fear that father would not approve of all these activi-
ties. Thus, these activities were organized during his absence. We
too were frivolous during this period. Once playing in the garden, I
threw a piece of brick over the wall and it hit and hurt a person on
the street; he came in front of the house, shouted , complained and
threatened to tell my father. I was scared and to add to my problem,
my sister related the incident to my mother. She too was worried as
to how to save me as father was to return the next day. I appealed
for mercy which was given but with a stern warning. The gentleman
who was hurt was called to the house and I had to apologize which
he kindly accepted. That was the environment of our childhood.

Our father had one younger brother and two first cousins. His
brother Mr. Har Prasad became an English teacher at the College,
I mentioned earlier (Kayastha Pathshala), and became a theoso-
phist (influenced by Annie Besant). The younger cousin was Mr.
Sidheshwar Prasad; he was very handsome and smart: was always
well dressed. He was a lawyer practicing at the Patna High Court
in Patna, Bihar. He was married in a rich landlord’s family. The
landowners in Northern India, between Calcutta and Banaras, were
covered by a Law called “Permanent Settlement” promulgated by
Lord Cornwallis, one of the Viceroys of British India. Under this
law, the landowner had to pay to the Government Treasury a fixed
amount per acre of land as lease money tax (called ‘Malgozari’)
for all the time to come. But, they had the freedom to collect rental
(‘Lagan’) from farmers allowed to till the land as they wished. Lagan
increased every year, but Malgozari had no corresponding increase.
Thus, landlords (the Zamindars) became rich by leaps and bounds.
My aunt’s family was one of those Zamindars. Thus, the handsome
lawyer uncle, by marriage, became part of this family and shifted
from Banaras to Patna to practice Law there. After sometime, he
was appointed the chief lawyer of the Raja of Banaras. He came
to stay at Raja’s Palace area in Ramnagar. The rumor is that the
internal Palace rivalry was responsible for his early death; he died
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due to a septic wound in his chin. Our aunt and her children were
suddenly homeless. Our uncle’s elder brother (Bireshwar Prasad),
his father (Saraswati Prasad) and our rich issue-less grand uncle
Munshi Bhagwan Prasad did not come forward to accept the widow
and the 3 children (Kunwar Bhaiya; Rana Bhaiya and Suman Jijji,
as we called them) into their homes. I narrate the following to bring
out the character of our father. We all traveled from Allahabad to
Banaras which was my first train journey. Our father immediately
offered to take the family to live with us. The family lived with us
for a while till our aunt’s brother, who was an eminent surgeon in
Patna, and who was also issue-less took the family to Patna. (They
were brought up in the rich Zamindar family.) Such a gesture by
our father has held him in high respect by all the affected and the
concerned in the extended family.

My ailing sick mother had become jittery and superstitious of
any incident happening in the family. She had developed a kind of
phobia against houses where she lived. After the tragic death of our
uncle, she decided to move out of the house we were living in. It
was easy to get houses on rent and on small pretext she used to pack
up for a new place. I remember once that our father was away on a
Tour (for Oxford University Press work) and he was informed that
we have moved to a new place! The result is that I for one have lost
count of houses where we lived in Allahabad as well as forgotten
the sequence in which we moved from place to place.

IV. The Madhvapur house; Babuji had a stroke

Now, I come to a house in a locality called Madhvapur. The house
was built on a famous road known as ‘Grand Trunk Road’ (The Grand
Trunk Road had a fork: one branch went from Delhi to Faizabad; and
the other through Agra, Kanpur and they met somewhere in Bihar.)
It was, perhaps, laid by a ruler of India named Sher Shah Suri before
the Moghul Empire was established. This house was a bit out of
the city and nearer to the river Ganges (Gangaji) and Sangam, also
called Triveni (confluence of the Ganges, Yamuna and the unseen
Saraswati). Nearby, the Moghul Emperor Akbar had built a Fort.
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It was a nice open area and excellent for morning walk of father.
Sometimes, he used to take me along even in winters, dressed for
the cold. It was a pleasant experience. As it was a new colony away
from the city, there was no water supply by the Municipal Corpora-
tion. A nearby well (‘Kuan’ in Hindi) was available for our use. A
servant was employed to pull water out of the well. The good thing
was that in the morning water used to be warm and sometimes I
bathed in the open by the side of the well.

Here, I obtained a pair of mixed dogs, Poppy and Pumpy. Poppy
was a shaggy male dog: he was a mix from an “Irish Terrier” mother,
a pet bitch that belonged to a teacher in the Ewing Christian College.
Pumpy was a mixed Pomeranian female dog. She gave a litter of
pups. It was great fun. Father never objected to any of our activities
that we liked and loved to do. While playing football in the inside
courtyard (‘Aangan’), which was normal in those houses, I once
knocked myself against the verandah pillar and cut my forehead
and the scar, | had from it, later became my distinguishing mark,
mentioned in my Passport. Then, I was studying in class VII. Prior
to Exams, a home tutor was a regular feature. He used to come, wait,
have some fruits and sweets before starting my reading and writing.
Providing snacks for the tutor was customary for mother. She used
to enjoy feeding people coming to our house.

[ remember this house vividly because it was where I saw my
father falling seriously sick. He had a stroke; he was partially para-
lyzed. We were all very upset. Our house doctor Dr. Misra became
a regular visitor. He used to inject medicines on a daily basis. Upon
the recommendation of the doctor, the vendor of eggs and meat was
ordered to bring live pigeons which I was to slaughter at home and
prepare its soup for father as it was good for him to gain strength in
his muscles. He slowly recovered and we all were relieved to see him
get back on his feet. Mother celebrated it with ‘Puja’ and ‘Havan’.

V. The Bairahana house

Immediately after the Puja, we again moved from this house! The



next house was ina locality called old Bairahana/New Lashkar Lines.
From here now Govindjee was noticed by people around him. He
found a neighbor’s boy named Rishi to play with. He was articulate
and tried to coin words to express himself. God knows how he at
that time pronounced tongue twisting Sanskrit words. We felt he is
going to be a smart and an intelligent guy. I was still a child enjoying
little games like trying to drive the old stationary skeleton of a Ford
T Model Car, which was left, in the front of the house by its owner.
During Krishna Janmashtami ( Lord Krishna’s birth celebration), I
would build a *Jhanki‘, a mock city with cardboard houses, and a jail
for the parents of Lord Krishna, a river flowing through, a mountain
and a temple for the God. We did not have electricity in our houses
then—the brightest light was provided by a Petromax lamp for such
occasions. Otherwise, we had to make do with kerosene lamps. To
keep them clean was aritual. This is the house Govindjee remembers
where Dada played chess with a neighbor, a friend who always lost
and used to throw the chess pieces into the street. Another interest-
ing facet of the house was a liquor shop that existed across the road
along with an eatery that cooked delicious meat and liver pieces.
We liked the spicy stuff, easily available to us.

VI. Marriage of Ramji Bhaiya

I remember the marriage of our eldest cousin Mr. Ramesh Chandra
Asthana (Ramji Bhaiya) (son of our uncle Mr. Bireshwar Prasad).
For me, it was the first marriage in the family. Our excitement was at
the peak. Every child in the family was to get new clothes and shoes
for the ‘Barat’ (the marriage procession/party). Govindjee being the
youngest got the special ‘sherwani’ of yellow satin cloth as he was to
be the “shehbala” (no real English equivalent word, approximately
best man, but much younger). This was my third railway train journey
to a place called Etawah (in western UP). It was fun-filled days for
us: We had the usual sweets, special breakfasts, lunches and dinners
and some gifts from the bride’s side. There were also many ceremo-
nies in their Katghar house in Allahabad. Bride’s house in Etawah
had a nice gate, and large rooms, and verandahs and an open yard
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where one could play cricket. Members of the bridal party were in
constant attention taking care of all our needs. We met one distant
uncle who came to attend the wedding from Agra. He was a very
special one because he had gone to London (‘Vilayat’) for his PhD
degree. His name was Dr. Yadunath Prasad and he was close to my
father since they had common interests in Education.

VII. The big house with ten rooms

Our father was also the Honorary General Secretary for many years
ofan Association called ‘Higher Secondary Schools Teachers Asso-
ciation’. It was not a trade union, but it still looked after the interests
of many low paid teachers in privately run schools. The managers
used to pay much less than what the teachers had to give receipts
for! Such cases were brought to the attention of the Association; the
Association took up the matter for normal justice. I remember the
operations because our house, at 11 C Bai Ka Bagh, where we also
lived, had a garage to keep a car or a horse carriage as per necessity.
As we did not possess either, this space was used as the office for the
Association. This house has sad, but also several happy memories.

This house was a reasonably big one with nearly 10 rooms. I had
a room to myself with a balcony. One room was for our grand uncle,
and another was for our servants; the rest were distributed among
us. This is the place where theft took place involving servants. Fa-
ther was gracious to forget and forgive them. I was not as forgiving
as a doll of my sister was also missing. We had a good time there
since the staircase Balustrade was a slide for us as well as for our
neighbor friends. Just across the Grand Trunk Road started the cam-
pus of the ‘Rambagh” Railway station of B.N.W.R. (Bengal North
Western Railway). It was a Meter Gauge Railway. There were two
more railway companies, one was E.ILR. (East India Railway) and
the other G.P.I.R. (Great Peninsula Indian Railway) passing through
Allahabad. Since Rambagh was the terminus, there was a contraption
to turn the face of the engine. It used to be a steam engine, so it was
nice to watch the engine being filled with water by a large hosepipe
hung in the air over the engine tank. Sometimes we used to walk up
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to the railway track before the arrival of a train and place a copper
coin on the railway line and step aside to find what happens to our
coin after the train had passed. From a round coin, we would get
an elliptic coin. When we told our elders of our activity, we were
forbidden to go to the station without an escort.

The balcony of our house was a great resting place for me. Dur-
ing the monsoon season, I enjoyed white and grey clouds passing
by, changing shapes from lions to cattle to dogs.... Imagination
galore! By the side of the house, there was a horse carriage stand.
A water tank was filled with water for the horses. A Tonga driven by
one Moin Mian (short for Moinuddin) was a favorite of our father.
He used to maintain record of his trips and calculate at the end of
each month the total fare to be paid to him (we called him Mian
Sahib). Tonga was the main mode of transport in our family. There
were Ekkas, also horse-driven; they were high and squarish and I
think they were cheaper to hire, but normally no one in the family
used them. Once mother started adjusting her Sari when the Tonga
had just started and she fell off. We shouted, and the horse came to
a stand still. Mother was hurt and was brought back to the house.
Moin Mian was very apologetic although it was not his fault. Moin
Mian, although a muslim, was like a part of our own family. He
could come in and ask for “Roti’ (bread) if he had forgotten his tiffin.
At every happy muslim festival, he brought us *pakwan’ (goodies)
like ‘sheermal’ (sweet bread), kofta and kabab for us and I always
looked forward for the same.

One sad note connected to this house was: When father was away
on a tour, and due to some misunderstanding, there was a court case
against the Teacher’s Association whose office was in our garage.
The judgment went against the Association resulting in the locking
of the property, which meant that 3 rooms on the ground floor of
our house were sealed by the ‘Katchehri’ (the lower court) clerk. It
shocked me and left a scar in the psyche for years to come. As soon
as father returned from his tour, everything was sorted out, but as
usual, after any such incident, mother moved from this house to
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VIIl. The next house, not so good, but fun for playing dur-
ing the monsoons

This next house was an old house, not clean and not big. They said it
had ghosts. Moreover, the children in the neighborhood were sort of
rowdy. There was no electrical wiring in the house though streetlights
were electrical and wires passed by our terrace boundary. Dada was
to appear in High School Exams. Since he was studious and intel-
ligent, his classmates would come to study with him. One evening,
son of Prof. Pandey, of the English Department at the University,
came with an electric lamp and wires with hooks. He, with others,
went up to the terrace and hooked the wires to the electric line to
light up the lamp. This was very illegal. When father came to know
about it, he told in no uncertain terms that he will meet (meaning
thereby complain to) Professor Pandey. Dada’s friend, son of the
Professor, quietly slipped away and the episode ended. We had no
electric light!

Days, months and years may pass but memories of childhood do
not fade away easily. The ghost house was not so bad. During the
monsoons, it gave us lot of opportunities to play around. Since it was
a corner house, the streets from the three sides met at the spot and
the front of the house became a little pond for us to float our paper
boats. Dada taught us to make small, big and covered paper boats,
not only boats but ships with chimney. Father gave us money to buy
colored shiny papers for our fascinating love to enjoy the monsoon
in the shape of floating gondolas. Father was very affectionate and
protective. He told the servants to keep an eye on us so that we do
not get hurt in the deep flowing water. May God give such parents to
every child. Here we made friends with whom we could play cricket
and badminton, as parks in front of the house were available. [ had a
Christian friend John and Dada had a Brahmin friend Uma Shankar.
A neighborhood general merchant was Haji Mian, a Muslim —a
cosmopolitan social environment for all.
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IX. The next house was very good, but my sister (Bitti) got
burned with scalding water

After moving out of the above house, we went to a freshly built
house in the same area. It had all colored tiles and colorful glasses
in windows and doors. It was a new experience. The latest design, a
gate, little lawn, a front verandah, drawing room, corner rooms, back
verandah, courtyard, a clean kitchen, and bath rooms, but still no
electricity. The two back rooms were occupied by an old lady-relative
of the owner of the house. That was what I did not like in spite of the
good color of the house and clean environment. This house too had
bad luck for my sister (Bitti). One day in the evening, a servant was
carrying a large metal container (‘Bhagauna’) full of scalding hot
water for use by our mother as she needed it for fomenting herself.
From nowhere, Bitti came running and hit the boiling water pot. It
spilled all over her little body and part of her skin came peeling down.
She cried and jumped all over to our dismay and horror. With great
difficulty, our maid caught her and treated her by putting coconut oil
and other ingredients on her body. Dr. Misra was called and father
was informed by telegram as he was on his tour for his office work.
The entire summer was spent in taking care of Bitti. The bruises
and burns left permanent marks. Father rushed back, and the bad
accident prompted mother to change the house again.

X. From there to other houses

There are two more houses of my childhood days that I can recall
though the sequence of their occupation is a bit hazy. One is the
“D-Road” house. It had a substantial area, but was part of a big
building. In the front was a long verandah and behind that a big
hall which we had divided by a wooden partition to make room
for the library of the Oxford University Press books and a sitting
room. Connected with that were two rooms, a verandah, a court-
yard, a kitchen, a toilet and an opening on the street. This is where
I learned card games which mother, servants and a maid played in
the afternoons. Those days servants were never in short supply. We
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had a ‘maharaj’ (or ‘maharajin”) to cook the meals, one (‘mehra’ or
‘mehri’) to clean the utensils and the house, and another to make
the beds and run errands. The house was located near a railway line
and a road in the front passed under the railway line. That was a bit
noisy, but watching the trains and wagons pass by was a great pas-
time. One handicap was that on the other side of the road was Idgah
(prayer ground of muslims). During Id prayers, the Idgah, and the
road, as well as our verandah, were occupied by people to pray. It
was sometimes scary and no one could refuse people to come into
our verandah. My father, who belonged to Arya Samaj (believed in
the Vedic scriptures), was against the caste system (note that we did
not use our caste name (Asthana); we are Kayasthas (see a website:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kayastha for details); our father had
great tolerance for all religious beliefs. He did welcome the Mullahs
coming in hordes to use our verandah. However, there was a period
when Hindu-Muslim riots used to be a common scene in North
India. Allahabad was notorious for such happenings. The shouting
crowds of several muslim groups with slogans like ‘Allah O Akbar’
and that of Hindus calling ‘Jai Mahadev’ and ‘Jai Mahabir’ could
be heard in the darkness of the night. Since the house was near the
Idgah and a slaughter house, mostly controlled by muslims, mother
insisted for a change of the house. I remember that I, for one, was
happy to get in the evenings cooked cut-liver of lamb and goats at
reasonable prices in a shop nearby. At this house, we were visited by
a guest from Lahore, the son of the counterpart of my father in the
publishing business. Lahore was the capital of the then undivided
province of Punjab. This tall handsome man added fuel to the fire
by giving vivid descriptions of the Hindu-Muslim riots in Lahore
with strong anti-muslim views. Mother got extra strength to her ar-
guments to leave this ‘dangerous’ area. Now, I remember we moved
from here to 11C Bai-ka-Bagh.

Xl. A trip to Calcutta with father — an aside

Before I get back to other houses, let me narrate my visit to Calcutta
with father with no one else of the family with him, but only I as a
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doting boy with his father. A new jacket was bought to match my
moccasin shoes stitched specially out of father’s grey old felt hat.
During those days, there was no direct train from Allahabad to Cal-
cutta. A bogey or a carriage was shuttled to Chheoki railway station
to be attached to a Bombay (now Mumbai)-Calcutta Mail Train. A
friend of our father, from Lahore, was to join us at Chheoki: D.C.
Sharma, a Professor of English at Lahore College, who lived at 1 A
Court Street in Lahore. He had different tales to tell regarding riots
there. Anyway, we became friends since we were traveling in the same
compartment of “Inter” Class. There used to be four classes in the
railway trains: 1%; 2"; Inter; and 3. None was air conditioned. Air
conditioned (A/C) classes came much later in our lives. Professor
Sharma was short, fair, handsome and a jolly-good fellow; he was
a great conversationalist. It was a great experience traveling with
him. The evening meals and the morning breakfast were ordered by
him and I loved his choices. On arrival at the Howrah station, there
were volunteers to receive us as our father and Professor Sharma
were delegates to the Conference organized by the All India Educa-
tion Federation. Father, being the General Secretary of the United
Provinces Teachers Association, received special attention; so, we
too received the same attention as we were with him. We crossed
the famous Howrah Bridge. I was told that when the steamers and
ships moved under the bridge, the traffic was closed and the central
portion of the bridge was opened up. I could never see it happening.
It was the year of 1936. During the Conference, we were allowed to
sit near the Dais and there were speeches mostly in English. However,
some of the entertainment shows were in Bengali. Our stay was well
arranged in the hostels on the College Street. When father was not
at the conference, he took me around Calcutta: Victoria Memorial;
Botanical Garden (famous for its huge Banyan tree); Chowranghee
(Chowringhee) Square; Esplanade Area; I even had a memorable
ride on the tram. He took me to meet his colleagues working at the
headquarters of the Oxford University Press in India at Bow Bazar
Street, and at particular restaurants on Chowranghee Street where
the food was to his liking.

At the end of the Conference, we went to see off a special friend
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of father Professor P. Sheshadri at Howrah Railway Station. One
thing I liked about the Howrah station is that our taxi went right
up to the railway platform and that Professor Sheshadri was travel-
ing in style in a 1* class coupé. He was a very fair and tall person,
dressed in white dhoti, shirt, jacket and turban with gold ribbon or
woven brocade. His head gear was typical of people coming from
the Mysore area. Later, I saw the famous physicist Sir C.V. Raman
and Professor K. S. Krishnan wearing the same outfit. Professor
Sheshadri talked to father in real crisp English which I now realize
that British had outsourced their language to India at a very early
stage — maybe to get Indians to work for their Empire, not knowing
that they will lose the Empire through the same tool.

Xll. Back to the houses at Allahabad

There were two more houses where we lived in that period—one on
Zero Road and the other at Hewitt Road. I do not recall anything
of much consequence to relate here. But, there are two incidents of
my childhood/boyhood that are still hiding in the deep recesses of
my memory that [ wish to relate here.

During the summer vacation, it was usual for my uncle (Chacha:
Mr. Har Prasad, father’s younger brother), Chachi (aunt) and their
son Kesho (Keshav) Bhai (Krishna Murari) to pack their bags and
travel up to Chachi’s brother (Mama, our maternal uncle). I had not
known any such relation where I could go. Chachi was somehow
fond of me and I used to love to visit the family quite often. My
mother used to tease me by saying “Since she has nursed you with
her milk when you were a baby, so you run to her’—may be it was
a fact, but I don’t know. One summer, I was invited by Chacha and
Chachi to spend the summer vacation with them in Bihar in the town
of Barh, where "Mama’ was posted as "Munsif® (senior most judicial
officer). Father readily agreed, but mother grudgingly. I loved travel-
ing. Father bought me new ‘chappals’ of permanent black leather so
that its shine remained without polish. A few shirts and pants were
added to my wardrobe along with the latest style undergarments.
Father loved to see me excited and happy.
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We traveled in an Inter Class compartment as this is what middle
class families could afford, although I had seen 2™ class tickets in my
father’s jacket pockets when he went on official duty. Our maternal
uncle’s (Mama’s) official residence was large and it was near the
Judicial Courts. Summer heat was killing. After 10 A.M., we were
not allowed to go out; we stayed in a room full of hard beds; under-
neath was filled with some water; and a hand-pulled fan, hanging
from the ceiling, was operated by servants to keep us cool. What I
missed, there, was non-vegetarian food as both the families were
vegetarian, being members of The Theosophical Society whose one
important member was Mrs. Annie Besant, as mentioned earlier.
She was also a member and worker of the All India Congress, the
organization later influenced by Mahatma Gandhi that achieved
freedom for India.

After a month, Mama was transferred to Begusarai, a town on the
other side of the Ganges River. It was great fun to cross the river ina
steamer boat. I could run around the deck and suck juicy mangoes.
I was asked to write a letter home and I readily did. That was my
first and last letter to my father in Hindi. I do not remember what
all 1 wrote, but on my return he gave me back the letter with few
corrections which I certainly appreciated thinking that father had
read the letter carefully.

Mama and Chacha used to play Tennis in the evening, in a ‘court’
created in the compound of the house. What was funny was that
they used to wear ‘Dhoti’ in a peculiar fashion that replaced normal
trousers!

Nani (Chachi’s mother, grand mother of Kesho Bhai) was the
‘house keeper’ who selected the menu and maintained discipline
at meal times. Their ‘maharaj’ (the cook) was from her home town
Bhagalpur. Breakfast was typical potato fries and ‘puris’; and the
evening tiffin was roasted gram (‘chana’) and puffed rice (‘lai’)
mixed with salt and mustard oil. Lunch and dinner included boiled
rice, ‘chapati’ (bread), ‘dal’ (lentils) of all kinds, and a variety of
vegetables. Sometimes for dessert, we had warm ‘gulab jamuns’
from Katcheheriwala ‘halwai’. Nani used to make atta (wheat flour)
halwa’. The recipe was equal amounts of atta, sugar and ghee. I liked
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that halwa. Later, Chachi used to feed us a similar halwa as well
as ‘atta namkeen’ whenever we visited her. Thus, she was called
“namkeen wali chachi” by us and our children. The cook (maharaj)
and Nani and Chachi’s hometown Bhagalpur stuck to our lives.
As a student of class III/IV and visitor to Nani’s place, I had never
imagined that my sister Bitti will settle down for life in that city
and I for one will marry a ravishing beauty from a village called
Puraniserai (Basti) of Nathnagar Postal area of Bhagalpur. Thus, I
close my first Bihar visit.

On return to Allahabad, my father was happy to see me beaming, as
I did not catch the usual typhoid fever during summers. Our childhood
was plagued by sickness like measles, typhoid or malaria. We had
taken for granted that either before or after the usual examinations
at school, we will be sick in bed. There was no medicine prescribed
by doctors for measles and chicken pox. The afflictions were named
“Choti Mata” and “Bari Mata”. The ‘Pundit’ and ‘Mali’ would come
daily to perform some kind of ‘Puja’and wash us with boiled ‘neem’
water and keep flies away with a branch of ‘neem’ leaves. Such was
the medical scene of our early days. [It is only recently that the World
has discovered the medicinal value of ‘neem’ (4zadirachta indica);
see < http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Neem>.]

Another incident that has stayed with me till today and that has
changed my psyche for good — is discussed below. After the mar-
riage of Ramji Bhaiya (Rameshwar Chandra Asthana, eldest son of
our uncle Bireshwar Prasad), his family settled in Delhi. The first
summer was to be spent with the new Bhabhi (sister-in-law) in the
Delhi house on Babar Lane. My cousin Munnaji (Jagdish Chandra
Asthana, youngest brother of Ramji Bhaiya), who was only 5 days
older to me, and I made plans for taking a vacation in Delhi and
making that vacation a memorable one. We both were all so set
and glued after long discussions about enjoying the vacation that
any change would hurt us. Since I had not disclosed anything to
my parents, | started feeling guilty and got scared to talk to father.
When I did so, he was furious and refused to give me permission
to go to Delhi. I was completely crestfallen and I cried lying in a
corner. Mother tried to console me and was afraid that I might fall
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sick. No one could help me and I went on crying throughout the day
till father came back home after his work. He too was disturbed and
tried to explain that there must be reasons for his refusal to let me
go on the trip. Father hesitated but when he found no way out, he
spoke. “Listen, I would not accept Ramji paying for your expenses
as I know that he will be doing it at the cost of cutting out from the
monetary help which he provides to his parents, and Ramji will not
accept my paying for your expenses as he is indebted to me for all
the help that I have been extending all these years. So, you have to
wait for an opportune moment.”

I got up and hugged him. That was my father of strong convictions
and great morals. He used to say to keep good relations—“Don 1
complain and don 't explain”; “Keep your expectations to minimum
from all’; “Pretty is as Pretty as one does.” He has remained with
me by my side all these years of my life. I think I have said enough
and I wait to see how I end my years left to live.
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Amma

Malati Sahay*

(translated from Hindi to English by Anju Okhandiar)

I was born on April 5, 1929. The following text was written

on July 2, 2006, when I was visiting my son Anupam, my
daughter-in-law Shilpi and their son Anav, in Strongsville, Ohio,
USA. Appendix 2 has a glossary of terms, useful to those who are
not familiar with Hindi, and Appendix 3 is the original Hindi text
that I wrote.

Every one of us and each family has a story to tell that can be
threaded into the larger story of civilization. My family has its own
story.

Our Amma, Savitri Devi, was born in Banaras (now known as
Varanasi), perhaps in 1899. She was the dearest of her father, darling
of her step-mother and the love of her only brother. At the tender age
of 13, she was married to 10 years older Sri Vishveshwar Prasad.
Her in-laws lived in Daranagar and her father-in-law was Sri Ganga
Prasad, a sub-judge by profession.

Her life story is extraordinary; especially, the story of her birth
is enchanting but painful. Due to the early onset of labor, the head
of the child was invisible, but one of the women attending the birth
spotted a baby girl opening her eyes. This baby girl was then born
and while she was being cleaned up, her mother passed away. Destiny
dictated its terms and bestowed her love on the newborn.

Amma’s young age and her affectionate upbringing could not
compromise with the ways of her in-laws’ household. She refused
to use the veil, hence, would not come out of her room. This re-

Iam the only daughter of Savitri Devi and Vishveshwar Prasad;

*704 Mahesh Apartment “B,” Khanjarpur, Bhagalpur, Bihar- 812001, India
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stricted her outings. If she woke up early before sunrise she would
go to the bathroom, otherwise 2—4 maids would build a wall with
‘saris’ on two sides for her to be able to access it as a lane to reach
the bathroom. Consequently, she became a patient of stomach ail-
ments. Salty snacks like ‘dalmoot’ were her favorite, which her
brother smuggled to her under his umbrella. She would fill herself
with various snacks. Her stomach ailments worsened as years went
by. Ulcers were diagnosed.

Amma’s life was clearly divided into good and bad fortune. Her
good fortune was her philanthropic husband (Babuji) and her eldest
son (Krishnaji), whom we called Dada. Her ill-fortune was her
poor health. Seeing her bed-ridden all the time it was suggested to
Babuji that he re-marry, a suggestion to which he would just smile
and walk away. Wherever they lived he made sure that Amma was
visited and treated by a doctor regularly. He took her to Calcutta and
Lucknow for treatment. Not only that, he even got her admitted to
a school in the neighbourhood so that she would get formal educa-
tion. This institution was Crosthwaite Girls’ Intermediate College.
It had classes from kindergarten to the 12" class. Although Amma’s
program never took off the ground, I studied there.

My three brothers (Krishnaji, Gopalji and Govindjee) and I were
brought up with the help of servants. We did not have the luxury of
Amma’s physical indulgence on an everyday basis but there was no
relenting in her love for us.

I remember two occasions when she personally stood up and cared
for us. On the first occasion when Govindjee was suffering from re-
ally stubborn boils on his legs, Amma treated him herself. She would
make him stand on the bed, wash his boils and apply homemade oil.
He got better after this treatment. I would tease him, ” Now we don’t
have to go to the market to buy printed clothes; Govindjee’s printed
legs are good enough”. Amma would laugh it off; at the same time,
she would forbid me to tease him. On a second occasion, she stood
tall in her courage and self-confidence. I remember vividly, I must
have been about 7-8 years old. We lived in a beautiful house. It had
a courtyard and a big bathtub in the bathroom. During the summers,
after playing outside, I would come and soak myself in the bath tub
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and would stay in there to my heart’s content. One day as [ came run-
ning in I collided with a servant who was coming from the opposite
direction carrying a bowl of boiling water. I was burnt severely and
ran like an injured deer restlessly in the courtyard. Amma was lying
in the verandah. She immediately grabbed me and made me sit on the
bed next to herself. The doctor who lived next door was summoned
in haste. He looked at my wounds and suggested that the damaged
skin now hanging from my body needed to be removed. Amma
would not agree to it; she refused, and said, "No”. She told the doc-
tor that he could prescribe any oral medication that he thought was
necessary but she would not allow him to touch my skin. She then
sent for a big metal plate from the kitchen and she mixed coconut
oil and lime water to make a paste. She then applied this paste onto
my skin. After some days she replaced the coconut oil with castor
oil. All this time, I slept only on one side of my body and developed
bedsores. It took months for me to recover but Amma did not give
up. With her constant care and indulgence, I gained a second life;
not only that, my skin has remained unblemished until today. Babuji
was on tour but Amma took all the decisions herself.

One day Babuji mentioned a stark reality to Amma, "When I am
dead you will not have any worries,” he said and added, ” God has
given you a son like Krishnaji”. His words were true. He passed
away after sometime and Amma was left a widow at the age of 44.
From her age of 44 to 69, Dada stood by her with his head bowed
like a son and pillared the duties of a husband under His protection.
God had bestowed upon her a true ‘Shrawan kumar’. Dada never
said ‘No’ to Amma ever.

An everlasting image that I still carry is the one where a table and
a chair were set in Amma’s room for Babuji and he would always
dine in her company.

Looking at her pictures I can positively say that my Amma was
beautiful and according to the time of the day she would dress up
well. Sadly, though, I mostly saw her melting away in her illness.
She was of normal height, lean and thin, very fair with a small face
and sharp eyes. She ate like a bird. Doctors were amazed at her
vitality. She would be confined to bed when ordered otherwise she
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would engage herself into some activity or another. She was a very
social person. Not only did she share her life with her neighbours,
she involved herself in their happy as well as sad times and with the
happenings surrounding the ‘outhouses’ where the servants lived. |
remember once she found some old trousers only to cut them and
sew them as shorts for the servants’ child. She would constantly
be making pillows if she saw someone needed it. According to her
every bed needed to have three pillows at least. Wherever she went,
she would take the baby of the house in her arms and walk around.
I did not see my mother cook on a regular basis. But whenever she
cooked and whatever she cooked it was delicious. There is a saying
that your cooking reflects the purity of your heart. Once in the kitchen
she would not leave until she had prepared 3 or 4 dishes. Dada would
tell her not to strain herself and he would physically pick her up and
put her on the bed. She would then roll in laughter.

Amma did not have the mentality of ‘status consciousness’. She
was a popular person. People belonging to our social status respected
her; the 4" grade employees respected her as well. Peons from the
University, servants, and maid-servants all shared acommon bonding
and their time with her. They would sit by her, talk to her, and have
tea and joke. She would gladly share her home cures with them and
she would be happy.

Amma’s attendance at school can be counted on fingers. Ajiman-
begum, who was a maid at a nearby college, became fond of her
and started to visit our house. She kept coming even when she was
old and suffered from Parkinson’s disease. I can’t remember when
she stopped coming.

Babuji was a believer in Arya Samaj and Amma had her faith in
Sanatan Dharma religion. Punditji, who was our priest, performed
Navratri puja twice every year. ‘Satyanarayan katha’ was performed
several times. Dada sat as the main listener as no one else was inter-
ested. Amma herself would maintain two fasts ‘Ganesh chaturthi’
and ‘Lalhi chath’. Both of these fasts were for children and she
would take vows of offering for children for different reasons such
as success in exams, recovering from illness, new birth etc. These
were reasons enough for her to offer sweets to her deity-Hanuman.
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At first Dada would go to make offerings at ‘Baandh valé Hanu-
manji’; later, this puja was held at home. Numbers of vows increased.
Whenever Amma expressed a desire for puja, Dada would get some
sweets, read Hanuman Chaleesa himself and would chant prayers.
This delighted Amma. Every new born baby in the house was sent
to ‘Alopi’ temple and if possible for a holy dip in the Sangam. This
reminds me of a heart warming incident when I had taken my baby
daughter to Allahabad. Anju was then 6 months old. Amma requested
Bari Bhabhi (my sister-in-law), “Take Bitti’s (my pet name) daughter
to Alopi temple and for a dip in the Sangam.” After a day or two we
went to the temple. As planned we then got into a boat that moved
towards Sangam. A really dark skinned man, who sat in the boat,
stared at me in such a way that I got unnerved. When we came to
the Sangam, Bhabhi asked him for a jug of milk as he was the only
one selling milk. Stretching out the milk jug he asked, “Are you
Bitti?” I could hardly believe my eyes. “Junglee,” I cried. “Yes, it’s
me,” then looking at Anju he again asked, "Is she your daughter?”
“Of course,” I replied. He picked up the milk jug brought it forward
to touch Anju’s hand and poured the entire contents in the river. My
hair stands on its end even today when I think of that day. He threw
away his entire day’s wage. Junglee used to work in our house, a
servant who had been to jail. My parents took him in and he was
reformed. He was prepared to die for us. I attribute Junglee’s deed
on that day to my parents’ goodness and sympathy.

During summers, Amma sent gifts of “sari’ and sums of rupees to
relatives. Food was not cooked that day; we ate food that had been
prepared earlier as offering. If the baby cried in the house, even
voodoo was performed to ward off the ghosts and bring a cure.

Amma had her faith in values. She saw her two daughters-in-law
before their wedding on one condition only: that the sons would
marry no other but them. My Bari Bhabhi was very fair, beautiful
and slim, but had small pox marks on her face. There was no criticism
of her at all. My Choti Bhabhi — though not so fair — was a beauty.
Dada did say to Amma when they went to see the girl, “Look at her
carefully; she is not fair. Don’t complain afterwards that Gopalji is
not suited to her.” Amma looked away from the girl who was sitting
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in the train compartment. “I don’t know any such talk,” then turned
to my Bari Bhabhi and said, “Go and buy some fruits and put them
in her lap.” This took place on the platform of the Allahabad train
station and in connection with her son who was the most charming
and handsomest of her three sons, just like his father.

Amma’s likes and dislikes were distinct. Her eyes were like metal
detectors and anything untoward or wrong would cause the sirens
to beep. No one was spared her siren. Whether it was Amma’s fa-
ther-in-law (Babuji’s uncle), Bari Bhabhi Bimla, who cared for her
and would not sleep before she had oiled her hair, or Nirmala, her
younger daughter in-law, who charmed her with her sunny disposi-
tion. I would sometimes speak when it was not needed and kept
quiet at the wrong place. Bhaiya (Gopalji) would manage with few
words, by ignoring things and spoke sparingly. But everyone heard
Amma’s siren. Even Dada could not escape it. Govindjee heard the
siren loudest when he came home from America after marrying a
local but known and a very beautiful girl (Rajni). After sometime
this incident was neither here nor there.

The person who was possibly spared Amma’s siren was her son-
in-law (my husband) Professor Radha Krishna Sahay. Although he
was spared in a roundabout way as it sounded sweeter for him. I
remember once when he was coming to Allahabad to take me back
to Bihar, his shoes were stolen on the way. At the station he missed
the person who had come to receive him and went straight to the
Bata shoe shop near my house, bought a new pair of shoes before
he came home. Although this was a delicate matter to be spoken
about within the in-laws household, everyone soon came to know
about it and had a good laugh. Dada, being the eldest, competently
balanced the delicate relationship between him and his brother in-law
and kept it colorful. Amma heard of this story but kept quiet. As my
husband and I were ready to return to Bihar, Amma called Dada to
one side and whispered, “Bhaiya (eldest son’s name was not taken),
send someone with these two.” “Why?”” Dada asked, “When he came
here alone, his shoes got nicked, now he is carrying so much stuff.
And Bitti is with him too,” said Amma. Dada burst out laughing and
said, “I’m afraid somebody might take him away!” Amma added “No
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jokes, I'm honest.” My husband did not lose a moment in joining
with the laughter. We then came away from there.

Amma chewed fragrant tobacco and nutmeg (‘supari’). When
she was moderately angry and Dada happened to be around her, he
would shout to others “Come on, bring Amma’s tobacco! What are
you lot up to?” This lightened the atmosphere and Amma would
start laughing. At the same time she would not lose the opportunity
to complain. If at all an incident went out of hand, then Dada would
have to appease her and deal with the guilty party at the same time.
Everything would get sorted out. Life would run normally, with
Dada’s efforts.

A fine example of Amma’s likes and dislikes was her moving
from one house to another, which always had a reason. I have put
her likes and dislikes into a boundary as not many people would
agree with her. As far as I can remember we lived in more than 14
houses in Allahabad. The last house was a large university house. It
was a massive place with seven rooms, one utility room, one kitchen,
two other small rooms, two big verandahs, one huge courtyard, an
outside lawn, one garage, land on either side, three outhouses with
lots of trees and a big garden. Amma died here.

After Amma’s death, our own house was purchased in Teliar-
ganj — here my eldest Bhabhi lives with my nephew Deep Ranjan
(Deepak) and his wife Madhu and their two children Soubhagyadeep
(Monu) and Priyanka (Pinky). Dada died in this house.

It happened that which ever house we lived in lost its charm for
Amma at some point, and this happened mostly when Babuji was on
tour. Amma would order her army of servants to find another place
to live and they would always come back successful. Word was sent
to Babuji. He would turn up at the new address, set up an office and
carry on with his work.

Amma could never be associated with stinginess. She would let
her mind be known, either through jokes or volume depending on
who was receiving it. And if the person did not fall into those two
categories, she would babble about them and put her mind to rest.
She lived light, very light and in the name of wealth she left three
‘athanees’ in her suitcase when she left this world.
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Similarly, she disliked idleness as well as any work not completed
in time. She often remarked “Bhaiyas have cleaned their teeth and
are waiting for something to eat, your breakfast is not ready yet, and
these people don’t understand that delay in eating in the morning
causes kharayee.” I have yet to understand the full meaning of the
word kharayee, but I have gathered this much: it was her belief that
if you didn’t eat something in the morning after brushing your teeth
it was not good for your health. By Amma’s standard, Choti Bhabhi
was slow in her work which she found difficult to tolerate. “I would
have entertained a wedding party in this time!” she would say. This
was Amma; everyone listened to her views. Life went along on its
rails in one piece, carrying with it ups and downs, sour and sweet.

When it came to drinking tea, Bari Bhabhi was her best compan-
ion. A bad cup of tea, or tea not to her liking, upset her: it spoilt the
taste. She was fond of the tea Bari Bhabhi made. It was interesting
to see whenever she came home after having tea at someone’s house
that after a while she would remark “Dulhin, did you like the tea
over there?” Bhabhi would get the hint. “I’ll make some fresh tea
for us Amma” she would say. Tea would be prepared and the two of
them would enjoy a glass each. Although Amma would take only
a few sips.

Amma hated ‘purdah,’ or the veil. She was ahead of her time.
Babuji’s uncle lived with us but she never kept her veil in front of
him. Her daughters-in-law followed her lead and never kept their
veils. Whenever Amma visited someone’s house to bless the bride,
sitting in the crowd she would shout, “Lift her veil up! She must be
suffocating in there!” The host would either keep quiet or ignore
her; after all there was the question of social custom and status quo.
People would talk if the bride did not keep the veil. On many occa-
sions Amma would come away from the ceremony and sometimes
Bhabhi would sense her unease, “Let’s go Amma”, she would say
and bring her back home. It came to her knowledge that I was go-
ing to get married in Chapra, Bihar; she also knew that Bihar had
a very heavy veil custom. Whenever Amma saw me locked in my
room for long, she would come out saying “She’s getting into the
habit of living in a box.” Amma did not shy away from letting her
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wishes be known, even to her daughter. If only she had known that
[ did not come out of my room in Chapra for a month and a quarter,
her objections would have certainly reached my in-laws.

Amma placed immense value on love and affection. I was in
class six and I had my final sewing exam. I had to stitch a frock and
made a wrong cut on the material, then started to cry. Amma heard
me cry, got up with difficulty from her bed, even though she was
slightly more unwell than usual. She enquired with affection as to
what the matter was. When she came to know that I had my sewing
exam the next day and the cutting had gone wrong, she picked up
the scissors and mended it all. “Why did you cry for such a small
matter?” she said, and then went back to her room. I then knew what
a mother was. Another incident that  remember vividly as a remark-
able example of her expression of love: Once we were travelling in a
horse drawn carriage, I sat next to her but on her sari. As she got up
to straighten her sari the coachman drove the carriage, and she fell
off the coach. She got hurt and was picked up and brought into the
house. I burdened myself with the guilt and would not go in front
of her. When she felt slight relief from her pain and realized that I
was not to be seen, she summoned me and caressed me. I melted in
her love. What my heart felt that day was no less than the gift of life
itself. At times, Amma would get upset with both of my sisters in
law (Bhabhis), but there was no shortage of love for them. No one
could call Bari Bhabhi fat or plump, even though she had put on
weight. In Amma’s eyes she was proportionate and beautiful. Choti
Bhabhi would visit her parents every year. It felt as if a daughter was
leaving home, and she would say, “Come back soon”.

Amma never raised her hand on any of her children. I was the
only one who got smacked by her. It so happened that she asked the
‘naun’ (wife of a barber) to oil my hair as it was drying up. I refused,
pushed my hands and ran away. I was called back and Amma tried
to do my hair, I still kept pushing her so she slapped me lightly. I
was not used to her punishment; hence, one slap was enough. To
add to Amma’s high standard of values, Babuji was also non-violent
by nature. He tolerated many misses by his servants but would not
stand any slips in the hospitality of his guests; this would anger him.
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On one such occasion he said to one of his servants “I’ll have you
beaten up!” When Amma heard this she laughed, ”You can’t beat
him up yourself, so you are talking of getting him beaten up”.

Once, a very stressful incident occurred. Dada was in Delhi at that
time. Amma came out of the house and decided to go for a walk.
It was raining heavily. Streets became water logged. It’s difficult to
imagine how this skinny woman must have navigated her way through
the rain. Anyone could‘ve thought that she would have fallen or got-
ten washed away. There was panic when she was found missing and
everyone went out looking for her, Dada became breathless. Amma
was finally found after one hour sitting in a shop. The shopkeeper,
in Delhi, had given her shelter from the rain. She was brought home
and everyone breathed a sigh of relief.

Days went by and our home was filled with Amma’s grandchil-
dren — grandsons, granddaughters. This body gets worn away, no
matter how much you nurture it. Dada always wanted to stay with
Amma so he did not leave Allahabad. He refused promotions, wealth,
foreign appointments, all of these. He did go to Delhi and Kirki but
he took Amma with him. Then a situation arose when Dada was
offered a professorship at Jodhpur University and he went, leaving
Amma with Bhabhi.

Finally, that dreaded day arrived from which Dada had been shel-
tered. Amma called Bari Bhabhi in the morning, whispered something
and then slept and slept forever. Bhaiya (Gopalji) had just arrived
in the morning from Lucknow. He came to her, saw her, she was
peaceful. Nothing could be done without Dada. Dada was informed
but he could not come as there were no flights available. Amma
lay on ice slabs for 36 hours waiting for her son to say goodbye. |
reached home. Dada came and poured his heart out. It unnerves me
whenever I think of it. Dada got deprived of the very moment in his
life that he had made his only focus. Amma’s dead body was taken in
a procession. People spoke highly of Dada no less than they talked
of the departed soul. Govindjee was in the States.

There is no doubt that God is kind and bestows strength to face
the harshest of pains. Nevertheless, I feel on such occasions for
ones’ minds and hearts, He turns into anarchist strength. He does
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anything that He wants.

The next day Dada asked his priest’s advice about the ‘shraadh’
ceremony. “Babuji’s shraadh was performed by the Arya Samaj
method; Punditji, what do you think about Amma’s shraadh? I feel a
real service can only be done when one is alive; you can do anything
after death.” Punditji put forward his own viewpoint: “Ammaji was
Sanaatani. Her shraadh must be performed by those principles.” Dada
agreed. Bhaiya had some work pending in his company so he was
allowed to leave. Govindjee wanted to come but he was telephoned
to be consoled, “You will not be able to see Amma now, why do
you want to come?” I was allowed to leave to see my children. My
daughter was unwell.

It is a common belief that shraadh, a peace offering, or any such
work that is done with devotion increases the quality of that work.
[ have attended many shraadh ceremonies but I am convinced that
all those who attended Amma’s ceremony would still have the pious
beautiful and collective chants of the priests echoing in their ears
till today. Fragrant incense and the incantation of mantras created
such a solemn atmosphere that it engulfed everyone.

Everything is over now. Life has become normal again. One
person has left forever.
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Amma

Gopalji*
elow, I present some stories I had heard and my personal
recollections of my dear mother.
I. Mother’s Marriage

My mother whom we called Amma was, according to my early im-
pressions, a very good looking woman — sharp features, very fair
complexion, and slim. She was not literate according to the present
day standards; she could sign her name (Savitri Devi) in Hindi, and
knew a lot of things. She used to tell us stories about her marriage.
I think she said she was 13 years old at the time of her marriage.
She took pride in relating that our grand uncle (from our father’s
side) Munshi Saraswati Prasad went a begging for her hand for my
father. Further, when ‘Baratis’ (members of the marriage party) were
being fed, some one asked for *ghee’ in their ‘dal’, a canister-full of
ghee was poured in his bowl such that it overflowed on the ground.
Such ego-centric society existed! My Nana (mother’s father) was
a wealthy contractor in Banaras explaining, perhaps, such action
from their side.

Il. Story of my not Drinking Milk

As a small boy, I loved to sleep by my mother’s side keeping head
on her arm. She was very affectionate and would feed me herself.
However, there was a special servant named Phunni whose job was
to make me drink milk. I used to tease him by asking him to hold me,

*H37/2 DLF, Qutab Enclave, Phase |, Gurgaon, Haryana-122 002, India
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my milk glass and the lantern (‘laltain”) with one hand, a condition
for drinking milk. When he failed to cajole me, he threatened that he
will take me into the ‘Dark Lane’ (Kali Gali) full of ‘Kaitha’ trees,
where hundreds of owls were sitting to jump on me, if I did not drink
milk. I did drink some milk, but not enough. I believe that this lack
of enough milk may have resulted in weakness of my bones. My
bones always broke easily in my early life, and I do have problems
with my bones even now. I tell this story so that the importance of
milk for strong bones is recognized by all.

lll. A Stillborn Baby

Amma was frail. I vividly remember that she gave birth to a ‘still’
baby at 47 Bai-Ka-Bagh. This baby was brought out of my mother’s
room when the baby was already dead; her face is etched deep in my
memory. [All of us were born in the house, not in the hospital.]

IV. The ‘Purdah’ System

Women in the family rarely had fresh air because of the *purdah‘(veil)
they wore. This was clearly from the days when Muslim Kings ruled
India. When my grand aunt went to the Ganges (Gangaji) for some
Puja, her ‘Palki’ was fully covered from all sides. At the entry point
of the bathing ‘ghat,” there would be half-a-dozen maids holding
cloth, making a corridor for the grand aunt to walk up to the river.
Our aunts, who visited us, at our homes, always came covered with
‘chaddar’; it was imperative for the hostess to remove this ‘chad-
dar’; otherwise, it was considered a bad omen! Chador is a Farsi
(Persian) word. Even today, using Chador is mandatory in many
Muslim countries... I remember it well from my visit to Tehran
in Persia (Iran). [Recalling my crying when I could not go to visit
Ramji Bhaiya in Delhi (see my text on ‘Babuji’), I never thought
then that I will be nearly a globe trotter — having by now visited
many countries in the World.]

35



V. Mother’s lliness

Because of unhealthy living conditions, Amma may have suffered
from Tuberculosis (TB). My recollection is that TB was assumed
by the doctor after a chest X-ray that showed a small patch in the
lungs. One Dr. G. Ghosh, who practiced in the then posh area of Civil
Lines, started treating her. Although he was very young, he had a
good reputation and was considered to be highly knowledgeable. TB
was also known as ‘Consumption’: it was said that it needed strong
willpower to overcome this dreaded disease. There was no medicine
then to cure TB except to fight it by improving health—good food
and environment. We have no evidence that Amma indeed had an
active TB since patches can be scars from the body fighting TB
bacteria; also it is a highly contagious disease and none of us around
her were ever diagnosed of TB. Father tried to arrange all that was
possible. Amma sustained herself for many years. It is not clear if
she did not have some other disease, such as Ulcer. Although, in
the end, many of her organs were affected, she survived for 23 years
beyond father’s passing away. It is remarkable how she cared for all
of us in spite of her illness.

Amma really could not give us the kind of attention normally
one gets from a mother. We were mostly looked after by a fleet of
hired people for food, clothing, education and entertainment. Amma
was taken care of by visiting doctors, servants and lot of medicines.
Our elder brother ‘Dada’ was the one who knew how to handle her
health from day one! He was dedicated to her all his life. He would
never think of leaving Allahabad—he was simply worried about her
well being. As a bad luck, he took a professional assignment at the
University of Jodhpur (in Rajasthan). It is as if during this period,
she ‘switched off’ so to say. Dada was miserable because he could
not be by her bedside when she left us and this World.

My interactions with Amma were not that much (as often I was
away from home). In a sense, I felt some strange ‘grudge’ after my
marriage as seemingly Amma liked my wife more than me. I was
always Dad’s boy (he had left us in 1943) than my mother’s. In spite
of that, her concerns about my food likings were expressed clearly
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to my wife. Love and affection for one’s own child could never get
shrouded under any circumstances: umbilical bonds of mother could
never be broken. My traveling had started when she was almost bed
ridden. The only way I knew to express my love and affection for
her was to bring some ‘small presents’ which she could appreciate
and use — maybe they are lying somewhere in Allahabad, or maybe
they all are lost.

My only prayer and wish is wherever her soul be, it should be in
a healthy body surrounded by loving human beings. If I could not
provide the kind of succor to her compared to Dada, I still have the
satisfaction to have been present by her side when she breathed her
last — that too was a chance that I was visiting Allahabad. I was
lucky to be with her.
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Adieu to Amma

Bimla*

(translated by Gopalji from Hindi)

war Prasad, and wife of the late Professor Krishnaji. In the
following paragraphs, I present a short tribute to Amma and
some of my recollections.

My firm belief in Destiny has propelled me through my roller-
coaster childhood and adolescent life till I got into the hold of the
family of Amma. Otherwise, I think, I would have been emotionally
broken into pieces. I learnt from her how to face extreme turbulence
in life and sickness.

I was born in a wealthy house of my grandfather Rai Bahadur
Munshi Ram Garib Lal, Chairman of the Kayastha Bank. He was
a lawyer by profession, but had turned into a banker of fame in
the city of Gorakhpur, U.P. He was a self-made person. He had a
philanthropic nature, and he lost everything that he had acquired in
his lifetime. My grandparents and parents passed away during my
childhood. I being a tomboy was sent away to my Nani’s (mother’s
mother) village, and then to my Mausi’s (mother’s sister) place,
and thereafter to my Chacha (father’s younger brother) and Chachi
(aunt) and ultimately to my Bua’s (father’s sister) house. Phupha
(Bua’s husband), being a District Judge, could look after us (myself,
my elder sister Savitri and brother Gopal Bhaiya) and arrange our
marriages. That was the first phase of my destiny.

It was the early part of 1946 when I was nearing nineteen, Phu-
pha found my new home. I was taken in his car with Bua to pick up
Amma and Gopal Babu (my future husband’s younger brother) from

Iam the eldest daughter-in-law of Savitri Devi and Vishvesh-
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their residence at 3 Kanpur Road (now called Purushottam Das (or
P.D.) Tandon Road), Allahabad, and Babu’s Chachi, from her Park
Road (now Panna Lal Road) residence, to meet Guru Maharaj at
Baré Mahabirji temple at Sangam, Allahabad. That was the way my
marriage was settled with Professor Krishnaji. We both had probably
a glimpse of each other when he was standing in the verandah at his
residence on Kanpur Road.

A friend of Dada was leaving for Australia; he offered his house
in Madhokunj complex from where my marriage was performed. It
was a better house with a lawn in front and a Kitchen garden on one
side of the house; there were twin rows of nice houses.

I was very happy to become a part of the family where Amma was
the matriarch and my husband Prof. Krishnaji whom his siblings
called Dada was the center (the hub) of the family. Amma was a
very affectionate, loving and a caring person. She would go in the
kitchen and cook dishes to the special liking of each individual. She
was adept in making Puja offerings like ‘panjiri,” ‘laddus,’ ‘halwa’.
Her ‘moong dal halwa’ and ‘namkeen’ savouries were special. For
Krishna Janma Ashtami, the dry fruit ‘taklies” were unsurpassed.

Being a tomboy of my house, I had not done serious regular cook-
ing at my parent’s place. So Amma used to cover me. She would
let me prepare the dough and spread it to form a chapatti, but she
would cook it on ‘tawa’ (pan) and fire, because I used to burn it
black. I slowly got in the groove of house keeping and taking care
of younger members of the family who were studying and on their
way up. It was a great experience to be taking care of Babu (Gopalji)
Bibiji (Bitti) and Govind Babu (Govindjee) . They reciprocated and
I loved it.

Amma was a frugal eater. Morning tea was taken with puffed rice
floating in the tea cup; the lunch was ‘roti’ (chapati) crushed in ‘dal’
and vegetables like potatoes and ‘lauki’ (gourd). In the evenings, she
was fond of eating ‘halwa’ and ‘pakora’ either of ‘besan’ (chickpea
flour) or ‘atta’ (wheat flour). She herself prepared these for all of
us. It was a happy family.

A year after our marriage, Meenu (formally Ira) arrived and the
entire house was agog with joy as a lovely little bundle of joy and
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goodness had come in the house. Amma was the happiest to see
a grand daughter. She said ‘Lakshmi,” the goddess of wealth, has
Joined us. Meenu was born in Kamla Nehru Hospital of Allahabad,
which was built in the memory of the Late wife of Pundit Jawaharlal
Nehru, the first Prime Minister of Independent India. Babu (Gopalji
) used to cycle all the way from the Kanpur Road to the Hospital
to bring food, milk and balloons for me and Meenu. My happiness
was fully shared by all.

After nearly two years, our first son Deepak was born to ‘complete’
the family. He was a toughy as he arrived at home and did not give
me time to reach the hospital. In spite of her frail health, Amma was
moving all over the house to clean up and take care of the newborn.
Babu by now had started in a job and the added income was useful.
He was happy to bring clothes and toys for the children.

Our neighbor was an advocate (Babu Hari Shankar). His wife
(we called her Bhabhi) was childless; she loved my children like
her own. Deepak was quite small then and would walk in her house
noiselessly. He was called by the couple Bhakku. They used to miss
him if he did not visit them. Babu fell sick in this house. He was
laid up with a liver problem and constant low-grade fever. As Amma
was suspected to have Tuberculosis, we got worried and several doc-
tors came to check him; he had chest X-rays and Blood tests done.
Nothing was diagnosed and all went well.

This is the period when Bibiji and Govind Babu were in senior
classes and had hordes of friends. They would come in groups to
our house. I was to prepare snacks for them. Amma came forward to
cook her favorite ‘halwa’. “Namkeen chaat’ was special for the girls
who used to shout when drinking hot tea after taking spicy ‘papris’.
Amma loved the perky gang who made her life lively. Govind Babu’s
friends were unique as his selected few were interested in bringing
out a magazine. One was a writer, another an artist and a dramatist,
one a publisher and an editor. They remained loyal to each other till
late in life. Amma used to dote on them as they were friends of the
youngest and her brightest son.

Dada had become a senior faculty member in the University. He
was entitled for the university accommodation. He was allotted a
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large house, at 14 B Bank Road. We were all happy to move in this
spacious living quarter.

Soon after, in 1952, Ranjan, my second son, was born. As Meenu,
Deepak and Ranjan were growing up, Amma became very possessive
of them. She would never let them stay out late during the evenings.
During winters, the moment they came inside the house, she would
rush with their sweaters and push them through their heads. In spite
of sweating bodies after play, sweaters were a must. Deepak was
somehow her favorite who used to sleep in the same bed with her.

Amma regularly used to give Dada some money on every festi-
val day. He, being the eldest son, she gave this money as what she
called Tyohari. The servants, living in the out house, became clever
in performing extra services like oiling her hair and massaging her
hands & feet as she would give extra money to them for this.

Amma would get restive (or shall I say restless) right from 4 PM.
onwards for her evening tea. She used to call me & say “Dulhin,
Chai banavo” (My daughter-in-law, please prepare tea). In spite of
getting weak, this is how she kept herself busy as time passed.

We lived for more than three decades in this house. Most of the
family marriages took place at 14 B Bank Road. Slowly the nest or
‘ghonsala’ became empty when Bibiji was married away and Govind
Babu left for America. My youngest daughter Chitra was born in
Aug 1960, when Babu was also in America for studies. In spite of
this, Bank Road house was always full with relatives and extended
family members. This is the house where Amma breathed her last.
Amma always wanted Dada to be near her. At night, she would call
him to give her sleeping pills. On occasions, when we were out of
the house to visit friends in the evening, a boy servant would come
running telling us that Amma is not well. Dada would cancel the
social visit to look after her. That was the kind of bonding mother
and son had. Everybody was very sad when Amma left us in early
1966, and that too when Dada was not around her.

Amma’s life was full of turmoil and uneasy lingering sickness.
We regularly consulted doctors for her and provided her the best
possible medicines. We all tried our best to keep her happy and in
good humor with all we had in us.
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I am now old with failing memory, so I bid adieu to Amma’s
great memories, and also pray for the great souls of my son Ranjan
whom we lost in a tragic car accident and my dear husband, the Late
Professor Krishnaji (Dada) who looked after the entire family, after
the sad and sudden early demise of his father (Babuji) in 1943 when
they lived in George Town.
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5

Recollections of my days in Amma’s home at
Allahabad

Nirmala *

veshwar Prasad. I, Nirmala, an eighteen year old girl from a

far off place had a crush on a young man (Gopalji) living in a
city named Allahabad. It might seem strange as [ had never seen him
nor communicated with him in any manner, but had only heard about
him through common relations. This one sided love affair propelled
me to take the decision to marry him long before my father took the
trip to Allahabad to initiate the subject and place before his family
the marriage proposal. It was June 28, 1953, when the wedding was
performed in our house built years ago in Puraniserai, Nathnagar,
Bhagalpur, Bihar.

[ was apprehensive how people from Allahabad (Uttar Pradesh,
U.P.) — the city dwellers — will respond to the environment where
I was born and brought up. But I was delighted to find that they all
appreciated everything around and started accepting me and loving
me; they showered affection on me (a young bride), who had come
to a new home. On my arrival at 14 B Bank Road in Allahabad, my
mother-in-law Amma (Shrimati Savitri Devi), though frail and weak,
was at the forefront of the reception party. I was highly impressed
by the large bungalow built in the British style with lawn in front
and a big courtyard inside, two verandahs, both in the front and the
back, and seven rooms. There was electricity, running water in taps,
and a room was assigned to two of us (the newly married couple).
Coming from a family where farming was one of the professions, I
was interested in gardening. I got the opportunity to try my talent; a
gardener (‘mali’) was available living in one of the four out-houses,

Iam the second eldest daughter-in-law of Savitri Devi and Vish-
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reserved for servants (they were treated as family members by us
all). I was a high school kid then. Everyone in the family took upon
themselves to put me in the college to educate me further.

I would say the head of the family Amma was the first to propose
the project for me and equally keen was my elder brother-in-law
Dada. As he was a teacher and an educationist, his approach towards
girl’s education was obvious. According to prevailing norms and
customs, my husband could never express any opinion about me in
front of the elders. Yet he quietly pushed me to undertake the assign-
ment. My sister-in-law Bitti (Bibiji) was equally forceful to get me
admitted in a college. I was excited to join a college and willy-nilly
I completed my University classes up to the M.A. degree. During
this period, our two lovely daughters (Manju and Rita) came in my
life; our 3" daughter Ila was born much later. I will go on record
and express my gratitude to Amma and Dada who molded my life
and personality. Their continued support, love and affection are all
that I cherish to date. Ten years of living in the joint family at 14
B Bank Road with my sister-in-law whom I call Bhabhi is worth
remembering and keeping memories alive as a lovable experience.
Bhabhi’s love and affection has continued with the same vigor in
the years that followed.

As both my college and the University were within walking dis-
tance, I had no problem reaching my classes in time easily. I could
finish my early meal, quickly wrap the Sari and rush to my class.
Sometimes, as I heard the gong bell of the department, I could still
run and reach in time to get in the class room, prior to the entry of
the teacher. I had several girl friends; they were naturally younger
to me as I started college life pretty late. They were curious to know
about my love life and keen to meet my husband, yet shy to talk to
him. They rather sat near Amma for a chat who liked them all. My
friends were all praise for Amma; they would congratulate me to
have a mother-in-law like her who is so caring and loving for her
‘Bahu’ (daughter-in-law) like her own daughter.

[ also reciprocated in equal terms. I never hesitated in massaging
her legs and hands, oiling her hair and limbs. She would say “Jug
Jug Jiyo” (May God grant you long life). That brought tears in my
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eyes. Something that she appreciated was my sharing with her part
of the money I got for my expenses. Amma was happy to give this
money to maid servants who ran errands for her. It was a satisfying
experience for me.

My usual annual routine was to visit my parents in Bhagalpur
during the summer vacations. It was painful for me and Amma to
be separated for two months or so. She would call me to say “Chhoti
Dulhin, Jaldi Aana” (My young daughter-in-law, come back soon).
[ would hug, cry and leave.

On return from my parents’ home, whatever I brought from there
(such as clothes, Saris, Bed Sheets and food stuff) I used to place
them before Amma so that she could distribute to all. It made her
feel good, but she asked me to take it to Bari Dulhin (Bhabhi), so |
did accordingly and obediently. It is great to recall how well I got
adjusted in my new home where the head of the family was Amma;
Dada stood in support of us all.

Normally, Amma either sat or was lying down in her cot in the
inner verandah, sovereign of all she surveyed from there. Children
played around her and in the courtyard in front of her eyes. Servants
worked in the kitchen along with us. She had a keen eye on every
one. She herself sometimes cut vegetables or cleaned rice and wheat.
Once in a while, she would stitch a piece of cloth or make covers
for round pillows for babies and other kids in the house. When the
men folk came back from work in the evenings, they would sit by
her side and chat. That was a scene of love and affection of Amma’s
family. Love and Affection percolated down the line to wives and
children in a mysterious fashion. No one expressed it in front of the
others as is normal these days. Quiet gifts and stealthy slant looks
were seen.

As days passed by, Amma became weaker in strength and memory.
She could not sleep without the sleeping pills, their number increasing
slowly. She called Dada for the pills during nights; he was the one
who delivered pills till 2 in the morning; then, she slept through the
forenoon in the day. Hats off to Dada for such good care of Amma!
This was the period (1959) when my husband had left for studies
in USA.
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During my husband’s absence, everyone in the family took care of
me and my little daughters. The leader, of course, was Amma. She
was the one who persuaded me for my post graduation admission and
continuance of my studies. The day I came back after convocation
with my photograph in black gown and cap, she kissed me when I
touched her feet, in spite of her frail health conditions. Tears rolled
down on both sides. My mother-in-law, no my Mother Amma, is
adorable and memorable. I love her all the way.

My life during the long absence of my hubby, while he was away to
the U.S.A for his studies (M.B.A. at Minnesota), was an experience
by itself. I used to sleep with my two little daughters on both sides on
my arms. Their angelic faces gave me all the strength that I needed.
Amma and Bhabhi were the other two persons besides Dada who
did their best to keep me happy — each one playing their respective
roles i.e., Amma gave emotional support, Bhabhi was a great baby
sitter and Dada was the guardian in chief. I never felt lonely with
the chirping of the wonderful kids (Meenu; Deepak; and Ranjan)
of Bhabhi. The youngest daughter of Bhabhi (Chitra) too joined us
from the heavens, as the most beautiful baby of the house. We were
all full of energy and life.

My sleep was famous as I could doze off any time anywhere. This
is a boon from God to me and that has sustained me all these years.
Amma never complained about my sleeping habits because she knew
that my sleep provides me all the energy for my work. Dada used
to say let the Engine store all the fire as I was called Engine of the
train of the servants of the house. Whenever | came back from the
college, snacks were ready for me to eat; after that, I would find a
cot in the courtyard in the winter sun and go to sleep. Amma would
come slowly and cover me with a blanket and go back telling all
around “Dulhin soat hain” (the bride is sleeping).

Amma was a proud connoisseur of qualities in women. She ap-
preciated openly whatever she liked in me, never said any bad words
for others, a quality they say imbibed from my father-in-law (Babuji).
She always told “Kaam Pyaara Chaam Nahin” (Work is loved, not
Skin). I hold her in great regard. Even now I sometimes dream of her
asking me about my welfare. One thing she always appreciated was
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that I never talked back to any elder in the family, saying “Dulhin
kehu ke kabhi jawab nahin dehin” (Bride never answers back).

My daughters remained the anchor in my life: I lived for them
and my husband. I remained a so-called housewife or Homemaker.
[ pray for Amma and salute her for all she taught us in her silent
ways to be a loving wife and Mother.

All of us in the family are sad that both Amma and Dada are no
more with us. We deeply feel the loss of two of our children (Bari
Bhabhi’s dear son Ranjan; and my dear daughter Manju).

May God bless Govindjee (my younger brother-in-law; who I call
‘Babu’); he gave me this opportunity to say a few words for all whom
[ loved in a family that adopted me and took care of me.
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A short visit to Amma’s home

Rajni Govindjee *

for Amma and Babuji, I thought what could I possibly write

having never lived with the family. But, then I felt that, perhaps,
I too could add something to this lovely document since I had spent
some time with the family at Allahabad in the summer of 1961, dur-
ing one of our visits to India.

The home at 14 B Bank Road was full of life. Amma was still
alive. Dada and Bhaiya, both Bari Bhabhi and Choti Bhabhi and all
the children, everyone was in Allahabad. This was my first visit with
the family and the most striking thing was how easily and quickly I
felt right at home, which made my visit very enjoyable.

Since my stay at Allahabad was very brief, I did not have the
privilege of knowing Amma in the way my two sisters-in-law did,
but I must say that she was a very kind, affectionate and simple
person. It is unfortunate that she passed away before our next visit
to India and our children (Anita and Sanjay) never got to meet
their “Dadi.”

Initially, when I was asked to write something for this memoir

#2401 South Boudreau, Urbana, Illinois 61801-6655, USA
(e-mail: rajni_govindjee@yahoo.com)
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Random thoughts

Govindjee *

[ was born on October 24, 1932. My recollections are simply a

collection of small tidbits that seem to peer through my mind;
they are random in nature, and, thus disconnected. I consider it bet-
ter to state them as they are rather than say nothing even though I
cannot state them in the order they happened.

It was the winter of 1943 when I heard the sad news of my father’s
death. At that time, I was about 11 years old. I remember standing
near a well in the compound of 34/3 George Town stunned and won-
dering what had happened. I have a vague recollection of weeping
rather softly. This was to be the end of going to Babuji’s home office
(that was the front room in the rented home). His office was full of
Oxford University Press (OUP) books. I vividly remember a hard
cover book with shiny paper and interesting stories and poems...
perhaps, ‘twinkle twinkle little star’ was in it. A ‘thela’ (human-
driven long cart, with two men pulling it) came several days later
and someone named Mr. Bajpai took all the books away. (Mr. Bajpai
was to be the next representative of OUP in UP.) We were not only
father-less, but also book-less. I don’t have much recollection of
my father except that he wore western clothes and used to go for
morning walks. I have heard that Amarnath Jha (Vice Chancellor of
Allahabad University) was one of his walking companions.

I do remember my father from an earlier home in Madhvapur
where he had a stroke. He was prescribed pigeon soup and I have a
vague recollection of waiting to eat pigeon meat. Other memories
from that time include having two dogs named Poppy and Pumpy.
Poppy was rather a hairy white male dog, whereas Pumpy was a

Iam the youngest son of Savitri Devi and Vishveshwar Prasad.

*2401 South Boudreau, Urbana, Illinois 61801-6655, USA (e-mail: gov@uiuc.edu)
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rather shiny, vaguely light brownish female dog. One day, Poppy
had come home very muddy and dirty; perhaps, he had a fight with
some other dog (or animal); at another time, Pumpy had eaten fish,
the bone had gotten stuck in her mouth. It was a painful experience
to watch her suffer.

Although all else is a dull memory, the face of a tutor is still in
my mind. Whenever he came to teach, I would not want to study. I
would tell him “I am very busy.” He would ask: With what? I would
repeat ‘I am very busy’. The teacher would ask again: With what?”
and I would repeat: [ am very busy. And, then the teacher would say:
“Are you doing the dishes?” “Are you cooking?” Are you mopping
the floor? And, I would say, “No, I am just very busy.”

I do remember an incident in which I was grounded by my father
for several days because I (along with my friend Mahesh Chandra
Varma, his brothers and sisters) had shouted jokes at one member of
the Chaddha family at our George Town house. Mahesh, his brothers
and his sisters, were severely punished by their father (Late Ram
Narain, uncle of Rajni). Mahesh, who is no more, was a good friend
of mine, and we ran a mock school in the compound of Chaddha
Sahib. We played games like ‘gulli danda,’” ‘7-stones: gaind tari,’
‘kabbadi,” badminton and cricket. After my father’s death, this as-
sociation with Mahesh, and his siblings, was temporarily curtailed
as we had moved to our uncle’s place on Park Road (now called
Panna Lal Road).

I did not go to a real School until 1943! I entered the 4 grade
directly. I do have a recollection of my first day in school. After just
the first class, I thought the school was over and I started coming
home, but I saw no other student coming with me. Thus, I returned
back to the school to find all the students with a different teacher.
Since I had lost my father, I was given special financial concessions
at school. Some of the teachers would give me gifts of pencils, pens,
paper and even some books for my education. However, I knew that
my oldest brother Dada was taking care of me in all respects.

Most of my recollections revolve around my mother, Amma, my
sister Didi, my brother Bhaiya and above all my Dada. Here, I will
focus on Amma. (Hopefully, I will write about Dada later when we
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produce a booklet on his life.) To me, Amma was a gentle soul, for-
giving, loving and a caring person. | remember her bringing me, a
couple of times, to “Alopi Mandir,” a temple where the goddess was
‘unseen’ as she had disappeared there long time ago. There was a
small ‘jhula’ (swing) on top of a stone, where we would put flowers
and water, and then we will swing it over the clean marble stone. It
was very peaceful there. Its memory has lasted all my life.

I also remember my mother being very considerate of the ser-
vants who would always sit around her and chat with her. She was
a ‘Sanaatan Dharmi’ unlike my father who was an ‘Arya Samajist’.
Basically, Arya Samajists, in contrast to Sanataan Dharmists, do not
worship idols, and they focus on the great Hindu Vedas. In addition,
most do not follow (or believe in) the caste system; their rituals
include ‘Havans,” chanting of prayers and offerings to fire. After
my father’s death, a ‘Havan’ ceremony took place, and ‘Motichoor
ké Laddoo” (sweets), in earthenware dishes, were distributed to all
present. I still remember it.

My mother used to have many ‘Satya Narayan Katha’ (Stories
of God of Truth) in the house. Of course, we enjoyed the “Prasads™
(offerings): ‘Halwa,” ‘panjiri’ and ‘charnamrit’ after the ceremony.
On the lighter side, I remember telling Amma about vitamins, and
even cooked “skin peels” of ‘Lauki’ (a kind of squash, for a good
source of vitamins). I had obtained this information from a book,
in Hindi, on nutrition; I still remember that it had unusually thick
pages.

Amma was always sick, it seems. There was a pharmacist Mis-
raji in Colonelganj/old Katra area of town. We always were getting
medicines from him without payment. Since my brother had a small
fixed salary, the payment was always delayed.

I also know that Amma had a soft corner for Rajni, my future
wife. Once when Rajni came to our home, Amma came and stroked
her hair lovingly and said ‘she is nice’. This, of course, pleased me
a lot. A major impression of mine had to do with my mother’s total
forgiveness even when a great blunder was committed. I was scared,
but Amma’s forgiveness made me a stronger and a much better
person in my life. When I returned from the University of Illinois at
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Urbana, Illinois, USA (after my PhD) in 1961, it seemed that Amma
would not believe that it was “Govindjee” who was before her. She
seemed not to recognize me. Even after several attempts on my part,
she said ‘You are not Govindjee’. Perhaps, it was an extreme shock
to her because she had given up on me returning home ever.

Amma cared for me a lot, I being the youngest in the family.
I remember an interesting personal story. I had a mole (‘masa’) on
my right cheek when I was a boy. Amma said lovingly to me, ‘I will
fix this as no girl will marry you with this mole on your face.” 1
said, ‘Ok, go ahead.’ She immediately made a paste of some white
powder, and put it on the mole; and then after a couple of hours, she
carefully removed the paste, and the mole was almost gone. It did
take several days for the wound to dry up, but soon thereafter | had
only a minor scar where the mole was. And, I have been married to
Rajni for almost 50 years!

I wept for hours when I learned back in USA that she had passed
away — it was a Western Union cablegram that had informed me of
this sad news. My Amma had gone and I had no choice but to live
without her being there to support me and love me. She was peaceful,
frail, slim and a slight person wearing a whitish ‘dhoti” with simple
border and often covering a part of her grey hair with her dhoti. It
seemed that any wind would blow her off in a jiffy. This impression
is so engrained in me that if I close my eyes, I see her right away.
It gives me a feeling of emptiness whenever I think of her as she is
not there to protect me from this ‘cold” world.

Finally, an event about me would never leave my mind—this is
about lying on a cot in the verandah of a rented home at 3 Kanpur
Road. The cot was next to a jute curtain that was fixed to a wooden
frame; it was whitewashed and thus made opaque. It was attached
to an opening that faced the outside of the house. I was recovering
from a severe attack of malaria. Amma would often sit next to me
and fan me. I felt good about it; I believe it helped my recovery. It
gives me great comfort to remember this event and my dear mother.
[ still miss her.
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Appendix 1

Allahabad

A snippet of Allahabad follows for those in the family who have
never lived there.

A) Websites

[1] Website of Allahabad: http://allahabad.nic.in/
[2] History of Allahabad: http://allahabad.nic.in/entrypage.htm

[3] Allahabad from Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia:
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Allahabad

[4] Allahabad University Web Site: http://www.allduniv.edu/

B) About Allahabad

Allahabad, a historical city of India, is in the state of Uttar Pradesh
(i.e., Northern Province); it is situated at the Sangam (i.e., conflu-
ence; referred to as Triveni) of two living rivers- Ganga (Ganges)
and Yamuna (also called Jamuna) and an invisible Saraswati (that
has now dried up). The ancient name of Allahabad was Prayag. The
city is a home to people of several religions: Hinduism, Islam, Jain-
ism and Christianity.
Allahabad has a great history:

e A great Hindu philosopher Sage Bharadwaj lived in Prayag ~
5000 BCE; it is said that he had ~10, 000 disciples.
e In the 3" century BCE, an Ashoka pillar was installed in
Prayag.
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In 1575, Emperor Akbar named the city “Illahabas.” In 1858,
it was called Allahabad by the British; in 1868, it became the
seat of Justice when the High Court was built; in 1871, Sir Wil-
liam Emerson erected the majestic All Saints Cathedral; and in
1887, the 4™ oldest University was built here, the University
that most of us in our family attended.

It is famous for our War of independence from the British,
starting already with the 1857 freedom movement. Anand Bha-
wan, the home of the Nehrus, was later to be the center of the
freedom movement. It was in Allahabad that Mahatma Gandhi
proposed his non-violent resistance (Satyagraha) against the
British.

The following Prime Ministers of India have been associated
with Allahabad: Jawahar Lal Nehru, Lal Bahadur Shastri, Indira
Gandhi, Rajiv Gandhi, V.P.Singh, and Chandreshekhara.

It has been a seat of learning, wisdom and literature; it was
the home of Harivansh Rai Bachchan (his son is: Amitabh
Bachchan), Raghupati Sahai Firaq Gorakhpuri, Mahadevi
Verma, Sumitranandan Pant, Maithali Sharan Gupta, Suryakant
Tripathi Nirala; and currently Arvind Krishna Mehrotra (author
of “Last Bungalow™), among many others.

Among the ex-alumni of Allahabad University are: Madan
Mohan Malviya; Govind Ballabh Pant; Acharya Narendra Deb;
Shankar Dayal Sharma (Former President of India); Ranganath
Mishra (Former Chief Justice of India); K.N. Singh (Former
Chief Justice of India); Gopal Swarup Pathak (Former Vice
President of India): Gulzari Lal Nanda (Former Prime Minister
of India); Chadrashekhar (Former Prime Minister of India); Har-
ivansh Rai Bachchan, Hindi Poet, already mentioned); Daulat
Singh Kothari (Physicist); Kundan Singh Singwi (Physicist);
Harish Chandra (Mathematician); Govind Swarup (Physicist);
H.N. Bahuguna (Former Deputy Prime Minister of India);
and Murali Manohar Joshi (Former Union Minister, Human
Resource & Development).
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C) On 29 June, 1998, Amaresh Misra wrote about “The
Town India Forgot” (Outlookindia.com):

“Allahabad today is a stagnating city which refuses to decay. The
whitewash on the Romanesque arches and Greek columns of the
bungalows is wearing off. The famed broad roads, structured on a
grid-like pattern even in the old city area (once the envy of north
India), stretch like abandoned dance floors of the great hotels of
yore—still grand but less proud, jaded but not faded. This was a
city with an ice-cream parlour, the Guzders, before which Bombay
joints looked like stalls at a village fair. Snobbery came natural to
aficionados of El Chico’s movie-like restaurant decor. There was
a class cabaret, the Gaylords, in the civil lines in the ‘60s when
Delhi hid its nightlife behind sleazy doors. Delhi was Punjabi,
crude and downtown. Allahabad was intellectual, ‘up market’
and aristocratic; the girls were stoic, alluring, upper class and
exclusive — a living amalgam of Brahmavarta elitism, modernity
and westernism. During the day black coats of High Court barons
flashed with condescending aura in the pillared halls of their great
Georgian villa. In the evening, the men in black quoted Shakespeare
and Voltaire while smoking foreign cigars. They had a way of
drinking beer and a way of watching the mujra at exclusive haunts
near the Ganga. Both the cabaret and the mujra, the west and the
east, rubbed shoulders as non-colonial cousins. Old timers still
remember Janki Bai ‘chappan churi’ (she had 56 knife wounds on
her body, courtesy of a sour lover) singing, full blast on a public
crossing, about the jalwa (honour and sheen) of the beauty walk-
ing with ‘das gunda aage’and ‘das gunda peeche’!”
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Appendix 2

Glossary of Selected Terms Used

Alopi Mandir: Temple of a Hindu Goddess, who disappeared
at a slope near the Ganges River, so that she may not be seen by a
chaser. Devotees built a temple at the same place. Alopi means to
disappear. In the temple there is a high platform and a square swing
in the middle.

Arya Samaj: Reformist school of thought founded by Swami
Dayanand Saraswati. The school adopted Vedic methods of worship;
there is no idol worship.

Atthanni: Half a rupee; equivalent to 8 annas (in old days); now
50 paisas.

Baba: Grandfather from father’s side.
Babuji: One of the addresses for father.

Bandh Ke Hanuman: A temple on the slope of a dam on the
river Ganges near Akbar Fort in Allahabad. It is said that while the
digging work was going for a dam (Bandh) a big heavy red statue
of Hanuman was found in the lying position. The Indian Govern-
ment tried to get the statue out of the Earth and attempted to build
a temple with Hanuman in the standing position but they couldn’t;
rather, the statue went deeper in the Earth, so the temple was built
there only where the idol was lying and since then devotees assemble
there to worship.

Bhabhi: Wife of an older brother.

Bari Bhabhi: older Bhabhi
Choti Bhabhi: younger Bhabhi
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Bhaiva: (1.) Address for elder brother; (2.) Address for the second
person in conversation: (3.) Also used for the eldest son.

Dada: (1) Address for elder bother; (2) Address for grandfather
in some families.

Dadi: Grandmother from mother’s side.

Daranagar: A locality in Varanasi (was known also as Banaras,
or Benaras), a famous town in U.P. India.

Didi: Address for elder sister.

Ganesh Chaturthi: Lord Ganesh is a Hindu God, who is remover
of impediments and is benevolent. In the months of January and
July (sometimes in August), on the fourth day of bright half of the
Indian lunar month, mothers observe a fast and pray to Ganesha for
the well being of their children.

Hanuman: An aspect of Hindu God, depicted in the form of an ape
or a monkey, who helped Lord Rama to rescue his kidnapped wife
Sita and who killed the kidnapper Ravan, King of Sri Lanka.

Hanuman Chaleesa: A long poem, in praise of Hanuman, written
by a great Hindu Poet and a devotee of Rama, Sant Tulsidas.

Lalahi Chat: 1t is just the same as Ganesh chaturthi. A pond is
made in the courtyard of homes and mothers sit around it and pray
for their children and observe a fast on that day.

Mannat: Vow of offerings to God after the fulfillment of one’s
wishes.

Marg: Road.

Munshi: A title used in old days for senior Kayastha men.
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Namaskar (or Namesté): Greetings, often with folded hands.
Nana (or Nanaji): Grandfather from mother’s side.
Nani: Grandmother from mother’s side.

Navratri Puja: First nine days of the bright half of the Indian
Lunar month of Kwar (sometimes in September and sometimes in
October) and Chaitra (mostly in March, sometimes in April) are
dedicated to the worship of Goddess Durga.

Sangam: Confluence of rivers. The reference is to the confluence
of three rivers Ganga (Ganges), Jamuna (Yamuna) and Saraswati,
in Allahabad.

Sanatan Dharma: Sanatan means, “that which is eternal”; dharma
means “virtue, righteousness, moral order, way of life.” —belief in
God in many forms and the rituals of worship.

Satyanarayan Katha: In Hinduism, values of life, do’s and don’ts
are expressed through symbolic stories. This Katha (story) estab-
lishes the importance of truthfulness (satya). Satyanarayan is God
of truthfulness.

Shradh: Hindu last rites performed after the death of a person.

Shravan (or Shrawan) Kumar: Shravan Kumar was the only son
of his blind parents, whom he carried on his shoulders with the help
of a wooden stick and two baskets, wherever they wanted to go. He
devoted his life to them.

Shri (or Sri): Equivalent of Mr.

Shrimati: Equivalent of Mrs.

Teliarganj: Name of a locality in Allahabad.
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Appendix 3

Amma (in Hindi)

Malati Sahay

31H|

w wafda #1, & aRar 3 ve 3w At B, el a9 oz 1=y
AR BT U Bl deal ¢ | 1 ullar &1 oft srasftanen 2

& sm Jfft I ) T F=RF A 1899 (2r17g) X ga3nl &l |
e &t gendt, a7 3t gendt ok vawiy w1 @t gendt 13 ad
el ¥ 10 a9 &2 Rderar uwie A =1d o7 | TGUA FINTER X | AR
st sieTISRIIg JAa-Si ¥ |

Jo9 A B Dl e @S A A f | TIT T ugR gAT F
177 ¥t Refa off 6 s w1 51df us @1 &1 | 31137 a1 a1 2
| 781 @31 5 & A v Bft & 3fiw@ Berat a1eft v a=ft &) 371 1 3ER
IS ABIE §§ ILR TN ot Al B I8l & I |

3| 1 7 I 3R YT 713 =R IFA TR S IR TS S Ay
Fugital gl Beal IH| | 98 A BN F qITR Foraperal IR w9 718 Ul |
safere a0 & e gt off | 0 ¥ =N & 1R fereeen 3 s9R
€l o | gafore =u @ fereeen giEdt ot | o ferweer & gga ula:
o Fwam AN T NN IR FIRARINRAS
St | 3o fore I At JEo fereperer & Tget 3o 31T BIH & Ul
| srdtan Ye @t fimidt @1 e a7+ | greme SRt A grem s g
1 311ga W1E FiTa & | 39S BIA BT el A IfeH| BT IADT GG A
1A | JoET Fo A Ve A1) 92 S| | U &1 frpiaa et e} aaedt o
| 71§ ¥ gal Terl 5 Ye X e @Y o=l R
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3| &t Rregeft Wsriexr afte gl ¥ 7 3 oft | 3o Aonzr &
gouiferaa 2t afdgfd seras ufa (aigsft) stk soras a2 g (o i),
ot & 3131 TEa & | 3Tk I gefisw ¥l I| IRETY o | IR
wda ftuR 7 @ T St A G| RFair s 3 o 7= | T
St faeTl S el B2 I Tl A & | IE| @A Forafia w0 A Siae
3| B FWeA TR R IHIA, FAIT B | B 3R F@aAS ot gl
& forg & a1e | gaen € a1dl s =1 qIfe 79w B g ¥ Al )
| gR3;AIA gsl$ F fore | Afda g 1wy a7 7 3@ | 377 T
3| T Y| BIRAAC T FocHE3ae BIars | A€ 2 A AT 12 FTAIT
Ftgeis aidt off | af A weif aF |

dar A (wor Sft, siturer i, afdsg oft) &1 otk AFt weafRer &t
e At @t Agial A ¥ | 3wl A A ol 1 Aa) o 7l feft
fdog Io1ab fergorat ¥ sites?) @RI 3w 3T sRgz @1 X ¥ e 7l
oft | 3 NS IR A5 R 5@ IR Ga 36 B2 Aq1 F | v T aNfAeg ot
FRADBIBR, gt A oY, N Sl @ adT S R & 1 TEIR
=it 3 wie R w@s 3> oftn F 0 S ulEl A FEardt o gg s m
¥ gt garl Ae weriet off (33t 3T A 9 St gu | ¥ fdeg St @
fReid & forw sadl, ‘o die & (printed) U2 B 0 TR Fre 31
IR o1El, Mfdeg ot B B eI (printed) T A B17 T A1’ | 3094
& I 3t wfdper g Reid &t werl et |

It gEdt Fal 9 daw A ft afes ot Rwa ik 9>
snfAeE | Sfal steral wwior R | Af3 area aig wd a7, 8 A
X ft | o wesiar X geiier e & 97 3| YRR ASIA ¥ | UH
3f1ore ¥, FIUFH X SIgIS | F31 < Ul | A X oniw ) g Ve B2
ot 37t @ 37 ea ¥ g it otk we 3R g % et | v =
s =2 311 78 oft, grdt 31k A eitesz anf wisht o8 3ereft e a1l 2@ i |
T THR 9§ | TeTol A BT BT G 313ret ¥ siarat weit | 3l aRiwg ¥
&t off | 3@ & ol A T gF s wiF Forei | o S wewlA ¥
Fiaez A IR AT 3| | SR o YADT D THS B BT D) Bl |
3| & Fgl, “Siaer Aigw, X 311U §A o «idl gt | @ist B gal 3y
St aiR 3 3 | Siaee AigT & 79 5 g9 T1g wid avw & Phear 7
A B (a type of metal) BT I Hari§ I7H T &1 wisht 3R 71Raw =)
A Bel | 7dt Aw N @ F1v 3o W 7o) | $o Rt ig law F
aﬂﬁmcasloroil lﬁﬂlﬁhll@'ﬁwmﬁamiﬁﬂ
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o) (wter et 31w Afdser orm gf | wrefton gon gF g Siaw
A fien € ol ¥ =t 9t wdbg g1 il gon | g A R | IR
S € forofar forn & |

v et aigpht o 3 A g1 & spR A widl 3gen aa ot g aefie
€T arft | srorarer 3 g Fwr oft Skl Ae) 21 R | S e wl adt ganl
| o & = ¥ ag 90 910 | 37 THY 3 717 44 a B off | 44 A A 60
o (7g) & otw 1 arafer ¥ g1z Rr goiv 3 g & Jmi« ik dgor
¥ ufd & e @) aie o) | ez a 3 &Y aIaa X Yaur PAR S
&1 &1 | 3rm) & fore 3o uiw ‘T dl o o1 & 7l |

FUUS 3 Hel U3 U 3| A 3R US| | oid X gt fF qg i s
form v T, 29w o & W A won ft wieft | g ad miE =R

11 o5 uget a5t a3 & v weta @ o anw gear off st amnigar
i goniz sft et off | et at Iog w1 A arerer B wH A @ 1 | AIENTOT
g, gaci-uae, 31, giel §g, ¥t a1 | gris St off Rifde &t
Afsa Siaer = & 331 (vitality )Y 3@ | fareaw o o9 3811 U4l
ag favar w vdl sy et &t et s Y sz &t | s s &
gE g-@ Xt ofte gl €, 3/et outhouse (1) ¥ @A AN B JE@§:
@ ¥ oft BRer ugw sl | ot 31 > 7= & forg gria Sonm @1 S )
o5t 3 eal =57 oiel diwte, Siftr Hdt | 3t ot st & A
R afda =9 s afexl gaidt | 3o Raig A fia afea at v
faar w2 gen & wifde o1 | 3a=n & 7 ae ¥ A TS T B AR
ozl g sft &t | forafita wa & & 3rn Y wiw g1 €t F@) | fbeg
o 30 98 Feldl aga Wifew gal | gl Jial 2 6 e e afas
a1 ® 3uS g1y 1 s it @l R | 59 a7 RE A et 3, 4 S 7
2 ¢l fersperd | 98 U o AV FATCIT 131 I8 &eat & forg ea | a1gt
" HisTe U2 3G ¥ 33| BT Iaiab faver W forel 3 | a7 ga & |

Je1ab TIA status consciousness W Bl AlarAfPpal sigt ft | a8 Ao
ufgen oft | foraenl arueit aziafl & Ageet IS IR Al Ia=11 & agef
g9 & it oft | gForafidt B awifl, wr & taw, 71 wsft I
1Y 3R A TRa? F57, TI IR, e TS FAA | I IR B A
dimif¥aY & form wdeg 7@ oft e | @ 3o Tiw Fsae g aia | fBret
ga e Y 3mm) gt a1, a€) rofiner d9w I @ 3wl A @) fAen
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3 g we oft an@ weft | gt & o wifewer &t fRrap1z & o fbeg aw
311 St | sneral-uref otk g1y ¥ o w. 98 & | 715 T T AW
3iI=T &g g3l |

F1g St and FwiS enf ¥ freraiw s & 3tk 3mw Farlae enf ¥ |
WX QY IR w192y B gl afvsa St R | AR St BY| IEm
Bt | B gorat B fore I 3191 | 3T B 31 ST Fedt 151 g ¥ e
" 311t | a8 g @Y ad At -arorer ageff 3tk weidl v | TE G Fa
Fedllst & forg et | agre a=at & fore ga wisrdt | often & ar g,
fm & A Iow11, 1A T | TR N 3111 T St B UAIF TSI > forw
FIET &l | TESH FIg| FIEFIH TN S B TAIG TSI Al o | fosz ey
¢} g gol IR X @ &9 w7t 311fR wgraY &t dwy oft At st ord 1 5=
3| g1 S AR A FB| T BA , GIg1 7 Honl A, TAIA
I B UIS B> TA1G TSI | 309 A8 gor & At | 511 T o
o uéla | & Sl A 3A 3rerdt F wfoqr Aot | 37 e ¥ v
it Y g aieft gew 713 3

a5 | 7 37usit 3¢t 3y B BT HIFTAYR A FARITIG 313 | IT AT
3ig ¢ ugiar &t oft | 3w F wsh A wwl, A (W W FW ) F
fafean =Y aretidt 3k Fem =1 gofet 2 Y 1’ v @Y =t @ig wisht >
AN FHAI T | AT RIS BT AIMUEY, s A AT RIS Aaa & A
s faegd ®ie 31 3ot g9 93 ¥ 2 & 3@ U1 | I3 3| 7E @
€1 ¥ FAfere IAST 3R A o g2l wielt off | Aoy w¥ ugEae ww wisht
I T A g Fienl I a8 geia & fore g&r duat Al o1 | gy
3 & U A g gl, ‘g fAf @2 | N g A Fresa1, ‘Seret?’
ag A1, ’ &’ 31y B IR A, '§ R Al ® 2’ ¥ oAl &
Fael Feel ¥ 5 3uS 31 B 71y A 3rwehl Herfl F garg 3R @
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Our family members can be reached by e-mail:

Dubai:
shekhar5@emirates.net.ae

India:

gopal1926(@yahoo.com; ira_chandra@rediffmail.com;
soubhagyadeep@hotmail.com; avin_varma@yahoo.co.in;
tanima_ranjan(@yahoo.com, shanks87@hotmail.com;ila.varma@
gmail.com; draksh1297@rediffmail.com

Switzerland:
sanjay.govindjee@yahoo.com; marilyng@stanfordalumni.org

UK:

anu_jaa@yahoo.co.uk; okhandiar@btinternet.com; neha.
okhandiar@defra.gsi.gov.uk; nehaokhandiar@gmail.com; richa.
okhandiar@gmail.com; ambikameister@googlemail.com

USA:

gov@life.uiuc.edu; rajni_govindjee@yahoo.com; anitag99@
yahoo.com; ckumar8760@yahoo.com; findninz@yahoo.
com;mhc27@cornell.edu; anupam_sahay@hotmail.com; sverma_
sahay(@hotmail.com; ckumar@ford.com; skumar6528@hotmail.
com; shrutee12@yahoo.com; kumartri@msu.edu; garima.
kumar@boeing.com; tanushankar@yahoo.com; elfichandra@
gmail.com; sunill_chandra@yahoo.com.au
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Two Prayers

i b The Gayatri Mantra in Sanskrit

(Source: Rig Veda (3.62.10 [582])

The Gayatri Mantra is a highly revered mantra in Hinduism, second
only to the mantra Om.

Om! Bhuir Bhuvah Svah !
Tat savitur varenyam
bhargo devasya dhimahi
dhiyo yo nah pracodayat !
Word-by-word explanation of Gayatri Mantra
(Source: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gayatri)

* Om The sacred sound

* bhu ‘earth’

* bhuvas ‘atmosphere’

* svar ‘light, heaven, space’

* fqt ‘that’

* savitur of Savitr the god’ (genitives of savitr-, ‘stimulator,
rouser; name of a sun-deity ' and deva- ‘god’ or ‘demi-god’)

» varenyam ‘Fit to be worshipped’ varenya- ‘desirable, excel-
lent’

* bhargo ‘Glory Effulgence’ (radiance, lustre, splendour, glo-
ry)

* devasya ‘of God’

* dhimahi ‘may we attain’ (1st person plural middle optative of
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dha- ‘set, bring, fix’ etc.)

* dhivah nah *our prayers’ (accusative plural of dhi- ‘thought,
meditation, devotion, prayer’ and nah enclitic personal pro-
noun)

* yah pracodayht ‘who may stimulate’ (nominative singular of
relative pronoun yad-; causative 3rd person of pra-cud- ‘set
in motion, drive on, urge, impel’)

English Translation/Interpretation of the Gayatri Mantra
(Source: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Gayatri)
Ralph T.H. Griffith:

“May we attain that excellent glory of Savitr the God:
So may he stimulate our prayers.”

Kavikratu Tattva Budh

“Almighty Supreme Sun impel us with your divine brilliance
s0 we may attain a noble understanding of reality.”

Gayatri Pariwar

“O God, Thou art the giver of life, the remover of pain and
sorrow, the bestower of happiness; O Creator of the Universe,
may we receive Thy supreme, sin destroying light; may Thou
guide our intellect in the right direction.”

William Quan Judge

“Unveil, O Thou who givest sustenance to the Universe,
from whom all proceed, to whom all must return, that face
of the True Sun now hidden by a vase of golden light, that
we may see the truth and do our whole duty on our journey
to thy sacred seat.”
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3 The Brahman Prayer in Sanskrit

(Source: 24th verse from the 4th chapter of Bhagavad Geeta)
This prayer is recited usually before meals; it is one of the most
powerful prayers that reminds us that everything is God, the Creator
(Brahma).

Brahmaarpanam Brahma Havir

Brahmaagnau Brahmanaa Hutam

Brahmaiva Tena Gantavyam

Brahma Karma Samaadhinaha
Translation

“Brahman is oblation, Brahman is clarified butter, offered

by Brahman in the fire of Brahman, by seeing Brahman in
action, he reaches Brahman alone.”
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Color Photographs

Fig. 47: A photograph of the
three brothers. Left to Right:
Govindjee, Gopalji and
Krishnaji.

Fig. 48: A photograph of Dada
(Krishnaji) with Bari Bhabhi
(Bimla) after his retirement.
Krishnaji, a graduate of Physics
from Allahabad University, had
served the University of Allahabad
as Professor of Physics as well as
its Pro-Vice Chancellor for many
years.This photograph was taken
when Mahesh Yogi, a spiritual
leader of India, had invited him
to spend extensive time with him
discussing the relation of laws of
Physics with religion. Bari Bhabhi
now lives either at Allahabad (with
her son Deepak) or at New Delhi
(with her daughter Meenu).

Fig. 49: A photograph of Bhaiya
(Gopalji) with Choti Bhabhi
(Nirmala) after his retirement.
Gopalji, a graduate of Physics
from Allahabad University, has
retired as Executive Director of
a Government of India enterprise
EPI (Engineering Projects India)
Limited . They now live in Gur-
gaon, Haryana.
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Fig. 51: A photograph of Rajni
and Govindjee after their retire-
ment. They graduated in Plant
Biology and Biophysics from
Allahabad University and the
University of Illinois at Urbana-
Champaign. Rajni retired as a
Senior Research Scientist in
Biophysics, and Govindjee as a
Professor of Biochemistry, Bio-
physics and Plant Biology, both
from the University of [llinois at
Urbana-Champaign. They now
live in Urbana, Illinois.
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Fig. 50: A photograph of Jij-
aji (Radha Krishna Sahay) and
Didi (Malati) after their retire-
ment. Both, graduates of Hindi
from Allahabad University, have
retired as Professors of Hin-
di from Bhagalpur University,
Bhagalpur, Bihar. They now live
in Bhagalpur.

Fig. 52: A photograph of Krishnaji at 14 B

Bank Road.


















b3

Tereiil

A 1959 photograph taken at 14 B Bank Road, Allahabad, India. Left to right
Ranjan (Raj Ranjan; now deceased), Meenu (Ira Chandra), Amma (Savitri Devi
in her lap is Rita), Manju (now deceased) and Deepak (Deep Ranjan).
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