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IChanging the Cityscape





Market Trends
You may hate negotiating the honking cars, the pitted road surface and the growing number of bhajiwallas. You may argue that things are cheaper elsewhere. You may even despair at the occasional  ’happy’ people lurching out of auntie’s joints. But one thing is for sure you can’t do without the Juhu market.

There are actually people who have lived around an even in - the Juhu market, longer than I have. Some have been born, grown up, and had children of their own, watching the transmogrification of sleepy gaothan shacks (some of which still exist and thank heavens for small mercies) to shiny marble-and-granite marvels dedicated to the God of modernity.

Since I fall into the category of lesser mortals, I can only add my newer two bits as to how this amazingly small stretch of road has turned into a throbbing, growing, vital lifeline for local residents.

If you take a brisk walk from where it starts, you know that T-junction, which has a much-ignored sign saying ’One Way’ to where it ends at the Juhu Church, it will take all of 5 minutes. If you stop on the way to pick up tomatoes and haggle over the price, it will take you an extra 3-8 minutes, depending on the number of fellow-hagglers.

Is there anything you can’t get within the flight-path of your short walk? Apart from pots and pans (though you can buy a pressure cooker), I think not, and please correct me if I am wrong. Let’s keep the predictable food and groceries aside for the moment. Do you need bathroom tiles? Upholstery? A cell phone?  Do you need a haircut or have a painful cavity and need a dentist? Do you need a music band? A string of pearls? New eyeglasses? Have you put on weight and need a workout? Do you need an Internet cable connection or bubble-wrap? Do you need driving lessons? Seek and ye shall find.

If you are a Juhu market frequenter, surely you have noticed major changes taking place here. In most cases, for the better. The place is flourishing and prospering.

Rickety shops and establishments have shed their musty clothes and re-emerged in the latest styles. Many years ago, I remember buying old issues of National Geographic for my son from a dark dingy joona-puranawalla. Today it is a thriving stationery shop, air-conditioned (with an air curtain!) to boot, and has also diversified into the cyber café business. An old traditional bania shop started selling coveted phoren gewgaws years ago and now even has a branch a potato’s throw away. My little bania has re-decorated and bought a new house in Janki Kutir. And who can get over the bakery? In the unlikely event that you did not where it was, all you had to do was to let your nose follow the unbeatable aroma of fresh-baked kadak pao and you would reach heaven. Did one mind literally standing on the road or elbowing through crowds? Naah. But look at its new avatar now. Still fresh bread, granite floors and no pushing (most times).

The success stories can go on and on. Change is the only constant and progress is good. Even the stalls in the municipal market seem to be doing better. At one time, only the perky Ranja (who, by the way, has been featured on TV) stocked the then fancy mushrooms. Now, veggies and herbs like snow peas, pak choy, ice-burg lettuce, broccoli, peppers and fresh basil can be on your 5-minute walk-through down the market road. Florists now sell orchids and bird-of-paradise flowers, not just rajnigandha. The milk shop where one can get the freshest paneer this side of Juhu beach has a new sterilized look and the farsan shop has added ’dabeli’ to its menu.

The small vendors on the road are also having a ball. Sanju, the fresh masala specialist, sports a thick gold chain with the same aplomb as packing dhania into a tight paper roll, slashing a coconut in half and yelling “Hiiii!” to a passing comrade, all in one smooth movement. My plumber, electrician, fruitwalla and raddiwalla ensure connectivity through their cell phones. Now I’m waiting to place orders online.

If you want to do serious shopping, or if you just want pure entertainment for lack of anything serious to do, this is the place to hang out. Oldies or newbies, a lot of people seem to be doing just that. A small group loitering near the kelawalla, fill up with bonhomie and sandwiches from his neighbour. Chetan pulls out his chair from his little office and props his feet on the compound wall. Sometimes he plays cricket with the little boys in the compound. The man selling dry fish which I have never seen anyone actually buy lolls on his cement platform. At times I have seen dear old Maggie sitting here, just catching her breath and watching people go by. A few enterprising people have put up stalls selling hot dosas and chaat, and there are always crowds around them in the evenings.

Is the Juhu market losing the character it once had? Let me say it is re-defining its character. Just peek into the little gullies that scurry off the main market like errant children up to no good, and you can still see the real gaothan, which this market is very much a part of. It’s a totally different world in there, a place that time forgot but not for long, no doubt: dazzling white-washed crucifixes, hens and pigs foraging for food, soft notes from a guitar being strummed.

While just 10 feet away from this, oblivious to the serenity, the urgent feet of shoppers succumb to a fruitwalla exercising his lungs.






