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It’s all Spit ‘n Polish
By Nina Kedar

nkedar@hotmail.com
While the population of Mumbai has increased drastically over the past few years, so has the number of spitters.  This city is definitely a melting pot.  Without any discrimination of class, creed, age or sex, spitters are all around us, flourishing in their ever-increasing numbers. To them, spreading their germs is just a normal, routine function, so what’s the big deal?

For your easy reference, and after years of observation, here are various categories, all my own work.

Crouching Spitter, Hidden Dragon

This spitter is found squatting on pavements, often in the company of friends or family. This is the same crouching position used for performing other functions. The spit is used as punctuation marks or simply for emphasis, as in,

“When will the next bus come?” (patoooieee)

“If you don’t return my money by this evening (Aaaaach), I’ll give you a kaanphati!” (Thoooooooo!)

“Aap badey woh ho” (Pachuk…)

Open-door Spitting Head

The most common variety. You know, whenever you have to stop at the traffic lights, the door of the car in front will invariably open, and a head will pop out, bend, and do the job. This is most often the side effect of chewing paan, gutkha or whatever they chew these days. Sometimes the Head misses.

Up the Down Staircase Spitter

This is the traditional spitter, and the favoured spot is the corner of the staircase, where it meets the landing. Government offices is where it all started, and for some time there were spittoons installed but I guess it was a losing battle. This was also the origin of the sign, ‘Do not spit here’, adapted by Udipi joints over washbasins in later years, to which they also added, ‘No combing hair here’.

To deter the spitter, some landings have brightly coloured tiles depicting gods and goddesses.

Olympic Spitter

Although I have seen just one, I was so fascinated by his dexterity; he deserves to be in a category of his own.

Fortunately, I was first at the traffic signal and so was not subject to the Open-door Spitting Head. But lo and behold, there appeared a young man on the other side, and he was in a hurry. He made a quick sprint across the junction and at 60mph, sent a perfect stream that landed bang in the middle of the crossing, while on the run. Bull’s eye! He deserves the Gold.

Here’s my advice to spitters: Don’t. 







