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Absence, Makes Heart Grow Fonder

By Nina Kedar nkedar@hotmail.com
As I write from Delhi, I am painfully aware of these last 10 days that I have spent here so far.  Delhi, with its beautiful wide open spaces, its pristine majesty, it’s tree-lined boulevards, it’s smooth-as-butter roads, … is garbage-free and the lack of billboards, hoardings and bright neon lights seem to suggest that no one is out to buy or sell anything. Antiseptic and squeaky-clean, it seems to be a non-commercial kind of place. An idyllic, dream city.

Everything has an opposite, and Mumbai is the exact opposite of Delhi.  As an answer to the glittery little shops of Janpath selling ethnic wear, we have Alfa (and its branches) with the latest, shiniest imported goods. As an answer to the smartly-dressed Metro construction workers in the middle of the roads, we have our friendly neighbourhood cows. As an answer to the Moghul garden-like pools of the Rajpat, we have the supposed ’river’ of sewage that winds through Vile Parle and Juhu.

 The same Juhu beach where the crowds throng, in greater numbers on Sundays and holidays in sleek tourist buses equipped with TVs, Hindi re-mixes, air-conditioning and tinted glasses. Still the same dirty, plastic-bag-infested beach that is impossible to walk on in between sporadic clean-ups. Yes, the exact same beach where the sight of the sea is totally obliterated by the bhel-puri stalls. It is impossible to step out of the house on a Sunday evening let alone trying to drive past the beach, and I go out of my way to stay at home.

Last Sunday, on my first free evening, I decided to take a walk down this Asian Village road. On the 1-km road, I encountered a total of 4 people walking, I shop which sold milk, and a tiny shop that sold some very sad-looking fruit. That’s it. The only sounds I heard were the twittering of birds.

So why do I think of those bottle-neck traffic jams created between the Marriott and Pizza Hut/Subway/J49 and miss running into them even at 2PM? Why do I catch myself day-dreaming about the ease with which I can buy everything from a toothbrush to the latest cellphone model within a 100-foot radius? Why am I thinking of  vada-pau while I am eating hot aloo paranthas straight off the tawa accompanied by dahi and pickle? Why am I looking at all the people bundled up in their designer woolies in the biting 7 degree Celsuis and driving past in their Lancers but thinking of the lotharios lounging around the Juhu gaothan in their banians and Bermuda shorts and Hawai chappals?

It’s because despite the hurry, despite the bad roads, despite the hawkers and the gawkers, there’s no place like home.

It’s good to be a Juhukar.

