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Mausam hai ashiqana

By Prabha Krishnan – prabha_k@vsnl.com
The rains don’t exactly bring out the romantic in me. My friends mostly put this down to a heart made of pre-stressed concrete, but for me the indescribable filth of Mumbai over rides the bursting green, the cool weather, the host of bird calls and all those joyous ragas like Meghmalhar, and Sohni and Vasanta.

Roads or soak pits?

My first contact with the monsoon joys of Mumbai was 15 years ago on the road divider opposite Apna Bazaar. My foot slipped into a puddle and for days after my sandals and dress hem gloried in the fragrance of ripe shit. If anything, things are worse today.

In Juhu, on Military Road, near Rangoli Restaurant the dip in the road gets regularly flooded. Much of our staff and support services live in Mora Gaon, and they have to wade through this mess to work. Turn the corner and the stretch opposite Kerala Stores has been a god-awful soak pit for years.

But this road is home to the rich and the famous builders, film stars and the like. Surely a couple of phone calls would see a concreted road here? Problem is the swish set swishes by in the cars with nary a glance out of their tinted windows.

Vote every time and get what?

Mora Gaon is like Suraj Nagar, Nehru Nagar, Indira Nagar etc. a protected vote bank. The citizens here are conscientious voters what has 5 decades of democracy brought them?

Jaundice, worms, malaria, filarial and leptospirosis, chronic coughs and colds.  Women and children usually have cracks in their feet, with whitlows, broken nails and excema. These lead to further infections and worm infestations. And what nutritious food can these people lay claim to that they weather these onslaughts?

This season I arm myself with homeopathic pills and dusting powders  for my staff complain of chronic pain. Weakened from heavy work, beset by seasonal ills, anxious about rising prices and falling incomes, these people would have to be invisible for me to celebrate the rains.

Citizen participation.

I’m all for decentralised action, but I wonder if citizen participation is not getting to be a substitute for civic endeavour?

Just consider you want clean beaches? Spend half a lifetime in court, getting the hawkers into clean food courts. You want usable roads? Survey the sewage and storm water drain systems in your area, and then relentlessly follow up with the multiplicity of authorities.

Is the special needs children’s school flooded with sewage? Go into the history, geography and politics of that area!

Are potholed roads backing up traffic to Raigad district? Demand the absent storm water drains. And when the said drains are in place, make applications under the Right to Information Act to find out if contracts have been given for the cleaning and de-silting. After weeks on this trail discover the multiple contractors who are united in their dereliction of duty. Complain, and collect a whole bunch of vague promises.

There’s an election around the corner, so now is the time to get some action in your area. Only, with clueless corporators and engineers, and cost cutting contractors, your area’s solution may be the beginning of a beautiful headache for some other citizens.

Yeh dil maange much more.

To get back to the heart of pre-stressed concrete. Surely this belongs to our civic bodies, our corporators, our movers and shakers? Who could exert themselves just that little bit, and make a world of difference? We ordinary citizens have to negotiate the shoals of civic callousness to get anywhere at all. They, who gush of red wine and lobsters, they who regularly bend regulations for their own convenience they can achieve everything through one phone call. Please, can’t you pick up that phone? Then you and I and my bai, we will all celebrate the rains.






