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IChanging the Cityscape





NEE KAATO, NEE KAATO

By Prabha Krishnan prabha_k@vsnl.com
Have you noticed? Trees are the greatest stumbling block in the path to progress.  They come in the way of roads, flyovers, hoardings, pavements and indeed all those bare necessities of urban living. And when we are striding towards the Shanghai-isation of the city, these trees are definitely are in the way.

On Veera Desai Road.

Recently the residents of Veera Desai Road expressed concern over the imminent destruction of some 120 fully grown trees on their road. The road was to be widened and linked to a flyover. 

In Mulund recently 4 people were held under the Tree Act for felling trees in an open plot. While most are hacked and poisoned to make way for hoardings and other commercial activities, street people who gather twigs and branches for cooking are caught and punished. This month when the city celebrates Holi, more trees will be sacrificed.

Carbon Dioxide Sinks.

Trees with their extensive canopies act as carbon dioxide sinks, using up the gas generated by automobile exhausts, industries and close packed human settlements. Nowhere are they more needed than in our metropolises, and nowhere are they more brutalized. 

A life-giving Hug.

This month will see the celebration of International Women’s Day, and what better time  to recall the struggles of the Garhwal and Kumaon women who defied the trees fellers and hugged their venerable oaks and pines and gave birth to the Chipko movement, (literally, “stick to”). My title is taken from one of their songs, “ Nee kaato, nee kaato, juburaali baaja, bajani dura tando paani”  don’t cut these overhanging oaks, it is they who give us this cool water. 

What Next?

We as Juhu citizens need to be proactive on the issue of burgeoning malls and fly-overs. We need to use the MRTI Act to get to know what is planned that will negatively impact the people, and get in on the ground-floor so to say, with peaceful, viable alternatives. Meanwhile, lets not pay lip service to festivals like Vanmahotsav. At least we can ensure that the birth of every child is marked by the planting of a tree, and that the child and the tree and nurtured together.







