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It’s About Time

By Nina Kedar – nkedar@hotmail.com
Before we know it, the festive season has descended on us again.  We have a wonderful way of celebrating for like half the year and not doing any work. The excuses are plenty, and conveniently dove-tail into each other in rapid-fire succession: Ganesh Chaturthi, Navratri, Durga Pooja, Diwali, Christmas, New Year. Did I leave something out? 

It seems I had just packed up all the festive paraphernalia the other day. The diyas, the brass lamps, the silver coins, the streamers, the Christmas tree, and hopes of a year gone by. Now I will have to unpack them all over again, and I have no idea where I put them.  I guess they will turn up somewhere or the other, in the Diwali spring-cleaning. 

Now that’s another Urban Phenomena. It’s the only time of the year when the bais willingly do some honest work. That means doing the exact same thing that they are supposed to do all year round the difference is, they actually do it this time around. It must be the fear of Lakshmi. 

So out come the suitcases on top of cupboards, out come 6 lemon sets accumulated over the last year and with no one to pass on to (what’s with lemon sets anyway? I only know people gift them, but have never seen anyone actually use them), out come strange objects from below the beds.  

They say if you don’t use something for 6 months, it means you don’t need it. And everyone knows that the moment you give one of these away, the very next day you need it. 

Most of us are hoarders; we carefully preserve things we will never use, just because they are in mint condition. Clothes that don’t fit because you have either lost weight (unlikely) or have put on weight (more probable); beautiful stationery that you bought because you had to have it knowing fully well that nobody uses snail mail anymore and the last thing you will do is write a letter by hand; a pretty crystal vase you picked up because it was at 50% off, and you could gift it to the next person who got married but nobody got married. 

Last year, I tried to break the hex by becoming a Merciless Trasher. But I could not throw all the useless things in the sea for fear of polluting Juhu Beach, so I gave them to my bai. I suspect she has been hoarding them for a full year, not quite knowing what to do with them, either. But better her than me. 

This year, I found more new Useless Objects, and I am having a merry time kicking them out of the house. Somebody, stop me! Somehow, although all the Useless Objects were out of sight, I must admit the house now looks spicker, spanner and more spacious without them. 

But that’s the magic of this special time of the year!






