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"Real education is about providing the correct references and appropriate stimulants to the
students for their inherent goodness to express itself on its own"

- Dr MD Sara swat

DOWN MEMORY LANE
A strong push from my eldest
sister who studied in Kamala

Raje girls' college and later in
Victoria
College
Gwalior
against the wishes of my
mother brought me to my

At that time I had no cue
about what lay ahead . The
next 7 formative years were
the most enjoyable years of
my life.
I was allotted the Madhav

Having
studied
in
my
hometown, Bhopal. for my
primary education, I did not
of
carry
any
baggage

my parents as this would
keep me under the eagle's
eye of the Principal, Shrimant
K.C. Shukla. Madhav being

distinction in any field when I

the closest house from the

arrived at the Scindia School.

Principal's

house to the satisfaction of

whopping 110 pounds of
Humpty Dumpty on my feet
with obviously no distinction
in sports.

years which kept growing in
leaps and bounds. These
entailed frequent escapades
in town away from the fort

almamater.

I was just an above average
student in studies, carrying a

blind alley in our small or big
adventures for the next seven

residence,

had

always a sword hanging over

the boys. We called on the
house master Shri R.B.
Bhattacharya who, on my

and moonlit dinners of
choicest dishes on Shivaji
Parapet (courtesy the kitchen
of my local friend Mohd
Khusro and from Shree
Sahib's kitchen).
Life at school started in the
customary quizzing by the
immediate

seniors

where

they wanted to know whether
I played in the position of

first recollection appeared to

silly mid- on or third man in

hockey or a full back in

I had a passion for field
hockey (coming from a
family of one of the founders
of
the
Bhopal
hockey

be a cousin of Neta Ji
Subhash Chandra Bose. I can
still recall
his favourite
sentence- 'you give your
sweat and blood to your
house, I wi II give you

Association,

discipline,not freedom' ,

known

for its

premier team-- the Bhopal
Wanderers --during the Dhyan
Chand-Roop Singh era, the
golden period of Indian
hockey). I understood the
hardly
game but could
demonstrate on the f,eld I
'
also was an ardent follower
of
radio
cricket
commentaries

and

could

emulate the likes of VIZZY
(Maharaj
Kumar
of
Vijianagram)

or

Pearson

Surita or Berry Sarbadhikari. I
knew the fundaments of
playing cricket but nothing
beyond to exhibit on the
ground.
On the 10th July of 1950,
accompanied by my father
and mother, I arrived through
the Urvai Ghati on the Fort.

cricket!

Most

seniors

remained a bit aloof but one
had it if one ever crossed
their path . However, things
soon started settling down
and
the
sprouts
of
camaraderie

I was allotted a solid wooden
cupboard
carrying
innumerable

wounds

of

broken locks and latches, a
wooden
bed,
a
cotton
mattress,

a twisted

pillow

and of course the blue bed
cover
with
the
school
insignia . The rest was my

business. Having stored my
trunk under the bed and
having spread the sheets
with the help of Hari and his
son Seva I was in the stalls.
Both these house attendants
along
with
our
dhabi
Narayan, who in later years
was
the
guest
house
attendant

trustworthy

were

confidants

our

to

warn us of any impending
perils from any corner or a

started

appearing amongst the batch
mates
seniors.

and

immediate

While I was learning to cope
up with the tight morning to
evening schedule a 'bomb
exploded' when the house
master called me to say that
I have to represent the house
for the Inter House Junior
elocution

competition

and

that I should report to Mr.
Swami

the

Sharan

Hindi

Shrivastava,

teacher

of the

school for further advice. I

did not even know the
spelling or the meaning of
the

word

elocution.

I

however did as I was told,
including practicing my piece
with the House Prefect who

made me stand outside the
row of toilets reciting

my

piece while he attended to
his needs inside. The result
was that I came first, a
position that was never

compromised

for

next

7

continuous years in Hindi
debates
and
elocution

contests till I passed my 12th
class In 1957.

role of the King, participated
Republic
Day
in
the
celebrations at the National
stadium (now Major Dhyan
Chand Stadium) in Delhi in
1952. We were invited by
Pandit Jawahar Lal Nehru
(with Mrs. Indira Gandhi
acting as the hostess) and
by Dr. Rajendra Prasad, the
first President of India .
During a seven day stay in

My foray in dramatics also
was made to flourish under
Mr Swami Sharan, Mr Thakar
and Mr. Khanolkar. They
along with Mr JL and IN Dar
(s) were the lead players in
the star studded galaxy of
teachers who not only taught
us the subjects but gave us
learnings for life. I would
never forget principal K C
Shukla who by walking the
talk made us learn the
lessons in Leadership and PR

that
has
come
handy
throughout my journey as a
professional

in

leadership

tents
in
the
Talkatora
Gardens,
we
got
the
opportunity of getting hugs
from the likes of Maulana
Azaad, Krishna Menon and

Shri Lal Bahadur Shastri. I
remember
my
embarrassment on knocking

Despite the recent Covid-19
lockdawn conditions we have
continued
to
meet-

scheduling a Zoom meeting
over a glass of beer ar cola

with peanuts by the side.
Some of us who started this
group have left for heavenly
abodes but the flame of
enduring legacy will always
continue

to

burn

those who are still there. It is
so gratifying to note that
many Scindians in different
walks of life are carrying
forward this flame burning
bright in the true Scindian
spirit.

off a flower pot while giving

We are all extremely happy to
note that the school has

way to Mr.Krisna Menon, the

attained or even surpassed

then Defence Minister of
India, which flew out from
the corridors of the first floor
of Lok Sabha to the ground
below. To my luck nobody

its old glory. And is now
ranked as the best school of
the country.

was

time

injured .

Mr

Menon

smiled and patted me to

So, it was also during my
with

so

many

assure that it was ok.

sports

in

achievements in life to the

eternity ..

1958

values inculcated in me by
my parents and my Scindia

As I learnt in School:

broadcaster

Pradesh

in

while I was in engineering

college in the company of the
famous Jasdev Singh. Mr.
N.L. Chawla the station
director of Bhopal-Indore
AIR (later he became director
general of Door Darshan),
sportingly held an umbrella
over

my

broad casted

head

as

we

the

finals

of

national hockey from an
open air console in Bhopal as

there

was

a

sudden

downpour of pre monsoon
showers .
I vividly remember when our

school

Kathputli

owe

my

humble

School. I have come across
many brilliant persons in my
long career, however when it
comes to a balanced score

card, there is nothing to beat
a Scindian . The fellowship
and enduring
friendships
cast in school are ever green .
Even now, we, a small group

of Scindians
of 1950's
(named SOFA by us) in Delhi
connect with each other and
meet every Friday over lunch
(ofcourse without our better

halves) and revel in "Those
Were the Days".

dance

troupe, with me in the lead

Despite the recent Covid-19

stars

shining in the sky in the
shape of immortal teachers
and luminary alumni. May

roles. This by God's grace
still continues. The training
at school made me the first
Madhya

around

this

tradition

continue

till

"Men

may come and men may go,

but I go on forever"
Surendra Malhotra
Madhav (1950-1957)

Horror Hospital A Lockdown Lament
With a third stage gastric carcinoma
thankfully in remission I was persuaded,
virtually at gunpoint to run through several
tests to see if I could be cleared for a place in
the breadlines of the living. Reluctantly, I
made my way to a rather well-known
corporate hospital and stumbled over the first
in a series of hurdles in my hitherto stress-free
existence. The specific hurdle? Finding a
place to park. After several circumnavigations
of an increasingly depressing building, I exited
and found a spot several blocks away to park
my trusty steed. From that distance, I trekked
through choking pollution despite a mythically
lockdown-induced traffic-free zone convinced
that my PET scan results would largely feature
the suspended particulate matter I was
inhaling by the wheezing lungful.
Finally, I staggered into a dark, dingy foyer,
which was, I understand the atrium of a
defunct hostelry, and inserted myself into a
milling throng of persons that looked
cadaverous and on the point of imminent
expiration. I joined and waited patiently in a
line reminiscent of the ration lines in the
backwaters of rural India. At last, due mainly
to the motive power provided by the rest of
the snaking line behind me I reached the
counter of someone I can only charitably call
a dragon of immense proportions. I was
asked what my problem was, and I replied that
it was this information that I was hoping
would be told to me by a medically qualified
consultant rather than vouchsafing my own
layman-like opinion. She then proceeded to
ask me for a detailed litany of my medical
history, at which she nodded imperiously and
slapped down a four page form on the counter
in front of her and asked me to fill it up. I
flipped through it and discovered to my
frustration and dismay that the form
contained questions identical in every respect
to the questions the dragon had breathed at
me moments ago. After an infructuous and
exhausting half an hour, I joined the back of

the line once again to submit the filled in form.
It took twenty-five minutes to reach the head
of the line once again only to be confronted by
the dismal intelligence that the Dragon had
retired for lunch, which I felt might involve
some unclaimed cadavers in the morgue
washed down with some expired plasma from
the blood bank. I began to wonder if I could
demolish the counter top, when I noted that
they had prudently constructed it of black
granite, and had I given vent to my ire, I would
only have injured myself requiring me to fill up
yet another form. After another annoying wait
punctuated by the wailing laments and
complaints of the people behind me, the
Dragon flapped back to her perch licking her
chops after quite possibly cleaning out the
morgue. I then noticed that it wasn't the
original reptile, but very possibly her twin who
glared at me balefully and began to ask me
the very same questions the original raptor
had done. Stemming her barrage of queries, I
triumphantly spun my filled-in questionnaire
over the counter top to her. Stymied, she
sulkily asked me to wait. By this time, I was
getting used to waiting, so I returned to where
I sat before only to find all the chairs occupied
by people that looked sicker than when they
first came in. One young, very obviously
pregnant lady deferred to my advanced old
age by offering me her seat, which I politely
declined choosing instead to stand and wait.
After what seemed like hours, but must have
been only 15 minutes, I saw the original
dragon flap toward me and roared at me
accusingly that the doctor had been awaiting
me for the last quarter of an hour. I began to
try and tell her that her replacement had told
me to wait but she'd already turned away
while random patients cringed away from her
as she passed. Anyway, I made my way to the
imaging section which I reached after asking
several uniformed people I came across
loitering about chatting with each other with
focused unconcern. After several mistaken
turns, I was shown the right path by a kindly

fellow patient who was returning from where I
wished to be.

He readied the equipment in the meanwhile
paying no attention to my saga whatsoever. I

said he readied the equipment, but in truth, he
Eventually, I reached the imaging department
and was met with the happy news that the

attending doctor had just left for his lunch.

had his technician do it while he continued to sit
at his desk watching his monitor with avid
interest. He didn't even notice when I had

Gritting my teeth with pained resolution, I
decided not to create a fracas and start pulling

finished the list of the things that had gone

the pieces of the equipment out one by one and
consoled myself by looking at the uninspiring

turned up and asked me to disrobe to ready
myself for the ordeal ahead. He then led me

notices put up for the reading pleasure of the
general public, that included admonitions to not

next door and positioned me to his satisfaction
and went into the adjoining observation

smoke, not touch anything, to beware of low

chamber to possibly operate his rather alarming

headroom, to remove my shoes and insisting

monitoring devices. The array in front of him
looked rather like the master control facility that

that I shouldn't spit in the fire buckets. In
addition to that there were cheering signs
warning me of rad iation hazards and sundry
mishaps that could occur due to my

carelessness. Suitably chastened by these
signs, and having exhausted all the reading
material available, I took refuge in a singularly
chair,
provided
uncomfortable
metal

thoughtfully with several thousand tiny holes
that would be certain to leave a lasting
impression on my nether regions . The wait

didn't take long.

No more than 45 minutes.

wrong with me.

Eventually, the technician

one finds at NASA or ISRO when they land a
Lunar Excursion Module. However the doctor
A few
was conspicuous by his absence.
minutes later, the technician came in and told

me that I could change back into my clothes, an
action that I performed with considerable
alacrity since the gown I was wearing had
several worrying stains left by previous users
and I was anxious not to catch whatever it was

that they had when they were making those
stains. Still no sign of the doctor. I was then

Eventually the doctor heaved into sight, and

handed a note and asked to return the next

looked surprised at finding me awaiting him.

morning to collect the report.

like the dragon sisters upstairs, he asked me

visions of having stand in another queue for

I had horrifiC

what was wrong with me, a gambit that seemed

hours and then once again be asked by the

to me to be the greeting phrase of choice in this

dragon what was wrong with me.

hospital.
I told him that I'd filled in an
exhaustive form upstairs and he told me that he

As it happened my report continues to languish

was not privy to what went on upstairs. He then
asked me for my challan . Unfamiliar as I am

with the vernacular medical terminology, I asked
him if I had been illegally parked and been
issued with a summons for moving violation . He

didn't understand me and asked me again what
was wrong with me. Giving up, I told him and
said I had come in for a PET scan. He seemed

very put out by that.Apparently he was the
Radiologist and would not receive the
consultation fee for a PET scan. The fee he
mumbled would go to the gentleman who

looked after the MRIIPET section next door. I
trudged the distance with weary footsteps and
surprise, surprise, found that the doctor was

actually in his seat. Once again, he asked me
what was wrong with me, confirming what I had
observed earlier. I told him that this was the
fourth time I had been asked this question since

I arrived in the hospital. To save time, of which I
had wasted a great deal since the time I arrived,

I just told him.

at that hospital as I never went back to pick it up
and continue, somehow to live my life
untrammeled and unworried about my longevity.

Abhimanyu Acharya PhD.
(Jayaji, 1969)

Doctor Speaks
Friends, the Lockdown in India started as the Janta Curfew on March 2020 and now we have the
4.0 version. All media versions spoke about their interpretations of it - now it is my turn.
The entire medical fraternity including laboratories discover a new characteristic about COVID 19

almost daily. It is an enemy that is not visible, not alive and needs a host to mUltiply. Frightening
to try and imagine. How can the unseen and unknown be striking down thousands worldwide?
Fact - it is.
In the absence of solid scientific facts, five months down the road we cannot say that we have
learnt anything definitive. Some media personnel deal in hypothesis, approximations or just
ignorance. And, many ignored the fact that we are with a population of 1.25 billion staring at a
pandemic in the face with limited comprehension.
As a doctor, I see this play out daily alongside my brethren in the medica l fraternity. We put
ourselves in the frontline to try and create sense of what is going on and to save lives. No heroics,
just a sense of duty. I get panic calls from patients, friends, even strangers looking for affirmation
that 'all is well' and 'no I don't have Covid 19'. And even to check out non proven and non- existent
medication .
There lives an unspoken fear in all us Doctors - How do we go home to our families?
Everyone does not have the luxury of separate entrances or spacious houses to keep them away
of possible infection with social distancing because what we do know is that this virus in the form
of exhaled breath or a nasal droplet can stay attached to clothes or hang in the air for over 24 hrs.
My advice to all: Maintain social distancing, wear a mask, sanitize/wash your hands frequently.
Disinfect common surface areas like door handles, switches. Avoid using lifts in the company of
others. If traveling in a car, one drives and the other sits in the back, keeping the windows open.
Do not breathe the same air conditioned air within the confined space of a vehicle.
What difference do I notice in myself?
For starters, I have become more patient and have learnt I can do without our visiting my favourite
kabab corner.
So you see, Dr. Shahamat 'kishamat nahi aai ha i'. We must make the best of adversity as this is
just a passing pha se. A long one no doubt but as time does, thi s too shall pa ss, and we will get
through it.
I AM A SCINDIAN AND WILL FIGHT THROUGH THIS PHASE TOO.
Dr. Shahamat Hussain
Ranoji, 1988
Gurugram
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Work of Mr, Rajeev Char called
"Chartoons"
CONGRATULATIONS MR SMITH!
ITS A BOYI!! !
HE HAS YOUR NOSE AND MOUTH.
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COVID Chro nicles · U.S. gradual reolpening,
it looks safe out there ...

MAN IS TURNING MDDERN AGAINI
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ATear Drop that
Changed My Life
13 years of hostel life, 10 in Scindia and 3 in St. Xavier's College- didn't have parents around and
the bond of affection was minimal. Parents became just a source of fulfilling financial &
materialistic needs. I lived for myself. It used to bother me till I met with this accident. Last day of
college, I was leaving but Mumbai didn't leave me. I met with an accident which left me in coma
with my face split wide open. Police rushed me to the hospital and breaking news was flashed
across my contacts . Friends rushed but couldn't trace me till my roommate identifted me from the
shoes kept beneath my bed. I was beyond recognition for all. My father arrived; I did not move or
blink. The tattered look of my face hit him and he broke down to tears. That very tear drop in my
father's eye, hit my soul. I had never seen or imagined him cry. He was the strongest human form
for me. Suddenly, I wanted to talk and moved my broken jaw. The coma spell was broken and I
was a changed individual. Responsible and all positive attributes one can assign to an ideal son. I
couldn't speak but he understood what I was trying to say; I understood the value of parents and
family. One act of responsibility, one helmet might have had saved me an ordeal of numerous
plates fitted with multiple screws inside my face and a medical expense equivalent to the cost of
10 bikes. OR 'was it all worth, for that tear drop in my father's eye that changed me for the good?'
Abhishek Ramkrishna
Shivaji, 1999

The best is often concealed
within the worst
"Anything in excess is poison"
-Theodore Levitt.
·Anything·... that term even encompasses the
so called 'Ieisure time'. the paucity of which is
bemoaned by all and sundry in the frenetic
paced times of today. So. what happens
when one day you wake up to discover that

you not just have hours but weeks. days and
perhaps months stanng at you during which
you would be restrained within the confines
of your home. The profession that you had so
painstakingly and meticulously crafted over
umpteen years and which consumed most of
your waking hours has unexpectedly come to
an abrupt halt. For the health conscious.
there are no longer any gyms or parks to
wake up to; for not so health conscious, there
are no longer any restaurants or bars to
saunter into; for those simply looking forward
to unwind there aren't any malls, movie halls
or any recreational place to slip into ... it5 just
your home with endless hours at your sweet
disposal. What then do you do with an
'excess of excess· ...
I am a urologist by profession and though I
can't claim to be busier than others on any
given day, the fact remains that a surgeon
invariably is entangled in something or other,
if not physically than mentally, round the
clock. To have that traded away with a
bountiful supply of spare time wasn't an easy
bargain. It was impossible to predict how
long the lockdown would last. the duration
hinged on umpteen variables all of which
were likely to shift with time and so it was an
onerous task to plan anything meticulously.
all one could do was to live one day at a
time ...

The most vital daily ritual for me was the
time that I spent in the gym . Exercise to the
point of exhaustion is paradoxica lly what
energises

me

physically

and

calms

me

mentally enabling me to think. function and
sleep better. I desperately needed to find an

alternative which was easier said than done. I
have always been a 'gym person' dependent
on exercise aided by machines and free
weights in a controlled environment at a time
convenient to me. To switch to funning on a
concrete ground in my residential complex
early morning before the sun started baking it
(and
me)
required
discipline
and
commitment that I hadn't extracted out of me
since ages. I was forced to resort to strength
training using my body weight. something
that I usually avoided at the gym. I could
finally restructure my diet, eating small
portions at frequent intervals. After putting

up with this rigmarole for a month I was
amazed to discover that my botheration to
mother earth had reduced by 4 kgms.
something that I had not achieved even after
several years of dedicated gymming.
One night as I went to the kitchen to fetch
some water, I chanced upon a few insects
loitering over the unwashed utensils in the
sink. I can not describe how repulsed I was at

the sight knowing the origins and dwellings
of the six legged pests scurrying over the
appl iances we were cooking and feeding
from. I immediately ended up washing them
and cleaning up the place and it has now
become just another routine bedtime habit as
brushing teeth.
The circumstances compelled me to chip in
ot her domestic chores like sweeping and

mopping the floors. washing and Ironing the
clothes and severa l others to maintain the
sanctity and sanity of the environs. Of course

the domestic helps will eventually return but
for now I can vouch th at the house and the
clothes have never been cleaner and neither
have

the

meals

been

tastier. We

may

continue to hand over the reigns of our lives
including the upbringing of our children to
others. citing the absolute dearth of time but
the fact remains that no one can take care of
your affairs more efficiently than you . That

Essentially Me
Whilst others are in quarantine, I, go about my routine work as I have a petrol pump which falis
under 'essential services'.

My wife is a doctor running her nursing home and we have additional interest in agriculture.
March and April is the harvesting season; petrol pump operations are running as usual with les
footfall and so is the medical practice.
During this period I could do whatever was possible. We provided lunch packets for about 3000
persons, masks for needy ones, distributed some ration kits, and provided tea and coffee for all

persons on essential services duty. like the police. health workers. and sanitary workers along
with all needy people.

I believe in live and let live; be positive; hope for the best and do whatever good deed one can
do.
Thanks for connecting all of us through the QQ.
Wish everyone a good health.
Rakesh Kumar Jain
Vivekanand. 1980
Bina

Devendra Bhatnagar

Jayaji.1974
Devendra Bhatnagar

Jayaji. 1974
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