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The Leopard and 
the Radio

(Another one from dhaba times)

In 1945, our family was residing on the 
outskirts of Amritsar city. One day, Mataji 
(my mother) went to visit our neighbour. 
She left the main door open. No one ever 
bothered to lock their homes those days. 
By mistake, she had also left the radio 
‘ON’ as she had been listening to a radio 
programme. When Mataji retuned after half 
an hour, lo and behold, she found a leopard 
relaxing on the sofa, listening to the radio 
keenly. He had actually dozed off.
Mataji kept her cool and did not shout. She 
just bolted the door from outside 
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and informed the neighbours. Wildlife 
department people were summoned. 
They decide to first tranquilise (making 
unconscious temporarily) the leopard. A 
shot was fired through the window and 
once the leopard’s head had dropped to a 
side, he was brought out and put into a huge 
cage. Eight men were needed to lift him. 
The forest officials drove off into the forest 
and left him about 100 kms away from the 
village.



12

School Days 
(Hindu Mahasabha School Amritsar)

My little friends. Welcome to my childhood. 
I am sure that when you all grow up like me 
and think about your school days, you too 
shall have lots of tales to share with the kids 
the age of your grandchildren. Especially 
about your school days which are the best 
days of one’s life.
Well, talking about school. It takes me back 
80 years in time. Education, unlike today, 
was inexpensive those days. My brother 
and I studied in the same school and the 
monthly fee per child was Rs. 1 only. 
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Since I had an older brother in the same 
school, my father did not have to pay my 
fee for classes 4th to the 7th. I remember my 
primary teacher was very affectionate and 
he taught us all the subjects.
I learnt Urdu in school. Starting with the 
alphabet, we progressed to making short 
sentences. Of the many sentences that I 
learnt one which I remember vividly was 
something like this:
Ma bache ko goud me liye baithi hai 
[mother is sitting with the child in her lap].
Baap hukka pee raha hai [father is smoking 
hukka]
Later on, the second sentence was removed 
from the text as it was thought that it could 
cause a wrong influence on children.
We were required to write on takhtis 
[slates] which were about 21/2 feet long and 
8 inches wide. Our teacher would write on 
the board with the lead part of a battery 
and once he finished writing, we would take 
down everything on our slates. Few dozen 
heads would constantly bob up and down 
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and it used to be a funny sight for anyone 
observing them.
When my brother passed out of the 10th 
standard and left school, I was required to 
pay full tuition fee.
Can you guess how much was the fee? All 
of Rs 4/.
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The Resort

As his limousine – the sleek, red 2020 Peugeot 208 
electric – silently glided into the ultra-modern hotel 
porch, tastefully built combining the traditional Kerala 
architectural teakwood and tiles with today’s concrete, 
aluminium and glass, Vishal could not resist also 
admiring the serene green and exquisite landscaping 
of the expansive gardens all around.

It was drizzling – typical of the monsoon period in 
north Kerala. Should be starting to rain heavily soon, he 
thought.

The surroundings were dominated by the lush turf with 
plenty of flowering plants and trees, and of course, 
the scattered coconut palms typical of the south-west 
coastal part of the country. Very different from the 
rather dry and dusty city of Madurai, where he was 
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The Switch

working as executive vice president in one of the largest 
conglomerates in the automotive field.

Two liveried doorkeepers, donning the prescribed 
COVID masks, rapidly came – almost running – down 
the hotel steps, each opening one of the car’s front 
doors. The passenger seat, left to Vishal’s, was empty 
and the face of the doorman, who opened that door, 
showed a bit of disappointment. Usually, cars like this 
had either a stunning young girl, clad just in a designer 
bra top and a short skirt, or a diamond-studded lady 
in a Kancheepuram silk saree, waiting to emerge from 
that side of the car.

“Welcome to InderDev Isles Resort,” said the enthusiastic 
doorman who opened the car’s front right door. He 
knew – the more expensive the car, the more generous 
will be the tips!

Through his face mask, Vishal murmured a quick 
“thanks” and glancing at the lion’s face on the car’s 
solid gold-plated ignition key already in his hand, 
handed it over to the doorman.

The lion – the emblem of Peugeot – was close to his 
heart, since he himself was a Leo, born on the 27th of 
July. That was the main reason he had picked up the 
Peugeot for almost $300,000, although for that price 
he could have easily bought a Rolls-Royce, Bentley or a 
Bugatti.

“Valet parking?” Vishal asked the doorman. “Seems it 
may soon rain heavily, but make sure not a drop of 
water falls on the car.” 
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Confused Twice Over

It was a very comfortable – better put, luxurious – flight 
on the Learjet 75 Liberty from Madurai to Coimbatore, 
a distance of just over hundred miles as the crow flies. 

At its normal cruising speed of 500 miles per hour, 
the actual flying time was hardly twenty minutes. But 
the boarding and disembarking procedures, air traffic 
control permissions for takeoff and landing made the 
entire trip more than one hour. Also, the climbing up 
to the cruising altitude and the slowing down for the 
landing took more time than the actual, horizontal, 
flight time.

Still, it was better than the five-hour, 130 miles road 
trip. There were no driving hassles, railway-crossings 
delays and mental stress on board the Learjet. 

Inder himself had come to the airport to personally 
receive Vishal at the private tarmac. The company Rolls-
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Royce was kept ready, parked just a few feet away from 
the Learjet’s stairs.

In the car, Inder said, “First, I will show you from outside 
the new villa the company has provided for you. It is 
just next to my house. Your furniture left Madurai by 
truck as soon as your plane took off and will be here 
late in the evening. Sorry, today being Sunday, the 
house staff will be unable to set up things. It can only 
happen tomorrow. So, for tonight and tomorrow night, 
you can stay in my home’s penthouse, which I keep for 
our overseas buyers.”

Inder’s mansion was on the road from Coimbatore to 
Metuppalayam, at the foothills of the Western Ghats. 
One of his main factories was there and, therefore, 
also his residence, in the middle of a palm grove. The 
house was an imposing one, with six bedrooms and 
the penthouse, a tennis court, a swimming pool and a 
garage to accommodate his six luxury cars.

Liveried servants opened the main door of the house, 
and the living room was exquisitely furnished, “It is 
already 6 p.m. and we will have early dinner in an hour 
or so. Please be seated and I will go and call my wife to 
join us,” Inder said. 

And he added, “She must be busy supervising the 
dinner preparations!”

Vishal was left to admire the living room, which was 
very much like a five-star hotel lounge. Much to his 
surprise, there were no paintings on the walls, which 
Vishal had expected, based on his experience at the 
resort.
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However, instead of paintings, there were three vertical 
wall hangings, each one on the walls at the lounge’s 
rear, left and right. They resembled French gobelins 
or tapestries, and each one was in a different style – 
Japanese, Turkish and Italian.

Three great civilisations, empires and religions, Vishal 
immediately thought. The man has taste. His esteem 
for Inder was only reconfirmed.

The huge fish tank in the middle of the living room 
attracted him and, while admiring the lonely baby shark 
slowly swimming within, he heard footsteps behind, 
followed by Inder’s voice.

“Vishal! This is Mena, my wife.” And to his wife, he said, 
“Please meet Vishal, who I was talking about. He has 
joined our company today.”

Vishal looked up and was about to take his first step to 
greet the lady of the house. But even before he could 
start his short walk, just an initial look at her face, 
quickly followed by the aroma of the perfume she wore, 
came as a big shock.

Was this not Maneka, whom he had met at the resort?

And now looking at her face, his confusion only grew. 
The same bright eyes, same intelligent features and hair 
rolled up as a bun. She was even dressed in a similar 
pair of jeans and a top.

His only thought was – how come she looks exactly the 
same? His now confused mind was trying hard to think. 
But he dared not say or ask anything awkward since 
this was his first meeting with the boss – and it was his 
wife standing by his side. 
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