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Urbanity.
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About the Workshop: 

Workshop Outcomes: 

Indian cities have not really been understood with respect to their historical evolution. Often the information 
is patchy or is just not available. We at CityLabs wish to address this gap by helping Architects, Designers 
and Planners write Urban Histories of their own cities.

“Writing Urban History” was an intense, 5-day workshop for learning how to conceptualize and narrate 
the historical evolution of Indian cities. During this workshop, participants were given theoretical inputs on 
key urban theories and were taught techniques they can use to create a framework for narrating urban 
histories of their cities. The focus was however remain in narrating the evolution of Urban Form.

Writing Urban Histories has started with flurry of activities: Input lectures, discussions on analytical 
frameworks and presentation of ideas.
Writing Urban Histories was conducted successfully. A total of seventeen projects were undertaken by 
participants exploring different themes of Urban History such as the legacy of governance, the idea of 
conflict, the burden of history, the role of sacred geography or cities as political strategies.
The workshop participants were from different parts of the country and represented a range of disciplines; 
Architecture, Urban Planning, Research, and Teaching.
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PRAGYA              LUCKNOW
SHUKLA Elephant in the City

Abstract: 
The write-up by Pragya Shukla, envisioned as part of a newspaper column, aims to explore the relationship 
between the political agenda and the expectations of common citizen and its effect on changing nature 
of public realm. This column series tries to unearth the narrative spun by the ruling bodies to alter the 
cityscapes and how the public life shapes around this phenomenon. The writer is interested in the forces 
that come into play to orchestrate the cities as we perceive them, both the powerful change-makers and 
seemingly mundane everyday interventions.

Pragya Shukla
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VRINDA               DARYAGANJ, DELHI
KANVINDE Ties between the Written Word and Organic Urbanism

Daryaganj is a largely residential locality within 
the old city of Delhi. It finds its etymological origin 
from “darya”, literally “river,” after the Yamuna river, 
just the walled city (Gupta). New Darya Ganj was 
once part of the British Cantonment (Bhasin), a 
part of the patchwork of the decentralized points of 
control during the annexation of Delhi. The existing 
buildings date back to the 1930s, and are in the 
colonial Art Deco style, with arches and colonnades 
resembling those of the Imperial city. Today it is 

synonymous with the wholesale book market, and 
book publishers who have their offices here- the 
earliest of which was the Oxford University Press, 
almost contemporary with the British occupation 
of Daryaganj- mostly located on its eastern side. A 
forgotten area that is reduced to the backyard of the 
city, quaint streets relegated to wholesale, it is in 
fact a thriving ecosystem of not just books, but book 
culture. Home not just to the publishing houses and 
old family run book shops, but an informal book 

Fig 2.1:  Faiz Bazaar 1840 (Faiz 
Bazaar)

Abstract: 
This piece traces both the historical narrative of Daryaganj, as well as its contemporary identity as a book 
hub. It tries to include varied voices and perspectives: from residential, to publishing houses and the street 
book bazaar. The piece is envisioned as a blog entry or cultural/ travel magazine article, intended for the 
layperson and city dweller, rather than the architectural specialist.

market that functions off its streets. 
Gaurav Chandiwala, an architect and resident of 
Daryaganj says, “The whole development had 
a very livable scale, with a combination of row 
housing and plotted development. When you talk 
to elders in Daryaganj, you hear interesting things, 
like for example, some plots behind the main road 
are said to have been so large, that they extended 
all the way till the Yamuna. They were over time 
divided up and sold. Now, walking through the 
narrow alleyways, it is hard to imagine this was ever 
the case.” 
Chandiwala goes on to say about this heritage 
precinct, “In the last ten to fifteen years, they have 
been tearing down old houses and building multi-
story apartments. There has been an increasing 
tendency towards non-residential functions: doctors, 
mechanics, and godowns. I think this has happened 
because of its proximity to old Delhi, with those 

functions spilling over to this area. The traffic and 
commercial activity have made the area unlivable, 
causing old families to sell and move out. But on 
Sundays, when the area is mostly empty, you can 
see Daryaganj as it once was, with residents out on 
their terraces and balconies. The book market once 
coexisted peacefully with the residential area. But 
there’s only so much pressure the area can take. 
It’s gone over the tipping point since 2005, and it’s 
now suffocating.”
Daryaganj, however, has had a much longer 
history with the written word, that dates back to the 
introduction of the printing press in 1550 (Tharoor). 
The press was brought into India by Portuguese 
Jesuit missionaries solely for the publication and 
dissemination of books, and as per Priya Joshi, in 
her book, ‘In Another Country: Colonialism, Culture 
and the English Novel,’ continued to be so even 
under the British for nearly two hundred years 

Fig 2.2:  The Sunday Book Bazaar outside Delite Cinema 
(Bagga)

Vrinda Kanvinde
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Fig 2.3:  The new Sunday Bazaar at the Mahila Haat 
(Dhingra)

(Joshi). However, around 1780, James Augustus 
Hickey, set up the first newspaper, The Bengal 
Gazette. This prompted, the creation of not just 
British authored English language newspapers, 
but also Indian newspapers, both English and 
vernacular (Tharoor). Of these, the ‘Payam-e-Azadi,’ 
which published a proclamation from Bahadur Shah 
Zafar and several inflammatory articles, helping 
trigger the Revolt of 1857, was published from 
Delhi in Lithopress in Hindi and Urdu (Balakrishna). 
The British response was to implement several 
censorship acts, most significantly the Vernacular 
Press Act in 1878, that decreed that publications 
in vernacular languages had to be vetted by the 
government before going into print. Daryaganj, 
then known as Faiz Bazaar, linking Old and New 
Delhi, became the seat of the printing press in Delhi 
(White-Spunner).  
Much like the printing press of Gutenberg propelled 

Lutheranism on a trajectory of large scale 
dissemination, the printing press also played a huge 
role in the Indian freedom movement, and provided 
Indian nationals with means for the dissemination 
of information, and a cause to rally around. Shashi 
Tharoor mentions, in his book, ‘An Era of Darkness’, 
“There is no doubt that the press contributed 
significantly to the development and growth of 
nationalist feelings in India, inculcated the idea of 
a broader public consciousness, exposed many 
of the failings of the colonial administration and 
played an influential part in fomenting opposition 
to many aspects of British rule” (Tharoor). These 
newspapers had a wide reach and were used to 
stimulate the popular library movement. The impact 
of this movement was not limited to cities alone, 
but reached remote villages, where each news item 
and editorial would be read and discussed, even 
if several days late (Role of the press in freedom 

struggle - The Hans India). The press alone made 
possible exchange of views among different social 
groups, in various parts of the country. The press, 
therefore, provided an active political life to the city.
The publishing industry today stands far different 
than it did in the pre-Independence scenario, 
when three names ruled publishing in India – New 
Longman, MacMillan and Oxford University Press. 
There has been an unbelievable growth in the field 
of publishing and printing, with numerous publishing 
houses having come up in the interim, from NCERT 
in textbook publishing, to Orient Longman, Sri 
Saraswaty Press and subsequently several foreign 
corporations (Sapru). This competitive world of 
publishing still exists for the most part on Ansari 
Road- as Sridhar Balan describes in ‘Off the Shelf,’ 
publishing houses sitting “cheek by jowl” (Balan). 
In addition to the publishing houses, there are family 
run book shops that function out of Daryaganj. One 
such shop, nestled within Ansari Road, is Manohar 
Book Store. Frequented by historian Ramachandra 
Guha, it has an exhaustive collection of not just 
scholarly books on Indian history, politics and 
society, but also textbooks, and books on religion, 
arts and crafts, music and cultural studies (Soofi). 
This store functions as a glorified warehouse, yet 
therein lies the charm: the adventure of discovery; 
of unearthing a book that was lying in wait. But 
appearances can be misleading- these shop 
owners are curators and collectors in their own 
right. Each book seemingly carelessly tossed into a 
pile, is in fact organized by a unique method known 
only to them. 
However, no space summed up this sense of 
discovery as well as the Sunday Book Market or the 
Kitab Bazaar, held every Sunday on pavements. The 
bazaar had no formal infrastructure: just tarpaulin 
sheets spread out, with stacks of books piled 
perilously atop, and the prospect of the extraction 
of a single book threatening the whole structure. 
And yet, the vendors, connoisseurs of their craft, 
pried out books with equal dexterity and care: 

their nimble fingers making quick work of the task. 
The bazaar nestled along an almost two-kilometer 
stretch, equally at home in the rutted footpath, 
as the Art Deco colonnades and the modernist 
overhang of the Delite Cinema, appropriating them 
with equal warmth and artlessness. Perhaps the 
bazaar stalled traffic, but it also halted the passerby, 
to pause and peruse some old books for a moment. 
Even for those deterred by the crowds and Delhi 
heat- and the accompanying sweat and stench- the 
prospect of finding a second edition Jane Austen 
(for the princely sum of 150 Rupees), or just simply 
a second hand book with a heartfelt inscription 
revealing much about its previous owner, was 
enough to lure pedestrians walking by.
Though having undergone a history of relocations, 
originally housed along Daryaganj, and 
subsequently occupying the stretch outside the 
Red Fort wall and Asaf Ali Marg, the Bazaar always 
remained within the domain of the old city. Until 
September last year, when the Delhi High Court 
ordered the North Delhi Municipal Council to shut 
down the weekly bazaar, declaring the area a no-
hawking zone. The vendors then banded together, 
petitioned the court, and were assigned space at 
the Mahila Haat (Dhingra), close to the Ram Lila 
Maidan (a vast green tract, and the only place 
of congregation for the old city), but outside the 
bounds of Shahjahanabad. “The most recent 
relocation implies not just a dynamic physiognomic 
change, but also implies a cultural shift. From 
being a heritage Patri Kitaab bazaar, it is now a 
“haat”, a book-market” (Dhingra). This is symbolic 
of how the new space will come to function. The 
clean, enclosed, and controlled, space of Mahila 
Haat reads entirely differently to the experience 
of walking along a street, which facilitated unique 
ways of experiencing the city itself.
While this new market may be clean, have access 
to public toilets, and not hinder traffic, it loses 
something in this shift to its new location. For one 
thing, it loses its immediacy to the book hub that is 

Vrinda Kanvinde
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Daryaganj. For another, in the confined space of 
the Mahila Haat, one cannot accidentally chance 
upon a book as a pedestrian, attracted- or rather 
distracted- by the visual and intellectual appeal 
of the spectacle, while on one’s way. The living, 
breathing ecosystem of book culture that was, 
occurred as a product of organic urban growth: an 
unplanned, but tailored organization. In an attempt 
to sanitize the city, this organic tactical urbanism 
has been lost: a space that once belonged to 
vendors, loyal customers, intrepid bibliophiles, 
and even unsuspecting pedestrians, now can no 
longer function the same way. But if the Covid-19 
situation has taught us anything, it is that people 

are enterprising. Since books were declared non-
essential items during the lockdown, the book shops 
opened after a 41-day moratorium. And though in 
person sales remain low, shopkeepers have been 
ensuring delivery to low-risk zones, as well as 
keeping customers engaged by sending over book 
excerpts on WhatsApp, for people that have access 
to neither physical books, nor audio/ e-books 
(Sharma). By all accounts, the city endures, adapts 
and continues to find its own rhythm of functioning 
despite autocratic bureaucrats, disgruntled 
residents, and hopeless romantic citizens.

DURGA               MUMBAI
VITANKAR Living on the Edge

Abstract: 
Living on the Edge is a story of Avicennia, a Mangrove thriving around the Island of Mumbai. The story is 
set in the year 2050. It is an effort to create awareness among the kids about the Mangrove eco-system. 
The Mangroves is a quite neglected topic among people. Acknowledging all the natural elements around 
us and taking care should be everyone’s utmost priority. It is the responsibility of every citizen to have 
good terms with nature; if not then nature has its own ways and means to retaliate.  The story has an 
Inevitable decay narrative in the first phase and then the story turns to a Phoenix Rising narrative. The text 
is supported by watercolor illustrations trying to capture the moments from the story. I have tried to intrigue 
the kid’s mind through these abstract paintings. I intend to publish this story in informative books for kids.

Within hours the city was underwater. Nature had 
taken back the reclaimed land. Nothing could 
withstand the power of nature this time; not even 
the city of dreams. Mumbai was struck by a great 
tsunami. The evacuated city now dusted into the 
sea bed. 
The rising level of water was alarming that had given 
quite a lot of warnings to the city. The Mumbaikars 
were finally evacuated out. The remarkable 
architectural skyline of the city: colonial buildings, 
numerous sea links, airports, iconic structures 
and museums, institutions, holy buildings, grand 
promenades, waterfronts were left back to sink. The 
ever running local trains and metros had nowhere to 
run either. Traumatized millionaires and billionaires 
reluctant to leave their empires were dragged out 
with the help of police rescue force. The entire city 
silently surrendered to the ferocious Arabian Sea, 
and nature takes over.
Horrified by the nightmare, Avicennia woke up 
frantic. Her heart was racing fast and her leaves 
were sweaty. Finally, she caught her breath, wiping 
off the sweat dews from her leaves, she then laid 
back on her marshy bed. She was exhausted by 
the rigorous work done for the past 30 years, yet 
she was anxious about tomorrow’s challenge. She 
couldn’t sleep, she looked around, and her fellow 

Durga Vitankar
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It was 2050, Avicennia looked back at the past 30 
years-The city was at its highest glory. There was 
an economic boom. Ambitious waterfront projects 
were at its peak. The city had a place for everyone 
whoever landed here with a dream.
Another broken glass bottle hit Avicennia’s roots, 
bleeding and choking. I can’t see my family suffer 
this pain, exclaimed Avicennia. It pained equally 
in her heart and veins. Human activities had 
turnedthe mangroves in dumping grounds. Back 
then Avicennia had a huge family that included 
around 16 species of mangroves and associated 
plants. Her extended family was yet bigger and 
precious to her. Numerous birds, insects, mammals 
dwelled with her. Several species of crabs, fish, 
prawns, snakes, and other aquatic animals formed 
her extended family. Her family was bigger, it was 
dense and stronger back then. Over the years 
large volume of garbage was being dumped in the 
groves. Her community was killed a terrible death. 
Avicennia and her close ones were striving hard to 
live.
A daily visitor, a young girl had got a few friends with 
her today. Delighted Avicennia took her friends to 
explore the magical world of groves. She showed 
them the paradise of diverse fauna, flaura that were 
enveloped. She revealed her aerial roots also called 
Pencil roots to them. Some species had the buttress 
roots at the base that offered support in loose soil. 
A few species had stilt roots that started from the 
trunk base and fell into the soil providing support to 
the plant. The roots are strong to handle the thrust 
of the sea water during the high-low tide explained 
Avicennia.

As the young visitors keenly looked around, 
Avicennia could feel something pricking on her 
distant root. She tried to ignore the pain but her 
eyes were filled with tears. The daily visitor could 

see the grave pain Avicennia was going through. 
She quietly went close to her and asked dearly 
what was bothering Avicennia. Avicennia broke in 
tears and wept in the laps of the young girl. She 
told about the discarded plastic bags, wrappers, 
and bottles and much of this waste ends up in 
the wetlands, polluting, clogging, and choking the 
roots of the mangrove trees surrounding the island 
city. The biggest threats that we are facing are 
the disposal of waste. A lot of this waste you see 
is not going to decompose for hundreds of years, 
and some of it will never decompose, exclaimed 
Avicennia. She was losing hope and life day by day, 
minute by minute.
While discussing this, a group of men approached. 
A tall man pointed towards Avicennia and said 
something to the group. Avicennia couldn’t properly 
hear the indistinctive discussion. Some papers were 
exchanged. Probably map of the grove. Another 
deal was done!

Avicennia couldn’t sleep that night. The thoughts 
about the deal kept coming and she grew restless. 
They were the last of the mangroves thriving around 
the island. The next day she saw the same men 
approaching along with a few other young people. 
Avicennia was surprised, she was expecting the 
men armed with cutting machinery. The deal was 
done; not to cut the grove, but to regenerate the 
grove. Yes, a rejuvenation and regeneration deal 
was done. The plan was to build a fort of Mangroves 
around the island city. Delighted with joy, Avicennia 
helped the people with cleaning up the garbage. 
Then the men discussed their plan with Avicennia. 
She was overjoyed and helped them with all the 
information on the viviparous regeneration.
The plan was executed meticulously. The city of 
dreams had fulfilled Avicennia’s dreams as well. 
She was glad and could breathe after years.
And today lying in her bed, Avicennia looked at the 
fully grown Mangroves. Her heart filled with pride. 
She knew her roots had their strength. The soldiers 

Durga Vitankar

groves were in a deep sleep. She smiled, she was 
proud of the close-knit mangrove community that she 
was a part of.
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ATHULYA            THIRUVANATHAPURAM
ANN ABY How One Man changed the Face of the Capital 

Introduction:
If one is introduced to the architecture of 
Thiruvananthapuram purely through popular 
literature, one would imagine it as a city with 
terracotta clad sloping roofed structures in 
timber or brick, painted red, perpetually stuck in 
the colonial era. Any resident of the capital can 
say that this is far from the truth.  Yet everyone 
walks past the clear modernistic statements 
like the Trivandrum Cooperation Office and 
the Student’s Union Building, without giving a 
second thought about how these came to be 
and ignorant about the man who made it all 
happen. 
As Dr. Ashalatha Thampuran, an architect, 
renowned educationist and former Principal of 
College of Engineering Trivandrum, comments, 

Fig 4.1: Prof J C Alexander’s along with other lecturers at CET 
Source: http://sharatsunderrajeev.blogspot.com/2018/07/ 

Fig 4.2:  Prof J C Alexander’s Residence at Thiruvananthapuram Source: 
“Behind The Trees”, a video documentary by Ar. Prahlad Gopakumar and 
Ar. Thomas Oommen 

Abstract: 
An episodical history of Thiruvananthapuram, by tracing the influence of one man, J C Alexander on it’s 
urban architecture in the format of a blog post/journal article.

the city can almost be called a planned city. After 
the capital of Princely Travancore was shifted to 
the present location from Padmanabhapuram in 
1790s, the close relationships with the East India 
Company aided the construction of various public 
and institutional buildings in the colonial era, 
mostly along the ‘Rajpath’ from the Kowdiar Palace 
to the Padmanabhaswamy Temple. Even after 
independence, this British influence could be seen, 
even in the residential structures in the city. A drastic 
departure from this, starts in the 1960s, after Prof. 
J C Alexander ascends as the Chief Town Planner 
and Chief Architect of the Kerala Public Works 
Department (KPWD). Though the architecture of 
the city is a clear reflection of his ideologies, little is 
known about this historic figure, not only in Kerala, 
even within the capital itself. 

were ready to act as a natural barrier against sea-level 
rise and coastal flooding, apart from providing numerous 
other ecosystem services... According to the weather 
forecast, the cyclone was to hit in the next 15 hours. 
Her mighty soldiers were ready for that as well. The city 
and the groves co-existed. The people had generated 
a special bond with the mangroves now. Mumbai was 
ready for any kind of storm now.
The city flourished further along with nature and not at 
the cost of nature.
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The Architect 
In the 1940s, J.C Alexander, a civil engineering 
graduate from Madras University, was teaching at 
the College of Engineering Trivandrum (CET). His 
deputation to Colorado University, USA, to learn 
architecture in 1950s was followed by his internship, 
for almost a year, with Harrison and Abramovitz 
in New York while working on the United Nations 
HQ Building. This moulded J C Alexander into an 
“American professional” with strong minimalistic 
and utilitarian ideologies. Being appointed as head 
of KPWD in 1957 on his return, he designed the civil 
stations in several districts like Kannur, Palakkad, 
Calicut and Kollam, introducing the clean aesthetics 
of rectilinear ‘Modern’ forms, possibly for the first 
time, in Kerala. The epitome of his modernist 
doctrines, can be seen in his own residence at 
Thiruvananthapuram.  
In some of his early works a hint of revivalist 
architecture can also be spotted, comments Ar. 
Thomas Oommen, as in the façade of the otherwise 

purely functional design for the University Library 
(1962), Palayam. His designs for the Main Block 
building for the relocated CET campus and the 
Thiruvananthapuram Coorporation Building, 
resonate his visionary approach to every building 
as a monument while incorporating “generous 
spatial planning” for future expansion.

The Educationist 
Most of the engineers working in the KPWD were 
already his former students. As founder, and the 
first Head of the Department of Architecture at CET, 
he was the torch-bearer of architectural education 
in Kerala. These students went on to head the 
KPWD in later years or establish many of the first 
private architectural firms in Kerala, in the 1970s 
and 80s, when the general public did not even 
know what architecture was or what architects did.  
The video documentary by Ar.Prahlad Gopakumar, 
based on the research by Ar. Thomas Oommen, 
“Behind the trees”, provides revealing insights into 

Fig 4.3:   University Library, Thiruvananthapuram designed by 
Prof J C Alexander Source: Google Images

Fig 4.4:  Main Block, CET, designed by Prof J C Alexander 
Source: Google Images

Athulya Ann Aby

Fig 4.6: Cooperative Bank Building at Kollam  
Source: “Behind The Trees”, a video documentary by Ar.Prahlad 
Gopakumar and Ar. Thomas Oommen

Fig 4.7:  Student’s Union Building at Thiruvananthapuram 
Source: “Behind The Trees”, a video documentary by Ar.Prahlad 
Gopakumar and Ar. Thomas Oomme

Fig 4.5:  Thiruvananthapuram Coorporation Office building, designed by Prof J C Alexander Source: Google Images 
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Fig 4.8: Kerala Legislative Assembly Building at Thiruvananthapuram designed by Ar.Thomas Paniker . Source: Google Images

A K Jayachandran and Thomas Panicker - an IIT 
Kharagpur graduate J.C Alexander had taken under 
his wing - clearly portray their classical modern 
approach and influence from Breuer’s works. The 
strong backing of geometrical forms stands out 
in Oommen Thomas’s works too, like in the St. 
Thomas Orthodox Church (1983) in Kottayam. 
Greatly inspired by American architecture and 
modern architects like Frank Lloyd Wright, Marcel 
Breuer and Walter Gropius, A K Jayachandran is 
remembered for encouraging his students to refer 
to publications and journals from the United States 
Information Library (USIS) in Palayam, Trivandrum.  
Through the dual roles he played as the Chief 
Architect and an influential educator, J.C Alexander 
introduced and propagated Modern Architecture 
in the sleepy town of Thiruvananthapuram. The 
‘box’ structures dotted the urban landscape not 

Fig 4.9: St. Thomas Orthodox Church, Kottayam designed by Prof. 
Oommen Thomas Source: Google Images

Athulya Ann Aby

how J.C Alexander moulded the first generation 
of modern architects in Kerala. Prof. Oommen 
Thomas, one of his students to went on to 
become a prominent architect in Kerala, as well 
as the Head of the Department of Architecture at 
CET, recollects how J.C.Alexander, along with 
some KPWD engineers used to give orientation 
classes to explain what ‘Architecture’ was. A. K 
Jayachandran, a civil engineer from CET, worked 
with J.C Alexander for five to six years before going 
on to become one of the established architects of 
Trivandrum and yet another influential professor. 
Jayachandran reminisces how all the structures in 
Alexander sir’s office were “all straight lines and 
long spans”, something that he himself tried to carry 
forward in his work. The Kerala University Students 
Union Building (1969) in Thiruvananthapuram and 
the Cooperation Bank building in Kollam, both by 

only of the capital, but of the State of Kerala as a 
whole, and changed its fate forever.  While many 
architects adapted their design philosophies in the 
course of their practice, they could never let go of 
the deeply rooted modernist ideologies. The Modern 
Monuments built by the KPWD under J.C Alexander 
and his team of engineers stand along with and 
adjacent to the now romanticised Indo-saracenic 
buildings. The Kerala Architecture Fest in 2019 went 
so far as to call it J C Alexander’s Trivandrum. And 
rightly so.
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SHREYAS            BANGLORE
BAINDUR Organizing your protest in Bangalore?

Abstract: 
Are you a reluctant protester? Ever wondered what would happen if you participated in a protest? Interested 
in organising or just being part of one? Well, do we have a place for you. Similar to the question of “Kya 
aapke toothpaste main Nanak hai?”, the question explored in this piece is “Kya aapke city main dissent 
hai?”. This not-so-short write-up explores a part of Bangalore that is literally built for voicing of dissent, a 
place that has become synonymous with protests in the city since it was built.

Are you agitated about something? The government went and passed a bill making it an act that you’re 
not happy about? Some deep-seated issue bothering you that no one understands. Do you want to spread 
the word of God to the average everyday citizen on the street? Ever just wanted to get together with your 
friends and cause a minor inconvenience to the city’s notorious traffic? In that case, have you considered 
protesting for issues you are passionate about? Well, do we have a place for you.

Fig 5.1: The Sir Puttanna Chetty Town Hall, 
Bangalore

The Sir Puttanna Chetty Town Hall- fondly called 
Town Hall by the locals, stands at the point where 
Mysore Road turns west- actually heading in the 
direction of Mysore. At this junction, Mysore Road 
is met by the Jayachamarajendra Road (also called 
JC road) that houses Bangalore’s famous theatre 
district- more like a road with a few theatres on it. 
The Town Hall itself forms the end of a long line 
of theatres with their own rich history hosting a 
variety of performances on a regular basis all year 
long- except in the case of a global pandemic. If 
you are here to sample the local kannada plays 
written by playwrights like Girish Karnad or K. Y. 
Narayanaswamy, then yes, by all means do step 
inside any of the auditoriums having booked your 
ticket on bookmyshow.com; but you’re not here 
for the theatres, are you? If it’s a protest you are 
looking for, look no further than the grand set 
of steps leading up to the foyer of the Town Hall 
and please do not pay for a ticket- they classify 
as a public space, sort of like Cubbon Park or the 

obstacle course that is the non-existent pedestrian 
footpaths of the city.
The architecture of the Town Hall, with its beautiful 
neo-classical façade made of the local granite that 
is of a dull grey color, forms the perfect backdrop 
to your vibrant and colorful placards denouncing 
the government or just slogans showing how miffed 
you are at the horrible traffic as you stand disrupting 

The police will possibly come and whisk you away 
to a waiting jail cell. In such a situation, don’t 
worry- you would be in the august company of 
people such as renowned historian and economist 
Ramachandra Guha, who was arrested with a copy 
of the constitution in December 2019 or the scores 
of members of the worker’s unions who protested 
on these very steps, way back in the 1960’s and 

1970’s. Doreswamy and Guha were both protesting 
the newly passed Citizenship Amendment Act. 
The steps of the Town Hall have a proud lineage of 
protest ever since the inception of the building by 
the Divan of the Mysore Kingdom- Sir Mirza Ismail in 
1935. Sitting not just at a junction on two important 
roads in the techno-modern city of Bangalore, but 
also siting squarely at the intersection of the two 
hearts of pre-independence Bengaluru- the British 
Cantonment area to the north and the Central 
Market, or Pete (also spelt Petta) to the west- 
giving access to anyone and everyone who wishes 
to voice their dissent to ‘The Man’. The centrality of 
the location of the Town Hall in the city even today 
gives access to scores of people coming in from 
the country side to voice their opinions about the 

Fig 5.2: Ramachandra Guha being ‘escorted’ by the police for 
protesting the CAA at the Town Hall, December 2019.

Shreyas Baindur

it. Worried that you might have to pay rent to 
protest here? Well, don’t. Although you will have 
to pay, in the form of wasted time circling around 
the commissioner’s office getting the permission 
to protest. However, we recommend you gather 
anyway- what’s the worst that will happen? We 
recommend you follow in the footsteps of freedom 
fighter H. S. Doreswamy, who got so frustrated with 
the permission procedure that he took a Neelkamal 
plastic chair and sat on top of the steps. The police 
were too scared to take him to jail as he was too 
old to be forcibly moved (also as a freedom fighter, 
we are sure the police were more scared of him 
than the other way around, he did protest, fight and 
survive the British).
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changing norms of farmland ownership and hold 
rallies from Town Hall to any other location in the 
city- be it the Freedom Park or the Vidhana Soudha- 
both of which are at a walking distance of 2.5km 
and 3.4km away. The city itself supports you in this 
cause of voicing you dissent, not the authorities 
(they don’t like dissent), the city’s landscape that is. 
The walk from Town Hall to either of the locations 
mentioned is undertaken on wide open roads that 
are relatively flat for ease of movement of large 
numbers of people. What more? the roads have a 
wonderful canopy of rain trees that shade you even 
during the summers. We recommend a summer 
protest since the rain tress will be in full bloom in 
April and May with little bulbs of bright red flowers 
giving your Instagram or Facebook or other social 
media platform page a burst of color as you flaunt 
your participation; all this for your friends who didn’t 
get their leaves sanctioned of course, wouldn’t want 
to come off as vain or insensitive by excluding the 
otherwise casual leave handicapped.

With the building’s front elevation looking similar to 
that of the steps-portico-columns-pediment combo 
of the Vidhana Soudha or the neo-classical-ness 
of the Attara Kacheri, the combination of the tall 
slender Tuscan-order columns holding up the grand 
pediment above is almost as good as if you were in 
front of the State’s parliament building or the High 
Court. Symbolism matters when you protest. You 
don’t want to seem like a total idiot protesting in front 
of the monstrously large modernist-looking State 
Bank of Mysore building designed by CnT now, do 
you? The statement that you are trying make about 
women’s safety and slogans to bring down the 
patriarchy just don’t have a powerful enough ring to 
it in front of a flat façade with repetitive sun shading 
elements. Neo-Classical- now that’s the façade to 
protest in front of, not Modernist. 

For instance, when renowned journalist and 
activist Gauri Lankesh was assassinated on 5th 
of September, 2017 at her home in Rajarajeshwari 
Nagar, it threatened the city’s reputation as a place 
for free-thinking individuals and journalists who are 
vocal enough to hold the state responsible for their 
actions. This agitated a large section of society. 
Where do you think her body was displayed to the 

Fig 5.3: Ramachandra Guha being ‘escorted’ by the police for 
protesting the CAA at the Town Hall, December 2019.

Fig 5.4: Ramachandra Guha being ‘escorted’ by the police for 
protesting the CAA at the Town Hall, December 2019.

For the exercise buffs among you who don’t just 
want to sit in one place quietly, but want to make 
a ruckus, but at the same time, don’t want to 
disrupt traffic or the goings-on of the city- maybe 
silently picketing is in order for you. The Town Hall 
offers you a sliver of space to do exactly that. In a 
convenient miscalculation by city authorities, or a 
deliberate action of confident engineering, around 
the year 2000, the widening and re-tarring of the 
roads outside the Hall brought the tarred surface of 
the road all the way to the base of the steps making 

the road that much more accessible to any protests 
happening on the steps. All you have to do to 
disrupt traffic is step down from the steps and walk 
a few steps ahead, and voila! The main intention of 
the city authorities for doing this was to give easy 
access to a shared parking space, and the small 
park to the south that occupies the space between 
the Town hall and the Ravidra Kala Kshetra (one 
of the largest auditoriums in the city). This parking 
lot serves as a hot-bed for heated discussions 
of the artistic and intellectual crowds of the city 
over a by-two coffee and chitranna (a local rice 
preparation also known as lemon rice in the white 
man’s tongue) as it also houses the Town Hall’s 
canteen. This canteen is a good excuse for a quick 
break, for you and your fellow protesters to grab 
a quick refreshment before heading back to stand 
in solidarity to the cause that hurt you or those of 
lesser means who could not be there with you. The 
re-tarring of the roads gave a perfect opportunity 
to this same crowd of coffee-sipping and chitranna-
eating performers, artists, singers, professional 
debaters and many other creative individuals to 
take their tiffin disagreements and make them 
into grass-roots demonstrations in the tarred and 
paved area of the street with great ease. Earlier, 

Fig 5.5: Google Earth view of Town Hall.

Shreyas Baindur

public for them to pay their last respects? where do 
you think her eulogies were given by her friends 
and well-wishers? At the Freedom Park, the state 
sanctioned place for voicing your dissent? No. It 
all happened on the steps of the Town Hall, 12km 
away from the scene of the crime- Gauri Lankesh’s 
house.  The slogan “I am Gauri”, echoing the spirit 
of “Je Suis Charlie” from just 2 years prior, were 
plastered on placards and peacefully displayed 
on 6th September 2017, at the steps of the Town 
Hall as people sat together in shock at what had 
just happened a day earlier. Though justice was 
not served immediately, action was taken by the 
authorities and arrests were made. That is the 
power of a simple act of sitting on the steps.
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one had to cross a small patch of land designated 
as a small park that separated the Town Hall from 
Mysore road, but ever since the park gave way to 
parking and the building came down to directly sit 
of the road’s tarred edge- protesters on the steps 
of the Town Hall nowadays have had a gala time 
occupying a busy road as and when they please, 
adding an air of mystery to what might appear as a 
mostly planned protest.

A fair warning has to go out to those planning their 
protest here that this isn’t the “state sanctioned 
place of protest” as hinted earlier. That would be 
the Freedom Park designed and completed by the 
Bangalore-based architecture firm Mathew and 
Ghosh in 2008, the site that previously housed 
the State Central Jail. Beautifully recommissioned 
into a public park, Freedom Park offers large 
open spaces for crowds to gather, chant slogans, 
march in an orderly fashion, all within a space that 
can easily be cordoned off from all sides by the 
police in case it gets too unruly. But hey! What’s a 
protest without a little bit of disruption? Though the 
Freedom park allows you and a lot of your friends, 
well-wishers and some random stranger from down 
the road you live on to gather in relative peace and 
also provides for your parking space requirements, 
the Town Hall also gives the same conveniences 
with the added option of disrupting the city and 
ways of causing inconvenience to the authorities. 
In other words - a protest at the Town Hall is way 
more effective and has more of a chance of making 
the week’s news headlines.

If you want to achieve the same from your desk 
in the climate-controlled glass boxes designed by 
Hafeez Contractor in Electronic City, that would be 
difficult. Electronic City has its own woes enough 
that any fool protesting there would be seen as 
one of the many inconveniences that people face 
on a daily basis getting to and from this remote 
location, that is now engulfed in an ever-growing 

metropolis getting too fat for its britches. Instead, 
do like the members of the worker’s unions of the 
Public Sector Undertakings such as Hindustan 
Machine Tools (HMT, 1953), Bharat Electronics 
Limited (BEL, 1954), Hindustan Aeronautics Limited 
(HAL, 1963) and many others that were set up in 
Bangalore in the formative years of the nation and 
get to the Town Hall on your own company bus to 
protest for better working conditions. 

The Town Hall might have a parking lot and canteen 
to the south, but a lush park to the north gives you a 
chance to take a breather from all that chanting and 
singing and dancing in support of you cause. Well, 
in all that traffic, noise and smoke on Mysore road, 
the park is a welcome relief. It allows you to take 
short breaks and take deep breathes of fresh air in 
between your sloganeering. This is what happens 
when the annual Namma Pride March, initiated in 
2008, takes place. The march may start somewhere 
near the City Central Railway Station, officially 
named the Krantiveera Sangoli Rayanna Bangalore 
Central Railway station (say that 5 times faster) and 
it ends at the steps of the Town Hall in a glorious 
celebration of queerness and self-expression of 
the members of the LGBTQI+ community. The 
participants of the Pride march walk the main 
streets of the city stopping every now and again as 
a unanimous mass of human beings to celebrate 
at every turn they take. Ever so slowly they march 
forward under the shade of the arching canopy of 
the rain trees towards their final destination. Finally, 
the march ends with a quiet demonstration, some 
with candles and some with placards painted with 
slogans- all standing on the steps of the Town 
Hall remembering those that came before them 
and suffered for their choice to be free. The street 
becomes the stage and the steps the seating for the 
mass of humans that gather, all as one- celebrating 
their identity, both as individuals and as a collective, 
and their right to be free to love who they want. On 
this stage, transgendered women dance with gusto 

to music played by gay disc-jockeys, lesbian couples 
hold hands and kiss each other, and gender non-
binary individuals speak their mind; this is where the 
true magic of the steps of the Town Hall exist. They 
are a place where people who believe in a cause 
come together, they are the place you go to when you 
are not happy with the status quo or if an authority 
mess with it. You go there for a by-two coffee and just 
sit watching a busy city hustle and bustle away; they 
are a place where you can find some peace when 
something unbelievable happens. This magic these 
steps hold, has an energy that permeates through 
time- bringing memory of days gone by and long hard 
battles fought for something you hold dear. 

When you do decide to organize your protest and if 
you end up organizing your protest at the front steps 
of the Sir Puttanna Chetty Town Hall of Bangalore, 
as you stand there with your witty message splashed 
placard, shouting slogans and becoming one with the 
mass, do give a thought to the ones that came before 
you in this place to do almost exactly what you are 
doing. And whatever happens- remember that you 
are in good company. For all the reluctant protesters 
out there, there might be anonymity as you become 
one with the crowd, but the power of a space needs 
to be felt firsthand. So, gather up a few friends and 
their friends and their friends, light a little spark 
among them and just tell them a time. If they are true 
blue Bangaloreans- they’ll know where to meet you.

Shreyas Baindur
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The Portuguese claimed themselves to be traders. 
Like rulers of most European empires, they set out 
to expand their trade. With discoveries in naval 
navigation and sailing, they came across a new 
route to India and soon monopolised the same. 
To set firm roots in the Indian subcontinent they 
expanded their territory and formed their base in 
Goa and formed the Estado da India (Portuguese 
India). By the 19th century, the religious order in 
Portugal came to extinction and Old Goa the then 
capital of Estado da India saw a decline, thereby 
gave rise to the new capital of Panjim (Nova Goa). 

 Panjim is located on the left bank of the mouth of 
the Mandovi River. For the Portuguese, Panjim was 
a vital point in the defence system for the city of 
Goa and was therefore subject to a constant military 
presence. Now with the need for new capital, 
Panjim slowly starts its urbanisation. But how do 
you ascertain your power and also maintain order? 
How do you now justify historically and culturally the 
affinities between Portugal and its Indian territories? 

DHRUV                PANJIM
RAJA Making A Capital

Abstract: 
The essay explores the Portuguese coloniser’s spatial strategy in making of new capital, Panjim, for their 
estate of India. Portuguese took pride in claiming Portuguese imperialist overseas were better colonisers 
than other European empires. But how do you ascertain your power and also maintain order? How do you 
now justify historically and culturally the affinities between Portugal and its Indian territories? The essay 
looks to answer this relation of their political ideology and its assertion through spatial politics.

Dhruv Raja

Spatial Politics:
Portuguese took pride in claiming Portuguese 
imperialist overseas were better colonisers than 
other European empires. It was theorised that 
because of Portugal’s warmer climate, and having 
been inhabited by various ethnicities in pre-modern 
times, the Portuguese were more humane, friendly, 
and adaptable to other climates and cultures. All 
these set to be meek propagandas to justify their 
right to colonise.
The Portuguese were prominent urban planners; 
Lisbon the capital city of Portugal was a promising 
example of the same. Panjim, the new capital, saw 
a spatial manifestation of their political agenda in 
its urban planning.  The Portuguese had a keen 
civic system for functioning of the city. These civic 
systems represented the motherland of Portugal 
and a stronghold of Estado da India. All civic 

institutes took strategical locations of Panjim. As 
the claim of being the legitimate colonisers, being 
open to multiple cultures and liberating, the spatial 
locations and planning of the governing bodies said 
the opposite. Civic architecture pushed away from 
the people, instead of being inclusive, it repelled 
citizens, enforcing a metaphysical force. Local 
Hindustani weren’t allowed a position in the offices. 
Squares and plaza came by the civic bodies, which 
also were placed mainly with intentions to glorify 
the administration and not intending for the use 
of citizens. The idea of ‘us’ and ‘them’ was subtly 
manifested in spatial planning, though not verbally. 
Giving no place for dissent. How did they maintain 
order and a right to power? The Church comes to 
rescue.

Fig 7.1: An inclusive civic architecture opens up to public, allowing 
them to be a participant in it, whereas, as authoritarian civic 
architecture pushes the public away

Fig 7.2: The Adil Shah’s Palace then the place of residence for the 
viceroy, an important landmark and symbol of Portuguese rule, 
shows a clear divide from the public with two plazas on both sides of 
the building glorifying the rule.
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The Role of the Church:
As Nicolo Machiavelli puts “There is nothing more 
important than appearing to be religious.” On one 
hand, where the civic body was authoritarian, 
pushing people afar, the church, on the other hand, 
pulled people. Equilibrium was achieved. Being 
involved with God is the only true virtue of reality, 
gave oppressive rights to the colonisers. Parades 
and festivals were organised along the church 
streets. Markets came along churches. People 
were constantly deceived through these magnates. 
All forms of social congregations happened only 
beside the churches, keeping people at a place. 
The Portuguese enjoyed their powers, without any 
need of physical force since they succeed in the 
deception.  “Men in general judge more from appearances than 

from reality. All men have eyes, but few have the gift 
of perception.”   — Nicolo Machiavelli

Fig 7.4: Churches were placed on hilltops and closer to the 
settlements, creating new urban spaces.

Fig 7.3: Churches were placed on hilltops and closer to 
the settlements, creating new urban spaces.

S. FIONA             KING’S LANDING
EVANGELINE Undertones of the City

Abstract: 
This blog will follow several series of interpretation of fictional cities. This unconventional method will 
facilitate unbiased and truthful deconstruction of cities. By deconstructing fictional landscapes through 
narration, one can identify natural and cultural characteristics of a city. This, in turn, enables in visualizing 
the important aspects of the area studied. Since cities are made up of many invisible territories. this method 
provides the opportunity of studying different landscapes and help see that some characteristics are 
common to all of the territories, while others are specific to only some of them. A total way of life consists of 
institutions, attitudes, values, beliefs, and technologies. Landscapes are used as windows through which 
cities can be holistically studied and understood. By studying the fictional cities, one can understand the 
relationships that societies maintain with space, that enable them to transform into organized territories.
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“The morning air was thick with the old familiar 
stinks of King’s Landing. She breathed in the scents 
of sour wine, bread baking, rotting fish and nightsoil, 
smoke and sweat and horse piss. No flower had 
ever smelled so sweet”. — thoughts of Cersei 
Lannister 
 
This port city enabled various specialists from 
across the world who came here to perform their 
skills and duties. These people lived in huge clusters 
and led cluttering and busy lives. The city’s spatial 
arrangement was in a way that the authorities and 
religious institution were located in high places while 
the common peoples were positioned rather low. 
The land was bound by this framework of power 
held by the bold families that the common people 
were almost out of their worlds. The great houses 
take advantage of their bloodline, the same claimed 
their nobility and honour. This belief was not specific 
to Kings Landing but throughout the Land of Ice and 
Fire. Jon Snow despite his intelligence and upright 
outlook on the world, decided to go for night’s watch 
simply because he knew that he had no role to play 
in Winterfell. His illegitimate birth identity was in 
the path of him ruling the land. But for the working 
class such as the blacksmith, craftsmen, sailors and 
prostitutes the lands were merely a place for them 
to deliver their skills and conform to specific social 
roles. Anything identifiable was not theirs except 
Bronn who claimed to the former king’s illegitimate 
son lays a good argument as to why he should be 
respected among normal people.  

VAIBHAVI            KOLKATA
DAVE Between the Temporary and the Permanent

The wonderland that is created during the time of 
Durga Puja is a spectacle for the eye. The festival 
has been relevant to the Bengali consciousness 
for over three centuries now. The ability of this 
communal mega-event to harness a unified cultural 
identity and remain secular has given it currency to 
survive the postmodern landscape.
The seemingly ‘permanent city’ recedes during the 
five days, paving way for the thematic pandals to 
take the centre stage.

Abstract: 
This article talks about the Durga Puja apart from being a religious event as an ever-existing narrative 
that sustains and defines the lives of many people in the city of Kolkata. It argues that the event makes its 
presence felt throughout the year and is the constant in a city that keeps changing.

King’s landing is the largest and most populous 
city in all of the seven kingdoms of Westeros. It is 
strategically located on the Kingsroad along the 
Blackwater Bay. The city covers the north shore of 
the Blackwater Rush and has three tall hills, named 
after the mad king’s children Aegon and his two 
sisters, Visenya and Rhaenys. The throne of the 
seven kingdoms sits on Aegon’s Hill overlooking 
the water body. The castle is only smaller than 
some of the entire cities in the continent. From the 
geometrically balanced window of the castle one 
can capture the extent of the city with the main 
focal point being the house of the great sept seated 
on the Viseny’s hill. The sept is an impressive 
marble dome structure with seven crystal towers 
representing the seven kigdoms, each of which has 
bells. Only on momentous occasions, such as the 
death of a king, are all of them rung. The dome is 
made of glass, gold and crystal. Around the doors 
leading into the building is a raised marble pulpit 
from which a septon can address a gathering crowd. 
The Poor smallfolk reside in the narrow streets and 
slum alleys of Flea Bottom at the periphery of the 
city diagonal from the Sept. Behind the city walls, 
there are dilapidated buildings built by the ‘smallfolk’ 
which extend to the harbour, where fish stalls, pot 
shops, merchant’s stalls, warehouses, alehouses, 
and prostitution rooms are located. The richest 
residents live on the other side of the Rhaenys Hill, 
visually and literally 
disconnected from the slums. The stench of the 
city’s waste can be smelled far beyond its walls. 
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Fig 1

The nature of the event

The event takes place each year but it doesn’t 
occur as a moment in time but as a cyclic process 
that keeps occurring and reoccurring . The sights 
of people working on the streets for this festival is 
something that keeps the memories of the event 
alive.(Rodrigues)

Pandals and Streets

Public spaces and streets are taken over by people 
who enjoy a temporary license to transform the 
mundane into the spectacular. Usual vistas and 
thoroughfares are studded by the presence of 
these sculptural models, creating new temporary 
cityscapes. 

Each procession vies against other neighborhood 
processions to showcase the intensity of their 
followings. Each procession carries tableaus 
depicting images of both local as well global 
concerns, with Lord Ganesh mediating the outcomes. 
This representation is not based on formal scriptures 
or predetermined rules; rather, human ingenuity 
breaches the boundaries between the local and the 
global, the historic and contemporary. These tableau 

convey the hybrid urgencies of metropolitan India.

Even when these markers are no longer physically 
present, they leave their trail behind in the form 
of memories and reminders as hoardings or other 
physical markers.

to Kumartuli craftsmen. For almost the entire year 
people are occupied with the preparations of this 
mega event. 
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The craftsmen who produce most of the puja’s 
statues, adopting the same well established 
technique start the preparations as early as March 
to lay the hay for the idols out.

The pandal construction starts a few months before 
the event as per the size and the timeline of the 
design. Although the festival comprises of the 
main five days, these activities that are scattered 
all around the city keeps the cyclic process of the 
event churning. It gives it the relevance and people 
are able to relate to it in a much better fashion.

Visitors and tourists today are lured more by the 
folk festival than by the actual sacred rites, with 
a subsequent rise in competition between local 
communities to attract crowds that can justify the 
financial contribution by major corporate sponsors 
(Ghosh, 2009, p. 17). Over the years, pandals 
have significantly grown in size and flamboyance, 
with spectacular architectural feats set up with 
nimble bamboo structures and elaborate artisanal 
decorations, sometimes meant to evocate far-
away places – from Kerala to the Trevi fountain 
(Ghosh, 2009, p. 10).
The festival persists in the everyday bustle of the 
city. It provides a livelihood to hundreds of people, 
from sculptors to painters, tailors and decorators, 

Image Credits

Fig 1: Lal, Nishi. Emergent public space : case study of a 5-day megacity-case of the durga puja in Kolkata. Ahmedabad: CEPT Univer-
sity, 2019
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SHREYA              MUMBAI
SHRIDHAR The Great Indian Dream

Abstract: 
The city that was chosen for analysis was Mumbai. The argument being made is that there is no singular 
meta- narrative or lens through which one can describe the city. It is purely dependent of who is perceiving 
the city. The city is also in a state of constant tension as in the social realm, the disparity between the 
economic classes is worlds apart. However, in the physical realm, all these worlds are either woven or 
glued together in the same fabric. This has been expressed in the form of a short story, written from the 
perspective of three city dwellers belonging to different economic backgrounds.

Mumbai - the city that never sleeps. A bustling city 
filled with so many cultures, so much vibrance, 
energy and tension that it is struggling to contain 
itself.  It is a city that has something to offer to 
everyone- all the way from the streets that have 
now entirely been transformed into markets, to the 
fashion and film industry as well. It is a city that has 
seen spurts of instantaneous growth depending of 
the needs of the people. It is a city that has arisen 
from necessity, and hence it has something to offer 
to everyone. While some are born here, the gentle 
hum of a city is a siren’s call luring them to this city 
of opportunity. However, as Charles Correa once 
said, ‘Mumbai is a beautiful city, but a terrible place.’ 
It is a city that is on the brink of the realm of dreams 
and the land of reality. A city on one hand filled with 
skyscrapers as beacons of hope, as tall as one’s 
ambitions and on the other hand a city of squatters 
who have turned even the tiniest nook into a place 
to live in. Both of these worlds coexist and are 

separated by just a just a thin line.    
The conditions of the poor are truly appalling 
while the rich just seem to be getting richer. In the 
social realm, the disparity between the economic 
classes is worlds apart. However, in the physical 
realm, all these worlds are either woven or glued 
together in the same fabric leading to a high 
degree of tension in the city. However, the uniting 
factor for those who live there as well as those 
who migrate is the fact that they have a dream.  
A purpose they need to fulfill. Some manage to 
the climb the ladder and make it up there, while 
others are still stuck staring at what’s right in 
front of them, but never being able to achieve it. 
This story follows the dreams of 3 such people, 
belonging to different economic backgrounds. 
For a brief moment, their paths intersect. But 
they carry on with their lives, mildly aware of 
each other’s existence, but caught up in their 
own bubbles.

Shreya Shridhar
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The Slum Dweller
She stood in the balcony, looking over the entire 
city that was beneath her feet. Tucked under a cosy 
blanket were her children in the other room. It was 
everything she’d ever dreamt of- all the riches in the 
world and a happy family. The posters of her movies 
adorned the walls of her penthouse.  Her people 
loved her. They wanted to be her. Sometimes, it felt 
as though she could hear the entire city chanting 
her name- “Kamala! Kamala! KAMALA!” She 
opened her eyes, jolted back to reality, the memory 
of her dream slowly fading away. As she blinked 
drowsily, she felt her sister tugging at the end of 
her kurti, pointing towards the puddle on the floor. 
She had overslept, and the roof was leaking again. 
She slowly got off the floor, rolled the chattai and 
placed it in its corner. The flame in the lamp on the 
kitchen platform was flickering, casting shadows on 
the dimly lit walls of the narrow room that she called 
her house. In one corner, lay her mother, recovering 
from a fever and in the other were her younger 
sisters, getting ready for school. While the water 
for the chai boiled, she too quickly wiped herself 
down and changed into her uniform. She stepped 
out onto the street, carefully leaving the door behind 

her slightly ajar. 

She looked at the place she called home- a collage 
of materials retrieved once discarded, put together 
to form a place to live. It was a tightly knit community- 
almost too crammed to breathe though. As she 
walked down the damp street, her bag weighed 
down heavily on her shoulders. The sky was still 
overcast, but the rain seemed to have stopped. The 
streets as usual were full of life- The neighbour’s 
wife was washing clothes out on the otla, another 
one was praying to the gods, while another one was 
looking for his roof that was blown away the previous 
night. She stepped aside as she greeted the hawker 
trying to sell his wares that morning. She avoided 
the darker gullies where men would smoke, drink 
and play cards even at those hours of the morning. 
The stench from the overflowing sewers mingled 
with that of the agarbathis. The gullies were flanked 
on both sides by makeshift houses which had now 
become permanent residences. They were so 
closely spaced that one could probably reach into 
another person’s house through the window of their 
residence. Their height prevented the rays of the 
sun from ever touching the ground. She waded her 

way through the congested alleys until she made it 
to the entrance of her gully- releasing her into the 
chaos of the city. She briskly walked on the narrow 
footpath, most of which had been encroached by 
parked taxis. She passed by the shop owners, 
opening up their shutters, getting ready to set shop 
for the day. The colours of the surrounding SRA 
buildings had already started to fade away, the walls 
stained with moss. The roads were already flooded 
with stagnant water from the rains last night as well 
as the honking of the back and yellow taxis, the 
cursing of the busy mumbaikars, impatient to get 
along with their day. Amidst the ruckus, one could 
also hear the cheerful babble of children singing 
their school song and playing in the backyard sized 
piece of land they called a ground. The rays of 
the sun finally started to peek out from behind the 
clouds. As she looked up, she stopped in her tracks- 
the poster of her favourite movie had been put up on 
the billboard by the signal. Maybe if she got off work 
early she would be able to go catch the last show. 
Work. She almost forgot about that for a moment. 
She had a really long day ahead of her. The sun hid 
itself behind the clouds, casting a shadow of gloom 
on the city. One day, when she became famous, 

The Middleclass Man
Damn it! That was the second setback that he had 
faced today. The first was in the morning when the 
annoying old landlady nearly knocked the door off 
its hinges to collect the rent for a dingy flat in that 
decrepit chawl he was temporarily forced to call 
a home. He knelt down to collect the scattered 
documents, nearly getting trampled upon in the 
process. Hastily, he made his way to the nearest 
station. The paan- stained walls almost seemed to 
be falling apart in their effort to contain the sheer 
magnitude of the crowd. Nudging and shoving, he 
waded his way through a sea of sweaty bodies, 
waving arms and fleeting feet, getting thrown 
around by the tide- some pushing him forward and 
other pulling him back. He wasn’t surprised that 
he didn’t get a seat- he was lucky enough to have 
made onto the train. Standing by the doors, the 
cacophony around him turned to a murmur, the only 
sound that could be heard was the chugging of the 

she wouldn’t have to lift a finger ever again. Lost in 
thought and rumination, she walked straight into a 
man, rushing to catch the last train. His documents 
flew all over the place.

Shreya Shridhar
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train. The wind, laden with moisture and the stench 
of the city could hardly be described as a breath 
of fresh air, but it did provide temporary relief as it 
blew across the man’s face. His eyes were focused 
on the shifting cityscape- from the run down shacks 
to the towering beacons of hope. One day, he 
wouldn’t have to go through any of this. 

One day, he would make something of himself. 
Now was just the beginning of a very long journey. 
He was going to have to bite his tongue and get 
through this. As the train slowed down, he was 
rudely shoved back into reality by passengers 
disembarking.  

The rest of his day went by in a flurry of phone 
calls and emails. It was a very tight workspace, the 
desks placed inches away from each other, dusty 
piles of files lying in the corner of the room. The hot, 
humid, sultry environment made it difficult to work 
but he’d gotten used to it by now. The only thing 
getting him through the monotonous rut of the day 
was the thought that one day, he would be so rich, 
he’d never had to see this face of life ever again. 
As the hours passed, the harsh glare of the sun 

began to soften and before he knew it, his day was 
done. The evenings were once again a rush hour, 
with everyone getting of work. Like a robot running 
low on battery, he began to walk back towards the 
station. Just the thought of him having to go back 
to his dingy accommodation, with sewage leaking 
down the walls and no space to breathe tired him 
all of a sudden. As he was lost in thought, his nose 
suddenly caught a whiff of the freshly fried aloo 
patties. His eyes tried to sight the source of the 
aroma leading him to a small vadapav laari, set up 
at the corner of the street. As he walked towards 
it, he could almost hear the butter sizzling on the 
tawa, making his mouth water. Today had been 
especially taxing. He deserved a break. He sat on 
a small stool by the vendor, vadapav in hand. It felt 
as though it was the first time he’d had a seat ever 
since he’d entered the city. Looking around him, 
he took the scene in. The honking of horns, trying 
desperately to clear the roads filled with bicycles, 
beggars, and school children in uniforms. The 
tall ramshackle building flanked both sides of the 
street, draped in clothes hanging from clotheslines. 
From some corner, Bollywood music blared from a 
vendor’s stall. It was almost impossible to see the 

The Affluent
Another deal sealed. He had had many victories 
in the past, but none as great as this. They were 
a tough enterprise to deal with. But he had done 
it. Forbes didn’t name him Businessman of the 
Year for nothing. Within a few days he was about 
to become one of the richest men in the country. 
Lost in a world of his own glory, he didn’t notice 
that he had directly been staring at a man eating 
his vadapav, sitting on a stool on the footpath. 
He looked so happy, immersed in his own world. 
A smile slowly crept on his face. However, quickly 
snapping back into reality, he told his chauffer to 
hurry along. He had no time for Mumbai’s traffic. 
Today, celebrations were in order.  As he entered 
his apartment, the soft carpeted floor greeted the 
soles of his feet. He loosened the tie around his 
neck, and undid his cufflinks. The servants had 
already drawn his bath. He stepped into the bath 
tub, the scented warm water rejuvenating him. He 
slipped into his silk pyjamas, poured himself a glass 
of whiskey, and stepped out into the balcony. He 
stood in the balcony, sipping his drink, the entire 
city beneath his feet. The sun had just set, casting 
a warm glow across the city. The skyline was now 
illuminated by glittering lights. The rush of the 

paving- every square inch of it had been covered by 
feet belonging to men, women, children, dogs and 
cows. The smell of street food and burnt cooking oil 
tickled his nose, as he took a bite into his vadapav. 
As the flavours burst on his tongue, in the moment, 
he was on top of the world, with nothing and no 
one to bother him- a momentary escape from a fast 
paced reality.

Shreya Shridhar
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vehicles had turned into a gentle hum. He looked 
out at the sea, the horizon slowly disappearing. 
The opportunities were endless. Why just settle 
for the richest man in the city? He could become 
the richest man in the country if he wanted. Or 
the world even! There was nothing stopping him. 
Standing there in that moment, he saw the world 
as an endless sea of opportunities, waiting to be 
grabbed. He shifted his focus back to the marine 
drive. Those humans- they were so tiny. Just like 
ants frantically scrambling around. He saw young 
teenagers, sitting on the benches, lost in thought 
and ambitions. Young people getting drunk with their 
friends. Families enjoying the last bits of ice cream 
as they melted down the cone. Lovers sharing a 
moment under the setting sun… No. He had no 
reason to envy them, those ants. He was one of 
the richest men in the country… right? Anything he 
wanted, he could have at his feet. He stared at his 
glass, now almost empty, and took another sip. If 
success was supposed to taste sweet, then why 
didn’t it? He turned around now. The walls of his 
penthouse were adorned by trophies of his past 
ventures and conquests. This was all a result of his 
hard work. The sun had set. The house seemed 
darker and larger than usual. It seemed emptier. It 

was indeed lonely at the top.

That night, 3 people all looked at the same 
sky under different roofs, their eyes filled with 
ambition, hope and memories of a forgotten past- 
waiting for a new dawn, waiting for a day all their 
dreams come true.

VRUSHTI             BHARUCH
TOLAT Battered and Forgotten

Fig 10.1:  Flag hosting ceremony, Victoria tower as a backdrop. Fig 10.2:  Remains of the tower after 2001 earthquake.

Bharuch is the oldest city of Gujarat. It is also the 
second-oldest city of India having continuous 
habitation. Bharuch has a notable history for 
about 8000 years. It has been an important port 
city because of its location, situated on the mouth 
of Narmada River, just inland from where it meets 
the Arabian Sea. Hence, Bharuch served as an 
important center for trade and commerce and was a 
significant landmark on the mid-ocean trade routes, 
bringing in communities from throughout the world. 
It has been inhabited by a number of emperors, 
dynasties and communities which contributed 
towards the development of architecture of the 
city, forming a history which is now drifting into 
anonymity.
One such example is that of Victoria Tower. Built 
in 1908, in the memory of the deceased Queen 
Victoria, this four sided clock tower in itself was a 
mechanical artefact, all four clocks were centrally 

operated by pulley system which was tied with 
heavy weights to work properly. The clock would 
ring every hour, and also there was a warning 
mechanism to warn people as Bharuch was prone 
to flooding. This clock tower has been a backdrop to 
many political processions, protests and important 
events of history for almost a decade. Unfortunately, 
the tower could not survive the earthquake of 2001.
It has been almost 20 years and Bharuch has 
developed without it, forgetting the existence of 
such monuments which was once so significant, 
now only remains an intangible piece of history. 
It seems that we have “moved on” for our historic 
past and are on the verge of forgetting it. The idea 
of moving on is quite perturbing because in a sense 
we are forgetting our own roots, the very thing our 
ancestors stood for. Are we being fair to our city’s 
history or are we growing oblivious to it?
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TWINKLE            SIDDHPUR
KATARIA

Abstract: 
The photo essay focuses on the town of Siddhpur belonging to Patan district in Gujarat. A glimpse of its 
violent communal history in time line has been a learning experience for the community than to follow the 
footsteps of hatred. The coexistence of Dawoodi Bohra and Brahmin communities have cultural ties in terms 
of civility, coexistence and native language. A rare sight of a mosque and a mandir sharing a wall is seen 
in this city! The cultural ties between communities also overlap in their trading and savoury business. The 
hierarchy of spaces in residential row houses are bound by gender roles in the community and facilitate 
social interaction and work spaces for homemakers. The essay emphasis on an amalgamation that hasn’t 
happened in the country in history now exists in a quaint forgotten town.

Religious Co-existence and Civility

The land of India having rich cultural heritage has 
struggled its way through communalism in history. 
While most of it are recorded nuances, we realize 
it still remains to be a challenge for a democratic 
country. We are imbibed with the idea through these 
roots of violent communal history that religion is the 
fundamental cause to promoting incivility. The most 
reciprocation leads to eradication of the problem. 
While the thought of it is convincing in temporality, it 
is most certainly not a solution leading to communal 
harmony. One has to acknowledge the problem 
to address it, in the first place. The instability of 
communities leads to a drift between and within the 
communities. Looking at the crux of it, defining civility 
in terms of socially acceptable behaviour has been 
some unknown phenomena to many. The reason for 
lack of civility causing a social dissonance usually 
emerges out of loss of control. It is something the 
sons of Indian soil have feared since freedom. 

In the district of Patan of Gujarat state, lies the 
forgotten town of Siddhpur. The town is not only 

known for its religious connotations but also for 
their coexistence amongst communities. Perhaps, 
out of the ordinary, one of the only places where 
you will see a Hanuman Mandir and Mosque 
share a wall! Thus, summarizing the history of this 
town, it has seen a shift from the Solanki rulers 
to Akbar.  

Having a violent communal history of its own, it 
is true to the meaning of its name; Siddhpur was 
also known as ‘Srishtal’ – a devoutly religious 
place. The people of Siddhpur highly respect the 
soil, the sun and each other. The high regards of 
acknowledging their culture has not only lead to 
communal harmony but also refrained any traveler 
from disrespecting it. The trading community 
of Dawoodi Bohras and Brahmins have their 
businesses set up in the main market area. The 
Bohra women practice embroidery at home and 
make beautiful ridahs, some have started to 
export these to other states in the country. The 
Brahmin women make savories and sweet at 

Twinkle Kataria
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home, some of them have family businesses set 
up around it. The women communicate with their 
neighbors as they sit on ‘baithak’ in their houses 
and prefer not stepping out.

Gujarati, being a native language spoken by the 
Dawoodi Bohra community and the Brahmins, 
the cultural ties have only strengthened. The 
implications of this language have been deeply 
rooted to their culture and overlap the residing 
communities. The unification of which seems 
impossible to many but currently functions in this 
quaint town.

The definition of the civility is not only heart felt 
in terms of its coexistence but has the same 
language. The city is now devoid of people in a 
search for opportunities of mainly academics and 
business. The people currently residing only are 
only wrapped in blankets of nostalgia and snippets 
of absence (of kids, relatives, neighbours). The 
missing void in this culture is partially filled when 

tourists often visit and enjoy home cooked meals 
with a family they interacted with on the street 10 
minutes ago! The immense gratification is more 
than the barrens that Saraswati River has now left 
the town with. 

JHANAVI             BANARAS
PARIKH Unnsung Heroes of Banaras

Abstract: 
Banaras, the most ancient city of India which is also considered to be the sacred of all. There are multiple 
layers that makes the identity of the city. This blog series aims to explore and discuss stories of such 
communities and their importance. The deep-rooted culture evolved by various communities not only 
creates and retains the identity of the city but also generates factors for the economy. The first blog talks 
about the boatmen community that forms the spine of the major economic activities prevailing in the city.
Along with this, one can also observe how a city is looked at from different perspectives raising new 
aspects altogether having communities as their backbone. 
Banaras, the oldest city of India with River Ganga on one side and the city on the other side is all about 
chaos and calmness. This city deals with the idea of life and death in one frame. The Ghats, temples, 
streets, food, culture, traditions, music, pilgrimages, etc. symbolically represent Banaras. While delayering 
the city one finds that the people of Banaras are the one who keep the real identity of the city intact.
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The boatman of Banaras plays an important role in 
various types for the visitors of the city. The Boatman 
acts as “cultural brokers‟ by introducing the city of 
Banaras to its visitors; tourists and pilgrimages 
have carefully snooped the narrated story by a 
boatman and fit them within the history of Banaras. 
Thus a ride in a boat on the Ganges is essential for 
the visitors to take the essence of Banaras. Looking 
back at the traces of history, one can observe that 
these boatmen were found as the residents of 

Nishādarāja Ghāt that was a part of Prabhu Ghat 
initially, but the dominance of the inhabitants of the 
caste of boatmen and further opening of a temple in 
commemoration of the boatmen-king
Nishada, in the 1970s have resulted to give this 
name. Nishada was a mythical hero of fishermen 
of the Ramayana period who had helped lord Rama 
to go across the Ganga river. About ten thousand 
boatmen live in the neighbourhood.

For tourists, one can find boat rides easily from 
popular ghats like Assi Ghat, Dashshwamedh 
Ghat, Chet Singh Ghat, Raj Ghat, etc. It was the 
month of August with light showers in the day time. 
River Ganga was heavily flowing on two shores 
and therefore, the boatmen were restricted to sail 
within the span of Assi Ghat to Manikarnika Ghat. 
We approached the boatmen and took the ride 
accompanied by the beautiful narration about the 
city by the boatmen. “The Ganga is our mother,” 
says the Boatman, one of the thousands whose 
lives are connected to the ghats. “You must visit 
the aarti on Dashshwamedh Ghat in the evening to 

have a magnificent view” and while sailing he tries 
to explain all the important palaces and monuments 
built in the historical period. While enjoying the 
beauty of the city, suddenly one is exposed to the 
extreme reality and the very truth of the City. The 
ride ends at the Manikarnika Ghat where many 
dead bodies are being cremated and that brings in 
the very idea of Banaras. In Hinduism, it is believed 
that dying in this sacred place will free them from 
reincarnation, the endless cycle of life and death.
In the evening, where the light was fading fast with 
the sky filled with rain clouds. Assi Ghat was loaded 
with tourists, pandits, and locals as it was the 

Jhanavi Parikh
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time for famous Ganga Aarti. The sounds of bells 
heard from a nearby temple echoed in the air as 
the pandits, dressed in saffron robes to perform the 
Aarti. Most of the time, the monsoon season brings 
in dejection for the community because of the rise 
in the river level and this brought a slight change 
in their occupation. The boats that were used for 
sailing in the river; providing the tour of the Ghats 
were now used as a viewing deck for the tourists to 
witness the magnificent Ganga-Aarti.
After witnessing Such contrasting situation, it 
triggers our mind to re-think the idea of this City. 
Despite facing so many problems like the slowing 
down of activities in monsoon, the interventions 

of motorboats, lack of acknowledgement and 
acceptance from the city locals as well as 
authorities; how this community still manages to 
survive and serving the city at a regular pace. They 
help the police in tracing missing boats, in fishing 
out drowned bodies and also in cleaning the river 
Ganga, yet they are among the sections of the 
population that never seem to matter. On the other 
side, the concept of dealing with death on a regular 
basis seems quite unacceptable to the visitors as 
first instance, how these communities survive with 
those very easily. This level of insensitivity seems 
surreal for the visitors and challenges them to surely 
takeaway from the city of Life and Death.

Jhanavi Parikh

VIBHA                  NASHIK
LOHADE Landscapes of Nashik

Introduction:
The land of mythology, sacredness and euphoric 
landscapes. Tales of Ramayana embody the holy 
city of Nashik, where rituals of worship outweigh 
the complexities of social life. The city formed 
on the Deccan plateau, captures a superiority 
of landscape. The natural landscapes of the city 
dwells into the mountains, hills, river, and caves, 
captivating the essence of the cultural landscapes. 
The river Godavari originates from the Brahmagiri 
hills in Trimbakeshwar. Remarkably known as 
the ‘Kashi of the South’ due to presence of dense 
forests and gardens, the city flourished as a temple 
town with a range of devotees flocking to the town. 
Temples started taking shape along the banks of 
the river and colonies started to flourish, densifying 
with time. The temples, shrines, and structures of 
the bygone era shape the perceptions of the current 
times; perceptions of worship, life and nature. The 
civilization is deemed to have been reckoned as 
timeless. But with advancement in time, space, and 
lifestyle; will the perceptions of nature continue to be 
reflected as sacred or are on the verge of decline?

The panorama of hills, mystically originating water-
way, and remembrance of the past. The city of Na-
shik gets its name from it being located on the nine 
hills of the Deccan plateau. Legend has it, Laxam-
ana cut the nose of Supranakha, the sister of Rav-
ana; while on their exile in Nashik, hence the name 
‘Nashik’. With rivers gaining their religious signifi-
cance, and temples structuring along the banks, the 
divinity among the people captured their faith in the 
city. Even today, the city incaptures the semblance 
of imagination; imagination of times where epics of 
Ramayana condensed. It was a time when nature 

thrived, taking in people to develop settlements. 
The dense forests, gushing water of the river, and 
endeavoured birds and animals marked the days of 
the city. The notion of culture still encapsulates the 
population of devotees flocking every twelve years 
to celebrate the proceeding of the Khumb Mela. 
Taking bath in the holy waters of the river is deemed 
sacred, washing away the sins of the past and tak-
ing the souls closer to heaven. Such religious and 
cultural proceedings mark the divinity of land and 
natural forces, do they still correspond to the harm 
done to the nature at the same time? Progressing 
with time, dwelled in the perception of culture; en-
during timelessness. The settlement started along 
the left bank of the river Godavari, slowly dispersing 
radially. The river flows through the center of the 
city, with a number of ghats and temples along it. 
Panchavati came into being, known as the ‘Land of 
five Banyan trees’. Panchavati is the old core of the 
Nashik city, with rest of the city growing away from 
it.
The Sita Gumpha is located in Panchavati, following 
the advents of Ramayana. With the caves bringing 
out the epics of Ramayana to the surface they 
are believed to be sites of historic evidence and 
symbolic of the cultural heritage. The relics of the 
temples and caves
put together are consciousness of the past to a 
future.
Many temples have flourished along the river 
banks, Kalaram temple, Kapleshwar temple, 
Trimbakeshwar Shiva temple to name a few. The 
temples in India are the eternal abode of the various 
forms of god, is it that the faith lies in the antiquity of 
past or the ephemeral power of god?
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Fig 13.1:  The river Godavari originates from Trimbakeshwar

Fig 13.2:  The river Godavari originates from Trimbakeshwar

Fig 13.3:  The settlement of Nashik started on the left bank of 
the river

MAHIMA              LUCKNOW
THUSSU The Narrative of Change

Act 1:
 Lucknow is reminiscing the past as to what was.
I stand reminiscing what one of my own said once:

Kya khoya kya paya jag mein
Milte aur bichhadte mag mein
Mujhe kisi se nahin shiqaayat
Yadyapi chhala gaya pag pag mein

                                    -Atal Bihari Vajpayee 
 

I am beyond spatial or temporal realm of existence; 
I am a story that remains unfinished, a process that 
has no end.
The freedom that once existed eludes my grasp as 
I try to fasten into order enlarging gasps of disorder, 
but to no avail. 
I recall how they had framed in that motion picture 
named Umrao Jaan my essence, versatility, 
uniqueness, unabashed openness and so much 
more.
Umrao did not belong to Mughal India or partitioned 
India or unified India she belonged to me.
She was what I stood for, preserved what I carried 
with me for a long time, their existence defined my 
being. She was an intellectual, an artist, flourishing 
working-woman, at par in with the colleagues of 
male poets, and had her own standing and held 
her own ground and I saw her and many others like 
her as my own. They gave me my unique distinct 
identity, questioned what was right and wrong.
They were the ones who brought demeanor, older 
artistic traditions and charm to the new world, one 
that they chose, for us. It was them who invited 
dialogue, intellectuals, and had a privileged 
existence. They celebrated womanhood in the 
privacy of their apartments by altering the rules of 
gender that existed and were imposed by society 
that seemingly controlled me and tried to control 
them too. 

Abstract: 
It is a city’s (in this case Lucknow) narrative of change.Through the medium of a monologue the city 
of Lucknow is trying to narrate how colonialism was confused with modernity and at what price.How 
degeneration happened in the society and how an Umrao Jaan was reduced to “Singing and Dancing girl”.
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Act 2: 
The city post 1857-58 colonial Urbanization looks 
at what one referred to as modernity brought with it.
But change is inevitable and it came as written by 
Atish, quoted in Peitievich, Assembly of Rivals:

I worry about the nightingales,
Now that spring has come
The hunter pitches camp 
Right outside the garden

They were demeaned, their image maligned, 
labeled obscene, embarrassed about their 
existence which once I remember was a matter of 
pride for them and me equally. They were asked 
to pay taxes for their own abodes, bodies were 
inspected and classified as “Singing and dancing 
girls” while I looked all along trapped in my own 
dilemma which I had no means of altering. Their 
new reality made them a tourist in their own lives; 
a reality of inexplicable and unforeseeable that 
ensured that every walk will be new.
They were replaced by masculine, patriarchal 
image, a pseudo bourgeois landscape, a mere 
object meant for the spectators to enjoy like Chand 
in Ishaqzaade. 
I was sad for I had lost so much and gained so little 
and would never feel good enough not even for 
myself. I am at home and lost at the same time, 
searching for those strange intimacies I shared with 
my past, that are now lost in space and time.
The humbling part is that the endless process 
of self re-definition actively colors my sense of 
existence and how I relate with the everyday world, 
and what’s surprising is how fragile and mutable it 
is. 
Am I the same? Or have I also like every other 
human being given up and become corrupt, 
degraded and effete dynasties. I have seen 
ideologies clash, social roles being reversed, irony 
of perception that colonialism beguiles modernism, 
seen compelling social change. I am a constant 
amidst all this conundrum for its not in my nature of 
alter course of things. I watched then and I watch 
now for change is the only thing constant. 

AAYUSHI             BHARUCH
GANDHI Was Bharuch, a forgotten town of India; one 

of the most cosmopolitan cities of Asia?
Introduction:
In today’s time, when a person is asked if they know 
about a small town named Bharuch, one would 
reply
as the city which makes the best groundnuts and 
peanuts, or few people think of it as small sleepy 
town or just a normal town of Gujarat on the bank 
of The Narmada in Gujarat. But very few people 
would know it as a city - whose identity is held on 
the flavours of peanuts, once used to be glorified 
port of World Sea-trade and also held a huge place 
in the mythological history of India. This lost port 
was once a key link in connecting 3 continents, 
even before Vasco de Gama or Columbus era. 
According to “The Periplus of the Erythean Sea”, a 

Fig 15.1:  Sardar Manzil Fig 15.2:  Begum wadi, the administrative building

book by Wilfred H. Schoff, the city‘s name Barygaza 
comes from Greek, which means “Deep Treasure”. 
Further explaining, one had to pass through rocky 
and dangerous waves of Arabian Sea, yet the 
shore was not seen as it was very low and could 
only be visible once you reach close upon it, hence 
the name. The town - very well known to Greeks, 
Persians, Egyptians, Africans, Europeans - was 
used to import goods like species and silk from 
the Far East and export cotton, cloth, muslin, rice, 
ground nut, its oil and other varieties, ghee, sugar, 
sulphur, camphor, coloured utensils, species, 
gold etc. Along with goods coming in and going 
out, many communities also came and settled in, 
leaving its mark on the architecture of the city.
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In my childhood, my Grandma used to tell me 
stories of her childhood days, the golden days of 
Bharuch city, when she used to accompany her 
father to the ships and used to help him with goods 
stored in their godown, which was a large space in 
their basement and ground floor. The houses which 
were in front of the port belonged to “Vahan-Dalal” 
(dealer of Ships). Each house contained huge 
storage space for goods on lower ground, while the 
inhabitants used to live on the first floor. As a kid, 
I couldn’t understand the excitement in her stories 

when she took us to the port because at present, the 
site is in ruins. So when I started doing my thesis, I 
started to dig more about the history of the city and 
the stories behind the ruins that are present on-site 
and revisited the places to just be mesmerized by 
the unique architecture the city has to offer.
I started my journey to explore the old city of 
Bharuch, from the highest point of the city, at the end 
of tower road, where I decided to park my vehicle 
and then walk around Kot-Parsiwad area. It was a 
fine afternoon, people sitting on the gallery of the 

Fig 15.3:  Begum wadi, residence Fig 15.4:  Begum wadi, unique facade articulation

Fig 15.5:  Pioneer School with Juliet balcony Fig 15.6:  Upper floor of Pioneer School 

Aayushi Gandhi

Fig 15.7:  Jami mosque with Jharoka on facade Fig 15.8:  Katopor bazar house

fort wall, which once used to be viewing arena for 
Shipmans. I stood on the bench of the gallery to see 
to the far extent of the horizon, feeling the monsoon 
winds in my hair. In front of this fort wall, there 
are two very important buildings -  Sardar Manzil 
(Nawab ni Kothi) and Begum Wadi - which were 
once very important administrative buildings and 
also hosted the dignitaries of the port. So I decided 
to go and look at those buildings. The building in 
Blue belonged to the Nawab, now converted into 
a museum, but is closed due to administrative 
issue, so I couldn’t go in. The house has a high 
compound wall along its property to avoid people 
peeping in. The Façade has segmental arches, 
circular windows above lintel level and has verticle 
balusters in terrace parapet, indicating that it was 
building during Dutch-Portuguese Era. The building 
is regionalised with use of cast iron balusters in 
balcony parapet as seen in many traditional houses 
of Bharuch. I moved towards the huge Gate of 
Begum Wadi, a beautiful Parsee house, having its 
major side of the property facing the river Narmada. 
As I talked to the residents, the house was originally 
built by Portuguese, later taken by Nawabs and it 
ended up with Parsee, who are currently residing 
there. As I entered, I encountered fountains and 

organised landscape leading one towards the river 
having a shaded area with swings and European 
furniture, telling the stories of those colourful and 
jolly evenings when the people of the city would 
have parties, sing till dawn, overviewing the mind-
blowing view of the river.  There is a horse stable at 
the entrance - now, half of it is used for car parking 
and the other half for keeping one horse. This single 
storied house has a unique architectural feature of 
Portuguese colonization and later local overlap of 
Parsee influences. Looking at the white building 
at the edge of the property, having semi-circular 
arches - ornamented with unique European style 
motifs and filigree, Parapet with vertical balusters, 
stained glass windows and a symbol with a crown 
at the keystone of the main gate, authorizing 
itself as the main building in that compound. This 
building was used as an administration building, 
while others were used for inhabitation.  Building 
next to this building, painted in Green, was built 
in 1915, having imperial filigree and plastered 
around segmental arches, indicating that It is one 
of the Parsee overlays. Also, low-sill windows with 
3 partition, indicating amalgamation of colonial with 
regional architecture.  Interior of the house is filled 
with European furniture, artefacts are lingering 



Writing Urban History 2020  | 65

impression depicting the glorious ties the city had 
with Europe, especially Portuguese. I leave the 
place with astonishment and already taken by the 
beauty of the place and move towards the lane next 
to the Begum wadi, walking towards Jama Masjid. 
On the way, I see 1300-year old Parsee Agiyari, with 
high compound walls and open space in front. The 
lane once used to be Parsee’s community area. The 
houses still depict elements of colonial influence 
layered on regional houses.
I keep walking towards and come on the crossroad 
of Jami mosque. I was taken back with the 
multicultured neighborhood when I realised, that 
the mosque has 2 important Parsee houses on two 
sides and is an entry point to Muslim community 
space. One of the Parsee building is now converted 
to a school (Pioneer school), which was once 
used for administration as well to host the Parsee 
Family. Upper Floor of the school has a unique 
central space, which is resting on the semi-circular 
decorated arch, and a Juliet balcony, a typical 
European style façade treatment, which is not seen 
in any buildings of the city. Built-in 1890, for the 
Shahukar Behramshah’s family, which was later 
rented to the government for opening a school.
As I approach the entrance of Jami-mosque, I 
see a Jharokha near the entrance. Confused, I 
enter the mosque. At first, the mosque felt like 
any other mosque, but when I looked closer to 
some of the carvings, I saw a hint of Rajasthani 
architecture. The people of the mosque had no 
clue about this carvings, So, I goggled about the 
place, and to my astonishment, the mosque was 
converted from a Jain temple. The artefacts and 
carvings belong to the Delwara of Mt. Abu. The city 
is also a very important pilgrimage place of Jain 

Community, having two prominent derasars. In the 
12th Century, Shvetambhara Jaina philosopher 
Hemchandra Suri had settled in Bharuch. In the 
ASI report, it is mentioned - “The open pillared 
prayer-chamber is divided into three compartments, 
each compartments containing pillars from single 
mandapa. It’s western wall contains niches 
provided with pointed arches and carved on the 
general pattern of niches in Hindu temples, but 
motifs characteristic of Islamic Ornamentation.”
Thereafter I decide to go to the Malipol, The Jain 
community pol of the old city. So, I walk back to 
my vehicle - taking a different route through one 
of the streets of Katopor Bazar. These streets, in 
their golden times, used to be the European streets, 
selling freshly offloaded luxury goods imported from 
Arab, Egypt, Europe, Africa etc. Apart from goods, 
various kind of foreign labourers, artists, pretty 
maidens were also sold. As I walk, I look the terraces 
of the house, having articulated parapet designs, 
siting like a crown on a house, Giving a hint of 
Gothic style yet I can’t pinpoint the exact era of the 
construction. A few houses were having such style 
of terrace because others had constructed upper 
floors, demolishing these crucial elements depicting 
the history of the place. I reach near my vehicle and 
release that this is the same place where there was 
Victoria Clock tower, built in the memory of Queen, 
in 1903. It fell during the earthquake of 2001.
I drive towards the Malipol, crossing the Katopr 
Bazar and reach in just 3-4 mins. I park my vehicle 
just out the pol Gate. This is the only pol in the city, 
which has an entry and exit gate - with intricate 
carvings. I walk a little bit further on the narrow 
path and come across a small open space. It felt 
like I was transported back to the traditional Gujarati 
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pol architecture from all the European and colonial 
style of articulation. These door borders with 
perplexing carvings are usually found in the old city 
of Ahmadabad and Rajasthan. These decorative 
elements are supported by Corinthian columns with 
regional modification. The capital and brackets also 
have a peacock in its graceful and majestic form, 
derived from the traditional houses of Gujarat. 
I keep wandering more into the streets and have 
completely lost the track of time until I hear evening 
prayers from a nearby temple. So decide to go back 
home.
While riding back home, I recalled all the hidden 
treasure that the old city has. The Greek had given 
a very appropriate name to the city, Barygaza- 
Deep treasure. Bewildered by the amalgamation 
of different community spaces, articulation of 
architecture styles and its overlap with different 
Era with regional style, one can truly imagine 
what glorious history this city had. I can sadly say, 
the city - which was once multicultural and had 
cosmopolitan architecture - is lost with time and due 
to carelessness of the citizens.
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Gwalior, asit exists today, is a city possibly sinking 
under the burden of its own history as a dominating 
seat of power in Central India. The Gwalior State 
had risen to significant power with the accession of 
the Scindias in the 18th and 19th century. However, 
post-independence, after it was integrated with 
India into the new state of Madhya Bharat, Rajmata 
Vijayraje Scindia, the widow of Maharaja Jivajirao 
Scindia, was elected to the Lok Sabha, beginning 
the family’s long and ongoing career in electoral 
politics.
Political convenience and personal ambition of 
the state rulers has invariably seemed to strangle 
the inherent potential of the city. In the Revolt 
of 1857, the State of Gwalior had sided with the 
British in a bid to protect its own interests, even 
at the cost of Swaraj. In the years that followed, 
several state buildings, including the opulent Jai 
Vilas palace stood as immodest showcases of the 
comfortable riches that came as perks of allegiance 
to the British. While these spelt grandeur through 
exotic European antiques and borrowed styles of 
Architecture, the very basic needs of the rest of the 
state seemed to remain unattended to.
The Princely states of India existed as subsidiary 
alliances of the British Raj and were entitled to a 

semi sovereign state of authority on some matters 
of state. Some prominent States, particularly 
Baroda and Mysore used this partial autonomy to 
enable compelling social transformations. Most of 
these investments were great experiments with a 
strong social purpose- that of creating a culture of 
their own that helped them rise above the identity 
forged on them by the Raj. Gwalior, on the other 
hand, continued to remain dependent on the 
British to bring about such reforms. Until two 
decades ago, the administration of Gwalior had not 
ventured into establishing institutions after those 
already established by the British except perhaps 
the Lakshmibai National University for Physical 
Education in 1957 or the Jiwaji University in 1964.
The growth of Gwalior seems to have fallen 
hostage to the design of its political leaders. The 
Scindia household’s proximity to power- first 
with the colonisers and then political affiliation 
post independence has driven Gwalior into their 
stranglehold. The continuity of having power should 
have allowed greater ability to change the state 
of Gwalior- and this came as an added privilege 
to Gwalior over the other erstwhile Princely states 
such as Baroda, that had lost its political authority 
to the Government of India after independence. 

REVA                   GWALIOR
SAKSENA The Enigma called Gwalior in Modern India

Abstract: 
The intent of the article was to explore why the city of Gwalior, even with its rich heritage value and historic 
significance as a seat of power in Central India, has not flourished to achieve its true growth potential. 
Modern day Gwalior is a congested city, bursting at its seams, ridden with problems of scarce resources 
and poor infrastructure. The outcome ultimately captures the conundrum of Gwalior’s tryst with unbroken 
power, that has in fact, not allowed for the city’s growth even with significantly continuing state power, much 
to the discredit of the political rulers- the Scindias. The article is not intended as political commentary, but 
merely scholarly inquisitiveness. 
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However, in present day Gwalior, a glaring lack 
of development of industry, institutions and civic 
infrastructure with a growing population ridden with 
problems of scare resources has resulted in a dense 
urban fabric stretched to its limit. As per the recent 
land use plan, nearly 46 % of the city is classified as 
residential while a meagre 3.5% and 7% is reserved 
as commercial and industrial use. The old city 
around the fort cannot accommodate the demand 
or seem to support new housing projects without 
necessary infrastructure. Apart from sustaining 
extremely dense population, the old city’s Bada area 
is one of the only major commercial zones in the 
city- it is bursting at its seams. The civil lines and the 
railway colony have self-imposed restriction against 
growth. Therefore, it is evident that Gwalior is in dire 
need of identifying new areas for development. The 
existing infrastructure conditions have attracted a 
class of migrants in hordes,
which makes the city unattractive to others, unless 
provided with economic incentives. Gwalior thus 
needs to build up an image.
During decades of negligence, the erstwhile pride 
has blurred in public memory, causing apathy 
towards perhaps, the only existing source of 
identity- its rich historic heritage. Nothing significant 
seems to be prevalent in recent memory to nudge 
Gwalior out of its shell. It has been retreating into 
slow urban decay.

The city of Gwalior has not seen any expensive or 
crippling, wasteful wars or been plundered. It has 
always been under the benign cover of the powers 
of the Indian State. It also seems to be at further 
odds with the fact that the masses of Gwalior have 
always held their ruler in high esteem and would 
be more than willing to lend their weight behind 
their king (current political leaders) should they 
decide to bring development or economic growth 
to Gwalior. One can argue that Gwalior’s envious 
location, places it as an immensely potential centre 
of trade and industry. One also wonders that with 
an exquisite fort and other notable historic heritage, 
why has Gwalior not been a naturally flourishing 
tourism destination in contrast to say, Khajuraho 
which has a very inaccessible location and yet has 
reinvented itself as holding a place on the cultural 
map of India, or even Orchha which is beginning 
to become popular without any major support from 
any quarter.
The Scindias have more economic clout than any 
other Maharajas of erstwhile states and unbroken 
continuity of power. One wonders if the stifled 
development is a result of quirky fate or of apathy, 
if not design of its political masters, the erstwhile 
royalty.

Has long continuity of power been the bane of 
Gwalior’s destiny?

Reva Saxsena
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Jodhpur: The Blue City

Jodhpur is a city full of mesmerizing collection of 
azure abodes that soothes and delights anyone 
that beholds it. With the consolidation of the 
importance of the kingdom of Jodhpur within 
the territory of Rajasthan, the city continued 
its expansion outside of the first ring of walls. 
The members of the Brahmin community 
that initially were placed along the slope of 
Baurcheeria decided to settle in the north west of 
the city.  The Brahmins affirmed their privileged 
social position with color blue. Lord Shiva is a 
holy god associated with the color blue. There 
were many Brahmin followers of Shiva in Jodhpur 
throughout history who believed the color blue 
is sacred. The coloring of blue on houses was a 
trend which was started by Brahmins of the city 
in Brahmapuri - the oldest residential section to 
give them a distinctive feature. With the passage of 
time, this practice became very common among all 
the residents as this color acts as strong reflector 
of the sunlight, helps to keep the interiors cool by 
the day and also helps as insect-repellent and 
soon became a very distinct feature of the city. The 
city just seems like a sea of boxy indigo houses 
stretching along the historic fort wall.

MAITRI                JODHPUR, JAISALMER, JAIPUR
THORAT A Mélange of Colors

Abstract:
Rajasthan is a state full of romanticism which celebrates color like no other. Across the state, there’s the 
“Blue City” of Jodhpur, “Gold City” of Jaisalmer and the “Pink City” of Jaipur. These Cities are known for its 
unified color which strongly represents the identity of the city which is unique and it represents its culture 
too. The concept of color code attracts people to visit and enjoy the culture walking through the colorful 
streets. Each city has a different background story of its own color code which isn’t known by many and 
with moving time it is getting lost somewhere.

Maitri Thorat
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Built by the Rajput ruler Rao Jaisal, this is among 
the largest forts in the world. The word “Jaisalmer” 
means the Hill Fort of in the Thar desert on 
the Trikuta Hill. The architectural style of the fort is 
combining Rajput and Mughal elements. The fort 
was once the home to royals which is now inhabited 
by hundreds of local families. This is a living fort and 
about a quarter of city’s populations still live inside 
the fort. 
The fort is also locally called as ‘‘Sonar Quilla’ (Golden 
fort), an iconic symbol of the city. Sandstones 
were used in the architecture of the city since the 
olden days. Moolsagar and Lodrawa village located 
nearby Jaisalmer has large quarries from where the 
yellow sandstone is taken out for the construction 
of the city and the forts. These sandstones are very 
easy to cut, design and provide any architectural 
shape. It later hardens after getting adequate 

exposure to the sun. This was how the foundation 
of the city’s architecture using the Golden-Yellow 
sandstone was laid during the early times. 
The Thar Desert wears the shades of gold, brown 
and yellow, especially when sunrays fall on its 
sands, justifying its tag as the ‘Golden City’ of 
India. Many of the houses and temples of both 
the fort and of the town below are built of finely 
sculptured sandstone. Known for their exquisite 
work of art and architecture that was predominant 
in the medieval. The temples are built out of yellow 
sandstone and have intricate engravings on them. 
In this city, art is something that is found in 
everything, from the places of worship to the 
buildings, streets, local products and of course the 
fort which houses an entire eco-system within itself. 
The urban fabric of the city sets in harmony with the 
soil and its terrain blending in the desert.

Jaisalmer: The Golden City

Maharaja Sawai Ram Singh II first strategy was 
to make sure that Albert would visit Jaipur and 
succeed in this as he constructed a lavish concert 
hall and named it in honour of the prince. The 
exquisite Albert Hall stands amid the carefully laid 
out grounds of the Ram Niwas public gardens 
are even visited by tourist today. With Prince 
Albert enticed to Jaipur, the Maharaja set about 
beautifying his city and this included repainting 
the entire city. The color chosen was a terracotta 
pink as this color historically represents welcoming 
and hospitality. The paint was produced from 
a calcium oxide compound and is extremely 
durable in the arid conditions of Jaipur. The queen 
of Maharaj Sawai Ram Singh loved the color and 
asked the Maharaja to make a law that every house 
in Jaipur should be pink in color and use of any 
other color is illegal. The law was passed in the 
year 1877 and it is effective till today. Many of the 
avenues remained painted in pink, giving Jaipur a 
distinctive appearance and the epithet Pink city.

Jaipur: The Pink City
Jaipur is known as the Pink City and on arrival 
visitors will immediately understand the reasoning 
behind the name. Every building within the walled 
historic centre is painted terracotta “pink” color and 
there are few exceptions to this uniformly colour 
scheme. The historical reason or the uniform color 
of central Jaipur lies with the absolute power of the 
Maharaja (Sawai Ram Singh) over his capital and 
his extreme strategy to impress Prince Albert (who 
later became King Edward VII, Emperor of 
India), during his 1876 tour of India. Prince Albert 
spent a mammoth 17 weeks conducting royal duties 
throughout the Indian subcontinent but he grew 
tired and lonesome of his official engagements as 
he was without his dear wife, Victoria. For Indian 
leaders this was an ideal opportunity to strengthen 
ties to the British aristocracy and gain personal 
acquaintances with the Royal family. The Maharaja 
of Jaipur was one of the richest and most powerful 
men in India and he impressed the British court like 
no other. The pigment was brought in from Kanota, 
located about 10 miles away and also mines were 
dug closer to extract more stone. 

Maitri Thorat
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SURAT

The City as an experience

It is only when you have to leave the city you realize 
how you took it for granted all this while you stayed 
and now want to stay back a little more. A city, I, 
once critiqued; a city, cosmopolitan as it is called, 
divided by communities, A city of people who 
believe in celebrating their existence, celebrating 
each bite of food they have and believing and 
celebrating the diversity in every festival, whether 
its Ramadan, Navroz, Ganesh Chaturthi, Navratri, 
Mahavir Jayanti, Baisakhi or Christmas. I am not 
talking about Mumbai, it’s Surat I am talking about.

Of course each city is a city that it is today because 
of all the people, but there’s something more to it 
about Surat. It is how the people make you feel and 
how the spaces behave differently at different times 
of the days, seasons and even festivals. 

You read it right, I once critiqued Surat, yes, I was 
dreading to come to Surat, it was the last city I had 
ever dreamt of living in, but today while I leave, I 
want to live one more day in this chaotic-loud-
rushing-honking city. I want to have one more bite 
of each delicacies I have had in the last five years 
and I want to visit all the beautiful parts of the city 
for one last time before I leave this city. I was born 
in surat, but I never lived in Surat. Of course I spent 
my summer holidays with my grandparents in Surat 
but it is way more different than actually living in 
a city. Growing up in a calm-slow-silent city, you 
need some time to get acquainted to the totally 
contrasting one! 

I very well remember my first day when in Surat. As 
soon as I stepped out of the train, it was a very clean 
platform and I could see the reflection on the floor; I 
was approached by two coolies to help me out with a 
suitcase larger than my size. While I rejected because 
I could manage it by myself, I noticed a lady who 
stepped out right behind me. A healthy woman with a 
small bag, “Must be very light”, thought to myself. She 
too was approached by one of the coolies and to my 
surprise she handed him her bag without bargaining. 
“People here are filthy rich!!”. Then I judged myself for 
judging too quickly. I found there was a large ramp to 
climb down the platform to reach the main gate, and 
wondered who can one spend so much money over 
a coolie when there’s so much ease and convenience 
and you can do it all by yourself. Of all the places I had 
been, it was only Surat station which had ramps on all 
the platforms to reach the main entrance and it’s the 
only station which has all the platforms at the level of 3     
meters above ground level. So, to catch any train you 
have to ascend and to get out of the station you have 
to descend. By the time I approached the main gate, I 
could see only people lined up and blocking the gates; 
anxiety built into me until I realised those were auto-
rickshaw drivers waiting for their potential customers. 
It’s a very clear memory of me choosing a private auto 
where only one passenger is sitting while; right now,  I 
am on my way to the Railway station with three other 
passengers, two sitting beside me and one beside the 
driver on the front seat. It’s a rare concept, but very 
convenient if you want to save money. To reach the 
station, you have to cross n number of never-ending 
fly-overs with building standing taller either sides, 
as if they are competing with each other as to which 
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one is taller. The fly-overs connect the city to the 
station and that’s called the Ring road. Beneath 
the ring road, textile markets line up with all the 
textile factories gushing those noises of the non-
stop weaving machines. The textile factories here, 
never sleep whether its early morning, mid-day or 
midnight. Once you reach station after crossing 
one of the longest fly-overs, you discover that 
you have entered in a zone, kind of arena; which 
covers almost a radius of one kilometer around the 
front of railway station and is flooded with shops 
and restaurants to choose from for the last minute 
hunger and emergencies. You want to buy anything, 
you’ll find it here. You want to eat or drink anything, 
no worries, it has got you all covered. It is like a mall, 
but an open mall with streets full of pedestrians and 
vehicles honking their way through to the railway 
station. It is a complete mela, if I had to describe 
it in one word. This feels like a celebration which 
seemed like a chaos to me once.

Living in a different city for a while surely does 
change your perspective. I was relaxing one of the 
evenings in the balcony. I smiled to myself as I saw 
the sun set or rather imagined the sun setting down 
from behind the tall buildings, yet again comparing 
this one with the ones I used to watch in Vadodara. 
The sky was turning greyish orange, the clear sign 
that the sun is about to set so you begin to imagine 
it because all you can see is the other buildings. It 
was quite an irony to imagine the sun set, which is 
supposed to be quite a moment but the sunset was 
accompanied with the noisy people on the road, 
retiring and rushing back in hurry as soon as they 
could, honking at each and everyone who got into 
their way, whether it’s a cow or a traffic signal. 

A few reasons why I didn’t like the surat city was 
maybe not the city but the people of the city. I could 
never imagine myself living in such chaos, but little 
did I know, the sunsets in Surat were meant to be 
enjoyed by being outside your homes and away 
from the chaos of the city traffic. An evening spent 
in a true way by Surtis, from either Tapi Riverfront 
while sitting, from Jogger’s park while jogging, from 
the ONGC bridge a little outside the city while eating 
a bhutta (roasted corn) or from Dumas beach a few 
kilometers away from the city while walking on the 
edge of the beach. It is a ritual for many Surtis to end 
their day retiring while watching a sunset whether 
it’s a weekday or weekend; these places will always 
be crowded. Surat is known for it’s cleanliness, it’s 
high rises, fly-overs, food and what not. But for me, 
it’s the people who make Surat the city it is today. 
Irrespective of religion, caste, or culture; Surat is a 
city where all the people believe in only one thing 
- Business. They can talk only food and business. 
There are business parks with restaurants on the 
ground floor. 

Food culture is the best take away from this city. 
There’s this strong idea of breakfast on weekends 
and you see every lorry, food shop flooded with 
people. I remember one Sunday morning. It was 
10:00 am in the morning and Sundays were the 
only days when I got to sleep in till late. I was woken 
up by a phone cal. It was my friend, so excited on 
a Sunday morning. How could I forget that Surtis 
have a trend of Sunday morning breakfasts; either 
you get something from outside and eat or go out 
and eat, but you don’t cook on a Sunday morning. 
People of Surat love having locho for breakfasts 
and so me and my friends went out to have locho 
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at one of the famous joints there. Locho looks like 
a dish made from a failed attempt at khaman. It’s 
partly cooked and steamed besan, mashed and 
sprinkled with garam masala; floats in oil and 
packed in foil. As the name suggests it did look 
like a locha, wrapped in foil to cover up the mess! 
People here are crazy for food. They seem to be 
always hungry for the fact that every food joint is 
open all day in surat; counters always flooded with 
people shouting and waiting for their orders to 
come. While some people stand silently at the table 
and eat their hot freshly served dishes of choice, 
without even saying a single word. I think it is the 
food that calms people down in this city. It is like a 
morning ritual on every sunday that I will definitely 
miss. After having locho, we went on a long drive to 
Dumas beach to have the famous “Langar” bhajiya. 
We almost crossed half of the city and then took 
a detour towards the beach. The drive was pretty 
through the farms, through what seemed like 
woods and bypassed a few villages. Just a couple 
of kilometers before we reached the beach, there 
were so many food joints serving the same kinds of 
bhajiyas. We ate those bhajiyas not realising when 
to stop but not too late either. After that, we headed 
towards the beach, I saw some amazing old 
bungalows maybe from the early 1900s. They were 
so beautiful and caught our eyes even if they were 
dilapidated. I was in awe of the amazing bungalows 
which were situated so far from the city. After a few 
twists and turns and taking help from the google 
maps after getting confused we finally reached the 
beach. Dumas beach seemed very calm, yet the 
strong cool breeze portrayed the character. We 
could see horses, camels, desert bikes and again 
so many food joints. Surtis can never get tired of 

food and places. The beach unlike the other beaches 
didn’t feel soft below. It was not sand, it was the silt; 
dark and textured. A nice walk on the beach with a cool 
breeze blowing through your hair is just what you need 
to define a perfect sunday. The drive was pretty long 
and tiring but it was all worth for those tasty-spicy-oily 
bhajiyas and then a nice walk on the beach.

It was almost evening until we returned. Piplod road 
was the entry point when we entered the city from 
the Dumas road. Piplod road is the most elite area 
of the city after Athwagate yet it’s so happening with 
all kinds of public activities. It is also known as mall 
road because all the malls sit right on the either side 
of the road.The evenings on the streets during the 
weekends are the feasts for the eyes The streets were 
jam-packed with traffic, people wanting to go in all the 
directions everywhere and everyone honking at each 
other even if no one could move a single inch. I still 
wonder how such wide roads get so congested with 
vehicular traffic. Sunday in Surat is all about eating 
as much as you can and enjoying with friends and 
family. We spotted a food joint so we parked on the 
service roads and went up to the food joint right on the 
2 metre wide footpath which stood in between the main 
road and the service lane. We were offered to sit on 
the mat laid on the footpath where the parathas were 
served to us. We were not the only ones, there were 
already many families who had come there with their 
mats and sat down to have a picnic. They got food from 
their homes and they played cricket and badminton on 
the service lane because there was hardly any traffic. 
The purpose of the wide footpaths are that they are 
designed especially for people to sit there, have food, 
enjoy their picnic. We enjoyed watching the kids play on 
one side and enjoying the parathas we ordered, while 

the vehicles honked on the congested road on the 
other side. This adds upto a whole new character to 
the urban definition of a city. It felt like people were 
enjoying this and they want to continue this tradition 
of having a picnic in the middle of the chaos. 

I was curious to observe how this urban setting was 
used at different times of the days and also how 
differently it could be used in different seasons or 
festivals. As I had imagined, it had many different 
users at different times of the day. I saw joggers 
in the morning, exercising on the footpath; I saw 
people cycling, college students chilling out with 
their cars parked on the service lanes and eating 
during usual days while migrants slept during the 
nights. In winters, footpaths became a place to start 
bonfires in groups though very less but people did 
bonfires. In monsoons, this was a place to enjoy 
rains and eat a bhutta. The place totally changes it’s 
character during festivals. 

Diwali is one such amazing festival where people 
come together to celebrate. I quietly sat on the edge 
of the footpath, watching the fun and celebration 
happening there. People came in with their mats, 
sat with their families and enjoyed the dinner with 
bursting crackers on the service road adjacent to 
the footpath. I was in the awe of the scene I was 
just witnessing. This celebration was one of its kind 
and at next level. One area of the service road was 
left empty for people to burst crackers and all the 
other remaining part was jam packed with parked 
vehicles and cars. I was surprised to see people 
of elite class drive down in their Audis and BMWs, 
to celebrate Diwali here on the street with their 
families. It was one such amazing celebration I ever 

saw. 

Surat shines completely during Diwali, it is only 
here that all the roads, bridges and tall - commercial 
buildings falling on the main road are adorned with 
the lights throughout the whole festival. Diwali in 
Surat is celebrated just as we decorate our homes, 
Surtis decorate all of Surat. 

At the end it is only the people and the character 
of the city which takes you through a whole new 
journey of discovering a city differently. It is your 
experience which takes you through a city apart 
from all that you’ve heard or you’ve been told. 
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