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Dreams
on Wheels

Song of Myself
Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you,
You must travel it for yourself.
It is not far, it is within reach,
Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and 
did not know,
Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land.

Walt Whitman
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Jherh fot; izHkk ukMd.khZ
Pa%naI eyar maaSa-la DI Aar naaDkNaI- 
p iva sao mao A iva sao mao vaa mao ³saovaa inavaR%t´

Afvaa ko saMga payaoM hma samaRiw va svaaiBamaana 

Afvaa ko saMga payaoM hma samaRiw va svaaiBamaana 

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È 	

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

sauK saMga`h ka ya%na hao 

saMGaYa-maya jaba jaIvana hao 

sauK saMga`h ka ya%na hao 

saMGaYa-maya jaba jaIvana hao 

Baagya ka AaDmbar 

rah ka na kuC pta hao È 

nava idSaa nava jaIvana nava &ana kI kroM Aana È 

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

vaayausaonaa ko AaÐgana maoM 

]nnat banao hr tnamana 

vaayausaonaa ko AaÐgana maoM 

]nnat banao hr tnamana

ivaVa kI kamanaa hao 

sabalaa banao klyaaNama\ È 

navaSai@t inavaa-Na$pa Saaint ka kroM Aa)vaana 

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ 

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

kSmaIr sao knyaakumaarI tk 

Afvaa saMsqaaAaoM kI maalaa 	

kSmaIr sao knyaakumaarI tk 

Afvaa saMsqaaAaoM kI maalaa 	

pUva- sao laokr piScama tk 

svayaM [nhoM saMvaara È

hma ek hOM isaKayaa BaartIyata mahana\ È

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

Afvaa ko saMga payaoM hma samaRiw va svaaiBamaana 

vaayau Sai@t saMiganaI saMsqaa banao mahana\ È 

saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

saMsqaa banao mahana\ È

saMsqaa banao mahana\ È







It gives me immense pleasure to learn that AFWWA is bringing out its 23rd edition of ‘Sangini’ 
Magazine. The magazine not only showcases the events of the previous year but truly depicts the 
spirit of Sanginis in supporting air warriors and their families.

I take this opportunity to acknowledge the sterling contribution of all our Sanginis who have 
withstood the hardships and have enriched our lives with their comforting presence. While the 
organisation trains our air warriors to be sound professionals to be able to take on the challenges, it 
is the unstinted support by ‘Sanginis’ that assists them in achieving excellence at work. Compassion 
bestowed by the ladies embodies a quiet force behind our unwavering pledge to serve the nation. 
Their care provides the glue that strengthens our social fabric and adds tremendous value to the 
Air Force way of life. Air warriors are ever indebted to Sanginis for always putting up a smiling face 
even when faced by the most trying times. All men in blue salute the spirit, support and strength of 
Sanginis and as an organisation we will always be ever grateful to them.

Over the last four decades, AFWWA has been doing a commendable job in taking care of its 
members, leaving behind an indelible trail of ‘help, care and compassion’. It has provided moral 
and much-needed financial assistance to families in distress. The multifarious welfare activities 
undertaken by AFWWA like grant of scholarships, provision of means of livelihood to widows, medical 
grants, vocational training, employment assistance etc contribute towards strengthening the internal 
bonds of comradeship and amplify the sense of belonging to the Air Force. Support provided to the 
special children brings a ray of hope to the parents and reinstates their confidence in the organisation.

My greetings and good wishes to the Editorial Team for bringing out a vivid expression of 
creativity and literary thought. I am sure that it would encourage many more Sanginis to contribute 
whole heartedly in the future editions. I also extend my best wishes to all the Sanginis and wish them 
success in their future endeavours. 

Jai Hind!

Message

Air Chief Marshal B S Dhanoa
PVSM AVSM YSM VM ADC

(B S Dhanoa)
Air Chief Marshal 
Chief of the Air Staff



,;j phQ ek'kZy ch ,l /kuksvk
i fo ls es  v fo ls es  ;q ls es  ok es  , Mh lh 

¼ch ,l /kuksvk½
,;j phQ ek'kZy 
ok;qlsuk/;{k

eq>s ;g crkrs gq, csgn [kq'kh gks jgh gS fd vQok viuh if=dk ^lafxuh^ dk 23oka vad izdkf'kr dj 
jgk gSA ;g if=dk u dsoy fiNys o"kZ dh ?kVukvksa dk vkbuk gS] vfirq ;g ok;q ;ks)kvksa vkSj muds 
ifjokjksa dk lkFk nsus dh lafxfu;ksa dh Hkkouk dks Hkh lgh :i esa mt+kxj djrh gSA

eSa lafxfu;ksa ds mYys[kuh; ;ksxnku ds fy, vkHkkj izdV djrk gwa ftUgksaus gj eqf'dy ?kM+h esa gekjs 
thou dks viuh lq[kn mifLFkfr ls lq'kksfHkr fd;k gSA ;|fi laxBu gekjs ok;q ;ks)kvksa dks csgrjhu 
is'ksoj ds :i esa izf'kf{kr djrk gS rkfd os gj pqukSrh dk MV dj lkeuk dj ldsa] ijarq lafxfu;ksa ds 
Hkjiwj lg;ksx dh cnkSyr gh os gj dk;Z dks c[kwch vatke nsus esa dke;kc gksrs gSaA ns'k dh lsok djus 
dh gekjh n`<+ izfrKk ds ihNs lafxfu;ksa dh mnkj Hkkouk gekjh etcwr rkdr curh gSA budk viukiu 
og dM+h gS tks gekjs lkekftd <kaps dks etcwr djrh gS vkSj ok;q lsuk dh thou 'kSyh dks vkSj Hkh 
le`) cukrh gSA ok;q;ks)k ges'kk gh lafxfu;ksa ds _.kh jgs gSa ftUgksaus dBksj ifjfLFkfr;ksa esa Hkh gj iy 
galrs gq, mudk lkFk fn;k gSA uhyh onhZ okys lHkh ;ks)k lafxfu;ksa ds mRlkg] lg;ksx vkSj 'kfDr dks 
lyke djrs gSa] ,d laxBu ds :i esa ge lnSo buds —rK jgsaxsA

fiNys pkj n'kdksa esa] vQok us lgk;rk] ns[kHkky vkSj mnkjrk dh vfeV Nki NksM+rs gq, vius 
lnL;ksa dk /;ku j[kus dk mYys[kuh; dk;Z fd;k gSA blus eqf'dy esa Qals ifjokjksa dk eukscy c<+krs 
gq, mUgsa foÙkh; lgk;rk Hkh iznku dh gSA vQok us fofHkUu dY;k.kdkjh dk;ksZa tSls Nk=o`fr iznku djuk] 
fo/kokvksa dks thfodk ds lk/ku miyC/k djokuk] fpfdRlk lqfo/kk] O;kolkf;d izf'k{k.k] jkstxkj lgk;rk 
eqgS;k djokuk bR;kfn ls HkkbZpkjs ds vkilh laca/k dks etcwr fd;k gS vkSj bu lHkh dk;ksZa ls vQok ls 
ok;q lsuk ds tqM+ko dh Hkkouk vkSj Hkh fu[kj dj lkeus vkbZ gSA fo'ks"k t:jrksa okys cPpksa dks iznku 
dh xbZ lgk;rk ls muds ekrk&firk ds thou esa vk'kk dh ,d ubZ fdj.k iSnk gqbZ gS ftlus laxBu 
esa muds fo'okl dks vkSj Hkh etcwr fd;k gSA 

laikndh; eaMy dks l`tukRed vkSj lkfgfR;d fopkjksa dh ltho vfHkO;fDr ds fy, esjh vksj ls 
gkfnZd 'kqHkdkeuk,aA eq>s fo'okl gS fd vkxkeh vadksa esa vkSj vf/kd lafxfu;ka iwjs euks;ksx ls viuk 
;ksxnku nsaxhA 

t; fgan!



Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa
President AFWWA

(Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa)
President AFWWA

We Sanginis dream big and our aspirations are boundless. We are 
contributors and not just consumers as was the earlier perception. AFWWA has, 
and always will be, the converging point for all Sanginis, a common arena for 
welfare and staying committed to our vision of empowerment, upliftment and 
providing help and assistance.

This magazine is an endeavor to give a conducive platform to all fellow 
Sanginis to let their hearts rule and to follow their dreams. The overwhelming 
contributions for this year’s magazine is indeed praiseworthy and I urge you all 
to shed all inhibitions and come forth and let your creative skills and imagination 
roam free and pour your hearts out, let the words flow and we are sure, the 
results will be beautiful.

From baby steps to taking giant strides, this magazine has grown 
phenomenally in its popularity over the years. Be it the ingenious, untiring house 
wife or the bold aspirational career woman, this magazine has indeed become 
an epitome of the indomitable spirit of Sanginis.

My warm felicitations to all Sanginis and sincere gratitude to all members 
of the editorial board for their resoluteness and unstinted hard work in making 
‘Sangini’ a resounding success. 

Jai Hind!

Message



Jherh deyizhr /kuksvk
v/;{kk vQok

¼Jherh deyizhr /kuksvk½
v/;{kk vQok

ge lafxfu;ksa ds lius cM+s gSa vkSj gekjh egRodka{kk,a vlhfer gSaA ge dsoy ikBd ugha] 
tSlk fd le>k tkrk Fkk] cfYd jpukdkj gSaA vQok ge lHkh lafxfu;ksa ds fy,] dY;k.k 
dk eap jgk gS vkSj lnSo jgsxk] ge vius l'kDrhdj.k] mRFkku rFkk lgk;rk iznku djus ds 
n`f"Vdks.k ds fy, izfrc) gSaA 

bl izf=dk dk ;g iz;kl gS fd lafxfu;ksa dks vius fny dh djus vkSj vius liuksa dks 
lkdkj djus dk ,d lgk;d IysVQkeZ iznku djsA bl o"kZ bl if=dk dks tcjnLr lg;ksx 
feyk gS tks okLro esa iz'kaluh; gSA esjh lHkh ls fourh gS fd lHkh ck/kkvksa ij fot; ikrs gq, 
vkxs vk,a vkSj vius l`tukRed dkS'ky vkSj dYiuk'kfDr dks mM+us nas vkSj vius fny dh ckrksa 
dks 'kCnksa ds ek/;e ls vfHkO;fDr iznku djsaA eq>s iwjk fo'okl gS fd ifj.kke lqanj gh gksxkA 

bl if=dk us vius 'kS'kodky ls yEch Nykax yxkrs gq, o"kksZa ls pkjksa vksj [;kfr ds 
u, u, vk;ke Nq, gSaA pkgs og es/kkoh vFkd x`g.kh gks vFkok lkglh egRokdka{kh dkedkth 
efgyk gks] okLro esa ;g if=dk lHkh lafxfu;ksa ds vnE; lkgl dk izrhd cu xbZ gSA

lafxuh if=dk dks lQy cukus esa lHkh lafxfu;ksa dks esjh gkfnZd c/kkbZ vkSj laiknd eaMy 
ds lHkh lnL;ksa dks muds n`<+ ladYi vkSj dBksj ifjJe ds fy, rgs fny ls vkHkkjA 

t; fgUn!



Mrs Anjna Deo 
Vice President AFWWA

The AFWWA bonds grow stronger as yet another issue of Sangini Magazine 
is released. Since its inception, the Magazine has contributed immensely towards 
enhancing the quality of life of AFWWA and the Air Force family.

This edition focuses on 'Travel Tales', the journey as it unwinds along the 
path of life paved with grit, toil, determination, struggles, failures and successes 
of all our men in blue, of past and present. Although we do not wear an the 
uniform, we support and contribute immensely and heartily to the richness of 
the Air Force life.

In the present context, the pressures and pulls of modern times are 
influencing the social threads that bind us. It is in such situations that the 
relevance of AFWWA becomes all the more important and our role as providers 
of a strong family support gains even more prominence.

My sincere appreciation and gratitude to all the members of the editorial 
board for their exceptional effort. I wish all the members of AFWWA the very 
best in future endeavors and happy times together.

Message



Jherh vatuk nso
mik/;{kk vQok

lafxuh if=dk ds ,d vkSj vad ds izdk'ku ds lkFk gh vQok dk vkilh ca/ku vkSj Hkh 
etcwr gks x;k gSA bl if=dk us izkjaHk ls gh vQok vkSj ok;q lsuk ifjokj dh thou 'kSyh 
csgrj cukus esa vge Hkwfedk fuHkkbZ gSA

bl vad dks ^;k=k o`rkar^ ds :Ik esa n'kkZ;k x;k gS] ,slh ;k=k tks gekjs HkwriwoZ vkSj 
orZeku uhyh onhZ /kkjh tkacktksa ds /kS;Z] dM+h esgur] n`<+ bPNk 'kfDr] la?k"kZ] vlQyrkvksa 
vkSj lQyrkvkas ds lkFk thou iFk ij fujarj vkxs c<+rh tkrh gSA ge lafxfu;ka onhZ rks 
ugha igurha] ijarq ge ok;q lsuk dh thou 'kSyh dks le`) cukus esa iwjs tks'k ls viuk Hkjiwj 
lg;ksx nsrh gSaA 

vkt dh ckr djsa rks vk/kqfud ;qx dh pqukSfr;ksa vkSj vkik/kkih ls gesa ,d lw= esa fijksus 
okyk lkekftd rkuk&ckuk Hkh izHkkfor gqvk gSA bu ifjfLFkfr;ksa esa vQok dh Hkkxhnkjh cgqr 
egRoiw.kZ gks tkrh gS vkSj lkFk gh ifjokj dh uhao etcwr cukus esa gekjh Hkwfedk vkSj Hkh 
eq[kj tkrh gSA

Lkaiknd eaMy ds lHkh lnL; vius vlk/kkj.k iz;klksa ds fy, iz'kalk ds ik= gSaA eSa vQok 
ds lHkh lnL;ksa ds mTtoy vkSj lq[kn Hkfo"; dh dkeuk djrh gw¡A 



‘Sangini magazine is an ideal platform to exhibit the hidden potential 
and skills of our AFWWA members. It is a window through which our Sanginis 
share their thoughts, memories and joy with other Sanginis. This is one way of 
connecting Sanginis posted far and wide across our vast country, some even 
placed outside India. 

Every year we look forward to share our thoughts and opinions with our 
AFWWA members. This year too the theme ‘Travel Tales’ has enabled our 
Sanginis to share their experiences and wisdom gained during their journeys 
in and around the world. The 23rd edition of Sangini magazine is a reflection of 
advancing social life in the Indian Air Force.

My compliments to the editorial board for a wonderful job. I wish all 
Sanginis and their families good health, happiness and success in their future 
journeys.

Mrs Neelam Dhir 
President AFWWA (R)

South Western Air Command

Message



My heartiest congratulations to team Sangini for putting together the 
23rd edition of the Sangini magazine, a creation that mirrors the life of a Sangini.

People the world over are witnessing a decrease in tolerance levels. Sadly, 
the Indian Air Force family is also getting affected. There is a rise in depression, 
domestic violence, abusive relations, suicides, marital discord and so on. Hence, 
the need of the hour is to put in our best efforts on mental well being, investments 
in relationships and getting empowered with education. Accordingly, the Sangini 
magazine showcases the efforts put in by stations and units towards women 
empowerment and their emancipation.

Today’s Sangini is well versed with latest trends, tech savvy and celebrates 
her unique identity. Nothing can displace a Sangini’s willpower, grit and  strength 
to survive against all odds. The way Sanginis ably supported each other to thwart 
the terror attack in Pathankot is a testimony of their contribution to our Air Force 
community. This edition celebrates every Sangini who has witnessed challenging 
moments and emerged like a Phoenix. My compliments to the editorial board 
which has showcased a Sangini’s journey of empowerment in a beautiful manner.

I firmly believe that with enhanced focus on health, education and welfare, 
Sanginis can constructively contribute towards every activity and make our ‘Men 
in Blues’  touch the sky with glory. We Sanginis have it in us to make a positive 
difference in every life we touch and in the community we live in.

Jai Hind!

Mrs Devika Hari Kumar
President AFWWA (R)
Western Air Command

Message



Sangini Magazine has evolved over the years and today, is a medium 
that helps connect all Sanginis. The magazine helps us learn from each 
other various aspects of managing the changing life and roles we perform.  
In our interaction as Sanginis, we have been inspiring and supporting each 
other mutually to utilize our potential towards enhancing our skills to face 
the present day world. Today, a Sangini is an example of a well informed 
and confident individual with a vision of the future, not just for herself, but 
the entire family.

With an apt theme of ‘Travel Tales’, our Sanginis have penned down 
their ideas and thoughts while exploring various places and stations in their 
interesting journey in the IAF.

On behalf of Sanginis of TC, I would like to congratulate the Editorial 
Board for the launch of the 23rd edition of magazine.  Further, I wish all the 
readers the very best for their future endeavours.

Mrs Geethanjali Nair
President AFWWA (R)

Training Command

Message



*lafxuh* dks mlds 23osa vad ds çdkf'kr gksus ij esjh <sjksa 'kqHkdkeuk,¡A

*lafxuh* if=dk u flQZ vQok dh fo'oluh; lgsyh jgh gS cfYd gekjh lHkh cgqeq[kh 
çfrHkk'kkyh lafxfu;ksa ds fy, vius fopkj çLrqr djus dk loZJs"B ek/;e Hkh gSA vxj ge 
bls lafxfu;ksa dh fopkj/kkjk dk çfrfcEc dgsa rks vfr';ksfDr ugha gksxhA

lkyksa lky *lafxuh* if=dk us gekjh lafxfu;ksa dks vius fopkj çdV djus esa cgqr gh 
egRoiw.kZ ;ksxnku fn;k gSA *lafxuh* dk gj vad vn~Hkqr gksrk gS vkSj çR;sd o"kZ ubZ Å¡pkb;ksa 
dks Nw jgk gSA bl ij ge lHkh lafxfu;ksa dks cgqr xoZ gSA

23osa vad dk fo"k; ^Vªsoy VsYl* cgqr gh jkspd vkSj Kkuo/kZd gSA blds fy, eSa e/; ok;q 
deku dh lHkh lafxfu;ksa dh rjQ ls laikndh; ny dks gkfnZd c/kkbZ nsrh gw¡A

bl volj ij eSa lHkh lafxfu;ksa vkSj muds ifjokj ds vPNs LokLF; rFkk eaxye; thou 
dh dkeuk djrh gw¡A

t; fgUn!

Mrs Alpana Sinha 
President AFWWA (R)
Central Air Command

Message



It gives me utmost pleasure to convey heartiest greetings for the 
23rd issue of the 'Sangini' magazine on behalf of Eastern Air Command. I 
had the privilege of being associated with the IAF for the last five decades, 
first as a daughter and then as a wife of an Air Force Officer. In these five 
decades, I have seen the IAF and the AFWWA changing for the better.

	 AFWWA is a close knit, active community where our Sanginis and 
their families get an opening to showcase their talent and have become more 
than just homemakers to entrepreneurs and professionals in numerous 
fields. AFWWA has also evolved in so many ways from just helping women, 
to helping the underprivileged and differently abled. Its aim today is to 
make our Sanginis self reliant, independent and confident.

	 Sangini Magazine showcases the talent and passion of the women in 
the literary field. My compliments and appreciations to the editorial team 
for bringing this edition of the magazine to us. On behalf of AFWWA (R) 
Eastern Air Command, I wish all the members of AFWWA and their families, 
happiness and success in their future endeavours. 

Happy Landings and Jai Hind!

Mrs Deepshikha Khosla 
President AFWWA (R)
Eastern Air Command

Message



My heartiest greetings to all the members and editorial board on 
the successful launch of the 23rd edition of ‘Sangini’.

‘Sangini’ over the years has grown leaps and bounds as a journal. 
It is a reflection of the spirit of AFWWA and a unique forum for Sanginis 
to realize their true potential and identify their own strengths. It is an 
excellent platform for all Sanginis to express their thoughts, experiences 
and creativity. The magazine spectacularly captures the advancement and 
accomplishments of AFWWA which has always been committed towards 
providing the best of benefits to its members.

My heartiest congratulations and felicitations to the contributors and 
the editorial board for their indefatigable efforts towards publishing this 
magazine. On behalf of all the Sanginis of SAC, I wish all members of AFWWA 
and families, happiness and success in their future endeavours.

Mrs Asha Bhadauria 
President AFWWA (R)
Southern Air Command

Message



My heartiest congratulations to ‘Sangini-2017’ on publication of 
its 23rd edition.

It gives me immense pleasure to introduce this edition of 'Sangini – 
The mouthpiece of AFWWA'. Sangini magazine has always been a great 
source of inspiration for our budding and experienced, creative minds alike. 
My association with AFWWA has been a long journey. It has taught me to 
acknowledge other’s views, work selflessly and share equal responsibilities 
in growth of this organisation.  It is indeed a matter of pride to be part of it 
and has strengthened my belief – 'Together We Can Prosper'.

Travelling is part and parcel of our life in IAF.  Every new posting brings 
excitement of exploring new places and meeting new friends.  Understanding 
the varied cuisines, culture and traditions is an experience by itself. It 
enriches and widens our horizon about life.  We learn to adopt 'Unity In 
Diversity'.  Thus it is befitting that we dedicate this issue of 'Sangini' to the 
positive impact of 'Travel' in our lives.

I extend my best wishes to the contributors and the editorial team for 
their relentless efforts and grand success of the 'Sangini - 2017'.

Mrs Kusum Sharma
President AFWWA (R)

Maintenance Command

Message



A Woman is the full circle,
Within her is the power to

Create, nurture and transform.

Dr APJ Abdul Kalam very aptly said, "All of us do not have equal talent 
but all of us have an equal opportunity to develop our talents". ‘Sangini’ 
Magazine provides us with one such platform where we can give wings to 
our imagination. True to its essence, it seeks to recapitulate the myriad 
nuances of life; captured in the prismatic hues of love and laughter. It has 
traversed through time and cultural barriers and each and every article 
contributed by the members is a heartfelt rendition of the experiences 
they shared. 

‘Travel Tales’ – what an apt theme to take us through our journey of 
life in Air Force. Someone has so rightly remarked  "Travel is more than 
seeing of sights. It is the change that goes on deep and permanent, in 
the idea of living."

So, let’s rejoice and celebrate our togetherness ‘Sanginis’. This 
edition of ‘Sangini’ I am sure will inspire us all the more to move on in 
our lives further for attaining greater heights.

I would like to convey my heartiest congratulations and pay my 
sincere compliments to the editorial board of ‘Sangini’ magazine for 
conceptualizing and delivering yet another master-piece.

My best wishes to all the AFWWA members and their families. I wish 
them all the success and happiness in all their endeavors. 

Jai Hind!

The 23rd edition of ‘Sangini’ Magazine succeeds in asserting its 
independent identity that celebrates the spirit of companionship and 
womanhood. "Women empower each other" and Sangini stands tall with 
this motto. Sanginis are multitalented and don various roles in the form 
of home maker, mother, teacher, social worker etc and in the true sense 
they are the wind beneath the wings that help our mighty Air Force soar 
higher and higher.

This magazine is an endeavor to reach out to all Sanginis and help 
them share the plethora of knowledge and experience that they hold. 
Special thanks to all the sanginis for the overwhelming love and support 
in the form of articles for this year’s issue.

My heartfelt gratitude to the editorial board who have toiled hard 
to come up with yet another wonderful issue of the ‘Sangini’ Magazine.

Mrs Preetika Sood 
Secretary AFWWA

Flt Lt Jagriti Mukherjee
Hony Jt Secretary 

AFWWA

Message

Message



Editorial Board

(L-R) : Mrs Shipra Mathur, Mrs Neerja Singh, Chief Editor Mrs Rekha Sharma  
Mrs Anshu Awasthi, Mrs Navita Arjun Vohra

Cover design by  
Mrs Kamini Singh 
W/o AVM Sandeep Singh AVSM VM
ASTE

Back Cover painting by  
Mrs Manisha Shrivastava  
W/o Gp Capt AK Shrivastava  
Jalahalli



Editorial
Dear Sanginis,

This 23rd edition of ‘Sangini’ comes to you at a time when the people at large 
are keenly engaging themselves in various kinds of constructive and pleasure 
activities, including holiday tourism and hence the theme of this edition is 
centered around tourism. It is indeed my proud privilege to be the Chief Editor of 
this sanguine collection of expressions by our Sanginis.

Year after year, ‘Sangini’ has evolved into a powerful medium of expression 
and I am glad to note this edition too has received very rich, very varied, very 
real and very versatile contributions from our dear Sanginis. I place on record, 
my heartfelt gratitude to all the Sanginis who have taken time off their personal 
busy schedules to contribute to this magazine.

My heartfelt gratitude is also due to Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa, President 
AFWWA, firstly for reposing her trust in me for this arduous task and also for the 
constant inspiration I derived from her. My editorial team has worked really hard 
to put together this impressive magazine and certainly deserves kudos not only 
from me but from the Sangini Community as well for a job well done. I sincerely 
thank them for their excellent work and my best wishes to each one of them.

And before I sign off, I wish all Sanginis a great year ahead, full of joy, full of 
happiness and full of fulfillment.

Rekha Sharma 
Chief Editor



Our Pioneers

Mrs Ela Lal (Late)
27 Aug 1970-28 Feb1973

Mrs Satya Mehra (Late)
01 Mar 1973 - 29 Feb 1976

Mrs Tara Moolgavkar (Late)
01 Mar 1976 - 31 Aug 1978

Mrs Bilkees Latif
01 Sep 1978 - 31 Aug 1981

Mrs Parkash Dilbagh Singh
01 Sep 1981 - 31 Aug 1984

Mrs Srilata Katre (Late)
01 Sep 1984 - 03 Jul 1985

Mrs Rita La Fontaine
05 Jul 1985 - 31 Jul 1988

Mrs Sunita Mehra (Late)
01 Aug 1988 - 31 Jul 1991

Mrs Asha Suri
01 Aug 1991 - 31 Jul 1993

Mrs Nita Kaul (Late)
01 Aug 1993 - 31 Dec 1995

Dr. (Mrs) Aruna Sareen
01 Jan 1996 - 31 Dec 1998

Mrs Molina Tipnis
01 Jan 1999 -31 Dec 2001

Mrs Harveen Krishnaswamy
01 Jan 2002 - 31 Dec 2004

Mrs Vandana Tyagi
01 Jan 2005 - 31 Mar 2007

Mrs Zareen Major
01 Apr 2007 - 31 May 2009

Mrs Madhubala Naik
01 Jun 2009 - 31 Jul 2011

Mrs Kiran Browne
01 Aug 2011 - 31 Dec 2013

Mrs Lily Raha
01 Jan 2014 - 31 Dec 2016
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Mrs Veena Chauhan W/o Wg Cdr P Chauhan  is an active member of AFWWA (L) 
Air Force Station Hindan and has contributed immensely to the cause of AFWWA in 
coordination of various activities of AFWWA.

Mrs Veena Chauhan has got great coordination skills and is a very hardworking 
person. She has relentlessly worked towards the successful conduct of all the AFWWA 
events, health camps and coordination of various programmes for the benefit of the 
Sanginis. Under her guidance, a group of 10-15 highly motivated Sanginis named 
'HUMJOLI' has been formed which keeps a vigilant eye on any unwanted incident 
towards the Sanginis of the station, their welfare requirements etc and motivates 
other Sanginis to refrain from useless gossiping. Due to this, the Sanginis of the 
station are voluntarily coming forward for all the activities connected with AFWWA.

She has also used innovative ideas in the meetings by staging 'NUKKAD NATAK' wherein problems related to 
women are depicted and solutions are given.

Mrs Rashithara Santhosh W/o WO M Santhosh is an active member of AFWWA 
(L) Air Force Academy Dundigal and has contributed immensely to it’s cause. 

She has been relentlessly working towards the success of AFWWA events like 
health camps, visits to charity institutions, liaison with other welfare organizations 
and co-ordination of various programmes for the benefit of Sanginis including painting 
competition, best-out-of-waste competition, healthy food cooking competition and 
organizing of CGP Mela every six months.  She was also instrumental in organizing a 
‘Nukkad Natak’ in 2015 based on women emancipation titled ‘Nari Shakti’. 

Her enthusiastic approach towards the overall growth of AFWWA ventures at 
AFA and her excellent contribution in promoting the cause of AFWWA amongst the Sanginis is an example for 
other Sanginis.

Mrs Mana Mishra W/o NC(E) Suryanarayan Mishra is an active member of 
AFWWA (L)  Air Force Station Jalahalli.

She is self motivated and participates with full enthusiasm and synergy in 
organizing various welfare oriented activities and recreational events for the Sanginis 
and their families.  She is highly reliable and displays high sense of sincerity in the 
discharge of her responsibilities with full care and concern. 

With an urge to contribute her bit to the welfare of the society, she offered her 
services, without any remuneration, for taking care of the special children of Umeed 
Asha Kiran School, besides working as a part time helper in the grocery shop.  

AFWWA AWARDEES 2017 
FOR OUTSTANDING WORK
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Mrs Divya Gupta W/o Wg Cdr Sanjeev Gupta is associated with AFWWA (L) of 
Air Force Station Kanheri Hills since Jun 2014.

By making use of her passion and self driving capability she has demonstrated 
a high degree of expertise in handling, organizing and conducting many AFWWA 
related activities. Her efforts and contributions have helped AFWWA to create a 
bond among Sanginis, developing confidence among them, hence leading to achieve 
the welfare aim of AFWWA. As part of the effort, she has taken a class for bread 
making, how to use household waste items to decorate house, how to develop self 
confidence, how to beat stage fear and many more such activities to help uplift 
Sanginis' personal development.

Mrs Nisha Ramachandran W/o Wg Cdr VM Damodharan is an active member of 
AFWWA(L) Air Force Station Palam. 

The enthusiasm and zeal of Mrs Damodharan as AFWWA (L) secretary is praise 
worthy. She voluntarily accepted the responsibilities and has been energetic in 
organizing and coordinating AFWWA (L) meetings, welfare activities, picnics, 
cultural awareness camps and all associated programs of AFWWA Palam. It is worth 
mentioning that despite being down with the crippling ‘chikungunya’ viral disease; 
she was at the forefront of activities for the AFWWA Mahotsav held in October 2016 
at Air Force Station Palam. She has been actively involved in organizing meetings of 
the parents Special Group (PSG) for parents of special children with the President 
AFWWA(L) at Air Force Station Palam. 

Mrs Jaya Awasthi W/o Gp Capt PK Awasthi is holding the post of Secretary, 
AFWWA(R), Training Command, IAF since September 2014.

In her tenure as Secretary AFWWA(R), she has successfully organised various 
welfare activities. She has constantly kept a liaison with local NGOs, educational 
institutions and special schools in civil to yield benefits of conduct of workshop, 
seminars and educational talks for Sanginis and wards of Air Force personnel.  Her 
initiatives have been towards various workshops and welfare activities for women 
empowerment and child development.  She was instrumental in smooth conduct of 
Declamation Contests, International Women’s Day, AFWWA Day Celebrations and 
Board of Management Meetings, Health Check-up Camps, etc. 

Mrs Pramila Rai W/o WO Dinesh Rai is a highly experienced and proud Sangini 
who is presently part of No. 1 Sqn  C/o 40 Wg, AF family. She has been the unit 
AFWWA secretary of the Sqn for the last two years. Citing her genuine efforts 
in getting the Sanginis of the Station together, she was also bestowed upon the 
responsibility of Stn AFWWA Secretary and has been doing so for the past one year.

Dedicated, sincere and motivated Mrs Rai who is affectionately known as ‘Rai 
Bhabhi’ in the Station, actively pursues the duties of Unit AFWWA secretary with 
the sole aim of providing guidance and welfare to other Sanginis. she believes 
in personal one-on-one communication, knocking on the doors of fellow Sanginis 
and lending a patient ear to their concerns. She provides timely feedback when 
required and takes up causes of Sanginis in order to maintain a cohesive, healthy 
and motivated environment. 

AFWWA AWARDEES 2017 
FOR OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION
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Mrs Madhu W/o NC (E) Rajesh Kumar is an active member of AFWWA(L) of 
Tezpur since June 15. 

Despite being a housewife, Mrs Madhu manages to participate in AFWWA 
activities both at unit level as well as station level. She takes parts in almost all 
AFWWA competitions and also played an important role in successfully organising 
unit AFWWA meetings. Mrs Madhu won the 2nd prize in ‘Talent Hunt’ competition 
organised by AFWWA. As an active Sangini Mrs Madhu ensures her attendance 
at every AFWWA event being held at the station level. She has always kept her 
interest as a Sangini before any personal comfort and convenience.

Her dedicated involvement, enthusiasm, zeal and her endeavor to the cause of 
AFWWA is a fine example of commitment and sincerity.

Mrs Parvathi Harish W/o Wg Cdr P Harish is part of AFWWA (L) Air Force 
Station Thanjavur from 09 May 16 onwards. 

She has been involved in conducting regular AFWWA (L) meetings for the 
station. She has taken keen interest in encouraging other Sanginis to participate 
in AFWWA (L) meetings and other activities arranged by AFWWA (L). She had 
organized Sanginis’ visit to schools of two neighbouring   villages i.e. Tulkampati 
and Innatathukanpatti on the eve of children’s Day. Visit of Sanginis to Indian 
Institute of Crop Processing Technology, Valluvar Education Society, a Govt. Aided 
Orphanage and inviting Bakers from New Krishna Bakery to give demo on baking 
biscuits & brownies are some of the highlights of her contributions. 

She was a leading member of AFWWA (L) during the successful conduct of 
Anemia, Hypertension and Breast Checkup Camp, Lecture on Active Ageing, 
Sports Meet etc and it was well appreciated by all the participants.

Mrs Lily Mohapatra W/o  WO SK Mohapatra presently held on the posted 
strength of 3 BRD, has been assigned the responsibility of Secretary, AFWWA (L) 
since June 2015.

Mrs Mohapatra, in her capacity as Secretary, has been consistently striving 
for the wellbeing and empowerment of fellow Sanginis of the Depot.  The Sangini 
has an exemplary team building skill and a deep sense of social responsibility, 
which aids in creating a sense of belonging amongst fellow Sanginis and inspires 
them in working for the common cause and upholding the values of AFWWA.  She 
is very soft spoken and sensitive which makes her empathize easily with others.

The extraordinary organizing ability and keen interest displayed by  
Mrs Mohapatra led to successful conduct of major events like AFWWA Day, 
International Women’s day celebration, visit by various dignitaries at this Depot. 

AFWWA AWARDEES 2017 
FOR OUTSTANDING CONTRIBUTION
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NAME YEAR OUTSTANDING WORK
Wg Cdr(Mrs)Padma Bandopadhyaya 
W/o Wg Cdr PA Bandopadhyaya 1991 The First Air Force lady to participate in an Expedition

Mrs Vidya Gadre W/o Gp Capt EN Gadre 1991 Dedicated social work for handicapped children
Mrs Mayah Balse W/o AVM SS Balse 1992 Literature
Mrs Nandini Singh W/o Wg Cdr LG Singh 1992 Kathak dance
 Mrs Anjali Sinha W/o Gp Capt IB Sinha 1993 Social Work
Mrs Sunita Kalita W/o WO SK Kalita 1994 Hard Work and active participation in welfare 
Mrs Usha Pashilkar W/o Gp Capt AG Pashilkar 1994 Efficient management of AFWWA Hostel, New Delhi
Mrs Veena Kumar W/o JWO S Kumar 1994 Dedicated work for the handicapped children
Mrs Niama Alam W/o JWO Alam 1994 Social Work
Mrs Mohana Rama ji W/o Fg Offr S Ramanarayanan 1995 Dedicated work for the handicapped children
Mrs Sarla Malhotra W/o JWO SK Malhotra 1995 Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Harjinder Kaur W/o Sgt CJ Singh 1995 Welfare activities of AFWWA 
Mrs Philmonia Anirudhan W/o MWO KM Anirudhan 1996 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA 
Mrs Manju Pathania W/o Air Cmde JK Pathania 1996 Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Neena Desai W/o Air Cmde PK Desai 1997 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Shama Sandhu W/o Air Cmde JS Sandhu 1997 Welfare activities of AFWWA 
Mrs Surekha S Joshi W/o JWO S Joshi 1997 Social Work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Suman Maheshwari W/o Gp Capt VK Maheshwari 1998 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Uma Bhardwaj W/o MWO Ramachand 1998 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Ratna Bala Patnaik W/o Flt Lt SC Patnaik 1999 Family Planning, Social Work and AFWWA activities 
Mrs Prem Lata Yadav W/o WO RS Yadav 1999 Family Planning, Social, Educational and AFWWA
Mrs Kamini Sharma W/o Cpl DK Sharma 2000 AFWWA activities and Education.
Mrs Roma Mukhopadhyay W/o S/L S Mukhopadhyay 2000 AFWWA activities, Education and Social Work.

Mrs Prem Lata Srivastava W/o Wg Cdr AK Srivastava 2001 Adult literacy, Care of Special children, Social Work, 
Ventures and AFWWA activities

Mrs Archana Sharma W/o WO TN Sharma 2001 Adoption of Village, Social and AFWWA activities
Mrs Rashmi Jain W/o Gp Capt NK Jain 2002 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rehana Begum W/o JWO A Kalam 2002 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Harminder Chauhan W/o Gp Capt J Chauhan 2003 AFWWA Ventures/Welfare activities
Mrs Nita Pal W/o JWO R Pal 2003 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Janki Pandey W/o NC(E) Pandey HD 2003  Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rimjhim Jha W/o Wg Cdr SK Jha 2004 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Neelam Sharma W/o WO NK Sharma 2004 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA 
Mrs Kalyani Das W/o NC (E) AC Das 2004 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA

Mrs Bindu Lekshmi W/o Wg Cdr BS Krishna Kumar 2005 Work for Tsunami Victims and Welfare activities of 
AFWWA

Mrs Lalmuni Devi W/o JWO Vinod Kumar 2005 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Biju Thulsidharan W/o NC (E) KV Thulsidharan 2005 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA

AFWWA AWARDEES 1991-2016
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NAME YEAR OUTSTANDING WORK
Mrs Lalitha Laxmi Narayanan W/o Gp Capt JL Narayanan 2006 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Nirmala Chauhan W/o Sgt G Singh 2006 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Neelu Kalita W/o NC (E) B Kalita 2006 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Saroja Todkar W/o Wg Cdr S Todkar 2007 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Archana Sisodia W/o JWO BR Sisodia 2007 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sunita S Parkhande W/o NC(E) SV Parkhande 2007 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rakhi Gupta W/o Wg Cdr AK Gupta 2008 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Vidhya Prajapati W/o Sgt Deepak Prajapati 2008 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Phool Tara Devi W/o NC(E) Ramesh Thakur 2008 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Ruchita Dhaga W/o Wg Cdr S Dhaga 2009 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Neelam Maurya W/o Sgt A Maurya 2009 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Timple Bhaskaran W/o NC(E) Bhaskaran 2009 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sushma Mutalik W/o Air Cmde SV Mutalik 2010 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sanju Shukla W/o JWO RK Shukla 2010 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Gandhimathi W/o NC (E) D Selvam 2010 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rachna Joshi W/o Wg Cdr Rajeev Joshi 2011 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Anita Teotia W/o Sgt BP Singh 2011 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Balwinder Kaur W/o NC (E) G Singh 2011 Social Work and Welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Shonima Kamath W/o Gp Capt CM Kamath 2012 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Amreesh Devi W/o JWO Shyam Phool 2012 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Usha Rani W/o NC (E) Shyam Kumar 2012 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rashmi Singh W/o Gp Capt Surya Prakash 2013 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sunita Dudeja W/o WO RK Dudeja 2013 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Affrina Rahman W/o NC(E) G Ahmed 2013 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rajeshwari Nai W/o Wg Cdr AR Muralidharan 2014 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Babita Sheoran W/o Sgt LK Sheoran 2014 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Savita Yadav W/o NC(E) SP Singh 2014 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sadiya Kazmi W/o Gp Capt SI Kazmi 2015 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Sumitra Yadav W/o WO RK Yadav 2015 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Gayatri Mourya W/o NC(E) M Mourya 2015 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Roopa Nisal W/o Wg Cdr Anand Nisal 2016 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Rajju Kumari W/o JWO Chaman Lal 2016 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA
Mrs Kantasri W/o NC(E) K Singh 2016 Social work and welfare activities of AFWWA

AFWWA AWARDEES 1991-2016
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Best Play School- Blooming Buds  
AF Stn Ambala  (HQ WAC)

Best Pre-Primary School 
Air Force School Sulur (HQ SAC)

Best Primary/Middle  School 
Air Force School Bhuj (HQ SWAC)

Best Secondary School  
Air Force School Avadi (HQ MC)

Best Sr Secondary School 
Air Force School Hebbal (HQ TC)
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Best AF Hospital : 5 AFH, Jorhat

Best MI Room : Air Force Station 
Missamari

Best Station Medicare Centre : 
Air Force Station Sirsa

Best Dental Centre: 06 AFDC, 
Halwara

Trail Blazers
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Sitting (L to R): -

	 Mrs Uma Neelakantan, Mrs Alpana Sinha, Mrs Devika Hari Kumar, Mrs Neelam Dhir, 
	 Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa, Mrs Lily Raha, Mrs Anjna Deo, Mrs Harbinder Walia,  
	 Mrs Geethanjali Nair, Mrs Asha Aneja, Mrs Deepshikha Khosla. 

Standing (L to R):- 

	 Mrs Sunita Chaudhary, Mrs Sangita Tripathi ,Mrs Anuradha Mohey,  
	 Mrs Shubhada Bhagwat, Mrs Simmar Dhillon, Mrs Shipra Mathur, Mrs Shashi Malik,  
	 Mrs Radha Suresh, Mrs Asha Bhadauria, Mrs Rekha Sharma, Mrs Baljeet Kaur Arora,  
	 Mrs Kusum Sharma, Mrs Vibha Kapoor, Mrs Anita Sinha, Mrs Nithya Krishnakumar,  
	 Mrs Bijayeeni Kar. 
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Sitting (L-R):- 

	 Mrs Asha Bhadauria, Mrs Asha Aneja, Mrs Geethanjali Nair, Mrs Harbinder Walia,  
	 Mrs Anjna Deo, Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa, Mrs Neelam Dhir, Mrs Devika Hari Kumar,  
	 Mrs Alpana Sinha, Mrs Deepshikha Khosla.

Standing (L-R):- 

	 Mrs Sangita Tripathi, Mrs Shaili Sharma, Mrs Vibha Kapoor, Mrs Kusum Sharma,  
	 Mrs Baljeet Kaur Arora, Mrs Luxmi Nambiar, Mrs Neerja Singh, Mrs Shashi Malik,  
	 Mrs Rekha Sharma, Mrs Radha Suresh, Mrs Shipra Mathur, Mrs Simmar Dhillon,  
	 Mrs Shubhada Bhagwat, Mrs Anuradha Mohey, Mrs Chanda Jha, Mrs Sushma Saini,  
	 Mrs Sunita Chaudhary.

BOARD OF MANAGEMENT
MEMBERS AS ON APRIL 2017
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Wedding Grant
An amount of ̀ 10,000/- is given as a grant for the 

marriage of one child of a widow who is a member of 
the AFWWA and whose husband dies while in service 
after May 1987 on receipt of application by AFWWA 
HQ along with the Wedding Card and certificate 
from the Registrar of Marriage/Village Panchayat. 
In case it is not feasible to get the certificate from 
the Registrar/Panchayat, an Air Force Officer may 
authenticate the application. AFWWA has extended 
Wedding Grant of `1,00,000/- to 11 members 
during the financial year 2016-17.

Medical Assistance
AFWWA member whose husband is boarded 

out on medical grounds not attributable to service 
is given a one-time grant of `15,000/- to be paid 
by the last Unit of her husband. The amount is 
reimbursed to AFWWA (L) by AFWWA HQ and 
concerned AFWWA (R) by sharing the expenditure 
equally. Medical Grant of `60,000/- was provided 
to 08 AFWWA members during the financial year  
2016-17. 

Dwelling Unit for Widows
A housing subsidy of `6 lakhs for widows of 

officers and `4 lakhs for widows of Airmen/NCs 
(E) is provided from Non-Public Funds to those 
who acquire dwelling unit from Govt. agencies like 
AFNHB/ AWHO/ CGHWO/ State Govt. Organisation 
or DDA. (10%) Ten percent of such grant is borne by 
AFWWA. However to avoid misuse of funds subsidy 
is not considered for dwelling units procured from 
the Private parties/self-construction etc. Widows 
of Air Force personnel killed in accident while in 
service on or after 01 Jan 96 are eligible for this 
subsidy. The Subsidized Dwelling Unit so acquired 
cannot be sold for at least 10 years. The application 
should be addressed to Secretary, AFGIS, Subroto 
Park, New Delhi-10.

Ex-Gratia Payment
Ex-gratia payment of `25,000/- (one time) is 

paid to the member on demise of her husband while 
in service. The said grant is paid to the member in 
grief by the last serving unit of her husband or by 
the nearest unit where she is residing. In both cases 
the amount is reimbursed subsequently by AFWWA 
HQ. AFWWA has distributed Ex-Gratia grant to 127 
aggrieved Sanginis amounting to `23,92,500/- during 
the financial year 2016-17.

Late Air Chief Marshal PC Lal  
Memorial Scholarship 

The scholarship @ `1000/- (lump sum) 
as one time grant is awarded to one (01) 
disabled student ward of serving personnel. The 
application on prescribed form is to be submitted 
to AFWWA through AFWWA (R) latest by 30 
September every year. The eligibility conditions 
are as follows: -

(a) 	Mother of the child should be an AFWWA 
member.

(b) 	The student should have passed 12th Std 
and obtained admission for graduation in 
a recognised college.

(c) 	Medical certificate of handicapped child 
from competent authorities.

* Scholarship amount has been reviewed with 
effect from current financial year and the revised 
rate is @ `8700 each for (04) disabled student ward 
of serving personnel.
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Educational Scholarship
Financial assistance by way of scholarship is granted 
to one child of a widow AF Personnel died while in 
service or after Retirement/Discharge, for a period 
of six years or till the completion of studies whichever 
is earlier and to handicapped/special children of 
serving personnel till they are studying. The mother 
of the child should be a life member of AFWWA. The 
application on prescribed form duly recommended 
by the School/College authorities is to be submitted 
to AFWWA for the award of scholarship. The rates 
of the scholarship are as follows: 

Categories Amount p.m. Amount p.a.

School going day scholars ` 200/- p.m. ` 2400/- p.a.

School going boarders ` 350/- p.m. ` 4200/- p.a.

College going day 
scholars & boarders

` 350/- p.m. ` 4200/- p.a.

For Medical & Engineering 
Courses only

` 625/- p.m. ` 7500/- p.a.

During the financial year 2016-17, AFWWA 
Educational Scholarship was given to 45 students 
which amounts to `1,37,350/-.

Scholarship for Undergraduate 
Courses

Two Hundred Sixty (260) children of serving officers, 
airmen and NCs (E) who are not in receipt of any 
other scholarship, are given financial assistance 
of `5,000/- (one time only) for MBBS, BDS, BE,  
B Tech, B Arch, B Pharma, BPT, BBA/MBA, BCA/
MCA, LLB, Bachelor of Fashion

Designing (NIFD), Bachelor of Mass 
Communication & Journalism (4/5 Years Courses 
after 12th Std). The application on prescribed form 
is to be submitted to AFWWA through AFWWA (R) 
latest by 30 November every year. The eligibility 
conditions and the main criteria for grant of the 
scholarship are:

a.	 Mother of the child should be an AFWWA 
member.

b.	 The child should have secured 80% and 
above marks in the qualifying exam i.e. 12th 
and should have admission in one of the 
above mentioned professional course.

c.	 Preference will be given to a girl child.

d.	 The duration of scholarship is one year 
only.

e.	 Financial status of the family will be taken 
into consideration.

AFWWA has given 106 Undergraduate Scholarships 
during the financial year 2016-17 which amounts to 
`5,30,000/-.

Late Wg Cdr AS Puranik  
Memorial Scholarship 

This scholarship is awarded @ `2,500/- to 
a student of Class 9th onwards till completion of 
studies. The ward should be child of a serving 
Airman/NC(E). At a time only one child gets the 
scholarship. The eligibility conditions are as  
follows: -

(i)	 Mother of the child should be an AFWWA 
member.

(ii)	 The student should have passed 8th std and 
scored 95% marks and above. 

(iii)	The scholarship will be transferred to another 
child in case he/she scores less than 70% 
marks. 

Late Flt Lt MS Sarin  
Memorial Scholarship 

Two (02) scholarships @ `1200/- p.a. are 
awarded to two handicapped children (one boy and 
one girl) of airmen who are studying in the Special 
Wing of AFGJI, Delhi. The period of scholarship 
is one year. The scholarship is awarded on the 
recommendations received from AFGJI.

AFWWA Scholarship Schemes 
and Eligibilty Criteria
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Educational Scholarship for  
Children of NCs (E) 

AFWWA gives (45) scholarships to children of 
serving NCs (E), who are not in receipt of any other 
scholarship/stipend. This scholarship is awarded 
to children of NCs(E) who are studying in classes 
from 8th to 10th @ `5000/- per annum and who 
have scored 70% marks and above. The application 
on prescribed form is to be submitted to AFWWA 
HQ through AFWWA (L)/(R) latest by 30 September 
every year. The eligibility conditions for the award 
of this scholarship are as follows: -

(a) 	Mother of the child should be an AFWWA 
member.

(b) 	The child should be studying in a recognized 
school.

(c) 	Only one child per family is considered for 
the scholarship.

(d) 	The duration of scholarship is one year only.

(e) 	Preference will be given to the girl child.

(f) 	 The student should not be in receipt of any 
other scholarship from any other Welfare 
organisation/Institution.

AFWWA has extended this scholarship to all  
40 eligible students during the financial  
year 2016-17, amounting to `2,00,000/-.

Late Mrs Amarjeet Kaur  
Memorial Scholarship 

A scholarship has been instituted in memory of 
Late Mrs Amarjeet Kaur. An amount of `8500/- 
per child as one time grant is awarded to three 
special children of the Umeed Vocational Centre. 
The amount extended by AFWWA HQ during the 
financial year 2016-17 is `25,500/- to 03 wards of 
AFWWA members.

Rehabilitation of Widows of NCs (E)

Widows of those NCs (E) who die while in service 
and intend to resettle themselves by tailoring/
stitching are eligible for an award of sewing 
machine. An application for the grant of sewing 
machine is to be made to President AFWWA (L) 
of the last unit. An amount not exceeding `8000/- 
is reimbursed by AFWWA HQ to AFWWA(Local). 
The eligibility conditions for sanctioning of sewing 
machine are as follows:- 

a.	 An AFWWA member who is the wife of a NC 
(E) who dies while in service.

b.	 The lady should give an undertaking that she 
is not in receipt of a sewing machine or grant 
for sewing machine from any other welfare 
organisation.

AFWWA has extended Rehabilitation Grant of 
`1,12000/- to 14 members during the financial year 
2016-17.

Scholarship for Girl Child Achiever
The Girl Child Achiever scholarship (08) has been 
instituted for a Girl Child of serving Officers/
Airmen/NCs (E) (one each from the AFWWA 
Regional and one from AFWWA Local under Air 
HQs). The rate of scholarship is `5000/- (one 
time only) and awarded every year in the month 
of September. The eligibility conditions for the 
above said scholarship are as appended below: -

(a) 	The mother of the student should be an 
AFWWA member.

(b) 	The child should have secured highest 
marks in the 12th class exam from the 
concerned region. 

The amount extended by AFWWA HQ during 
the financial year 2016-17 is `40,000/-.
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Scholarship for Sportsmen/Artists 

A scholarship has been instituted for 
outstanding sportsman and artist at Central level 
for the children of serving Air Force personnel 
who excelled at National level. The rates and 
eligibility criteria for the scholarship are as 
follows: 

(1) Position	 Amount

1st	 - 	 `10,000/-

2nd	 -	 `5,000/- 

3rd	 - 	 `3,000/-

(2) Criteria.

(a)	 The mother of the child should be a Life 
Member of AFWWA.

(b)	 The child should have excelled at National 
level and scored a position. 

(c)	 The duration of scholarship is one year 
only.

The amount extended by AFWWA during the 
financial year 2016-17 is `10,000/-.

Lump sum one time only

Smt Amarjeet Kaur Memorial 
Scholarship for A Girl Child Of NC (E)

A scholarship has been instituted in the name 
of Late Smt Amarjeet Kaur Memorial Scholarship 
for a Girl Child of NC (E). The amount for the 
scholarship is `10,000/- per annum which is 
given as a lump sum grant. The application on 
prescribed form is to be submitted to AFWWA 
through AFWWA (L)/(R) latest by 30 September 
every year. Out of the names thus received, 01 
girl child will be awarded scholarship every year. 
The eligibility criteria to be as mentioned below:-

(a) 	The student should have scored 75% 
marks and above in 12th standard so as to 
be eligible for scholarship.

(b) 	She should be undergoing a Graduation / 
Professional courses.

(c) 	The mother of child should be an AFWWA 
member.

(d) 	The child is to score minimum 60% marks 
in the examinations held in the subsequent 
year.

(e) 	The scholarship will continue till 
completion of her studies. Thereafter, it 
will be transferred to another child.

(f) 	 The scholarship will be discontinued if 
she scores less than 60% marks. It will 
be awarded to another child.

(g) 	Financial capability will be the main 
criteria.

Naik’s Scholarship for Special Child
A scholarship has been instituted for a special 
child of serving Airmen/NCs (E) studying in 
Umeed Vocational Centre. One (01) special child 
of the Umeed Vocational Centre was paid an 
amount of ̀ 5000/- as one time grant by AFWWA 
HQ during the financial year 2016-17.

The Canberra Scholarship is awarded to two 
(02) students studying in class-XI & XII and is 
restricted to the children of airmen serving in 
106 SRS. The scholarship amount is `3000/- 
per student p.a., which is given once a year. 
The names for the same are forwarded through 
the recommendation of Commanding Officer  
106 SRS. The amount extended by AFWWA 
during the financial year 2016-17 is `6,000/- to 
02 wards of AFWWA members.

Canberra Scholarship 
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A scholarship has been instituted in the name of 
Wg Cdr & Mrs PC Kalia for one bright child of an NC(E) 
and one child of DSC personnel who are pursuing a 
professional degree course after completing their 
12th. The amount of scholarship is `25000/- per 
annum which would be given as a lumpsum grant. The 
application on the prescribed from is to be submitted 
to AFWWA HQ through AFWWA (L)/(R) latest by  
30 September 2016. Out of the name received,(01) 
child of NC(E) and one (01) child of DSC personnel will 
be awarded the scholarship. The Eligibility criteria is 
mentioned below:-

(a)	 The mother of the child should be an 
AFWWA member in case of the ward of 
NC(E). However, AFWWA membership is 
not applicable in case of children of DSC 
personnel.

(b)	 The child should be studying in a College/
Institution recognized by UGC/Govt after 

passing 12th in 2016 with 70% mark or 
above.

(c)	 Preference will be given to girl child.

(d)	 Scholarship will be granted on merit.

(e)	 Student should not be in receipt of any other 
scholarship/free education from any other 
organisation/institution. If student has 
received any other scholarship, he will have 
the liberty to retain only one scholarship and 
has to return the other scholarships.

(f)	 The duration of scholarship will be for one 
year and name of the same student will not 
be considered again.

The amount extended by AFWWA HQ during the 
financial year 2016-17 is `50,000/-.

Wg Cdr & Mrs PC Kalia Scholarship

Goodwill Scholarship to Ten (10) Special 
Children has been instituted for the welfare of 
Special children of the serving NCs (E)/Airmen 
and is awarded every year in the month of 
October. The rate of scholarship is `5000/-  
(one time only). The application on the prescribed 
format along with medical certificate and 
financial capability of their parents should reach 
AFWWA HQ through AFWWA(R)/(L) latest by  
30 September every year. 

The eligibility conditions for the above 
scholarship are as under: -

(a) 	The mother of student should be an 
AFWWA member.

(b) 	Financial capability of the parents will be the 
criteria for giving scholarship.

(c) 	This scholarship will be over and above any 
other scholarship received by the special 
child. 

The amount extended by AFWWA HQ during the 
financial year 2016-17 is `50,000/-.

Goodwill Scholarship for  
Special Children

* The rate of scholarship has been increased from 

`5000/- to `8000/- and  number of children for this 

Scholarship has also been increased to 15 Special 
Children with effect current financial year.
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Ex-President AFWWA Late Smt Ela Lal W/o Late Air 
Chief Mshl PC Lal (founder member and First President 

AFWWA) had donated `13,000/- to AFWWA in 1983 to 
institute a scholarship for one disabled child. An amount 

of `1,000/- was given to one disabled child each year 
as part of this scholarship. Over the years due to rise 
in inflation it was felt that this amount of scholarship is 
too meagre to be of any help for the awardee disabled 
child. Therefore it was felt that the corpus amount be 
reviewed for this scholarship, towards this an effort 
was made by AFWWA HQ by initiating correspondence 
with NoK Ms Gopa Chanda (D/o Late Mrs Ela Lal).

AFWWA HQ is pleased to inform that on 31 Aug 17 
Ms Gopa Chanda donated Rs. 4 Lakh for building a 

Review of ‘Late Air Chief Marshal PC Lal  
Memorial Scholarship’ (For Disabled Child)
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corpus for this scholarship. Following the footsteps 
of her mother, Ms Gopa Chanda’s kind gesture of 
this, will go a long way in sustaining the scholarship 
for the benefit of disabled children. It is planned 
that the amount will be invested with IAFBA and 
interest generated out of the amount will be utilized 
for award of scholarships to four disabled children  

(@ `8,700/- per scholarship). Eligibility conditions for 
the scholarship would remain same. 

AFWWA pays its earnest tribute to Late  
Smt Ela Lal and is also thankful to Ms Gopa Chanda for 
this kind and generous gesture.

"Gratitude makes sense of our past,  
brings peace for today and creates a vision for tomorrow"
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Sl. No Location Command No. of Students Facilities Available

1 Halwara HQ WAC 16 Physiotherapist & Speech Therapist

2 Pune HQ SWAC 28 Special Educator, Physiotherapist, Speech 
Therapist & Psychologist

3 Kanpur HQ MC 34 Special Educator, Physiotherapist

4 Bangalore

HQ TC (U)

HQ TC 28 Special Educator, Physiotherapist & Speech 
Therapist

5 Bangalore 

AF Stn Jalhalli

HQ TC 19 Special Educator, Physiotherapist & 
Vocational Therapist

6 Tambaram HQ TC 27 Special Educator, Physiotherapist & Speech 
Therapist

7 Barrackpore HQ EAC 67 Special Educator, Physiotherapist, Speech 
Therapist & Occupational Therapist

8 Memaura HQ CAC 08 Physiotherapist, Speech Therapist & 
Phychological Counsellor

9 Subroto Park  
New Delhi

AFWWA HQ 30 Special Educator cum Vocational Trainer, 
Physiotherapist & Speech Therapist

Total 257

Details of Umeed Asha Kiran Schools/ 
Vocational Training Centres 

running under aegis of AFWWA
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Sl. No. Unit Place Name of School
No. of

Children

1 AF Stn Halwara Ludhiana (PB) Umeed Vidya Kiran 10

2 AF Stn Pathankot Pathankot (PB) Umeed Literacy 12

3 AF Stn Sulur Coimbatore (TN) Umeed Vidya Kiran 53

4 AF Stn Ojhar Nasik (MH) Umeed Vidya Kiran 14

5 AF Stn Amla Amla (MP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 21

6 AF Stn Vayusena Nagar Nagpur (MH) Umeed Vidya Kiran 09

7 AF Stn Jodhpur Jodhpur (RJ) Umeed Vidya Kiran 53

8 AF Stn Uttarlai Uttarlai (RJ) Umeed Vidya Kiran 29

9 AF Stn Jamnagar Jamnagar (GJ) Umeed Vidya Kiran 31

10 AF Stn Kalaikunda Kharagpur (WB) Umeed Vidya Kiran 19

11 AF Stn Jorhat Jorhat (Assam) Umeed Vidya Kiran 26

12 AF Stn Tezpur Tezpur(Assam) Umeed Vidya Kiran 08

13 AF Stn Chabua Chabua (Assam) Umeed Vidya Kiran 37

14 AF Stn Shillong Upper Shillong (Meghalaya) Umeed Vidya Kiran 23

15 AF Stn Bareilly Bareilly (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 34

16 AF Stn Gorakhpur Gorakhpur (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 35

17 AF Stn Maharajpur Gwalior (MP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 125

18 AF Stn Bakshi Ka Talab Lucknow (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 96

19 AF Stn Bamrauli Allahabad (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 42

20 AF Stn Rajokri Delhi Umeed Vidya Kiran 18

21 AF Stn Arjangarh Delhi Umeed Vidya Kiran 12

22 AF Stn Tughlakabad Delhi Umeed Vidya Kiran 26

23 AF Stn Chandigarh Chandigarh (UT) Umeed Vidya Kiran 49

24 AF Stn Chakeri Kanpur (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 81

25 AF Stn Agra Agra (UP) Umeed Vidya Kiran 77

26 AF Stn Jammu Jammu (J&K) Umeed Vidya Kiran 23

 Total 965

Details of Umeed Vidya Kiran Schools 
running under aegis of AFWWA
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Sl. No. Command Name & Place Status of Hostels Capacity

1 AFWWA HQ Happy Landings - AFWWA Girls Hostel 
Subroto Park, New Delhi

Girls 60

2 HQ WAC Trishul AFWWA Boys Hostel Subroto 
Park, New Delhi

Boys 30

3 HQ SWAC AFWWA Hostel AF Stn Pune Girls 26

4 HQ SWAC AFWWA Hostel AF Stn Mumbai Boys 20

5 HQ MC AFWWA Hostel AF Stn Chandigarh Boys 24

6 HQ MC AFWWA Hostel Vayusena Nagar, Nagpur Boys 20

7 HQ MC AFWWA Hostel 9 BRD, AF Pune Boys 24

8 HQ MC AFWWA Hostel AF Stn Ojhar, Nashik Boys 20

9 HQ MC AFWWA Hostel AF Stn Sulur Boys 10

10 HQ TC AFWWA Student Study Centre  
AF Stn Jalahalli

Boys and Girls 68+32=100

11 HQ TC AFWWA Student Study Centre  
AF Stn Tambaram

Boys 16

12 HQ TC AFWWA Student Study Centre  
AF Stn Bidar

Boys and Girls 24+1=25

13 HQ TC AFWWA Student Study Centre  
AF Stn Begumpet

Boys and Girls 16+14=30

Total 405
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AFWWA Initiatives 
CORPORATE SOCIAL RESPONSIBILITY (CSR)

The term Corporate Social Responsibility (CSR), is widely used for defining the responsibilities of 
corporate world towards the society & environment. Ministry of Corporate Affair, GoI has issued a Notification 
on 27 Feb 14 for amending Section 135 and sub-section (1) and (2) of Section 469 of the Companies Act 2013 
which is effective from 01 Apr 14. 

Since 2015, AFWWA has been approaching some of the corporate sector companies and PSUs under the 
ambit of CSR, to come forward and provide financial assistance to enhance the infrastructure at already 
existing AFWWA ventures in the service of the Society. 

We are glad to inform that the following companies/PSUs have supported us in the service of the Society 
in the last one year:-

GAS AUTHORITY OF INDIA LTD (GAIL)

Gas Authority of India has supported AFWWA in upgrading our Umeed 
Vidya Kiran Schools (Schools for underprivileged children) by providing 
brand new furniture at all 26 UVK schools. GAIL has donated `30,03,160/- 
to AFWWA to support this project and the supply was completed by  
10 Jul 17 at all the schools. 
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Bharat Heavy Electricals Limited (BHEL)

Bharat Heavy Electricals Limited (BHEL), a Public Sector Undertaking 
has provided 10 Desktop Computers (Used and upgraded) for our 06 Umeed 
Vidya Kiran Schools at Rajokri, Arjangarh, Tughlakabad, Chandigarh, Agra 
and Kanpur. The distribution of items has been completed.

Procter and Gamble Ltd

Procter and Gamble Ltd , has also been providing assistance for the past three years 
by donating `10,00,000/- per year as part of "P&G Shikha" fund, which was utilised for 
development activities at Umeed Vidya Kiran Schools and Umeed VTC. The firm has agreed 
in principle to donate `30,00,000/-  to develop existing infrastructure of Umeed Asha 
Kiran School at Air Force Station , Kanpur. The proposal is in the final stages and is likely 
to be implemented in this fiscal year. This project would ensure an increase in intake of 
special children at Umeed Asha Kiran School, Kanpur and also help in enhancing their 
quality of life manifold.

M/s Procter and Gamble Ltd being a leader in developing products related to personal 
hygiene were approached for conducts of workshops on personal hygiene with a target 
audience for girls aged between 12-18 years at various locations PAN India. This would 
help them understand and practice better hygiene methods for their well being. The 
modalities for conduct of workshops are under final stages of completion.

M/S CAFÉ COFFEE DAY (CCD)

M/s CCD (Cafe Coffee Day) a leading beverage company, has offered coffee/
tea vending machines with touch screen to AFWWA (Ls) at no cost basis. The 
modalities for installing the same at five locations (Pune, Tambaram, Dundigal, 
Gandhinagar, and Bidar) near AFWWA (L) is under active consideration. The same 
would be extended to other locations, based  on the sustainability of the project. 
This would ensure employment assistance and would help in enhancing the quality 
of life for personnel at these locations.    
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Infosys

Infosys, an IT company has also come forward to help AFWWA by establishing 
computer labs at Umeed Vidya Kiran Schools. This company has provided 37 
Desktop Computers with UPS and Printers for our 19 Umeed Vidya Kiran Schools 
located at Jorhat, Tezpur, Kalaikunda, Shillong, Jamnagar, Uttarlai, Jodhpur, 
Chabua, Bareilly, Lucknow (BKT), Pathankot, Sulur, Bamrauli, Gwalior, Gorakhpur, 
Amla, Ojhar, Halwara and Nagpur.

M/S NESTLE INDIA 

M/s Nestle India, a leading FMCG company has agreed to set up Maggi 
Hot Spots (which would operate as snack and beverage vending kiosks) at an 
approximate cost of ̀ 2,50,000/- which would be borne by the company. The Maggi 
Hot Spots would provide employment to two needy Sanginis/wards and also be a 
income generating venture for AFWWA (Ls). As a pilot project, Maggi Hot Spots 
are being set up at Air Force Station New Delhi and Air Force Station, Shillong. 

The firm which has expertise in healthcare and nutrition has also agreed for a  
proposal for conduct of "Nestle Nutrition Day" at a few select Air Force Stations for 
imparting knowledge on Healthcare and Hygiene for Sanginis. Accordingly a full 
"Nutrition Day" are planned in the near future at various Air Force bases.
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My Memorable Journey
with AFWWA

It gives me immense pleasure to share my ever 
cherished memories at AFWWA with you all. This is a 
chance for me to tread the memory lane of my service 
of 32 years at AFWWA. I thank you all for giving me 
this wonderful opportunity.

I joined this organisation in October 1985. We 
were a small but extremely dedicated team of five 
members where I held the position of an LDC. The very 
first assignment that I had to work on was preparing 
materials for Medical and Engineering exams for 
wards of the Air Force personnel. My work included 
communicating with many doctors and engineers from 
various domains. Their inputs were then consolidated 
into study materials using a typewriter (Stencil 
Cutting) which were further distributed among the 
children of Air Force personnel. I kept executing the 
tasks assigned to me in the best possible way and 
gradually made my way into the field of Grant of  
Ex gratia, AFWWA Pensions, Scholarships etc.

Our AFWWA team of five members had our office 
in a small room in the Air Headquarters, where we 
continued to work until 1996. Even today, I vividly 
remember having participated in the BOM (Board 
of Management) meeting in room number 330,  
Air Headquarters.

October 1994 marked the Silver Jubilee year of 
AFWWA. This milestone was observed as AFWWA 
day for the first time in the Air Force Auditorium. 
The celebration was honored by the then President, 
Mrs Neeta Kaul Ma’am. Also, the AFWWA hostel 
was simultaneously inaugurated by Mrs Janaki 
Venkatraman, wife of the then President of India. The 
same year marked an escalation in my career as well. 
I was promoted to the designation of UDC.

The AFWWA office headquarters was shifted 
to the magnificent Santushti Shopping complex in 

January 1996 and the inaugural function was led 
by Mrs Aruna Sareen. This stunning premise was 
previously inaugurated in 1985 by the then President 
AFWWA Mrs Srilata Katre. Since 2004, there has been 
a steady increase in the number of staff members in 
the association. Following this, civilian staff, officers 
and airmen were also engaged with AFWWA. I was 
also promoted to the Assistant grade in the same 
year. Another milestone was that I was honored by a 
Commendation from the VCAS in 2011.

Ever since its inception, there have always been 
periodic celebrations like the AFWWA Mela, Service 
Camps, Fund Collections which saw the gracious 
presence of many prestigious guests including  
Mr Sachin Tendulkar, Shahrukh Khan etc. 

During my tenure at AFWWA, I am proud to have 
witnessed 13 AFWWA Presidents. When I joined in 
1985, there were 80,000 members in the AFWWA 
family and now it is serving more than 2 Lakh people. 
My wish is that itgrows and flourishes with great 
success. I feel honored and blessed to have served my 
country through the wonderful platform of AFWWA. 

On a personal note, I got married in 1988 and since 
then I have been living with my family in Delhi. Initially 
I did not know Hindi and it was a challenging task 
to learn the language. My team was patient enough 
to train me and eventually I was so confident that I 
taught my daughter Hindi all by myself once she joined 
school. As a woman, this job has given me economic 
independence which has helped me to contribute in 
various ways as an active member of my family. I am 
very grateful for the transformations that AFWWA has 
brought into my life in every possible way.

Jai Hind!

Mrs J Shrimathi 
Assistant 
AFWWA HQ

She retired from AFWWA HQ on 31 Jul 17 
after putting in 32 years of service.
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In Remembrance… 

We thought of you with love today,
But that is nothing new.

We thought about you yesterday,
And days before that too.
We think of you in silence,

We often speak your name.
Now all we have is memories,
And your picture in a frame.

Your memory is our keepsake,
With which we’ll never part.
God has you in his keeping,
We have you in our hearts.

Late Mrs Srilata Katre
President AFWWA

(01 Sep 1984 - 03 Jul 1985)
Expired on 17 Mar 2017
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Release of 'Sangini 2016' magazine by Mrs Asha Suri, Ex-President AFWWA during AGBM Oct 2016

Mrs Kamalpreet Dhanoa taking over charge as 
President AFWWA from Mrs Lily Raha on 31 Dec 16 

President AFWWA with Sanginis during her welcome 
at Air Force Station New Delhi on 16 Jan 17
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Cultural Programme during AGBM Oct 16 at Air Force Auditorium Subroto Park

Lecture by Mrs Anjaly Banerji on 'The Chrysalis 
effects-from being to well being' during BoMM Apr 17

Cultural Programme during AFWWA 
Declamation Contest 2017

Participants of cultural programme with President and Vice President 
AFWWA during AGBM Oct 16 at Air Force Auditorium Subroto Park
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Prerna is a cancer support group (drawn from the tri-services) of Army Research & Referral 
Hospital, New Delhi. It inspires its members to work in close coordination with the medical teams 
with the aim of providing comprehensive care to the Onco-patients and their relatives. 

As part of Air Force Day celebrations, President AFWWA visited the Paediatric and Onco-IV 
ward (ward for serving personnel) of Army R&R Hospital on 15 Sep 17. She interacted with the 
patients and distributed gift hampers to them and donated one Microwave Oven, one Juicer and 
six Wall Clocks. 
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The true meaning of life is to plant a tree under 
whose shade you do not expect to sit. We are the lucky 
ones to enjoy the shade of this tree called Umeed. The 
sapling was planted by AFWWA with the objective of 
protecting God’s chosen ones from the harsh sun and 
not leaving them to their fate after their schooling was 
over. The idea was to keep them in a similar protected 
environment, in which they spent their childhood for a 
few more years and equip them with a skill or a talent 
that could help them in professional life. They say "if 
you put your heart & soul into the smallest of acts, it 
becomes great". The sapling too was nurtured by the 
care takers by providing the appropriate doses of sun, 
water, love and care. This provided the conducive 
environment and the sapling grew into a fine tree 
which today provides its shade to scores of children by 
training them in vocations such as handlooms, paper 
crafting, candle making and computers. This tree has 
been providing a shade of hope not only to the parents 
of these young adults but is also a model for the society 
in general.

The spinning wheel of time introduced many new 
vocations like the decorative candles, fine paper craft 
items and subsequently the use of computers replacing 
some of the older vocations like weaving and chalk 

making. Emerging trends demanded the introduction of 
trained personnel in the service sector like hospitality 
and retail. Simultaneously, the efforts are being 
made to keep the age old traditions of the looms and 
handmade paper crafting alive. The sole purpose of 
equipping the young adults with a skill was to make 
them a productive force and integrate them into the 
main stream of society. 

Under the CSR initiative, many agencies such as 
P&G, IOC and Seagram’s provided generous financial 
aid for the development of vocational infrastructure. 
Umeed is also working in close coordination of similar 
NGOs such as Saarthak, Muskaan and Manovikas to 
gain help in training methodologies and rehabilitation. 
This has resulted in successful employment of students 
in hotels like Lemon Tree and petrol pumps. Master 
Manik Ahuja, special student of Umeed had been 
selected by group of Lemon Tree hotels for hospitality 
services and his performance has been highly 
appreciated by the hotel management and clientele 
group. A team of counsellors and psychologist from 

Amity University are an asset to Umeed in 
conducting assessments of students and 
providing psychological counselling to the 
parents on regular basis. 

"The word progress does not have any 
limits or boundaries. Human progress 
is neither automatic nor inevitable. 
Every step towards the goal requires 
sacrifice, suffering, and struggle; the 
tireless exertions and passionate 
concern of dedicated individuals." 
- Martin Luther King Jr. 

The vision of President AFWWA was 
to create a state-of-the-art infrastructure 

Mrs Sushma Dhiman
Umeed Administrator

UMEED  
TOWARDS PROGRESS...

“Some one’s sitting in the shade today because some 
one else planted a tree a long time ago”. 
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in Umeed to upgrade the facilities and generate 
conducive environment for the students by providing 
sufficient funds. The work was assigned to one of the 
finest architects who could give a concrete shape to 
her vision. Beautiful white tiles replaced the ages old 
mosaic floor, the walls which had faded with time and 
had started greying were given a magic treatment 
which made them sing with joy, the lights which 
had dimmed with time now shine like the stars, the 
windows, the state of the art furniture, everything 
that had aged with time was given a new befitting look 
to create a colorful and vibrant atmosphere to bring 
cheer amongst the students. 

The Home Management too was given a complete 
make over with modular kitchen and modern electrical 
appliances in place. All aspects of beauty, comfort, 
safety and space were kept in mind while designing 
the Candle Room which though small continues to be 
the apple of each eye. The provision of display and 
storage cabinets have created ample storage space 
for raw material and finished products. The proper 
storage facilities resulted in improvement of the 
overall productivity and efficiency. The well-lit display 

cabinets add more charm and value to the Umeed 
products during clientele visits. The predominance of 
yellow colour to interior work signifies hope, happiness 
and prosperity. The new furniture was designed to 
suit the needs of special students. The new cabins 
for the office give more space to the office staff. The 
separate counselling room gives privacy to the parent 
being counselled by the psychologists. The Umeed 
complex has now been put under camera surveillance 
by installing CCTV camera for effective monitoring, 
regulate behavior and enforce discipline among special 
students and staff. 

The impetus on modern infrastructure has 
improved the aesthetic ambience and helped Umeed 
to evolve as a centre par excellence within a short 
span of time. The provision of structured environment 
would go a long way in providing a conducive learning 
environment to special students to hone their skills in 
various vocational activities and apply the acquired 
skills in professional life. So this time when you walk 
into Umeed, feel the change, enjoy the ambience and 
breathe in the positivity in the air.
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Achievement by  
Special Child
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Master Manik Ahuja, special student of Umeed had been 
selected by group of Lemon Tree hotels for hospitality services 
and his performance has been highly appreciated by the hotel 
management and clientele group.
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Winners among contestants from Commands Winners among contestants from  
Air Force Schools, Delhi Area

English English

Master Vibhu Prakash
S/o Sgt A Prakash, HQ MC IAF

1st Miss Shalmali Dilip Bhagwat 
D/o Wg Cdr Dilip Bhagwat, TAFS

1st

Master Sarthak Jena 
S/o JWO LK Jena, HQ SWAC IAF

2nd Miss Shravani M Phatak 
D/o Wg Cdr MK Phatak, AFBBS

2nd

Master Saurav Suman 
S/o Sgt P Prasoon, HQ WAC IAF

3rd 

Hindi Hindi

Miss Mugdha Sharma 
D/o JWO Mukesh, HQ SWAC IAF

1st Master Ananya Shreyas 
S/o JWO Pankaj Kumar Mishra, TAFS 

1st

Miss Ekta Singh 
D/o JWO PK Singh, HQ TC IAF

2nd Miss Sparnita Raj 
D/o Ex-Sgt Rajesh Kumar, AFBBS

2nd

Miss Poulami Mukherjee 
D/o Sgt Pulak Mukherjee, HQ WAC IAF

3rd

Position

Position

Position

Position

AFWWA DECLAMATION
CONTEST 2017

Chief of Air Staff and President AFWWA with 
contestants during high tea at Air House

President AFWWA giving away Gift Hampers to 
Contestants at Air House.

President AFWWA giving prizes to  winners of 
AFWWA Declamation Contest 2017

President AFWWA with the judges and contestants of 
Declamation Contest
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Commendable Sangini  
Cover Page Contributions

Mrs Shallu Arora W/o Wg Cdr Sachin Arora, 2 Wing AF 

Mrs Manisha Shrivastava W/o Gp Capt AK Shrivastava, AF Stn Jalahalli

Mrs Prachee Vashishtha W/o Wg Cdr Prateek Vashishtha, 40 Wing AF
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A global shopping experience available in the heart of  Delhi with an artistically curated range 
of products to fit every budget. Everyone is invited to experience the beautiful ambience of  

Santushti Concept Shop 

(Shop No 4, Santushti Shopping Complex, Race Course New Delhi)
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It all started with a dream and it became a 
belief. Both of us added action, perseverance and 
patience. Today, it is a part of our life and a beautiful 
memory.

It took 08 hours to reach Kargil via Sonamarg and 
Drass war memorials. Just after Baltal (one gateway 
of the Amarnath Shrine Yatra), I went through my 
first nerve test while crossing Zojila Pass. The actual 
thrill on wheels started from here. The road was the 
National Highway (NH-01), just wide enough for a truck 
to drive on. On one side was a straight hill (shooting 
stone zone) and on the other, a ditch so deep that its 
base was invisible. Initially, I was amazed to be riding 
through the clouds. It was a stunning moment to be 
standing at Kargil and viewing a panorama of the hills 

and ranges around me and at the same time, listening 
to the local eye witnesses about the bombarding 
and heavy shelling by the Pakistan Army during the  
Kargil war.

On the 2nd day evening, we reached Leh, our 
destination, by crossing all the way across Mulbek 
(Chamba Temple), Lamayure, Alchi and Nimu Monastery 
or Gompas. From Srinagar to Leh it took us two days 
to cover 460 Km. Monasteries, gompa, prayer wheels 
and beautiful carvings of the monastery were the main 
attraction of the tour. The terrain was nothing but a 
mountain desert and the absence of greenery was 
clearly visible throughout the way from Kargil to Leh.

Next day we took permission from the District 
Collector’s office for our onward tour to the Nubra 
valley and the whole day we enjoyed the Ladakhi 

Dreams on Wheels

festival which is normally conducted from 1st to 15th 

September every year, at the Polo ground. Early in the 
morning before sunrise, it was a bit of a misadventure 
to start for the Khardungla Top in a chilled, pinching 
and subzero temperature. The roads were covered 
with ice patches and became too slippery and risky to 
ride. After having a hot glass of water and a cup of tea 
at South Pullu, we reached Khardungla Top. I felt proud 
to be a pillion rider over the highest motor-able road 
of the world. After a huge photo session, we headed 
towards the Panamik Hot Spring via North Pullu and 
Khalsar. We were just 55 Km away from Siachen and 
came back to Diskit. At a stretch of 07 Km there was a 
mixed terrain of hills, desert, water loggings and green 
patches. Double hump camel rides added an extra 
flavor. After a night halt at Hunder Village, just 07 Km 
away from the Thoise Air Base and having enjoyed a 
tasty Ladakhi dish at night, next day morning we visited 
two border villages (the last villages of India) named 
Turtuk and Khaski. The speciality of these two villages 
are that before 1971, these two were under Pakistan 
territory.

During our return journey at Diskit, I did manual 
pumping at the lonely petrol pump of Ladakh region to 
refuel the tank as there were no electricity supplies. 
That afternoon we came back to Leh and gave a well-
deserved and sound rest to our 150 cc CB Unicorn Bike.
We walked around the Leh market and went to the Leh 
Fort. I was surprised to see that the wall and roof top 
of the Fort was made of mud. The whole Leh city was 
visible from this roof top of the Fort and some portion 
of flood affected Leh were still present.

It was once in a lifetime experience, full of joy and 
thrill.

Mrs Amrita Mandal 
W/o Sgt A Mandal
AF Stn Naliya
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When Muhammad-bin-Tughlaq wanted to expand his 
kingdom to the South, he called these two brothers, 
who were actually his slaves, and asked them to set 
out on a journey to the Deccan to study the feasibility. 
With the help of a sage named Madhava Vidyaranya, a 
lovable and powerful sage, these two brothers could 
build a beautiful city on the river bank which later grew 
itself to be the capital of a renowned kingdom. Owing 
to the respect and memory of the sage, the brothers 
christened the city ‘Vidyanagar’ which later was 
pronounced to be ‘Vijayanagara’.

Vijayanagara was a prosperous kingdom in South 
India during the time of Krishnadevaraya, its most 
famous ruler. He ruled the country about 20 years. 
During his regime, the kingdom was very famous for 
its art and culture.

Krishnadevaraya was a very tolerant king. But 
his successors were arrogant as well as inefficent. 
Ramaraya was the king who caused the decline of 
this great empire. He was defeated by the rulers of 
Golconda and Bijapur in the battle of Talikota. At the 
end of the battle, he was brutally massacred. Following 
it, the enemy armed forces ruined the city of Hampi. 
Many people – regardless of women, aged people, 
soldiers, children- were killed. The streets of Hampi 
were flooded with blood. The elegant Vijayanagara 
Empire was razed to the ground and it was made a 
virtual burial place.

Now we were going to see the remains of that great 
kingdom.

Getting down at kamalapuram, one had to walk 

Hampi
 A Journey to the Lost City

Just after my marriage in mid-nineties, my 
husband revealed to me his curiosity to explore South 
India by each state turn-wise. He used to tell me 
that Karnataka had enchanted him from the school 
days onwards. I supported his adventurism because 
I believe that an opportunity to see places should 
always be utilised. Thus we set out to Bangalore first 
and from there to Mysore, then to Jog Falls and later 
to see Hampi ruins.

It was planned that the journey should be taken up 
by the available transports to enjoy the thrills of true 
explorers.

It was the sixth day of our South India expedition 
saga. After enjoying Jog Falls, the next destination was 
preset to be Hampi. We were travelling by an express 
bus. The trip started on a lively note, but  somewhere 
on the way the bus seemed to have lost its energy.

After stopping at various places the bus finally 
reached Harapanahalli. The distance of 78 km to 
Hospet was covered in two and half hours. Just 
before approaching this small town, one could see the 
Tungabhadra Reservoir in its expanse on the left side. 
The breeze which came encircling the reservoir made 
the midday heat a little soothing and it brought cool air 
to the passengers.

Hampi is located eleven kilometers north to Hospet 
This town. The conveyance to Hampi was limited at 
that time. The very name ‘Hampi’ reminded me of 
the great Vijayanagara Empire which had flourished 
from 13th century to mid-17th century. Hampi was their 
capital city. According to historical facts Harihara 
and Bukka had built the Vijayanagara Empire.  
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a couple of kilometers through a kuchha road where 
one could see a blue board of Archeological Dept. 
reading, ‘Hampi Ruins’. I soon felt the land had an 
eerie and uncanny atmosphere. The air around that 
place smelt blood to me. Even the cool and fertile areas 
of Tungabhadra could not reinvigorate the ghostly 
features of this forlorn capital city.

The very name Krishnadevaraya could generate a 
fear in most of the South Indian rulers. He attacked 
Orissa and defeated the king at Cuttack. He tied the 
son of the king of Orissa and brought him to Hampi. 
Due to fear and disgrace, the prince committed suicide 
in the jail in Hampi. The king of Orissa married his 
daughter to Krishnadevaraya.

It was a monument which Krishnadevaraya had 
built in memory of his victory over Orissa that attracted 
me most in Hampi. It was literally an epic chiselled on 
granite. The dancing beauties, the armoured soldiers, 
attacking elephants in the warfront etc. were neatly 
carved on this gigantic seat. But it was then a painful 
and disgusting sight to see the wailing stray dogs 
sitting, playing and defecating on this elegant memorial 
which once had the royal seat for Krishnadevaraya and 
his wife.

There were many a temple remains at Hampi. 
Most of them had been built during the time of 
Krishnadevaraya. A colossal granite chariot was a 
noticeable sight near the palace. There was also a Gaja 
shala, elephant shelter where hundered of elephants 
of Vijayanagara empire were tied to the posts.

We walked a lot, we saw a lot. All that we had 
seen were the fallen remains of the great empire. It 
pained us a lot. We wandered in the deserted land as 
travellers who lost direction. We wanted to come out 
of the cursed place without any delay. There was no 
one to guide us there.

We walked aimlessly. Thank God! There was 
something like a shop to be seen. "Canteen", I read. As 
a flash, the famous Bible sentence that ‘God appears in 
front of the Hungry with Cake!’ came to my mind. Here 
God appeared in front of us in the form of a Canteen. To 
our surprise, there was no one around. I shouted. No 
response. Later, an old man came out as if he just was 
woken up by my shouting.

"Can we have coffee, please?" I asked politely. 
He withdrew inside. After two minutes, he came out 
with lukewarm coffee and offered it to us. "We want 
something to eat", I politely uttered. "Nothing is 
available", he answered. Only on Sundays tourists, 
though very few in number, would come there.

We somehow reached Kamalapuram. As we could 
manage a tempo traveler on our way up to this place, 
we got a open pick up van which was carrying cow 
dung to Hosepete.

We got down at Hosepete. Next target was Bijapur. 
But that day we were totally exhausted. Finding an old 
lodge, we booked a room to rest for the rest of the day.

When I went to bed to get freshened up for the 
next day, I found myself that I was not able to sleep 
at all. The eerie scenes from ghostly Hampi haunted 
me whenever I closed my eyes. The whole history of 
Hampi which I had read in the books before coming 
here unfurled in my mind. Krishnadevaraya, Ramaraya, 
the Talikota War, the human blood flowing through the 
royal streets, the war memorial of Devaraya, its present 
state, the Gaja shala with hundreds of mammoth 
elephants trumpeting and trying to get off from their 
iron chains… I don’t know when the Goddess of Sleep 
took me to her palace in that night…

Mrs Sreeja Menon
W/o WO M Nair
Air HQ (VB) 
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foax dekaMj çhfr vloky 
ok;q lsuk eq[;ky; 
¼ok;q Hkou½

cdyksg & 
ftldk eksg de  

ugha gksrk
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D;k vki bl ioZrh; LFky ds ckjs esa tkurs gSa\ 
D;k vkius bl txg ds ckjs esa lquk gS \ vxj ugha rks 
eq>s dqN le; nhft,] eSa vkidks cdyksg ls ifjfpr 
djk nsrh gw¡A cdyksg] fgekpy çns'k ds pack ftys 
esa ,d [kwclwjr ioZrh; LFky gSA iBkudksV MygkSth 
jktekxZ ij] iBkudksV ls djhc 55 fd- eh- dh 
nwjh ij rqugêh uked cl LV‚i gS] ogka ls yxHkx  
5 fd- eh- dh p<+kbZ ds ckn leqæry ls ikap gtkj 
QqV dh ÅapkbZ ij cdyksg fLFkr gSA rqugêh ls cl 
;k VSDlh ls ;gk¡ igqapk tk ldrk gSA 

pack ftys ds bfrgkl esa cdyksg viuk gh egRo 
j[krk gSA vaxzstkas ds ogka clus ls igys vklikl 
LFkkuh; xkao gh gqvk djrs Fks] tks pkjks rjQ phM+ vkSj 
nsonkj ds l?ku ouksa ls f?kjs FksA muesa taxyh tkuojksa 
dk Msjk gksrk FkkA vkt Hkh phM+] nsonkj ds taxyksa 
esa ck?k] fl;kj] Hkkyw lkekU; :i ls feyrs gSaA 19oha 
'krkCnh esa cdyksg MygkSth dh rjg vaxzsth lkezkT; 
dk eq[; dsaæ FkkA vkt Hkh vo'ks"kksa ds :i esa vaxzstksa 
ds fpUg ekStwn gSaA cdyksg ;g uke Hkh vaxzst vWQlj 
dh csVh cdkyk ds uke ij j[kk x;kA

17 fnlacj 1864 dks cdyksg pkSFkh xksj[kk jsftesaV 
dk eq[; LVs'ku ?kksf"kr fd;k x;k] lcls igys 1@4 
xksj[kk jsftesaV] mlds ckn 2@4 xksj[kk jsftesaV 
cdyksg esa LFkkfir dh xÃ] vkt Hkh cdyksg ds nks 
cktkj 1@4 vkSj 2@4 cktkj bu jsftesaVksa ds uke 
ls tkus tkrs gSaA vkt NksVk uke Hkh vklkuh ds fy, 
yksx cksy ysrs gSa QLVZ vkSj lSdaM cktkj] ;g uke 
ogka ds yksxksa ds eq¡g ls yktir] ljkstuh tSls gh 
yxrs gSaA vaxzstksa ds ftu fpUgksa dk eSaus ftØ fd;k Fkk 
mueas çeq[k Lekjd gS lsaV vkslokYM ppZ vkSj baMksj 
LVsfM;e] ?kaVk?kj] bu nksuksa us eq>s cgqr vkdf"kZr 
fd;k] eSaus ?kaVksa cSB dj bu nksuksa txgksa dks fugkjk gS] 
;g vius le; dh dkjhxjh dk lqUnj uewuk gS] ftl 
elkys vkSj iRFkj ls ;g cus gSa oks vkt Hkh bUgas thoar 
dj nsrk gSA vaxzstksa us ogka pykek eSnku] v‚fQlj 
esl] DokVZlZ] Nkouh ikfydk dk;kZy; rFkk vLirky 
cuok;s ftlus mu igkM+ksa dks ml lnh dh igpku 
ns nh] lsdaM cktkj ds edku ,d iafä esa gSa] tks 
eqxyksa ds cuk, yxrs gSa] ogka dqN ifjokj ikfdLrku 
foLFkkfirksa ds Hkh jgrs Fks] edkuksa dh 'kSyh vyx gS 
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tks inkZ çFkk dk iwjh rjg leFkZu djrh gSA cM+s&cM+s vkys ?kjksa ds vanj] ckgj cus gSa] ?kjksa ds njokts ,d 
lh/k esa gh yxs gSa] dejksa ls dksBfj;ksa ;k nwljh eaftyksa esa tkus ds fy, Nsnuqek NksVs & NksVs jkLrs gSa] le; 
ds lkFk buesa Hkh dkQh cnyko vk;k gSA vc ubZ 'kSyh ds edkuksa dh la[;k c<+ x;h gSA nks lky igys tc 
eSa ogka xbZ rks ns[kk lSdaM cktkj dh jkSud [kRe lh gks xbZ gS] dbZ ?kj VwV&QwV x, gSa] yksx 'kgjksa dks 
iyk;u dj x, gSaA

 nwljs fo'o;q) dh lekfIr ds ckn ogka yksds'oj eafnj cuok;k x;k tks dkBekaMw ds i'kqifrukFk eafnj 
dh udy gSA cdyksg ds lSdaM cktkj ls 2 fd-eh- dh nwjh ij dkyhdk eafnj vkSj 1-5 fd-eh- dh nwjh ij 
xksj[kukFk eafnj fLFkr gS tks LFkkuh; ekU;rkvksa dks n'kkZrs gSaA lfnZ;ksa esa cQZ iM+h gks ;k cjlkr dh fQlyu 
gks] ;gk¡ Hkäksa dh HkhM+ ges'kk jgrh gSA rkjkx<+ dk fdyk vkSj 
eafnj] vius esa dqN vudgh dgkfu;ksa dks lesVs gq, gS] gkyk¡fd 
;g vc cgqr gh th.kZ&'kh.kZ voLFkk esa gSaA bruk ?kwers&?kwers eSaus 
Hkh ogka nks txgksa ds uke ns fn, %& 

lulsV iÇbaV % ;fn vki pykek eSnku ds Åij igkM+h ij 
lw;Z Mwcrk ns[krs gSa rks vki eU= eqX/k gks tk,xsaA vki Hkh vius 
vYQktksa ls lEcksf/kr dj nsaxs ml ut+kjsa dks] vkSj by jksM & 
lsdaM cktkj ls ?kaVk?kj dks tkrh gqbZ dPph lM+d bruh BaMh 
gS fd xfeZ;ksa esa Hkh BaMh gok,a pyrh jgrh gSa] /kwi dh fdj.kksa ls 
dkslksa nwjA

eÇy jksM % cdyksg esa f'keyk vkSj elwjh dh rjg e‚y jksM 
gS tks 1@4 cktkj ls ?kVkluh rd tkrk gS] ;gk¡ VªSfdax ds yqRQ 
vkSj çk—frd utkjs vkidks çHkkfor dj nsaxsA varj flQZ bruk 
gS fd cdyksg ls i;ZVd vHkh ifjfpr ugha gSa] blhfy, ;gk¡ dh 'kkafr cjdjkj gSA vxLr ds eghus esa tc  
/kqa/k igkM+ksa ls fudydj lkjs jkLrs esa QSy tkrh gS rks ge vius esa gh xqe gks tkrs gSaA ;g ioZr J`a[kyk igkM+h 
laxhr ds lkFk lh/ks fny esa okj djrh gSA

cdyksg ls vkxs igkM+ksa esa Ckls vusd xkao vkSj n'kZuh; LFky gSa & esy ¼esy esa ,d ,slk cgqr fo'kky fdyk 
gSa ftlesa flQZ ,d njokt+k gS½] ?kVkluh] uSuh[kì] Pok³h] ykMw ] ddhjk MªeaM vkfn] MygkSth] pEck] cfu[ksr] 
HkjekSj vkSj ef.kegs'k ls 'kk;n vki ifjfpr gksxasA ?kVkluh vkSj ddhjk esa jsLV gkml cM+s lLrs nkeksa esa fey 
tkrs gSa tks Hkze.k ds lkFk tsc dk Hkh iwjk [;ky j[krs gSaA

ouLifr foKku ds fo|kfFkZ;ksa ds fy, cdyksg ,d lksus dh [kku gSA tM+h cwfV;ksa ls ysdj dbZ ouLifr;kas dh 
ogka Hkjekj gS&iksdksLVheksu] osaMysMh;k] gs;rh dksyhfcØh;rk viksLQksyh;k] jFkcl] ,yhifrdql] oqMQksjfM;k] 
ÝqVhdkslk] ysfi³~xjk cSDVhfj;k vkfn ds ikS/ks lkekU;r% ik, tkrs gSa] Qyksa esa vkM+w [kqekuh uk'kikrh] vkyqpk 
eq[;r% feyrs gSA 

cdyksg dks ,d dSaV {ks= ds :i esa tkuk tkrk gSA vkt cdyksg lkjs /keksaZ dk laxe gSA eafnj dh ?kafV;ksa] 
xq:}kjs ds ikB] ppZ dh cSYl ds chp ogka Mksxjh] fgekpyh] iatkch] fl[k] jktLFkkuh xks[kkZyh] bZlkbZ] x<okyh 
vkfn laL—fr;k¡ jp cl xbZ gSaA ç—fr dh xksn ls fudyrh lkQ] fueZy /kkjk,a] nsonkj phM+ ds taxy] 'kkar 
okrkoj.k] igkM+ksa ij QSyh gfj;kyh vkSj gekjh Hkkjrh; QkSt ds fnysj vWQlj vkSj toku vkidks vuk;kl 
gh vkdf"kZr djsaxsA ogka dHkh [kwu [kjkck] yM+kbZ >xM+k] ekj&/kkM+ ugha gksrh] tks gS I;kj esa ca/kk gS] vkt Hkh 
yksx ?kjksa esa rkyk ugha yxkrs] dk'k ;g nqfu;k cdyksg ls dqN lh[k ikrhA rks rS;kj gS u vki! viuh vxyh 
Nqfê;ka cdyksg ds uke djus ds fy,A eSa 'krZ yxkrh gw¡ fd vki ,d ckj ogka tkdj tYnh okfil ykSVuk 
ugha pkgsxas vkSj ckj ckj tkuk pkgsxsa] bruk lEeksgu gS mu okfn;ksa esaA
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I am in the process of unpacking my boxes 
and trunks in Naliya-our home for the last five months 
now. My nearly three year old daughter was more than 
happy in the two-room Mess accommodation, and was 
not too pleased at the prospect of moving to a "bigger" 
place. "But why? That’s home!" she said grumpily, as I 
opened my trunks and pulled out odonil-scented linen 
and tore off all the carefully wrapped glassware. Her 
stance changed, of course, once the toy boxes were 
brought out.

I am a sucker for nostalgia. I can time-travel 
endlessly to those moments when a particular artefact 
was picked and love the spin-off conversations that the 
tiny piece can throw up in get-togethers, days after the 
house has been officially unpacked. So when I read that 
this year’s theme for our Sangini magazine was Travel 
Tales, I realized how each of us have scores of such 
travel stories, right there, in our homes, in our drawing 
rooms. We can even serve our travel tales, quite 

literally, on a tray-wooden tray from the northeast, 
glasses from Bagdogra, coasters from Agra.

 Our last posting was in Jorhat, Assam where cane 
furniture is very popular, given the wide availability of 
cane. It’s a common find in most local homes, including 
those of the defence officers. The cane swing, in 
particular, is a favourite in the fauji homes. We have 
one too. Given my weakness for cane, I love its 
versatility with décor and space, we also have lounge 
chairs and a baby stool which my daughter had insisted 
on picking up from a roadside vendor on one of our 
long drives around the verdant Numaligarh. It was a 
beautiful drive; northeast gives you ample choice for 
quick getaways and drives in the lap of nature along 
tea gardens, but Zara couldn’t care less. She hugged 
her little find through the ride, and once back, pushed 
that stool wherever she went, making it a point to only 
sit there.

Travel Tales in 
My Drawing Room
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Mrs Azera Parveen Rahman
W/o Sqn Ldr Rashikur Rahman
AF Stn Naliya

We have two more ‘moodhas’, or jute stools, that 
we had picked up from Gwalior, in Madhya Pradesh. It 
was again a roadside acquisition. My husband was on 
a TD, and I had decided to join him from Agra, where 
we were posted then. It was monsoons and I did not 
expect MP to be so utterly green! We drove to Madhav 
National Park in Shivpuri, and I still remember the 
sight of little brooks along the road and the sudden rain 
during which we discovered the exquisite Madhav Vilas 
Palace, the summer palace of the Scindias.

They say the first posting as a couple, right after 
marriage, always remains special. For me, Agra is 
that charmed place. And I have souvenirs of the place 
dotting my entire home. Nothing gigantic, but little 
knick-knacks made of marble, like tea-candle with jali 
work, coasters with intricate inlay work, and the like. A 
hanging lamp in one corner of my drawing room takes 
me back to Moradabad which is roughly around 300 Kms 
from Agra. We had driven all the way on one weekend 
and I remember picking up a lot of colored glass lamps, 
most of which we finally gave away as gifts to family 
and friends. One could probably find those lamps in any 
shop in a big city, but there’s a different thrill to getting 
something from its place of origin.

Cherial is a form of scroll painting which was used 
to tell stories in community gatherings, unravelling bit 
by bit of the painting-something like your modern TV 
but with the added excitement of an actual storyteller. 
Its a dying art form, limited to just one family in Andhra 
Pradesh, who I had met for an article in ‘The Hindu’ 
newspaper. My husband had to pursue a professional 
course in Hyderabad and I was only too happy to 
accompany him. It was during that course that I also 
visited Pochampally, of the famous Pochampally saris, 
and ended up watching local weavers weave the 
beautiful Ikkat designs in their homes.

Now that we are on to saris, I am sure most of our 
wardrobes too have travel stories hiding in between the 
neatly folded pleats of the nine-yards and other clothes. 
Like the Chikan sari, courtesy a TD in Lucknow? Or an 
Assam silk Mekhla Chador, thanks to a detachment 
in Assam? Leheriya from Jaipur? How about those 
pearls from Hyderabad? And then, just because of the 
sheer diversity in our fauji friends circle, we give those 
going on leave shopping lists-dry spices from Kerala, 
Bibinca and cashews from Goa, jaggery rasgullas from 

Bhubaneshwar (Odisha) and the king chilli from the 
north east.

As the boxes get unwrapped, more travel memories 
spill out. A coconut shell jar from Kerala, Bidri silver art 
on vases from Bidar (Karnataka), Kangri from Kashmir, 
each evokes a different memory, of a different phase 
of our lives. 

 My husband has had a Kutch tenure before, during 
his bachelor days, so mud art is very much a part of our 
home. But this beautiful and rustic part of the country 
which has probably one of the richest heritages when 
it comes to crafts, like Ajrakh and Kutch embroidery, 
beckons us for more.
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One has to be very conscious and careful while 
planning a journey with an infant. The plan should be 
made keeping various things in mind like the weather 
conditions, mode of travel, luggage and eatables. One 
should avoid frequently travelling with infants because 
it creates inconvenience to both infants as well as the 
co-passengers but if the journey is un-avoidable, then 
keep some important things in mind.

When you are flying with young children, you can 
skip the queues and go straight to family check-in desks.
When you fly with a baby or an infant, you’ll find the 
changing table in the bathroom and they will give you 
an infant kit filled with useful essentials, like nappies, 
bibs and wipes. You can request baby bassinets in the 
passenger’s details section when you make a booking 
on the air travel website.

Breast feeding is another issue. However during 
breast feeding you can use scarf and nursing top. Please 
don’t forget to keep an extra shirt in case of leaks.As 
an alternative, plenty of people pack a breast-feeding 
pillow for their flight, but it is too bulky so instead of that 
you can use a neck pillow.

Your baby will spit up. There is no question about 
it. Pack two burp clothes to help mop up the mess that 
dribbles out of your baby’s mouth and all over your 
clothes.

Pack a few empty bags to store dirty clothes and 
burp clothes that may leak on your other carry-on items.

About medication, whenever you plan any journey 
with an infant, always consult your pediatrician so that 

How to Plan Air Travel  
With an Infant

he/ she can prescribe you the correct dose for some of 
the emergency medicines like for vomiting, fever, pain 
in abdomen and loose motion etc. Please keep in your 
mind that the dose should be corrected as per age and 
weight before every journey.

Travel Tips:

•	 Travel is not recommended for infants in the  
7 days following birth.

•	 Avoid travel if your infant is ill.

•	 Bring enough bottles and food for the trip.

•	 Please remember to bring the items you need 
for changing your infants (diapers, wipes etc.)

•	 Make sure your infant drinks amply during  
the trip.

•	 Prior to departure, please remember to make 
sure you have all your child’s documents.

•	 Choose comfortable and warm clothing 
(sweaters and socks).

•	 During take-off and landing, give your new 
born the bottle or a cookie to reduce possible  
ear-aches.

Dr. Neha Pandey
W/o Flt Lt AK Pandey
AF Stn Jaisalmer
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fgUnh ;k=k lkfgR; ds firkeg dgs tkus okys egkiafMr 
,oa egku lkfgR;dkj ia- jkgqy lka—R;k;u us vius 
lqçfl) ;k=k fuca/k ^vFkkrks&?kqeDdM+ ftKklk* esa dgk gS 
Þ?kqeDdM+ ls c<+dj O;fä vkSj lekt dk dksbZ fgrdkjh 
ugha gks ldrkßA lHkh egku yksx ije ?kqeDdM+ Fks] tks 
iwjh nqfu;k dh lSj djuk pkgrs Fks vkSj Kku o foKku dh 
[kkst djds iwjs lekt dks fodflr djuk pkgrs FksA bl 
çdkj ?kweuk vFkkZr~ ;k=k djuk ,d Js"B deZ gS] ftlls 
O;fDr o lekt nksuksa dks ykHk igq¡prk gSA

eSa viuh ,d NksVh ;k=k dk o`rkar crkus tk jgh g¡w tks 
cgqr gh euksjatd jgh gSA esjh ;k=k ratkoqj ls dU;kdqekjh 
rd ,d NksVh ;k=k Fkh tks eSaus tuojh 2017 ds çFke 
lIrkg esa iwjh dhA ;g ;k=k esjs fy;s nf{k.k Hkkjr dh lcls  
egRoiw.kZ ;k=k FkhA eSa ,d mÙkj Hkkjrh; fgUnh Hkk"kh 
efgyk g¡w vkSj rfey Hkk"kk ugha tkurh g¡w blfy, dgha 
Hkh ?kweus tkus ds fy, dbZ ckj lkspuk iM+rk gS ysfdu 
eq>s ?kweus dk cM+k 'kkSd gS blfy, Hkk"kk esjs fy, dksbZ  
ck/kk ugha gksrh gS vkSj eSa viuh VwVh&QwVh vaxzsth ls viuk 
dke pyk ysrh g¡wA

05 tuojh 2017 fnu xq:okj dks esjh fVdV 
fr:fpjkiYyh jsyos LVs'ku ls dU;kdqekjh ds fy, FkhA 
esjs lkFk esjs ifr] iq=h o esjs iM+kslh ¼edku ekfyd dk 
iwjk ifjokj½ ;k=k dj jgs FksA lcdk fVdV ,d gh cksxh 
esa gks x;k Fkk blfy, ge yksx dkQh [kq'k vkSj mRlkfgr 
FksA jkr esa yxHkx lk<s+ nl cts gekjh Vªsu vk;h vkSj ge 
yksx viuh cksxh esa lokj gq;sA

pw¡fd dkQh bUrtkj djus ds ckn gekjh Vªsu vk;h 
Fkh vkSj ge LVs'ku ij gh viuk jkf= Hkkst dj pqds Fks] 
blfy, lhV feyrs gh ,d nwljs dks 'kqHk jkf= cksydj 
rqjUr lks x;sA

lqcg gekjh Vªsu 07 cts dU;kdqekjh ig¡p x;hA geus 
og‚a ,d VSDlh dh vkSj igys ls gh cqd fd, x, vius 
gksVy igq¡psA ge gksVy 9 cts igq¡psA mlds ckn lHkh yksx 
fuR; deZ ls fuo`Ùk gksdj dqN vkjke vkSj uk'rk djus ds 
ckn ,d yEch fyLV ds lkFk ?kweus ds fy, fudy iM+sA

lcls igys ge yksx ^foosdkuUn j‚d* dks ns[kus 
x,A leqæ esa fLFkr ;g ,d egRoiw.kZ LFkku gS tgk¡ 
Lokeh foosdkuUn Lekjd fLFkr gSA bl LFkku ij Lokeh 

Jherh vuqjk/kk feJk
iRuh lktsZaV Mh ds feJk
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku ratkoqj

Travel Tales

foosdkuUn th us dbZ fnuksa rd /;ku yxk;k Fkk vkSj 
Hkkjr dh ,drk vkSj v[k.Mrk ds Lo:i dk n'kZu fd;k 
FkkA

^foosdkuUn j‚d* ij dkQh nsj ?kweus ds ckn ge yksx 
okil vk x;s vkSj rc rd nksigj gks pqdh Fkh rFkk /kwi 
c<+ pqdh Fkh vkSj ge yksx Hkw[ks Hkh FksA vc gekjk /;ku 
,d vPNs 'kkdkgkjh gksVy ij Fkk tgk¡ ge yksx iwjs et+s 
ds lkFk nf{k.k Hkkjrh; Hkkstu dk vkuUn ys ldsaA mlds 
ckn ge vius nwljs xUrO; LFkku ^foosdkuUn eseksfj;y* 
ds fy, çLFkku dj x,A ̂ foosdkuUn eseksfj;y* foosdkuUn 
j‚d ls yxHkx 2 fdeh dh nwjh ij fLFkr gSA ;g LFkku 
cgqr gh Kkuizn jgk vkSj geus ;gk¡ ikdZ esa dkQh nsj 
rd vkjke fd;kA foosdkuUn eseksfj;y dh lkjh rLohjsa 
o phtsa dkQh Kkuo/kZd gSaA eSaus og‚a ls dbZ iqLrdsa Hkh 
[kjhnhaA

blds ckn ge 'kke ds ik¡p cts vius gksVy ^lh xsV* 
ykSV x;s vkSj dkQh [kq'k FksA gksVy esa okbZ&QkbZ fu%'kqYd 
Fkk ftldk geus Hkjiwj Qk;nk mBk;k vkSj iwjs fnu dh 
?kqeDdM+h dh ppkZ vius fe=ksa o fj'rsnkjksa ls dhA jkr  
9 cts geus viuk fMuj iwjk fd;k vkSj lks x,A geus 
lqcg pkj cts dk vykeZ yxk;k D;ksafd lqcg mBdj 
lw;ksZn; ns[kus tkuk FkkA vxys fnu lqcg tYnh rS;kj gq;s 
vkSj leqæ ds fdukjs ig¡qp x;sA dU;kdqekjh esa leqæ ds 
fdukjs [kM+s gksdj leqæ ds Hkhrj ls yky jax ds lw;Z ds 
fudyus dk –'; cM+k gh euksje FkkA geus QVkQV bl 
–'; dks vius dSejs esa dSn fd;kA

'kfuokj dks gekjh Vªsu dU;kdqekjh jsyos LVs'ku ls 
fr:fpjkiYyh ds fy, FkhA ge yksx dkQh Fkds Fks fdUrq 
dkQh [kq'k Fks D;ksafd gekjs ikl ;k=k dk lq[kn vuqHko 
Fkk] Kku Fkk vkSj bldh vuqHkwfr gesa izQqfYyr dj jgh 
FkhA lqcg N% cts ge fr:fpjkiYyh ig¡qps mlds mijkUr 
ogk¡ ls cl }kjk ratkoqj ds fy, jokuk gq,sA

;k=k ds nkSjku ge yksxksa us dkQh ckrsa dha vkSj mÙkj 
Hkkjr o nf{k.k Hkkjr dh laL—fr;ksa dks okrkZ dk fo"k; 
cuk;k vkSj tkuk fd lHkh Hkkjrh; ,d gSa] Hkk"kk blesa 
dksbZ ck/kk ugha gSA eSa cl ;gha ij viuh ys[kuh dks fojke 
nsrh g¡wA
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America, a meeting point of cultures, has been 
considered as the land of opportunities ever since it 
was discovered. Therefore, it was certainly a golden 
opportunity for all of us to visit the magnificent place. 
We embarked on our journey from Lokpriya Gopinath 
Bordoloi International Airport With enthusiasm and 
excitement in our hearts. On reaching Delhi, we had to 
wait for about 6 hours for our next flight to Brussels.
We reached Brussels and quickly took our next aircraft 
to New York which was our final destination. Our first 
destination was to visit to the 86th floor of the building 
which was the observation deck. The view from up there 
of New York, with the Hudson River snaking across 
it, was beautiful and glittery. We also saw the ever 
glittering Times Square which was also very exciting. 
Liberty Park from where a ferry was taken to Liberty 
Island which housed the world famous statue of liberty. 
It was 4th October, and we were even more excited as 
were on our way to Hershey’s Chocolate World. The 
entire process of chocolate making was a treat of its 
own kind. A guided city tour of the capital USA took us 
to a world history and an altar of achievements.

On 5th October, we drove to Buffalo NY. On the way, 
we stopped at Corning Museum of glass where we 
learned how glass is made, saw stunning exhibits on 
glass, and bought a few glass items, we went to watch 
and experience the ultimate beauty Niagara Falls. We 
took a beat tour which started off near the Rainbow 
Bridge took us past the American falls, and into the 
dense mist of spray inside the curve of the Horseshoe 
Falls also known as the Canadian falls. Niagara was 
the best and most enjoyable place we had visited  
until then.

We left the Buffalo Niagara International Airport 
early in the morning; we reached the Magic Kingdom 
of Disney World. Our Disney experience began with a 
Parade which was exciting and a memorable one. The 
enjoyment lasted throughout the day and at the end of 
the day wonderful firework grasped our sight which lit 
up the night sky, almost as if we were part of a fairy 
tales.

Ms Muskan Kumari
D/o Sgt Suman Kumar
AF Stn Digaru

The centre of our attraction, NASA was calling on 
8th October. We went to Kennedy space centre visitor 
complex near Cape Canaveral in Florida. The NASA 
section of our school trip was divided into two days, 
one of for the exploration of Kennedy Space Centre 
Visitor Complex (KSCVC) and the other for Astronaut 
Training Experience (ATX). We saw a Rocket Garden 
took bus tours and watched on IMAX 3D movie on the 
International space station. We also enjoyed the space 
shuttle launch experience, a simulator designed to let 
their passengers feel the same as an astronaut feels 
when a space shuttle launches. 

On 9th October, we went to NASA again to become a 
part of the ATX programme. The programme was very 
adventurous and inspirational. We learnt a lot about 
space. We had a chance to meet another astronaut 
during the program who shared his experience and 
wisely answered all the questions we bombarded him 
with. At the end of the program we received a certificate, 
a pen, a mission sticker and an autographed picture of 
the astronaut. Finally, we had a graduation ceremony 
where we were handed certificates and photographs, 
signed by MC Bride along with a pen used by astronaut 
right here on Earth.

NASA gave us a very strong message. It motivated 
us to be always prepared and ready to explore new 
things. Our trip to US was really very fruitful and 
adventurous.

We express our heartfelt thanks and gratitude to 
our dear parents, teachers, principal and the school 
management for giving us such a wonderful opportunity 
to explore and experience.
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Whenever we think of travel, the first thing 
that instantly comes to our mind are suitcases and 
bags. It is usual with most of us that we start packing 
with the firm determination of travelling light, but 
invariably end up carrying much more than what is 
required.

I feel, packing the right way and travelling light is an 
art and science in itself. It provides practical solution 
to the ever persistent dilemma as to what to pack and 
what not to pack in our luggage. The intelligent way to 
travel is to travel light which mostly depends on core 
issue of ‘what to pack’. This will actually determine 
number of pieces of luggage, weight of the luggage and 
needless to say, state of your happiness.

First things first, packing should start with a ‘good 
packing list’ which should be rational and based on 
pure need or logic. A good list differentiates between 
what’s necessary and what’s not. Also, don’t forget 
to use logical numbers to determine necessary items. 
For example, the number of clothes you pack should 
be determined by number of days or events. You 
can always fine tune the numbers whenever there is 
possibility of washing clothes.

‘What to pack’ is next most important thing. Golden 
rule to be followed is to stick to the prepared packing list 
and take only what is considered absolutely essential 
and avoid packing things that are not necessary. 
Towards this, one must make a pact with oneself that 
if an item is not on the list, it is not going into my bag. 
Packing at least a day prior to date of travel you will 

Art and Science  
of Packing

Mrs A Prasanna
W/o Wg Cdr AVK Raju
IAM  Bangalore

be far less likely to hastily pack extras that you would 
never use.

Sandals and shoes are bulky and before packing 
them, ask yourself: ‘Do I really need these? Most of us 
would agree that two or three pairs of footwear should 
suffice. Once you have decided which ones to carry, be 
sure to place them in your suitcase first and on to the 
side as shoes tend to take up a lot of room. By doing so, 
you will not only maximize your space but also evenly 
distribute your heaviest items. Instead of folding, start 
rolling. You will be surprised how much room you will 
save if you roll your clothing instead of laying it out flat. 

Pack everything snugly to conserve as much space as 
possible. Sarees and suits that require the ironing to 
remain intact have to carefully folded and kept on the 
top to avoid wrinkles.

Once you have packed the bulkiest articles of 
clothing inside your suitcase, it’s time to pack lighter 
items like toiletries. Don't carry bulky toiletries like big 
Shampoo or hair oil bottles. Always carry sachets and 
small packs to save space. Put your contact address 
and phone number on each piece of your  luggage for a 
hassle free travel !

Travel Tales
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eSuas cpiu esa iwoZtksa ls xaxk vorj.k dh dFkk lquh fQj fo|kFkhZ thou esa iqLrdksa esa Hkh i<+k fd v'oesÄ 
;K dk ÄksM+k [kkstrs&[kkstrs jktk lxj ds 60 gtkj iq= dfiy eqfu ds vkJe esa igq¡ps rks bUnz }kjk pqjk;k 
ÄksM+k eqfu dh dqVh ds ihNs ca/kk ns[kdj jktk lxj ds iq=ksa us lekfËkLFk eqfu dk vieku fd;k o mUgsa ekjus 
yxsA bl ij ØksfËkr dfiy eqfu ds Jki ls leLr lxj iq= HkLe gks x;sA vius iwoZtksa ds m)kj gsrq HkkxhjFk 
us xaxk dh dfBu riL;k dh ftlds QyLo:i xaxk i`Foh ij fgeky; ls vorfjr gksdj dfiy eqfu ds vkJe 
rd izokfgr gksdj vkbZ o jktk lxj ds iq=ksa dk m)kj djrs gq, lkxj esa blh LFky ij foy; gks xbZa tks 
vkt xaxk lkxj ds uke ls fo[;kr gSA bl LFky ds ËkkfeZd egRo dks blh dFku ls le>k tk ldrk gS fd%&   

^lkjs rhFkZ ckj ckj] xaxk lkxj ,d ckj^

bl dFkk dks cpiu esa lquus ds ckn eu esa bl rhFkZ n'kZu dh mRdaBk gqbZA le; xqtjrk x;k vk;q 
c<+rh xbZ o thou esa eksM+ vkrs jgsA xr o’kZ esjs ekrk firk esjs vkxzg ij ckxMksxjk vk,A muds lkFk dbZ 
ËkkfeZd LFkyksa dk Hkze.k djus dk volj feykA ftKklk cyorh gqbZ o xaxk lkxj n'kZu dk fu.kZ; fd;kA 
ge U;w tyikbZxqM+h jsyos LVs'ku VSDlh ls igq¡ps ml le; ckfj'k gks jgh Fkh] 'khry ean iou cg jgh Fkh 
o eu esa mYykl] meax FkhA Vªsu esa cSBs o jkr Hkj ds lQj ds i'pkr dksydkrk igq¡psA ogk¡ ls VSDlh ls  
dkd}hi igq¡pssA LVhej esa cSB leqnz ds o{k LFky dks 40 feuV rd phjrs gq, ml ikj igq¡psA izFke ckj leqnz 

xaxk lkxj ;k=k
eSa y{; dh ;k=k djrh jgw¡Xkh] dHkh gkj eku u cSBwaxhA

;fn eafty u Hkh feyh rks vuqHko rks feysxkA
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Jherh eËkq 'kekZ
iRuh tw ok v vrqy dqekj 
7 , ,Q ,y ;w ] ckxMksxjk

esa mifLFkr NksVs }hiksa dh nqfu;k dk vuqHko gqvkA irk pyk fd xaxk lkxj vHkh 50 fdyksehVj nwj gSA ,slk 
lksp gh jgs Fks fd dSls pysa] rHkh ihNs ls ,d cl esa ,d O;fDr xaxk lkxj&xaxk lkxj vkokt yxkrk feykA 
ge rqjUr ml cl esa lokj gks x,A eu esa xhr dh iafDr;k¡ xqu xquk jgs Fks ^vksg js rky feys unh ds ty 
esa] unh feys lkxj esa] lkxj feys dkSu ls ty esa dksbZ tkus uk^A ogk¡ dh izd`fr cM+h gh euksgkjh Fkh ,slk 
yx jgk Fkk fd ge liuksa dh nqfu;k esa fogkj dj jgs gSaA izR;sd Äj ds vkxs NksVs&NksVs rkykc Fks ftuesa 
eRL; ikyu gks jgk FkkA ;gh ogk¡ ds yksxksa dk thou;kiu FkkA vk”p;Z dh ckr ;g Fkh fd }hi esa leLr 
vkËkqfud lqfoËkk,a miyCËk FkhaA iDds Äj] ËkeZ'kkyk] Ldwy] vLirky] NksVs gksVy lc dqN rks Fkk ogk¡ ijA eu 
esa fopkj vk jgk Fkk fd ekuo us fdruh rjDdh dj yh gS & leqnz ds ckn Hkh ,d u;h nqfu;k gj lqfoËkk ls 
iw.kZA ,d ÄaVs dh ;k=k ds ckn cl us gesa xaxk lkxj ds rV ds lehi mrkj fn;kA iSny py dj xaxk lkxj 
rV igq¡psA ogk¡ dk n`'; ns[k dj ekuksa cpiu esa lquh dgkfu;k¡ Lej.k gks vkbZaA xaxk lkxj esa nwj ls mBrh 
Å¡ph&Å¡ph ygjsa ekuks mNy dwn djds lksYykl thou dk vkuUn ys jgh gksaA mu ygjksa dk jkSnz #i ns[kdj 
igys rks Hk; yxk ijUrq fQj J)k tkx`zr gqbZ vkSj fopkj vk;k fd irk ugha iqu% dc vk ik,xsa vkSj cl geus 
ygjksa esa izos'k fd;kA gekjs Åij vkrh gqbZ ygjsa gels vB[ksfy;ka djus yxhaA ygjksa ds ml dksykgy esa Hkh 
ogk¡ ij vn~Hkqr “kkafr FkhA ge vkuUn ysrs jgs vkSj gekjk n`f’Vdks.k cnyk vkSj yxk fd ;s NksVh ygjsa ekuksa 
NksVs&NksVs f'k'kq gksas o cM+h ygjsa ek¡ gks] tks vius vcksËk f'k'kqvksa dks vius vk¡py esa lesV dj vkfyaxu djuk 
pkgrh gksaA Luku djus ds ckn geus ogk¡ dqN nsj cSBdj bZ“oj dk Ë;ku fd;k o rRi”pkr dfiy eqfu ds 
vkJe esa igq¡ps] ogk¡ dk n`'; cM+k gh foy{k.k FkkA bl lcesa le; uk tkus dSls chr x;k vkSj ns[kk lw;Z nso 
vLr g¨us okys gSaA ge okil tkus dks rRij gq, ijUrq ogk¡ dksbZ cl uk Fkh blfy, VSDlh ls okil LVhej 
LVSaM ij vk;sA ns[kk ogk¡ lSadM+ksa O;fDr [kM+s FksA ,d LVhej vk;k rks ns[kk {kerk ls vfËkd O;fDr mlesa p<+ 
x;s] geus nwljs LVhej dh izrh{kk djuk mfpr le>kA dqN nsj i'pkr nwljs LVhej esa lokj gks okil py 
iM+sA tc leqnzh rjaxsa LVhej ls Vdjkrh rks oks dHkh bl vksj >qdrk rks dHkh ml vksj] tks eu esa Hk; mRiUu 
dj jgk FkkA eq>s fopkj vk;k fd bl ukSdk dh rjg gekjk thou Hkh ,d ;k+=k gS tks tUe ej.k ds eË; 
lrr Hkze.k djrk jgrk gS vkSj ;gh thou dk 'kk'or lR; gSA dqN nsj ckn ge rV ij vk x;s] lHkh ;k=h 
mrjs vkSj pkjksa fn'kkvksa esa c¡V x,A ogk¡ ls ge VSDlh ls jsyos LVs'ku igq¡ps vkSj okilh dh Vªsu esa cSB dj 
ckxMksxjk vk x,A gekjh ;k=k iw.kZ gqbZA 

^lSj dj nqfu;k dh xkfyc] ftanxkuh fQj dgk¡]
xj ftanxkuh jgh rks] ukStokuh fQj dgk¡^A
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Mrs Suja Mathew
W/o Sgt JK Mathew
AF Stn Jaisalmer

After marriage, my husband and I visited the 
banks of Ashtamudi lake near Kollam in Kerala which 
was our home for two days on our way back from 
Pathanamthitta to Delhi. According to the Google maps 
it is a large lake. However, I needed to spend some 
time near it to understand its real size, in fact far more 
than the size, its life and soul. Ashtamudi is not very 
popular with tourists in Kerala. Most of the visitors 
prefer to stay in Kollam or in Kovalam further south. 
The rest prefer to stay a bit north in Allepey and Cochin.

The meaning of Ashtamudi is ‘with eight cones’. 
Some people call it star shaped, while others call it 
octopus shaped. As soon as we reached Kollam and 
checked into our hotel, we set out for lunch on the boat. 
This was a huge boat and the table was set for the two 
of us. A small team served us lunch as we moved over 
the quiet waters of Ashtamudi lake. It was a surreal 
experience as we ate and the scenery moved from one 
water arm to another.

We came across the sculpture of a lady holding 
a torch. A small board beneath the sculpture 
said,"Goddess of light". Locals believe it to be their own 
version of the Statue of Liberty. Some boat men thought 
that this was many seafarers’ way of remembering 
the woman back home. I guess there are as many 
interpretations as the viewers. One thing is for sure, 
she breaks the monotony of water, green and sky and 
you cannot ignore her.

Slowly the ubiquitous Chinese fishing nets came into 
our line of vision. They looked perfect hanging from the 
banks overlooking the waters like a tea strainer. More 

often than not, they were lined up together in bunches. 
At some places, the fishing nets were pitched right in 
the middle of the lake. The colorful fishing boats were 
parked on the banks, next to the lovely houses. Some 
tourist house boats crossed our paths. Coconut groves 
and palms trees demarcated the territory of water and 
sky with their all-too-green color.

Ashtamudi lake is a major centre of clam cultivation. 
Most of it is exported. What is interesting about this 
lake ecosystem is that it caters to tourist and tourism 
economy during the day. At night it becomes the 
domain of fishermen as they lay their nets for the fish 
catch. Tourist boats are not allowed in during the night.

The Ashtamudi lake is fed by Kallada river that 
originates in Ponmudi Hills. It is the second largest 
estuarine ecosystem in Kerala. The longest backwater 
cruise in Kerala is between Ashtamudi lake and 
Alappuzha and takes about eight hours. In the evening 
from the comfort of our room, we watched the boats 
pass by. Long boats being rowed at both ends and 
presumably transporting the families who live around 
this lake. There were of course, the quite essential 
house boats, the cornerstone of Kerala tourism. Even 
after one and a half years of visiting Ashtamudi lake, its 
memory is as fresh in my mind as it was the day I said 
good bye to it.
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You don’t need a travel partner to take a 
memorable vacation. In fact, travelling solo can be a great 
experience to learn about yourself as well as about the 
destination in different ways. It can push you outside of 
your comfort zone. Following a little advice from people who 
regularly travel solo can help make the experience even 
more enjoyable.

Who are solo travelers? These solo travelers appear to 
be a mix of ages and genders, but they all have something 
in common, a desire to explore the world. Some are single 
adults who have never been married, others are divorced 
or widowed and prefer trips where all the arrangements 
are made for them. Some are single people actively seeking 
partners so they choose "meet other singles" trips aimed at 
this specific goal. According to a study, most solo travelers 
couldn’t find someone to go with them. That study found 
that 37% of its audience had taken a trip alone, and on 
an average, they had taken 4 solo trips and 81% of those 
travelers said they were planning on taking another solo 
trip in the next year. For some people, the travel bug might 
involve different interests than their loved ones. Others may 
want to volunteer with a group.

TIPS

•	 Make a local friend. There are lots of great networks of 
female travelers all around the world to connect with. 
You can ask them about the customs and things to do in 
their area, or even make plans to meet up.

•	 Give someone back home your itinerary. At least one 
person who is not travelling with you should have a 
general idea of where you will be and when, in case 
something goes wrong or they need to get in touch  
with you. 

•	 Consider travel insurance.

•	 Schedule a regular check in with someone back home. 
Whether it is via Skype, it is a good safety precaution 
and then you will also have an excuse to gush about 
your adventures as they happen.

•	 Pack light. Packing light can actually be a safety tip. 
Nothing says "rob me" like someone wheeling four 
large bags along the side of street. You will also be 
more mobile with a smaller bag in case you need to  
move quickly. 

•	 Have hard copies of your itinerary and important phone 
numbers at all times. This can include the number and 
location of your hotels, rental companies, anyone you 
were meeting and your emergency contact details.

•	 Don’t keep all your money in one place. Keep some cash 
and a card on your person and some in your bag and 
some back at your hotel.

•	 Bring an external phone charger.

•	 Try to dress like a local. It will prevent you from getting 
a lot of unwanted attention. If you don’t look like a 
tourist, you won’t be the first target for swindlers.

•	 Call ahead to see if your hotel has a locker or safe. If it 
doesn’t, bring a bike style lock and attach your things to 
something in your room.

•	 Bring a portable door or window alarm. These are a 
cheap and easy way to make any accommodation feel 
safer. The door alarm is also a jam that can make 
shared bathrooms more private while you shower.

•	 Pack a thin one piece bathing suit. If you are going to 
be in a protest or mob situation that can get grabby, 
wearing this under your clothes would be a simple step.

•	 Bring a selfie stick: for those times when you don’t want 
to hand your camera or phone to someone to snap for 
you, the selfie stick will be among your favorite tools .

•	 Shop for a GPS if you are renting a car. Looking at maps 
or your phone in an unfamiliar place is dangerous and 
time consuming.

•	 Don’t sleep on trains.

•	 Snap a picture of your cab’s license plate before you 
get in it. Both for safety and also in case you leave 
something behind in it.

•	 Track your cab via Google maps so you can tell if you 
are going off route.

•	 If you stop to buy tickets or anything where your 
attention is away, put your bag between your legs or in 
between your body and the counter.

•	 If you get in a situation where you feel alone and unsafe, 
start telling stories using the pronoun "we" about your 
significant others.

•	 Don’t feel guilty about saying no to anything. It’s okay 
to turn down help with your bags, or an invitation to 
dinner or a shot of vodka from a guy named Bikram.

Mrs T Subhadra
W/o Flt Lt T B Reddy
AF Stn Bhuj

Solo Adventure
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eSa tc ns[krh gw¡ fgeky; ls fudyrh ufn;ksa dks]
rks yxrk gS fdruk mRlkg gS muesaA

mNyrh dwnrh] pV~Vkuksa dks rksM+rh fudy iM+rh gaS
,d vuojr ;k=k ij] egklkxj ls feyus ds fy,A

eSnku rd vkrs&vkrs de gks tkrk gS] mudk mRlkg
vkSj c<+ tkrh gSa ft+Eesnkfj;ka] euq"; ds Hkj.k iks"k.k dh vksj]

eaFkj xfr ls cgrs&cgrs fey tkrh gSa vFkkg lkxj esa
unh dh bl vuojr ;k=k esa] eq>s fn[kkbZ nsrk cpiu] tokuh vkSj cq<+kik

eaS tc ;kn djrh gw¡ vius cpiu dks] rks ;kn vkrk gS ogh csfQØkiu]  
tks unh esa igkM+ksa ls fudyus ij fn[kkbZ nsrk gSA

,d vnE; mRlkg] ,d vlhe iafDr ls Hkjh jgrh eSa
vius cpiu eas] tSls Hkjh jgrh unhA

csfQØ <ax ls dgha Hkh dHkh Hkh fudy iM+rh Fkh eSa]  
fcuk fdlh Mj dsA

tSls Hkjh unh dk izokg eSnkuh Hkkxksa esa vkdj fldqM+ tkrk gS
oSls gh fleV tkrh gw¡ eSa Hkh viuh tokuh esaA

mBk ysrh gw¡ lHkh ft+Eesnkfj;ksa dks fuLokFkZ Hkko ls]
unh dh ;k=k dh rjg c<+us yxh gw¡ eSa HkhA

ml 'kk'or egk feyu dh rjg]
tSls mBkrh gS unh cks> euq"; dkA
oSls gh djrh eSa lsok] 
csVh] iRuh o ek¡ cudjA

eSa vkSj unh nksuksa gh ek¡ gSa]
nksuksa ds gh eerk dk foLrkj vFkkg gSA
vius&vius dŸkZO;ksa dk ikyu djrs gq, c<+ jgs gS]
,d vuojr ;k=k ijA

esjh vkSj unh dh vuojr ;k=k

Jherh jkfxuh >k
tw ok v jkts'k dqekj
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku chdkusj
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Jherh ekulh Vksdsdj
iRuh xzqi dSIVu , Vksdsdj
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku fcgVk

Þi/kkjks Egkjs nslÞ dgdj Lokxr djrk gqvk jktLFkku] nqfu;k ds lcls çfl) i;ZVu LFkyksa esa ls ,d gSA csgn 
fuiq.krk ls cuk, x, fdys] gosfy;ka] NRkfj;ka] eafnj] jaxfcjaxh ca/kst vkSj Hkqft;k ---- ;s lkjh gh jktLFkku dh [kkfl;r 
gSaA jktLFkku esa dqN o"kZ iksfLVax jgus ds dkj.k ogka fLFkr dbZ i;ZVu LFkyksa dks ns[kus dk volj feykA oSls rks bu 
lHkh i;ZVu LFkyksa dh viuh fo'ks"krk,a vkSj jkspd bfrgkl gS] ysfdu bu lHkh i;ZVu LFkyksa esa ls nks LFky ,sls gSa tks 
vkt Hkh eu esa ?kj fd, gq, gSaA j.kdiqj dk tSu eafnj vkSj fdjkMw] ;s os nks LFky gSaA

mn;iqj ds fudV fLFkr j.kdiqj esa cuk tSu eafnj vo.kZuh; f'kYidyk dk mnkgj.k gSA ;g tSu eafnj] tSu 
rhFkZ;kf=;ksa ds lcls çeq[k rhFkZ LFkyksa esa ls ,d gSA ;g efUnj rhFkaZdj _"kHkukFk dks lefiZr gSA j.kdiqj eafnj 
rFkk bl xkao dks viuk uke] jk.kk dqEHkk dh cnkSyr feyk] ftUgkasus bl eafnj ds fuekZ.k esa egRoiw.kZ ;ksxnku fn;kA 
j.kdiqj eafnj dk fuekZ.k gyds xqykch jax ds laxejej dk mi;ksx djds fd;k x;k gSA eafnj ds eaMi esa csgn lqanj 
dkjhxjh dk çek.k nsrh gqbZ dbZ HkO; ewfrZ;ka gSaA bu lHkh ewfrZ;ksa dh fo'ks"krk ;g gS fd lHkh ewfrZ;ka ,d nwljs ls 
vfHkeq[k gSaA bl eafnj ds ifjlj ds fueZy okrkoj.k esa vykSfdd eu%'kkafr dk vuqHko gksrk gSA tSu eafnj ds lehi 
fLFkr lw;Z eafnj Hkh vius vki esa] okLrqdyk dk Js"B mnkgj.k gSA bu eafnjksa ds ifjlj esa jgdj ns[kk gqvk lw;kZLr 
lcls jkspd vuqHkoksa esa ls ,d gSA

ckM+esj ds fudV fLFkr fdjkMw esa cus eafnj] j.kdiqj ds tSu eafnj dk fojks/kkHkkl 
çrhr gksrs gSaA j.kdiqj ds tSu eafnj ds okrkoj.k dh çlUurk dk vuqHko] fdjkMw ds 
eafnjksa esa ugha gks ikrkA fdjkMw ds eafnjksa ds ifjlj esa ,d vthc lh mnklh eglwl 
gksrh gSA dgk tkrk gS] fd bu eafnjksa dk fuekZ.k yxHkx X;kjgoha ;k ckjgoha lnh esa 
fd;k x;kA ;g lkjs eafnj vc fcydqy {kr&fo{kr fLFkfr esa gSa] ysfdu bu eafnjksa ds 
vo'ks"kksa dks ns[k dj ;gh Kkr gksrk gS fd ;s eafnj Hkh dHkh ml dky ds okLrqdyk 
rFkk f'kYidyk ds csgrjhu mnkgj.k jgs gksaxsA ysfdu vc bu eafnjksa dk ifjlj 
fcydqy lqulku jgrk gSA ;gka i;ZVdksa dk fo'ks"k vkokxeu Hkh ugha gSA fdjkMw ds bu eafnjksa dks ns[kus dk tc 
volj feyk] rks ogka ds pkSdhnkj ls ,d cM+h gh vthcksxjhc] jkspd dFkk lquus dks feyhA dgk tkrk gS] fd 
bu eafnjksa rFkk eafnjksa ds vkl ikl fLFkr vkcknh dk âkl] ,d lk/kq ds Jki ds dkj.k gqvkA dgrs gSa fd og 
lk/kq ;k=k ij tkrs le; vius f'k"; dks xkao esa gh NksM+ x,A çLFkku ls igys lk/kq us xkao ds fuokfl;ksa dks f'k"; dh 
ns[kHkky djus dks dgkA lk/kq ds ;k=k ij pys tkus ij xkao okyks us f'k"; ij fo'ks"k /;ku ugh fn;kA ysfdu mlh 
xkao esa jgus okys dqEgkj dh iRuh us f'k"; dh iwjh J)k ls lsok dhA ;k=k ls ykSVus ij oLrqfLFkfr tku dj lk/kq 
Øksf/kr gks mBsA mUgkasus xkao ds fuokfl;ksa dks vius Jki ls iRFkj dh ewfrZ;ksa esa ifjofrZr dj fn;kA dqEgkj dh iRuh 
us f'k"; dh lsok dh Fkh] bl dkj.k mls Jki ls vHk; nsrs gq, lk/kq us rqjar xkao NksM+ dj pys tkus dks dgkA lkFk 
gh] tkrs gq, ihNs eqM+ dj uk ns[kus dh psrkouh lk/kq us ml efgyk dks nhA ysfdu dqEgkj dh iRuh viuh ftKklk 
jksd uk ldh vkSj mlus ihNs eqM+ dj xkao ds yksxksa dks ns[kuk pkgkA tSls gh og ihNs eqM+h] og Hkh ewfrZ esa ifjofrZr 
gks xbZA ;g dFkk vkt Hkh ogka ds xkao esa çpfyr gSA dgk tkrk gS fd lk/kq ds ml Jki dk vlj vkt Hkh gS vkSj 
tks O;fä lw;kZLr ds i'pkr eafnj ifjlj esa jgrk gS] og Hkh iRFkj dh ewfrZ esa ifjofrZr gks tkrk gSA blh dFkk ds 
pyrs 'kk;n ;gk¡ i;ZVdksa dh HkhM+ de utj vkrh gSA

jktLFkku ds ;s nks LFky] ftudk viuk vuwBk bfrgkl gS] vkSj tks vius vki esa csgn [kkl gSaA

j.kdiqj rFkk fdjkMw
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A thought of travelling alone on a solo holiday for 
a woman can, not only be daunting but unimaginable 
to many of us. We are often discouraged to take this 
plunge because we are made to believe that it is an 
impossible task or it is not safe to be on your own. 
But your solo holiday, especially if the destination 
is Europe, can change your life forever and your 
confidence may climb a new height. It is a most self-
enriching experience any women can ever have. It is 
a journey of ‘self-discovery’ and you can be ‘you’ as 
Twinkle Khanna said in her recent interview that she 
wants to spend three months self-travelling without 
being anyone’s mother, daughter wife or friend.

Safety is our main concern on a holiday and Europe 
is one destination which is very safe and easy to move 
around. English is widely spoken in most of the cities 
and you can always ask people if you are unable to read 
signboards. When you are travelling alone you want 
your hotel to be accessible and in safe distance. Two 
important things to note your hotel should be within 
the city and close to the underground train stations. 
As underground trains are the safest and quickest 

Self-Travelling in 
Europe

means of transport all over Europe. They run quite late 
at night and you find many fellow tourists travelling to 
common tourist sites. Getting a travel ticket in advance 
is always a wise decision as they cost less and you will 
save time. You can get a week or even a month travel 
ticket in advance depending on your route within the 
city. If you are on a budget holiday, bed and breakfast 
accommodations, commonly known as B&B is the best 
option. They are cheap and safe for women. It is like 
a dormitory with bunks for 2-6 people and they have 
a common sitting place, kitchen etc as is shown in 
‘Queen’ where Kangana Ranaut is sharing her room 
with three guys. If you are not comfortable staying 
with guys, you can request for ‘only female’ room. But 
it is not unsafe sharing a room with guys. Please do 
not keep any money and valuables in your baggage. If 
you are unlucky you may get a roommate who is not 
so trustworthy and may pack up with your passport, 
money, gold or even camera. Carry a small backpack 
which can hold your important papers & money (not all 
of it together), and ‘ALWAYS’ keep it with you. You must 
keep a photocopy of your passport in your baggage in 
case you lose your passport. 

We often forget to get information about the hostel 
or the hotel we are staying in and this can lead to many 
problems in an unknown city. It is wise to keep their 
address and contact number handy. Every city has a 
tourist information centre from where you can get all 
the information of your places of interest. After you 
check in your hotel, this should be your first stop so 
that you can plan your sightseeing. Some sightseeing 
can take the whole day and you may not get time for 
lunch and it is always best to carry some fruit or snacks 
and water bottle in your bag.
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I think the most challenging part for anyone while 
travelling abroad for the first time is how to carry 
money overseas.There are many options available 
nowadays like travel cards, pre-paid debit or credit 
cards. I personally prefer to withdraw large sum at a 
time and stash enough so that I can save time and also 
reduce international ATM transaction fees. Also it is 
best to keep cash for small purchases and for places 
that won’t accept cards like B&B, small gift shops or 
cafes.

In case you are using a card, it’s a good idea to 
bring an extra card as a backup in case you have 
problem with one. Never put all the cash together. It is 
very easy to get robbed in Europe. In fact you have an 
internal-pocket inside your pant it is the safest place to 
stash cash. Every morning you can take out how much 
money you would need for a day and the rest should 
stay inside. You can even secure your important cards 
in this internal-pocket. It is wise to inform your bank 
that you are travelling abroad otherwise they may lock 
your card to prevent it from fraudulent use. 

You can keep your loved ones posted about your 
travel plans and provide them with details of your 
hotels. Mobile phones may or may not used from any 
personal phones and public phone booths.

The best time to visit Europe is from May to August 
as the weather is sunny and bright. But morning and 
evening can be quite chilly. Fashion is great in Europe 
and you can wear anything you like without being stared 

at. You feel so ‘free’ that you can pick up anything and 
wear it without feeling self conscious. So don’t hesitate 
to try new outfits.

Plan well ahead so that you have enough time to 
prepare yourself. Get a good Lonely Planet guide 
book. Their information is very accurate and their 
recommended hotels and hostels are found to be 
equally good whether in Rajasthan or in Paris.

Finally I can say travelling solo gives you the total 
autonomy to do anything you like.You can design and 
customize your holiday. You can change your traveling 
plan in a whim and do not have to depend on anyone. 
The biggest advantage is you are more likely to meet 
and interact with many more people along the way 
than if you were traveling with a friend.

And when you come back from your trip, you might 
like to frame your air tickets so that every time you look 
at it, you get a great sense of achievement. So ladies, 
time to pack your bag and say, ‘Bon Voyage’.

Mrs Kesang Bhutia 
W/o Wg Cdr Thendup Namgyal 
AF Stn Gorakhpur
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 Kids Learn Life Lessons 
From Travel

•	 Traveling means many things to many people. 
Some value Entertainment and some value 
relaxation. And some like me, see travel as the 
ultimate classroom. Vacations and travel are 
always exciting to children, though they might not 
realize the many lessons they are learning along 
the way. Here’s my list of what kids learn about life 
while travelling.

•	 You Aren’t The Centre Of The Universe. When 
children travel, they see beyond their own backyard 
and their minds are opened to different cultures, 
standards of living and ways of life. They also learn 
happiness can come in many forms.

•	 Things Don’t Always Turn Out The Way You 
Planned.	 Surprised by a deluge of rain in the 
destination? Pull out an umbrella and make the 
best of it! Travel rarely goes 100% as planned, so 
kids learn to be flexible.

•	 Trying New Things Builds Confidence. During travel, 
encourage children to try new activities and having 
different experiences. Hiking, camping, horse 
riding, bird watching, wildlife spotting, rowing 
are a few to name. By doing so, they experience 
the sense of accomplishment and that confidence 
transfers to all areas of their life. 

•	 Reading A Map Is An Essential Skill.	 L e a r n i n g 
to navigate, recalculate and not to be afraid of 
getting lost is a life lesson all kids need to learn. 
Too many kids today fear the world outside of their 
own neighbourhood. Travel can teach them, if they 
are armed with some basic knowledge, they need 
not fear.

•	 Being With Your Family Can Be Fun!	 Travel time 
is a great opportunity to bond with your kids 
and share new experiences together. Instead of 

Mrs Monica Balamurugan
W/o Wg Cdr MJ Balamurugan
AF Stn Chabua
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quieting your children with mobile phones, share 
family history stories or play games. Takes some 
effort but will be totally worth it.

•	 Memories are made by People, Not by Places or 
Things. Do you have memories of childhood family 
vacations? What do you remember most, the 
destination or some hilarious event you shared 
with your family? So, remember, you’re not just 
having fun but creating memories.

•	 Patience Is a Necessity. Flights and trains gets 
cancelled. You have to wait in long queues for a 
rollercoaster. We wait all the time, throughout our 
lives. Travel helps your children hone this skill.

•	 Developing New Habits/Hobbies. Get your kids 
drawing/listing things they’ve seen and interesting 
food they’ve tried. Collecting some postcards from 
places and asking them to write a message behind 
means they can reach adulthood with a library of 
memories. Stamp collecting, coin collecting, book 
collecting can be encouraged. Consider giving 
grown up kids with a digital camera, they might 
excel in photography too.

•	 History is Alive and All Around Us. There’s nothing 
quite as captivating as a visit to a historical 
monument or history museum with a guide who will 
talk about your destination. Plus, seeing cannons & 
understanding them may get the child interested in 
studying about wars (Be ready to answer tons of 
questions too)

•	 Home is Such a Special Place. No matter how much 
you love your destination, its always a great feeling 
to get home. Kids feel great to return to their own 
bed and getting back to their daily schedule and 
sharing their trip memories with friends.

HAPPY TRAVELLING!
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Mrs Phani Shiavanand
W/o Air Cmde PV Shiavanand
HQ SWAC IAF

After a memorable trip for a month along the 
entire east coast of "The United States of America", 
we were all set and desperate to be back home to 
our very own Mother India. We could hear Shahrukh 
Khan himself singing ‘Ghar aaja pardesi, Tera desh  
bulaye re’. 

Our return trip from Atlanta to New Delhi was via 
Paris and we were looking forward to the break in 
journey and the food on the French Airlines. As luck 
would have it, unfortunately all flights to Paris were 
cancelled due to a curfew and we were forced to land 
in Chicago. They offered us tickets in a direct flight 
from Chicago to New Delhi by the American Airlines. A 
small tip: never travel by this flight. It certainly didn’t 
give the feel of an international flight. The closest was.. 
it felt like a self-service city bus from Amalapuram to 
Vijayawada!

We were kept waiting for 8 hours, so we decided 
to call a cousin who lived in Chicago and they were 
more than happy to visit us. As my kids were young,  
12 yrs and 8 yrs old, she was kind and thoughtful enough 
in carrying some homemade food for them. After a 
long chat, the boarding announcement was made and 
we quickly waved bye to our dear ones and started 
walking towards the check-in counter. My husband 
and my younger kid were faster and so they walked in 
smoothly without any obstacle. Now, when it was my 
turn to check in and as my handbag passed through 

those monstrous 
X-ray machines, the 
security person gave 
a very disappointed 
look. He said, "Sorry 
Ma’am but you are 
carrying explosives!! 
Please step aside." 
They ripped apart 
my entire luggage. 
You can imagine 
the feeling I went 
through. I frantically 
kept looking at my 
handbags for the black sheep and those suspicious 
looks on the four policewomen faces made the ten 
minutes feel like one full hour!

All the time, I was trying to look for what it was 
that I was carrying that made them suspicious and I 
couldn’t spot my husband and did not know what to do 
as we were getting late for boarding and the Airports 
are huge and it would have taken a long time to reach 
the gates. Finally there came out the explosives from 
the baggage. "DAAL CHAWAL and ANDHRA PICKLE!"

Never will I forgive the staff for throwing it 
in the dustbin. It was by the way, packed in a  
Tupperware box!

Travel Tales
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ge rks QkSth gSa
lQj gh rks viuh jksth&jksVh gSA

vkt cka/k ds lkeku ?kj ls fudys gSa]
vkt ;gka dy ogka] vius gh rks ppsZ gSaA

dHkh viuh et+hZ gS vkSj dHkh [kqnxt+hZ gS]
rks dHkh vius dke ds t+fj;s gSaA

vjs] bl lQj esa gh rks]
u,&u, nfj, gSaA

ubZ&ubZ eaftysas]
u,&u, lQj gSa]

vjs] ge QkSth gSa]
FkksM+s ls euekSth gSaA

vkt rqe ls feys]
dy mu ls tqMs+A

dqN vius lkFk ys ds pys]
dqN lius cqu ds pysA

mBk ds vius >ksys]
igu ds vius pksysA

lQj Jherh lhek gqM~~Mk
iRuh LDokMªu yhMj ds ,l gqM~~Mk
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku vEckyk

tc feyrs gSa lans”k]
vkSj gksrs gSa vkns”kA

fudy iM+rs gSa ubZ Mxj]
u, uxj] u, lQj]

vjs ge QkSth gSa]
FkksM+s ls eu ekSth gSaA

Ckhoh Hkh lax gS]
cPps Hkh ncax gSaA

yksx dgrs gaS ge rks eyax gaS]
mBk, fQjrs vius iyax gSaA

ftanxh Hkh rks bd lQj gS]
gedks lcdh fQdj gSA

ge rks QkSth gSa]
lQj gh rks viuh jksth&jksVh gSA
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The word ‘Vacation’ generally triggers a vivid 
image of travelling, hotels, beaches & so on. However, 
a vacation holds much more juice than that. It is a 
catharsis which means it improves one’s intellectual 
health, revamps relationships, helps people to become 
more productive and it helps some find creative 
inspiration too.

The phrase "vacation" is not just an acoustic but 
also an adrenaline pumping term for our brains. There 
are several categories of Vacation- Beach, Sightseeing 
(i.e. visiting museums, exhibits & markets, attending 
sporting events & concerts, and tour natural wonders), 
Time with Nature (for people who enjoy camping, 
hiking, canoeing), Family time (for people who travels 
to see relatives or hosts relatives who come to see 
them; inter-generational family gatherings), Strenuous 
Experiences (i.e. workshops, theme parks, educational 
tour, religious or historical pilgrimages, adventure 
activities etc.), Stay-cation (for individuals who spends 
few days in their own home, doing some renovation 
or remodelling, watching movies late night, cooking 
food) and the last but not the least Rest & Relaxation 
(for the group who loves to sleep a lot, get a massage, 
read books, or otherwise "waste" hours doing nothing 
in particular). 

BENEFITS OF VACATION TIME

The key is to fully unplug from work and the regular 
mundane and monotonous activities of your life. This 
gives you an opportunity to recharge yourself which 
delivers exponential benefits, both short & long term. 
Let the benefits below move you out of procrastination 
and into action:

•	 Release stress & worries: We get so used to live 
at this stressful pace; we rarely even realize that 
we’re stressed & need a break. The bottom line is 
that taking a good amount of time away from the 
tensions of daily life can make us refreshed and 
better equipped to handle whatever comes.

•	 Recharge your batteries: Rejuvenation is the king. 
The best way to get a full recharge on your body 
& mind is to abandon your typical daily activities 
for at least a solid weekend or week. Planning 
a vacation and looking forward to it is said to 

Vacation Time
increase excitement and happiness for weeks 
leading up to it. Therefore, it is precocious to start 
planning another vacation shortly after you return. 

•	 Improve relationships: Sharing time with family & 
friends, without the distractions & daily stresses 
of life, creates joy and builds fond memories. 
Travelling together can create increased intimacy 
and commitment. 

•	 Increase Productivity: Enlightened workers, 
including managers & bosses, know that the 
output and bottom line of a company increase 
when employees take time off. Students equally 
benefit from vacations; they often hold out until 
summer for a real vacation. Vacation often brings 
clarity to problem solving, important projects, or 
goals. The mere result of relaxation and renewal 
can spontaneously deliver a fresh view, answers 
or major insights. 

•	 Second Tiered Benefits: Leading by example- If 
you’re a parent, teacher, manager, or boss, you will 
not only benefit yourself from prioritizing vacation 
(no matter how busy you are) - you will also help 
others learn to do the same. The term ‘Paid Time 
Off (PTO)’ has emerged nowadays where every 
person has to compulsorily go on vacation for at 
least a week or so. This helps others to improve & 
prevent work monopoly.

It’s important to note that the benefits to your 
family, co-workers or peers will, in most case, flow 
over to you. When people take care of themselves, 
they are happier. Happy people are easier to relate 
and possess many benefits, seen and unseen, to your 
personal & professional life. Furthermore increased 
productivity coupled with newfound clarity & vision can 
lead to pay raise, more time off and much more.

So now on, think of vacation time as a holistic 
rejuvenation & blissful dune. The more you heap, the 
more you reap. 

Mrs Pooja Mukerji
W/o Sqn Ldr Priyanshu Mukerji
AF Stn Bareilly
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Like most holidays, this trip was about the few 
moments that we managed to steal from our hectic, 
high pressure lives. To make this trip memorable, we 
were travelling with friends and most importantly to a 
wild life sanctuary. So we set course in our chariot of 
wheels, our faithful Toyota Innova, all packed-in like 
sardines. And like any normal Indian family, we carried 
lots of food; enough to feed a famine hit third world 
state.

Singing, munching on food, grumbling on the 
pathetic state of affairs in the country, we travelled the 
350 odd kilometers in joy. But the road let me tell you, 
was in super condition and so we felt cheated of our 
mandatory crib session in that regard.

With regular pit stops, we managed to reach our 
destination for the day, the Jamnagar Officers’ Mess. 
It was such a delight staying there that we wished, for 
a moment, that we had more than a night stay there. 
Having decided beforehand that come what may, we 
wouldn’t partake of Mess food, we set off looking for 
dinner. After a few enquires, a unanimous decision 
was reached to look for a ’Tawa Restaurant’ famous 
for its Kebabs and Biryanis. 

Most may be aware that although a posting in 
the state of Gujarat is indeed amazing, for a non-
vegetarian family, we do miss our ‘KUKKADS’. Thus 
the zeroing in on the ‘Tawa Restaurant’ thanks to 
our faithful GPS guide assuring us the it was a mere  
19 Km across the city. But alas! We soon realized that 
we were going to have to "sing for our supper". Through 
narrow lanes and bylanes, we squeezed our way in, 
us ladies cribbing why the men would not simply stop 
and ask for directions and the men swearing that their 
machines and gadgets would never fail them. After 
repeated arguments and protests and looking up our 
way several times, we finally managed to locate our 
said restaurant. In just under two hours on the way 
back to our rooms, we agreed that the scrumptious 
meal was well worth the trouble.

THE LION AFFAIR
 We left early the next morning. Everyone was 

excited and hoping that the roads would be as good 
as the day before. But nothing could have prepared 
us for the beautiful drive along the waters, driving 
through Porbandar. And the beautifully lined coconut 
trees along the entire highway made us feel we were 
in Kerela. A really spectacular drive!

Finally we arrived at the destination ‘Asiatic Lion 
Lodge’ . Having visited numerous wild life sanctuaries 
and reserves, we were well prepared for almost 
anything. But surprise, surprise! A most amazing 
experience this place was, Gir - the last home of the 
Asiatic Lion.

To an Indian mind, it is almost impossible to come 
around the fact that we didn’t have to stand in the 
queue or wait our turn. Thanks to online booking, 
everything was instantly done. But how could that be? 
At once we decided that there may be some Catch 22, 
or a worst nightmare, no lion sighting!

Dragging our feet at that thought and clutching our 
tickets in our hands as tight as a mother holds on to a 
two year old in the Kumbh Mela, we prayed to all that 
was holy in the world of wild life that we at least, catch 
a glimpse of a lion!

Our prayers were answered! What a magnificent 
sight it was! After all the grumbling and complaining, 
nothing could have been better than those moments of 
finally seeing the King of the Jungle, in all his beauty 
and glory. Truly majestic. It made our entire trip most 
memorable. Gir was truly an amazing experience. 
Watching the lions up close was something we would 
never forget.

 But of course, true to our nature, we had to grumble 
about something, even if it was the poor behavior and 
conduct and lack of social graces of the other visitors 
and tourists. After all, we had to talk about something 
on the way back home!!

Mrs Natasha Mehta 
W/o Gp Capt P Mehta
AF Stn Naliya
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A LESSON FROM 

Journeys are fascinating family events and 
they definitely make all of us extremely happy. Travel 
also provides relief in our monotonous, everyday lives. 
Children too enjoy the train journeys by sitting at the 
window seats. 

Generally due to our hectic and erratic schedules, 
we pack our luggage at the last minute and put too 
many unnecessary items, forgetting that less luggage 
makes for greater traveling pleasure. Here, I would 
like to share my train journey experience, which has a 
sure lesson for everyone getting ready to set out.

In 2001, I was in Pune with my husband and two 
kids aged 6 years and 3 years. We had to travel from 
Pune to Delhi via Dadar as our reservation was in the 
Mumbai-New Delhi Rajdhani Express from the Mumbai 
Central. After reaching Dadar railway station by train, 
we decided to catch a local train for the Mumbai 
Central for our onward journey. We had two bags, 
two suitcases and one water cool cage along with our 
two kids. My elder son was holding my finger and I 
was also carrying a water cool cage in the other hand. 
My younger son was in his father’s lap, who was also 
carrying one of the luggage pieces. The rest of it was 
with a coolie on his head and over his arms. 

As soon as the heavily laden local passenger train 
arrived on the platform, my husband along with one 
luggage and our younger son got inside the train. But I 
couldn’t because the coolie, with our luggage, was still 
standing on the platform. I thought, first let the coolie 
place the luggage inside the train, only then would I get 
inside. Meanwhile the train started moving and within 
a few seconds, it disappeared from my eyes. Thus, my 
husband reached Mumbai Central, whereas the coolie 
and I, along with one child were still on the platform. 

There were no mobile phones back then. I began 
to get tense, wondering what to do now. Then I told 

myself to calm down and try my best to meet up with 
my husband. At this juncture, while I was still very 
upset, my son began asking for some cold drink, chips 
etc. After providing him with Frooti and chips, I relaxed 
for a few minutes. Then, along with the coolie who 
helpfully accompanied us, I boarded the next train, 
half an hour later for Mumbai Central. Meanwhile my 
husband had started back for Dadar in search of me. 
Although I had reached Mumbai Central, I was still 
concerned at the short time left for departure of the 
New Delhi train. 

In the meantime, there was an announcement, 
"One important message for the lady who might have 
come from Dadar and is going to New Delhi by Rajdhani 
Express. Since she is separated from her husband 
and kid, she may please wait on the platform as her 
husband would shortly be reaching". Before returning 
to Dadar, my husband had informed the announcement 
room to relay this message on arrival of the following 
train from Dadar. On hearing the announcement, my 
tension was suddenly released. In Dadar, my husband 
came to know from some of the coolies and vendors 
that a lady with a kid had just boarded the train for 
Mumbai Central. Soon my husband reached Mumbai 
Central as there was a train every half an hour. We 
met all together and set out for New Delhi.

With this incident, I learnt a big lesson, "Always 
travel with fewer luggage items and with sufficient 
time gap, if an onward journey is involved". Should 
something still go wrong, take decisions with a cool 
mind without getting into a panic. It also proves that 
the ‘LESS LUGGAGE, MORE COMFORT’ proverb is  
100% correct.

Mrs Rajkumari Gupta	
W/o Sgt J Gupta
12 Wing AF
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“kkafr] lkSan;Z vkSj lqdwu dk laxe ^vYeksM+k*] 
mRrjk[kaM ds dqekÅa {ks= dk csgn [kqclwjr “kgj gSA 
xfeZ;ksa esa [kklk xqyt+kj gks mBus okys bl “kgj esa 
pkjksa vksj “kkafr jgrh gSA yksxksa vkSj okguksa dh HkhM+ 
;gka Hkh gS] ysfdu ;g v[kjrh ugha gSA phM+ o nsonkj 
ds ?kus taxykas ls f?kjs vYeksM+k dk izkd``frd lkSan;Z bl 
dnj izHkko”kkyh gS fd ;gka ij igq¡prs gh yksx ruko 
dks Hkwydj [kqn o [kqn rjksrkt+k gks tkrs gSaA cQZ 
ls <ds fgeky; dk ;gka ls fn[kkbZ nsus okyk ut+kjk 
vkidks lc dqN Hkqykdj cl ;gka dh vkcksgok esa [kks 
tkus dks et+cwj djus yxrk gSA

Ekkuk tkrk gS fd vYeksM+k dk uke ;gka ik, 
tkus okys ,d ikS/ks fdYeksM+k ds uke ij iM+kA bl  
ikS/ks dk bLrseky crZuksa dks ekatus ds fy, fd;k 
tkrk FkkA iqjkuk vYeksM+k “kgj ?kksM+s dh uky ds 
vkdkj dh igkM+h ij clk gSA Lokeh foosdkuUn dks 
;g LFkku cgqr ilan FkkA egkRek xka/kh us ;gka dqN 
le; xqt+kjus ds ckn dgk Fkk] ÞEkSa ;g lkspdj gSjku 
gw¡ fd Hkkjr ls yksx LokLF; ykHk ikus ds fy, ;wjksi 
D;ksa tkrs gSa \ß

vYeksM+k ns[kus dh “kq:vkr uank nsoh eafnj ls dh 
tk ldrh gSA e”kgwj ykyk cktkj ls gksrs gq, eafnj 
rd iSny gh tk;k tk ldrk gSA bl eafnj dh 
nhokjksa ij mdsjh xbZ ewfrZ;ka dkQh vkd’kZd gSaA ;gka 
ij ,d jktdh; laxzgky; gS] tgka tkdj bl {ks= 
dks ns[kk o le>k tk ldrk gSaA dqN nwjh ij czkbV 
,aM dkuZj gS tgka ls lw;ksZn; o lw;kZLr ds ut+kjs en 
eLr dj nsrs gaSA

vfoLej.kh;

Jherh lfork ;kno
iRuh foax dekaMj ;kno
if”peh ok;q deku] ok;q lsuk
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ioZrh; ;k=k
vYeksM+k ls FkksM+h nwjh ij dkyh eB gS tgka ls 

vYeksM+k dk ut+kjk eu eksg ysrk gSA dqN p<+kbZ ds 
ckn dlkj nsoh ds izkphu eafnj Hkh igq¡pk tk ldrk 
gSA Lokeh foosdkuUn vius vYeksM+k izokl ds nkSjku 
vDlj bl eafnj esa vkrs FksA vYeksM+k ls djhc vkB 
fdyksehVj nwj dqekÅ¡ ds yksd nsork ^xksyw egkjkt* 
dk eafnj gS tgka tk, fcuk bl txg dh ;k=k dqN 
v/kwjh lh yxrh gSA

vYeksM+k dk ekSle ckjgkas eghus [kq”kxokj jgrk gSA 
;gka xfeZ;ksa esa Hkh lqcg “kke BaM eglwl dh tk ldrh 
gSA blfy, tc Hkh tk,a xeZ diMs+ lkFk t:j j[ksaA 
oSls ;gka vkus ds fy, vizSy ls twu dk eghuk lcls 
vPNk jgrk gSA

lM+d ekxZ ls vYeksM+k fnYyh ls djhc 375 fdyks 
ehVj dh nwjh ij gSA jgus ds fy, vYeksM+k esa nwljs 
i;ZVd LFkyksa dh rjg <sj lkjs gksVy o xsLV gkÅl 
gaS tks cgqr gh mfpr nke ij miyC/k gaSA “kk¡fiax 
ds fy, Hkh ;gka dbZ nqdkuas gSa tgka lss vYeksM+k dh  
dyk d``fr;k]¡ “kkWy] lkfM+;k¡] xzhu Vh] “kgn vkfn ds 
vykok igkM+ dh izfl) ^cky feBkbZ* Hkh [kjhnh tk 
ldrh gSA blds vykok ykyk ckt+kj esa [kkus&ihus 
dk Hkh yqRQ mBk;k tk ldrk gSA igkM+h ;k=k djuk 
,d eqdEey ft+Unxh th ysus tSlk gksrk gSA
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Thirty Minutes in 
Reverse Gear

A tour ventured on to from a monotonous life is 
always memorable and has a lasting impression indeed. 
However, sometimes it is for the wrong reasons. And 
there is a lesson to be learnt there! Here is a story of 
one such experience that happened way back in March 
2013 when my husband was posted at Bagdogra. After 
a month long hectic schedule due to exams, we were 
eagerly waiting for some leisure time. The trip was (un) 
planned in haste and it is the story of the consequent 
waste that I am going to share with the Sanginis.

On 13 March, at 1100 hrs. my husband called me 
up and told me to pack luggage for a short trip. It was 
a mixed feeling of joy, anger and surprise as he had 
not intimated anything in advance. Anyway, I got things 
together in readiness for an unknown destination. After 
finishing our lunch, while getting into the car I came 
to know that we are going to the Gorumara Reserve 
Forest. 

The distance to Gorumara from Bagdogra via 
Sevoke is 98 km. There was time enough to cover the 
distance in day light but we had gotten delayed due to 
some road blockade. The drive after ‘Darjeeling More’ 
was smooth due to lesser traffic. At half past 4 o’clock 
we reached the famous Coronation Bridge at Sevoke; 
there we took a short break. Though I had visited 
Sevoke many a times, the enticing beauty of Teesta 
passing through all the hill gorges always begs for a 

stopover! But this time, since we were already delayed 
and still had to drive another 60 km, we left Sevoke and 
headed towards Gorumara. 

The road, NH-31 which connects Siliguri and 
Guwahati advances along Teesta for a few more 
kilometers from Sevoke and then takes a turn towards 
the North. Now the road was passing through lush 
green tea gardens and hillocks. The ride was quite 
enjoyable until we found ourselves in a long jam near 
Shaugaon, the place where one of the largest composite 
air bases is coming up. Our car was literally trapped in 
the jam for another 30 minutes till a long cavalcade of 
police jeeps followed by the red beacon of VIP vehicles 
drove past our car from the opposite direction. Later 
on we came to know that the convoy was of the Chief 
Minister of State who was coming back from Dooars. 
The sun had already said good bye for the day when 
we reached the Murti Tourist Complex. From there we 
took a country road for the Gorumara Jungle Resort, 
locally known as Gachhbari or the Log house. The road 
towards the main entrance gate was blocked so we 
took a different road and entered the complex through 
a broken fence or some kind of make shift entry point. 
The jungle resort is completely surrounded by thick 
woods and some of them were the biggest tress I’ve 
ever seen. The reason behind this was explained later 
on by a forest ranger, who told me that cutting of dead 
and even fallen trees is completely prohibited in the 
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reserve forest. One can see there that if humans were 
to take care of nature, how a common species of trees, 
which are usually 5-6 m high could grow up to 15-20 m. 
I sat and waited inside the car while my husband went 
in to enquire whether we could get any accommodation 
or not. After keeping us waiting for another 20 minutes, 
Mr. Basak, the manager finally appeared and to our 
utter surprise expressed inability to accommodate us 
for the night as the booking was done through their 
tourist office which was located at Lataguri and had 
already closed for the day. So we left for Lataguri 
to find a hotel for the night and get the booking for 
the jungle resort on the following day. While exiting 
the resort, we missed the broken fence. Instead, we 
came out through a gate, beside which there was a 
cautionary board that we could barely notice.

As I already mentioned, the jungle resort is 
surrounded by thick and really big trees. The time was 
past 1800 hrs. And in the eastern part of our country, 
that is almost night time. After a 10 minute drive, my 
husband suddenly stopped the car. The mystic beauty 
of the jungle had already begun to transform into a 
frightening one! We seemed way off from the road 
through which we had come. Suddenly, a sign board 
came to my notice which read "CAUTION: RESERVE 
FOREST CORE AREA. BEWARE OF WILD ANIMALS". 
Below this were intimidating pictures of elephant, 
rhinoceros and bison. A cold shiver went up my spine 
as we sat there.

Oh God, where we are going? The road was quite 
narrow and sufficient for just one vehicle. The kutcha 
road was raised 5-6 feet from the normal level of jungle. 
There was absolutely no scope for an about-turn.  

My fear turned into anger and I yelled at my husband at 
the top of my voice, "What are you doing, do you want 
to get us all killed?" But I soon realized my anger would 
make the situation worse. Both my kids who were 
playing and enjoying the trip all along, suddenly cast 
a pale look towards their mother. Perhaps, they too 
sensed something was wrong and started crying. Now 
it was my husband's turn whose cold and perplexed look 
increased my adrenaline flow. My mind had stopped 
working; I had no idea what to do. Should we get down 
from the car and start running towards the resort or 
should we shout for help? My husband began inching 
back in reverse gear. We do not know how long the 
drive was. Every single minute seemed like an hour. 
We came back to the jungle resort, driving all the way 
in reverse gear. We narrated the whole story to the 
Manager, Mr Basak. Finally the ‘Armed Forces Identity 
Card’ came to our rescue and he agreed to provide us 
an accommodation for the night. To our utter surprise, 
we got the special VIP cottage that had been vacated 
by none other than the CM herself that morning. At 
night we enjoyed an exquisite cultural performance 
by the tribal people. The other occupants of the resort 
gave us a big round of applause.

Next morning we went on a jungle safari riding 
atop a very familiar Gypsy King, having been auctioned 
by the army. Luckily we got glimpses of some wild  
animals too.

The tide had turned. It has been said that "all is well 
that ends well". The tour was memorable but we learnt 
a valuable lesson, that any tour to an unknown place 
must be planned well and truly in advance.

Mrs Suniti Bepari
W/o Sgt SK Bepari
12 Wing AF
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My husband is posted at Air Headquarter, 
RK Puram, New Delhi. His birthday is on the 8th April 
and as the day was approaching, I and my younger 
daughter were busy making plans for celebrating the 
day in the best possible way, a quality time for the 
family. The day happened to be on a saturday and as 
the weekend at Air HQ is for two days (a great plus of 
this posting) some wonderful options could be thought 
of. As my daughter’s school was on, so a long trip was 
out. Suddenly we thought of a short trip to Alwar!! A 
place not very far from Delhi, just about a four hour 
drive. There was the Sariska tiger sanctuary and a 
few other places to visit around Alwar. There was an 
additional allure to this plan. I had spent three teenage 
years at the Kendriya Vidyalaya, Alwar from 1981-84 
and so for me, it was a great opportunity to go down 
memory lane.

All the pros and cons were discussed over the 
dining table and then my husband made a few calls 
to his Army colleagues in Jaipur, an association made 
during the Higher Defence Management Course at 
the College of Defence Management, Secunderabad. 
And suddenly a booking at the Army Officers’ Mess at 

Alwar: A Sudden Trip 
Down Memory Lane

Travel Tales

Itarana Cantonment was confirmed and thus it was a 
go. A contact for booking the Tiger Safari at Sariska 
also came along!! So as things appeared to be falling 
into place – we decided to take the plunge!

Saturday morning! First the home baked cake made 
by my daughter was cut by the birthday boy. And at 
1230 hrs in the noon we were off. Out from the Dwarka 
area in Delhi, onto Gurgaon and then on the Jaipur 
Express Highway. As the road was excellent, once 
we crossed Manesar, the speed was good and soon 
enough at Daruhera near Bhiwadi, we left the Jaipur 
Expressway onto the state highway No. 25. There were 
apprehensions over potholes and traffic jams and the 
state of the new highway but surprise, surprise! A 
beautiful four lane toll highway and no bad patches, 
it was unbelievable. And where was all the traffic? 
After Bhiwadi, it was as if the road belonged to us. 
A four lane highway, no traffic, good quality road - it 
was a rare and exhilarating feeling. And through all 
of this, the beautiful hills with just the occasional ups 
and downs in the road. After three and half hours, we 
entered Alwar. 
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It was as if it was yesterday once more! After an 
initial guidance into the city from people, we were 
near the railway line and then it was as if suddenly 
the geography had come back to me. I started showing 
my husband the way. We came to a roundel and 
from there into the Itrana Cantt. Lo and behold, our 
accommodation was at the Itrana Palace, a heritage 
monument of 1914 now with the Indian Army. We were 
put up in Kumar Vilas. It was a pleasant surprise to 
be in the palace of the former Maharaja of Alwar. The 
palace had an old world charm to it. It was magnificent 
and so royal, it immediately lifted up the spirits and the 
holiday mood really set in.

We rested awhile and in the evening, my husband 
called up the contact for Sariska visit the next day. 
Then we went around the Cantonment, it was so clean 
and well lit up. I had a faint recollection of visiting the 
campus in my school days to meet friends who stayed 
there. Then we went to see Jaisamund Lake. But it was 
so shocking to see the lake all dried up. I remembered a 
lake full of water and people doing boat rides in it. Alas, 
mankind has done enough damage to the eco-system. I 
showed my daughter the house where I stayed when I 
was a teenager and felt very nostalgic.

Next day we woke up at 0430 hrs to make Sariska 
by 0600 hrs. It is 40 kms from Alwar. The safari was 
booked and then the trip began. Early morning was so 
chilly and we had not brought any warm clothing. We 
booked a complete jeep and set out for the wild life 
bonanza. Deer, Neelgai, Partridges, Owls, Peacocks, 
Alligators, Great Indian Bustard, Hornbills, it was such 
great fun. The forest was thick and huge. We also 
saw fresh pug marks of the tiger. Alas! There was no 
tiger spotting that day by any of the tourists. One of 
those days!! With the rising sun, early dawn changed 

to a hot and sunny day. The animals moved around and 
gathered near the water holes. There was also the old 
hunting lodge of the Maharaja. It was indeed a great 
education for my daughter.

After Sariska, we were off to see Siliserh lake. 
What a huge water body amongst the hills! There is 
a palace there which the legend says Maharaja Vinay 
Singh made in 1845 for his village bride Sheela, whose 
village was across the lake. The palace is an ITDC 
hotel. There is boating available there too. The view 
was magnificent and took one’s breath away.

From there we came back into town and I went to 
see my old school, Kendriya Vidayalaya No. 1 near Moti 
Doongari. The building appeared to have been done 
up while the playground was the same. There I stood, 
seeing myself enjoying with my friends, fond memories 
of my school days. I was sixteen when I studied there 
and now I was here with my sixteen year old daughter 
– after a gap of 33 years.

The roads in town were all done up and looked 
broader. Memories of my cycling up to school and back 
came alive. I excitedly showed my friend’s house to my 
husband and daughter. They enjoyed my narration of 
an era gone by. 

Then it was back to Itarana Palace for a quick lunch 
and it was time soon to move back to Delhi. I think a 
piece of me stayed back once again, in the modest and 
cute Alwar town. The wheels of the car and wheels of 
life moved on towards Delhi and a short sweet trip to 
Alwar was etched forever in our memories.
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Mrs Preeti Baijal
W/o Gp Capt S Baijal
Air HQ (RKP)
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Lo and Behold, that special time of the year is 
here. The time all mothers are glad about and dread in 
equal measure. Kids’ school holidays are here and it 
means we need to find ways and means to keep them 
busy.

Holidays are almost synonymous with travel and 
we all look forward to these trips, be it travel to the 
grandparents’ place or a short sojourn to the hills. 
It also means long train journeys or flights. With the 
weather being what it is, it is best to be prepared 
for the journeys and outstation travel in advance. If 
space is at a premium in your suitcases and you have 
a genuine desire to avoid arguments with your spouse, 
have your lists ready. This would include having a good 
first aid kit handy to take care of any minor illnesses.

Well how does one begin, for just an emergency 
medicine list could be quite long? Since the home 
kit cannot be carried entirely, let us first go over the 
conditions one may encounter and then get to the list 
finally. Travel means eating outside every day, drinking 
water from different sources, enduring the ill effects 
of the heat and of course the odd minor injury. It could 
also mean high fever, contracting food and water borne 
infections and also motion sickness in those prone.

Health Tips for Travel

First a few tips on having a sickness free vacation.

1.	 Be careful about the food and water your family 
consumes.

2.	 Try as far as possible to have freshly cooked food 
and do not consume food that is left uncovered 
including cut fruits.

3.	 Take extra care of the water you all drink, 
ascertain the source of the water and definitely 
avoid commercial ice from being added to your 
water or drink.

4.	 Consume adequate quantities of water and make 
sure that the salt and water loss in the sweat is 
being replaced at regular intervals with drinks like 
lassi, nimbupani, nariyalpani and if nothing suitable 
carry your water bottles and electrolyte packs.

How to Avoid Travel Travails:  
Your Own Mobile First Aid Clinic

5.	 Avoid moving out during the hottest part of the 
day, between 1200-1500h. But if you have to, then 
ensure that the head is covered with appropriate 
head gear like caps and hats. If these are not 
available even a duppata will do. 

Do Remember

1.	 The First aid kit is for emergency use only. If the 
condition does not 	 improve and you need more 
than two doses of a medicine, then you must seek 	
medical help.

2.	 For high fever along with Paracetamol, sponging 
with tap water under a fan or in an AC room must 
be done.

3.	 For persistent loose motions or vomiting, especially 
in children, be very careful about maintaining 
adequate levels of fluids and salts by giving Oral 
Rehydration Solutions or Electral Solution tetra 
pack in time.
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Sl No. Name of Medicine

Quantities to 
be carried for a 

week’s travel for 
a family of four

Medical Condition Quantity to be taken 

1. Tab Paracetamol 
(500 mg)

20 Fever, Body Ache One tab 6-8 hrly

2. Tab Digene 20 Acidity 1-2 to be chewed

3. Tab Perinorm  
(10 mg)

10 Vomiting One tab 12 hrly Do not 
consume anything for 
upto 1/2 to 1 hr after the 
medicine

4. Tab Norflox TZ 20 Loose motions One tab twice a day

5. Tab Levocetrazine 
(5 mg)

10 Cold, Allergies One tab once a day

6. Voveran Gel One Tube Muscular aches and pains Apply locally two to three 
times daily

7. Soframycin Ointment One Tube Minor abrasions, cuts on 
skin, burns

Apply two to three times

8. Cough Syrup 
(suppressant) Cough 
Lozenges

One plastic 
bottle

Dry Cough

9. Savlon/Dettol Liquid One plastic 
bottle

For cleaning of wounds 
and abrasions after 
dilution 

10. Band Aid Strips 10 Minor cuts/ wounds Change daily

11. Crepe Bandage 02 For sprains

12. Syrup Paracetamol 01 Bottle For Fever (for children 
who cannot be 
administered tablets)

1/2 - 1 teaspoon 3-4 times a 
day depending on child’s age 
and weight

13. Syrup Perinorm 01 bottle For vomiting 1/2 - 1 teaspoon twice daily

14. Calamine lotion 01 bottle For itching To apply locally 3 - 4 times 
a day

15. ORS packets/ Tetra 
packs

04 For oral rehydration after 
vomiting or loose motions

16. Odomos 1 - 2 tubes Insect repellent

17. Sunscreen (SPF 50 
or more)

1 bottle To prevent sunburn 

18. Digital Thermometer 01 For measuring 
temperature

19. Cotton Roll 01 small

The Travel Medical Kit

Next is what medicine to pack. Given below is a list with name of the drug, condition to be taken for and 
quantities to be consumed and carried along.
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4.	 Remember to pack adequate quantities of 
prescription medicines for any family member on 
medication. 

5.	 You must carry a hand sanitizer bottle as well.

6.	 Carry a spare set of glasses.

7.	 Do pack two packets of safety pins and a small pair 
of scissors.

While Travelling Abroad

If you are among the lucky few headed abroad then 
remember the following points.

1.	 Carry half your prescription medicines in your 
carry-on luggage and half in 	the check-in luggage.

2.	 Carry a prescription from your doctor on a proper 
letterhead clearly stating the medical condition 
and the medicines you take.

3.	 Carry at least one and a half times the medicines 
of the quantity you will need for your travel.

4.	 Do remember to take travel insurance for all family 
members travelling 	abroad.

5.	 Check whether the medicines that you intend 
carrying (prescription and first aid) can be legally 
carried in the countries you intend visiting.

6.	 Check health advisories on the web sites of the 
countries that you plan to visit to acquaint and 
equip yourself according to the disease patterns of 
that country as well as to take prior vaccinations 

if required well in time before the visit. Lack of an 
appropriate vaccination certificate has resulted in 
many people being refused entry into countries of 
visit.

Some Useful Mobile App While Preparing to  
Travel Abroad

One good app is Centre for Disease Control (CDC 
Atlanta) TravWell. Users type their destination and 
time of travel into the app and it tells them what they 
need to do to prepare. It will tell you the vaccinations 
and the medicines that you probably need and will ask 
you to take the recommendations to your doctor four 
weeks before your proposed date of travel.

CDC has another App aptly called "Can I eat this?"

Bon Voyage

So when you pack next, remember all this and 
you would be armed to deal with any minor medical 
issues that might crop up during the holiday. This way, 
a hassle free travel will be ensured and the entire  
family will have lots of fun together. Bon Voyage!

Mrs Vibha Kapoor 
W/o Air Mshl Pawan Kapoor VSM
Air HQ (RKP)
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;k=k o`rkar

Jherh uhru frokjh
iRuh tw ok v vkj frokjh 
ok;q lsuk eq[;ky;
¼vkj ds iqje½
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rFkk 2 ?k.Vs ds ckn mM+hlk ds çfl) lw;Z efUnj  
dks.kkdZ igq¡psA lw;Z efUnj dk –'; cM+k gh euksje 
FkkA ;g efUnj vnHkqr f'kYidyk ,oa okLrqdyk dk 
vuwBk uewuk gSA 

mlds ckn ge yksxksa dks n;k unh feyh tks fd v'kksd 
ds lkezkT; ds le; jäjaftr gks x;h FkhA ;gha ij egku~ 
lezkV v'kksd dk ân; ifjoZru gqvk Fkk vkSj mUgksus ckS)  
/keZ dks Lohdkj fd;k FkkA ;gk¡ lezkV v'kksd us ckS) 
Lrwi cuok, FksA mlds ckn ge yksx fyaxjkt efUnj] 
mn;fxjh] [k.Mfxfj ds n'kZu djrs gq, 'kke 5 cts 
uUnu dkuu okbYM ykbQ lsUpqjh igq¡psA ogk¡ nks 
?k.Vs ?kweus fQjus rFkk tho tUrqvksa dk voyksdu 
djus ds ckn jkr 10 cts ge yksx iqjh igq¡p x;sA

pkSFks fnu ge yksxksa us Hkxoku txUukFk ds n'kZu 
fd,] 'kke ds le; egkHkksx çlkn [kk;k] tks fd feÍh 
ds crZu esa cuk;k tkrk gSA ogka ,d dgkor Hkh gS 
ÞtxUukFk dk Hkkr~] tx ilkjs gkFkßA

vxys fnu lqcg ge yksx 10 cts iqjh jsyos LVs'ku 
igq¡ps vkSj Vªsu esa nks fnu dk lQj djus ds ckn 
u;h fnYyh jsyos LVs'ku rFkk ogk¡ ls v‚Vks esa ikye  
lk/kuxj okil vk x;s] ;gh gekjh ;k=k dk o`rkar gSaA

eSa vki yksxksa ds lkFk ;k=k dk vuqHko lk>k dj 
jgh gw¡A eSa vius ifjokj ds lnL;ksa ds lkFk Hkxoku 
txUukFkiqjh dh ;k=k ds fy, 19 vDVwcj 2015 dks 
çkr% lqcg 5 cts ikye lk/kuxj ls fnYyh jsyos 
LVs'ku igq¡ph] ogk¡ 30 feuV bart+kj ds ckn Vsªu 
IysVQkeZ ij vkdj [kM+h gqbZA eSa vius ifjokj ds 
lnL;ksa ds lkFk vkjfa{kr lhVksa ij cSSB x;hA

;k=k 'kq# gksus ls igys esjs eu esa dbZ ç'u Fks 
tSls fd & vPNh rjg ls Hkxoku txUukFk th ds 
n'kZu gks ik;saxsa fd ugha] uUnu dkuu okbYM ykbQ 
lsUpqjh ?kwe ik;saxs fd ugha rFkk dks.kkdZ dk lw;Z efUnj 
dSlk gksxk \ 

nks fnu Vsªu dh ;k=k djus ds ckn ge iqjh jsyos 
LVs'ku ig¡qps] ogk¡ ls ge v‚WVks ls leqæ rV ls gksrs 
gq, vkehZ gkWyhMs gkse igq¡ps tks jsyos LVs'ku ls 5 fdeh 
nwj cfy;k ikaMk esa FkkA 

lh/ks&lkns yksx ,oe~ lk/kkj.k laL—fr gekjs eu 
dks ,d u;k vk;ke ns jgh FkhA fdUrq ,d gh leL;k 
Fkh] tks Fkh 'kkdkgkjh Hkkstu dh] D;ksafd 'kkdkgkjh 
Hkkstu dk ,d gh jsLVkjsaV FkkA	

;k=k ds çFke fnu ge yksxksa us leqæ ds rV ij 
cSBdj leqæ dk vkuUn fy;k rFkk jkr esa fMuj djus 
ds ckn vius #e esa vk x;sA ge yksx dkQh Fkds gq, 
Fks] ftldh otg ls vPNh uhan vk x;hA

vxys fnu ge yksx Hkxoku txUukFk ds n'kZu 
djus x,] ogk¡ efUnj ifjlj esa igq¡pus ds ckn] n'kZu 
djus ds fy, eu cgqr gh ykykf;r gks jgk Fkk] 
gesa ogk¡ xkbM us txUukFk Hkxoku ds n'kZu djk, 
vkSj efUnj ds ckjs esa vusd tkudkfj;k¡ nhaA n'kZu 
djus ds ckn ge yksxksa us nksigj esa vkjke fd;k] 
'kke dks iqjh ds vklikl ds lHkh efUnjksa ds n'kZu 
fd,A lHkh efUnjksa ds fo"k; esa vusd dgkfu;k¡ ,oe~  
ikSjkf.kd ekU;rkvksa dh tkudkjh feyhA

rhljs fnu ge yksxksa us uUnu dkuu okbYM 
ykbQ lsUpqjh ds fy, lqcg 8 cts ls ;k=k 'kq# dh 
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A Cradle in the Lap of Nature 
Lakshadweep Islands

I describe travelling as the most natural form 
of rejuvenation on earth. It is so rightly said, "The world 
is a book and those who do not travel read only one 
page". My husband and I love to travel. Not only to see 
the wonderful places around us but every journey gets 
us closer to ourselves. We discover the world beyond 
the word "I". One of our most recent trips was to the 
Lakshadweep islands. Located in the south western 
coast of India, the archipelago is the smallest union 
territory consisting of 36 islands, but only 10 of these 
islands are inhabited. At present there are six islands 
open for tourism viz. Minicoy, Kavaratti, Kadmat, 
Kalpeni, Agatti & Bangaram. Of these, three islands, 
Bangaram, Agatti & Kadmat are open for international 
tourists. The charm of Lakshadweep islands lies in its 
remoteness and in the fact that each island still exists 
with little influence from the outside world and chaos. 
It will so beautifully bind you close to yourself and give 
you a glimpse of the flawless and magnificent creation 
of God. 

Agatti airport on Agatti Island is the only airport in 
Lakshadweep. Lakshadweep Islands can be reached by 
ships and flights operated from Kochi. For all tourists, 
Kochi is the gateway to Lakshadweep. Air India flight 
from Kochi is the only flight that connects the mainland 
to Agatti island by air. The flight from Kochi to Agatti 
takes approximately one hour and thirty minutes. 
Tourists need an entry permit to visit the islands. The 
permit is checked by the airline officials before handing 
over the boarding pass in Kochi and after arrival at the 
Agatti Island. Alcoholic beverage consumption is not 

permitted in the Lakshadweep Islands. The place in 
itself is so intoxicating that you don’t even need it to 
feel high and happy!

The best time to visit Lakshadweep is from October 
to mid-May. Thereafter, the monsoons make travel 
difficult. The bookings of your desirable place need 
to be made at least two months in advance as the 
resort has limited availability of rooms. The Society for 
Promotion of Nature Tourism and Sports (SPORTS) is 
the government agency of Lakshadweep Administration 
for promotion of tourism in the islands. The bookings 
for stay and speedboats are to be done through their 
website. (www.lakshadweeptourism.com). All the 
details will be available after contacting the SPORTS 
agency via mail @ laksports.reservation@gmail.com 
or via telephone. We visited Kadmat Island during 
the second week of December 2016. We booked the 
air tickets using LTC to Kochi and then to Agatti. We 
decided to stay on one Island throughout our stay 
but there are many other options too. Speedboats 
are available to adjacent islands but only on specific 
days of the week after prior bookings only. The cost 
of the speedboat is pretty high but it is also covered  
under LTC. 

Agatti is a small island which is 7 kms in length and  
1 km at the widest. Densely covered with coconut 
palms, an unbroken line of creamy sand, Agatti is 
serenely set in a sea whose waters range from 
palest aquamarine and turquoise to deepest 
sapphire. After landing, the airport officials checked 
our permit and we were then taken to the jetty. The 
speedboat ride to Kadmat Island took three and half 
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hours. Luckily this boat had an air-conditioned cabin.  
The speedboat had a capacity of not more than 20 
people per trip. We were provided lunch and water 
during the journey. The journey was just a little taxing 
for me as I have sea sickness. So it is advisable for 
people with the same to take necessary precautions 
to avoid the discomfort during their travel. I had taken 
homoeopathic medicines for the same before starting 
the boat ride and luckily I had sufficient supplies to aid 
fellow passengers to smoothly complete the journey. 

It truly felt like a "Paradise on earth" when we 
reached Kadmat. Kadmat island is also known as 
Cardamom Island. About 9 km in length with a width 
of 1.5km, it is situated on a coral reef and is rich in 
marine life. The enormous lagoon is located on the 
west side of the Island that makes it more popular 
for tourism. White sand and tiny sand dunes cover the 
Island. A mini-van was awaiting us at the jetty point 
that dropped us off to the resort. On arriving, we 
were given fresh coconut water to drink. It was very 
refreshing. We decided to drop off our luggage in the 
room before heading to the beach. We had booked 
a standard AC room. The room was neat and clean, 
decently furnished with contemporary amenities like 
spacious attached baths, running hot/cold water, 
direct dial telephone, color TV with cable channels, 
kettle etc. We changed into our beach wears and hit 
the beach which was just 10 steps away. It felt like we 
owned the whole place. There were just a handful of 
us on the beach. Water sports like jet skiing, kayaking, 
banana boat rides, snorkeling, and scuba diving were 
available at the resort. We decided to spend the rest 
of the day swimming in the beautiful crystal clear sea 
till sunset. 

The next day we decided to go snorkeling. We 
had our own snorkeling kits, however we consulted 
the guides before going snorkeling alone to be on the 
safer side. So I suggest you do the same even if you 
are an experienced swimmer. The guides were all very 
kind and helpful. We snorkeled for a while but didn’t 
really get to see many corals and marine life. So we 

then hitch hiked in one of the boats that was heading 
to a scuba diving area. Snorkeling in this patch was so 
thrilling and wonderful. We saw several corals, fishes 
of various color swim over these corals having different 
hues, the view is unbelievably intriguing. Colorful fish 
like angel fish, clown fish, eel, sword fish, grey stingray 
and the mysterious puffer fish were some varieties we 
saw. This experience was so rich that I decided to get 
myself an underwater photography gear. We decided 
to spend the evening kayaking around the island. It was 
a wonderful experience having the island on one side 
and sea on the other. We scuba dived the following 
day. I was a little apprehensive to do so. But the 
trainers were very motivating and I didn’t want to miss 
this experience. My husband is a certified diver so he 
proceeded alone on his own. I was accompanied by a 
trainer. We had an initial 15 minutes of basic/revision 
training. We headed to the diving spot in a boat. I dived 
upto 10 m below sea level and I am so glad I did it. I 
can conclude after this experience that "the best way 
to observe a fish is to become a fish ". 

Our entire stay at the Kadmat Island was for 4 
nights. We were served breakfast, lunch and dinner in 
the restaurant, which was included in the package. Tea 
and snacks were also included. The menu wasn’t very 
extravagant but very tasty and included vegetarian 
and non-vegetarian dishes. Smoked tuna with coconut 
chunks was my favorite. 

On the last day we had dinner by the sea, served 
specially for us by the hotel management. The entire 
trip was wonderful. Not only did we enjoy the sea 
and sand but also made incredible friends from 
Austria, London and West Bengal. That made our trip 
extraordinary and memorable. I would like to add "A 
mind that is stretched by experience can never go back 
to its old dimensions". This experience will touch your 
life with a lasting impression and undoubtedly bring 
eternal joy to your soul.
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I am the wife of an Indian Air Force warrior. 
It’s been two years. I was in Guwahati. I, along with 
my family went to our hometown, Vijayawada, Andhra 
Pradesh. After spending a few days there, we were 
supposed to return together, but due to my son’s 
admission into university, we had to change our plan.

My husband and son reworked their return journey. 
And my daughter and I were all of a sudden by ourselves 
for the long long way from Howrah to Guwahati. Till 
Howrah, it was quite nice travelling. At Howrah, after 
waiting for a couple of hours, we got to know that 
the connecting train was late by 18 hours. There we 
actually faced a challenge. We had no clue what to do, 
where to stay till the next day. Then I got a call from 
my husband and a wave of relief traveled through me. 
I got to know about the ‘Aaraamghar’ which was at the 
Howrah Railway station for service personnel.

It felt like I had been offered a glass of water in 
the middle of a hot sunny day. We checked into the 
Aaraamghar. We were given a room. We were there 

Mrs Nagamani Rao
W/o WO KS Rao
AF Stn Jaisalmer
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for almost a day. And to be honest, it was a comfortable 
and good experience. We had all the facilities, a very 
warm welcome and caretaking. It had canteens, room 
service and the most important, safety.

These are my few words of experience which I 
wanted to put to show my gratitude and respect to 
the defence forces. I whole-heartedly thank each and 
every person and association who join to provide us 
such an easy living wherever we go, wherever we stay.

It’s a proud feeling for me to share this as a wife 
of an IAF person and a member of the Air Force Wives 
Welfare Association (AFWWA).

A Break Journey 
Saved By 

Aaraamghar
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rkfd lQj jgs
lqgkuk

;w¡ rks ft+anxh ,d lqgkuk lQj gS] ,d ;k=k gS] ysfdu 
;k=k ij tkus dh dYiuk ek= ls gh gj mez esa eu ,d 
mRlkg vkSj meax ls Hkj tkrk gSA ;k=k gekjs thou dh 
uhjlrk dks ,d rkt+xh ls Hkj nsrh gSA ;k=k dk eryc 
gh gS nwj&njkt ds vuns[ks vkSj lqUnj LFkkuksa dk nhnkj 
djukA vkt nqfu;k fleV dj NksVh gks x;h gS] tkuk vkuk 
vis{kk—r lqxe gks x;k gS] txg pkgs dksbZ Hkh gks] gekjh 
igq¡p ls ckgj dqN Hkh ughaA iyd >idrs gh vkids [okcksa 
dks ia[k yx ldrs gSa] fQj pkgs oks cQZ ls <dh igkM+ksa dh 
okfn;ka gksa] lkxj dh vV~gkl djrh ygjsa] cy[kkrh bBykrh 
ufn;ka gksa ;k fQj nwj rd iljs jsfxLrku] lHkh rks viuh 
ckgsa QSyk, fuea=.k nsus ls yxrs gSaA lHkh gekjs thou esa banz/
kuq"kh jax fc[ksj nsrs gSa A

çkphu dky esa ;k=k dsoy /kkfeZd mÌ~s'; ls gh dh tkrh 
Fkh] tkus vkus ds lk/ku Hkh lqxe ugha FksA vr% yksx vius 
drZO;ksa ls eqä gksdj gh ;k=k ij tkus dh lksprs FksA ;fn 
ykSV vk, rks Bhd vkSj ugha vk, rks Hkh BhdA ij vc le; 
cny x;k gSA vc rks gj mez esa gh vyx mÌs'; ls ;k=k 
djus dk volj fey gh tkrk gSA dHkh i<+us ds fy,] dHkh 
ukSdjh ds fy, ;k fQj Nqfê;ksa esa ifjokj ds lkFk lSj likVs ds fy,A vkt ;k=k ds fy, ckgj dqN [kkst djus 
dh t+#jr Hkh ugha gSA ÞiSlk Qsadks rek'kk ns[kksß fdruh gh Vwj ,aM VªsoYk dEifu;ka vyknhu ds fpjkx dh rjg 
vkidh lsok esa [kM+h gSaA vkids fVdV] gksVy] xkM+h lHkh rks ,d cVu dh nwjh ij gkftj gSaA fdruk yqHkkouk 
yxrk gS u ;s lc \ ij t+jk lh vlko/kkuh ls lkjk et+k gh fdjfdjk gks tkrk gSA ;k=k ds nkSjku pan ckrksa 
dh lko/kkuh j[kh tk, rks lQj u dsoy lqgkuk gks tkrk gS vfirq fta+nxh Hkj ds fy, ;knxkj cu tkrk gS%&

1	 LFkku dk p;u %& ;k=k ds LFkku dk ifjokj ds lnL;ksa ds vuqlkj gh p;u djsa] lHkh dh :fp dk 

/;ku j[ksa tSls cqtqxZ vkSj cPps lkFk gSa rks cgqr tksf[ke vkSj jksekapd LFkkuksa ij u tk,aA

2	 ;k=k ls iwoZ laHkkfor LFkku dh tkudkjh %& txg dh tkudkjh çkIr djuk vko';d gSA xwxy ls 

lc irk py tkrk gS] çfl) ,oa n'kZuh; LFkyA dbZ ckj Vwj ,tsaV viuh lqfo/kk ls ?kqekrs gSa] [kkl LFkkuksa 

dks NksM+ nsrs gSa] mldk Hkh /;ku j[kuk vko';d gSA ogka ds ekSle ds ckjs esa tkudkjh Hkh t+:jh gSa rkfd 

mlds vuqlkj diMs+ ys tk ldsaA ;fn unh ;k leqæ ds fdukjs tk jgs gSa rks ugkus ds fy, vyx oL= 

vo'; j[ksaA

3	 cPpksa ds fy, [kkuk ikuh %& ;fn cPps ;k cqtqxZ lkFk gSa rks muds fy, lkFk esa FkksM+k [kkus dk lkeku] 

cPpk NksVk gS rks ikmMj feYd oxSjk vo'; j[k ysaA
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4	 nok rFkk QLVZ ,M dk lkeku %& viuh fu;fer nok] lkekU; flj nnZ] mYVh ,oa cq[kkj dh nok,a 

¼QLVZ ,M fdV½ vo'; lkFk j[k ysaA 

5	 igpku i= %& igpku i=] vk/kkj ;k oksVj dkMZ vo'; j[ksa D;ksafd gj txg bldh t+#jr iM+rh gSA

6	 tgk¡ Hkh tk jgs gSa] ogka ds gksVy dk irk rFkk Qksu uacj vius ifjokj ds lnL;ksa dks ;k [kkl fe=ksa dks 

vo'; nsdj tk,a] rkfd vko';drk iM+us ij laidZ fd;k tk ldsA mudk uacj Hkh vius ikl fy[k ysaA 

lkFk esa ,d NksVk&lk dkMZ j[ksa ftlesa vkidk CyM xzqi] vkidks dksbZ [kkl chekjh gks ;k fdlh nok ls 

,ythZ gks mldk ft+Ø ,oa egRoiw.kZ Qksu uEcj uke ds lkFk vo'; gksA

7	 lkFk esa ewY;oku vkHkw"k.k ;k dS'k u ys tk,aA dkMZ dk ç;ksx djsaA cgqr [kjhnnkjh u djsa] i;ZVd LFky 

ij phts+a cgqr egWxh gksrh gSaA 

8	 ;k=k ds nkSjku lg ;kf=;ksa ds lkFk vf/kd ?kfu"Brk u c<+k,a] u gh vuko';d cgl esa iM+saA 

9	 lcls fo'ks"k ckr & ;k=k esa lkeku ftruk de gksxk ;k=k mruh gh lq[kn vkSj vkuank;h gksxhA 

vuko';d lkeku ysdj u pysa] gj lnL; viuk lkeku Lo;a mBk ys] bruk gh lkeku gks rks dqyh ds 

>a>V ls eqfä fey tkrh gSA 

;fn mijksä ckrksa dk /;ku j[ksaxs rks fuf'pr gh vkidk lQj lqgkuk gksxk] ,slk gekjk fo'okl gSA

Jherh va'kq voLFkh
iRuh ,;j deMksj Mh ds voLFkh fo ls es
ok;q lsuk eq[;ky; ¼vkj ds iqje½

Jherh ehjk 'kekZ 
iRuh ,u lh ¼bZ½ ,s ds 'kekZ 
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku tygkyh

rqe dHkh ek;wl er gksuk fdlh gkykr esa]
ge pysaxs vkf[kjh ne rd rqEgkjs lkFk esasA
gS va/ksjk vkt FkksM+k lk vxj rks D;k gqvk \
vk xbZ dqN nsj dks eqf'dy Mxj rks D;k gqvk \
nnZ ds ckny tjk lh nsj es NV tk,¡xs]
dy rqEgkjh jkg ds iRFkj lHkh gV tk,¡xsA 

pkgrs gks tks rqEgas] lc dqN feysxk ns[kuk]
gj dyh gj Qwy dy fQj ls f[kysxk ns[kukA
fQj egdus&eqLdqjkus lh yxsxh fta+nxh]
fQj [kq'kh ds xhr xkus lh yxsxh ft+anxh A

?kksj re gj gky esa gjuk rqEgkjk dke gS]
nhi gks rqe jks'kuh djuk rqEgkjk dke gSA
ihj dh dkyh fu'kk gS vc vkf[kjh nkSj eas]
vc le; T;knk ugh gS txexkrh Hkksj esa A

ns[k yks ut+jas mBkdj] lkQ fn[krh gS lqcg]
ns[k yks vc tku fdruh lh cph gS jkr esa A
rqe dHkh ek;wl er gksuk fdlh gkykr es]
ge pysaxs vkf[kjh ne rd rqEgkjs lkFk esaA

rqe dHkh ek;wl er gksuk

91 



We were newly married and my husband was 
posted at Leh which is a non family station and my 
husband was planning to take me there during the next 
summer for a short vacation. He had often described 
on telephone about the beauty of the place and I was 
more excited to explore the highest and one of the 
most beautiful tourist places in the world.

Since we both belong to Kerala, winter was almost 
new for us. We hardly use a bed sheet even during 
the coldest months December and January in Kerala. 
So I was nervous thinking about the situation in Leh. I 
was visiting in the month of June, so I was sure that 
the climate there would be pleasant. Even then, my 
husband arranged a blanket for me, in case I was not 
able to cope with the temperature.

Everything went as planned and we reached Leh by 
a civil flight from Delhi. My husband had already booked 
a room in a building called ‘White House’, where all 
air warriors kept their families, who came for visiting. 
First three days were acclimatization for me as I was 
supposed to stay indoors and do no work other than 
taking rest and having a tablet (name of which I am 
unable to recollect).

On the seventh day of arrival, my husband planned 
a trip to Khardung La which is the highest motorable 
road in the world. He had hired a Yamaha FZ bike 
from the city and we started at 10 am from home. 
We reached Khardung La at around 1230 pm, after 
brief stops here and there, to capture the beauty of 
the place, on our mobile. The journey was fine and on 
reaching the place, we had a small breakfast and tea 
(which is considered a lifeline in such places). We took 
a few snaps there and decided to return back home 
before sunset. The weather was not sunny but a bit 
cloudy. I enquired from my husband whether it rained 
in Leh to which he replied in the negative saying that he 
had never heard of rain in Leh. I blindly believed that 
and both of us started our return journey.

Halfway, while coming down the mountainous 
terrain, it suddenly started raining, much to my shock 

A UNIQUE 
ADVENTUROUS JOURNEY 

and astonishment. My husband was wearing a leather 
jacket and I had a wind cheater above my churidaar. 
There was not a single place to take shelter from the 
rain and the nearest shelter was an army post which 
was still a long distance away. The bike had started 
skidding as there were pebbles and stone chips on 
the road and I was almost sure that we were going to 
fall down the gorge that surrounded both sides of the 
road. The rainwater was very cold and I managed to 
hide behind my husband, holding him tightly as I could 
and close my eyes in fear as to where the journey was 
going to end. Luckily, we both were wearing helmets 
which gave little bit of protection from the cold rain 
water. My husband drove cautiously and I could feel he 
was shivering as his bare hand was on the handle of 
the bike. The army post was nowhere to be seen and I 
started praying to all the Gods for a miracle. After half 
an hour, we managed to reach the army post and we 
quickly went inside the nearest room after disclosing 
our identities. The Army Man was a ‘SardarJi’ and he 
was initially shocked to see both of us shivering. He 
quickly lighted a Bukhari and offered towels to wipe 
ourselves. We sat there till we were almost dry. He 
also offered hot coffee and maggi and both of us 
pounced on them quickly, it was only then that brought 
life into our almost lifeless bodies.

After we were completely dry, we thanked sardarji 
for all the help saying that if he was not there to help 
us, we would have surely died. We reached home 
after around 45 minutes and immediately took a hot 
water bath. We narrated the entire incident to our 
neighbours, and they too were amazed hearing about 
the sudden rain that left us fighting for our lives. 

Although its been eight years, the Khardung La trip 
and our encounter with death brings goose bumps to 
both of us. We thank God for his mercy and will never 
be able to forget that journey which could have easily 
been our last.

Mrs Josni Sebastian
W/o JWO T Sebastian
AF Stn Missamari
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I was barely three then, I am nine now. The 
number of repeated narrations that this particular 
incident has seen, it can easily break any of the 
Aesop’s fables record. In the process, it ensures that I 
remember each and every detail very vividly.

My family joined Daddy dear in Bangladesh when 
he suddenly thought of going back to college at DSCSC 
(Defense Services Command and Staff College), Mirpur.

It was during this sultry summer of 2010 that our 
trips to the Olympic sized swimming pool became 
frequent. Honestly, the pool seemed too huge and its 
depth seemed too scary. Even after lots of persuasion, 
I was content sitting at a safe distance so that my over 
enthusiastic parents wouldn’t pull me in, while my 
elder sister took to the water like a fish. In a couple 
of days, she jettisoned her armfloats for a hand-held 
board.

I made progress too. I would now sit on the edge 
of the pool with my feet dipping in the water, all the 
time reminding my parents of the promise they had 
made to me to not pull me into the water. Meanwhile, 
Dad would be with my sister at the deep end and Mom 
would stick around in the shallow end urging me to be 
a bit braver.

On one such trip it was just Dad, my sister and me. 
Dad’s attention was focused on my sister and I got the 
cursory warning glances to stay away from the water. 
Each day I was coaxed, cajoled and urged to get into 
the pool but today seemed to be a different day. I was 
cautioned not to come near the water. Probably that Master Aryan Deswal

S/o Gp Capt KS Deswal
AF Stn Jaisalmer

served as a trigger! Sensing an opportune moment, 
I came running and dived into the pool head on. 
Personally, I am incapable of describing what the 
sinking feeling would have been like but the fear that 
was writ large on my parents’ face is a tale in itself 
each time the story was repeated to new friends and 
relatives.

I am told, that day Major Peng dived in after me and 
rescued me. Major Peng is from the Chinese Army and 
goes to the same college as Dad. I remember seeing him 
in the frequent social gatherings at Staff College. From 
that day onwards, Major Peng showed keen interest in 
me. We kind of developed a friendly bond. Guess that’s 
why Peng uncle, who used to spend most of his time 
inside the pool, swimming, now started spending most 
of his time outside the pool, baby-sitting!

My Chinese Friend 
in Bangladesh
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I have been riding for the last 9 years, from 
short coffee rides to finding a dam, river or a hidden 
cave in the mountains! My intrigue and curiosity was 
fed by the amazing stories my friends told me of their 
riding adventures. This one time, on the way to Kasauli, 
I saw a group of bikers on Royal Enfields making their 
way to the mountain tops and I was awe-struck! The 
formation they flew in was spectacular and as a 16 year 
old I had met my first crush. I learnt how to ride from 
my guy friends, hiding the lessons from my parents. 
We had a rule at home for no driving until 18 years 
of age. This made it even more thrilling. The thought 
of riding motor cycles had me dreamy eyed. I’d read 
up about the latest bikes; look at the same scene in 
a movie over and over again. Finally one day, my dad 
agreed to teach me how to ride his beautiful RX 100. I 
knew by now how to ride, but my dad was here, all set 
to get me started. Now, being a very fauji dad, for the 
first 3 days I only got to hear the bike roar and learn 
how to fix it. The 16 year old me hated how much I had 
to wait for that first ride on my dad’s bike. But it truly 
was life changing when it came.

My dad gave me the RX for keeps. After a few falls and 
multiple sessions of kicking the bike for hours, I learnt 

How I Met My First Love
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all about my bike. Four years of college turned out to 
be the time for riding around Maharashtra. There were 
endless trips and great experiences. This did not seem 
enough, so I decided to own one of those bad boys! 
That resolve led me to my first Royal Enfield. There's 
been no looking back since; my first riding adventure 
constituted of a whopping 1100 Kms! I rode from Pune 
through Goa to Bangalore and after that a lot of rides 
covering Karnataka and Maharashtra. Each ride made 
me stronger, both mentally and physically. 

Initially when you get a bike that big and ride around 
town being a chick and all, it is quite a head turner. I 
loved the awe in people’s eyes. I enjoyed the reactions 
people had when I took off my helmet on the highway. 
Such glorious times and feeling! 

After about 6 odd months I learnt, it was not about any 
of that glory and that is when the transition of being 
a woman biker to being a biker happened. Life really 
changes when you travel and you really grow as an 
individual. 

Now, my favorite story of riding is in Vietnam. I did 
a solo trip and decided to ride around the country. I 
rented an old bike, hardly figured the brand, checked 
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Mrs Sneha Bhaduria
W/o Sqn Ldr Deepak Chouhan
224 Sqn C/o 33 Wing AF

out all the things that needed to be in place and set 
course. I feel that was the best decision ever to 
ride through the islands, meet people from so many 
nationalities on my ride, spend a lot of time with the 
locals (hearing their versions of the Vietnam War) 
and make so many friends. I believe in the power of 
traveling and it does not have to only be a bike. 

There is a lot I have learnt from my experiences of 
riding, here are a few: 

•	 Communication. The art of talking to anyone and 
about anything. Travel has this amazing gift to give 
you which is being free and going with what you 
feel and think. I spoke to people of all ages and 
from different sects of the society. Conversations 
about life, love, travel… people had so many 
stories to share. The joy of speaking your mind, 
without being judged is rare and exquisite.

•	 Being prepared. This is a life skill that today, also 
helps me to be a better professional. On a ride, I’d 
carry an extra clutch cable, chain link, fuel, water, 
puncture kit, first aid, engine oil etc. Because 
when you are on a long ride anything can happen 
anytime. Same is the case with everyday things. 

•	 Women are safe on the road. The most heart 
warming thing that I learnt is people in smaller 
towns and cities have more respect for a woman 

(at least a biker). In the last 9 years, I have only 
had trouble riding in the city. So for all those people 
who are worried about traveling alone, don’t worry 
so much. 

•	 The one thing that can get you killed on the road 
and in real life is EGO. 

•	 What is experience? It is feeling with all your 5 
senses and riding motor cycles makes you feel 
that. Every sense is active and exposed to what is 
around. The skin is socking the air, eyes the visuals, 
ears the sounds, nose the smell and tongue the 
delicacies of the area. This is real experience. 

•	 Being open to experiences. Biking is one of those 
things that make you very positive, you know 
when you head out, anything can happen anytime, 
you may just get stuck in a storm but it is alright. 
Nothing is big enough a deal as to shake you. 
You have had experience enough to be open to 
whatever may come your way. 

•	 I am not a woman biker. I am just a biker!

bUnz/kuq"k
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The Two  
Insects

The light worm says
"I can glow all night,
To guide my way
For a marvelous flight"

The firefly says
"I know it’s bad to fight
But what all you say
is not at all right" 

The light worm says
"Oh! What do you say??
I’m the best,
Glowing and gay"

Miss Ananya Deshmukh
D/o Wg Cdr RN Deshmukh
2403 ‘C’ Flt C/o 49 Wing AF

Neighbour’s Envy Owner’s Pride

Mrs Sonali Badkas
W/o Wg Cdr Parag Badkas
Air Force Academy 

I have seen Magical Men exist, 
They can be awake all night,
At day break can still pick a fight,
Their bodies may be hurt by bullets,
Their minds are unscratched, untouched and  
full of Zest

I have seen Magical Men exist,
They hide their emotions so skillfully,
Even the most, dear one’s get fooled easily,
They may return to their abode after months,
But, on a call, they report on duty-leaving their 
daughters and sons

I have seen Magical Men exist,
Extreme weathers-scorching heat and minus 
temperatures, 
Not a single one deters
The piercing silence of calm nights,
It’s not romantic songs, but the enemies plan, 
keep them bright

The firefly says
"I can glow too,
I can glow far
better than you"

And so starts their fight
Which lasts all night
On a silly thing:
Who gives off more light?

Then it is day and the early 
Bird’s searching for food
They need to be alert
But they’re not in a mood

I have seen Magical Men exist,
When they face death,
There is fear in eyes, not of the men, but in 
the eyes of the death alone
Death fears to come near,
Such is the power of a warrior.

I have seen Magical Men exist,
One Life-One Ambition-One Goal-One 
Achievement
The Do or Die attitude for the Nation

They rent only one thing – A Smile
Which they carry home
To assure their near and dear ones
They will never leave them alone….
I have seen Magical Men exist.

The bird sees them
And decides they are its prey
And so ends their quarrel
At the break of day

They are friends
And their quarrel
Ends at last

But now they are down
For the bird’s breakfast!
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gj dk;Z djks fuHkZ;rk ls A
rksM+ks 'kadk dh gj nhokj]
tks djuk gS] dj yks vc gh]
thou feyrk gS ,d ckj	

eu esas vk'kk,a <sjksa gS]
ikuk lc dks gS lgt ugha]
gj vk'kk [kqn gh iwjh gks]
,slk rks dHkh laHko gh ugha A

fQj bu vk'kkvksa ds iqy ij
D;ksa yknsa ifj.kkeksa dk Hkkj \ 
Tkks djuk gS dj yks vc gh]
thou feyrk gS ,d ckjA

thou esa lUrqf"V gksuk]
oSdfYid ugha] vko';d gSA
vko';drkvksa gsrq gh]
D;k dqN uk djrk ekuo gSA

izzfrfnu vk'kkvksa dk c<+uk]
bruh O;Lrrk yk;k gS]
fd ,d gh ?kj esa jgdj Hkh]
gj ifjtu gqvk ijk;k gSA

bu vk'kkvksa dks vadq'k nksA
thdj ns[kks bl {k.k dks vkt
tks djuk gS dj yks vc gh
thou feyrk gS ,d ckj

eq>s D;k irk Fkk ,slk gks tk,xk
FkksM+h lh [kq'kh dh pkgr esa lc dqN [kks tk,xk
?kj ls fudyh Hkh g¡lrs g¡lrs
Lkkspk u Fkk ;s g¡lh vkf[kjh ckj gS]
vkt esjs gh Åij fdLer dh cqjh ekj gSA	

iwNrh gw¡ [kqn ls fd ;g ogh /kjrh gS ftlus eq>s iSnk fd;k \
^L=h :i gS og nsoh dk*] ;g lquk dj cM+k fd;k]
iwNrh gw¡ [kqn ls fd Hkxoku us eq>s Hkh ft+Unxh thus dk
,d vkSj ekSdk D;kas ugha fn;kA

eSa iwNrh gw¡ [kqn ls] dgka gS oks 'kfDr tks vkSjr ds vUnj
fNih gS] mls ckgj fudyuk cgqr t:jh gS D;ksafd]
;s nqfu;k nfjnaxh ls Hkjh gSA

Eksjs ns'k ds yksxks& eq>ls oknk djks] tks esjs lkFk gqvk
Oks fdlh vkSj ds lkFk gksus u nsuk
bl nqfu;k ls L=h dk otw+n [kksus u nsukA

;s rqels dg jgh gw¡ eSa
eq>s det+ksj er le>uk] yM+h Fkh eSa
ij D;k d:¡¡ fdLer ekSr dk iSxke ys dj vkbZA
vkSj eSa pkgrs gq, Hkh dqN u dj ikbZA	

ml fnu mudh fdLer cqyan Fkh] tks oks iki djds Hkh cp x,]
Hkwy x, euq";rk vkSj gSokfu;r ij mrj x,]
Hkwy x, fd dksbZ vkSj Hkh gS tks mUgsa ns[k jgk gS
lp dk gkFk cgqr cM+k gSA
nfjankas! rc ugah ns[kk rks vc ns[kks] lkjk ns'k gh esjs lkFk [kM+k gSA
tgk¡ rd Hkkx ldrs gks Hkkx yks]
tks iki rqeus fd;k gS mlds fy, Hkxoku Hkh esjs gh lkFk [kM+k gSA 

cl ,d ckr dguk pkgrh gw¡ eSa rqels
viuh gjdr ij vc 'kfeZank er gksuk]
D;ksafd vc 'keZ Hkh rqEgkjs ikl vkus ls drjk jgh gS] 
cl ;gha rd Fkh rqEgkjh g¡lh] D;ksafd rqEgkjh 
cph ft+naxh Hkh] rqels dkslksa nwj tk jgh gSA
ugha cp ikvksxs] rqe yksx ugha cp ikvksxs
cn~nqvk gS esjh] vxys tue esa fdlh ds Hkh ?kj tue ugha ikvksxs
;gha gw¡ eaS] dgha ugha xbZ gw¡ eSa
cl bUlkQ dk brat+kj dj jgh gw¡ eSaA

thou feyrk gS 
,d ckj

Jherh #Pkh 'kqDyk
iRuh foax dekUMj oh 'kqDyk
49 foax ok;q lsuk

MkÛ f'k{kk LkkjLor
iRuh LDokMªUk yhMj uhjt LkkjLor
49 foax ok;q lsuk

flldh
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It was a usual working day for men in blue 
at the Air Force Station Tambaram, but the children 
were home. The schools, taking a cue from last 
year’s calamitous Chennai floods, had declared a 
precautionary holiday. Even though there was a cyclone 
warning, we felt there was nothing to worry about. 
Previous week a similar warning about another cyclone 
had frenzied us into overcautious preparedness and, in 
turn, had blessed us with two days of pleasant weather 
and mild showers. I was at home with my 10-year-old 
son. We both closed the windows of the house and put 
the things kept on the terrace and balcony inside. At 
that time it seemed quite perfunctory.

Early morning, I could sense a draft in the air and 
was happily looking forward to having a pleasant breezy 
day. Soon, the draft grew stronger and mild showers 
began. The wind started toying roughly with the doors 
and windows; we received a message to stay indoors. 
By noon the sky had turned a scary grey and the trees 
started swaying in a menacing trance. I crossed my 
fingers and said a silent prayer "may all be well". Just 
at that moment, the power supply went off and so did 
the internet and the phone signal.

 Fearing the worst, we closed and secured all the 
doors and windows of the house, tied the curtains up 
in knots, removed the carpets and switched off all the 
lights and fans to preserve the inverter battery. Cyclone 
Vardah had taken a frighteningly intense form by mid-
noon. The winds were bellowing a deafening war-cry. 
The rains were incessant and the water was sneaking 
its way through every possible opening into the house. 
As the wind speed reached an unprecedented high, 
the window panes gave way and started to open one 
by one. I flitted urgently from one room to another 
trying to arm-wrestle the window panes into closing. 
The sight outside was a scary blur of violently moving 
trees, gusty wind and heavy downpour.

 Suddenly, I heard a loud cracking sound and saw 
my neighbors’ wind-battered car shed come crashing 
down to pieces in their flooded garden. My heart sank 
deep. Just then, my son called out to me. Another sight 

Definitely, Not A Storm In  
The Tea Cup

awaited; the terrace of my first floor house was flooded 
with six inches of water that was threatening to break 
its way into the living room. Apparently, the drain of the 
terrace was too narrow to handle such a heavy influx 
of water. Seeing no other option, I folded my pajamas, 
took an umbrella and decided to empty out the water 
using a bucket. I literally had to summon ‘Angad-ian’ 
strength to maintain my footing in the strong wind, and 
my dainty umbrella, after putting up a brave little fight 
with the wind, also gave up quickly. But eventually, 
the trick worked and the water level came down to a 
certain extent.

Happy to accomplish that, but fully drenched and 
drained out of all the energy, I decided to call it a 
truce with the Super Cyclone Vardah. Even as the wind 
outside whistled a ghostly tune, I settled down with 
a cup of hot tea and curbed all my instincts to act; as 
waiting-it-out seemed to be the best strategy. After 
seemingly unending hours of the mad rain-and-wind 
dance, the rain Gods relented and the skies cleared up.

Thankful, that the ordeal was over, I went out. 
Nothing could have prepared me for the scene that 
awaited us outside. There were rows of uprooted trees 
lining the road till the plain sight went. The electric 
poles were broken and bent; there was a mangle of 
wires everywhere. Broken leaves and twigs lined every 
possible space. Worried about each other’s safety we 
checked up on the neighbors. All were safe and sound 
but each one had a story to tell.

Next few days went without electricity and internet. 
The roads were not motor able. The schools were 
closed for a week. But these things did not seem worth 
complaining, as there were people who were working 
day and night to get our lives back on track and get 
things back to normalcy. Truly, a herculean task lay 
ahead of them.

Mrs Abha Sharma 
W/o Wg Cdr Shalabh Sharma
FIS Tambaram
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Life in the forces is tough, but depends on how we take it
Every third year we are posted, but without any crib we 
make it.

Duty as an Airforce wife
Is quite adventurous with fun and strifes
On getting the posting order, we pack our bags
And mark the boxes with name tags.

Posting season is marked with different emotions
Some are awesome with the prospect of life being set in 
motion
Discarding the old to make way for new
Preparing for the next rendezvous.

The real pleasure lies in packing
Where mental preparation is more time consuming than the 
real stacking
Should I start with my clothes or the curious first, is the 
main point that keeps on cropping.
Should I hire a packer or do the job, sans exhausting.

The days become long and never ending
Sorting out groceries, clothes and coverings.
It’s a herculean task of painting the boxes and lugging
Putting the whole establishment in hustling and bustling.

Not to mention the hospitality of friends and neighbours
Ever ready with their helps and favours
Suggesting and directing with their experience in the force
As to how to proceed with the never ending chores.

Stomach is the biggest sufferer
Because of the endless offers of choicest dinners
Rich food makes us gain our weight
Exercise and dieting during the tenure expiate.

The Posting 

Mrs Anamika Mishra
W/o Wg Cdr Ashutosh Mishra
HQ CAC IAF
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Farewells and adieus
Give a feeling of déjà vu
Both physical and mental is the strain 
inflicted thereto
Taste buds are resuscitated and weighing 
machines dislocated.

But the Air Force wife
Still in her broader sight
Waits for the same with great delight
Packing and unpacking
Farewells and welcomes
All part of her wonderful life.

Melodrama
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My friends are my window to the world. 
They are my constant source of information about the 
current dating scenario. I won’t lie, I take immense 
interest in their lives, not only because I love them, but 
also because they never cease to amaze me over what 
it is like to date in your mid-30s to mid-40s, in this era 
of technology.

With the onset of online messengers, and dating 
apps, everyone is connected 24x7. A message at 23:53 
hrs. for instance, as innocent as "Hey, I like your DP" 
from a long lost colleague or an ex is no longer public 
knowledge. Gone are those days when the only means 
of connection was a landline or a mobile phone… even 
the internet boom and the plethora of online dating 
websites perhaps didn’t change the dating demography 
as much as the advent of smart phones have done.

Thus adultery, infidelity or extramarital affairs, 
however you refer to them, are slowly becoming 
an everyday occurrence. I read somewhere that a 
person’s tolerance of infidelity is directly proportional 
to the extent their own moral compass would permit 
them to drift. To someone, even a casual flirting with a 
person of the opposite sex is deception; while for some 
others, physical intimacy doesn’t count as adultery if 
there is no emotional connect.

So, is that what this is all about? Is fidelity just a 
state of the mind? Why do people seek? I refuse to use 
the word stray… as that has a negative connotation.

Are they really seeking pleasure outside of their 
current relationships? Or are they desperately trying to 
look for the person they used to be many moons ago? 
That person who is now lost in the mundane routine 
of their day to day existence? Perhaps itis a constant 
search for what they were and an escape from what 
they have become.

To be noted here is that I am not condoning 
infidelity, I am just playing the devil’s advocate. I am 
trying to understand why people tend to look outwards 
in a relationship. May be it’s never about the third 

person, maybe it’s about rediscovering themselves. 
May be if a couple is evolving together every day and 
never loses that connect with who they were and what 
they are….every time they’d look outwards, they’d 
only find each other, all the time adding dimensions to 
their lives, marriage, relationships and as a result their 
own selves. 

Love one another, but make not a bond of love, 
Let it rather be a moving sea between the shores of  
your souls.

Fidelity! 
A State of the Mind?

Mrs Bandita Bose
W/o Gp Capt P Bose
Air HQ (VB)
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vk/kqfud fodkl dks v[kckj esa i<+] eu gh eu eas] eSa Hkh Qwys u lekrh gw¡ 
vkRek dh vkokt lqu] t+jk lksp esa iM+ tkrh gw¡A 

Hkkjr ds dbZ yky vc fons'k i<+us tkrs gaS 
i<+kbZ ds ckn T;knkrj rks ogha cl tkrs gSa 
vkSykn dh rjDdh ns[k] gj ek¡ brjkrh gS
ij v/kejh gkyr esa] ;gha vdsyh flld jg tkrh gS 
D;k vki dks Hkh yxrk gS fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gS \

dksjs fo"k; Kku eas ;qok ih<+h fMxzh ys jgh gS 
uSfrd ghurk ls xzflr jh<+ [kks[kyh gks jgh gS 
vuq'kklu ghurk dh vc gn Hkh gks x;h gS 
dk;ns&dkuwu rksM+ toku ih<+h vktkn Qhy dj jgh gS 
ic&Dyc ds u'ks esa /kqr] tokuh Hkh eqj>k jgh gS 
D;k vkidks Hkh yxrk gS fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gS \

vk/kqfud vks<+ko esa vc ck<+&lh vk x;h gS 
os'k&Hkk"kk esa gh ugha] fopkjks esa fxjkoV vk x;h gS 
v/kuaxs izn'kZuksa dh gj e;kZnk VwV jgh gS 
cktkj esa vkSjr fQj pht+ cu jgh gS
D;k vkidks Hkh yxrk gS fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gS \

^csVh cpkvks^ dgrs ;kstuk,a cu x;h gSa 
gj {ks= esa vkSjrksa dh igy dneh gks x;h gS 
ij jkst ,d fuHkZ;k] dgha cfy gks jgh gSa 
lkekftd lqj{kk dh vc /kfTt;ka mM+ x;h gSa 
D;k vkidks Hkh yxrk gS fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gS \

;ksaa va/ksjksa dks dksluk] ;g esjk edln ugha 
psruk ds fn, dks tykus dh cl ,d NksVh dksf'k'k gS ;gh 
[kks[kyh gksrh uhao dks vc et+cwr cukuk gS 
foÑr gksrh uLy dks gj lafxuh dks laHkkyuk gS 
lekt dks u lgh larkuksa dks laokjuk gS 
gj ukjh dks vc lw=/kkj cuuk gS 
D;ksafd vc oks ukScr vk xbZ gS
fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gSA 

fd ckr gn ls c<+ x;h gS

Jherh ih oh ,u lq/kkjkuh
iRuh ok v ,e Mh ,l 'kekZ
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku dkuiqj

¼uSfrd] lkekftd rFkk lakL—frd ewY;ksa ds âkLk ij½
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esjs thou esa ;s dFku mruk gh lR; gS] ftruk 
fd vkleku esa lwjt vkSj pk¡n] D;ksafd vQok us gh 
esjh ft+naxh dks ,d u;h igpku nh gSA eSa x¡ko dh  
,d lh/kh&lknh Hkksyh yM+dh] Hkyk D;k tkus ckgj dh 
nqfu;k ds ckjs esaA ysfdu tc eSa 'kknh djds ,;j QkslZ 
esa vkbZ rks /khjs&/khjs esjh ftnaxh cnyus yx xbZA ;s 
cnyko esjs vanj dSls vk;kA eSa rks igys fdlh ls [kqydj 
ckr Hkh ugha djrh FkhA lkeus okys dks le> ikuk 
esjs fy, ukeqefdu FkkA ysfdu vc esjh ftanxh blds 

foijhr gks pqdh gSA vc eSa lcds lkeus [kqydj ckr j[k 
ldrh gw¡A vc eSa balku dh vPNkbZ o cqjkbZ;ksa dks ij[k 
ldrh gw¡A bruh dkfcfy;r Hkh j[krh gw¡ fd vius fopkjksa  
}kjk lkeus okys dks le>k ldw¡A fdlh Hkh LVst ij [kM+h 
gksdj Hkjh lHkk esa vius fopkj O;ä djrh gw¡ vkSj ,slk eSa 
fiNys vkB lky ls dj jgh gw¡A vki lc ;s lksp jgs gksaxs 
fd eSa ,dne ls bruk dSls cny xbZA vkb, eSa vkidks 
crkrh gw¡ & ;s lc vQok ds ek/;e ls eqefdu gks ik;kA 
D;ksafd tc ls eSaus vQok ehfVax tkuk 'kq# fd;k] rc ls 

vQok 
esjh igpku

vQok ,slh laLFkk gS egku A
tgk¡ gj fdlh dks feyrh gS] ,d u;h igpkuAA

Jherh ehuw jk.kk 
iRuh lktsaZV ,l lh jk.kk
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku tSlyesj

esjk eukscy c<+k gSA fny esa ges'kk dqN djus dh Hkkouk 
jgrh gS vkSj bruk gh ugha eSaus fiNys N% lkyksa ls vQok 
dks viuk ;ksxnku fn;k gSA eSaus dbZ lafxfu;ksa ds ifjokjksa 
dks VwVus ls Hkh cpk;k gSA viuh lw>cw> ls lafxfu;ksa 
dk eukscy c<+kus dh dksf'k'k dh gSA tks eSaus vQok ls 
lh[kk vc eSa ges'kk ;gh pkgrh gw¡ fd eSa Hkh Hkfo"; esa 
vkus okyh lafxfu;ksa dks fl[kkus dh dksf'k'k djrh jgw¡A  
esjh ftnaxh esa cnyko vkuk bruk vklku ugha Fkk D;ksafd 
tc eSa ,;j QkslZ esa u;h&u;h vk;h Fkh rks lafxfu;ksa dks 
vQok ehfVax tkrs ns[kdj yxrk Fkk fd eSa Hkh tkÅ¡] 
ysfdu eSa 'keZ ds ekjs ugha xbZ vkSj ,d ckj fdlh lafxuh 
us cksyk fd vQok ehfVax esa tkuk le; dh cckZnh gSa rks 
eSaus vius ifr dks crk;kA esjs ifr us eq>s cksyk fd fdlh 
dh dgh&lquh ckr ij er tkvksA vxj ,slk dqN gS rks 
rqe [kqn tkdj ns[kks] blls rqEgkjh 'keZ Hkh [kqy tk,xhA 
fQj ,d fnu fgEer djds eSa ehfVax esa xbZA lp ekfu,] 
eq>s igys fnu ls gh ehfVax esa cgqr vPNk yxkA gekjh 
¼lhÛ vksÛ½ eSMe us ge lcds lkFk cSBdj ckr djrs gq, 
[kkuk [kk;kA cl fQj rks ;s flyflyk pyrk jgk vkSj 
esjk eukscy fnu&çfrfnu c<+rk x;kA 

gekjs rhu cPps gSa vkSj rhuksa ges'kk eq>ls  
çsj.kk ysdj LVst dk;ZØe esa Hkkx ysrs gSaA vkSj bruk gh 
ugha] esjs cPpksa ds lkFk&lkFk esjs ifr Hkh eq> ij vc xoZ 
eglwl djrs gSaA eSa ;s dHkh ugh Hkwy ldrh] fd vkt tks 
esjh igpku gS] oks lc vQok dh cnkSyr gS vkSj blesa 
vQok v/;{kk ¼LFkkuh;½ eSMeksa dk cgqr cM+k ;ksxnku gSA 
blfy, esjh lafxfu;ksa ls fourh gS fd oks viuk dherh 
le; ,sls gh O;FkZ u xaok, cfYd vQok ifjokj dh 
lnL;k cudj vkxs vk,a vkSj vius thou esa dqN u;k 
ikus dh ;k lh[kus dh dksf'k'k djsaA 

thou cgqr cgqewY; gS] bls O;FkZ u xaok, A
eSa Lo;a vius lq[kksa dh lathouh gw¡A gs vQok !  

eSa rqEgkjh lafxuh gw¡ AA
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It was a grand party at AFAC Coimbatore 
Officers’ Mess and I was enjoying every bit of it. It 
was at this juncture, that I saw my husband coming 
towards me along with a cute girl. She was soberly 
dressed for the occasion in trousers and shirt, curly 
hair and big expressive eyes. I assumed that she 
might be the daughter of some newly posted in senior 
officer, as because of my health issues, I hardly attend 
parties and social gatherings. As the girl approached 
near me, she broke the silence by uttering the words 
‘Good evening ma’am. I have heard a lot about you and 
wanted to meet you’. Now, it was clear to me that the 
cute, little girl was a lady officer.

After the party was over and we reached back 
home, my hubby shared with me that the officer was 
posted in as the Adjutant. He praised her professional 
competence and otherwise. Since then, she became 
my favourite, her soft looks, yet strong personality, 
bubbling with energy all the time and yet so mature, 
always appealed to me.

In due course of time, she got posted out and went 
to another AF Station in northern India. Time passed 

A Resilient 
Fauji Angel
‘Happiness is not the absence of problems

But the ability to deal with them’

bUnz/kuq"k

by and a few months back our doorbell rang at night 
around 11 PM. The opening of the door sprang a 
surprise to me as I saw that lady officer standing at 
our doorstep. I hugged her in jiffy and brought her in. 
While talking, she revealed that she had come for a 
course to AFAC.

Few days passed further from then and we invited 
her for dinner to our place, just one day before the 
completion of the course. I don’t know why, but I did 
not find her as bubbly and chirpy that day, as she used 
to be. Somewhere in the corner of my heart, I could 
feel that everything was not right with her. She did not 
seem to be her normal self, seeming a little dull. Few 
days from then, came her terrifying message from 
her on Whatsapp that she was detected with breast 
cancer. I just couldn’t control my tears and immediately 
contacted her on phone. This was the time I realized 
that what she appears to be is not what she actually is. 
She sounded on phone like a tigress full of confidence 
and faith. Her words still echo in my ears ‘Don’t worry 
ma’am, you are my inspiration. I will sail through this 
as you did’. Since that day onwards, this sweet little 
angel had become the source of inspiration for me and 
I decided to share her story with all of you.

For any girl, her feminine appearance is the most 
important part of her personality. How agonizing it is 
for a lady to have breast cancer in her twenties, going 
through surgeries, chemotherapy for months together 
in a hospital and that too in a cancer ward where so 
much of negativity and pessimism prevails. Shedding 
her hair as aftereffects of the chemotherapy, would 
have been a nightmare for her as a female. As I used 
to interact with her almost on daily basis, I would 
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make out how beautifully and amazingly this little girl 
was managing the whole episode. 

It may seem weird to some of you as I am writing 
about somebody’s personal life. To be honest, even I 
felt the same and immediately called up my friend and 
spoke about my intentions of sharing her story with all 
of you. I was amazed to see that both of us had the 
same point of view. We wanted to bring awareness 
amongst Sanginis through her experience. She shared 
about her medical history, symptoms and treatment. I 
feel she was lucky enough that she got diagnosed at an 
early stage because of her prudence and confidence, 
otherwise, majority of the women keep hiding the 
symptoms because of hesitation. Socially, it is a taboo 
that females are only known because of the outer 
feminine beauty and by the time they approach the 
doctors, it gets too late. It is always important to do the 
self breast examination every 3 months. If you feel any 
painless lump that is moving or feel pain or uneasiness 
in the lump, as my friend had, it is always advisable 
to get the check-up done by a doctor. It is important 
to know that we all have cancer cells in our body but 
due to less immunity or genetic reasons anyone can 
develop breast cancer.

As we all know, prevention is better than cure, get 
this check-up done regularly and God forbid, if the 
cancer is detected at any early stage, it can be treated 
easily. In these cases, the lump is removed with the 
help of conservative surgery without removing the full 
breast. I can say that it needs guts of steel to share 
all your personal issues publicly, with all the Sanginis 
through this article, which my little friend did. I believe 
if God pushes you to the corner, it is because he wants 
you to become stronger and learn to adjust in life. 
We all are sent to this world with a purpose and my 
friend’s purpose is to make us all aware of this issue 
through her personal experience. What a display of 
determination, positivity and the will to bounce back 
and come back to normal life. I was amazed to see her 
resilience.

When she was admitted to RR hospital, I happened 
to go to Delhi with my family, to look her up. She told 
me on phone, ‘Ma’am, you don’t come to the ward as it 
is far off from the reception and you will find it difficult 
to walk that much distance. I will come downstairs to 
meet you’. My heart cried out for her but at the same 
time, I was happy to see her live and kicking. I hugged 
her tight and could fee that she was wearing a cap as 
she had lost all her hair. But her hair was the only thing 
she had lost and not her spirit. The innocent smile in 
her hopeful bright eyes, with all the rays of sun falling 
on her, I could feel my tears rolling onto my cheeks. I 
uttered ‘you look as beautiful and sweet as you were’. 
She saluted my husband as a true Fauji and my respect 
for her as a strong human, went beyond my words. She 
taught me the lesson how to be a true Fauji and fighter, 
whether the battle is on in the battlefield or with your 
illness.

We all have to understand that every problem in our 
life is an opportunity for us to get in touch with our inner 
strength to rise and in such crucial circumstances, it is 
very important to have emotional and moral support of 
people around us more than their physical presence. 
Empathy is the most important virtue to have, learn to 
listen the unspoken pains and agonies and try to be of 
some support for the people who need it during their 
tough times or illness. Like me, Hina was also lucky to 
get full support of her family and friends which kept 
her spirits high to fight the battle. Kudos to you my 
little friend Hina Malik. We are proud of you and we 
all love you. May God Bless you with all Health and 
Happiness in your life.

‘Girte hain sheh sawar hi maidan jang main
Wo tifl kya girenge jo ghutno ke bal chale’

Mrs Rakhi Singh
W/o Wg Cdr AK Singh
AFAC Coimbatore
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Hi, I’m Aqseer. I’m bad at talking and good 
at listening. I’d talk, if only people would listen.

We all need to be listened to. If that need isn’t 
met, there are high chances of falling mentally ill. I’ve 
experienced this first-hand.

I am currently working on a pilot project on ‘Building 
a Culture of Empathy in Two Law Schools.’ And I’m 
mentioning this because there are similarities in the 
culture at law schools and in the armed forces. These 
are hyper-masculine spaces; and there is no denying 
that the job requires this kind of overt masculinity. 

However, the job also requires a form of femininity! 
In other words, the job in both spaces also requires 
really and mindfully dealing with yourself and with 
other people. And to be effective, even successful at 
your job, no matter what your official role is, you have 
to be able to listen to each other. And your kids! 

You cannot in fact, split the masculine and feminine 
functions. Times were when you hazed your men and 
women to toughen them up and then sent them to units 
they grudgingly learnt to respect. The need today is for 
a proactive and alert nurturing with listening as the 
fundamental tool.

I have grown up with beautiful, hilarious and at 
times, downright terrifying stories around me. What 
has stayed is that our intentions are in place, we want 
to do the right thing, we may not know how. 

Can we begin by acknowledging this? As a grateful 
and proud Air Force daughter, I want to ask you: 
can we admit that we may be struggling at a socio-
cultural-personal-part-professional level Careful, 
compassionate, caring conversation then, IS the key.

What really makes for a fulfilling conversation is 
people’s ability to listen to each other. Really listen 
instead of waiting impatiently for their turn to speak. 
So, the first thing you need to do is be patient.

Stop talking. Stop fidgeting. Zone in. This is an 
important thing you’re doing. If you’d rather be on the 
phone or inside your head, do just that instead.

Secondly, be empathetic. This means to feel being 
in another person’s situation. Or shoes. Don’t know 
what this means? Think of your go-to agony aunt/
uncle. What do they do that makes it so easy to talk 
to them? Copy that. But don’t make the mistake of 
thinking that you ‘know’ what it's like to be the other 
person. 

So, rule number three. Please don’t waste time 
offering solutions or giving advice. Your job is to act 
as a mirror. A sounding board. The wall that they 
are playing emotional squash against. Forget the 
metaphor. Just try to ask open-ended questions that 
help the other person arrive at their own answer.

Lastly, maintain boundaries so that you don’t 
get addicted to their drama. It’s their life, not your 
entertainment. It’s not up to you to fix it, much less 
rescue them from themselves.

A simple way of checking these is to examine your 
relationship with your phone. Are you leaving it on loud 
through the night, just in case they ‘need’ you? Are 
you repeatedly asking them about their co- dependent 
relationship, even when they haven’t brought it up in 
weeks? If so, you need to work on your boundaries.

That's it! That’s pretty much all you need to know.

Now what are you going to do with this formula? I 
don’t think I know enough, but I would think you could 

•	 Put your knowing, your pre-conceived notions 
aside. YOU DO NOT KNOW. If you want things 
to change, you have to start from not-knowing. 

•	 Now pick a space. Start small. Pick a space 
around you to apply these pointers. Your space 
with your child or your space with a subordinate 
or your space with a colleague or your space 
with a stranger.

Will Anyone 
Listen?

bUnz/kuq"k
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•	 Then you co-create the solution. You do not 
HAND it to people, no one wants that, no one 
appreciates that. Co-create. 

•	 Then iterate. Fail. Iterate. Fail. Fail fast. Keep 
repeating.

Lives have been lost, illnesses were caused, and 
accidents took place because someone somewhere 
was not listening. Take the time to consider another’s 
voice and words. It is the deepest respect you can 
show them. A loving silence that genuinely stops to 
consider what the other is trying to communicate is 
more powerful and healing than the smartest of words 
at times. 

Miss Aqseer
D/o Air Mshl SH Singh AVSM VM
Air HQ (RKP)

Miss Aarushee Mahadevan
D/o Gp Capt A Mahadevan
10 Sqn C/o 32 Wing AF
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Aqseer is a law graduate and psychology post-graduate with 
training in arts therapy. She is insanely driven to become a person, 
and prevent mental illness through her venture, Aaina.

I have an handbook on active listening that is 
available for sharing; you’re welcome to adapt it to 
your needs. I myself have adapted it from the Trinity 
College of Dublin’s Peer Listening Manual. 

Good luck! With living, learning and loving. We all 
need it. 

With all my heart I love to travel

Through the mountains and gravel

While we travel there are ups and downs 

And at times we also get bruises and wounds

To travel there are many ways

Some go to unknown places and some for days

In the roads there are turns and tumbles 

But do not take someone who grumbles 

And when we reach our destination

Then we can sigh with satisfaction

Travel
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Mrs Divya Vinod
W/o Sgt R Vinod
5 BRD AF

bUnz/kuq"k

YOU ARE ...
You are the sun,
That shines on my dream
You are the rain,
That slakes my loneliness
You are the fire
That stokes my desire
You are the cloud
That makes me dream
You are the earth
That I love to rest on
You are the ocean
That I wish to explore
You are the star,
That shall guide my life
You are the air
That I like to breathe,
You are the mountain,
That makes me adventurous,
You are the girl
who I always love to love!

Scent of Yours
Love the time when you were in my womb	
Oh! You made him a father and me a mom;
Being fragile when we brought you home.
Your fragrance took me  on cloud nine,
You gave me intoxication more than any wine
Oh! My daughter you are a part of mine.
I love the scent of your hair,
Stroking fingers in gestures of care.
Oh! The divine time that we share.

I love the aroma of your lemon tea
Which you made first time for me
Coyly asking ‘Mamma how is the tea?’
Aroma of henna in your hands, was an emotional 
string
Now my princess is oceans apart with her prince
And how madly, I long for your single glimpse.
My angel, my world, my child;
I adore everything you do in your style
Your smell always propels me from tears to smile.

Mrs Sony Pradeep
W/o Sgt P Pradeep 
33 Wing AF
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To Streets and Smiles

A foreign gentleman I met recently said 
"Whatever I may or may not have believed in before 
coming here, having seen the traffic in India, I am now 
convinced that somewhere, in some form, there is a 
God!" 

I’m inclined to agree. There is no other way the 
seemingly random, chaotic melee of buses, cars, auto 
rickshaws, cycle rickshaws, cyclists and pedestrians 
could navigate the streets and sidewalks of this country 
without killing or at least mortally injuring someone at 
every major crossing. 

There is either a great conductor up in some heaven, 
orchestrating the entire series of near misses or the 
public of India is blessed with an unparalleled sense 
of spatial awareness. An experienced motorcycle 
rider in India will earn vivid nail marks on his arms or 
shoulders if he happens to take an uninitiated visitor 
as pillion. The winding and braking and zipping through 
spaces just wide enough to accommodate you are 
nerve wracking, to say the least, for any newcomer. 
It’s nothing short of miraculous how twenty vehicles 
will converge at one point at high speeds and move 
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on in opposite directions, without checking speed. 
Truck drivers keep up a steady trundle, trusting lesser 
mortals to take note of their sheer presence. Cars 
proceed with caution, fearing for their paint, fenders 
and rear view mirrors. Motorcycles, cycles and cycle 
rickshaws look for gaps which they can fit through 
and leave further progress beyond that point in the 
hands of the Almighty. Auto rickshaws proceed with a 
certain reckless abandon, almost enjoying the power 
of their lack of fear. Pedestrians hold out a hand to 
command the traffic to halt while they cross a road 
and lo and behold, the traffic halts. Cows and bulls 
chew cud contentedly, oblivious to the roar, whine, 
clatter, hoots and honks accompanying the crush of 
metal rushing around them.

What impresses me more than the sound, sights 
and sheer overwhelming nature of India’s traffic 
though, is the apparent camaraderie with which the 
entire charade enacts itself in small towns. Unlike fast 
paced cities where people indulge in road rage as a 
matter of routine, the average Indian of a small town 
reacts to a traffic snarl or jam with philosophical good 
humor. In fact, the mood is infectious. I have seen hot-
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headed visitors from out of town shake a fist at others 
and then cool down rapidly with a roll of eyes at the 
sheepish grin of the accused. A few years ago when 
a bumbling cyclist doddered along in the centre of the 
road in front of a car without giving way for a good ten 
minutes, the driver of the car, fed up of honking, stuck 
his head out and yelled "Marna hai kya?!" To which 
the unfazed cyclist (after halting and dismounting with 
much ceremony) replied "Arrey saab, marna toh sabhi 
ko hai, kisi na kisi din"

Red lights glow unblinkingly at crossings while 
traffic merrily follows its course under them. Some 
crossings don’t even change to amber or green ever. 
It’s a mystery I have not been able to fathom in many 
years. I understand the flashing amber which cautions 
drivers, riders and pedestrians alike to be cautious 
and proceed slowly at the crossing, but what’s with 
the unchanging red light? Yet the traffic converges 
and disperses without event. No eye contact is made 
among the thousands rushing through, and the only 
time anyone looks into the eyes of another is when 
they just miss colliding and smile with relief.

The guardians of this benevolent lunacy are the 
epitome of easy going bonhomie themselves. A traffic 
policeman who wishes to remain unnamed says 

Mrs SugandhaThakran
W/o Wg Cdr YS Thakran
AF Stn Jaisalmer

"Everything’s going all right. Nobody complains. There 
are no accidents. Why do you worry?" Sitting in relaxed 
groups out of the line of fire, the khaki clad upholders 
of order do not wish to be bothered unless there is an 
actual problem. An occasional enthusiastic individual 
will rush into the eye of the storm and try and assert 
his authority, but the traffic soon makes a joke out of 
his attempt.

The common man here is undecided between his 
frustration with the chaos and his indignation at India 
being slighted by any outsider. "Everybody knows the 
traffic rules. But if the man in front of me is breaking 
one and getting away faster, well I don’t want to be 
a fool." Obviously there are no fools here. Manic, 
reckless, dexterous perhaps, but all bound together 
by an invisible web of mutual awareness. Dancing a 
dance in perfect coordination, in tandem and in step, 
with unfaltering optimism and humor. It’s good to be 
on the Indian roads!

bUnz/kuq"k
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I am Doing 
My Bit

Miss Japneet Kaur
D/o Wg Cdr MS Virdi
AF Stn Hakimpet

Morning walkers and others bustle about 
their morning business on the golf course road at 
Secunderabad witness an unusual sight. An elderly 
gentleman going for a walk – but with a difference. 
He carries a plastic bag with him and picks up the 
wrappers and polythene bags carelessly strewn about 
the roadside to deposit them into the bins where they 
should have been. He is Wing Commander Dalbir Singh 
(Retd). Here is what he tells about himself.

‘I joined the Indian Air Force in 1963 and remained 
in the Air Force till December 1994, after which I took 
voluntary retirement. In IAF, my last place of posting 
was Delhi. A very high level of pollution of all sorts in 
Delhi forced me to join my new job with Department 
of Space (DoS) in Hyderabad. All in all, I spent twenty 
seven years in IAF. I served here in DoS from 1994 to 
2007, after which I served in the corporate world for 
two years.

During my childhood, we used to play many 
physically exhausting games back in my village. I had 
the inclination of writing stories and poems in Punjabi, 
which were published in my college magazine and 
other Punjabi publications. Now, I spend a lot of time in 
reading newspapers and magazines.

Right from my childhood, we had very good teachers, 
who taught us a lot about the environment. Our parents 
also used to encourage us to save the environment. 
When I shifted here, I used to go out for my evening 
walks, and discovered that many saplings that were 
planted were drying up. I then started to water the 
saplings. I used to water around fifty of them, but 
that’s as far as I could go. I also used to notice that 
the roads were very dirty and full of garbage. I used to 
take a few bags and started cleaning up the garbage on 
the roads. It’s like adding value to one’s life, so when I 
go for my walks, I try to clean the surroundings. I even 
switch off the street lights, by finding out the location 
of the switches, which would sometimes be on till late 
in the day.

When I start my walk there is a lot of litter, but it 
feels very nice to see the clean surroundings when 

I walk back home (smiles). Nowadays, even parents 
come and tell me that their kids don’t throw their 
wrappers or paper anywhere on the road. This is very 
satisfying’.

That is what he says about the people’s reaction 
towards him: -

‘Some people would look at me and ask me what 
I was doing, giving me bizarre stares (laughs) and 
want to know what I will do with the stuff I pick up. For 
instance, once in a while, I cut/prune thorny bushes/
trees of acacia and ber trees that come up right on the 
road, to ensure that they would not harm any passers-
by, cyclists or school children. That time, some people 
do question me if I am going to sell these off (laughs 
again). But now, many people do offer their kind help to 
carry my bags that are full of litter.

When asked if he feels that he is all alone in this 
battle to save the environment? He said, ‘Not at all. 
Even if one person is cautious not to throw a wrapper 
or a piece of garbage on the street, it adds to my 
efforts. I try to do whatever I can do. First day my 
daughter joined me and we collected give big bags of 
garbage. It’s not that I am doing a very big thing for the 
environment; I am simply doing my bit to give back to 
society (smiles). This society and nature has given us 
many things, so in out humble way we can endeavour 
to return a little. The ‘Swachh Bharat Abhiyan’ was like 
a blessing and encouragement to me’.

‘After all, this is our area, and I feel that whatever 
outsiders travel through our area, they should be able 
to appreciate the cleanliness and greenery of this 
wonderful place’.

When asked what message would he like to give he 
smiled and said, ‘I am too small to give any message, 
but I just want to say that this is our city, our country, 
and it is our job to keep it clean and green. People 
usually don’t intend to dirty the surroundings, but they 
do it unknowingly’.

One has to shed that feeling of ‘remarks of others’ 
about you. If one person does it today, two will do it 
tomorrow, and so on.
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ft+anxh dh lSj
fta+nxh dh jkg gh dqN ,slh gS]
fta+nxh esa ,d fnu ft+anxh ls eqykdkr gqbZ]
cSB]s pk; ih] fQj dqN ckr gqbZ]
eaSus iwNk ft+anxh rw D;k gS\
lp gS] liuk gS] viuk gS] ijk;k gS] eksg gS] ek;k gS]
/kwi gS] Nk;k gS] Øks/k gS] yksHk gS] izse gS]
Xke gS] [kq”kh gS] :nu gS] galh gS] Hkwr gS] orZeku gS] Hkfo’; gS]
Okjnku gS] ;k vfHk”kki gS\
<sj lkjs iz”u lqudj igys rks fta+nxh ckS[kykbZ fQj gkSys ls eqldkbZ]

Okg dgrh gS] iz”u vusd gSa ysfdu mRrj ,d gS] 
fta+nxh dk nks’k ugha] ft+anxh rks usd gS]
;g dgdj ft+anxh tkus yxh]
rHkh idM+dj fta+nxh dk gkFk] dgk 
pyrs gSa FkksMh nwj lkFk&lkFk
lqudj ft+anxh cksyh]
eq>s dgha vkSj Hkh tkuk gSA
dqN rqedks le>k;k dqN vkSjksa dks Hkh le>kuk gS]
ft+anxh ,d Qqyokjh gS] Qwy vkSj dkaVs nksukas dh D;kjh gSA

gksds ek;wl u ;wa] “kke ls <+yrs jfg,]
ft+anxh Hkksj gS] lwjt ls fudyrs jfg,]
,d gh iako ij Bgjksxs rks Fkd tkvksxs]
/khjs&/khjs gh jkg ij pyrs jfg,A
dne pwe ysrh gS ix&ix ij eafty]
eqlkfQj vxj viuh fgEer u gkjsA

Jherh eatw ;kno
iRuh lktsZaV , ,l ;kno
56 , ,l ih] ok;q lsuk

Iys Ldwy ,d ,slh cfx;k gS ftlesa rjg&rjg ds 
Qwy gSa] ftudks ns[kdj psgjs ij eqLdku vk tkrh gSA 
lkFk gh lksbZ gqbZ ftanxh xqyt+kj gks tkrh gSA bu 
Qwyksa dh uUgh&uUgh dfy;k¡ #ih uUgsa&uUgsa gkFkksa ds 
Li'kZ ls iwjs 'kjhj esa rkt+xh vkSj LQwfrZ Hkj tkrh gSA 
budh eklwfe;r eu dks egdk nsrh gSA ;g NksVh&lh 

Iys Ldwy Jherh ljkst dqekjh pkSjfl;k
iRuh tq ok v ,l ds pkSjfl;k
36 foax ok;q lsuk

cfx;k gekjs thou dh uhao gSA bls cqjh phtksa vkSj 
cqjh gokvksa ls cpk dj j[kuk gSA tks cM+s gksdj iwjs 
lalkj dks egdk;s] ;g NksVh lh cfx;k eq>s I;kjh gSA 
bUgsa gesa thou dh lgh jkg fn[kkuh gSA
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Once I Had An Argument 
With My Son

One day I saw my 16 year old son, coming 
out from the bathroom after having a shower. I told 
him, "go and offer prayer to God." He told me, "I don’t 
believe in God." I was scared that something wrong 
would happen to him. I told him firmly," Please don’t 

speak like this. God is there. "My son asked me, "Have 
you ever seen God?" Actually I have never seen him. I 
believe in God because I have seen my parents worship 
everyday in the temple. In doubt I said, "No I haven’t, 
but that must be the truth." Vicky, my son was not in a 
mood to let the matter go. He said. "Mom, you give me 
the proof, if there is God."

I was a little bit worried, but not one to lose my 
battle, I sat near my son & told him "Look everything 
cannot be explained. Certain thing’s we cannot be seen 

but we can only feel them like wind. So God is there, 
but we can feel his presence if we believe in him". I 
tried to convince him. "If we believe in God or if being 
a religious person benefits our society which would 
become free of sins and help a person become a better 
person, then why not believe in GOD?" I asked my son.

He told me politely, "Mummy I will bow my head 
before God, because you are telling me to do so and 
because I believe in you. But without belief in God, 
what would be its value?"

Again he told me, "If I experience it myself then it 
would be better to worship God!" I told my son not to 
disrespect the almighty.

In a humble voice he replied, "I will love God because 
you believe in him, but I won’t be a God fearing person. 
"I thought somewhere he was right. I had told him my 
point of view. I accepted his beliefs and prayed to God 
to bless him.

One's own experiences are guidelines to 
belief. Preaching and teaching can only help to a  
certain extend.

Mrs Kalpana Das
W/o MWO J Das
38 Wing AF

Miss Mehak Malhotra 
D/o Wg Cdr S Malhotra
Air HQ (VB)
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The teen years are a very special part of a persons’ 
life. A very dramatic age. It is typically, a journey from 
tight shirts to torn jeans and torn jeans to torn shirts. 
From the generation of writing letters to whatsapp 
messages. Even if they want to say yes to the traditional 
stereotypes, their rebellious blood makes them say NO. 
It is an age when peer pressure is common and some 
are victims of that and some are the pressure and some 
just want that one chance to stand and sparkle like a 

Teenage
star at night. Some just want to enjoy every drop of rain 
and look at the rainbow and whenever we become that 
part of the journey that our parents wish us upon, we 
look back at the memories and laugh our hearts out. 
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Your name is your identity. But what happens 
to a female, the moment she is married. Why does 
she change her name? Why don't men ever change 
their names? We were and we still are living in the 
patriarchal society which makes us believe that the 
women who don't change their names aren't dedicated 
to their marriage.

Majority women would decide that a name change 
is the path of least resistance. Another few men and 
women want their family to share a common name. 
Even if this argument is taken in consideration, why do 
the children have to bear the father's name and not the 
mother's name? If it’s so important to you that your 
family shares a last name, make it the wife's name. If 
the man has some hesitation bearing the wife's name, 
it leaves a question behind -should you marry someone 
who thinks your identity is fundamentally inferior to  
his own?

Identity matters. Securing your own identity is the 
first step towards inequality. Mere invention of the term 
"Ms" throws light on the fact that men simply existed in 
the world while women were identified based on their 
Marital Status."Husband and Wife are one" and the One 
was the husband always. Society has yet to evolve to a 
place, where it’s common to find men who would ever 

Mrs Prachi
W/o Wg Cdr Amit Sathe
AF Stn Bidar

consider taking their wife's surname.

How can someone change the name he or she has 
been living with all this while? A woman grows with her 
father's name, right from pre-nursery up to university 
level and till the time she is married. Why should she 
change her name to someone else's overnight? Why 
should she take the pain of changing her name on all 
the important documents?

It’s a marriage of equals. We are in an era where 
a marriage is built on gender equality. If the man 
understands enough and believes in equality, it wouldn't 
matter to him, if his wife uses his name or her father's 
name.The most important thing in Married Life is Love 
and Happiness which does not depend on the surname.

Let’s embrace a modern vision of a family where 
individuals form social and legal bonds out of Love and 
Loyalty, instead of defining family as a group coalesced 
under one male figure head and a singular name.

Today's Woman is confident, educated and 
independent. She wants respect, love and equality. She 
doesn't want to be behind her husband but by his side, 
to take the challenges of Life along with him. She wants 
her own identity, her own Name. Let this be the step for 
change. Say "NO" to patriarchy. Be who you are.

I am What I am  
.....Be You

bUnz/kuq"k
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Go Away" Screeches the bird perched on 
a green branch as I look out into the vast wildness, 
looking for the Rhinoceros amidst the shrubs. Kaziranga 
National Park is located approximately 100 kms away 
from Jorhat town.

Our journey by road from Air Force Station Jorhat 
which is a little more than two hours, takes us through 
lush vistas with lush green trees and grasslands Tea 
bushes all around on either side of the road.

When we reached our destination the first to greet 
us were the elephants, their mighty trunks pulling 
out the tall elephant grass. Next to greet us were the 
deers, hiding behind the bushes. They stare at us and 
then get back to their meal gnawing at the leaves. A 
couple of them cross the muddy road in front of us, 
followed by wild buffaloes. They dazzle us indeed with 
their big horns. But this is a land of "Rhino’s" and here 
we are looking for them.

People around told us that if we are lucky, we could 
even spot a Leopard. My eyes scan around the treetops 
as I look out for the elusive Leopard. "It is even easier 
to spot a Lion but the Leopard are different" explains 
the man who took us out for a Jeep Safari. 

Wild Buffalo is a large animal, very shy but 
extremely dangerous, as they gore and kill over 100 
hundred people every year. The adult buffalo horns 
are its characteristic feature. They have fused bases 
forming a continuous bone shield.

A pair of antelopes suddenly darts into the bushes 
as we pass through the dense forest. As we drive 
through the dense vegetation the roads are spotted 

with the fresh droppings of Rhino & Elephants. The 
ranger hinted we could see a Rhino soon.

We continue our Jeep Safari in absolute silence 
until the naturalist stops & points to something in the 
undergrowth. And then I see it, amidst all the stalks 
of grass and the thin branches - a Rhinoceros mother 
standing in the grasslands along with a baby Rhino, 
visible through the gaps in the trees and slowly as our 
Jeep crawled on the road we could spot them right 
in front of our Jeep few metres away on the turning. 
They walk together very gracefully barely moving few 
inches, looking right at us even as we slowly move our 
vehicle around to get a better view.

The shutterbugs go crazy but me and my younger 
one captured the amazing sight in our eyes forever!!! 
The rain cloud slowly gather, creating a thick blanket 
and that is our cue to leave. The ride is almost over and 
it is time for us to head back. We meet more deers and 
wild buffaloes on the way.

For the last time, we sighted a Rhino still standing 
contentedly among the shrubs. We let him be and 
return to our campus as its lunch time for us too!!!

Wild Things

Mrs Shreyashi Gaur
W/o Gp Capt Vishnu Gaur
AF Stn Jorhat

Get ready to walk on the wild side of Kaziranga National ParkbU
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Mrs Sri Devi Raman
W/o JWO SP Raman
2401 Sqn C/O 40 Wing AF

My Experience in  
Air Force

bUnz/kuq"kINTRODUCTION

My very exciting journey in the Indian air force 
(IAF) as a ‘Sangini’ began on may/04 2001 (the day of 
my marriage to an air warrior). I am proud that I am 
married to an air warrior, for whom the nation matters 
the most. Until then I have seen life in air force and 
their sacrifice for the nation and hard work only in 
films.

AS A SANGINI

Ever since my wedding, I really learnt a lot of things 
from Air Force. It changed my entire outlook and 
attitude towards life. The first year was the hardest to 
adjust. I was feeling like a fish out of water, but soon I 
settled and started feeling better and better. Thanks to 
friendly environment and lovely and hopeful people, I 
began a new journey in my life. Although it was bit hard 
to adjust at first instant with this new life style but soon 
I realized very quickly that life is very precious and I 
had to stand on my own.

"No life is so hard that you can’t make it easier by 
the way we take it. A trouble shared is trouble halved"

Sometimes even due to our mechanical tasks 
we tend to forget ourselves and neglect our likes 
and dislikes. During this phase, I understood the 
importance of AFWWA. It helped me know more about 
myself and my likes. One can express one’s in this stage 
effectively. AFWWA came as a blessing in disguise in 
my life. I cannot but thank it for making my life bright, 
beautiful and colourful.

ROLE OF AFWWA IN MY LIFE

AFWWA is a wonderful medium to communicate. If 
you have some new and beautiful things to express, 
everyone is willing to hear it. On the other hand it 
grooms everyone’s hidden talent. Whenever we need 
something, AFWWA stands by our side and give their 
best to solve our problems. Everyone is treated equally 
and an egalitarian aspect of the AFWWA impressed 
me the most. No doubt, it inspired me to learn and a 
motivating factor to explore my hidden talents. It acts 
as a sole solution for all troubles. Its service is really 
commendable. 

AFWWA gives more exposure to everyone and all 
members forget their malice and meet with each other 

and share their thoughts and ideas without any bias and 
discrimination. Here the atmosphere is very friendly 
and people and people are very cordial. AFWWA spots 
the right talent one posses in various fields and provide 
right platform to showcase our skills. Be it dancing or 
singing, AFWWA is at the forefront to nurture it and 
act as a catalyst in showcasing the talents one and all 
here.

It also acts as a cultural hub and provides a platform 
to show it to the world. We participate with enthusiasm 
and high spirit. I had attended several workshops 
conducted by AFWWA which was very beneficial and 
informative. Recently, AFWWA introduced flagship 
programme of "Swasth Sangini" which made each and 
every sangini proud and think that someone is here to 
care, share and stand for.

It feels good to hear someone say ’take care’, but it 
feels so much better to hear someone say’ I will take 
care of you’. That’s what exactly AFWWA is doing all 
these years. Needless to say that out of every meeting, 
we involved, learnt the value of unity, co-operation,  
co-ordination and tolerance.

CONCLUSION

In my personal view , being a Sangini, AFWWA 
helped me to prepare for the tough battle of life and 
make me a responsible citizen. It also promotes 
knowledge and personality development. I conclude by 
saying that being a wife of an warrior, I involve my self 
directly or indirectly performing a (solid) support role to 
an air warrior in protecting our motherland. Last but not 
the least, I want that all the Sanginis to come forward 
and join together to actively participate in various 
activities conducted by AFWWA and get benefited. It 
has done much for the benefit of the families of serving 
and retired personnel of IAF. A volunteer is worth of 
twenty pressed man. Actively engage in AFWWA and 
fly high in your life. For every Sanginis life is incomplete 
without AFWWA. 

Jai Hind!
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vQok
ok;q lsuk dh ;g laLFkk]
mn~~xe mRlkg dk djrh lapkjA

thou dh izR;sd pqukSrh]
ok;q ;ks)k djrk LohdkjA
thou “kSyh mRd``’V viukrsA

Lor% fodkl iFk ij]
ix&ix vkxs c<+rs tkrsA
fo’ke ifjfLFkfr;ksa esa Hkh]
vpy vfMx <ky cu tkrsA

ikfjokfjd laj{k.k ,oa
thou lafxuh dh e/kqj eqLdkuA
vQok ds ek/;e ls iuirhA

ikfjokfjd le``f) n”kkZrhA
ft+Unxh ds ix ix ij
lkFk fuHkkrh
lkFkZd ;gh thou dgykrhA

Jherh jtuh ;kno
iRuh tw ok v f”ko dqekj
220 LDokMªu] ok;q lsuk

mB euq";] mB euq";! fd ;s /kjk gS ty jghA

fge f'k[kj fi?ky jgs] ou foyqIr gks pysA

o`f"V çcy gS dgha] vkSj dgha /kjk QVhA

çxfr rhoz gS ijUrq] lzksr lHkh lw[k jgsA

vc lpsr gks euq";] vU;Fkk fouk'k gSA 

ftruk ysa] mruk nsa] fd ç—fr larqfyr jgsA

ty lapuk djsa] lw;Z 'kfä ç;ksx gksA

o`{k jksius dk vc] gj euq"; ç.k djsA

euqiq= eqLdqjk,xk] tc /kjk gjh&Hkjh jgsA

Lo;a ft,a vkSj vkus okyksa dks thus ds iy nsaA

mB euq";] mB euq";! fd ;s /kjk gS ty jghA

oSf'od m".krk

Jherh lqu;uk 'kqDyk
iRuh ok v , ds 'kqDyk
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku fcnj
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I got married at the age of 22. Life was good 
as an Air Force officer’s wife. I had everything at such 
an early age. I was fully satisfied with my life. ‘It was 
28 March 2014’, yet another day in my happily married 
life. I had an Air Force officer as a loving husband. Sqn 
Ldr Ashish Yadav was posted to 77 Sqn, one of the 
best Squadrons that the Indian Air Force could offer. 
The Squadron was on detachment to Agra, as runway 
maintenance work was going on at Hindon. He also 
moved to Agra and since I was carrying eight months, 
I shifted to my parents place at Chandigarh. Staying 
away from him was part of his profession, but this 
time it was painful, I really didn’t want to leave him. I 
didn’t know this time that our destiny wasn’t to be an 
average Fauji Family and this separation was going to 
be forever.

Everything was going smooth until one morning 
when a phone call from squadron hit us like a bolt of 
lightning. We were shaken; the worst fear of a flier’s 
wife had come true. The call was about his flying 
accident. I did not know how to react, my parents went 
in total wreck. My universe suddenly seemed so dark. 
Our world came to a standstill. We prayed and prayed 
and prayed. But it was futile, second call from the 
Commanding Officer, turned our world upside down, 
he tried to put things as kindly as he could but the hard 
reality was that an aircraft had crashed. 

I lost my husband at the age of 24 and my child had 
lost his father before coming to this world. My mind 
went still, body was numb, and I could see the faces, 
feel the movement around me and hear the buzzing 

From A Mother to  
an Officer

sound but everything seemed unreal, nothing made 
sense. I felt like finishing myself. But then, I had my 
innocent child who was not even born. I delivered him 
after 20 days of his crash. I didn’t know what I should 
do. Do I celebrate that I am blessed with a baby boy, or 
should I grieve. Very shortly after that, one day the CO 
and his wife came with the proposal of me joining the 
Indian Air Force which became a ray of hope. They told 
me about the entry scheme for Sanginis/veer naris. 
I decided to join. I was physically weak since I had 
just given birth to a baby. But my son was my biggest 
strength and I wanted him to have a good future. I had 
just once thought in my mind that I have to be strong 
and I have to wear the uniform and hit back at life.

On Dec 2014 I was called for SSB and that was 
the first time I left my seven months old child with 
my parents. It was hard for me to leave my child and 
venture out but when the results were announced, I 
couldn’t believe my ears. Yes I had made it. On Jan 
2016 I joined the Air Force Academy Dundigal, that 
time my son was 21 months old. I had to go for one 
year long training where you are not even allowed to 
keep phones. I knew it is going to be tough for both of 
us but I had to go to relive my husband’s life. My life 
changed 180 degrees from Saari / Suits to Uniform and 
Combat boots. I never had imagined in wildest of my 
dreams ever that I am going to wear blue uniform this 
way. But I was there.

Was academy training tough? No ...it was very very 
tough. If put it bluntly it was beyond my imagination. 
But I did not give up. It was hard for me to keep up 
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physically with my younger course mates but I did! 
And I realised the strength is in the mind not just body. 
Finally, the hard work paid off on Dec 2016. I was a 
commissioned officer in Indian Air Force. I want to say 
something about AFA. I was a different person when 
I entered the academy, but after undergoing one year 
of training I have evolved as a better person, more 
confident, more mature. It was a great moment for me 
that my son witnessed my passing out parade, a son 
was witnessing his mother’s commissioning. Now my 
life has got some meaning.

The journey from Mrs Yadav to wife of Late Sqn Ldr 
Ashish Yadav to Flying Officer Arati Yadav was not easy. 
I have not fought this journey alone. The Squadron 
stood by me throughout like a pillar, and held my hand 
in this difficult journey. I was not the only one they 
looked after, there were four other families who were 

Fg Offr Arati Yadav 
AF Stn Baroda

bereaved and looked after with equal commitment. 
This is the bonding of the Indian Air Force family that 
one can never ever get, no matter what. 

Life is full of struggles, but that is the case with 
everybody. My struggle may have been a little more 
intense but the organisation was very supportive and 
the saying come true "Air Force is family". I received 
all the pension and monetary benefits within 28 days of 
my husband’s demise.

Thank you Indian Air Force for making me a ‘Combat 
Sangini’ and giving me an opportunity to relive my life 
in the Indian Air Force!
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Mrs Neeru Rai 
W/o Sqn Ldr DK Singh
5 FBSU AF

Mrs K Sudha Reddy 
W/o Wg Cdr MKK Reddy
27 Wing AF

The Back of  
My Closet

I don’t remember the day 

I put my high heels away

I saw them today in the back of my closet 

And it’s there they seem to stay 

I don’t remember the day 

I put my mini skirt away 

The one I used to dance in, all night along

It does not fit anymore, anyway 

I don’t remember the day 

I put my red lipstick away 

The one I wore to make me look older 

Looking older isn’t a problem today 

I don’t remember the day 

I put the young girl away 

Carefree times I took for granted

Youth is wasted on the young, as they say

I don’t remember the day

I tucked my dreams away

They must be somewhere in the back of my closet

And it’s there they seem to stay

Wherever I come from, I blend into your colours, 
though I take some time

Wherever you are, know that my love is one of its 
kind

Just as, you know there is no boundary which 
binds you

There are no limits to the depth of my love for you

Being with you, I haven’t just learnt to cook, dine, 
paint, dance and sing

I also got to be a friend, host, leader and counselor, 
just on a ring

Whenever you leave me in the middle of something, 
in the name of duty

It makes me angry but I do understand that it has 
to be the priority

I go through anguish and fear each time you soar 
high into the skies

I murmur a prayer all day long with a brave smile 
as disguise

I am difficult to handle at times, may be more than 
a flying mission

Yet you handle me with the same respect, concern 
and passion

I promise you that I will always go where you go

Way up high or down low, I will go wherever you 
will go

You Me &
bUnz/kuq"k
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If I ask you "Have you ever allowed your child 
to get bored?" – you will probably say "No – I try to 
keep him entertained and engaged most of the time

Most parents feel extremely guilty when their 
children say they are bored.

"Mamma – I am bored" To the dedicated and 
committed parent, this statement sounds like an 
accusation. It feels like a personal affront.

And if you are the one being accused – you jump up 
to correct the situation. To make things right.

You rush around to arrange an activity for your 
child. Or if you can’t – you arrange for entertainment 
by switching on the TV or another device.

But should you? 

Should you assume responsibility for your child’s 
entertainment?

Should you wallow in guilt if they are bored?

The answer is NO.

What should you do when your child says he is 
Bored

A child who is complaining of being bored is not 
necessarily saying that he has nothing to do. Here is 
what a child who says he is bored could be saying.

I am bored = I want your attention

No matter where children are or what they are 
doing – what keeps them going is the fact that they 
belong to their parents. Children thrive on attachment. 
It is the fuel that keeps them going. At short intervals 
– children need to refuel with parental love before they 
can enjoy their own company again. When children 
crave attachment and parental company it causes 
them actual physical discomfort. It either makes 
them lethargic and listless because they are lonely, or 
agitated and restless because they are anxious. In the 
majority of cases – this is what they mean when they 
say they are bored.

What you should do – Make eye contact with your 
child. Draw him into a bear hug. And rejuvenate him 
with a smile and if possible some laughter.

I am bored = I can’t sit still anymore. I need to 
move around

Bodies are meant to move. Movement makes us 
happy. Movement improves our mood and helps us 
concentrate. When we move, the mind perceives the 

What Should You 
Do When Your Child 
Says He is Bored?
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environment around us changing 
because the view in front of 
our eyes keeps changing. Since 
boredom is the inability to connect 
with the environment – tricking 
the brain into believing that the 
environment is changing, makes 
it happy. Moving around also 
helps children to get closer to the 
objects in their environment. They 
are able to look more closely, 
touch and feel and thereby connect 
better with their environment – 
thus alleviating boredom.

What you should do – Allow 
children to move around. Allow 
jumping dancing and shouting. 
Yes – children need to vent all 
that energy. It is wrong to restrict 
them. Just let them be.

I am bored = I want some 
unscheduled time for self-directed 
play

Children are not just bored when they have nothing 
to do – they are bored when they have too much to 
do. Over Scheduling a child with a host of activities 
and entertainment means that he has absolutely no 
control over his own life. When a child engages in self-
directed play he challenges himself just enough. The 
activity is neither too easy – nor too difficult. He also 
has full control. He can stop the activity he is involved 
in or switch to another activity as he pleases without 
worrying about another person’s reaction.

What you should do – Allow children to play on their 
own. Don’t be afraid of messes.

Dr Debmita Dutta MBBS, MD
W/o Gp Capt Anshuman Dutta 
CHAFB 

The writer is practicing doctor and a parenting expert in Bangalore

 Remedy what children perceive as boredom, 
but teach children to encounter and endure actual 
boredom.

Because as Leo Buscaglia said and I quote

"A child develops best when, like a young plant, he 
is left undisturbed in the same soil. Too much travel, 
too much variety of impressions, are not good for the 
young, and cause them as they grow up to become 
incapable of enduring fruitful monotony.

A generation that cannot endure boredom will be a 
generation of little men, of men unduly divorced from 
the slow processes of nature, of men in whom every 
vital impulse slowly withers, as though they were cut 
flowers in a vase.
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I was being over excited as we were nearing 
our place of stay in "God’s own Country" for the next  
7 days. I was in my 3rd grade and my sister Abibithi was 
in the UKG. We reached our destination. It was a very 
serene, luxurious resort in the midst of a huge forest. 
We were taken by a chauffeur driven eco-car TO OUR 
ROOM. Well here comes the crux of the trip! Our room 
was a very huge one & yeah!; it had this huge sink 
where a whole human could sink in! That was the first 
thing which caught our (mine & my sister’s) attention. 
My sister asked me with much enthusiasm what it was 
& I told her that it was a ‘big sink’ where we could get 
in & brush! Abi being ‘Ms. PERFECT’ told me that it was 
not good thing to get into dirt-laden water with paste 
& so on…

So we both were having a conversation the whole 
night about the ‘BIG SINK’. I seriously don’t remember 
why we had not asked our parents what it was! Well, 
then after our parents were asleep we were still 
debating over the ‘BIG SINK’. Then we decided to get 
up early & watch how our parents will get into the ‘BIG 
SINK’ & brush in it.

So the next morning dawned. We decided to slowly 
peep & watch what our parents do about the sink, but 
to our disappointment our dad just walked into the 
washroom & brushed instead of brushing in the big 
sink. But we still had a ray of hope left as our mom 
had not brushed yet. But alas! She too used the smaller 
washbasin in the washroom. We were now getting too 
anxious about the ‘BIG SINK’. Why was it there in the 

My Brush With 

room when no one’s going to use it? We were really 
about to burst-out to our mom about the sink when we 
saw her coming out of the bathroom with some loofah 
& shower gels. To our astonishment, she poured the gel 
into the ‘BIG SINK’! Now were we supposed to brush 
with with the shower gel or what? Our mom opened the 
taps of the ‘BIG SINK’ which was now like a small sized 
kid’s pool! It was gushing with water and the whole 
room was filled with the aroma of the shower gel. As 
we were disappointed about not finding an answer for 
what the sink is used for, we decided to get back to 
sleep when our mom shouted "COME OUT GIRLS- TIME 
FOR SOME FUN IN THE JACUZZI" and then…we came 
to know what the "BIG SINK" is! We both just ran and 
jumped into the Jacuzzi (BIG SINK) with excitement.

This was my first time experience with a real 
JACUZZI (which I had seen only in movies) and after 
that every time I see one I remember this incident! 
Even our parents don’t know about this and only after 
reading this, they might come to know!

Travelling has taught me many things. One being: 
Difference between a ‘jacuzzi’ and the so called  
'BIG SINK’.

Miss Adithi PH
D/o Wg Cdr P Harish
AF Stn Thanjavur
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Trust the ‘Experts’? 

Mrs Reena Daruwalla
W/o Gp Capt Khushru Daruwalla
AF Stn Hindan

I am leery of experts; am unwilling to accept 
what they say and refuse to let my life and my actions 
be dictated by said experts. Let us take two recent 
headlines to quickly and clearly illustrate the point I 
am making. There was a recent news report about 
how alcohol increases risk of breast cancer. This isn’t 
exactly news; they have been saying this for many 
years now. 

I read an almost completely contradictory news 
headline on the same day: this one said that beer can 
cure cancer… beer, which is an alcoholic beverage. 
This ‘news’ isn’t new either, various ‘experts’ have 
been telling us for years how regular but moderate 
amount of alcohol consumption is good for us. 

So what are we to make of these completely 
confusing bits of advice that the experts give us? 
Remember how they said for the longest time that eggs 
were terrible for us but then they went and changed 
their mind; but not before millions of poor egg yolks 
had been scarified at the altar of medical science? 

Some studies are not reliable

Clinical trials should be sufficiently large, the 
subjects should be alike (comparing like with like) and 
the findings should be plausible. However, some so 
called studies publish results based on a small rat study 
where findings may simply not apply to humans. Some 
studies are misleading in other ways. For instance 
when we were being told that pineapples can help us 
lose weight (and were being told to buy some ‘natural’ 
weight loss drug made from pineapples), this claim 
was made on a study of an enzyme called bromelain 

found in pineapples. So saying that pineapples will 
help in weight loss is not just a stretch it is actually 
false.

Some studies have suspect funding 

This brings us yet another reason not to trust the 
so called studies: funding. Horlicks funded a study 
with the express purpose of being able to make 
the claim that their milk drink makes kids grow 
faster. They then made this claim – legitimately, it 
would seem – via TV ads that you and I watched 
and believed. Similarly manufacturers of alcoholic 
beverages fund studies to demonstrate how wine is 
packed with goodness and how whisky is also good 
for health. 

So whom do we believe?

The rule of thumb here should be, if the study 
is sufficiently large enough, was conducted by a 
trustworthy institution in a scientific and controlled 
manner; and if there have been sufficient numbers 
of other studies to support the findings, we should 
pay attention. As with all things in life, moderation is 
the key here. So long as the study appears to offer 
a moderate view and not an extreme one, we may 
want to keep its findings in mind. 

Most importantly, we have to learn to view each 
study with a healthy amount of skepticism. We need 
to learn not to be gullible and to do some of our 
own ‘research’; not believe with wide eyed credulity 
every ‘natural cure’ and ‘revolutionary treatment’ 
that well meaning people forward via Whatsapp.

I’d Rather Not
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,slk Hkh gksrk gS
;s ckr mu fnuksa dh gS tc eksckby Hkkjr esa vius dne tek jgk FkkA lu 2005 esa geus ,d eksckby 

fy;k Þuksfd;k 1100ßA rc d‚y jsV T;knk vkSj eksckby Vkoj dkQh de gqvk djrs FksA gekjs xk¡o ¼lsÅok½ 

esa Hkh ,d gh ch- ,l- ,u- ,y- ySaMykbu Qksu FkkA

,d fnu gesa xk¡o ls Qksu vk;k fd cqvk ds yM+ds dh 'kknh esa 'kkfey gksuk t:jh gSA 

firkth us dgk fd ge t:j vk,axsA 5 fnu fd NqV~Vh ysdj ge lc py fn,A rc esjs 

firkth ekmaV vkcw esa iksfLVax ij FksA geas ekmaV vkcw ls lknqyiqj tkuk Fkk tks 12 ?kaVks 

dk lQj FkkA ;s ckr gekjs ?kj okyksa dks Hkh irk FkhA gesa nks ckj viuh Vªsu cnyuh 

gksrh Fkh] jkr ds nks cts vkSj lqcg N% ctsA 

gekjh Vªsu nsjh ls py jgh Fkh vkSj bl dkj.k gekjh jkr dh nks 

cts okyh Vªsu NwV xbZA ml jsyos LVs'ku dk uke ^Msxkuk^ Fkk vkSj 

ogk¡ gekjk eksckby Hkh dke ugha dj jgk FkkA pw¡fd ogk¡ ls ogh 

,d Vªsu Fkh] blfy, vc gesa mlh Vªsu ds fy, 24 ?kaVs dk 

bUrtkj djds gh lQj djuk FkkA bl chp esjs rkÅth 

¼esjs firkth ds HkkbZ½ us ,;j QkslZ LVs'ku esa d‚y 

dj ds iwN fy;k fd ge yksx dgk¡ gSa] vHkh rd ?kj 

ugha igq¡ps rks blds tokc esa LVs'ku ç'kklu us dgk fd 

ge yksx rks ,d fnu igys gh ?kj ds fy, jokuk gks x, FksA 

vc nksukas rjQ ls gesa <w¡<us ds ç;kl 'kq: gks x;s FksA

12 ?kaVs dk lQj vc 36 ?kaVs dk gks pyk FkkA lQj ds nkSjku 

esjh eEeh dh rch;r Hkh fcxM+ xbZ FkhA ?kj igq¡ps rks irk pyk fd xk¡o esa 

Hkh eksckby usVodZ ugha gS vkSj xkao esa flQZ ,d gh ySaMykbu Qksu gSA firkth 

us rkÅth dks lkjh dgkuh crkbZ vkSj rkÅth us bl nkSjku fd, x, Qksu ds ckjs esa 

crk;kA le; u xaokrs gq, firkth us vius LVs'ku esa ckr dh vkSj mUgas lkjh dgkuh crkbZA 

5 fnuksa dh NqV~Vh ds ckn tc ge okil ig¡qps rks ;gk¡ iwjs LVs'ku esa gekjs xqe gksus okyh ckr 

yksxksa ds fy, vPNh [kklh euksjatd dgkuh cu xbZ FkhA ml oä rks ijs'kkfu;ksa dk lkeuk djuk iM+k ijUrq 

vc tc dHkh ml ;k=k dh ;kn vkrh gS rks ge lc dh g¡lh QwV iM+rh gSA 

Jherh eatw 
iRuh d‚iksZjy eukst dqekj
e ok d eq[;ky;] ok;q lsuk
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SODA v/s JOWA
Hey you ladies! One of the first things you 

encounter when you marry a fauji are the wide array 
of abbreviations that they use in the services; TD, 
DASI, AEB and the likes!! If you have to be a part of 
conversations, you need to know your stuff!!

So, let's begin my story with an explanation of the 
title.

‘SODA’ stands for Senior Officers Daughters 
Association and ‘JOWA’ stands for Junior Officers 
Wives Association. Well, it may not hurt to mention 
here that both these associations have no physical 
existence whatsoever!

Being a SODA I was acquainted with the fauji life. 
As a new bride, I came armed with the knowledge of 
postings, packing, the weird makeshift houses and the 
sarees.

And boy did I feel that I had an edge over the other 
girls?!!

But as they say, ‘Life is full of surprises’ and I had 
my share of them.

As a SODA, I had been to places like Pune, Bareilly, 
Kolkata, Udhampur, which were clearly spelt out and 
could be easily located on the map.

When we got married, my husband was posted 
to 18 Sqn aka The Flying Bullets. The Squadron was 
originally based at KKD (the First abbreviation of my 
JOWA career!), but was on detachment at Hasi (need I 
say more). I told myself, come on now, there’s nothing 
to get worked up about, they are just places, even 
though they don’t exist on the map. Full of enthusiasm 
we reached a place called New Alipurduar, which has 
nothing new about it!! We took our luggage and made 
an exit. Once in the parking lot, I looked here and there. 
Out of curiosity, my husband asked as to what was I 
looking for. The reply came from an ex – SODA. I said 
that I was unable to locate our fauji pickup and was a 
bit surprised that the vehicle was late in reaching the 
station.

My hubby gave me a faint smile and said, "Honey, 
we don’t have fauji pickups here. We use civil cabs. 

Welcome to JOWA." I was horrified. It was as if 
someone had slapped me in the face! I mean no 
‘gaadi’, why? Well, I somehow got a grip on myself 
and we reached Air Force Station Hasimara. Once 
there, we checked into a room which did not give me 
the impression of a guest room. Reluctantly I asked 
my hubby and he told me that since the guest rooms 
were unavailable, we were to stay in another officer’s 
room who was on leave. Sharing someone’s room? Oh 
my god, who does that!? As a SODA I had hardly ever 
stayed in anything less than a VIP guest room!!

Looking at my expression, my hubby made me 
understand, that I was a JOWA now so this is 
something that I would have to accommodate. As the 
hours passed, my spirits were high again. My hubby got 
ready for office and on his way out told me that I should 
get his stuff settled. When he returned in the evening, 
he was surprised to see his stuff still lying around in 
the same manner. He asked me what happened and I 
replied innocently, "I kept waiting, but the bhaiya didn’t 
come, I think he doesn’t know that you are back from 
leave."
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My hubby smiled and said, "Honey, we don’t get 
bhaiyas here. Bachelors get orderlies, but once 
married we have to do our stuff ourselves."That was 
the tip of the iceberg! I was in tears. Then came the 
flurry of questions, if no vehicle then how do the ladies 
go about, if no bhaiyas then who gets household stuff 
done, who gets the groceries, who goes to the bank, 
who helps in packing, blah blah blah.

At that time, I felt that life was not going to be a bed 
of roses! I felt cheated!

I thought how could one service be so different 
from another.

Then I got to meet our squadron. And that brought 
out an entirely different perspective. The ladies were 
so warm and friendly, addressing each other on a 
first name basis was something new to me and made 
everyone so approachable. The ladies would drive me 
around, take me to all the popular locations and would 
pamper me when hubby was out on TD. The parties 
were, and till date, are my favorites. The themes, the 
josh and the all the fun made me ask myself, wasn’t 

Mrs Preeti Raturi
W/o Wg Cdr G Raturi
AF Stn Bidar

Miss Vaidehi Singh
D/o Sgt Vinod Kumar
7 AFLU, Bagdogra

‘Maa’
Miss you maa always, 

Love you maa always, 

Wish you were with me, 

Life would be much better,

Life would be much brighter,

To see you around with me,

There’s no one to love me,

No one to care,

No one to hug me, no one to Care,

How badly I miss you maa.

My heart and sight looks for you,

But you are not there, 

Wish I could be with you, 

That’s my only prayer. 

this life better?

Being a SODA, I lived a pampered life where 
everything was made available at our doorstep, but as 
a JOWA I became an independent, confident and a self 
sustained woman, who can today, handle most affairs 
of her family single handedly. Air force has not only 
instilled confidence in me but has also nurtured and 
brought out the best of me.

Whenever I look back at the "old days", I smile 
at how naïve I was and thank the Almighty that I got 
married in the "coolest service" ever.

I am proud to be an Air force wife and will not 
change that for anything in the world!
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Mrs Akshaya Vignesh
W/o Sqn Ldr N Vignesh 
2224 Sqn C/o 12 Wing AF

The Dosa Warfare
Not all battles are fought on battle fields and not all victories lead 
to thrones

Hurray, I did it, but wait. I have not got an 
IIT or IIM call, but this victory is no lesser than those. 
The victory is my first unbroken-turned-and–cooked-
completely Dosa. Being a south Indian, Dosa is almost 
everything from a perfect breakfast to a quick on-the 
go snack. The humble Dosa which graces the dining 
tables of all south Indians, some north Indians and 
almost every Indian is a nightmare for many.

Proportion and ratio: Dosa is an Indian pancake 
made out of rice and Urad dal in god knows what’s the 
perfect ratio, 5:1 is what my ancestors prefer. Some 
people add semolina to make the Dosa crispier but I 
think it just complicates things.

But this is not a chronicle of the Dosa’s travel 
through times and ages. It is the story of my journey 
through the dark sides of the kitchen in the first few 
days of a "just married" life, battling with the stubborn 
rice dough which sticks to the frying griddles and the 
consequent conquest. Thinking myself as a super 
hero(in)e material, I got set to face the battle field.

On that sunday morning, I woke up earlier than 
usual as I was nervous of making Dosa for breakfast. 
Anyway, I pulled out the batter from the refrigerator 
( 5:1 ratio of rice and Urad dal soaked overnight was 
made to a batter with a traditional grinder and allowed 
to ferment overnight ), heated up the griddle and began 
with the first attempt.

I took a spoon of batter, poured and spread on the 
griddle and waited for 5 minutes staring into space and 
thinking what side dish I should make. In a minute, I 
got a faint burning smell and was immediately made 
aware of three things:

I had not oiled the griddle before spreading the 
batter

I had spread the batter before the griddle was 
properly heated

I had forgotten to turn the gas to a low flame

I attacked the enemy (Dosa) from south, east, 
west and north. The Dosa finally surrendered but in 
approximately six big pieces and innumerable smaller 

ones. I had a triumphant smile. well, I at least mutilated 
my enemy.

Around a minute from the first battle of Dosa land, 
I in all wisdom, took the griddle off the burner, washed 
it clear of the batter stains of the previous battle and 
placed it on the lit burner again. A second battle ensued. 
But this time the enemy yielded in approximately three 
big pieces. Two more battles later, the enemy conceded 
and there were no more mutilations.

Now that I had washed the griddle completely, kept 
the gas in a moderate flame , oiled the griddle, waited 
for the right time to pour and spread the batter on the 
griddle, poured Desi Ghee generously on the sides of 
the batter, there was the perfect half cooked golden 
brown Dosa. I carefully flipped the Dosa to the other 
side and waited for few more seconds for that perfect 
moment of a successful warrior.

When the time for breakfast came, I quickly hid 
the casualities and served the best of the Dosas to my 
husband who appreciated my results and honoured my 
warrior skills.

Woof.. to those 
of you who are 
in the process of 
attempting home 
made Dosas, they 
are stubborn and 
have a mind of 
their own and they 
take their own time 
to adjust with you. It took me more than five battles 
and half an hour of sweat drenching hard work. For 
some lucky ones, it shall be less and other unfortunate 
ones, it shall be more. So good luck friends. Instagram! 
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Way back in Sep 2006, we were posted to 
Uttarlai in Barmer (Rajasthan) from Amchi Mumbai. 
Well, almost Mumbai since we were located at Uran 
across the Navi Mumbai creek and had experienced 
the floods of July 2005. I was also carrying our second 
child whom we today refer to as an en-route baby since 
he was born between two postings. This was our first 
desert posting and to say that the summers are very 
hot would be an understatement. Forget the floors; 
even the walls could give you blisters if you leaned 
against them with your bare skin. Come winter and the 
sand dunes around would cool the environment faster 
than you would wish and chill our spines. My husband 
and I brought up our two gems in these extremities of 
+49 deg to -3 deg for the next three full years. Yet this 
is where the Air Force had taken us and without doubt 
our own ‘Home Sweet Home’.

While I just stated that my husband and I brought up 
our 4 year old and 3 month old, he was away deployed 
somewhere in the sand dunes for a majority of our 
tenure at Uttarlai. The desert provided very limited 
vegetables and anyone going to Jodhpur would bring 
smiles to our faces. Since there is no tax on free advice, 
I was constantly being lectured by everyone who saw 
me tugging around two little ones, on the importance of 
nutrition. I am grateful to all those friends who bridged 
our nutrition line from a distance of 200km to Jodhpur 
from where we would occasionally get seemingly fresh 
vegetables. This arrangement was not a dedicated 
‘subzi’ courier which I had experienced as a bride in 
Srinagar. The Air Force family was there to look after 
us and again I said to myself that this is where the Air 
Force had taken us and without doubt our own ‘Home 
Sweet Home’.

A year went by and we seemed to have brought the 
floods from Mumbai to Uttarlai. I am not trying to be 
sarcastic, but what you just read actually happened – 
the desert was flooded in the monsoons of 2007. I was 
alone at home with both kids, when the water started 
rising all around our ground floor house. My husband 
was out deployed somewhere and as I learnt later cut 
off as far as roads and phones were concerned. Very 
soon all essential services like power supply, drinking 
water and communication began to shut down. Water 
kept rising even after the rains ceased and this is when 

the meaning of the word ‘Uttarlai’ dawned on all of us – 
A lake in the North. My husband returned and the entire 
Air Force family got busy in evacuating low lying areas 
in and around the flooded erstwhile ‘lake in the north 
– Uttarlai’. Schools turned into makeshift residences. 
Ironically there was water everywhere but not a drop 
to drink since the pipelines had been washed away. 
Water was distributed through bowsers and rationed 
to be used first for bathing and cleaning and reused for 
toilets. We all realized the importance of clean water 
for basic survival. In this entire melee our children 
continued to grow even though the already scarce 
resources of the desert further depleted. Milkmaid was 
the only milk diluted many times and pulses the only 
‘subzi’. When we did go out after three months, we 
realized we were better off than neighbouring villages 
where we noticed dead cattle stuck atop power lines 
indicating the level of water that had been reached 
during the floods. There was general mayhem and 
suffering amongst villagers and we realized how well 
the Air Force family had looked after us. We hastened 
home and yet again I realized that this is where the 
Air Force had brought us and looked after us so well 
in adversity, reaffirming my faith that this is my ‘Home 
Sweet Home’.

I have narrated my experience of just one station. 
Like me, I am sure all ‘Sanginis’ will have a story to tell 
on each of our previous postings and the houses we 
have moved into and made them our homes. Even today 
when I visit any of our previous stations, I cannot help 
but identify the home we lived in as ‘our home’. What 
a great richness we possess – so many homes all over 
the length and breadth of his beautiful country. The 
Air Force Family is our extended family and so every 
movement is yet another home coming. Every station 
is lovely, beautiful and enjoyable in its own away if it’s 
taken in a positive way. Be open minded and accept 
every posting as it comes, there is something new to 
experience in every posting and a new home waiting 
for us to occupy because Home is where the Air Force 
takes us.

Home is Where the 

Mrs Poornima Santusht
W/o Gp Capt D Santusht
Air Force Academy

Air Force Takes Us
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csfelky dyke dks lyke
^Hkkjr jRu* dyke
felkby eSu dyke
oSSKkfud dyke
jk"Vªifr Fks dyke
deky&deky deky Fks dyke

iFkçnZ'kd] iq#"kkFkZ iqjs/kk
ns'k ds liwr dyke
–<+&fu'p;h Fks dyke
deky&deky deky Fks dyke
deaZBrk ds çrhd 
vFkd vnE; ds i;kZ; dyke
bZekunkjh dh uhao dyke
oä ds ikcan Fks dyke	
deky&deky deky Fks dyke

dyke dks

Jherh vU'kq voLFkh
iRuh ,;j deksMksj Mh ds voLFkh fo ls es
ok;q lsuk eq[;ky; ¼vkj ds iqje½

vkf[kjh lyke

bUnz/kuq"k

eSa vkSj esjh rqyk] vDlj ;s ckras djrs gSa

rqe b/kj dks pyrh rks dSlk gksrk

rqe m/kj dks nkSM+rh rks dSlk gksrk

rqEgkjh lqbZ ck;sa dks ?kwerh gS rks [kqf'k;ka ykrh  gS

vkSj vxj nk;sa dks ?kweh rks ekre Nk tkrk gS

rsjs n'kZu ls fnu dh 'kq#vkr gksrh gS

vkSj jkr esa rq>h ls 'kqHk jkf= gksrh gS

ysfdu rw cgqr vkard epkrh gS

iSjksa rys jgdj Hkh brjkrh gS

rw eq>ij gkoh gks tkrh gS

esjh jkrksa dh uhan mM+krh gS

ij cl] vc cgqr gqvk rsjk vR;kpkj vc esa ugha 
gw¡ cscl vkSj ykpkj

rqyk
vc eSa eqä gw¡ cscl vkSj ykpkj

vc eSa eqä gw¡ eSa vktkn gw¡

eSaus rksM+ nh csfM+;k¡] eSa eqä gw¡

eSa vc rsjs vfLrRo dks gh udkjrh gw¡ rsjk 
cfg"dkj] rsjk frjLdkj djrh gw¡

eSa tSlh Hkh gw¡ lcls vPNh gw¡

vius HkkX; dh] [kqf'k;ksa dh [kqn Lokfeuh gw¡

vc u jgk rsjk] eq> ij dksbZ tksj

vk xbZ ubZ Hkksj] ubZ Hkksj ubZ Hkksj

Hkkjrh; lnk _.kh jgsaxs
cPpks esa fpjLej.kh; jgsaxs
deky&deky deky Fks dyke

dyke vkidks gekjk
'kr 'kr ç.kke		
'kr 'kr ç.kke	
csfelky dyke
vkidks gekjk
lnSo ç.kke

Jherh jk/kk lqjs'k 
iRuh ,;j ek'kZy ch lqjs'k v fo ls es ok es 
ok;qlsuk eq[;ky; ¼ok;q Hkou½
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INGREDIENTS:

•	 250 gms digestive biscuits 

•	 100 gms unsalted butter, melted 

•	 2 tablespoons sugar 

•	 500 gms cream cheese or thick hung curd ( hung 
for 8 hours)

•	 1 can milkmaid 

•	 1/4 cup fresh lemon juice 

•	 1 teaspoon vanilla extract

METHOD:

Put digestive biscuits in a large resealable plastic 
bag, and crush them with a rolling pin until very fine 
crumbs are formed. Pour the crumbs into a medium 
bowl; stir in sugar. Add butter, and stir until well 
combined. Press the crumb mixture into a 9-inch 
spring form pan, spreading it 1 1/2 to 2 inches up 
the side; press flat. Chill the crust in freezer for at 

Mrs Rajika Nair
W/o Gp Capt P B Nair
AF Stn Tezpur

 Italian Cheese Cake With 
Condensed Milk 

INGREDIENTS:

•	 One Cup plus 5 table spoons all-purpose flour

•	 Two table spoons corn flour

•	 Both flours sifted from a height at least two times  

and mixed well

•	 One cup thick yoghurt

•	 Three fourth cup sugar

•	 Half teaspoon baking soda

•	 One and one eighth teaspoon baking powder 	

•	 Half cup refined oil 

•	 One teaspoon vanilla essence

•	 One fourth teaspoon butter essence (optional)

•	 Two table spoon water (add only if the batter is  

too thick)

Method:

1.	 Preheat oven to 1800C for 15 minutes.

2.	 Line a standard or mini cupcakes pan.

3.	 Cream the sugar and yoghurt until the sugar is 
completely dissolved.

Easy Eggless  
Vanilla Cupcakes

Mrs Rupindar Baince
W/o Gp Capt KS Baince
Adv HQ WAC

least 10 minutes. Meanwhile, make the filling: Using 
an electric mixer, set at medium-high speed, beat the 
cream cheese or hung curd (it has to be very thick)
in a large bowl until smooth. Beat in the condensed 
milk a little at a time, scraping the sides of the bowl, 
as necessary. Beat in the lemon juice and vanilla. Pour 
the filling into the crust; smooth the top with a rubber 
spatula. Cover with plastic wrap and refrigerate until 
firm, 2 1/2 to 3 hours. Unclasp the sides of pan, and 
remove cheesecake.

4.	 Add vegetable oil and vanilla essence and mix well. 
In another bowl sift all the dry ingredients and give 
it a quick mix. Now slowly add sifted flour and fold 
into the wet ingredients. Fold the dry ingredients in 
the wet once with a spatula or whip it with a hand 
blender. Do not over mix. Add water should the 
batter be thick like idly batter

5.	 Bake it at 1800C for 15-18 minutes till a toothpick 
inserted into the cupcake comes out clean.

6.	 Take it out of the oven and then transfer it on to the 
cooling rack after 10 minutes 
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INGREDIENTS

Maida		  -	 2 Cups

Sugar		  -	 1 Cup

Refined Oil	 -	 ½ Cup

Curd		  -	 1 Cup

Baking Soda	 -	 1 tsp

Baking Powder	 -	 ¼ tsp

Dates		  -	 1 Cup

Milk		  -	 1 Cup

Vanilla Essence	 -	 1 tsp

Chopped walnuts

METHOD

Boil chopped dates in milk and mash the mixture nicely. 
Beat sugar, curd and refined oil together. Add the dates 
mixture. Sieve the powdered ingredients and add to the 
mixture. Add vanilla essence. Pour into a greased cake tin. 
Sprinkle walnuts on top. Bake at 180˚C for 40 min.

Mrs Smriti Singh
W/o Sqn Ldr Sushil Kumar
AF Stn Yelahanka

INGREDIENTS		   

Chicken cut into small pieces	 : 	 1 kg

Tandoori chicken masala	 : 	 4 table spoon

Palak (Spinach)	 : 	 500 gram

Green coriander	 : 	 for garnishing

Tomato		 : 	 2 big

Onion		  : 	 2 big

Green chilli	 : 	 As per your taste

Garlic		  : 	 8 to 10 cloves

Ginger		  : 	 1 inch piece 

Rum/Brandy	 : 	 2 table spoon

Turmeric powder	 : 	 1 table spoon

Salt			  : 	 As per your 

				    taste	

Ginger garlic paste	 : 	 2 table spoon

For Marination

First take chicken in a bowl and mix the tandoori 
masala, salt, turmeric powder, brandy, and ginger 
garlic paste in it and leave it for at least 2-3 hrs to 
marinate.

For making gravy

Pressure cook palak, coriander, tomato, onion, 
ginger, garlic altogether. Let the mixture cool down, 
and then grind to a paste in the mixie.

METHOD

Take 3 – 4 spoons of refined oil in a kadahi. Put the 
marinated chicken in it and cook until tender. After that 
put the green mixture in it and mix well and add some 
salt and for better taste put 2-3 spoons of tandoori 
chicken masala in it and give it a boil. Your green palak 
chicken is ready to serve.

Mrs Paveet Bassoon 
W/o Wg Cdr GS Basson
1 FBSU AF

Instant Date and  
Walnut Cake (Eggless)

Chef's Corner

Green Palak 
Chicken
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INGRIDENTS:-

Rice		  -	 3 cups

Urad dal	 -	 3/4 cup

Fenugreek seeds	 -	 2 tsp

Fennel (Saunf)	 -	 2 tsp

Red chilli	 -	 5 to 6 in number

Tomato		 -	 10 in number 
				    (chopped in 4 parts)

Onion		  -	 1 cup (finely chopped)

Asafoetida (Hing)	 -	 1/4 tsp

Curry leaves	 -	 Few

Coriander leaves	 -	 Few

Salt 		  -	 As needed

Oil			   -	 1 tsp for tempering and  
			   1 tsp for Adai.

METHOD:-

1.	 Soak the rice + dal + fenugreek seeds for 2 hours 
in water and rinse.

2.	 Add tomatoes, fennel, red chillies, asafoetida 
(hing) and salt to the soaked rice.

3.	 Grind the above ingredients in a mixer or grinder, 
bit by bit into a coarse batter. The tomato juice 
is enough for grinding the batter. Use very little 
water if required.

4.	 In a pan, heat 1 tsp of oil and shallow fry the 
onions. Mix it with the batter.

5.	 Add the chopped curry leaves and coriander leaves 
to the batter and mix well.

Tomato Adai

Mrs K Rajalakshmi
W/o Wg Cdr B Karthikeyan
AEB

6.	 The batter should be little thicker than the dosa 
batter.

7.	 Heat a griddle (tawa). Pour a ladle full of batter 
and spread in a circular motion.

8.	 Drizzle a tsp of oil around the Adai.

9.	 When one side turns golden brown, flip and cook 
the other side.

10.	 Serve hot with any chutney or Aviyal. Even jaggery 
(Gud) would taste good with the tomato adai.

Note:-

•	 We can use any rice except basmati.

•	 One hour of soaking is enough if warm water is 
used.

•	 Be generous in adding oil to Adai.

•	 Always serve this hot.
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lkexzh% 

eSnk 	 % 150 xzke

phuh 	 % 100 xzke

nw/k	 % 100 xzke 

fjQkbaM ;k eykbZ 	 % 100 xzke

dLVMZ 	 % 3 pEep ¼Vscy Liwu½

csfdax ikmMj 	 % 1 pEep ¼Vscy Liwu½

ehBk lksMk 	 % 1 pqVdh

cukus dh fof/k%

eSns dks csfdax ikmMj o lksMk Mkydj Nku ysaA fQj 

nw/k o phuh dks feyk,a mlds ckn eykbZ Hkh feyk,aA ckn esa 

eSnk feyk,a] vkSj vPNh rjg fey tkus ds ckn] ,lsal Mkydj 

feyk,aA isLV idksM+s ds isLV tSlk gksuk pkfg,A

dsd ds crZu esa ?kh ;k fjQkbaM yxk dj FkksM+h lh lw[kh eSnk 

fNM+d dj mlesa isLV Mky nsaA vksou 10 feuV rd xeZ djds 

Jherh çfeyk R;kxh

iRuh lktsaZV ,- ds- R;kxh

14 ch vkj Mh ok;q lsuk

Jherh fu'kk iokj
iRuh lktZaV ,u ,l iokj
ok;q lsuk gkfdeisV

eykbZ okyk dsd

isLV MkysaA fQj dsd dks 180 fMxzh ij 50 feuV rd csd 

djsaA pkdw esa ?kh yxkdj psd djsaA

lkexzh% 

igyh ys;j ds fy, & 

mM+n nky	 &	 vk/kk di 

pkoy 		 &	 1 di ¼nksuksa dks fHkxksdj  

			   ihl ysa½ 

vnjd 		 &	 vk/kk Vh&Liwu 

gjh fepZ dk isLV vkSj ued feyk,aA

nwljh ys;j ds fy, & 

cslu 		  &	 Ms<+ di 

ngh 		  &	 FkksM+k lk 1 Vh&Liwu  

vnjd] gjh fepZ dk isLV vkSj gYdk lk ued feyk,aa] 

lkjh lkexzh dks feyk ysaA

vU; lkexzh%

FkksM+k&lk yky fepZ ikmMj] xkfuZf'kax ds fy, gjk  

/kfu;k dVk gqvkA

fof/k% 

fpdukbZ yxh xgjh Fkkyh esa igyh ys;j okyk feJ.k 

Mkydj 10 feuV rd Hkki esa idk,aA

vc bl ij nwljh ys;j okyk feJ.k Mkysa vkSj 10 feuV 

rd Hkki esa idk,a] yky fepZ ikmMj fNM+ddj gjs 

/kfu;s ls ltkdj ukfj;y pVuh ds lkFk loZ djsaA

Chef's Corner
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uku [krkbZ

lkekxzh%

cslu 		  &	 1 di 

filh phuh 	 &	 1 1@2  di 

eSnk 		  &	 1 di 

bykbph 	 &	 10

csfdax lksMk 	 & 	 1@2 Vh Liwu

fof/k %

1- 	cslu] eSnk vkSj csfdax lksMk dks feykdj nks ckj 

Nku ysaA 

2-	 fQj bykbph dks ihl dj feyk nsa] filh phuh Hkh 

feyk;saA

3- 	?kh dks fi?kykdj blesa Mkysa vkSj xwa/k yasA 

4- 	xwa/ks gq, vkVs ds NksVs NksVs xksys cuk;sa vkSj gkFk 

ls piVk dj NksVs isM+s dh rjg cuk;saA

5- 	1800C ij 10&15 feuV csd djsaA

lkekxzh%

xqM+gy ds Qwy 		 &	 10

phuh 			   &	 8&10 Vscy Liwu 

uhacw 			   &	 3

ikuh 			   & 	 2 fxykl 

fof/k% 

1-	 xqM+gy ds Qwy dks vPNs ls /kks ysaA ,d fxykl 

ikuh mckydj mlesa Qwy Mky nsa ,d ckj pyk 

dj xSl can dj nsaA irhys dks <d nsaA 

2-	 phuh esa ,d fxykl ikuh Mky dj mls /kheh vkap 

ij 3&4 feuV rd mckysaA

3-	 Qwyksa ds ikuh dks Nkudj pk'kuh esa feyk nsaA 

4-	 tc BaMk gks tk;s rks uhacw dk jl fupksM+ dj  

feyk nsaA 

5-	 'kcZr dks dkap dh 'kh'kh esa Hkjdj fÝt esa j[ksaA 

tc ihuk gks rks 1@3 'kcZr vkSj 2@3 ikuh 

feydj fi;saA 

bl 'kcZr ds fu;fer lsou ls gheksXykschu c<+rk gSaAA 

xqM+gy dk  
ikSf"Vd 'kjcr

Jherh jk/kk lqjs'k 
iRuh ,;j ek'kZy ch lqjs'k v fo ls es ok es  
ok;qlsuk eq[;ky; ¼ok;q Hkou½
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ingredients

Onion paste		  :	 1 cup

Tomato pieces		  :	 1 cup

Ginger garlic paste		  :	 2 tsp

Popcorn		  :	 50 gms

Turmeric		  :	 50 gms

Salt		  :	 1 pinch

Chilli powder		  :	 1 tsp

ingredients

Gajar ka halwa	 1 Cup	

Sugar	 1/2 Cup

Cinnamon Powder	 1/2 tea spoon

Bread	 6 slices

Milk	 2 Litres

Pure ghee for deep fry

Method

•	 Take the milk and make it boil until it converts into 
rabri. Add some sugar (about 1 teaspoon sugar)

•	 Then, separate the brown cover of bread. Use the 
white portion

•	 With the wet hand, make the bread roll with  
1 spoon of filling (halwa is the filling inside the 
bread roll)

•	 Make the roll of all 6 bread slices

•	 Let them deep fry in ghee until the color turn into 
golden brown.

Pop Corn Curry

Sweet Carrot Roll

Mrs Sarita Prasad
W/o JWO Mahesh Prasad
AFLE Lucknow

Mrs C Lakshmi
W/o JWO C Ravi Kumar
AF Stn Jaisalmer 

Oil		  :	 4 tsp

Fresh Cream		  :	 2 tsp

Dhania powder 		  :	 1 tsp

Garam Masala		  :	 1 tsp

Method

Place the kadhai on the stove and heat it. Now put 
the oil, ginger garlic paste and fry it once. Next add 
the onion paste, tomato pieces and fry till the tomato 
pieces are soft. Sprinkle the dhania powder, garam 
masala, chilli powder, salt, turmeric and stir it well. 
Last of all, place the fresh cream and popcorn for  
2 minutes. Garnish with chopped coriander. 

Popcorn curry is ready

•	 Take out the roll and cool them for 4-5 minutes.

•	 Add the roll into rabri made earlier with cinnamon 
powder.

•	 Serve the sweet carrot roll with some dry fruits.

Chef's Corner
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INGREDIENTS:

Brinjal		  -	 1 large (or use 4-5 
				    small brinjals) 

Green Chillies	 -	 2 pcs 

Oil			   -	 1 tsp + 1 tsp + 1 tsp 

Black Mustard Seeds	 -	 1/2 tsp 

urad dal		 -	 1/2 tsp + 1/4 tsp 

Red Chilli	 -	 1 dry

Tamarind Paste	 3/4 tsp or small piece of tamarind 

Onions		  3-4 minced shallots or 

			   2 tbsp minced 

A pinch of hing 

A few curry leaves 

Brinjal Chutney

Mrs Priyanka K
W/O Cpl Pravina Kumara
HQ TC(U) AF

METHOD:

1.	 Chop the brinjal into 1" cubes and set 
aside in a bowl of water.  

2.	 Heat one tsp oil in a pan and add the 
mustard seeds. 

3.	 When they pop, drain water and add 
the brinjal pieces. Saute until the pieces 
soften and turn light brown. Remove to a 
plate and set aside to cool.

4.	 In the same pan add one more tsp oil, 
slice and add the green chillies, dry red 
chilli, and 1/2 tsp urad dal. Saute until 
the dal turns golden brown. 

5.	 Transfer the cooled brinjal, the roasted 
ingredients from above, tamarind, and 
some salt to a mixie and blend to a 
smooth paste.

6.	 Heat the last tsp of oil in the same pan as 
before (this is clearly a one-pan chutney 
recipe) and add the sliced shallots/
onions, hing, and 1/4 tsp urad dal. 

7.	 When the dal turns golden brown, add 
the curry leaves and the blended chutney 
paste.

8.	 Mix well and add more salt if needed. 
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Tkysch

jkxh@vksV~l  
fcfLdV

lkexzh%

eSnk		  &	 1 di
ehBk ngh	 &	 1@2 di
cslu		  &	 2 cMs pEep
phuh		  &	 2 di
uhacw 		  &	 1 ux

fof/k%

eSnk esa ngh vkSj cslu Mkydj vPNs ls QsaVsA vc 
ikuh dh lgk;rk ls ,d xk<+k ?kksy cuk ysaA /;ku 
jgs ?kksy T;knk iryk ;k xk<+k uk gks lkFk gh mlesa 
xqByh Hkh uk gksaA bls xehZ esa 5&6 rFkk lnhZ esa 12&14 
?kaVs rd NksM+ nsaA ,d crZu esa 2 di phuh ds lkFk 
1@2 di ikuh feykdj 2 rkj dh pk'kuh cuk ysaA 
bls uhacw ls lkQ dj ysaA ,d dM+kgh esa ?kh xeZ gksus 
nsaA rS;kj fd;k x;k tysch dk ?kksy eksYM esa Hkjsa vkSj 
bPNkuqlkj vkdkj nsrs gq;s rsy esa NksMas+ vkSj /kheh vk¡p 
ij lqugjk gksus rd rysaA vk¡p T;knk rst uk j[ksaA 
bls pk'kuh esa Mkysa vkSj rqjar fudkydj xjek xje 
loZ djsaA

fVIl%

pk'kuh ds fy;s phuh ds LFkku ij xqM+ dk bLrseky 
Hkh dj ldrs gaSA

lkexzh%

eSnk@vkVk 		  &	 60 xzke

jkxh ikmMj @vksV~l 		 40 xzke

csfdax ikmMj			   1@2 pEep ¼NksVk½	
csfdax lksMk 			   1 pqVdh

lQsn eD[ku@?kh 		  40 xzke

phuh ikmMj 			   40 xzke

p‚dysV ,lsal 			  2 cw¡n

dksdks ikmMj 			   1@2 pEep ¼NksVk½

le; 12 ls 15 feuV

rkieku 1500c ls 1600c rd

fof/k%

lcls igys eSnk] csfdax ikmMj] csfdax lksMk] dksdks 
ikmMj vkSj jkxh ikmMj@vksV~l dks rhu ls pkj ckj 
Nku ysaA

fdlh xgjs crZu esa ?kh dks gYdk gksus rd feyk;saA

phuh ikmMj feyk,a] tc ?kh vkSj phuh ikmMj vPNs 
ls feDl gks tk,a rc blesa ,lsal Mkysa vkSj eSnk okyk 
feJ.k Mky dj vPNs ls vkVs dh rjg xwa/k ysaA

vc eupkgk vkdkj nsa vkSj csd djsaA

Jherh uhye izlkn
iRuh ltsZaV fo'kky izlkn
VsdM+h

Jherh papy
iRuh ltsZaV osn izdk'k
111 ,p ;w
}kjk 15 foax ok;q lsuk

Chef's Corner
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"Parenting isn’t about raising a child; it’s about 
raising a parent"

It is very difficult to be God on earth but one need 
to play a very similar role to guide the children to 
lead a balanced life. Adults need to train themselves 
like an ocean centred on equanimity even when the 
weather is turbulent. If they can’t stay positive, they 
should not blame the child, the environment and the 
circumstances. How a child behaves, is like second 
nature to the child, rooted in parenthood.

A child is oblivious of worry, anger,jealousy and 
those sorts of negative things. They learn from the 
environment provided to them, primarily from parents. 
Adults want their children to follow them almost in 
everything, but if they sincerely review their own 
life,they would realise that they had made so many 
mistakes and still carry their baggage of miseries, 
worries, disappointments and bitterness. How are they 
going to give the child positivity, should be the question 
foremost in their minds?

One cannot wish away the responsibilities and 
commitments and still can be a little more sensitive and 
genuine while dealing with children.

Exterior Forces

Freedom

When we talk about freedom in the context of our 
own children, we get confused. Whether we should 
give freedom to the children or not and to what extent? 
Parents hardly realise that freedom is not something 
to be given as courtesy. It takes birth with the person 
itself. 

Appreciation 

If I am given a role to play my child's teacher, I 
must first have learned how to be self-disciplined. I 
must have addressed, and continue to address, my own 
emotional irresponsibility. I can do this by becoming a 
conscious parent someone who is true to their self. In 
this way, the child learns from me to also be true to 
their heart's deepest desires. 

Inner mechanism

One needs to learn how to guide children without 
damaging their personality, character and self-worth. 
There are problems parents encounter in child’s 
upbringing. Since the adult tries to shape a constrained 
personality without considering the precise inner 
mechanism in which the wonder of childhood is 
implanted. We try to buy one shoes for all, means 
we try to learn parenting from different sources and 
then apply to our individual child.Parents bringing up 
siblings, is a case in point.We expect to handle the next 
child better because we have already done that. We 
fail to take in to consideration each child’s uniqueness 
as well as different needs. It is an unconscious and 
unaware way of parenting.

The children should be in touch with their inner 
mechanism, not forced into a mould we design for 
them.

Taste of Individuality

A child chooses external guides herself. She 
accommodates to the one who she trusts and feels 
safe with. If she observes that her external guides do 
not harm her she will ask for help from them whenever 

Positive Parenting
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she is in need. As long as this help is given without 
upsetting her she will be grateful. However, if the child 
faces humiliation then she will not ask for help. She will 
not accept that guidance also, even if it seems alright 
as the child is outwardly obeying everything.It does not 
mean she accepted them. 

Parents should understand not to feel superior 
and make the child feel inferior. Parents think that 
they know everything but they do not even come to 
know that the child secretly brewed discontent inside 
her and will become rebellious. I know.When I was a 
child I was always dealing with violence outside and 
inside me. There was not even a single person whom I 
could lean on for my emotional fulfilment. It used to be 
such a painful world. Consequently, I always worked 
on others mood and wished just to get attention and 
acceptance. When I was in grade 5 and 6 I used to be 
all alone even with a cluster of people around me.When 
I did not find affection and belongingness in a normal 
way, I worked as a looser on myself to get some inner 
peace. I started detaching myself from the place and 
people. I used to make long stories in my mind without 
penning it down. I used to make myself active and a 
very impressive character, and used to create my own 
dream land.The people who used to give me scolding 
and beating were never part of my imagination and I 
could never fit them in my world. When I grew up, I still 
recall, they really could not become part of my inner 
world. Result of such childhood was that I completely 
became a loner.I Could not appreciate good things 
in life.I always found myself juggling between two 
natures- one wanted to bubble, enjoy and feel the joy of 
life each moment but at the same time the other nature 

used to kill the excitement. 
I could never call my home 

the most secure place for me, 
the child. 

I started disliking the place I was 
born, the language we used to speak 

and the environment I grew up in. Even 
now I do not feel comfortable if someone 

asks me something about my city and childhood. 
But while writing about all those feelings now I 

am able to understand the pain, the anger. I have 
become like that nothing excites me anymore other 
than my work and performance. I pretend to enjoy the 
gatherings, the festivals but I only enjoy my own work. 
I remember once there was Diwali being celebrated 
by everyone but I was doing a project. Once I realised 
with horror that when people working with me asked 
for leave, I questioned myself that do I want to leave 
my work and enjoy? the answer was "NO", I don’t want 
a break. 

Modern parents have developed an attitude where 
they feel it necessary to emphasize the importance 
of their own knowledge and experience constantly 
by telling their children "I told you".However, such a 
poisonous attitude is actually one of the big factors 
in destroying a child’s ability to develop her own 
personality and identity. A child learns by making 
mistakes and feeling it. Unfortunately, parents do not 
allow their children to make mistakes. Children learn 
by making mistakes and parents always have this 
fear that child will develop the habit of committing 
mistakes. If a child is corrected on mistakes, next time 
she will consider in terms of wrong or right, but if a 
child is humiliated while being corrected, she will not 
want to follow the track of the adult. The direction is as 
important as the content of the dialogue. Remember, 
no child repeats the mistake as humans have been 
created in a state of perfection.

Mrs Sona Chaudhary Bamal 
W/o Wg Cdr A Bamal 
AF Stn Gorakhpur
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Zambia. The name is usually found on the last 
pages of encyclopaedias, conjuring the dark continents’ 
worst images to the average Indian mind. I received 
the news of our posting to Zambia well past midnight, 
when I was stranded at a petrol pump on the outskirts 
of Coimbatore in a vehicle that had broken down. I had 
called up my husband in Wellington to come over and 
pick me up. That is material for another story, so I’ll 
stick to Zambia for now.

At the outset, some facts about the country. Zambia 
is an ex-British colony, so the people are English 
speaking, God-fearing Christians, living in a land that is 
blessed with an abundance of wild life on the surface, 
copper under their soil and the bluest of skies above. 
Poor but warm hearted, the folks are fun-loving and 
easy to live with.

Our introductions were made in the first welcome 
function organized by the Staff College. When we 
ladies announced in succession that we were married 
for 16, 18, 19 years respectively, their query was, "To 
the same husband"? That is African curiosity for you!

We were a team of four Indian families on 
deputation to their Staff College and three of us lived 
within the same compound. There was a weekly bazaar 
where we had to go to stock up on our vegetables and 
groceries. The three of us, dressed in salwar-kameez, 
carrying similar bags, would go around the market, 
bargaining in the typical Indian manner. A lady selling 

Ox Tail Soup and 
Other Tales

onions, once asked me, "Are you three sisters?" I 
said, "Yes", and she promptly stumped me by asking, 
"Same father, same mother?" It took us some time to 
understand what she meant, and then we burst out 
laughing. Such questions were shot at us often, but 
that’s what ‘cultural difference’ is!

On another occasion, I was with my two sons, when 
another lady asked me, ‘Only two sons? Have you left 
behind some children in India?" When I answered in 
the negative, she asked, "Do you have some medical 
problems?" They have this image of a populous country 
where every family has many children, so when I tried 
to explain that two kids is the norm in India, she asked, 
"Is it because of some government rule?" The families 
in Zambia usually were large with lots of step children 
included. In fact my son, returning from school, asked 
me once, ‘Why don’t I have any step brothers or step 
sisters, like my classmates?"

My maid servant once asked me if she could come 
to India with us. I asked her, "Why do want to come 
to India?" Her reply was, "Because there are so many 
cows on the streets in India!" I explained to her that 
we Indians revere the Holy Cow and don’t kill it. After 
pondering over my reply for a while, she then asked me, 
"Ooh! Then what do you do when it dies?" Not knowing 
what else to say, I said, "We bury it". Her reaction was 
hilarious, "Oh, what a waste!"
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Adapting to the local food was not easy. Menu cards 
inevitably began with Oxtail Soup and had Crocodile 
Burgers, Barbecued Zebra Meat and an assortment 
of Caterpillars to go with their staple Nshima (Maize 
Meal). But those folks really loved Indian food. One 
common belief was that we Indians lived longer 
because of the spices we consumed. They loved our 
Rotis and were always awed at the fluffed up Puris, 
wondering how air was pumped inside them!

The first outing we had was to the mesmerizing 
Victoria Falls, one of the eight natural wonders of 
the world. This was followed by short trips to various 
wild life parks and lakes in the country. But the most 
exciting and memorable part of our stay in Africa was 
a trip to the famous Serengeti National Park and the 
Ngorongoro Crater in Tanzania. We had booked a 
4-day safari that included hiring of a Land Rover, driver 
and guide; from a place called Arusha that lies on the 
Northern border of Tanzania, close to Mt Kilimanjaro, 
the highest peak in Africa. Driving out of Arusha, we 
went past some of the largest banana plantations and 
then through Manyara National Park, where lions climb 
and live on trees! One has to travel through the Great 
Rift Valley and the Olduvai Gorge (where evidence has 
been found of the first humans on earth) to reach the 
Serengeti plains.

The first sight of the great reserve area is very 
mesmerizing. The landscape is only plain grassland 
dotted with rocky outcrops (called Kopjes) with a few 
scattered trees, unlike our typical ‘jungles’ where 
wild life is found. After a long drive, we parked in an 
authorized camping area, where the guide and the 
driver swiftly got down to the business of setting up 
the tents. I had dreamt of a large "Bedouin" tent where 
we would rest for the night, but was shocked to see a 
structure that barely came up to my waist! Two ground 
sheets were laid out in each ‘tent’ for us to unroll our 
sleeping bags on. A folding table was laid out complete 
with a table cloth and fine crockery and the men quickly 
got to work with preparing dinner. Surprisingly, in the 
middle of nowhere, they prepared an elaborate Indian 
meal for us. By the time it was dark, we had finished 
our dinner and were advised to tuck in for the night. 
One lantern was placed outside each tent ‘to keep the 
lions away’.

The silence of the early night was only to be followed 
by the sound of hooves, grunts, roars and howls. The 

cacophony got louder as the night progressed, with 
frogs, crickets, bats and other animals adding to the 
shrill noises. We sat huddled in two adjoining tents, 
wondering what we should fear the most…..being 
run over by elephants, mauled by lions, having to bear 
the onslaught of a stampede or being bitten by some 
reptiles!! "Why didn’t we go to Europe like everyone 
else?" asked one son. "Did we have to pay so much to 
feel raw fear?" I wondered!

Morning ablutions were in a DTL (Deep Trench 
Latrine) that was not too deep and left one gasping 
for breath! There are four standard routes from the 
campsites that captured entirely different scenes. We 
set off on one circuit just as the sun came up above the 
horizon. First we reached a spot from where we could 
get the first glimpse of the great migration. Thousands 
of wildebeest, zebras and antelopes moving in one 
direction, almost 40-50 animals abreast, was a sight 
to behold. Random clouds of dust were an indication 
of some carnivores chasing their prey. In the next few 
hours we were lucky to watch one such chase scene 
from up close. A little while later, the famous scene of 
the zebras crossing a river filled with crocodiles was 
being enacted in front of our eyes! The next circuit in 
the afternoon led us to the domain of the giraffes. We 
had the opportunity to drive amidst a herd of giraffes, 
just as the sun was going down. Unfortunately we 
didn’t have HD cameras to capture some of the best 
wildlife shots that we encountered. 

To cut the long story short, the next two days were 
spent as if we were switching channels between ‘Animal 
Planet’, ‘Discovery’ and ‘National Geographic’, as live 
action unfolded at various locales. Soon we were quite 
at ease while passing by a pride of lions that had had 
their fill and were the least threatening to us under-
nourished humans! In fact the herbivores were scarier 
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than the carnivores. A herd of buffaloes, elephants or 
rhinos far away could be more life threatening than a 
cheetah sitting on the bonnet of the Land Rover.

If three days in Serengeti gave us our fill of wildlife 
watching, the Ngrongoro Crater was even more 
fascinating. This crater is a caldera formed by the 
collapse of a large volcano and is considered to be the 
largest subsidence crater in the world with a width of 
over 20 km. The rim is 8,000ft. in elevation, and the 
floor is about 2,000 ft below the rim. 

The floor area of the crater covers about 260 square 
km. The park is home to approximately 25,000 large 
mammals, including gazelles, buffaloes, wildebeests, 
elands, elephants, and the black rhinos. It also has 
the densest populations of predators out of any of 
the African parks, made up of lions, leopards, hyenas, 
and jackals. Lake Magadi in the center attracts a large 
numbers of flamingos, pelicans, ostriches, grebes, 
storks, cranes, and more. On this day long trip we 
got to see a lioness and her growing cubs ambush a 
gazelle, a cheetah chasing and killing an antelope. This 
is a must do in the list of destinations for any wild life 
enthusiast.

We returned to Arusha after the four day safari, 
and looked forward to having a meal without hearing 
the sounds of animals! The equivalent of our roadside 
dhaba’s ‘chicken on the bonnet’, where one is served 
food on the bonnet. After an enjoyable meal we were 
happy to sleep on a proper bed.

The next stop was to the island of Zanzibar, a place I 
had heard of only in comics. A quaint island town, known 

for the export of slaves, Zanzibar had some outstanding 
beaches. With hired cycles and snorkeling equipment, 
we tried exploring the coral beaches till my better half 
had his palm impaled by a sea urchin. So now the focus 
shifted towards searching for medical aid that came 
in the form of villagers rubbing raw papayas to quell 
the swelling. We had booked a dolphin watching cruise 
that turned out to be a fishing boat that spluttered its 
way to a spot where dolphins frequented. My husband 
and son jumped into the waters and were surrounded 
by friendly dolphins that swam around them. They both 
swear that it was the most amazing experience that 
one could encounter. 

At the end of the two year tenure, we were invited by 
the college staff for a farewell lunch at a wildlife resort. 
The program included a safari tour in an open bus. Now 
we had done the mother of all tours in Serengeti, also 
in South Africa and Kenya so this ride was in familiar 
surroundings. But this was the first time we were with 
the locals and their attitude towards wild life was really 
amazing. As we came across a herd of gazelles, the talk 
amongst them was, ‘This one tastes best when eaten 
with spinach" or "No, I always like it plain roasted." We 
spotted some Kudu, and the discussion went, "Oh, I love 
this one’s tongue" or "This is the tastiest meat among 
all deer". Soon we spotted some Sable, an endangered 
species. I couldn’t remember its name, so I asked one 
of the officers what animal it was. His prompt reply 
was, "I don’t know Ma’am, but its tail makes the best 
soup!" Another one added, "Ma’am you should try its 
ribs – great for grilling!" We soon realized that the 
locals always looked at every animal as food. After all, 
humans reached the top of the food chain by sampling 
all the herbivores.

Time flew by very fast and soon we were packing 
for the move back to India. In spite of the cultural 
differences, we had fallen in love with the country, its 
people and the calm environment. We left the country 
with a heavy heart and fond memories of our African 
experiences and have vowed to return someday.
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ckr 2 fnlEcj 2010 dh gSA esjs ifr rstiqj esa 
iksLVsM FksA oks usohxsV~j gaS vkSj ,l ;w&30 ,e ds vkbZ 
mM+krs gSaA , bZ ch ds dkj.k dkQh T;knk ¶ykbax 
gks jgh FkhA ml fnu lqeu dh ¶ykbax Fkh ¶ykñ Yksñ  
v{k; fot ds lkFkA lq[kksbZ 2&lhVj yM+kdw tgkt 
gSA lqeu ds ?kj ls fudyus ds ckn esjh fnup;kZ 'kq: 
gksrh gS] ml fnu Hkh lqeu tkus ds ckn eSaus ;ksxk vkSj  
izk.kk;ke fd;kA fQj FkksM+k le; xkMZu esa Qwyksa vkSj 
ikS/kksa ds chp xqtkjkA uk'rk djus ds ckn eaSus lkspk] 
lqeu us vkt ySaM djus ds ckn eq>s dkWy ugha fd;k 
gSA eSus cksy j[kk gS ySaM djus ds ckn vki ,d dkWy 
dj fn;k djksA ml fnu 11 ct x, exj mUgksaus eq>s 
dkWy ugha fd;kA eSaus fjax fd;k rks fjax tkrk jgk 
exj mUgksaus Qksu ugha mBk;k A eu esa FkksM+h fpUrk gqbZ 
exj fQj yxk 'kk;n O;Lr gks x, gksaxs Mh&czhQ esaA eSa 
vius nwljs dkeksa esa O;Lr gks xbZA 11%30 ds vklikl 

tkdks jk[ks lk¡b;k 
vkt eSus dkQh fnuksa ckn dye idM+h gS] eu dj jgk gS dqN xqt+js gq,

yEgksa ls 'kCnksa dh ekyk cukdj viuh lafxfu;ksa ds chp lk>k d:¡A ;s dksbZ
dgkuh ugha gS] cfYd ml ,d&,d yEgs dks eSuas dSls dkVk gS] ;s eSa 'kCnksa esa

c;ku ugha dj ldrh] cl dksf'k'k dj jgh gw¡A

esjs uEcj ij ¶ykbV dekaMj dk dkWy vk;kA eq>s 
yxk vc rks t+:j dksbZ ckr gS] ugha rks] brus O;Lr 
le; esa tc ¶ykbax py jgh gS ¶ykbV dekaMj eq>s 
D;ksa dkWy djsaxs\ [kSj eSaus Qksu fjlho fd;k] mUgksuas 
dgk t; fgUn eSe] vki dSls gks\ vkidh Nqfê;k¡ dSlh 
jgha\ eSusa tokc fn;k] ysfdu dqN vugksuh dh vk'kadk 
ls eu ?kcjk jgk FkkA mUgksaus dgk eSe] vkidk lqeu 
cgqr gh fgEer okyk gS vkSj vki ,d LVªkUx ,;j 
QkslZ vQlj dh iRuh gksA eSe] lqeu ds lkFk ,d 
nq?kZVuk gks xbZ gSA ¶ykbax ds le;] mlds vk¡Dlhtu 
ekLd esa vf/kd ek=k esa vk¡Dlhtu dk cgko gksus ds 
dkj.k oks Åij dkWdfiV esa csgks'k gks x;k gSA exj 
vHkh oks yksx ySaM dj pqds gSa vkSj ge yksx mUgsa ysdj 
csl gkWfLiVy tk jgs gSaA vki ?kcjkuk ugha] cl vki 
,d ukbV fdV ysdj rS;kj jgukA esjs rks iSjksa rys 
tehu f[kld x;h Fkh] vk¡[kksa ds lkeus va/ksjk Nkus 
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Jherh fcfurk dqekj		
iRuh foax dekUMj lqeu dqekj
16 foax] ok;q lsuk

yxk Fkk] le> ugha vk jgk Fkk fd ;s vpkud D;k 
gks x;kA vHkh lqcg rks brus vPNs ls feydj x, 
gSa] yap ij vkus dks dg dj vkSj vHkh gkWfLiVy tk 
jgs gSaA FkksM+h nsj esa gekjh LDokMªu dh ysMht+ eq>ls 
feyus vk;ha] mUgksaus esjs xys yxdj eq>s cgqr fgEer 
nhA rc eq>s yxk fd lpeqp ;gh rks cqjs oDr esa esjk 
ifjokj gSA 1 cts ds vklikl 
¶ykñ ysñ PkkSgku eq>s ysus vk,A 
eSa lcdks 'kqfØ;k vnk djds pyh 
xbZA vius ifr dh lykerh dh 
iwjs jkLrs nqvk djrh jghA tc 
eSa igq¡ph rks ns[kk 4&5 vQlj]  
vkbZ lh ;w ds ckgj [kM+s FksA 
mUgksaus esjk eu gYdk djus ds 
fy, dgk & eSe lqeu lj rks 
;ejkt ls bUVjO;w ysdj vk jgs 
gSaA mUgksaus bruk vk¡Dlhtu ih 
fy;k gS fd lkS lky rd mudks 
dqN ugha gksxkA vki ns[kuk lj tYnh ls Bhd gksdj 
fQj ls ¶ykbax djus yxsaxsA mUgksaus ,d iy Hkh 
eq>s esjs ifjokj dh deh eglwl gksus ugha nhA dksbZ 
pk; yk jgk gS] dksbZ ikuh ds fy, iwN jgk gSA ,slk 
viukiu ,d QkbVj LdokMªu ds yksxksa ds chp gh 
gks ldrk gSA Mk- vfues"k OkRl tks lqeu dk mipkj 
dj jgs FksA bl bejtsUlh dsl ds fy, mUgksusa viuk 
nwljk vkWijs'ku NksM+ fn;kA eSa vkbZ lh ;w ds vUnj xbZ 
rks ns[kk gekjs lh- vks- dh okbQ (Mk- eksuk Mkaxh) tks 
,d ,fo,'ku esfMlu Lisf'kyLV gSa] oks lkjs MkDVjksa ls 
fopkj&foe'kZ dj jgha FkhaA esjs dkuksa esa iM+s 'kCn xeZ 
lhlk ds ?kksy dh rjg FksA os yksx cksy jgs Fks nksuksa 
QsQM+s csdkj gks x, gSaA vkWDlhtu ds /kDds ls QsQM+s 
,d rjQ ls nwljh rjQ gks x, gSaA esfMdy VeZ esa 
bl dUMh'ku dks “ckbysVjy U;weksFkWkjssDl” dgrs gSaA 
vxys 48 ?kaVs cgqr gh egRoiw.kZ gSaA lqeu csM+ ij 
fu<+ky iM+s gq, FksA vk¡[ksa cUn FkhaA uCt+ vkSj /kM+dusa 
dHkh cgqr de vkSj dHkh cgqr T;knk gks jgh FkhaA esjh 
vk¡[ksa rks tSls iRFkj gks pqdh FkhaA eSa tks vius ifr 
dh lykerh ds fy, fnu&jkr nqvk ekWxrh jgrh Fkha 
oks vkt vius ifr dks bl gkyr eas ns[kdj ,dne 
'kkar Fkh irk ugha oks D;k FkkA MkDVj vfues'k us 
rqjUr fu.kZ; fy;k vkSj 'kjhj ds nksuksa Nksjksa ij Nsn 

djds nks ikbi Mky fn, ftlls vkWDlhtu fudy 
lds vkSj oks vPNs ls lkal ys ldsaA iwjh lQsn pknj 
[kwu ls Hkhx xbZ FkhA eSa lqeu ds csM ds ikl pqipki 
[kM+h FkhA MkDVj vkil esa fopkj djds lgh mipkj 
nsus dh dksf'k'k dj jgs FksA vQlj eq>s ukeZy djus 
esa yxs FksA tc 'kke dks lqeu us vkW[ks [kksyha rks 

esjh tku esa tku vk;hA MkDVj 
us dgk eSe FkksM+k le; yxsxk] 
vkidks /kS;Z j[kuk gkssxk] ysfdu 
vkidk QkbVj Bhd gks tk,xkA 
lqeu 10 fnu vkbZ lh ;w esa jgsA 
lcus esjk vkSj lqeu dk tSlk 
[;ky j[kk eSa mldks 'kCnksa esa 
O;Dr ugha dj ldrh gwa D;ksafd 
'kCn NksVs iM+ tk,axsA gekjk 
[kkuk&ihuk] vkuk&tkuk gj ,d 
pht dk /;ku j[kkA eq>s ,d 
iy Hkh vdsyk ugha NksM+kA lqeu  

/khjs&/khjs Bhd gks jgs FksA lc dqN lkekU; gks x;kA 
oks yEgk esjh ft+Unxh dk ^vewY; yEgk* Fkk tc lqeu 
okil ?kj vk x,A lc dqN vPNk gks x;k FkkA

eSa vius vki dks cgqr [kq'kulho ekurh gwa fd 
eSa ,d ok;q lsuk vf/kdkjh dh iRuh gwa vkSj vQok 
laxBu dh lnL;k gwaA ge vkSjrksa dks vQok cgqr 
etcwr cukrh gSA gekjh lafxfu;k¡ cqjs oDr esa gekjs 
lkFk ,d etcwr pêku dh rjg [kM+h gksrh gSa vkSj 
gj&laHko enn djrh gSaA uhyh onhZ igus vkdk'k dh 
Å¡pkb;ksa dks Nwus okys gekjs vQlj vkSj ,;j okWfjvj 
gj eqf'dy ifjfLFkfr dks Hkh fdrus vPNs ls laHkky 
ysrs gSaA	lqeu esfMdy esa fQV gks x, vkSj fQj ls 
vkdk'k dh Å¡pkb;ksa dks Nwus yxsA eSa lcdk fny ls 
'kqfØ;k vnk djrh gwa vkSj muds vPNs LokLF; dh 
dkeuk djrh gw¡A

t; fgan!
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eSXlsls iqjLdkj fotsrk Vh ,e —".kk us dgk gS fd ^;g vkids fy, ugha] u gh esjs fy, ;g iwjs lekt ds 
fy,] lalkj ds fy, gSA

ok;q lsuk Ldwy gsCcky ds fo"k; esa :id vaydkj dh ;g iafä ckgjh :i js[kk dks O;ä djrh gSA ;g 
Ldwy ,d çh&;wfuoflZVh laLFkk gS] tks vius vUnj ulZjh ls çkbejh] çkbejh ls lhfu;j lsds.Mjh rd lesVs 
gq, gSA ok;q lsuk Ldwy dh çflf) dsoy vuq'kklu vkSj ok;q;ks)kvksa ds cPpksa dks f'k{kk nsus ds ekeys esa gh 
ugha gS] vfirq ftKklq Nk=ksa esa fufgr vusd lEHkkoukvksa dks ,d ;ksX; f'k{kd leqnk; }kjk fu[kkjuk gS] tks 
bl Ldwy ds ifo= }kj esa ços'k djrs gaSA 

jkspd rFkk ;kn djus dh ckr ;g gS fd bl Ldwy esa çf'k{k.k deku eq[;ky; esa 1958&59 esa dsoy ulZjh 
vkSj çkbejh rd dh f'k{kk çnku dh tkrh FkhA rRi'pkr~ vusd Åapkb;ksa dks Nwrs gq, ;g Ldwy iwjs ns'k esa 
yxkrkj rhljs o"kZ ^loZJs"B ok;q lsuk Ldwy* ds f[krkc ls uoktk x;k gSA 

;g mYys[kuh; gS fd fujh{k.k ds fofHkUu ekun.Mksa tSls& ewyHkwr lqfo/kk] 'kS{kf.kd xq.koÙkk] [ksy ,oa 
lkaL—frd fØ;k&dykiksa ij [kjk mrjrs gq, Ldwy us jk"Vªh; Lrj ij vk;ksftr ^VhuksosVj çfr;ksfxrk* esa Hkkx 
fy;kA efuiky fo'ofo|ky; ¼bad Qkm.Ms'ku½ }kjk çk;ksftr bl dk;ZØe us Nk=ksa ds bl ;ksxnku dks ljkgk 
rFkk mUgsa ,d ubZ igpku nhA 

o"kZ 2013&14 esa bl Ldwy ds xzsM& XII-X ds rhu Nk= us ¼Øe'k% x.ks'k f'kok] çTToy vkSj Jhjke½  
Jherh jsorh xq:ewfrZ ih th Vh fQftDl ds ekxZn'kZu esa ikBîØe ls c<+dj Li`g.kh; vfo"dkj djrs gq, 
çFke iqjLdkj ds :i esa 5 yk[k # dh jkf'k thrhA ;g vk'p;Ztud vfo"dkj gS & ^ckr djrs gq,] Qksu dks 
pktZ djuk*A

bl vkdfLed çflf) ls çksRlkfgr gksdj Nk=ksa us vusd çfr;ksfxrkvksa esa Hkkx fy;k tSls&,l vks ,Q 
vksyfEi;kM] bXxukbV rFkk lh ch ,l bZ  dh çknsf'kd foKku çfr;ksfxrk] blus mu Nk=ksa dks çksRlkfgr fd;k 
,oa lkspus dk lkgl fn;kA lkbal vksyfEi;kM esa cgqr&ls Nk=ksa us esMy rFkk çek.k&i= thrs ftlesa nks 
yM+fd;ksa lkScfjaxk vkSj r`"kk jk; dh tksM+h us jk"Vªh; Lrj ij vius çkstsDV ^vkfIVdy Qkbcj ds }kjk lkSj 

fFkadfjax@D;qfj;ksflVh ySc
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Jherh jsuw flag
ç/kkukpk;kZ
ok;q lsuk Ldwy gsCcky

mtkZ dk laxzg.k* cuk;k gSA vxys gh o"kZ bl Ldwy 
us VhuksosVj çfr;ksfxrk esa 'kh"kZ 10 LFkkuksa esa viuk 
LFkku lqfuf'pr fd;kA ;|fi Ldwy dk çkstsDV  
^jhp gkse QkLVj* visf{kr lQyrk ugha ik ldkA 

^^Dyksfu,Vj** ,d jkscksfVd midj.k] rq:i dk 
bDdk lkfcr gqvk tks ^fefeØh* ds fl)kar ij  
vk/kkfjr Fkk] tks fu.kZ; dh dYiuk rwQku ds }kjk 
vkSj vkxs pydj efuiky ^VhuksosVj 2015&16* dk 
fofuax çkstsDV lkfcr gqvkA Dyksfu,Vj dk ç;ksx 
fofHkUu lkekftd voljksa ij fd;k tk ldrk gS 
tks ok;q lsuk Ldwy gsCcky ds rhu Nk=ksa dh Vhe& 
vk'kh"k] fdju] mfnr vkSj fç;s"k ds }kjk cuk;k  
x;k gSA 
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ds fy, rFkk vklikl ds Lo;alsoh Ldwyksa dks Hkkx 
ysus ds fy, vkeaf=r fd;k x;kA blesa Ldwy ds rhu 
gksugkj Nk= ;Fkk& vk'kh"k] mfnr vkSj fdju us iqu% 
vius nks e‚My çkstsDV ^isfYV;j e‚M;wy* dks çLrqr 
fd;kA

;g ^lksus ij lqgkxk^ ds leku Fkk tc baVsy 
vkSj uhfr vk;ksx dh lk>snkjh us ok;q lsuk Ldwy 
gsCcky dks gc e‚My lsaVj ds :i esa p;fur fd;kA 
lkekU; vkSipkfjdrk,a tSls& ,e vks ;w ij gLrk{kj]  
ih ,Q ,e ,l ds lkFk ukekadu djuk vkSj vuqnku ds 
fy, vyx ls [kkrk [kksyuk] ;g lc v/;{k egksn;] 
Jherh jsuw flag ,oa jsorh xq:ewfrZ] , Vh ,y dh 
lapkyd gSa] ftuds dkj.k lEHko gks ik;kA 

blds ckn çf'k{k.k dk;ZØe rFkk lEcaf/kr phtsa 
v/;{k egksn; rFkk , Vh , y lapkyd ds lapkyu 
esa rsth ls vkxs c<+ha rFkk , Vh ,y ds fy, buksos'ku 
[kkst dh cgkyh ,oa dk;ZØe dks xfr çnku dhA 

viuh çxfroknh Nfo ds vuq:i uhfr vk;ksx us 
rhu loZJs"B Ldwyks dk p;u fd;k ftlesa ok;q lsuk 
Ldwy gsCcky ds ydh VhuksosVj dks ̂ baVsy b.Vjus'kuy 
lkbal ,.M bathfu;fjax Qs;j&2017^ esa Hkkx ysus ds 
fy, pquk x;kA bl lekjksg esa dqy 75 ns'kksa ds ftKklq 
vkSj ;ksX; Nk= oSKkfudksa ds lewg ds chp e‚M;wy dk 
çn'kZu djuk ,d vuks[kk vuqHko gS vkSj mEehn gS fd 
Lons'k okilh ds ckn ,slh dbZ ;kstukvksa dh igy bl  
'kS{kf.kd l= esa dh tk,xh rFkk blls vU; Nk= Hkh 
çHkkfor gksaxsA 

ok;q lsuk Ldwy ç/kkukpk;Z] Ldwy çca/ku desVh 
rFkk lefiZr f'k{kdksa ds lg;ksx ls viuh çfrf"Br 
fLFkfr dks cjdjkj j[ksxk] ,slh vk'kk dh tkrh gSA 

ge tks Hkh djrs gSa mRlkg ls djrs gSaA 

t; fgUn!

Ldwy ds fy, Vªai dkMZ dh rjg vVy buksos'ku 
fe'ku ¼AIM½ vk;kA tks uhfr vk;ksx ds }kjk vVy 
fVadfjax ySCl ¼ATL's½ dks LFkkfir djus ds fy, Fkk] 
ftlds fy, iwjs ns'k ls dqN vPNs Ldwyksa dks pquk 
x;k FkkA , Vh ,y dh LFkkiuk gsrq vuqnku ds fy, 
Ldwyksa ls vkosnu ek¡xk x;kA blds fy, Ldwy us 
vkosnu fd;k vkSj og xkSjoiw.kZ {k.k vk;k tc vuqnku 
ds rkSj ij 12 yk[k :i;s ç/kkuea=h ds Mªhe çkstsDV  
^esd bu bf.M;k* ds rgr feykA 

Hkkx ysus okys 595 Ldwyksa esa ls] ok;q lsuk Ldwy 
gsCcky dh ekxZn'kZd f'kf{kdk jsorh xq:ewfrZ ih th Vh 
fQftDl us , Vh ,y e‚My dk Cyw fçaV rS;kj fd;k 
ftls Ldwy esa ,l vks ih ds lkFk LFkkfir djuk FkkA 
ds vkj , vkSj dh&Qksdl fjtYV ,fj;k dk mi;ksx 
LVkQ rFkk VsDuhf'k;u ySc esa dj ldrs FksA d‚jiksjsV 
lks'ky ft+Eesnkjh ds rgr Cyw fpi dEifu;ksa dks nku 
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When you snooze your alarm and take a yawn
He’s done with DI, routine every morn

Working with passion, dedication he displays 
With no weekends, without any getaways

Bombs and missiles are his daily toys
Issuing ammunition are the SE(M) boys

Entire station when runs on wheels
Utmost satisfaction, the MT feels

Availability of spares, clothing and essential grease 
When logistic winks, it comes with the breeze

Arm of CEO but spine for COO	
Any Nav aids, SE (L) gets it through

Silently working, observant of every snag they see
Passing ‘states’ diurnally is a cakewalk for MCC

Undertakes every task and performs it right
Best SU-30 professionals are pride of tech flight

Tasking of CEO has known no end 
Handles it smoothly – office of Tech Adjt

Team Maintenance  
- an Insight

Sqn Ldr Garima Mishra
AF Stn Tezpur
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Overcome Depression

weight loss etc.

•	 Cognitive: Lack of concentration, slowness in 
activity, or thought of suicide. 

And so on….. but overcoming depression is not 
quick and easy but nothing is impossible. Feeling better 
takes time but you can get it if you make positive steps 
for yourself each day.

What you can do………

•	 Reach out and stay connected to supportive and 
positive thinking people.

•	 Do things that make you happy and feel good like 
singing, dancing or playing your favorite sports.

•	 Do not sit for more than an hour.

•	 Get a daily dose of sunlight.

•	 Challenge negative thinking and avoid it.

•	 Try to keep up with social activities even if you do 
not feel like it.

•	 Go out with your family or friends and chill out.

•	 Aim for 8 hours of sleep.

•	 Practice relaxation techniques.

•	 Read good books and do not skip your meals.

•	 Minimize sugar and refined carbohydrates. Boost 
your vitamin B, folic acid and B 12 eat more citrus 
fruit, leafy vegetables and non-veg like chicken and 
eggs.

These are some help tips which can bring our 
happiness back, but in some cases consultancy 
is required. We can discuss practical solutions 
that contribute to stress with family members and 
psychologists and take psychotherapy such as 
Cognitive Behavioral Therapy (CBT) or drug treatment 
as antidepressant which helps in treatment of patients.

 Life can witness many obstacles but we must learn 
to overcome them and become strong to go ahead. 
Always remember...

"When stone or sticks are thrown into your path, 
make something out of it, even a heap of rocks that can 
be transformed into a beautiful bridge. Cheer up and 
transform your life." 

Depression is a feeling of drowning while 
everyone else around you is breathing. Being a human, 
it is natural to feel sad, moody or low from time to 
time. While some people experience these feelings 
intensely for long periods of time, may be for days, 
months or even years and sometimes without any 
apparent reason. Depression, sadness, gloominess, 
heartedness, these are the words of serious illness 
which can disturb our mind to an extent that any 
consequences can be happen. So it is demand of the 
time to be careful and understand all factors which are 
responsible for this problem……..

•	 Abuse: Past physical, sexual or emotional abuse.

•	 Conflict: Personal conflicts or disputes with family 
members or friends.

•	 Childhood trauma.

•	 Drug addiction: There are strong links between 
drug abuse and depression.

•	 Death or loss: Sadness or grief from the death of 
loved ones.

•	 Genetics: A family history of depression may 
increase the risk.

•	 Other personal problems: Social isolation due to 
mental illness.

•	 Pressure: Pressure to perform best in exams, 
sometimes contribute to depression.

Depression affects our mind as well as our body 
to a great level. There are warning signs which are 
exhibited by person suffering from depression. These 
symptoms need to be looked into at the earliest for 
betterment. These symptoms are as follows…

•	 Pain areas-In the back.

•	 Mood-anxiety, apathy, hopelessness, loneliness, 
loss of interest or pleasure in activities, mood 
swings, panic attack, sadness or emotional 
distress. 

•	 Behavioral : Agitation, excessive crying, irritability, 
restlessness, self harm or social isolation.

•	 Sleep : Early awakening, excess sleepiness, 
insomnia or restless sleep.

•	 Whole body : Excessive hunger, fatigue, or loss of 
appetite, constipation, headache, poor appetite, 

Mrs Archana Sahu
W/o Wg Cdr SK Sahu
AF Stn Jalahalli
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ß'kCn&'kCn ls Lusg cjlkrh] gekjh I;kjh Hkk"kk fganh]
Lusgh&tuksa ds eu gj"kkrh] gekjh I;kjh Hkk"kk fganhA
D;k vius] D;k yksx ijk;s] lcdks vkRelkr~ djk,]
fo'o&ca/kqRo dk Hkko c<+krh] gekjh I;kjh Hkk"kk fganhA

fganh gekjh jk"VªHkk"kk dgh tkrh gS vkSj bl vkSipkfjdrk dks iw.kZ djus ds fy, çfro"kZ 14 flrEcj 
fganh&fnol ds :i esa euk;k tkrk gS] ijarq lgh vFkksZ esa fganh vc rd Hkh gekjh jk"VªHkk"kk ugha cu ikbZ gSA 
bldh egÙkk dsoy jktHkk"kk cus jgus rd fleV xbZ gSA dqN jktuSfrd vkSj LokFkhZ rRoksa ds vlaoS/kkfud 
gLr{ksi ds dkj.k ;s vFkkZr~ gekjh fganh vius lgh LFkku dks ikus ls lnk gh oafpr jgh gSA fganh gh gekjk 
ewy mn~xe vkSj fganh gh gekjk eks{k gSA ;s gh oks ,dek= Hkk"kk gS tks ns'k dks ,drk vkSj v[k.Mrk ds lw= 
esa fijks, j[kus dk egÙoiw.kZ dk;Z dj ldrh gSA bl fn'kk esa] gesa dqN ,sls çHkkoh dne mBkus gksaxs tks fganh 
ds egRo dks tu&ekul esa LFkkfir dj ldsA ;fn ,slk djus esa ge lQy gks lds rks vU; dksbZ ,slk dkj.k 
ugha tks fganh ls mldk in vkSj egÙkh Hkwfedk dks Nhu ldsA fganh gekjk xkSjo'kkyh vrhr jgh gS vkSj ;s gh 
gekjk Lof.kZe Hkfo"; Hkh gSA vkb,& vius Hkfo"; dks iw.kZr% lqjf{kr djsa] vFkkZr~ fganh dks lajf{kr djsaA 

eq>s cpiu ls gh dqfdax dk 'kkSd FkkA 'kknh ds 
ckn fyfoax vkmV gksus ij tks Hkh yksx [kkus ij vkrs 
Fks] [kkus dh rkjhQ fd, fcuk ugha jg ikrs FksA blls 
eq>s cgqr izksRlkgu feykA eSa ?kj ij dqfdax eas dqN u 
dqN u;k iz;ksx djrh jgrh FkhA ysfdu dqfdax dh ;s 
çfrHkk nqfu;k ds lkeus ugha vk ik jgh FkhA

fiNys lky 2016 lafxuh if=dk esa esjh dktw 
dksjek uke dh jsflih çdkf'kr gqbZ vkSj ml le; dh 
vQok v/;{kk Jherh fyfy jkgk dk iz'kalk i= vkSj 
lafxuh if=dk dh çfr eq>s çkIr gqbZA bl iz'kalk i= 
dks tc eq>s LVs'ku vQok ehfVax eas LVst ij cqyk 
dj fn;k x;k rks esjk eksfVos'ku ysoy vkSj c<+ x;kA

 esjs ifr us Hkh eq>s cgqr izksRlkfgr fd;k vkSj 
jk; nh fd D;ksa u dqfdax dk ;s gquj lkjh nqfu;k ds 
lkeus vk, vkSj lkjh nqfu;k fu%'kqYd bldk Qk;nk 

gekjh fganh
Jherh foeyk lksuh
iRuh lktsZaV nsosUnz
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku tkeuxj 

Jherh js.kq feJk 
iRuh lktsZaV vkj feJk
ok;q lsuk LVs'ku tygkyh 

¡ ksRlkgu dk 
egRo mBk,A blds fy, esjs NksVs csVs us ;w V~;wc ij js.kq 

feJk uke dk pSuy cuk;k vkSj eSaus lHkh rjg dh 
dqfdax jsflih ds ohfM;ks cuk dj ;w V~;wc ij viyksM 
djus 'kq: dj fn,A vHkh eq>s yxHkx 5 eghus gq, 
gSa] esjs iz'kaldkas dh la[;k yk[kksa esa igq¡p x;h gS vkSj 
yk[kksa yksx esjh jsfliht dks ns[k dj Qk;nk mBk 
jgs gSa vkSj cgqr ilan dj jgs gSaA ohfM;ks 'kwfVax vkSj 
,fMfVax djds ;w V~;wc ij ohfM;ks viyksM djus esas esjs 
ifr vkSj cM+s csVs dk fo'ks"k ;ksxnku jgrk gSA vkt 
eSa lQy ;w V~;wcj cu pqdh gwaA eSa viuh lafxuh cguksa 
ls dguk pkgrh gwa fd ;fn vkids vanj Hkh dksbZ gquj 
gS rks mls Nqik, ugha cfYd nqfu;k ds lkeus ysdj 
vk,aA dksf'k'k djus ij lQyrk vkids dne pwesxhA
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Travel is the best teacher, they say. And so we 
decided to travel, my friends and I. Wide-eyed young 
things, straight out of college, eager to experience 
the world. We settled on the most exotic sounding 
place that we could manage on our shoestring budget, 
Corsica. This was long before Ranbir and Deepika 
declared on the silver screen - What happens in 
Corsica, stays in Corsica!

A bumpy flight and a very dusty road trip later, 
we landed at our hotel in Corsica. It was late at night 
and we, the jetlagged beauties of India, longed for a 
steaming bath, wholesome dinner, and a good night’s 
sleep. Little did we know that it would be long before 
such simple pleasures would become available to us! 

Like I said, we reached our hotel late at night. It 
is then that we realized that none of us had packed 
in a bar of soap. Yes, who thinks of something as 
nondescript and insignificant as a bar of soap when 
one is eager to get going with a great adventure, right? 
The hotel did not seem to bother with such trivialities 
either. 

We descended – five very agitated young women 
- on an unsuspecting night concierge who apparently 
doubled up as the bell boy and the desk clerk after 
dark. The poor one-man-army could not speak a word 
of English. So we started to utter "soap" in various 
intonations and pitches and made wild gestures, 
closely resembling (what I now assume looked like) 
very itchy gorillas. The bewildered young boy tried 
repeating "soap" numerous times but was no closer to 
understanding what it really means.

In moments of great happiness, sorrow, and in great 
agitation, we revert to the sweet comfort of our mother 
tongue. I broke out in Hindi, "Hey Bhagwaan! All this 

for some Saabun?" Our concierge beamed a disarming 
smile and asked, "Sapone?" Out came the soap. It 
took us a few moments to understand our newfound 
miracle. Soap is Sapone in Corsican, pronounced much 
like our own Saabun. 

While this incident has provided my friends and I 
moments of entertainment over the years, such "soaps" 
and escapades are no longer necessary, thanks to the 
advent of smartphones. Every need (well, almost) is 
catered to by an application, or to use our favorite 
word, an app.

Being Fauji women, we are quite adept at 
transporting entire households across the far reaches 
of our vast and sprawling country. Domestic travel 
should not pose much of a problem but we could be out 
of our element when it comes to international travel. 
Especially if we plan to make it on our own with no 
travel agent or planner to fuss over us. Tapping into 
technology should make it a much easier task, though.

Travelling with 
family and/or 
friends does require 
a bit of planning. 
Leisure travel is 
never leisurely 
unless you've spent 
a good deal of time 
getting the details 
right. Here are four 
apps that will help 
plan your international vacation like a pro - TripIt, 
TripCase, WorldMate, and Roadtrippers help you seal 
your itinerary, confirm your reservations, print your 
tickets, and get directions if you plan to drive. Bravofly 

Feature Files

Smart Applications for  
International Travel
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and Skyscanner are by far the best when it comes to 
booking your international flight tickets and Hotels, 
Hotwire, and Uber allow you to find and book all the 
hotels and cabs you may need.

Tickets and hotels booked and you thought that was 
it? Plan some and then some more. Imagine landing 
on a beach in the south of France expecting to show 
off your fabulous beachwear but reality (literally) 
raining on your dreams! They say that the weatherman 
never gets it right but with applications such as Yahoo 
Weather, AccuWeather, and BBC Weather, you are not 
likely to go wrong.

Then there is still the small matter of money. XE 
Currency exchange is the most downloaded (Android) 
money exchange app. This should keep your souk 
shopping in Istanbul well within budget and also get 
you the right price when you exchange your rupees. For 
those like us, who travel out without an inkling of the 
local language, there is alwaysGoogle Translate.

There are the extras that make it great.You’re 
planning a wonderful holiday with your family and 
friends. It is the little things that will make for a great 
memory. Trust mobile applications to go that extra mile 
for you. Turn to handy applications such as Fleet and 
Airport Transit Guide to walk you through shopping 
and recreation centers at airports. Lounge Buddy can 
connect you to lounges in airports across the world and 
AirGrub will help prepare a meal for you as soon as 
you land at any airport. MiFlight and GateGuru update 

Mrs T S Sujatha
W/o Sqn Ldr V Harish
12 Wing AF
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you about security wait times of most international 
airports. Do not forget to install TimeOut and get 
updates on all the hip and happening parties, sporting 
and cultural events, exhibitions and meetups, no matter 
which international city you travel to. Do much more 
than sightseeing– catch the latest plays, make it to the 
opera, look for weekly markets, and much more.

While there are a number of applications that work 
on both Android and iOS platforms, there is only one 
you. Pay attention to your dear ones and enjoy your 
vacation to the hilt.
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Miss Richa Sharma
D/o Air Mshl Sanjay Sharma AVSM
Air HQ (VB)

Postings
Feature Files

Roaming around here and there,
These postings are hard to bear.
Some of them are ups and some of them
are downs.
Some times in forest and
Some time in towns.
All the luggage is hard to manage
Without doing it some damage.
When we find no transport
We can not retort.
Some times children in school
Get their admission late.
But we can do…only…wait!
But look at the brighter side
We cover an area so wide
We visit many a state
And it affects our fate.
South to north, west to east
We can taste many a feast
As you can see…in defence
Everything …so much hence
I think you will all agree
Defence gives largest number of postings
You did ever see!
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Board of Management meeting on 30 Nov 16

Campers at ISRO Observatory, Mount Abu

Workshop on First-Aid by Red Cross Society at  
AF Stn Bhuj

Workshop on CPR at AF Stn Borgad

Sanginis at Beggars Home, Gandhinagar

Click &
 Capture
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AFWWA Premier League at Srinagar 

Board of Management meeting on 02 May 16

Linguistic Workshop by AFWWA (R) WAC

Workshop for Play school teachers by 
AFWWA (R) WAC

Trekking  during Summer Camp at 
Udhampur
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Board of Management meeting on 28 Nov 16

Pinkathon at AFWWA (L) Air Force Academy 

Tree Plantation during 'Go-Green' at AF Stn Hakimpet

Visit by Sanginis of AF Stn Bidar  
to Orphanage

Camp Fun Trooper in action at Nature Adventure 
Camp KanakPura Bangalaru

Click &
 Capture
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Board of Management meeting on 14 Dec 16

'Recycling of Waste Material' Workshop at  
AF Stn Darbhanga

'Self-Defence' Workshop at  
AF Stn Memaura

Health Walk for Sanginis 23 Sep 16  
at AF Stn Gwalior

Summer Trekking Camp at Nainital
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Board of Management meeting on 09 Dec 16

Bihu Dance by Sanginis during 'AFWWA Week 
Celebrations' at AF Stn Digaru

River Rafting  at Bagdogra During AFWWA(R)  
EAC Winter Adventure Camp

Graduation Day at 'Little Scholars'  
Play School Chabua

Walkathon during 'AFWWA Week Celebrations'  
at AF Stn Kumbhigram

Click &
 Capture
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Board of Management meeting on 29 Nov 16

Visit to IICPT on 08 Oct 16 at Thanjavur

Visit to Old age home  on 19 Oct 16 by Sanginis of 
AFWWA (L) SAC(U)

Power Hang Gliding during Summer Camp at  
Sulur on 17 May 17

AFWWA Picnic at No. 2 AFSB Mysore on 07 Oct 16
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Board of Management meeting on 05 Dec 16

Cycle Rally for Sanginis at AF Stn Manauri

Best out of Waste Competition for Sanginis  
at AF Stn Ojhar

Eye Check up Camp for Sanginis at AF Stn Avadi

AFWWA Picnic at AF Stn Chandigarh

Click &
 Capture

161 



President AFWWA arriving at AFWWA Metting at AF Stn New Delhi

Donation to oldage home by AFWWA (L) at  
AF Stn New Delhi 

Inauguration of Renovated Uphaar Shop at  
AF Stn New Delhi

Yogic Mudra by Yogi Amrit Raj during  
AFWWA(L) Meeting

President AFWWA interacting with Sanginis at 
AF Stn New Delhi
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Air Force Wives Welfare Association

‘Santushti Shopping Complex’, New Willingdon Camp, 
Opposite Hotel Ashok Samrat, Race Course New Delhi - 110003

Phone : 011-26878099, Fax : 011-24104681
email : afwwahq@gmail.com
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Hampi -
The Lost City

 SOLO ADVENTURE

tkdks jk[ks lk¡b;k

lqgkuk lQj

Dreams
on Wheels

Song of Myself
Not I, not any one else can travel that road for you,
You must travel it for yourself.
It is not far, it is within reach,
Perhaps you have been on it since you were born and 
did not know,
Perhaps it is everywhere on water and on land.

Walt Whitman
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