
it happens here...
SUNDAY

04 October 2026

A-B
Celebrating and Protecting Our Animal Friends

orld Animal Day, observed every year on October 4, is a global initiative dedicated to promoting animal welfare and raising awareness about the
rights and protection of all creatures. Marked by events, campaigns, and educational programs, the day encourages individuals, communities, and
organizations to take action in safeguarding animals from cruelty, neglect, and exploitation. It also highlights the importance of conservation,
responsible pet ownership, and ethical treatment of wildlife. From schools to animal shelters, people worldwide participate in activities that honour
animals, fostering compassion and responsibility. World Animal Day reminds us of our shared duty to protect and cherish all living beings.w
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BABY BLUES By Rick Kirkman & Jerry ScottTHE WALL ZITS By Jerry Scott & Jim Borgman

“If you’re going to
tell people the truth,

be funny or they’ll
kill you.”

- Billy Wilder

o, what is the first
thing you notice
about a person? The
standard response
would be the eyes, but
little do people know
that their eyebrows

too have a lot to say. If the eyes
are the window to the soul, then
the eyebrows offer a glimpse of
one's external beauty.

A recent study, conducted by
the University of Lethbridge in
Canada, states that when
researchers showed people 25
images of celebrities without
eyebrows, followed by 25 images
of celebrities sans their eyes,
participants were able to cor-
rectly identify 56 per cent of the
celebrities shown without eyes,
but only 46 per cent of the

celebrities without eyebrows. It
is hereby proved that brows
have a bigger impact than the
eyes.

You know a trend has taken
over when it becomes a hashtag
on Instagram. And all through
this year, varied eyebrow styles
have been storming the
Internet. Here are some of the
new eyebrow trends.

#J'ADORE
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Know the power
of your brow

mong the great
saints of the Varkari
Sampradaya, Sant
Namdev Maharaj
stands out as a fig-
ure of fearless devo-
tion and spiritual

resolve. His life, woven
through history and sacred
tradition, reflects a journey
where faith became a response
to turmoil and injustice.

Devotion to Vitthal
Namdev was a lifelong devo-
tee of Vitthal of Pandharpur.
His abhangas express a deeply
personal relationship with the
divine, one that rejected ritu-
alism and embraced pure love
and surrender.

A Time of Turmoil
The period in which Namdev
lived saw significant political
upheaval. The invasion of
Deccan regions, including
Devgiri Fort, by forces under
Malik Kafur during the reign
of Alauddin Khilji brought
violence and instability.

According to devotional
narratives, Namdev was
deeply disturbed by the suf-
fering he witnessed. Seeking
refuge, he turned to Vitthal
and expressed his desire to
withdraw from the world
through samadhi. Yet, the
divine message he received,
preserved in tradition, was
not one of retreat, but of
responsibility. He was urged
to carry Bhakti beyond the
Deccan, to regions in the
north such as Punjab and
even Peshawar, where people
too faced hardship.

Journey to the North
Taking this as a spiritual mis-
sion, Namdev traveled across
northern India, spreading
devotion, unity, and courage.
Tradition holds that he estab-
lished centers of worship
(mathas) and brought the
message that God resides
everywhere, not confined to
temples or regions.

His presence in the north
is reflected in the inclusion of
his hymns in the Guru Granth
Sahib, a rare honour that
highlights the universality of
his teachings.

The Encounter 
with Tughlaq
One of the most striking sto-
ries from his life describes
his encounter with
Muhammad bin Tughlaq in
Delhi. He saw massacres in
Delhi and went to
Muhammad Bin's territory.

As the story goes, Namdev
started public kirtans and
drew attention. He was sum-
moned and asked to abandon
his faith and accept Islam or
face death. Calm and unwa-
vering, Namdev refused,
declaring that God is present
in all forms and beyond all
boundaries.

To test him, a challenge
was set, often told as a sym-
bolic act involving the life
of a cow. A cow and a calf
were brought. If cow pres-
ent was killed, then
Namdev had to accept
Islam, if not, then he wins.
In this narrative, Namdev's
devotion triumphs, not
through force, but through
divine grace. Namdev was
offered gifts by the people,
but he declined.

This episode represents 
a deeper truth: Spiritual
conviction cannot be
coerced by power.

Return and
Mahasamadhi
After decades of travel and
teaching, Namdev is believed
to have returned to
Pandharpur in his later years.
Around the age of 80, he was
granted mahasamadhi, by
Vitthal, leaving behind a lega-
cy that continues to inspire
millions.

A Legacy Beyond Time
For followers of the Varkari
tradition, Sant Namdev
Maharaj is not just a histori-
cal figure but a living pres-
ence in devotion. His life
story, blending history, faith,
and legend, teaches that:
 Faith can stand before

power without fear.
 Devotion can cross all

boundaries.
 True strength lies in spiri-

tual conviction, not
authority.

#SANT NAMDEV MAHARAJ
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The Saint Who
Answered Power
with Bhakti
For followers of the Varkari tradition, 
Sant Namdev Maharaj is not just a historical
figure but a living presence in devotion This bold look involves parting your eyebrows and splaying

the hair into feather-like shapes with the help of Vaseline

When it comes to style,
celebrities are the best inspi-
rations. Right from Lily
Collins' minimally shaped
bushy arches, Emma
Watson's boy brows to the
pencil thin curves of
Charlize Theron and full
brows of Gigi Hadid, eye-

brows have added to the wow
factor each time. According to
Vedika Bagai, beauty profes-
sional, eyebrows are an impor-
tant aspect of beauty, as they
change the overall appearance
of the face and bring out a per-
son's natural beauty. "A set of
good eyebrows can make you

feel more confident. Of course,
not everyone is born with a
perfect set of brows. To
achieve them, one has to regu-
larly shape and trim them to
suit their face and help
enhance their eyes. As they
say, eyebrows do speak louder
than words," she sums up.

The feathered eyebrow 
This bold look involves parting
your eyebrows and splaying the
hair into feather-like shapes
with the help of Vaseline.

Brow carving 
This look is created using eye-
liner for definition around the
brow arch, followed by super
pigmented eye shadows, which
are blended out to make the fin-
ished look a little less harsh.

Barbed-wire look
It involves getting your brows
nice and thick by using gel and
alternating between sections
that point up and those that
point down and there you have it.

Going natural
This style is like the LBD of beauty, classic and
simple. So, do you want to look ramp ready with
your brows? "Knowing your face shape is the
first step to creating your most beautiful look,"
says Veena Jain, grooming expert for Mrs India
Globe Classic. Let's find out what type of
eyebrow can help accentuate your features.

An oval face

This is considered the ideal
face shape. The soft-angled eye-
brow, which goes straight up
and then gently curves round at
the top and down, is said to be
the best for this face type.

A heart-shaped face

The best eyebrow shape for
this type of face is a rounded
one. A low-arch brow creates a
natural look, while a highly-
arched brow can add length to
a shorter visage.

A long face

Make a long face appear fuller
by designing straight horizon-
tal lines that stop the eyebrow
from roving around the face. A
flat brow shape makes the face
appear shorter.

A square face
A square jaw is a strong feature. A
thicker stronger colour balances a
heavier jaw line. A defined sharp
peak at the top of the brow makes
the brow appear stronger. Angled
brows can create this balance.

A round face
Avoid gentle or soft
arches and apply lines
that go up and then
down with a sharp
curve. This will help
lengthen the face.

Looking for the Pandavas
uryodhana had found
the remote and the nam-
keen, in that order, and
was flicking through
news channels like a
man flicking through
enemies. "Show me," he
said. "Which side are
the Pandavas?" I tried. I
really did. "Iran?" he

asked. "Its rulers have hanged pro-
testers and armed militias across
the region. And they choked the
Strait of Hormuz until my gas cylin-
der felt it."

"Israel, then?"
"Much of the world, and many of

its own citizens, are angry about
what its government did in Gaza."

"America?"
"Bombs Iran with one hand.

Fills in its Nobel Peace Prize form
with the other."

"Russia?"
"Invaded its neighbour. Now

sells oil to anyone too busy to
notice."

Duryodhana put down the nam-
keen and began to laugh. "So, they
are all Kauravas! At last, a war
where I would be on the winning
side."

"In a war with no Pandavas," I
said, "there is no winning side."

He stopped laughing. For a man
who had lost ninety-nine brothers,
that seemed to register.

The feast
"But how did everyone get dragged
in?" he asked. "In my time, at least,
kings chose."

"Did they? What about your
Shalya?"

He grinned. It was his favourite
story. Shalya, uncle of the Pandava
twins, marched out to fight for his
nephews. Duryodhana laid out
feasts all along his route. Shalya,
thinking Yudhishthira was the host,
promised the host any favour. Then,
Duryodhana stepped out from
behind the curtain and asked for his
army.

"Best dinner I ever paid for," he
said.

"That is how it works now too," I
told him. "This year, Gulf countries
that hosted American bases found
themselves in Iran's line of fire. And
India, which never asked for this
war, found it in the gas agency
queue."

Duryodhana thought about it.
"So, every treaty is a Shalya feast."

"And nobody reads the menu
until the bill comes."

A knock at the door
That was when we heard the flute.
Duryodhana groaned. "Not him
again."

Krishna walked back in as if he
had lived in Jaipur all his life, took
the best chair and asked whether
there was any makhan (butter) in
the fridge. There was only Amul. He
accepted it graciously.

"From that gold room, I went to
New York," he said. "I tried the
United Nations."

"And?" I asked.
"They gave me fifteen minutes to

speak for peace. Your friend in the
red tie took fifty-six last year.
Nobody stopped him."

Krishna turned to me. "Do you
remember what I offered this one
and Arjuna before Kurukshetra?
They both came to Dwarka. One
could have my whole army. The
other could have me, unarmed, only
to advise."

"And he took the army."
"Everyone takes the army,"

Krishna sighed. "Every leader in the
world today would take the army.
Nobody wants the unarmed man
who only talks. That is why the

United Nations is me, without the
chakra."

And where is India?
Krishna licked the butter off his fin-
ger and looked at me. "And your
country? Which side?"

"Neither. We buy Russian oil and
American gas, and talk to Tehran
and Washington. I think we are your
brother Balarama. He loved both
sides, so, he refused to fight and
went on a pilgrimage."

"And he came back," said
Krishna softly, "just in time to watch
his two students, Bhima and this
one, try to kill each other." He looked
at my kitchen. "Neutral hands stay
clean, beti. Neutral kitchens still
run out of gas."

I did not argue. I had waited 25
days for my last cylinder.

So, is it due?
I finally asked the question I had
carried all year. "Is another
Mahabharata coming?"

Krishna raised an eyebrow. "You
want a prophecy? I am God, not an
astrologer."

"Please."
He grew serious. "On the last

night of my war, Ashwatthama
aimed the Brahmastra at the
unborn child of the Pandavas. I
saved him and named him
Parikshit. Your world has built
thousands of Brahmastras since. It
has not built a single Krishna to
stop them."

"There is 1963," I said. "A year
after the world nearly blew itself up
over Cuba, it signed its first nuclear
test-ban treaty."

"Fear is a good teacher," Krishna

agreed. "It is a pity its fees are so
high."

The loudest lie
"Does he know he is lying?" I asked,
nodding at the television. "Or does
he believe it by the tenth time?"

Krishna was quiet for a while. "I
know something about lies," he said
at last. "I arranged the most famous
one in Mahabharata."

Duryodhana sat up. He knew the
story. Drona could not be defeated
while he held his bow. So, Bhima
killed an elephant named
Ashwatthama, the name of Drona's
son, and Krishna asked
Yudhishthira, who had never told a
lie, to announce it. "Ashwatthama is
dead," Yudhishthira said aloud.
"Man or elephant," he whispered,
and Krishna had the conches blown
to drown the whisper. Drona low-
ered his bow and was killed.
Yudhishthira's chariot, which had
always floated a little above the
earth, touched the ground.

"One lie from a man who never
lied," said Krishna, "and a war
turned. It worked because it was
rare."

"And his?"
"His work because they are

never rare. Your psychologists have
measured it now: hear a thing often
enough, and it begins to sound true.
Yudhishthira spent all his honesty
on one sentence. That man never
saved any to spend."

He looked at the television. "But
remember the chariot. Every lie
touches the ground eventually."

Karma collects
Duryodhana shifted in his seat.

"This karma business," he said, a lit-
tle too casually. "Does it always col-
lect?"

"Not from him, apparently," I
said, and pointed at the television.
"Eighty years old. Lost an election,
impeached twice, convicted on 34
counts. Richer than ever. All karma
has managed is a few court orders
and one nameplate."

Duryodhana snorted. "A name-
plate? My thigh was worth more
than that."

"You are looking for karma in
the courts," said Krishna. "Look at
the clock."

In 2015, the 69-year-old candidate
boasted that he slept only three or
four hours a night. The 80-year-old
President has been photographed
with his eyes shut in Cabinet meet-
ings. Trump explained it himself in
January: "I didn't sleep. I just closed
them because I wanted to get the
hell out of there."

Duryodhana was scandalised.
"In our epics, only Kumbhakarna
slept on duty. And even he had the
decency to do it at home."

"He appointed three of the
judges on his own Supreme Court,"
said Krishna quietly. "There is one
judge he cannot appoint. I told
Arjuna on the battlefield, Kaalo'smi:
I am Time. Your scientist
Oppenheimer remembered those
words when he saw his bomb
explode. Time is the only court
where nobody gets an adjourn-
ment."

Duryodhana muttered, "So,
someone can prove it after all."

Then, Krishna picked up the
remote, and every channel became
the same channel.

The Time channel
First came a desert, and two enor-
mous stone legs standing in the
sand. In 1818, the poet Shelley imag-
ined the inscription on the pedestal:
"My name is Ozymandias, King of
Kings; / Look on my Works, ye
Mighty, and despair!" Then the last
line: "Nothing beside remains."

"Show her one of ours," said
Duryodhana, who was enjoying this
less and less.

Krishna showed me Muhammad
bin Tughlaq, the sultan who moved
his capital to Daulatabad and back.
When he died in 1351, the historian
Badauni wrote the most savage obit-
uary in Indian history: the Sultan
was freed from his people, and they
from him.

Then Aurangzeb, who ruled for
nearly half a century over the rich-
est empire on earth. At 88, dying in
the Deccan, he wrote to his son: "I
came alone, and I go as a stranger. I
do not know who I am, nor what I
have been doing." He asked to be
buried in a plain grave open to the
sky. Within decades, his empire fell
apart.

Krishna switched off the televi-
sion.

"Karma is not small," he said. "It
is only counting. Duryodhana, for
thirteen years, while the Pandavas
lived in the forest eating roots, you
were richer than ever. Kings queued
to flatter you. Did karma look small
to you then?"

Duryodhana rubbed his thigh
and said nothing. He had bared it at
Draupadi in the dice hall. Bhima
had vowed to break it. On the eigh-
teenth day, he did.

The next tenant
"And us?" I asked. "That is the part
nobody reads," said Krishna. "Every
power a king invents stays in the
palace: tariffs by midnight post, fees
by proclamation, names by decree.
The next man in the chair inherits
all of it."

"Like an electricity bill in India,"

I said. "It stays with the flat. The
next tenant pays."

"Or the neighbours," said
Krishna, and nodded at the news.
On 16 September, America's
Congress passed a bill letting the
President put tariffs of up to 100 per
cent on countries that buy Russian
oil. Two days later, he signed it.
India is on the list. The pen is now in
his hand.

The loophole
At the door, Krishna stopped and
looked at my induction cooker.

"What is this?"
"A jugaad. When the gas

stopped, I bought it. In 1973, when
the oil ran short, Papa got on a bicy-
cle."

Krishna smiled the way he
must have smiled at Arjuna on the
battlefield. "Then, you have under-
stood my Gita better than the men
on your television. I told Arjuna he
had a right to his work, never to its
fruits. They want only the fruits:
the prize, the name, the map. The
world is held together by people
who want none. Mothers who
adjust the chai and the budget
without a press release. Fathers on
bicycles. Nobody gives them a
Nobel. There is no Nobel for keep-
ing the world running."

Then, he was gone, and so was
Duryodhana, and so was my nam-
keen.

On the television, the most pow-
erful man on earth was giving the
world his forecast, the one he has
given so many times: "We'll see what
happens."

Papa, half asleep beside me,
muttered, "Dekhte hain."

Every Indian child knows what
that means. When Papa says 'dekhte
hain' (we'll see) about a new bicycle,
the answer is no.

Then, the doorbell rang, and I
woke up. It was not Krishna. It was
the gas cylinder, on day 25.

Concluded.
||||
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#TRUMPTROPY

Duryodhana was still on my sofa,
eating my namkeen and asking
which side the Pandavas were on.
Then, there was a knock at the door.
The rest of the night did not go the
way either of us expected.

Is Another
Mahabharata Due? PART: 3


