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Celebrating World Vegan Day

orld Vegan Day, observed every November 1, is a global celebration of plant-based living and compassionate choices. The day honours the benefits of a
vegan lifestyle for health, the environment, and animal welfare. From nutritious plant-based meals to innovative cruelty-free products, vegans
worldwide showcase how ethical eating can be both delicious and sustainable. The day also sparks awareness about reducing carbon footprints,
conserving natural resources, and promoting animal rights. Events, workshops, and social media campaigns inspire people to explore plant-based diets,
encouraging a shift towards mindful consumption. World Vegan Day is a reminder that small daily choices can create a healthier, kinder world.w
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BABY BLUES By Rick Kirkman & Jerry ScottTHE WALL ZITS By Jerry Scott & Jim Borgman

“You find out who your real

friends are when you’re

involved in a scandal.”
- Elizabeth Taylor

ilk is one of the
most luxurious nat-
ural fibers in the
world, admired for
its sheen, texture,
and versatility.
However, not all silk

looks the same. Variations in
silk's appearance and texture,
such as seen in Kora and
Organza, are influenced by
several technical factors,
including denier, ply, and
degumming processes.
Understanding these factors
helps explain why silk fabrics
differ so much in luster,
smoothness, and strength.

Denier: The Thickness 
of Silk Fibers
Denier is a measure of the
thickness or fineness of a sin-
gle silk filament. A lower
denier indicates a finer, more
delicate fiber, while a higher
denier produces a thicker,
sturdier yarn.
 Fabrics made from fine-

denier silk appear lighter,
more translucent, and
softer.

 Thicker-denier silk tends
to produce heavier and
more opaque fabrics.

The denier of the silk fila-
ment directly affects the fab-
ric's sheen and drape, giving
different silks their character-
istic appearance.

Ply: The Number of
Filaments Twisted
Together

Ply refers to how many silk
filaments are twisted together
to make a single yarn.
 Single-ply silk is smooth,

delicate, and lightweight.
 Multi-ply silk combines

two or more filaments, cre-
ating a stronger, more tex-
tured yarn.

Degumming: 
Removing Sericin

Freshly reeled silk contains
sericin, a natural gum that
coats silk fibers. The process
of degumming removes
sericin, enhancing the silk's
softness, shine, and flexibility.
 Less degummed silk

retains some stiffness and
a muted sheen.

 Fully degummed silk
appears smoother and
shinier.

Degumming also affects how
silk takes dyes and how it
drapes, contributing further
to the visual differences
between silk types.

The diverse appearance of
silk fabrics like Kora and
Organza arises from a combi-
nation of fiber thickness
(denier), the number of twist-
ed filaments (ply), and the
removal of natural gum
(degumming). These factors
determine the texture, luster,
strength, and drape of the
final silk fabric. Katan silk, as
the resultant yarn of these
processes, demonstrates how
careful manipulation of fiber
properties creates the luxuri-
ous variety and beauty that
silk is known for.
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Why Silk Looks
Different
The diverse appearance of silk fabrics
like Kora and Organza arises from a
combination of fiber thickness (denier),
and the removal of natural gum 

he story of Hobson-
Jobson is not just
about language, it is a
revealing window
into empire, cultural
encounter, and the
politics of naming.

Published in 1886 by Henry
Yule and Arthur Coke Burnell,
Hobson-Jobson was a glossary
of Anglo-Indian terms, words
that emerged when British colo-
nizers encountered the lan-
guages, customs, and everyday
life of South Asia. At first
glance, it appears to be a curi-
ous and even playful record of
linguistic exchange. But
beneath its surface lies a deeper
story about power, misinterpre-
tation, and cultural hierarchy.

The very title Hobson-
Jobson encapsulates this
dynamic. It is widely under-
stood to be a British mishearing
of "Ya Husain," a phrase chant-
ed by Shia Muslims during
mourning processions in the
month of Muharram. These
processions commemorate the
martyrdom of Husayn ibn Ali
at Karbala, an event of pro-
found spiritual and historical
significance in Islam. The
rhythmic cries of "Ya Husain"
were transformed in colonial
ears into the nonsensical
"Hobson-Jobson," stripping the
phrase of its religious depth
and reconstituting it as a
quaint, almost comic sound.

This act of mishearing was
not incidental, it reflects a
broader pattern. The British in
India frequently encountered
unfamiliar sounds and linguis-
tic structures, which they
reshaped into forms that fit
their own phonetic expecta-
tions. In Hobson-Jobson, Indian
words were often filtered
through an English sensibility

that prized familiarity over
accuracy. The result was a
hybrid vocabulary that said as
much about British perceptions
as it did about Indian languages.

Interestingly, British
observers sometimes delighted
in what they perceived as the
playful or rhythmic qualities of
Indian speech. Reduplicative
expressions like "chai-shai" or
"gup-shup" (casual conversa-
tion) fascinated them. These
forms, common in many South
Asian languages, use repetition
for emphasis or nuance. To
British ears, they echoed the
nursery rhyme rhythms of
English phrases like "Humpty
Dumpty." Yet, this appreciation
was uneven and deeply conde-
scending. While such expres-
sions were occasionally
admired for their charm, they
were more often dismissed as
childish, "silly," or evidence of
linguistic inferiority.

This contradiction reveals
the asymmetry of colonial atti-

tudes. English linguistic play,
nonsense rhymes, alliteration,
and repetition, was celebrated
as creativity. Indian linguistic
forms, by contrast, were fre-
quently labeled as uneducated
or uncivilized. The same struc-
tural feature was judged differ-
ently depending on who used it.

The authority of Hobson-
Jobson itself also invites scruti-
ny. Neither Yule nor Burnell
was formally trained in modern
linguistics as we understand it
today. They were products of a
colonial administrative and
scholarly tradition that blurred
the lines between governance
and knowledge production.
Their work was shaped by per-
sonal observation, anecdote,
and the perspectives of the colo-
nial elite. While undeniably
valuable as a historical record,
the dictionary also reflects the
biases and limitations of its
compilers.

Within this linguistic proj-
ect lies a broader political story.
Language in colonial contexts
is never neutral, it is a site of
power. To name something is to
define it, and to define it is to
exert control over how it is
understood. By collecting,
reshaping, and sometimes dis-
torting Indian words, the
British were not merely docu-
menting a culture; they were
reframing it within a frame-
work that centered their own
worldview.

The transformation of "Ya
Husain" into "Hobson-Jobson"
is emblematic of this process. A
sacred utterance rooted in grief,
devotion, and history became,
in colonial discourse, a curious
and exotic term. This shift illus-
trates how colonial language
practices could detach words
from their original meanings
and embed them in new, often
trivializing contexts.
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Within this linguistic project lies a broader
political story. Language in colonial contexts is
never neutral, it is a site of power

Hobson-Jobson
and the Politics
of Language

‘Married ho?'
'Are you?'

'Seperated.'
'Separated as in?'
'Ok. Where u live.'

asked for his marital
status. He asked for my
pin code. In journalism
school, we were told to
observe people from a
distance. Watch how
they sit, how they talk,
what their hands do
when they lie. The
medium has changed.

Since 2014, I have watched from a
distance on OkCupid, Gtalk, Boo,
Hinge, Telegram and even
Shaadi.com. I have not found any-
one. I was not exactly looking. I was
taking notes.

For this series, I went back
through twelve years of those notes.
I found exactly what I expected. And
one thing I did not.

Somewhere at the back of my
mind, I am still looking for the
heroes of the romance novels, the
ones who could finish a whole sen-
tence before the heroine fainted. On
the apps, the sentences arrive half-
built. The spellings do not arrive at
all.

Over the years, I have also made
a scientific discovery that Darwin
somehow missed. Men are far ahead
of women in evolution. A woman
finishes one chapter of her life, clos-
es the book, and only then thinks
about the next one. A man opens the
next chat window while the first one
is still showing 'typing....' The first
one, usually, is his wife, asking what
he wants for dinner.

It seems I was the next window.

No Name Required
The gentleman who wanted my pin
code had a profile picture of a brand

new black SUV with a big red ribbon
on the bonnet, and him standing
beside it like a proud father outside
the labour room.
Introduction: a professional, VP,
Projects with an MNC.

My name was not required. The
SUV had been introduced to me
more formally than he had.

Then came 'seperated.' I noticed
the spelling. I let it go. Twenty years
of red pens behind me, and I let it
go. That is how off duty I was.

'I am asking you. Separated mat-
lab?'

'Seperated into legel divorce pro-
cedure undergoing.'

I read it three times. There is a
divorce in it. There is a procedure.
There are two spelling mistakes,
which I am still letting go.
Something is most definitely under-
going. What is undergoing, since
when, and in which court, only God
and his wife know. And I am not
fully sure about his wife.

From here on, he is the VP of
Undergoing.

Hindu law does make a couple
live apart for a year before they can
even file for a mutual divorce. So,
'separated' can mean anything from
'my marriage is over' to 'my wife has
gone to her mother's for the summer
holidays' or 'my wife is sleeping in
the next room.'

Then came a long, formal mes-
sage, signed off with: 'Wait for your
reciprocation.'

Reciprocation! In all the
romance novels I read under the
blanket with a torch, not one hero
ever asked the heroine for her recip-
rocation. He just kissed her and the
chapter ended.

He did not know my name, and
he was already waiting for an
answer.

World Famous
Next came a man I will call Mr.
Profile, who was deeply hurt when I
asked if he was married.

'Why would I be married and be
here! It says so on my profile.'

I apologised. He was very under-
standing. Then, he explained the
whole world to me.

'Anyways, if a guy is married
and still here, then even if you ask
him about it, I don't think he'll have
any qualms about lying!'

Wah! So, married men on these
apps lie, and the proof that he was
not one of them was his profile.
Which he had written. Himself. Like
the dhaba on the highway that calls
itself 'World Famous' on its own
board.

'Yes but pata chal jaata hai,' I told
him.

'Hahaha! Kaise?'
'I have my ways to know.'
'Hmm.'
I could picture a browser history

being cleared at the speed of light,
and a wife in the next room asking,
'Kya hua?'

Already Taken
Once, I chatted with a man for days.
We connected. I liked him, really
liked him. And then, casually, he dis-
closed that he was married. We
never met. The disclosure came only
a few days late, like the blue ticks on

a message I had sent the week
before.

Since then, I have noticed a pat-
tern. Every now and then, a man
turns up who writes complete sen-
tences. With verbs! My heart does a
small dance. And then my journal-
ist's nose starts twitching, because
nine times out of ten, he turns out
to be married.

So, I spend half my life com-
plaining that men cannot hold a con-
versation, and when one finally
does, my first question is: where is
his wife? A man who can talk has
had practice. Somebody trained
him. That somebody is usually at
home.

And the tenth? I met him once.
Single. Well read. Good to talk to.
Then, he explained that he believed
in polyamory. Three or four girl-
friends at once. In my head, a film
title started playing: Kis Kisko
Pyaar Karoon. In 2015, Kapil
Sharma made it a comedy. Now, it is

a lifestyle. His character at least had
the decency to hide his wives on dif-
ferent floors.

Why don't I start the conversa-
tion myself, you ask?

I do. I only have a few conditions.
If I send a paragraph, I expect a

paragraph back. Just the same num-
ber of lines, give or take a 'lol.'

'Hmm' is not a reply. It is a
sound. My fridge makes it all night,
and at least, the fridge is keeping
something fresh.

That is all. Paragraph for para-
graph. After all, that is what equali-
ty means. Equal rights. Equal pay.
Equal typing.

And there is one more reason I
do not always start. In twelve years,
the men have changed. The script
has not. It is like the Ramleela in
our mohalla. Every year, a new
uncle plays Ravan, and every year,
he says the same dialogues. I have
seen this Ramleela twelve times. I
know who wins.

Then, there are the honest ones.
My profile says, in plain English,
that married men are not welcome.
They write anyway, to say they have
read my profile, they are only look-
ing for friendship, and I am welcome
to block them if I wish. They read
the line, and they pressed send any-
way, the way people keep pressing a
lift button that is already glowing.

Some add, 'I am quite lonely you
see.' Lonely. With a wife at home.

I block them. Every single one.

Uncalled For Disclosure
And then, there was Mr. Honest. He
told me he was divorced before I
could even ask. He had just come
back from court, where he had met
his counsel about a case against an
insurance company. And then, he

apologised. 'Gave you uncalled for
disclosure.'

Twelve years of men who were
separated, half separated, and sepa-
rated only on weekdays. And the one
man who told me the whole truth
said sorry for it.

Action Nahi Hai,
Romance Hai
Then came the gentleman who
opened with poetry of his own.
'Your smile is so lovely that it just
want me to be a better man. Just to
be the reason of it.' Two lines in, and
I was already in charge of his char-
acter development.

I told him my pictures were all
makeup. Whether it was makeup or
not, he said, would be decided when
we met in person. So, I would make
him a better man, but only after he
had kicked the tyres.

When I asked why he had never
married, he did not give me an
answer. He gave me a trailer.

'First is as always a girl and guy
love story.'

'What?'
'In my story, action nahi hai,

romance hai, comedy hai, tragedy
hai.'

'Lol.'
'Affair with a girl but can't able

to convert it into wedding. That's
why. In one line I can tell you that.'

Five messages. To tell me he
could tell me in one line.

Love On Day Two
And then, there are the men who are
not looking to replace anybody.
They are perfectly happy with the
wife they have. They just want one
more. Ek ke saath ek free, except
nobody has asked the first one
whether she has agreed to the
scheme.

My aunt used to say that men
like their own children and other
people's wives. I have put her line at
the top of this piece because in
twelve years, I have not found one
reason to disagree with her.

One man told me he loved me
on the second day. When I asked
about his life, he said that his wife
was unwell, he had a three-year-
old daughter, and he needed me.
From hello to I love you, in one day.
The next message, I suspect, would
have been, 'Aata (flour) kahan
rakha hai?'

A gentleman from Mumbai, at
least, was clear about the package. 'I
will give you everything you would
ever need. You just come and stay
with me.'

I asked him if he had a depart-
mental store. He did not reply.

Update Pending
Then, I went to Shaadi.com, where
people arrive with their parents'
blessings, and found separated men
there too. If the dating apps are a
second-hand phone from the foot-
path, Shaadi.com is the same phone
in a sealed box with a warranty
card. There, the separated man fills
in 'Awaiting Divorce' under marital
status, like the 'update pending' noti-
fication that has been pending for
three years.

So, after twelve years, I under-
stood one thing. These men are
never single. They are only ever
update pending.

The next morning, at 7:18, my
phone buzzed. It was the VP of
Undergoing.

'Hi. Good morning,' he wrote.
And then came the second line.
To be continued...
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Published Author,
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I am a single mother, not ready to mingle, but
once in a while, I chat with men on dating apps.

A surprising number of them tell me they are
'separated.' In this first part, I set out to find
what that word means. Many of the men, it

seems, are still finding out themselves.

O ver the years, I have also
made a scientific discovery

that Darwin somehow missed.
Men are far ahead of women in
evolution. A woman finishes one
chapter of her life, closes the
book, and only then thinks about
the next one. A man opens the
next chat window while the first
one is still showing 'typing....'
The first one, usually, is his wife,
asking what he wants for dinner.
It seems I was the next window.

T hen, there are the honest
ones. My profile says, in plain

English, that married men are not
welcome. They write anyway, to
say they have read my profile,
they are only looking for friend-
ship, and I am welcome to block
them if I wish. They read the line,
and they pressed send anyway,
the way people keep pressing a
lift button that is already glowing.
Some add, 'I am quite lonely you
see.' Lonely. With a wife at home.

Separated
Matlab Kya?

PART:1


