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Celebrating the Power of Words

ational Dictionary Day, observed on October 16 every year, celebrates the power of words and the importance of dictionaries in our daily lives.
Established to honour Noah Webster, whose 1828 dictionary helped standardize American English, the day encourages literacy, learning, and
curiosity about language. It's a reminder of how dictionaries serve as invaluable tools, not just for definitions, but for understanding etymology,
pronunciation, and context. Schools, libraries, and language enthusiasts mark the occasion with activities like word games, spelling bees, and
vocabulary challenges, emphasizing that expanding one's lexicon enriches communication, knowledge, and cultural connection across generations.N
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BABY BLUES By Rick Kirkman & Jerry ScottTHE WALL ZITS By Jerry Scott & Jim Borgman

“I have noticed that even people

who claim everything is prede-

termined and that we can do

nothing to change it look

before they cross the road.”
- Stephen Hawking

enault HIFAF
( H i m a l a y a n
International Film
Festival) Caravan
means cinema on
the move!

Jaipur has been
chosen as the very first stop
for the Renault HIFAF
Caravan. This isn't just a stan-
dard screening, it is a rare
opportunity to experience a
beautiful curation of inde-
pendent cinema that brings us
closer to experiencing HIFAF
in all its elements.

What makes this evening
truly special is the incredible
privilege of having all three
filmmakers present in person.

They are traveling here to
speak directly with you, hold
post-screening conversations,

break down their creative
process, and take you behind
the scenes of their journey.

The Experience
Date: Saturday, 17th October
2026
Time: 5:30 PM onwards
Venue: The Open Space
Society, TOSS Jaipur 
Entry: FREE, but spaces are
strictly limited and registra-
tion is mandatory.

Films on the Screen
 Thursday Special: by

Varun Tandon
 Vitthal: by Vinoo

Choliparambil
 Tumhari Baari Jo: by

Vinoo Choliparambil
 The Unknown Filmmaker:

by Hemant Gaba

#HIFAF

R

Bringing the
Mountains and
the Winter Chill
to Jaipur! 
This isn't just a standard screening, it is a
rare opportunity to experience a beautiful
curation of independent cinema

disha's Chilika Lake
has welcomed its
feathered visitors ear-
lier than usual, with
migratory flamingos
arriving despite the
prevailing hot and

humid weather. Their early
appearance has raised hopes
among birdwatchers for a prom-
ising migratory season.

Winter may still be some
time away, but the waters of
Odisha's Chilika Lake are
already witnessing a splash of
pink. Migratory flamingos have
returned to the famous lagoon
earlier than usual this year,
bringing excitement among
bird lovers and nature enthusi-
asts who eagerly await the
annual arrival of these elegant
visitors.

Typically, migratory birds
begin arriving in larger num-
bers at Chilika as temperatures
fall and winter sets in.
Flamingos are generally spot-
ted at the lake between
November and December, with
another period of sightings
between February and March.
This year, however, their early
arrival has surprised observers,
as the weather continues to
remain hot and humid.

The sight of flamingos gath-
ering against the backdrop of
Chilika's expansive waters has

once again drawn attention to
the lagoon's importance as a
habitat for migratory birds.
Their presence offers a wel-
come spectacle for birdwatch-
ers, photographers and visitors
hoping to witness one of
nature's most fascinating sea-
sonal events.

Early Arrival Raises Hopes
for a Better Season
The return of flamingos has
generated optimism among bird
lovers, particularly because the
birds have reportedly been spot-
ted in smaller numbers over the
past three to four years. Their
early appearance has renewed
hopes that more flamingos
could visit Chilika during the
current migratory season.

However, it is still too early
to predict whether the number
of birds arriving this year will
increase significantly. The total
population expected at the lake
remains uncertain, and
observers will have to wait for
the season to progress before
drawing conclusions about the
scale of the migration.

The early sightings have
nevertheless added excitement
to the annual birdwatching sea-
son. For those who follow
Chilika's avian visitors, every
returning flock is an opportuni-
ty to observe the changing pat-

terns of migration and the nat-
ural rhythms that connect dis-
tant regions.

Why Chilika Matters to
Migratory Birds
Spread across Odisha's east-
ern coastline, Chilika is one of
India's most prominent
coastal lagoons and an impor-
tant destination for migratory
birds. Its diverse wetland
ecosystem provides feeding
and resting grounds for
numerous bird species that
travel long distances during
seasonal migrations.
Flamingos, known for their dis-
tinctive pink plumage, long legs
and curved bills, are among the
most striking birds to visit the
lagoon. Their colour, combined
with the sight of flocks moving
through shallow waters, makes
them a major attraction for
wildlife enthusiasts. The
arrival of migratory birds also
highlights the importance of
protecting wetland habitats.
Water quality, food availability,
climatic conditions and the
overall health of the ecosystem
can influence the suitability of
a wetland for visiting birds.

A Season Bird Lovers 
Will Watch Closely
With flamingos already making
an appearance before the usual
winter period, expectations are
building around the months
ahead. Birdwatchers will be
keen to see whether more flocks
arrive as the weather changes
and the migratory season gath-
ers pace.

For now, Chilika's early vis-
itors have offered a glimpse of
the natural spectacle that
makes the lagoon special.
Whether their numbers rise
substantially this season
remains to be seen, but the
return of these pink-feathered
guests has given Odisha's cele-
brated wetland an early touch
of winter magic.

#HOPE
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Chilika Turns
Pink Again
Winter may still be some time
away, but the waters of
Odisha's Chilika Lake are already
witnessing a splash of pink

The bully in yellow
here is a reason it is
called a bulldozer. The
first half of the word
gives it away.

At the Gurjar Ki
Thadi turn, I watched it
behave exactly like the
bully in every school I
have ever known. It
walks up to whoever is

smaller and pushes. A shop front
here. A tin shed there. A staircase
that never harmed anybody in its
life. Each time there is a crash, a
cloud of dust and a small cheer from
somewhere. I can never tell whether
the cheer is for the bulldozer or
against it. I am not sure the people
cheering know either.

People stand on both sides of the
road and watch. Some have folded
arms. Some have phones held up
high. Some have come out with a
cup of tea, as if this were a Sunday
matinee. It looks like the last over of
a close India-Pakistan match, except
that nobody knows which team they
are supporting.

And right in the middle of all
this, a woman from a television
channel is speaking into a camera.
Dust behind her, bulldozer behind
her, a shop losing its face behind
her, and she stands there with com-
plete calm, holding her mic like a
diya in a storm. She is the most com-
posed person on that road. Then
again, she is one of only two people
there being paid to be there. The
other one is driving the bulldozer.

The most graceful 
U-turn in Jaipur
I have seen many U-turns in this
city. Autos take them in the middle
of Tonk Road without any warning.
Politicians take them right after
elections, also without any warning.
But the most graceful U-turn I have
ever seen was taken by that bully.

After all the crashing and push-
ing, the bulldozer reaches a small
room sitting right on the road. It is a
room barely big enough for an idol.
You could not fit a priest inside
unless he stood very straight and
held his breath. The bulldozer stops.
It looks at the room. The room looks

back. Then, the bulldozer goes
around it, as quietly as a teenager
tiptoeing past her mother's room at
two in the morning. A little ahead,
there is another one. Same size,
same story, same U-turn.

As the shops get pushed back,
the little rooms stay exactly where
they are, on the road, now more vis-
ible than ever. The widening drive
has given them a front-row seat.
Some people pay lakhs for a corner
plot on a main road. These rooms
got it free, with fresh demolition as a
bonus view.

The fastest builder 
in India
If you want to see how fast a build-
ing can come up in this country, for-
get the metro. Forget the express-
ways. Watch a roadside shrine.

Day one: a stone appears under a
tree at the edge of the road. Nobody
knows who put it there. Nobody
asks.

Day two: the stone gets a coat of
sindoor.

Day ten: a chabutra (a raised
platform) comes up around it.
Somebody lights a diya every
evening. Month three: four walls, a
gate and the most important part of

the whole construction, a donation
box with a lock.

No map was passed. No archi-
tect was hired. No JDA file moved.
If our development authorities
worked at this speed, every colony
in Jaipur would have its own metro
station by now.

And to be fair to everybody, this
is not the speciality of any one faith.
On our roads, Amar, Akbar and
Anthony have all claimed their cor-
ners. In this one matter, India is per-
fectly secular. Every faith gets an
equal opportunity to encroach.

What's in a name
And then comes the final touch. The
naming ceremony.

A roadside shrine is never called
just 'mandir.' That would be too ordi-
nary, and an ordinary thing can be
questioned. So, it gets a name so

grand that no officer, no inspector
and no bulldozer driver will dare to
read it out and then raise a hand
against it. Chamatkareshwar
Mahadev. Rozgareshwar Devi.
Names that sound as if they have
been granted by a higher court than
the High Court.

I have a theory about this. The
smaller the shrine, the bigger the
name. A temple the size of a phone
booth will carry a name longer than
the road it sits on. The name is not
for the god, who knows who He is. It
is for the JDA, which does not.

Some of these names are so hon-
est that they confess everything.
Rozgareshwar Devi, for instance,
has certainly given rozgar to some-
body. Usually the man who collects
from the donation box.

And if there is ever a temple
called Atikrameshwar Mahadev, I

will be the first to bow. At least that
one will be telling the truth.

Meanwhile, in Jagatpura
So, is the bulldozer always this
polite? Not quite.

Not long ago, across the city, the
JDA set out to widen a road near the
Nandpuri underpass in Jagatpura
to 80 feet. First, it cleared well over a
hundred other encroachments.
Nobody switched off the internet
for those.

Then came the last five. A
mosque, two temples, a satsang hall
and a mazaar. All standing on the
road.

The JDA gave their caretakers
time to remove the constructions
themselves. On New Sanganer Road,
I am told, shopkeepers picked up
hammers and broke their own stair-
cases to save their Diwali stock. In
Jagatpura, nobody picked up a ham-
mer. Why would they? A shrine has
no Diwali stock to save.

So, the JDA came prepared.
Around 3,000 policemen. Companies
of armed constabulary, with extra
forces called in from Kota and
Bharatpur. Drones in the sky.
Mobile internet suspended across
two police districts. Movement
restricted in the area. Let me say
that again. To build a road on which

people could move freely, the author-
ities first had to stop people from
moving. For more than a hundred
ordinary encroachments, ordinary
arrangements. For five places of
worship, an army, an air force and a
digital blackout. Nobody in the his-
tory of Jaipur has needed 3,000
policemen to demolish a staircase.

Somewhere, a constable from
Bharatpur must have gone home
after duty and told his wife that he
had been called to Jaipur for a road
widening. She must not have
believed a word.

And the internet! For two days,
half of Jaipur could not forward a
single message. Good morning roses
on WhatsApp piled up like unpaid
bills. Aunties had to wish actual
human beings good morning, in per-
son, with their actual mouths. Some
say it was the most peaceful 48

hours the city has seen in years.
The government knew exactly

where the real danger lay. It was sit-
ting in the family WhatsApp group,
with its finger on the forward but-
ton.

Mind you, the Jagatpura bull-
dozer was perfectly secular too. A
mosque, two temples, a satsang hall
and a mazaar, all on the same list, all
removed together. Equal opportuni-
ty to encroach, equal opportunity to
be removed.

So much for politeness. The bull-
dozer on New Sanganer Road is sim-
ply doing arithmetic. Going around
a shrine costs nothing. Going
through one costs 3,000 policemen
and a city without internet.

Somebody please
WhatsApp the bulldozer
The courts, meanwhile, have been
very clear.

In 2009, the Supreme Court
ordered that no unauthorised reli-
gious structure should come up on
public roads, parks or other public
places. In 2024, Justice B.R. Gavai
said that any religious structure in
the middle of the road, whether a
gurudwara, a dargah or a temple,
cannot obstruct the public. So, the

highest court in the country has
said it twice, fifteen years apart.
That is more patience than most
Indian mothers show. The bulldozer
on New Sanganer Road has clearly
not been informed. Somebody
should send it the judgment on
WhatsApp. With a good morning
flower GIF on top, so that it actually
opens the message. Just make sure
that the internet is working that day.

A view from inside
Sometimes, I wonder what the gods
themselves think of all this.

Jaipur is not short of grand
homes for them. Govind Dev Ji lives
in the City Palace complex. Ganesh
ji sits at the foot of Moti Dungri,
with a whole hill and a palace as his
backdrop. That is prime real estate
with a view.

And then, there is the god in the

little room at the Gurjar Ki Thadi
turn. He breathes diesel smoke all
day. Trucks honk at him all night.
Now, he also has a bulldozer roaring
two feet away and a crowd with
phones.

If he could speak, I suspect he
would apply for a transfer.

'Bachchon, mujhe kisne yahaan
bithaya?' (Children, who put me
here?) Nobody would answer.
Because the person who put him
there did not do it for him. A god on
the road is the best security guard
money cannot buy. No notice can
touch him, no bulldozer comes near
him and the land around him stays
safe. Everybody bows, drops a coin
in the box and drives on.

God never asked for this plot. We
gave it to Him on the road so that we
would not have to give Him any-
thing from our own.

The Devlok Housing Scheme
The JDA is very good at one

thing: housing schemes. Every few
years, it announces one, people fill
forms, pay fees, and a lottery
decides who gets a plot.

So, here is my humble proposal.
Jagatpura has shown that when the
caretakers are asked to move a
shrine on their own, nobody moves
it. They need somewhere to go. So,
the JDA should launch the Devlok
Housing Scheme, a proper, beautiful
colony for every place of worship
currently sitting on our roads. Wide
lanes, lots of trees, no diesel, no
honking and ample parking for
devotees. All faiths welcome, side by
side, with exactly equal plot sizes, so
that nobody fights over the corner.

Every roadside shrine will
receive an allotment letter and a
transfer order, exactly like a govern-
ment employee. The shifting will be
done with full rituals, a band, a pro-
cession and laddoos for everybody.
Every faith already has a ritual for
everything, from buying a new car
to opening a new shop. I am sure
they have one for a change of
address.

And it will cost a lot less than
3,000 policemen.

The gods will happily accept.
Unlike government employees, they
will not ask for a posting near their
home town, because they are every-
where anyway.

The only people who will object
are those who were using the gods
as security guards. They will have a
very hard time explaining why God
prefers a bus stop to a garden.

To be continued...
||||
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Shailaza Singh
Published Author,
Poet and a YouTuber

Bhagwan
Ka Plot

The bulldozer on
New Sanganer
Road goes through
shop fronts,
facades and
staircases without
blinking. Then, at
the Gurjar Ki Thadi
turn, it meets a
tenant that it does
not dare to touch.
This tenant has
never paid rent,
never shown
papers and never
been served a
notice. Across the
city, in Jagatpura,
the JDA did dare. It
needed 3,000
policemen, drones
and a switched-off
internet to do it.PART:2

A roadside shrine is never called just 'mandir.' That would be too
ordinary, and an ordinary thing can be questioned. So, it gets a

name so grand that no officer, no inspector and no bulldozer driver
will dare to read it out and then raise a hand against it.
Chamatkareshwar Mahadev. Rozgareshwar Devi. Names that sound as
if they have been granted by a higher court than the High Court. I
have a theory about this. The smaller the shrine, the bigger the name.

T he JDA is very good at one thing: housing schemes. Every few
years, it announces one, people fill forms, pay fees, and a lottery

decides who gets a plot. So, here is my humble proposal. Jagatpura has
shown that when the caretakers are asked to move a shrine on their
own, nobody moves it. They need somewhere to go. So, the JDA
should launch the Devlok Housing Scheme, a proper, beautiful colony
for every place of worship currently sitting on our roads.


