
don't think the alterna-
tive even occurred to
me. He was my mentor,
I loved him very much
and he loved me like his
son. So, if he told me to
do something, I did it,
no question about it. I
washed up. Kishta put
the food on the table.

Shivaiyya went to the back of the
house to eat in the kitchen. When we
had both eaten, I picked up the 8mm
carbine. Uncle Rama said to me,
"Don't take that. Take the 12-bore
shotgun. And take these (he gave me
4 buckshot cartridges). In the night,
you will only get to shoot at close
range. No time to fool around with a
rifle. Use this. At close range, it will
stop an elephant." There was so
much love (tough love alright) but
love in this action of making me go
into a dangerous environment but
ensuring that I had everything I
needed to be safe and survive.

The fact that he even ordered me
to go was a credit to me, that he
trusted in my ability to take care of
myself and treated me like a respon-
sible adult and not just an irrespon-
sible teenager.

Talk about mentoring? Here is
mentoring for you. Teach, equip and
trust. To trust means to give respon-
sibility. Which was more 'danger-
ous?' Me, taking care of myself or

Uncle Rama having to explain to my
parents that he had sent me out in
the forest in the night and that is
why I had been eaten by a tiger or
bitten by a cobra? He knew that, yet,
he took a risk because he trusted me
and needed to teach me a lesson that
a gun was not a toy. Hunting was not
about having fun killing animals. It
was about behaving responsibly,
taking ownership for your actions
and accepting accountability, which
means that if you make a mistake,
you pay for it.

Shivaiyya and I left. There was a
full moon, so, the forest was a land-
scape of light and shadows. We
came out of the riverbed and
climbed the far bank and took the
path leading to Shivaiyya's village.
Shivaiyya was a realist (or was he
acting on Uncle Rama's secret
orders, to this day, I have no idea).
He said to me, "Dora, let us sleep in
my village and go out with the dogs
in the morning before the sun rises.

We will get the stag then. Trying to
find him in the night without dogs
to follow the scent is impossible.
Getting the dogs to go into the forest
in the night is impossible. What do
you say?" 

The Village
I learnt early in life, never to argue
with elders who have more experi-
ence. So, I agreed. We walked the
half mile to his village. His village
was a haphazard collection of mud
huts with untidy grass thatch roofs.
The hut had one door and no win-
dows, and the women usually
cooked inside the hut. The fuel was
dried cow-dung cakes. In the night,
the hut was not only home to the
family but to two dogs, one goat and
a young calf that was too young to
be left outside with the other cattle.

It was into this hut that
Shivaiyya, very kindly, invited me to
sleep. I politely declined and asked
him to put the rope cot that he
offered me, outside the hut and said
that I preferred to sleep in the open.
He was not happy with that, as the
forest was home to tigers, leopards
and bears. But I was happier taking
my chances with them than with
sleeping inside the hut with its
smoke and multiple smells. I lay on
the rope net, kept my shotgun handy
and lay on my back looking at the

sky. By this time, the moon had set,
and the stars were out in their
splendour. You must lie on your
back in a forest without any ambi-
ent light and look up at the sky to
understand the true magnificence of
the night sky. As I lay there, I

thought to myself that I was proba-
bly seeing things that didn't exist. I
mean, that the star that I may be
looking at, could have 'died' millions
of years ago, but I was 'seeing' it
because its light reached me only
now. Quite a sobering thought, if
you ask me.

Long before the sun showed
itself, Shivaiyya came out of his
hut with sweet, milky tea, which
we both drank in silent companion-
ship. When we had finished and the
light was stronger, he whistled to
his dogs, and we set off to find the
Chital. These are the famous
Indian 'pie' dogs. Small curs, with a
very highly developed sense of
smell, and a lot of wisdom living in
the jungle where they are the
favourite food of leopards. So, only
the clever ones live. We took the
dogs to where I'd first shot at the
Chital, and they tracked it into a
ravine where he had fallen and
died the previous night. Not too far
from where we had been looking
for him, but not having the dog's
sense of smell, we had no chance of
finding him in the dark. As I had
thought, my shot went straight
through his lungs and out of the
back. As it did not break any major
bone, the animal ran away and
there was also not much of a blood
trail. It died eventually, but after

running almost 200 yards and
falling into the small ravine. Such
were my lessons in responsibility
learned. Lessons about being
responsible for my actions; for the
consequences of my actions and of
being ready to pay the price there-
of. Much that I am grateful to Uncle
Rama and Shivaiyya for. This is
what I mean by strong male role
models. What remains most vivid
in my memory is the way in which
Uncle Rama taught me, even the
painful lessons. Firm, but full of
love and respect. That is how you
set boundaries for boys, which give
them a sense of responsibility and
teach them the primary lesson of
good citizenship, that you live in
this world, not for yourself alone.
That you owe it to others to take
care of commons, and of each
other, especially if you have been
blessed with more than others.

That is where external role mod-
els, teachers, mentors, uncles,

coaches, make a huge difference.
One because parents can't provide
all the attention and inspiration
which children need. Second
because children see external role
models differently from parents and
see their good side and are usually
more forgiving about their weak-
nesses. That is why it is important
to have such people in your life and
ensure that your children are
exposed to them regularly and often.

My parents allowed me to go off
to Sethpally every summer and
winter. They never stopped me. I
used to take a bus from Hyderabad,
change at two places and walk the
last 2-3 miles through fields and for-
est. Gone without trace until I
returned because there was no way
to inform them that I had even
arrived. But they took that chance
because they realized that the
learning and opportunity to devel-
op my leadership skills that I was
getting, they couldn't give me.
Nobody ever said any of this out
loud but now with four decades of
hindsight, I can see how it all
worked out. That is why they say
that it takes a whole village to raise
a child. Sometimes, that village is
dispersed all over the country.

Society, especially parents, owes
a debt of gratitude to those in socie-
ty, who take the time, trouble,
thought, expense and emotion to
invest in children who neither
belong to them, nor can they be
expected to do any good for them in
the future. But the broad backs of
such men carry the weight of the
legacy that another generation is
taught what it means to be real men.

Concluded.
||||
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A-Bit happens here...
National Bingo Day

ational Bingo Day celebrates the popular game of bingo, which brings people together for fun, excitement, and friendly competition.
Observed every year on June 27, the day highlights the social value of bingo in communities, schools, clubs, and charity events. People of all
ages enjoy the game because it is easy to play and creates a joyful atmosphere. National Bingo Day also recognizes how bingo has been
used to support fundraising activities and strengthen social connections. Families and friends often gather to play, share laughter, and win
prizes. The celebration reminds everyone that simple games can create happiness, teamwork, and memorable moments for all.N

BABY BLUES By Rick Kirkman & Jerry ScottTHE WALL ZITS By Jerry Scott & Jim Borgman

“Hustle until 
your haters ask if

you ’re hiring .”
- Steve Maraboli
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n the late 19th centu-
ry, a young woman's
body was pulled from
the River Seine in
Paris. She had
drowned, and no one
ever discovered her

identity. There were no signs of
violence, no clues to her story,
only a serene, almost haunting
expression on her face.
Captivated by her calm beauty,
a pathologist created a plaster
death mask of her face.

That mask would take on a
life of its own.

Copies began circulating
across Europe, adorning artists'
studios, writers' desks, and
bourgeois homes. The girl
became known as L'Inconnue de
la Seine, the Unknown Woman
of the Seine. Her faint, enigmat-
ic smile drew comparisons to
the Mona Lisa, earning her the
nickname "the drowned Mona
Lisa." Philosophers and writ-
ers, including Albert Camus,
were struck by the paradox of
her peaceful expression in
death. She became a quiet cul-
tural icon, her identity lost but
her image immortal.

Decades later, in the 1950s, a
Norwegian toymaker named
Åsmund Laerdal faced a very
different challenge. He had been
tasked with helping develop a

realistic training model for car-
diopulmonary resuscitation
(CPR), a life-saving technique
that was just beginning to gain
global importance. Practicing
CPR on real people was obvi-
ously dangerous, so, a man-
nequin was needed, one that felt
human enough to teach proper-
ly, yet neutral enough not to rep-
resent a specific individual.

Laerdal struggled with one
key question: what should the
face look like?

It needed to be calm,
approachable, and reassuring,
not clinical or unsettling. One
day, he encountered a reproduc-

tion of the death mask of the
Unknown Woman of the Seine.
Her expression, serene, almost
gently smiling, was exactly
what he had been searching for.
In that moment, he found the
face for his creation.

The mannequin was named
Resusci Anne.

Millions of these CPR train-
ing mannequins were produced
and distributed worldwide.
Generations of people, doctors,
nurses, students, and ordinary
citizens, learned how to save
lives by practicing on her.
Ironically, the face of a woman
who could not be saved in life
became the face that would help
save countless others.

Then, in the 1980s, the story
took another unexpected turn.

Michael Jackson, preparing
for performances and commit-
ted to understanding emer-
gency response techniques,
learned CPR using a Resusci
Anne mannequin. As part of
the training, practitioners are
taught to check responsiveness
by asking a simple question:
"Are you okay?"

That phrase stayed with
him.

It later became immortal-
ized in one of the most iconic
lines from his song Smooth
Criminal: "Annie, are you
okay?"

And so, the journey comes
full circle.

From an unidentified girl
pulled from the Seine, to a death
mask admired across Europe…
from a CPR mannequin used to
teach life-saving skills, to a lyric
sung by one of the world's
biggest pop stars, the thread is
as unlikely as it is poetic.

Like the Mona Lisa, the
Unknown Woman's expression
continues to captivate: time-
less, mysterious, and open to
interpretation. But unlike
Leonardo da Vinci's master-
piece, her legacy is not confined
to a museum wall. It lives in
classrooms, hospitals, and
training centers, and even in
the rhythm of a pop song. A
silent face from the past, still
echoing through modern life.

#L'INCONNUE DE LA SEINE

The Mona Lisa and
Michael Jackson
...A death mask admired across Europe… from a 
CPR mannequin used to teach life-saving skills, to a
lyric sung by one of the world's biggest pop stars
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Mirza Yawar Baig
Naturalist  and Wildlife 
Conservationist

he historic city of
Udaipur, nestled in
the heart of
Rajasthan, is
renowned for its
majestic palaces,
serene lakes, and

rich cultural heritage. One of
its lesser-known but deeply
significant landmarks is
Natani Ka Chabutara (the
platform of the Natani), locat-
ed near Pichola Lake. This
site holds a poignant story
from the 14th century, encap-
sulating the courage, loyalty,
and tragic fate of a woman
named Galki Bai, a member of
the Nat community, which left
a lasting impression on the
royal history of Mewar.

Who Were the Nat
Community?
The Nat community, also
known as Nats or Natwarias,
was historically involved in
performing arts and enter-
tainment. They were known
for their acrobatic skills, per-
forming dances, songs, and
feats that showcased their
physical agility. Over time,
however, they also became
skilled in various labour-
intensive crafts, especially
bamboo weaving and wood-
work, making significant con-
tributions to the local econo-
my and culture.

In the 14th century, under
the reign of the Mewar kings,
the Nat community was a val-
ued part of the kingdom. They
were not only admired for
their artistic abilities but also
for their role in the develop-
ment of the region's cultural
and architectural landscape.

The Challenge by 
the Maharaja
The story behind Natani Ka
Chabutara revolves around a
dramatic challenge proposed
by the Maharaja of Mewar.
Legend has it that the
Maharaja, intrigued by the
Nat community's prowess and
the strength of their bamboo
craftsmanship, issued a seem-
ingly impossible challenge to
the members of the communi-
ty in the early 1400s.

The Maharaja announced
that if any Nat could prove
the strength and durability of
the bamboo used by the com-
munity, he would reward
them with half of the Mewar
state. This was a monumental
offer, as it not only promised
wealth and land but would

grant significant political
power.

The Maharaja's challenge
was set in motion when the
Nat community, particularly
one of its members, Galki Bai,
decided to take it up. Known
for her exceptional agility,
intellect, and courage, Galki
Bai took the Maharaja's offer
to heart. She agreed to per-
form an extraordinary feat to
prove the strength of the bam-
boo.

The Test of Strength
The challenge involved a dra-
matic demonstration of the
strength of bamboo. The Nat
community would lay down a
long stretch of bamboo from
the side of Pichola Lake to its
center, a distance that would
test the limits of both the
bamboo's durability and the
acrobat's skill. The Maharaja
watched as Galki Bai, with
her unmatched acrobatic abil-
ities, was tasked with cross-
ing the bamboo bridge that
stretched across the lake. The
test was designed to push her
to the very limits, to show not
only the strength of the bam-
boo but also the courage and
resilience of the community.

As Galki Bai confidently
began her crossing, the
Maharaja and other ministers
thought that she would win.
In an attempt to not let her
win, the men of the king cut
the ropes that held the bam-
boo in place.

The Tragic End: Galki
Bai's Death
With a single stroke, the rope
was cut, and the bamboo
bridge collapsed, sending
Galki Bai plunging into the
lake's waters. The shock of
her fall and the subsequent
drowning proved fatal. Galki
Bai's death was tragic and the
king regretted that. He deeply
lamented the loss of a woman
who had been not only a
remarkable acrobat and
craftsman but also a symbol of
strength, resolve, and loyalty.

The Legacy of Galki Bai
After Galki Bai's tragic death,
the site where she fell was
marked, and it became known
as Natani Ka Chabutara (the
Platform of the Natani) in her
honour. The area near Pichola
Lake became a memorial, not
only for Galki Bai but for the
Nat community and their
indomitable spirit.

#ARCHAEOLOGY
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The Tragic Tale at
Pichola Lake, Udaipur
As Galki Bai confidently began her 
crossing, the Maharaja and other ministers
thought that she would win...

To Be Responsible

Shivaiyya was a realist
(or was he acting on
Uncle Rama's secret
orders, to this day, I
have no idea). He said
to me, "Dora, let us
sleep in my village
and go out with the
dogs in the morning
before the sun rises.
We will get the stag
then. Trying to find
him in the night
without dogs to
follow the scent is
impossible. Getting
the dogs to go into
the forest in the night
is impossible. What
do you say?"

PART:3

I learnt early in life, never to
argue with elders who have

more experience. So, I agreed. We
walked the half mile to his village.
His village was a haphazard collec-
tion of mud huts with untidy grass
thatch roofs. The hut had one
door and no windows, and the
women usually cooked inside the
hut. The fuel was dried cow-dung
cakes. In the night, the hut was
not only home to the family but to
two dogs, one goat and a young
calf that was too young to be left
outside with the other cattle.

T hat is where external role
models, teachers, mentors,

uncles, coaches, make a huge dif-
ference. One because parents
can't provide all the attention and
inspiration which children need.
Second because children see exter-
nal role models differently from
parents and see their good side
and are usually more forgiving
about their weaknesses. That is
why it is important to have such
people in your life and ensure
that your children are exposed to
them regularly and often.


